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Sneak Preview

(skip this part to avoid spoilers)

The split-second Jay had finished talking, a mirror had appeared directly in front of him. A long, full-body thing with an ornate wooden frame someone had polished to a high finish.

But that wasn’t what caught James’s eye and made him want to turn and run, run, run away into the cool early morning, screaming his head off.

It was what was in the mirror that nearly sent him mad.

Looking back at him from behind the glass was a girl. Not just any girl. She had a soft, innocent face and wide, blue eyes that perched above plump, pink lips. Her straight ultra-blond hair framed her pale skin, making her seem almost ghostly.

She can’t be a day older than eighteen, James though, dizzily. She looks so… so innocent!

More than that, he realized, the girl looked beautiful. Like an idealized version of a schoolgirl. The sort of girl James would’ve killed to put in one of his videos.

Especially when you got to the body.

Like a man in a daze, James felt his eyes drift over the girl’s figure. Over her slender waist and wide hips. Over her plump breasts, barely concealed behind her tight, white shirt and green blazer. Over her long, slender legs, encased in white stockings.

“She’s…” he whimpered in his soft new voice, hating the way the girl moved her lips in time with him. “She’s…”

“She’s what, dear?”

“She’s me!” James gave a mortified squeal. In the mirror, the girl’s soft face creased, her pretty mouth opened and she squealed right back at him.

That can’t be me! James thought, desperately. It can’t!

There was no way those innocent eyes could be his. No way that swan-like neck could belong to him. No way he – James, the straight, women-hating man – could be wearing those clothes!

Yet there was no doubt about it.

The girl in the mirror was him.

The witch had turned him into a beautiful schoolgirl.

Now read on…
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Book One

I

I NO WHAT U DID.

James’s fingers froze above the keypad. The soft blue glow from the screen reflected in his glasses; the only source of light in his dark and gloomy bedroom. He swallowed.

‘What do you mean?’ He typed back.

The conversation window had opened by itself, just as he was about to call it a night and crawl into his filthy bed. He’d just finished uploading another set of his ‘sunshine videos’, and hadn’t been expecting to hear from anyone until the morning, at least.

Even then, he hadn’t expected them to contact him in such a strange manner.

The empty white space at the bottom of the chatbox hummed at him. Whoever was on the other end was thinking. Finally, a tiny sentence appeared, written in polite, grey letters:

‘JGURL99 is typing.’

Who the fuck is JGURL? Wondered James. He glanced nervously at the box where a user’s profile picture should be. A cartoon avatar stared out at him, the default setting for the website’s message service. That itself wasn’t particularly surprising.

After all, not many people who visited wanted others to know they did so.

SOZ, a new message blinked into existence, I MENT I NO WHAT U DO.

James hesitated, a frown crossing his near-middle-aged features. Features that had once been handsome and youthful but now, as he fast approached his late-30s, were starting to sag and turn pale.

Trying to ignore the trembling in his fingers, he typed a message back.

‘What do I do?’

YOU NO.

The ‘typing’ message appeared again.

UR VIDEOS.

‘Typing’.

THE SUNSHINE VIDEOS.

It’s just one of the guys fucking with you, James thought uneasily. Just somebody doing a bit of trolling. It’s not like the cops would message you first…

He pushed the thought away. No need to bring the cops into this.

Especially not where his videos were concerned.

The sunshine videos had started only last year, not long after James moved back in with his parents.

Not long after he’d started his new job as a janitor in the local high school. 

He’d gotten the idea while watching some of that revenge porn shit you found floating round Reddit. Videos of skanks, moaning for dick. Their names, addresses and numbers published underneath by jealous exes. A classic way to humiliate anyone who’d used and dumped you, like women always did.

Not that the sunshine videos were anywhere near as crude. In fact, in their own way, James thought they were almost beautiful.

‘Who the fuck is this?’ James typed back. ‘I don’t have time for trolls right now.’

The response flashed up almost before he’d hit the return key.

NOT TROOL, it said.

‘What are you then?’ James replied. ‘If you’re a customer…’

The screen blinked. James’s fingers froze again. He stared at the words, staring back at him from the depths of the screen.

UR WORST NIGHTMARE

OK, this is getting freaky, whispered a voice in the depths of James’s brain. Just close the window, log off and let’s get to bed.

After all, the voice went on, even if they’ve found you online, there’s no way anyone could trace the videos to you out here.

The voice was right. James had made sure of that.

His idea for the videos had been simple. Revenge porn was all about getting back at some specific bitch. Some chick who’d broken your heart.

And that was the problem. It was all very well taking down the women who’d pulled a fast one on the wrong guys… but what about the women who were screwing over guys too shy, too trusting or too dumb to even think about posting such a video?

He’d known since college that women were all the same. Every last one of them. All of them, just waiting for a chance to drip their poison into some guy’s ear. All of them, deserving of punishment.

Hence the sunshine videos. Hence the mission James had dedicated the last 12 months of his life to.

If the world’s women needed punishment, James was going to damn well make sure that they got it.

STOP

The new message appeared just as James was about to click ‘close’ on the window. He shook his head.

“Why should I?” He whispered to himself, his voice barely rising above the hum of the laptop.

Then his brown eyes went wide behind his glasses.

BECUZ IF U DO, the newest message ran, ILL HAVE TO PUNISH U.

There was a tightening in James’s chest. Yet more messages were appearing.

ULL BE IN UR OWN SUNSHNE VIDEO, I PROMISE U.

There was a pause.

GOT THAT?

The stranger seemed to hesitate for a second, before adding:

JAMES?

James gaped at his name, floating in the white space of the message box.

That’s impossible! He thought, frantically. I’ve never given my name out to anyone on here!

Yet there it was, in black and white. Whoever he was talking to knew about him and the videos. That meant they probably knew all sorts of other details, details that could land James in prison. Or worse.

After all, he couldn’t exactly claim the videos were innocent.

Since coming up with his idea, James had amassed nearly 400 sunshine videos, all diligently posted to websites like this one. Websites men around the world accessed using proxies and anonymizers to hide their trail. All looking for one thing.

The footage James uploaded from the hidden cameras he’d placed round the school.

The first time he’d placed a camera – in the girls’ locker room – James had been convinced he’d be caught. That someone would catch him in the act, or the camera would be found, or God himself would tear apart the sky and blow him to pieces with a lightning bolt…

…but he never was. And so he’d placed more cameras. And more. And more.

And every few days, he uploaded the footage for the world to see.

Every time he did so, it made his dick hard as iron. Sat alone in his parents’ darkened backroom, like he was now, he’d laugh over the images of naked 18-year olds, parading their bodies round the locker room, unaware they were now showing off their titties to every man on the planet.

Cheerleaders, geeky girls, goth chicks… if they were teenagers and went to the school, James diligently logged their names, and posted all their details along with his videos of them. He had videos of girls pissing, girls showering, girls sat alone, shyly slipping a hand under their skirts after talking to a handsome boy…

They were all his personal porn stars. The women James was taking revenge on, on behalf of men everywhere. They didn’t know it, but they were all part of his sunshine empire.

As James’s heart thudded in his chest, a new message appeared on the screen.

WHATS THE MATTER? It asked, mockingly. CAT GOT UR TONGUE?

For a long time, James simply stared at the screen. Then he slowly shook his shaved head.

“I don’t have time for this,” he heard himself mutter.

It had to be a dream. Or a hallucination. Or something. He’d always been so careful.

NO DREAM, his invisible tormentor typed.

James moaned out loud. It was like they were reading his mind.

I AM. Came the reply. I NO EVERYTHING ABOUT YOU, JAMES. EVERYTHING.

There was a pause. The cartoon avatar in the chatbox window seemed to leer at him.

I NO UR A NAUGHTY BOY. AND NAUGHTY BOYS NEED TO LEARN A LESSON.

The cursor blinked mockingly at him.

JUST LIKE DBAG69.

At the sight of the name, James felt a trickle of ice creep up his spine.

How the hell do they know about that? He wondered frantically.

Dbag69 had been the screen name of one of James’s customers. He (James assumed it was a he) liked to post photos he’d taken of little girls, playing at the beach. He’d disappeared without warning two weeks ago. No-one in their little community knew what had happened to him.

I HAPPENED TO HIM, the words were appearing in the chatbox now without any typing, as if by magic. I SAW WHT HE DID AND I MADE HIM PAY.

A pause.

LIKE I WILL MAKE U PAY JAMES.

It was too much. With frantic movements, James clicked the Windows logo in the bottom of his screen. His cursor hovered over the ‘Shut Down’ button.

IF U DO THAT, JGurl said, ILL CUM AND GET U. DO NOT PRESS THAT BUTTON JAMES.

“Do it, then!” James hissed at the screen, angry but scared of waking his parents. “I’ve had enough!”

And he clicked the button.

Seconds later, the screen was blank. But not before his mysterious tormentor had time to leave one last message.

C U SOON THEN JAMES☺

For a long time, James sat alone in the darkness of his room, staring at the dead screen. He was aware he was trembling, his burly hands shaking over the keypad.

Nothing like this had ever happened to him before. No-one was supposed to know who he was. They were just meant to download the videos, laugh at those silly teenagers, and not even think about the man posting them. To suddenly be the one in the spotlight… that was…

“Scary,” whispered James.

The sound of his own voice made him jump slightly. The streetlight outside his window was casting strange shadows in his room. Nervously, he clambered out his chair and made his way over to the bed.

Gotta get some sleep, he thought, forget all about the videos for a while. Maybe I could take a break…

He was so surprised when he saw the girl that he nearly screamed.

She was sat on the other side of his room, her slender legs dangling demurely over the edge of his desk. A pair of sly green eyes watched him from the middle of a pale, ghostly face, framed with dark hair. A pair of large breasts lay hidden inside a businesswoman’s blazer, a pencil skirt hugged her shapely ass. Her skin seemed to glow faintly, casting soft blue shadows on the walls.

She looked like a CEO. Or a strict headmistress. But what really caught James’s attention was her smile. Cold. Predatory. Powerful.

The smile of a lioness about to chow down on a helpless little mouse.

“Well, well,” the mysterious woman whispered in a voice like honey, “so you’re the naughty boy I’ve been hearing so much about.”

She was younger than James. Maybe in her mid-twenties. Under normal circumstances, James would have thought she was hot.

Right now, though, she terrified him.

“Oh, come on,” The woman pouted. “Aren’t you going to say ‘hi’?”

At last James came back to himself. Trying to hide his fear, he scowled at the girl.

“Look, bitch,” he snarled in what he hoped was a threatening way, “I don’t know who you are…”

“That’s easy,” the woman spoke over him with a small smile. “I’m JGurl99. You can call me Jay.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“And I’m here to punish a very naughty boy.”

It’s not possible… James’s mind was reeling. There was no way this woman could be here. No was she could just appear in his parents’ backroom!

“I didn’t just appear. I was summoned.” Jay laughed when she saw his expression, then tapped her forehead with one finger. “I can read your mind, remember? You don’t have any secrets from me.”

“Bullshit.” James whispered. His voice came out scratchy and hoarse.

“Really?” Jay smiled. “Let’s see, shall we?”

She gave his forehead a casual glance.

“Hmmm… lots of interesting stuff in here. Now, let’s try… aha!”

She smiled evilly.

“When you were sixteen, you used to jerk off while thinking about your cousin Laura, dressed up in a maid’s uniform and begging for your cock. God,” she sighed, “what a male fantasy. It ticks just about every cliché box, doesn’t it?”

James wasn’t listening to this last part, though. It was lost on a roar of confusion and fear.

So it’s true… he thought in fright.

He could still remember those fantasies like it was yesterday. He’d never told anyone about them, never written anything down.

“It is indeed true.” Jay leaned back, gave him an innocent look. “Would you like me to do it again?”

She smiled when James violently shook his head.

“No? Oh well… Down to business, then.”

She leaned forward, a serious expression on her pale face.

“I’m here because they’ve decided to punish you,” she said, matter-of-factly. “You’ve been a very bad boy with those videos of yours. Humiliating girls who haven’t done a damn thing to you.”

“I-I never…” James protested, feebly holding up his hands.

“Bullshit.” Jay narrowed her eyes at him. “You’re a scumbag, a scumbag who hates women. There’s no point denying it, they’ve already judged you. I’m simply here to carry out the sentence.”

The dark room seemed to close in around James. He desperately wanted to shut his eyes and make this… this witch go away.

Who is she? His brain whimpered in fear, why is she doing this?

“It doesn’t matter who they are.” Jay said. “What matters is that you learn your lesson.”

Her green eyes flashed dangerously.

“You learn what it’s like to be humiliated.”

“What do you mean?” James was panicking now. Part of him wanted to run, to barge past this horrible woman and run screaming down the stairs. To grab the gun his dad kept in the kitchen and empty clip after clip at her until she left him alone!

But deep down, he knew that wouldn’t make any difference.

This woman was more than just a woman. She was a demon. She’d follow him to the ends of the Earth.

“Not a demon.” Jay smiled. “A woman. One specifically summoned by the sisterhood to punish creeps like you. Now.”

She folded her slender arms.

“Do you have anything to say in your defense?”

“You bet I do!” James practically yelped. “I-I…”

He trailed off, suddenly aware of something.

He couldn’t justify it. There was no way he could explain the sunshine videos to this woman. She wouldn’t understand, she was too female!

“I thought not.” Jay’s lip curled contemptuously. “In that case then…”

A solemn expression crossed her beautiful face.

“By the power vested in me by the sisterhood, I pronounce you guilty of being a creepy, chauvinist, jerkoff douche.”

Her eyes twinkled at James’s expression.

“Their words, honey, not mine.” She grew serious again. “Your execution will begin immediately. Any last words before your life as scumbag James comes to an end?”

“What?!” James’s mouth hung open in shock. “Execution?! Wait… you can’t. This…”

“This isn’t legal!” He yelled in fright.

Jay shrugged her narrow shoulders.

“You should have thought of that before you decided to film those poor girls. Poor choice of last words, by the way. Can’t see them appearing in a little book of quotes.”

She smiled a vicious smile.

“Goodbye, James.” She whispered. “You’ll never bother another girl again.”

Then she clicked her fingers.

James just had enough time to throw up his hands and scream, and then he was falling. Falling through blackness deep and infinite. Falling forever.

And then there was nothing.


II

Looking back later, James couldn’t say for certain how long that nothingness lasted.

It could have been five minutes. It could have been five hundred years. It could have lasted forever.

All he knew was that when he finally opened his eyes, it felt like he’d died and been reborn.

He was standing in a large, wood-paneled room. Early morning sunlight – cold and blue – filtered in through a large window, illuminating rows of simple beds. The world he found himself in was neat, old fashioned…

…and very, very wrong.

“Like it?”

With a start, James span round. Jay was leaning with her back against a heavy oak door, a smug smile on her face. She gestured the room with one hand.

“Your new home. Should be fun, don’t you think?”

James slowly shook his head.

“I thought you said you were going to… y’know.”

“I did.” Jay purred. “You, the old you, is gone. Dead. Executed.”

She let the word hang in the air.

“This you, on the other hand, is about to start its new life. A life of… shall we say, atonement for past crimes.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

On the one hand, James was glad to be alive. On the other, he didn’t like where this was taking him.

“It’s simple, really.” Jay fixed her deep, green eyes on him. “I’ve killed you. In your old life, that is. Tomorrow morning, your parents will find your body. They’ll call the police, who’ll find your sunshine videos, and the whole world will know what a scumbag you are.”

She smiled sweetly as James’s face turned gray.

“Meanwhile, the rest of you – call it your mind, your essence, your soul, whatever – will be in here, living out a new life.”

Her ruby lips twisted into a devilish grin.

“A life the sisterhood has designed especially for you.”

“Am I a prisoner?” James could hardly believe he was saying the words. Yet why else would he be here, in a dormitory with rows of beds like this?

That has to be it, he thought, dimly, they’re going to make me into a prisoner…

But if this was a prison, it sure didn’t look like one. There were small shoes lined up under the beds, and items left on the tables. Signs of life. No bars on the windows.

In fact, the room looked almost homely.

“Sort of,” Jay replied. “You’ll be trapped alright. Only not in the way you’re thinking.”

Then before James could ask what she meant, she continued:

“You’ll be a prisoner in yourself.”

The silence that followed was broken only by the sound of James’s heart, thudding in his chest. Jay watched him with a cool, detached malevolence.

“You see, James,” she said, “the sisterhood doesn’t merely arrest and execute people. Why would they need a – well, a witch, I guess – like me if they just wanted to do that? No, they’ve come up with a better idea. A much more-fitting form of punishment.”

She winked at him.

“Go on, have a guess. You’ll never figure it out!”

What? James’s mind whirled. Here he was, dead (although he sure didn’t feel dead), about to be exposed as a peeping tom and this bitch was playing games?!

Jay was waiting, so eventually he cleared his throat.

“Maybe…”

“Wrong!” Jay shrieked delightedly, before bursting into giggles at his scowl. “No, seriously honey, you’d never get it. Why would you? It’s bigger than your tiny, pathetic male brain could possibly handle.”

She waited again, smiling, as if giving him an opening to challenge her. When James simply stood there, she went on.

“They use me to transform people like you into something more… fitting.” Her eyes twinkled. “Would you like a demonstration?”

James gave his head an uncertain shake. Whatever this witch was talking about, it didn’t sound good.

“Too bad,” Jay sighed. “I was going to turn you into a pig and laugh as you panicked. It’s always one of my favorite parts of this whole charade, seeing pigs like you squealing to be turned back.”

“You mean there are others?” James asked suddenly.

If there are other men here…! He thought urgently, maybe we can band together. Maybe we can escape!

Jay gave him a secretive smile.

“Sort of. Here and there.” Her eyes twinkled. “But back to the important stuff.”

She folded her arms and fixed him with a dark look.

“You’ve spent the past year making life hell for hundreds of schoolgirls. Don’t deny it,” she snapped as James opened his mouth, “it won’t make a damn bit of difference. Anyway, the sisterhood have decided to give you a rather fitting punishment.”

Her eyes flashed with horrible amusement.

“They’ve decided you should be turned into the thing you hate the most.”

This is crazy! James’s mind was lost in a fog of panic. She can’t mean…

“I do mean that.” With her hideous, powerful smile, Jay looked less like a woman now, and more like some ancient and terrible goddess. “I mean exactly what you think I mean. You want to humiliate schoolgirls?”

And she suddenly pointed a finger at him with a look of cruel and terrible triumph.

“Then you can spend the rest of your life as one!”

“What?!” James just had time to yelp. “Wait! You can’t-!”

Jay fixed him with a gloating smile.

“I just did,” she said.

James was shrinking. As he watched, Jay rose up in his eyeline. The floor came toward him, the beds either side of him seeming to grow larger, like he was in Alice in Wonderland. In a panic, he threw out his hands to plead, to beg Jay to stop.

And then he saw it.

His hands were changing. Where only seconds before they’d been large, meaty, masculine things, they were now small and pale and dainty.

As James looked on in horror, his wrists narrowed down, becoming fragile and thin. Bubblegum pink blotches appeared on his fingernails, grew out, leaving them painted with a girlish, sparkling paint. He looked wildly up at Jay.

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

“No chance.” Jay smugly folded her arms. “You broke the law, and now it’s time to face your punishment!”

A grinding sensation tore through James’s body, making him gasp out loud. His shoulders were tugging inwards, losing their masculine broadness and pulling closer to his neck. His hips were thrusting away from his crotch, growing wider every second. His sides magically slimmed down and suddenly James was the horrified owner of a curvy, hourglass figure.

A great ripping noise split the calm, morning air. James’s shirt tore from his body and ripped itself to pieces. His pants split down the middle then flew off him and out the window. His underwear and socks quickly unwound themselves and suddenly James was naked, cowering under the genie’s cruel gaze.

“God, what a pathetic little cock you’ve got,” Jay sneered. “Not to worry, I’ve got just the cure for that!”

She clapped her hands and immediately James’s dick shot back up inside him, dragging his balls with it. He frantically clawed at the space where it once been. Then there was a sound like a zipper being undone and a brand new pussy opened up between his legs, its lips plump and tender to the touch.

With a howl, James clasped his new pussy, disgusted at its moistness. He shot Jay a look of burning hatred.

“Turn me back!” He shrieked. “Give me my cock back right now!”

“Or you’ll what?” Jay responded.

She slapped her forehead theatrically, as if remembering something.

“Oh, that’s right!” She exclaimed. “You’ll keep turning into a girl!”

No sooner were the words out her mouth than James felt a ripple pass through his legs. Looking down, he watched aghast as they shed hair and muscle, becoming two smooth and slender things. There was a loud cracking sound and his feet shrank to less than half their size, the ankles suddenly dainty, the toenails suddenly painted a bright pink.

A strange feeling passed through James’s backside. He turned around just in time to see it jump up and fill out, becoming pert and round and smooth. He reached down in horrified fascination and clasped his new, girly ass cheeks and was disgusted to discover a secret desire burning in him to have them pinched and spanked.

James’s scalp suddenly began to itch like worms were burrowing through it. He screamed out loud and threw his hands up, just as waves of long, white-blond hair exploded out his head. It tumbled down his back like a waterfall, resting against his bare skin; straight and perfect.

“My, what an improvement!” Jay said. “But we’ve still got the problem of that ugly face of yours. What’s say we sort it out right now?”

It was as if reality was obeying her every command. Immediately, James felt the skin on his face begin to shift and twist and reshape itself to her will.

His nose narrowed in the bottom of his vision, going from a big, ugly thing to a small, cute one. His lips plumped up. His jawline lost its masculine edge, becoming soft and round, while his cheekbones rose up, becoming prominent.

Invisible fingers seemed to grasp the corners of James’s eyes. They pulled and he felt his eyes grow wider, becoming big and doe-like and innocent. Then the fingers tugged on his eyelids and his eyelashes became long, black things, fluttering in the edges of his vision.

It should’ve hurt like hell, but the whole process was strangely painless.

Finally, James felt a pressure building in his chest. A pressure all the worse because it could only mean one thing. With a high-pitched moan, he threw up his hands…

…only to have them knocked aside as a pair of beautiful, ripe breasts came bursting out. They inflated, becoming bigger and bigger, their nipples turning long and pink and perky. James clasped them in his hands and was shocked to feel how pert they were. How ripe and firm and young.

Then it was over. James’s body gave one last violent jiggle and the spell was finished.

The silence that followed was broken only by James’s breath, coming out his mouth in soft, feminine gasps. He gazed in wonder at his newly-formed body.

“Well? What do you think?”

James swallowed. What did he think?

It was impossible. Where he’d once been a big, broad man, with a hard, man’s body, he now had a soft, delicate one. His outline curved in ways he couldn’t believe, naturally tucking in and pointing out where it had once been a simple rectangle.

Experimentally he touched his new skin. It was soft and springy to the touch, the skin of someone far from middle age.

“Come on, I haven’t got all day.”

James was barely listening. His brand new breasts wobbled in the bottom of his vision. With a jolt, he realized he could see them even when he was looking straight ahead.

He automatically stroked a long lock of white-blonde hair behind his ear and hesitantly grabbed his new boobies. He squeezed them together, marveling at the way they squashed into a vast cleavage just below his chin. He gently tweaked one nipple, and was embarrassed to feel it quickly go hard and pointy, like a bullet.

Oh fuck, that felt good… he thought, not sure how he should feel about that.

He let one dainty hand drop slowly down to his crotch. He hesitated then stroked the new line between his legs with the tip of his finger.

Immediately a tremor passed through his lower body, making him give an involuntary gasp.

There was no denying it.

He was a girl.

“Alright, you can examine yourself later. We’ve got work to do.”

Wordlessly, James looked at the woman leaning against the door. Even raising his head like this was different. He could feel his long, blond hair tickling his naked back; feel its near-invisible weight as it lay across his bare shoulders.

He opened his plump new lips, unaware that he was trembling.

“What the fuck did you do?” He whispered.

Immediately, he wished he hadn’t spoken. The voice that came out of his small, pretty new mouth wasn’t the deep, bass-filled voice he was used to hearing. Instead it was soft, high-pitched, almost musical. It was like moving his lips in time with somebody else speaking.

Except it was even worse than that. The vibration it made in his chest, the way it echoed up into his ears. It was all wrong. Not just in its girly qualities, either. There was something else, something James couldn’t quite put his finger on…

“I did what I said I would.” Jay raised an eyebrow at his soft, trembling new form. “Or at least half of it.”

“What do you mean, half?” James said, crossly, deliberately trying to lower his voice. It didn’t work. His words still came out with a soft, singsong quality that made his stomach turn.

What the hell’s wrong with it? He thought, furiously. My voice, there’s something weird about it…

“I mean,” Jay drew out the word, “that I said I’d turn you into a schoolgirl, remember? Well, you’re a girl now, so let’s get on with the school part, shall we?”

She clapped her hands.

“Time to get that uniform on!”

Instantly, James felt a horrible tickling sensation. He looked down and saw two long, white stockings furiously knitting themselves together over his feet, travelling up his legs. He frantically tried to pull them off, but they refused to give.

It was like his new clothes were as much a part of his body as his brand new boobies or pussy.

A sensation of cold around his soft new stomach caused him to cry out loud. A strange, dark liquid was flowing round his hips. Before James’s fascinated eyes it flowed down his legs, came to a halt and solidified, turning into a piece of navy blue fabric. The edges crinkled, a red checked pattern appeared and suddenly James was wearing a short skirt that barely covered his ass.

He moved his legs, appalled at the way the fabric whisked and swished and threatened to ride up. If he bent over in this, the whole world would see his sexy new bum!

There was a distant rustling, like the wings of a large bird. A white shirt flew in the window and settled over James. It tugged over his head and for a second everything was lost in a whirl of white fabric. Then James blinked and he was wearing a tight, white schoolgirl’s shirt, its front buttoned up only halfway.

Without thinking, James tried to fasten the rest of the buttons to hide his big new cleavage, but his fingertips refused to grasp them. He could no longer dress as he wanted, but only as Jay’s magic allowed him to.

The changes were coming faster now. James was aware of a tickling in his crotch, then a pair of lacy white panties settled over it, their see-through fabric barely hiding his new pussy from prying eyes. A white, push-up bra formed over his big new breasts, then yanked them upwards so suddenly he gasped.

James looked down in horror at his prominent new tits, straining at the fabric of his school shirt.

Oh my God, he whimpered to himself, I look so slutty!

A dark green blazer appeared from the sky and draped itself over his shoulders. It buttoned up a single button at the front, clinging to his skin and showing off his curves. It was way too small to be practical, but James had a horrible feeling it had been chosen more for how it exaggerated his sexy new body than for practical reasons.

The last changes were over in seconds. A pair of cute little shoes with dainty bows fastened themselves to James’s feet. He felt a pressure on his head, and reached up to discover he was wearing a cute little straw schoolgirl’s hat.

Finally, the world went blurry, swimming away into fog. For a second, James thought he was going blind. Then he reached up and removed his glasses. Everything snapped back into focus.

It seemed his new body had perfect vision.

“Oh my God!” He heard Jay laugh, clapping her hands. “You look so cute!”

She shook her head.

“No, I wasn’t going to, but now I’ve simply got to show you!”

Then she clicked her fingers and James nearly screamed.

The split-second Jay had finished talking, a mirror had appeared directly in front of him. A long, full-body thing with an ornate wooden frame someone had polished to a high finish.

But that wasn’t what caught James’s eye and made him want to turn and run, run, run away into the cool early morning, screaming his head off.

It was what was in the mirror that nearly sent him mad.

Looking back at him from behind the glass was a girl. Not just any girl. She had a soft, innocent face and wide, blue eyes that perched above plump, pink lips. Her straight ultra-blond hair framed her pale skin, making her seem almost ghostly.

She can’t be a day older than eighteen, James though, dizzily. She looks so… so innocent!

More than that, he realized, the girl looked beautiful. Like an idealized version of a schoolgirl. The sort of girl James would’ve killed to put in one of his videos.

Especially when you got to the body.

Like a man in a daze, James felt his eyes drift over the girl’s figure. Over her slender waist and wide hips. Over her plump breasts, barely concealed behind her tight, white shirt and green blazer. Over her long, slender legs, encased in white stockings.

“She’s…” he whimpered in his soft new voice, hating the way the girl moved her lips in time with him. “She’s…”

“She’s what, dear?”

“She’s me!” James gave a mortified squeal. In the mirror, the girl’s soft face creased, her pretty mouth opened and she squealed right back at him.

That can’t be me! James thought, desperately. It can’t!

There was no way those innocent eyes could be his. No way that swan-like neck could belong to him. No way he – James, the straight, women-hating man – could be wearing those clothes!

Yet there was no doubt about it.

The girl in the mirror was him.

The witch had turned him into a beautiful schoolgirl.
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There was a click of fingers and the mirror vanished again, leaving James trembling in fright.

It was horrible! The girl – whoever she was – had been the epitome of fresh-faced youth. A teenager still two whole years away from turning twenty. She’d looked wholesome, pretty, utterly innocent…

…and completely fuckable.

“Did you like her?” Jay’s voice tickled against his ear. James let out a high-pitched squeak and span round. He’d been so absorbed in his new body, he hadn’t noticed her approach.

“Well?” Jay smiled at his obvious distress. “What do you think? I personally think it’s rather fitting, isn’t it?”

“What do you mean?!” James shrieked. His voice was high in his ears. Alien. A girl’s voice.

What’s different about it? He wondered, what else did this bitch change?

Jay snorted with laughter.

“Look at you. You’re the most stereotypical male fantasy of a teenage girl ever!” She giggled. “Isn’t that perfect? Everything you thought about schoolgirls, everything you thought about those poor kids you stuck in your videos.”

Her eyes danced with laughter.

“That’s now you.”

“No!” James pleaded, not sure who his pleas were directed at. “No, it’s not true! I’m a-!”

He’d meant to say man. But the word died in his throat. Instead the magic swapped it for something else.

“I’m a girl!”

His eyes went wide with fright. James clamped a small and dainty hand over his pretty mouth.

What’s happening to me? He thought, miserably. I didn’t mean to say that!

Jay gave him a small smile.

“The sisterhood didn’t just want to change your body, you know? They wanted me to change your mind, too. From this moment on, you’re no longer James. You’re… wait, let’s see…”

She suddenly laughed, her dark hair bouncing off her shoulders.

“Got it! From now on,” Jay shot him a vicious smile, “you’re Juliet. Stroppy, stuck-up, 18 year-old Juliet, who secretly wants nothing more than for a big strong man to come and fuck her tight little pussy.”

“What?!” James shrieked.

“That’s not true! I’m a man. A straight man. I like girls!”

Is what he meant to say. But again the magic robbed him of his words. What came out sounded very different:

“That’s true! I’m a girl. A straight girl. I like big, black men!”

At the sound of his own voice, James gave a moan of horror. He closed his eyes, desperately wishing all this would just go away. That he’d open his eyes and realize he was back in his parents’ house, having fallen asleep at the keyboard.

“I wouldn’t do that, if I were you, Juliet,” Jay giggled.

Why not? James thought, crossly. He didn’t have to wait to get his answer.

No sooner had he closed his eyes than his head was filled with images. Images of strong, black men, their torsos oiled and muscled, holding him down. Images of strong, black men, spanking his slutty ass while he squealed and begged them to stop.

Images of strong black men, forcing him to suck their cocks while they fucked his tight little pussy.

James’s eyes flew open again. He turned to Jay with a look of horror, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes.

“Please…” he whimpered in his girly voice. “Please God, no…”

“Oh do shut up,” Jay sighed, rolling her luminous green eyes. “Else we’ll never be done at this rate. I’ve still got to fill you in on just exactly where you are.”

She smiled at his stroppy girl expression.

“You’re somewhere very special now, Juliet. A sort of… prison, I guess, but one built specifically for girls like you.”

She gave the wooden room a flamboyant gesture.

“This is the dormitory you’ll be sharing with the other girls. You’ll meet them in a minute. In other words…”

She smiled at him, savagely.

“You’re not just a schoolgirl, sweetie. You’re a schoolgirl at boarding school. A British boarding school, to be precise. One that exists in the Edwardian era.”

At that moment, something that had been bothering James ever since his transformation clicked into place.

So that’s what’s wrong with my new voice, he thought, dully. I’m British now. A posh little, stuck-up English schoolgirl with a posh little bitch voice.

“Your sentence is to stay here until the sisterhood is done with you,” Jay was saying. “You’ll go to class, make friends, jump rope.”

She giggled.

“Maybe even fall in love. But,” she continued, “you’ll never escape. There’s only one way out and, trust me, you’ll never find it. In a few million years, the sisterhood will review your case. If they decide you’ve learned your lesson, they might even change you back.”

“What do you mean, million?” James whispered. Now he’d managed to place his accent, he couldn’t ignore it.

I sound like Emma Watson.  

“Exactly what you think I mean.” Jay’s smile was crueler than ever. “When they passed judgement, the sisterhood decided you should live as a schoolgirl for at least the next five million years. You’ll never age here. Never die. You won’t even be able to kill yourself. You’ll just have to live out the life of a silly, slutty schoolgirl, day-in-day-out, until you’ve learned your lesson.”

A trickle of ice was dribbling down James’s spine. He weakly shook his head, trying to ignore the way his long, blond hair flicked in the corners of his vision.

He looked down at his new body in despair. The idea that he’d be stuck with these silly curves, with these stupid breasts for a period of time beyond his comprehension was horrible!

No, this wasn’t punishment. This was abuse. It was cruelty!

“It’s exactly what you deserve.” Jay whispered. “Who knows, after a few million years like that, you may even learn to respect women. If not, then I guess the sisterhood will just have to punish you some more.”

She shrugged.

“OK. Last thing before I go. A few hints to help you adjust. Well, more like rules.” Jay folded her arms. “Rule number one: no lesbianism. The headmistress doesn’t like it. That goes for swearing, too.”

“Who’s the headmistress?” James heard himself ask in his soft voice, as if from very far away. His brain was still reeling from the length of his punishment.

“If you’re lucky,” Jay said, “you’ll never find out. Trust me. You don’t want to get on the wrong side of her.”

A shadow briefly flickered across her face, as if she was suppressing a shudder.

“Rule two. You may masturbate, but only occasionally. Also, don’t think about women while you’re doing it. See rule number one.”

“Rule number three. You are a schoolgirl now. That means you need to act like one. If you don’t, you’ll be punished. That means no talking about your old life, got it?”

James nodded miserably.

“Excellent. Rule number four. You must obey any order an older girl gives you, understand? If one of the prefects tells you to kiss her feet, you must kiss them. Disobey an order and your sentence will be extended by a million years each time.”

“That’s not fair!” James shouted. “This is sick!”

Jay raised an eyebrow.

“So is filming young girls without their consent. This is a punishment, remember? It wouldn’t be much of one if you were enjoying yourself, would it?”

“Last rule,” she said. “Number five. No escape attempts. If you try it, both you and one other girl will be… transformed.”

“Into what?” James had a feeling he didn’t want to know.

Jay shrugged.

“Up to the headmistress. Last time, they were turned into dogs. The time before that…” she shuddered. “Let’s just say there are worse things than being trapped as a girl. You could wind up being stuck as a girl’s body part.”

James thought her eyes briefly flicked down to his crotch, as if she was eyeing his brand new pussy through the folds of his skirt.

“So. Juliet. Any questions before your punishment starts?”

“You’re goddamn right I have questions!” James shouted in his posh Brit-girl voice. “Who the hell are this sisterhood? What right do they have to turn me into…”

He helplessly gestured his delicate new body.

“Into this?”

“They can do whatever they want,” Jay said, calmly. “Right doesn’t come into it. Not for them. And maybe you’ll get to meet them, if you stay out the headmistress’s way long enough. I doubt it, though.”

Then she gave a theatrical yawn, like she was tired.

“Anyway, enough of this bullshit. I’ve got shit to do back in the real world.” She blew him an imaginary kiss. “Goodbye, Juliet. See you in five million years.”

“Wait!” James screamed, not caring how girly he sounded. “I don’t know what to do! You have to help me!”

But it was too late. A vicious wind blew, whipping his long blond hair round his pretty face, blinding him. When the wind dropped, the evil genie was gone.

For a long time, James simply stood there, staring at where Jay had once been, unable to believe what was happening to him.

Only an hour or so ago, he’d been a man. A big, strong man who got revenge on all the nasty little girls in the world.

Well, now he was one of them.

He was a naughty little schoolgirl.

“It’s not fair…” The sound of his Emma Watson voice made James even angrier. “It’s not fair!”

He stamped his foot in frustration. Tiny prickles of heat crept over his scalp. His cheeks flushed red, and suddenly James was crying.

Stood there, in this empty girls’ dormitory, he wept big, salty tears into his small, soft hands, like the helpless teenage girl he now was.

He was trapped like this. Trapped for the next five million years. It was a number so big, it didn’t even make sense to his brain. A number so big it guaranteed he’d forget what it was like to have ever been a man.

And there was nothing he could do about it. He couldn’t even kill himself.

Not until he’d spent an infinite number of lifetimes as a silly, English schoolgirl.

“I don’t want to be a girl!” He wailed. “I want to be a man!”

It was at that moment he heard the faintest giggle.

His pretty mouth hanging open, James span round, trying to furiously blink back tears. He was uncomfortably aware that his cheeks were red and blotchy, his eyes puffed up.

The dormitory was empty.

Suddenly nervous, James took a tentative step backwards.

“Who’s there?!” He squeaked. “Stop teasing me and show yourself!”

There it was again! Behind him! James leaped round, his soft girl face all screwed up in anger, ready to yell at whatever bitch was teasing him-!

But once again, there was no-one there.

What is this? He wondered, uneasily. The next stage in my punishment?

He wasn’t sure he wanted to find out.

There was a door behind him, presumably leading out into the rest of the boarding school. James started to inch his way backwards towards it, his dainty feet creeping over the wooden floorboards…

“Something the matter?”

For the nth time in the last twenty minutes, James let out a girly scream. He span round and glared upwards into the distant face, leering down at him.

“Uh-oh,” it giggled, “looks like I spooked you.”

The girl in front of him was tall, maybe 6ft. She had a pale, handsome face, piercing blue eyes and a waterfall of black hair hanging in straight lines down her back and over her shoulders. Her cheekbones were high, her ruby red lips twisted in a cruel sneer. A pornstar’s cleavage was tucked away behind her dark green blazer.

In his tiny new body, James was shocked to see she towered over him.

“Who the fuck are you?” He demanded, trying to sound tough. In his new body, with its soft, girly voice, it didn’t exactly work.

The tall girl smiled coolly at him.

“I’m Selina,” she said. “The head prefect round here. And you shouldn’t be swearing.”

“Yeah?” James arranged his pretty face into what he hoped was a sneer. “What’re you going to do about it?”

“Oh, I’m sure I’ll think of something,” Selina’s eyes drifted hungrily over his new body. “Especially when you’re looking so… delectable.”

Her eyes pointedly came to rest on James’s vast new chest. Without thinking about it, he hastily crossed his arms over his generous cleavage.

There was something about the way this pale girl was looking at his female body that he really didn’t like.

Almost like she was the man, and he was…

…well. The girl.

“What do you want, Selina?” He asked, stiffly.

“Call me prefect,” Selina responded, not taking her eyes off James’s brand new chest.

James rolled his eyes. This was getting ridiculous. He wasn’t a schoolgirl. He was a man! He should just push past this silly bitch and get the hell outta here…

But then a thought rose up in his mind. Jay telling him the third rule, that cruel look in her eyes.

If you don’t act like a schoolgirl, you’ll be punished…

He took a deep breath.

“Sorry, prefect.” He said, refusing to uncross his arms from over his breasts. “What do you want?”

A small smile tugged at the corners of Selina’s mouth.

Jesus, she’s so cold, thought James, like a vampire or something. She even looks like one…

“It’s not what I want,” she explained in her low, dream-like voice. “It’s what I need. I need you, Juliet. The headmistress sent me to get you, you were due at breakfast twenty minutes ago. The other girls are all waiting.”

“Breakfast?” James’s head was spinning. “Other girls? How was I meant to know…?”

“We have breakfast every day at seven o’clock,” Selina said. “You can’t have forgotten. Every schoolgirl needs to be in the dining hall at seven am sharp.”

Her smile tugged slightly wider.

“Unless,” she asked, innocently, “you’re trying to tell me you’re not really a schoolgirl?”

She’s trying to trick me! James realized. She’s trying to get me to say I’m not a schoolgirl, so she can punish me.

The thought of what this strange, creepily-beautiful girl might do to him made him shudder. He forced up a simpering smile.

“That’s right,” he heard himself say. “I forgot, how silly of me.”

He slowly lowered his arms, letting Selina get a good view of his big new boobies. He thought he could see a cruel light twinkle in one of her pale eyes.

“Sorry prefect, I’m just such a forgetful schoolgirl sometimes.”

God, I hope that was enough…

“Perfectly alright, Juliet,” Selina replied. “Although you may have to work on your dialogue. Not one hundred percent convincing as a girl, yet.”

James nodded his pretty little head, the big, fake smile still plastered to his ruby lips.

“Anyway, it’ll do for the moment. Now,” she gave the door a gesture, still not taking her eyes off James’s curvy body. “How about we get to the dining hall?

Her grin tugged wider.

“Ladies first.”

With one last flash of his horrible, fake smile, James stepped past the scarily beautiful Selina and started slowly walking towards the heavy wooden door.

It was a doubly weird experience. One, because he could feel his hips naturally rolling in a sexy sort of way that they never had as a man. With each step he was uncomfortably aware of his skirt flicking from side to side, almost exposing his panties to the world.

And two, because he could feel Selina’s eyes on his bum, drinking in the way he moved. Drinking in his femaleness.

He’d never been eyed up by a lesbian before, especially not one as simultaneously attractive and spooky as Selina, and he wasn’t at all sure he liked it.

At length, James reached the door. He grasped the handle, and was surprised to sense Selina stood right beside him, looming over his shoulder. He hadn’t even heard her move.

“Ready, Juliet?” Asked the prefect in a voice that made James shiver. “Then let’s start your first day at school.”

And with that, she pushed the door open, and the two beautiful schoolgirls stepped out into the corridor.


IV

“Morning, girls.”

Two dozen young, female faces turned to stare at James, making him feel hot and uncomfortable. He nervously raised one dainty hand and gave a little wave.

“This is Juliet. She’ll be living in your dorm from now on.” One of Selina’s hands gently drifted down James’s lower back. “Say ‘hi’, Juliet.”

“Hi.” James meekly repeated, feeling slightly stupid.

“Excellent.” Selina’s breath was like a cool breeze on the back of his slender neck. “Say ‘hi’, everyone.”

Twenty four British girls mumbled a half-hearted greeting in reply. Some with their doe-like eyes cast down at their plates. Others watching James with mild indifference. A couple even with a faint sense of hostility.

“Great. Well, now that introductions are sorted…” Selina gave him a gentle push. “Why don’t you get to know your new classmates, hmm? We’ll introduce you properly to everyone later. Have fun!”

And with that, she was disappearing through the crowded dining hall, past endless tables filled with different girls, toward the prefect’s table.

James watched her go, then turned back to the table with an embarrassed smile. He shifted his feet. For some reason, he had an urgent desire to play with a strand of his hair.

“Um… hi.” He said. “This is pretty weird, but…”

But most of the other girls were no longer listening. The moment Selina had vanished, they’d returned to their meals, or to their private conversations, stopping only to give James a critical glance.

Like they were appraising his new form, and finding it somehow lacking.

“…slut,” he thought he heard one of them whisper in her cut glass-accent, “like, does anyone actually need tits that big…?”

Hey! It’s not my fault! James wanted to yell. But of course, he couldn’t. If he ever wanted to become a man again – even if it was five million years from now – he needed to play the part of an English schoolgirl.

So instead he simply flushed red, suddenly horribly embarrassed at how pert and curvy his new body was. He wished he could sink into the ground and vanish forever.

“Hey.”

James looked up as one girl pushed out the empty seat opposite her with her foot; a pretty Asian thing with a cute button nose and perky breasts. Besides her, a slightly chubby girl with pale skin and fiery red hair rolled her eyes. 

“Thanks,” he mumbled, sitting down with a nervous smile. His hands automatically tucked the back of his short skirt under his legs.

“I’m Ja… Juliet.”

Shit! He’d almost used his real name. How could he have been so stupid!

“Nice to meet you, Juliet.”

Now he was closer, James could see that the Asian girl was almost unbearably cute. She had wide eyes, flawless skin, straight, black hair and a slightly-crooked smile that only added to her charm. Her uniform was even skimpier than his, leaving her smooth arms and slender legs completely bare. She’d tied a knot in her white shirt so her midriff was visible too.

Or Jay tied it for her, James thought to himself.

He wondered how many of the girls sat at this table were like him, but unable to say it out loud.

“My name’s Li,” the Asian girl was saying. She indicated the pleasantly-chubby redhead beside her.

“And this is Marie.”

Marie folded her arms across her enormous breasts and fixed James with an impassive look. Her uniform was more-concealing than Li’s, but her body was so curvy that you could easily make out the shape of her boobs, the curve of her hips.

“Hi Marie,” James said in his soft new voice.

“‘Allo,” Marie muttered, her eyes dropping to James’s new breasts. “Mon dieu, do zey really thonk we need anuzzer – ‘ow you British say? – anuzzer tart ‘ere?”

“You’re French.” James was so surprised he almost didn’t realize the girl had insulted him. “I thought everyone was… well, like me.”

“Most of us are,” Li replied, shooting Marie a warning look. “But some of us they decided to make a little more…”

She hesitated.

“Specific.”

“What do you mean?”

Beside Li, Marie gave an almost imperceptible shake of her head. When Li didn’t immediately respond, she let out an angry sigh.

“Sacré bleu! You are always wizz ze rule breaking, Li. ‘Ow do you think Selina react if she hear us, non?”

“Alright, keep your hair on,” Li muttered.

Then, when Marie leaned back with a shake of her beautiful head, she leaned across the table, gesturing James closer.

“It’s part of the punishment,” she whispered, her innocent brown eyes fixed on James’s soft, blue ones. “Like, say you spent your days stalking Asian girls…”

She gave an embarrassed smile, then glanced sidelong at Marie.

“Or raped a maid at a French hotel, the sisterhood might decide to give you a more… creative sentence.”

At the mention of the sisterhood, a handful of girls nearby looked up from their plates and scowled at Li. Marie put one hand over her eyes, her nails long and painted a deep red.

“I can no believe zis,” she muttered, “you are always doing ze telling. Mon chou, please…”

“She has to learn, doesn’t she?” Li hissed at her friend. “Else who knows what could happen to her?”

“Wait. Is everyone here like me?” James couldn’t believe his ears. It was like a searchlight shining through a thick, confusing fog, leading him back to sanity.

“We all used to be m-?”

“Shh!” Li was urgently signaling him to be quiet. Beside her, Marie’s face was ashen. Li quickly looked round.

“We were all born girls,” she whispered, her eyes fixed on James’s. “Just like you. Understand? We are all schoolgirls. Exactly like you are.”  

“I understand.” James nodded his pretty head.

Is this what we have to do? He wondered, talk in code? Is that how powerful the sisterhood are?

“Good.” Li gave him a quick, sympathetic smile. “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it. It takes a while, but… well, could be worse, right?”

James thought she was joking. He gave a tiny, girly laugh that came out all musical. After all, how could it possibly be worse than this?

But Li wasn’t laughing. Instead, she nodded at one of the distant tables against the far wall.

“See them?” She asked.

James looked. The table was about the same size as theirs, surrounded by two dozen girls. Only they were clearly in much a lower year. The oldest looked about 11. They ate mostly in silence, with trembling lips and pale faces, avoiding one another’s eyes.

“That could be you,” Li murmured. “If the sisterhood had been in a different mood…”

“Yes, OK, I know!” She hissed as Marie opened her mouth, “No names, I get it!”

“You ‘ave a funny way of showing zis,” Marie sniffed.

Looking at the pre-pubescent girls sat in the corner with their pigtails and bows in their hair, James felt a shudder pass through his new, female body.

It was bad enough being stuck as a teenage girl. The idea of spending the next five million years as a-a child in cute dresses, playing with Barbies and missing her parents…

Well, it didn’t bear thinking about.

“So it’s everyone?” James whispered, looking around the hall.

A thought struck him.

“Even Selina?”

“Everyone,” Li nodded. “Except the teachers and the… well.”

“Ze ‘eadmistress,” Marie said with a weak smile.

There must be over a thousand people here, James thought. Jay was right. This isn’t a school. It’s a prison.

“And how long-?”

“Depends.” Li gave an apologetic shrug. “Some of us have been schoolgirls here for only a few decades. Others…”

Her eyes darted to Marie, who bowed her head toward her plate.

“Was it sixty?” She asked, gently. “Or seventy.”

“Seventy,” Marie whispered. “I ‘ave been zis petit schoolgirl fur seventy thousands of years now.”

“Seventy thousand?!” James felt his jaw drop open. All around the table, the other girls were glaring at him, Li and Marie, muttering under their breath.

“…those dyke bitches are going to get us all in trouble…” He faintly heard someone say, angrily.

“Oui,” Marie nodded sadly. “I can no longer ezen remember what it iz like to be a...”

She hestitated.

“un homme,” she finished, softly.

At that moment a loud ringing cut across the dining hall, echoing off its great stone walls. Instantly, all the girls stopped eating and fell silent, obediently looking toward the raised stage.

James turned his head with them, absent-mindedly stroking a lock of blond hair out his vision. The whole hall seemed to be nervous, tense. Waiting for something.

Selina was stood at the edge of the stage, ringing a large, silver bell above her head. Beside her, the other prefects sat at their table, watching the assembled schoolgirls with cool, detached eyes.

All six of them were tall, like Selina, with long, slender legs and pneumatic breasts. All six of them had pale skin, ruby lips, and watery eyes. Three were blond, one was red, two were brunettes.

All six of them looked utterly terrifying.

“Everyone. May I have your attention?” Somehow, Selina’s soft voice carried across the entire hall, clearly audible above the ringing of the bell.

Across the table from James, Li shuddered.

“I hate the way she does that.”

“Non,” Marie shook her head, “ze way she is always appearing behind you iz worse.”

“Thank you. That’s perfect.” Selina gave the now-silent hall a cold smile. “Good morning, bitches. How are you all today?”

“Good morning, prefect,” the words echoed round the hall in a singsong monotone, carried on a thousand female voices. James was surprised to discover he’d joined in without even thinking about it, his new girl-body obviously desperate to fit in.

“Excellent. Now,” Selina’s dead eyes flicked around the room, “I have a special announcement for all you sniveling little dykes.”  

At the word ‘dyke’ her eyes landed on James’s table. Marie looked at her plate and shifted uncomfortably; Li didn’t even blink.

“You whores have someone new in your pathetic ranks today,” Selina said, calmly. “Another slutty little schoolgirl, just like you. What are you all?”

“We’re slutty little schoolgirls, prefect,” the hall responded. James could see some of the girls on his table were growling it through gritted teeth. He supposed they were the new ones.

“Well said. And here’s the newest slut of all.” Selina’s eyes found James’s face.

“Juliet, could you stand up, please?”

A thousand pairs of female eyes turned as James got awkwardly to his feet. He could hear whispers, giggles. Feel eyes crawling over the outline of his big, ripe boobies, over his pert little ass, up his long legs.

Without quite being sure why, he started to blush, his soft cheeks turning a faint pink. Unconsciously crossed his legs, held one hand in the other, as if trying to shrink away from view.

“This worthless bitch will be joining you for the long term,” Selina’s voice was everywhere at once, in every single ear, soft and low. “As you can see, she’s got some nice, big titties for you dykes to rub yourselves off over.”

In the silence that followed, James blushed an even-deeper shade of red.

This is horrible! He thought, helplessly. 

“Juliet?” Asked Selina, “could you say a few words, please. Don’t be shy, just tell the girls who you are…”

James thought he could hear a note of amusement creep into her voice.

“And what you like.”

A thousand girls were waiting, eyes glued on his pretty new form. James bowed his head, furiously blushing from every part of his body. The sight of his big new boobies, straining at the fabric of his top, only made him blush even more.

He wanted to disappear. To vanish away forever. For whatever reason, it seemed his new body hated being the center of attention. Hated being embarrassed.

Nonetheless, he parted his plump new lips and began to speak.

“I’m Juliet,” he mumbled in his soft, musical voice. “I’m a stuck-up little English bitch. I’m 18 years old. I like…”

He hesitated. Was he really going to say it?

“I like big, black cocks,” he whispered. “I-I love the idea of being raped by strong black men, like the silly bitch I am.”

“Louder, please, Juliet,” Selina’s voice cut through his confession. “I want all the girls to know just what a cockhungry slut you are.”

The blood was rushing through James’s head. He closed his eyes, feeling like his sensitive new girl body might burst into tears again.

“I love black cocks!” He shouted in his cut glass accent. “I’m a silly little bitch who wants big, black dicks in her mouth and up her slutty asshole!”

A murmur ran through the hall. Whispers. Giggles. James miserably opened his eyes, half-expecting to see a thousand girls laughing at him.

To his surprise, though, most were regarding him with something like sympathy. Before him he saw Li flash him an encouraging smile, as if she knew what he was going through.

“Good.” Selina gave him a cool nod. “Thank you, Juliet.”

“My pleasure, prefect,” James heard himself mumble automatically.

He went to sit, desperate to get out the limelight, to bow his head and vanish from the hall’s memory, but then Selina’s voice was in his ear again, cold and powerful.

“What do you think you’re doing, Juliet?”

“Sitting down, prefect,” James looked at the tall girl in confusion.

Surely she can’t want any more from me…

“I haven’t given you permission,” Selina replied. “Nor will I.”

She turned to the hall at large.

“This filthy whore,” she said, calmly, gesturing James, “broke one of our rules earlier. Like the snobby little bitch she is, she dared to swear in front of a prefect.”

A collective gasp went round the hall. Girls glanced at one another, their faces ashen. Across the table, James saw Marie’s eyes go wide.

“What was it you said again, Juliet?” Selina asked. “Please repeat it, so the whole school can hear.”

This isn’t fair! James thought, wildly, she can’t make me!

He glanced helplessly at Li, who avoided his gaze. Beside her, Marie was shaking her head in denial, as if she couldn’t believe how stupid he’d been.

“Well, bitch?” Selina asked, her cool voice never rising, never getting angry. “We’re waiting.”

There was no way out. Delicately, James swallowed.

“I said, ‘who the fuck are you?’.” He whispered, ashamed.

“You see?” Selina asked the hall at large. “You see what a dirty slut this bitch is? And we all know what Selina does to pottymouths, don’t we, bitches?”

“Punish them, prefect,” the hall mumbled in unison. James was horrified to discover he spoke right along with them.

“Exactly.” Selina’s dead eyes settled on James’s pretty face. “Juliet, would you come here, please?”

Like a condemned man walking to the gallows, James crossed the hall. Every table he passed, girls turned away from him, as if not wanting to catch his eye. He heard whispers, gasps, but no giggles this time.

“Good girl.” Selina smiled down at him. “Now, could you come up on stage?”

Slowly, James mounted the short stairs up onto the wooden stage. With each step he felt his ass curve seductively, felt his big boobies wobble gently in his bra.

At last, he found himself face-to-face with Selina.

“Finally.” The tall girl smiled down at his tiny, 5ft3 frame. At his new height, James was eye-level with her large breasts.

“Wendy?” She said, not taking her eyes off James. “Bring me your chair.”

At the prefect’s table, one of the brunette girls calmly got her feet. She had large, black-rimmed glasses that balanced on a small nose, giving her pale face a sculpted look. She obediently picked up her chair, carried it over and placed it behind James.

“Thank you. Now,” Selina smiled calmly at James’s nervousness, gesturing the chair. “Would you?”

Unsure where this could be heading, James slowly sat down, tucking his skirt underneath his cute little butt as he did so. There was a nervous giggle in the hall. Selina’s smile tugged slightly larger.

“Not like that, you silly little girl. Wendy, would you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Wendy roughly grabbed James under one arm, her long fingernails pinching his skin, and pulled him to his feet.

“Ow!” Protested James in his girl voice, “you’re hurting me!”

But Wendy ignored him. With rough movements, she span him round so he was facing the chair, then pushed his body forwards.

James’s dainty hands automatically reached out and grabbed the high back of the chair. He was now bent double, his hands resting on the chair’s back, his heavy boobies dangling from his frame and his ass pointing high into the air.

“Perfect. Make sure she doesn’t move.” By craning his neck, James could see Selina, looking down at him with a mixture of contempt and power. “Now. Stephanie?”

The redhead prefect obediently got to her feet. She was slightly smaller than the others, her long red hair woven into a plait that fell down her back. She picked something up from the prefect’s table and brought it over to Selina, smiling as she did so.

“Thank you.” Selina took the object and turned to James. “Now, I think it’s time this little bitch learned her lesson.”

At the sight of what was in her hand, James’s blood ran cold. His heart started hammering in his chest. He tried to stand back up, but Wendy grasped his dainty hands and pinned them against the chair.

No, he thought, weakly, please, anything but that!

Selina brought the black leather riding crop down against the palm of one hand with a loud thwack, a cruel look in her pale eyes. She casually played with the tassels, eyeing James’s pert little ass.

“Selina…!” James started to beg, “prefect, please!”

Wendy’s long nails dug into his hands, making him squeal in pain. He gave her a helpless, pleading look, and was horrified to see she was clearly enjoying hurting him.

“Not another word,” she said, her voice higher and crueler than Selina’s. “Speak again before our mistress is finished with you and I’ll slap you so hard you’ll be spitting blood.”

One of Selina’s hands was resting on James’s raised ass now, fondling him with gentle squeezes. As James tried not to whimper, she casually flicked his skirt up and tugged his lacy panties down, so the whole school could see his pert and smooth bottom.

“My, my,” Selina’s low voice was everywhere at once again, magically projected throughout the hall. “What a cute little backside you have, Juliet. If I were a man, I’d want nothing more than to fuck it till you squealed like a little piggie.”

No… please! James wanted to beg, but Wendy’s nails were still embedded in his skin, the prefect watching him with evil laughter in her dark eyes.

“But since I’m a schoolgirl,” Selina continued, “I guess I’ll just have to settle for the next best thing.”

Then suddenly she stood back and raised the crop.

“Now smile, bitch, and take your punishment!”

Selina brought the riding crop thwacking down against James’s bare ass hard enough to knock the breath out of his girly chest. Fire exploded over his poor bottom, making him squeak in pain. It was like someone was holding a coil of flame against his skin, burning him!

He tried to twist away, but Wendy dug her nails in deeper, adding to his pain. James helplessly tried to turn and shoot Selina a pleading look, strands of blonde hair plastered across his pretty face. But it was no use.

He knew Selina wouldn’t stop until he’d been punished properly.

The blows came thick and fast. Each one sent a thwack noise echoing round the stone hall. Each one sent a spear of pain lancing through James. Each one made him arch his back and grit his teeth and desperately try not to scream.

By the fifth blow, though, he’d given up trying to hold it in.

As the crop came whipping down for the sixth time, James threw back his head, opened his pretty mouth and screamed.

It was horrible! Tears were pricking at the corners of his eyes. Hair lay across his face. His poor, sexy bum felt like someone was holding a red hot poker to it!

It was dreadful. It was misery and humiliation and horribleness…

Then something strange happened.

As Selina spanked him for the seventh time, James heard his body let out a low moan. Not the moan of a teenage girl in pain.

It was the moan of a girl experiencing unimaginable pleasure.

Selina raised the crop high above her head. Without realizing he was going to do it, James raised his bare bum higher in the air and wiggled it. Selina responded by giving him three hard whacks in quick succession, making him moan out loud.

James’s nipples were suddenly hard as bullets, his breasts hot and swollen. He desperately wanted to reach one hand into his bra and squeeze the flesh, tweak his nipples. But Wendy’s nails were still holding his hands in place, frustrating his body’s desires.

Fuck, is this the magic? James wondered breathlessly, making me into a stuck-up little bitch who loves being spanked?

Then the crop came lashing down again and all his thoughts were obliterated on a wave of pleasure.

The burning in his ass was combining with a tingling in his crotch, a desperate warmth that radiated out to every part of his skin, making him feel woozy. It coursed through his body, changing his pain into pleasure, making him giddy.

As Selina spanked him for the ninth time, James let out a gasp he’d heard many times on pornos, but never imagined he would one day make himself.

It was the gasp of a girl well on her way to orgasm.

“What are you, bitch?” Selina snarled as she raised the crop again. “Tell me!”

“I’m a bitch!” James heard himself gasp in his girly voice. “I’m a pathetic little bitch who needs to be spanked!”

No sooner had the words left his mouth than Selina whipped his ass five times in rapid succession, making James scream and feel like he was losing control.

Every blow, every humiliation was pushing him towards something. Something bigger and scarier than he’d been prepared for. It was like a tidal wave was rearing up in him, a tsunami of pleasure that threatened to obliterate everything.

As the crop came down for the sixteenth time, James felt the sensation building. Felt his clit tingle with electricity. Felt the dampness in his crotch as his pussy became dripping wet. Felt his nipples harden to the point of being painful.

Oh my God! He whimpered inside himself, here it comes!

…and then it was suddenly over. Selina gently lowered the riding crop, a cold smile on her handsome face.

“I think that will do for today. Wendy?”

The sharp pain of Wendy’s nails disappeared from James’s soft hands. The prefect stood up straight and stepped away, leaving James clasping the chair, his panties around his ankles, his bare ass pointing into the air.

No! I was so close!

“Selina…” he desperately moaned in his English accent, “prefect, please…”

“Quiet now, bitch.” Selina’s voice was cool with amusement. “No more whining, you silly little girl.”

She gently let the tip of the riding crop tickle the entrance to James’s pussy. It was like a lightning bolt had hit his lower body. He arched his back and moaned out loud.

Then Selina stepped back and his punishment was over.

It was an awful feeling. Like being at the climax of a heart-stopping action movie, only for the cinema screen to suddenly go dark. At that moment, James would’ve given anything for one of the prefects to snatch up Selina’s riding crop and spank his ass until he came.

Instead, they returned to their table, leaving James half-naked, near the brink of orgasm, and utterly humiliated in the middle of the stage.

“Get yourself dressed, Juliet, there’s a good girl,” Selina said calmly, sitting down. “And no sneaking off to rub that clit of yours. In fact, no masturbation for the rest of the week, got that?”

Still clinging to the back of the chair, James jerkily nodded his pretty head.

That bitch… he thought, dully. But outwardly, he didn’t let his anger show.

“Yes, prefect.”

“Excellent. Now go sit down and think about what a naughty girl you’ve been.”

In silence, James slowly pushed himself upright. He knelt down, grasped his lacy panties, and gently slipped them back up his long, slender legs. The rough weave of the fabric against his extremely tender pussy almost made him moan out loud.

Hey, what’s going on? His body seemed to be saying, we’re not even done yet!

But of course, they were. His pussy drenching wet, his breasts swollen and his nipples sore, James slowly staggered off the stage and back through the hall.

Girls giggled at his red-flushed cheeks as he passed their tables. At his hair, lying in streaks across his face. At the way he absent-mindedly rubbed his poor, sore bum with one hand.

At long last, James reached his table and sank down into his seat. He could feel the wetness from his pussy seeping through into his panties, into his skirt. With a feeling of horror, he realized the girls next to him could probably smell his pussy.

“You did well,” across the table, Li gave him a sympathetic look. “First time I was up there, Selina spanked me so hard I cried in front of the whole school.”

“Oui, at least you enjoy yourself,” Marie whispered to him. In his dazed state, James wasn’t sure if she was teasing him, or genuinely trying to be kind.

“Thanks,” he whispered back, unable to look either of them in the eye.

Li gave a tiny nod.

“Don’t mention it.”

But James barely heard her. His ass was stinging like hell now. It hurt to sit. On top of that, he felt more humiliated than he ever had in his life.

He’d just been spanked in front of a school full of girls. Worse, he’d enjoyed it. He’d enjoyed it so much, all the girls had very nearly seen him orgasm. There was no way any of them would mistake those screams for screams of pain.

There was no way any of them would be able to look at him again, without thinking of poor, big titted Juliet, moaning in shameful delight as a lesbian whipped her slutty little ass.

This is it now, James realized with a sense of helplessness, this is my life. Obeying orders. Being spanked for breaking the rules. Being a naughty little schoolgirl.

It was too much. Suddenly, all the horrors of his transformation came flooding over him. All his feelings of disgust at his new body. All the humiliation he’d just endured at the hands of Selina. The realization that he might never be a man again.

And so, in the middle of a hall of transformed girls, feeling more humiliated than he ever had in his life before, the pretty schoolgirl put her face in her dainty hands and wept.


V

“Trust me, you got lucky.”

Sat on the edge of his bed, James turned and gave Li an incredulous look.

She must be joking, he thought.

But Li clearly wasn’t. The beautiful Asian girl was looking at him with eyes that were sympathetic but definitely not amused. Her sweet little body was hidden away in the folds of a fluffy blue dressing gown.

“I’m serious,” Li leaned back, the edge of her dressing gown riding up so high it almost revealed her pussy. “With the whole black men thing. Not everyone gets given such a straightforward fantasy.”

She hesitated.

“Some of us have to put up with much stranger shit.”

One bed behind her, Marie gave a snort of laughter.

“You tell me?” the French girl said. “Ezery time I touch moi clit, I iz thonking of ze ‘orse’s penis.”

It was the late evening and the three schoolgirls were sat on their beds in the dormitory. Most of the other girls were off in the showers, getting ready for bed. James had been planning to join them at first, but Li had dissuaded him.

“Maybe give it a while,” she’d said in a low voice. “You’ve only just… y’know.”

She turned and gave the exiting girls a look somewhere between loathing and lustful.

“You don’t want to risk getting turned on by all those naked teenagers. Rule number one, remember?”

Marie had been hovering nearby in her pink dressing gown, absent-mindedly brushing her teeth. At the mention of the cardinal rule, she’d nodded, her red curls bouncing on her shoulders.

“Zat iz why we shower earlier,” she’d said, matter of factly.

So now here James was, still in his school uniform, glumly waiting for the rest of the girls to finish showering so he could go to bed.

It had been a horrible day. Truly horrible. After Selina spanked him, he’d been sent off to his first class, only to discover they were having a surprise test. The subject had been the history of the British Empire. Unsurprisingly, James had failed miserably.

To his horror, he’d realized that he wasn’t just going to have to spend the next five million years dressed like a schoolgirl. He was going to have to actually go to school. That meant tests. That meant listening in class.

And that meant detention when he failed a module.

By the end of the day, James had lost his entire Saturday to detentions. As he trudged up to the dormitory, his mind filled with black thoughts about his new existence, he couldn’t help but wonder if the new tests had been set deliberately to make his life hell.

“What about you, Li?” James asked in Juliet’s stroppy voice. “What did they do to you?”

Li gave a nervous giggle, shooting Marie a quick, sideways glance.

God, she’s so cute… James thought. Magic spell or no magic spell, he was suddenly glad he hadn’t followed the other girls into the shower.

It seemed the heterosexual, male part of his brain wasn’t completely dead yet.

“Well…” Li drew out the word, as if reluctant to go on, “let’s just say I’ve found… a new appreciation for what I can do with my tongue.”

“Mon dieu,” Marie rolled her eyes, “why no just tell ‘er, you love to lick ze asshole?”

“Thanks, Marie,” Li sighed.

Marie shrugged.

“Eet iz not our fault, non? Why be embarrazzed?”

“Like I said,” Li gave James a bashful smile, “could be worse.”

“I guess,” James mumbled in his soft voice. He hesitated.

“Do you ever get used to all this?” He asked, “living here, being a… well, a girl. Does it ever stop being strange?”

“Probably one day,” Li shrugged. The movement caused her dressing gown to slip open slightly. The sight of her pale cleavage made James’s mouth go dry.

“Some of the prefects seem to be happy. They’ve usually been here the longest. But I haven’t got there yet,” she continued. “And I don’t think I’ll ever get used to having periods.”

“Iz no beeg deal,” Marie retorted from behind her. “Just like ze flu, no?”

“What about escaping?” James asked. “Haven’t you ever tried to…?”

But he didn’t finish. At that moment the door banged open against the far wall and twenty or so girls flooded in, wrapped up in their dressing gowns, chatting and gossiping and laughing.

At the sight of them, Li leaned back from James, clearly no longer willing to talk. But James was upset for more than just that one reason.

I wonder what it’d be like to kiss her? He found himself thinking. Marie sure is a lucky bitch…

He forced himself to push the thought away. There was no point in thinking about things like that when he was forbidden from masturbating.

“OK, dyke,” a thin blond girl Li had identified as Lizzie called over at James. “We’re done. You don’t have to worry about seeing our pussies now!”

A couple of the other girls giggled.

“Look at her,” a short girl with dark pixie hair sneered. “Just what we didn’t need. Another lezzer with big fat tits.”

As a man, James would’ve responded to insults by punching the other guy as hard as he could. As a girl, though, he seemed insanely conflict avoidant. In the face of the other girls’ taunting, he simply looked away, his cheeks pink with shame.

“Just ignore them,” Li whispered. “They think if they act enough like schoolgirls, the sisterhood might let them go early.”

She gave Marie a quick glance, but the French beauty didn’t seem bothered by this mention of the sisterhood. Instead, she sighed and shook her head at the giggling girls.

“Stupid beetches,” she murmured.

“Guess I’d better get to the shower,” James muttered, picking up his towel and draping it over one arm. He gave Li a hesitant smile.

“Thanks. I really mean it.”

Li shrugged, then flashed James a brilliant grin that made his heart start hammering in his chest. Aware he was blushing, he quickly turned away and crossed the room, his head bowed, his large titties bouncing up and down in the bottom of his vision.

“…she’s hot when she’s embarrassed,” he heard Li whisper, a little too loudly.

“Do not ezen thonk about eet,” came the reply.

James carried on like he hadn’t heard. After all, what good what it do him now?

*

Ten minutes later, James was standing under a stream of scalding water, trying to come to terms with his new body.

All his life, showering had meant scrubbing his flat, hairy chest with soap and pulling back the foreskin of his penis for a quick clean.

Now, though, it was totally different.

The body he found himself looking down at was utterly alien to him. Where he should have had a flat and muscular chest, he now had two heavy breasts that dangled and wobbled with every step he took.

Instead of a foreskin to peel back, he now had two plump lips he had to gently open with two fingers, to ensure his pussy got clean.

And where he’d once been able to quickly run his head under the nozzle to wash his hair, now cleaning it was a massive operation that seemed as if it would take days.

In short, everything was completely different. Even his moles had moved places, replaced with little freckles that James supposed looked cute from the outside.

From inside his new body, though, they were just a reminder of how much everything had changed.

He sighed and rubbed some soap up into a lather on his hands. Then he started rubbing them over every inch of his new body. His large breasts wobbled and bounced as he cleaned them, creating a feeling in his chest James wasn’t at all sure he liked.

It was as if Jay had deliberately made them so big that he’d never be able to forget he was a girl again.

This is surreal… James thought as he soaped his young and curvy body, I shouldn’t know what it’s like to shower as a girl.

But what was he meant to do? Just collect dirt and become all smelly?

You’re stuck this way, remember? A little voice reminded him as he peeled back his pussy lips to gently wash his vagina, might as well get used to it.

Perhaps the strangest part of all was that showering in Juliet’s body should have been the best part of his transformation.

After all, he was still a man. A man with an admitted interest in watching girls undress. He might be trapped in a girl’s body, but his male brain should’ve been able to get plenty of enjoyment out of gently caressing Juliet’s tits. Out of seeing her naked little pussy. He was basically watching his own private strip show.

Except, somehow, the magic didn’t work like that. James was aware his Juliet body was attractive. Aware that if he’d seen her as a man, he’d have been desperate to film her for his sunshine videos, then jack off over her showering.

Yet he simply couldn’t get excited by it. Any more than he’d been able to tug off over his reflection as a man.

He was Juliet, and you didn’t find your own body attractive. It was as simple as that.

James was still idly thinking these thoughts when he heard the voice.

“Mmm, I could watch you shower all day.”

With a squeal, James clamped one arm over his naked boobies and one hand over his pussy. He span round, his mind crackling with horror.

Who the hell is that? He thought, frantically.

Then his eyes settled on the lone figure stood at the entrance to the shower and the pit of his stomach dropped out.

Wendy was watching him with a sneer etched onto her beautiful face. Her dark eyes were alive with mischief, with an evil desire James wasn’t at all sure he liked the look of. She was completely alone.

“Wendy!” James gasped in his musical voice. “What are you-?”

“What am I doing here?” Wendy asked, innocently. “Just watching my favorite little bitch clean herself.”

Her eyes twinkled.

“It’s not often we get a new girl quite as… fuckable as you, Juliet.”

James’s mind was whirling. The hot water from the shower was still thundering down on his naked back. He clutched his arm tighter across his breasts, a feeling of panic rising in him.

I’ve got to get out of here…

“I’ve just remembered,” he squeaked, “Li promised to show me round the living area. I’d better get back now.”

“You’re not going anywhere,” Wendy purred.

She took a slow step forward, into the showers. Water splashed against her high leather boots.

“You’re just a student, remember?” She asked, slowly approaching James. “And I’m a prefect. That means you have to do anything I tell you to, doesn’t it, bitch?”

She stopped just before James, a cruel smile on her pale features. Like Selina, she was easily 6ft tall, with equally ample breasts. She towered over James’s tiny, delicate girl body.

“Anything at all…” She murmured, her eyes crawling over his naked skin.

James was trapped. The prefect had blocked the only way out. He shrank further back into the curtain of water, against the tiled wall.

“Wendy,” he whimpered, “please don’t…”

“Do what?” Wendy asked. “You don’t even know what I’m after. Well, you’ll soon find out.”

Her ruby smile grew wider.

“Show me your tits.”

With a low moan, James lowered his arm. It was like the prefect’s words exerted some hideous influence on his female mind, compelling him to obey her.

I couldn’t disobey her even if I wanted to, he realized with a jolt. Oh my God, she could do anything to me!

“That’s better.” Wendy’s eyes hungrily drank in James’s swollen breasts, their skin shiny with soap, their nipples hard and pink. “Now show me that pussy of yours, too.”

It was like his mind was no longer his own. No sooner had Wendy finished speaking than James felt his hand automatically drop away from his crotch, leaving his plump little pussy on display.

“That’s it…” Wendy took a deep breath, her eyes alive with sadistic delight. “Now, turn off the shower. It’s steaming my glasses up.”

Obediently, James turned the wheel. The water stopped roaring. In its place came a silence that seemed pregnant with terrifying possibilities.

“Wendy,” James whispered urgently, “this isn’t right. What if Selina-?”

“Shhh,” Wendy whispered, pressing one finger against James’s pouty lips. “You’re not allowed to talk anymore.”

Instantly, James’s pretty little mouth snapped shut. He frantically tried to say something, but it was like a switch had been thrown in his brain.

Suddenly, he could no longer remember how to make sounds.

Wendy was watching him with her hands on her curvy hips, clearly enjoying the fear in James’s doe-like eyes.

“What else shall I make you do?” She murmured. “I could make you squawk and act like a chicken, it’d be fun watching those big boobies of yours bounce around as you flapped your arms.”

Her eyes locked onto James’s.

“Nice and humiliating, too,” she whispered.

James tried to call for help, but it was useless. He couldn’t even make a sound.

His body was no completely under Wendy’s control.

The prefect took a step forward. She casually reached up and stroked a lock of damp hair behind one of James’s ears.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Such a cute little schoolgirl. So innocent. And so utterly obedient.”

Her finger let go of James’s hair and delicately traced its way across his pretty face, coming to rest on his lips. The blood pounded in his ears.

Is she going to kiss me? He thought wildly. Beautiful as she was, the idea of kissing Wendy made him mentally shudder.

He half expected her lips to be cold. Like those of a vampire.

“You exist only for my pleasure, understand?” The prefect leaned down, her ruby lips almost touching James’s. “I’m a senior prefect, and you’re just some stuck-up little bitch who thinks because she’s got some nice titties she can do whatever she likes.”

She leaned forward, parted her lips, her breath tickling James’s soft cheeks. With her free hand, she reached down and slowly clasped James by his new pussy, digging the ball of her thumb into his clit. He whimpered in his throat, tried to bat her hand away, but he was powerless to move.

“Such an arrogant little girl,” Wendy breathed, the tip of her tongue darting out, delicately flicking across the soft skin of James’s lips in a way that made him shudder, “such a stroppy little tart. Well, we’ve got just the cure for that.”

Suddenly she leaned back, a cruel, terrible look in her eyes.

“Piss yourself.” She commanded.

With a low moan, James felt his body obediently relax its bladder. Felt a stream of hot urine course down the inside of one slender leg. Smelt the stench of his own pee staining his soft skin.

“Now lick it up.”

With a titanic effort of will, James forced his body to stay on its feet. Forced himself to give Wendy a pleading, begging look.

“Please…” he managed to squeeze out through gritted teeth. “Please…”

“Do it,” Wendy smiled. “Or I’ll tell the headmistress you’ve disobeyed a direct order.”

No… He wouldn’t do it. It was too degrading. Too humiliating. He would fight Wendy’s power over him. Fight it until Li or Marie came looking for him, and together they would knock this bitch down and escape from this madhouse!

But then a horrible memory rose up in his mind. Of Jay, talking him through the fourth of her disgusting rules.

Disobey an order and your sentence will be extended by a million years each time.

“I mean it.” Wendy said. “Last chance, or you’ll be here another million years. And trust me, that’s even longer than you think it is.”

It was no good. He had to obey.

With a whimper that verged on tears, James obediently sank to his knees. The floor was damp, it’s surface decorated with soap suds and loose hairs. His large boobies hung from his frame, their nipples going hard in the post-shower chill.

He gave Wendy one last, pleading look, but it was no use. Her face was alive with pleasure. Pleasure at seeing him humiliated.

Gently, James hooked loose strands of wet, blond hair behind his ears. Then he leaned forward, and started licking.

The taste of urine was acrid, nauseating, but thankfully faint. Most of it was lost under the taste of soap suds.

But the humiliation was another matter.

No matter what he tried to tell himself, James couldn’t hide the fact that he was down on all fours, his big boobies dangling, licking up his own urine like a dog.

“Wonderful…” Wendy sighed from high above him. “God, look at you. You’re nothing, aren’t you? Just a nice pair of tits, a fabulous ass, and a stupid bitch brain. Go on, say it. What are you?”

“I’m a bitch,” James whispered, tears rolling down his soft cheeks in shame. “I’m a pathetic bitch who loves obeying her mistress.”

“Of course you do. Now. Kiss my feet.”

Trying not to let Wendy hear his sobs, James crawled forwards. His huge breasts swung like pendulums, their nipples nearly grazing the floor. He planted his bud-like lips firmly against the toe of Wendy’s leather boots.

“What I wouldn’t give to be a man again,” he heard Wendy sigh, as if from very far away. “If I had my cock back right now, I’d get on my knees and fuck you so hard you wouldn’t be able to sit down for a week. I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

His lips still pressed against Wendy’s foot, James obediently nodded his head. A tiny whimper escaped his throat.

“Too bad,” Wendy said. “I haven’t had a cock in two million years. Still, we can make do with what we’ve got. Sit up, bitch.”

Obediently, James pushed his naked body up, crouching on his haunches. He looked up at Wendy with a tear-stained face, his lower lip trembling.

“Oh, yes,” whispered Wendy. “That face… that’s how I’ve always liked girls. Hurt. Angry. And utterly powerless to do anything about it. Now…”

She reached down and gently lifted up the edges of her skirt. With a jolt, James saw she wasn’t wearing any panties; her pussy red and swollen and moist.

“Now, Juliet. Be a good schoolgirl and show your mistress what you think of her.”

James didn’t even try and fight it. With a feeling of misery, he crawled forwards on all fours. He slipped his pretty little head under Wendy’s raised skirt, sniffed delicately at her crotch.

The smell of her cunt was sweet, vaguely salty. It made James’s stomach turn. In all his life, he’d made it a point of honor to never go down on any woman.

No, please… he whimpered to himself, not pussy. I don’t wanna lick pussy!

But he had no choice. Not when Wendy had given him a direct order. With a feeling of dark abandonment, he pressed his lips up against Wendy’s crotch, as if kissing her clit. Then he opened his pretty little mouth, and started licking, driving his face deep into the marshy dampness of her pussy.

“That’s it, oh fuck yeah,” he heard Wendy whisper. She dropped one hand and lazily ran it through James’s long, blond hair.

“That’s it, bitch,” she breathed, a note of humor creeping into her voice. “And when you’re done you can be a good girl and thank me.”

*

Three hours later, James lay curled up on his dormitory bed in the dark, trying not to cry.

All the other girls had been asleep by the time he got back, his lips acrid with the taste of Wendy’s pussy. After the prefect had finished abusing him, he’d deliberately waited in the shower room, not wanting to see Li’s beautiful, worried face when he felt like this.

After he’d brought her to orgasm Wendy had shoved him away and lowered her skirt with a sneer.

“From now on, you’re my bitch,” she’d commanded, smiling at James’s tears, at his naked, female form. “You’ll be eating my pussy a lot more over the next five million years, so get used to it.”

Then she’d laughed a horrible, musical laugh, turned on her heel and skipped back into the depths of the school, leaving James all alone with his humiliation.

For a long time he’d simply sat there, shivering in the cold water, but not wanting to leave. Wanting nothing but to close his eyes, shut out his horrible new body and cry and cry and wish he was dead.

Now here he was, all cried out, lying alone in a darkened dormitory, feeling worse than he ever had in his life.

It’s not fair, he thought to himself, I did bad things, sure. But no-one deserves this. No-one!

But the worst part was, he didn’t even believe it himself. As he lay there on his side, trying to ignore the strange feeling of pressure that came from one of his large breasts lying on the other, trying to ignore his body’s undeniable girlishness, James realized something.

His humiliation at Wendy’s hands wasn’t so different from the way he’d secretly humiliated all those girls in his sunshine videos.

Deep down, he knew he deserved everything that was happening to him.

Two beds over, he heard Marie mutter something in French and roll over. Dreaming. Gently raising his head, James could see both her and Li – beautiful, tiny Li – curled up, fast asleep.

And beyond them, another twenty one girls, just like him. Living out a punishment that would maybe never end.

What did they all do? He found himself wondering. What did they all do to make the sisterhood mad? What did they all do to get turned into schoolgirls?

He thought he already knew the answer.

They’d treated women like dirt. They’d humiliated them. They’d acted like he had, like horrible, unthinking men. Safe in the knowledge that they were the ones with the power. That they were the ones in charge.

Well, not anymore.

His train of thought was suddenly derailed by the sound of the heavy wooden door opening. Light spilled in from the corridor, throwing strange shadows into the room.

The girls nearest the door rubbed their eyes and sat up, muttering. Beside him, James saw Li raise her head off the pillow with a confused expression.

“Juliet?” She mumbled. “What’s going on?”

“I don’t know,” James whispered back.

In the orange light of the doorway, a dark shadow appeared, tall and narrow and strict.

“Juliet?”

Selina’s voice floated across the dormitory, low and everywhere at once. Twenty-odd girls angrily turned to face him.

“Could you come here, please?”

What now?

With a feeling of misery, James dragged his new body out of its bed. To a chorus of angry mutters from girls trying to get some sleep, he slipped into the white, fluffy dressing gown Li had loaned him.

Short as his new body was, Li was even shorter. James thought she was probably under 5ft. As a result, he hurried across the dormitory in a dressing gown that barely covered his ass and which he had to fight to keep his enormous tits inside.

“Thank you,” Selina said as he stepped into the corridor. The redheaded prefect, Stephanie, was near her, a dark look on her narrow face. The other brunette (James didn’t know her name) leaned on the wall near the door. Wendy and the other prefects were nowhere in sight.

“What’s all this about?” James whispered as Stephanie closed the door to the dormitory.

Part of him had a horrible feeling that Selina and her cronies were going to use his brand new body just as Wendy had.

“There’s been something of an… incident,” Selina said, giving him a calm look. “We’re going to need you to come with us right away, I’m afraid.”

And with that, she turned and started off down the corridor. For a second James simply stared at her retreating back. Then Stephanie gave him a sharp push, and he was running to catch up with her, the bottom of his dressing gown blowing around, exposing his long legs and sexy little bum to the world.

“What incident?” He asked the prefect. “Where are we going?”

“You’ll find out about the first part soon enough,” Selina said, not even looking at him. “As for the second part…”

A flicker of hesitation crossed her face, as if she was unsure whether to continue. James kept quiet, his heart hammering in his chest.

“We’re going to see someone very special,” she said at last. “Someone I wouldn’t normally expect a new girl to meet on her first day.”

“Who?” James’s mind was whirling.

Does she mean the sisterhood? He wondered, frantically.

“What do you mean, ‘who’?” Selina frowned at him. “Who else could it possibly be, you silly little cow?”

She shook her head at James’s confused expression.

“We’re taking you to see the headmistress,” she explained. “She’s dying to meet you.”

“The headmistress?!” James yelped in his soft voice. “But why would she want to-?”

But it was too late. Selina picked up speed, leaving James to scurry after her in her wake, one hand desperately holding his dressing gown closed.

If the headmistress wanted to see him, then there was no telling what might happen next.

The only thing James knew for sure was that it was going to mean trouble for him, and maybe for Li and Marie as well.

It looked like his adventure as a schoolgirl was only just beginning.


Book Two

I

This can’t be happening…

James’s large, teenage breasts wobbled under his white dressing gown as he half-walked, half-ran along the corridor. His long, blond hair bounced on his shoulders. His pert bum curved seductively with each step.

There’s no way this can be happening.

Ahead of him, Selina marched purposefully on, her long legs carrying her faster than James’s tiny, slender ones could keep up with. Her straight dark hair swished with each step, seeming to count off the distance to the headmistress’s office: sixty steps… fifty nine…

What would happen when they got there was something James really didn’t want to think about.

“Hurry up, you silly little bitch,” a voice muttered behind him.

James turned and glanced fearfully up into the face of Stephanie. She scowled at him, her dark eyebrows drawing together below her red hair.

“Yes, prefect,” he heard himself automatically say in his soft, girly voice, “I’m sorry, prefect.”

“Don’t apologize,” Stephanie rolled her eyes, “walk faster. Honestly, you sluts get dumber every year.”

Blushing furiously, James bowed his head, trying to concentrate on catching up with Selina, on running fast as his little legs would carry him. In the bottom of his vision his enormous boobs jiggled with each hurried step, making him wince slightly.

In his new, schoolgirl body, moving so fast without having a bra on hurt like hell.

Can this really be happening?

Only that morning, he’d been James, a macho man with a secret side-business. A business that involved filming teenage girls without their permission and putting the results on the internet.

A business that had got him on the wrong side of the mysterious sisterhood.

Deep within the folds of his fluffy dressing gown, James’s delicate, female body gave a tiny shudder. Just thinking that word was enough to make his skin crawl, but also to make him feel angry. A burning, white hot rage that was hotter than the sun. A vast, directionless anger that had no outlet; nowhere to go.

At his side, James felt one of his dainty hands ball into a fist. He clenched it until he could feel his long, girly nails digging into his palms, threatening to draw blood.

They’d done this to him. The Sisterhood.

And if James ever got hold of them, there’d be hell to pay.

“OK, that’s enough, bitches.”

Selina slowed her pace, so suddenly James almost bumped into her. The older girl came to a halt before a large, forbidding oak door. A single plaque hung in the middle of it. It read:

HEADMISTRESS.

“Right…” Selina swallowed gently. James looked up at her from inside his small, 5ft3 frame in astonishment.

He’d never seen the older girl look nervous before.

“I suppose we’d better…” Selina hesitated, then gently reached out and gave the door three sharp raps. Each knock seemed to echo round the stone corridor, echo through the whole school.

James could imagine how those knocks would echo through the girls’ dormitory, swirling in the darkness. Distant. Mocking. How the girls would close their eyes and pretend to be asleep, but inside their transformed chests, their hearts would beat faster.

After all, everyone knew what happened when you went to see the headmistress.

It’d been the first thing his executioner, Jay, had told him.

The woman who killed James had worked for the sisterhood. One night, as he was uploading videos, she’d appeared in his room and clicked her fingers and killed him. At least, she’d killed his body.

James’s mind, on the other hand, had been somehow transported away to this boarding school. This posh English all-girls boarding school where time never moved forwards. Where it was always the early 20th century. Where it was always autumn.

There, his brain – or essence, or consciousness or whatever hippie crap you wanted to call it – had been forced into the body of a beautiful, blushing teenage girl. A girl with big boobies, bud-like lips, soft cheeks and an innocent face. A blond 18-year old with a tight pussy and secret fantasies of being forcefully fucked by muscular black men. A stuck-up, stroppy little English bitch who went by the name of…

“Juliet?”

Dumbly, James raised his pretty little head. The pretty little head he’d been sentenced by the sisterhood to live inside for the next five million years, unable to escape, unable even to kill himself. Unable to do anything but live out life as a silly schoolgirl.

“Yes, prefect?”

Selina was watching him with the cool, detached look she reserved for the younger girls, the ones who weren’t prefects.

Whenever he looked at her, James had to forcibly remind himself that this beautiful, sadistic lesbian was no more of a girl than he was. Only that morning, his cute Asian roomie Li had told him that all the girls in the school were men the sisterhood had chosen to punish. Even the prefects. The only one who truly was female was…

“The headmistress will be expecting you to be on your best behavior.” Selina’s voice was soft and low, whispering in James’s ear like the two were coiled up in bed together. “That means no answering back or talking out of turn. Understand? Mess up and she could make life very…”

A shadow passed across Selina’s pale, handsome features. Features James privately thought looked like they belonged to a vampire.

“…let’s just say even us prefects find her methods to be a little cruel sometimes.”

That, thought James, is an understatement.

After she’d transformed him into Juliet, Jay had alluded to punishments the headmistress had handed out before to girls who disobeyed the rules. Girls who swore or who had lesbian thoughts. Girls who tried to escape or didn’t do what the prefects told them to.

Even back then, full of rage at what had been done to him and keen to lash out, James had decided he never, ever wanted to get on the headmistress’s bad side.

“She’s not answering,” murmured the brunette prefect stood beside Stephanie, the one James had never been introduced to.

“Wait,” replied Selina.

No sooner had the words left her lips than there was the sound of a key being turned. Before their eyes, the girls watched as the heavy door swung silently open of its own accord, inviting them inside.

A small smile crossed Selina’s lips. She glanced down at James.

“Ready, bitch?” She whispered.

Before James could answer, she’d taken his tiny hand in her own slender one and stepped through the door.

The room was large, expensive-looking. A small fire crackled in a hearth, surrounding by endless wood paneling. The light was low, the floor covered with a deep, plush carpet that James’s tiny feet sank deep into. A vast desk took up nearly an entire wall.

But none of this was what caught James’s attention and made his innocent, doe-like eyes go wide.

Sitting in a plush, high-backed armchair before the fireplace was the most-beautiful woman James had ever seen.

She was about thirty years old with flowing, blond hair, high cheekbones, and glasses that balanced delicately on the bridge of her nose. Her lips were red, her chest pert but not huge, her long legs crossed over one another, encased in see-through black tights. Her perfect body was hidden away inside a dark, businesswoman’s blazer and a black pencil skirt.

With her baby face and pouting lips, she looked like the sexy secretary in a porno. But her sly blue eyes told another story. This was a powerful woman, a woman you wouldn’t want to mess with.

And stood before her, her hands politely clasped behind her back and a worried sneer on her lips was Wendy.

“Wendy!” The word was out before James could stop himself. He gaped at the sadistic prefect with her dark hair and stylish, black-rimmed glasses.

What the hell’s she doing here?! He wondered in panic.

The last time he’d seen her, Wendy had used her prefect’s mind-control powers to make James piss his lacy panties and gratefully lick up the mess. Then she’d forced him to get down on his knees and lick her pussy, grinding her crotch against his soft, girly face.

“From now on, you’re my bitch,” he remembered her sneering only hours earlier, as James lay naked on the floor, trying to ignore the tingling warmth in his pussy and his feelings of humiliation.

Now, however, she looked significantly less powerful.

“Good,” murmured the blond woman in the chair, “so you do know each other.”

“You’re damn right-!” James began in his high-pitched voice, but Selina suddenly squeezed his fingers and he abruptly went quiet.

Her hands are so cold… James marveled in fear, it’s like she’s already dead…

“Sorry headmistress,” Selina said in her soft, low voice. “Please forgive her. This little bitch has been through a lot today.”

“That’s perfectly alright,” the blond woman peered at James over the top of her glasses, a mocking expression on her lips, “though I do think you should warn her what happens when she speaks out of turn.”

Her expression hardened.

“And what will happen to you, Selina, if you can’t control these sluts.”

A shadow briefly passed across Selina’s face, like a dark memory had just unfurled its wings behind her eyes. The head girl bowed her head, her face a model of perfect obedience.

“Yes, headmistress.”

Ha! Thought James, savagely, let’s see how you like being the bitch, Selina!

But his joy at seeing the head girl humiliated was tempered by the way the headmistress was smiling at him.

Almost like she was willing him to slip up so she could punish him.

“Tell me, Selina,” the headmistress said, “does Juliet know why she’s here?”

“No ma’am,” Selina’s voice was steady. “To tell the truth, ma’am, I don’t know myself.”

“Oh, really?” The headmistress raised an eyebrow. “Well, how interesting. Tell me, didn’t Stephanie explain?”

All eyes in the room turned to rest on Stephanie. The curvy, redhead prefect shuffled in her shoes.

“I was in a hurry, ma’am,” she said, defensively. “You told me to get them here as soon as possible.”

“I did indeed,” the headmistress nodded, a thoughtful look on her face. “I did indeed. Not to worry, we all make mistakes.”

She turned away from Stephanie. Out the corner of his eye, James saw the prefect un-tense. She looked like a female prisoner who has been picked for Russian roulette, only to discover that the jailer forgot to load the gun that day.

“In that case, I guess I’d better explain.” The headmistress fixed Wendy with a look that made James shudder, like all the warmth had been sucked out the room. He wrapped his fluffy dressing gown tighter and was amazed to find his nipples were hard and his skin crawling with gooseflesh.

“As you know,” the headmistress said, “we have some very simple rules here for you dykes to follow. And rule number one is…?”

“No lesbianism, ma’am,” Selina replied, smartly.

The headmistress nodded.

“Yes. No lesbianism. I can’t abide it. Not among pupils. Not among staff. And…” her eyes remained fixed on Wendy, “not among prefects.”

Wendy calmly returned the headmistress gaze, her head held high. But James thought he could detect something in her expression, something he’d never seen before.

Wendy was scared.

“So imagine how I feel,” the headmistress went on, “when I receive word that one of my prefects is indulging her lesbian side with the pretty new student.”

She leaned forward. The fire reflected in her glasses, making her look like she was watching her prey from the pits of Hell.

“How do you think I might react,” she whispered, “if I heard something like that, Wendy?”

The silence that followed was broken only by the crackling of logs in the fireplace. In fascinated horror, James watched the two beautiful women staring at each other, Wendy with a defiant expression, the headmistress with a stony, cruel one.

At long last, Wendy blinked. The sadistic prefect lowered her dark eyes.

“I don’t know, ma’am,” she said in her peculiar, squeaky voice. “Thankfully, such a thing would never happen.”

“Wouldn’t it?” The headmistress didn’t lower her own gaze. “Selina.”

A hand suddenly planted itself on James’s slender back. With surprising strength, Selina pushed him forward. James tottered towards the headmistress, struggling to keep his balance.

From her position by the fireplace, the beautiful blond woman turned and smiled up at him. A smile that should have been reassuring, but instead made James’s blood run cold.

“Don’t be shy, dear,” the headmistress said, “you are not on trial here. At least, not so long as you cooperate.”

Frightened, James nodded his pretty little head.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. I’m going to ask you one question,” the headmistress continued, “and you must answer truthfully. However you answer, we will accept what you’re saying, provided it is the truth. Understand?”

James nodded furiously.

“Excellent. Now, please tell us all,” the headmistress turned and gave Wendy an icy glare. “Did this bitch tell you to lick her pussy?”

Across the room, Wendy gave James a deadly warning look. A look that warned of pain and punishments to come and made James want to hide away and cry.

Wendy could do anything to him. He already knew that. As a prefect, her mind-control powers meant she could make James wet himself on command, or even eat a mouthful of his own shit. If he told the truth and the headmistress let the sadistic prefect off with a warning, there was no telling what Wendy might make him do in revenge.

On the other hand, James really didn’t want to lie and be caught out by the headmistress.

“Well?” A note of impatience crept into the headmistress’s voice, “speak now, girl, or you’ll be the one in trouble.”

Miserably, James cast his wide, doe-like eyes around the room, looking for support. The brunette prefect avoided his eye. Stephanie simply sneered at him.

At last, James’s eyes landed on Selina’s spooky, beautiful face. She returned his gaze impassively, waiting for him to speak.

With a feeling like he was signing his death warrant, James turned back to the headmistress. He swallowed. Then, in his soft, girly voice, he muttered:

“Yes, ma’am. Wendy forced me to be her dyke sex slave, ma’am.”

“You bitch!” Wendy’s face with white, her legs trembling with anger. In that moment she looked less like a human than a twisted, evil demon.

“She’s lying!” The sadistic prefect yelled. “Look at her! I bet she’s been lying in bed, squeezing those fat tits of hers and dreaming about cunt!”

She whirled round to face the headmistress.

“You can’t believe a little slut like that-!”

“But I do.” The headmistress regarded Wendy with cold, cruel eyes. “You always were disobedient, Wendy. I had hoped your natural sadism might make you a good prefect, but I guess I was wrong.”

The fight drained out of Wendy. She straightened up, folded her arms.

“I guess you were,” she sneered. “You dumb cunt.”

There was a gasp from the brunette prefect. Stephanie put a dainty hand to her painted lips. Out the corner of his eye, James saw Selina stiffen.

A slow smile crept across the headmistress’s features.

“And that,” she whispered, “will be the last time you ever call me anything.”

She leaned back in the chair.

“Let the punishment begin.”

There was a faint sound, like a distant drum beat. Then James threw his dainty hands up to his soft, bud-like lips and let out a gasp of horror.

Before his eyes, Wendy was changing. As he watched, the sadistic girl who’d taken over his mind and enslaved him in the showers stiffened, her face freezing into a sneering, bitch expression. Her arms stuck to her sides, her legs molded together. Her clothes clung to her skin, became part of her, and suddenly she was shrinking, getting smaller and smaller and smaller…

“No…” the prefect managed to gasp from between her immobile lips. “Please…”

“Goodbye, Wendy,” the headmistress smiled, “you’ll be spending the rest of your existence as something more fitting.”

As James watched in fascinated horror, Wendy’s skin, her clothes, her hair all began to turn pink. Her feet flattened out, stretching away from her body and forming into a circle as she continued to shrink, past waist-height, past knee-height.

For a second, James thought he saw something in his old tormentor’s eyes. A look of terror as she realized where the spell was going.

In no time at all, it was over. The three prefects craned their necks forward in fascinated horror. James slowly lowered his slender hands from his pretty mouth. All of them stared at the small object lying on the floor.

That’s impossible… thought James. But he already knew nothing was impossible here.

Before the headmistress, a 3-inch rubber object now lay on its side. It had a wide, circular base, attached to a perfect model of Wendy’s head, her face frozen in a pose of utter horror. It was pink, molded as a single piece, its top tapered for easy use.

“Oh my God…” James heard the brunette prefect whisper behind him. He swallowed.

So it’s true, he thought in fascination, she really can do anything…

It was insane. It made no sense. Yet there was no denying the evidence before his eyes.

The headmistress had used her magic to turn Wendy into a butt-plug.

“She’s still conscious in there,” the headmistress said, leaning back. “She’ll stay that way for the rest of eternity. Able to feel what’s happening her. Able to understand it. Even able to smell her new environment.”

A cruel smile twitched at the edges of her lips.

“But never, ever able to change herself back.”

None of the girls said anything, their eyes fixed on Wendy, lying on the carpeted floor.

Thank God I didn’t lie, James’s mid was whirling, that could have been me…

“Stephanie?” The headmistress snapped. The prefect hurriedly stepped forward and dropped a curtsey.

“Ma’am?”

“Pick up Wendy, there’s a good girl.”

With jerky movements, Stephanie ran forwards and scooped up the butt-plug, avoiding the headmistress’s gaze. Clutched in her dainty hands, James got the uneasy feeling it was glaring at them all, wishing them ill with a burning hatred.

“Excellent. Now. Insert your new toy into your backside, please.”

Stephanie’s mouth dropped open. She looked at the headmistress with big, pleading eyes.

“Ma’am…” she began.

“Not another word,” the headmistress said, calmly. “You messed up passing the message on to Selina earlier, it’s only fitting you should be punished.”

For a second, James really thought the redheaded prefect was going to argue. Or burst into tears. Or scream. Or something.

Instead, she simply nodded her pretty head, eyes cast to the ground. Then she reached down, gently lowered her panties, and leaned forward. Her dress immediately rode up, exposing her bum to the world. To his surprise, James felt a flash of pity.

Slowly, Stephanie reached behind her. She closed her eyes. And then she shoved the Wendy butt-plug deep into her anus.

There was a gasp of pain as it went in. James felt his entire body tense up in empathy. Stephanie gritted her teeth, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes. But she kept pushing. Wendy’s face disappeared inside her asshole, disappeared into her new home.

The one she’d live in for the rest of eternity.

“Well done.” The headmistress’s cold tone made it sound more like a threat. “You may remove her when you need to defecate, but you must immediately return her afterwards. Understood?”

Tears of humiliation rolling down her cheeks, Stephanie nodded. At that moment, James suddenly felt glad he was merely a prisoner, not a prefect.

“Good. Selina?”

Selina stepped up beside James, her head obediently bowed.

“Choose a new prefect, I want her upgraded by tomorrow evening. Before you do that, show this little bitch back to her room, would you?”

Selina gave a low curtsey.

“Your wish, ma’am,” she said in her low, hypnotic voice, “is my command.”

“Good girl. One last thing…” the headmistress turned her beautiful, cruel eyes onto James. He felt his heart skip a beat.

“You licked Wendy’s pussy,” she said, “a lesbian act. Since you were under her influence, I shan’t transform you, but you must still be punished. What’s her sentence?”

“Five million years, ma’am,” Selina murmured beside him.

“Double it. Ten million years.”

James mouth dropped open. He started to protest.

“B-but, that’s not fair!” He squeaked miserably in his stroppy, schoolgirl voice, “I couldn’t say no. She made me-!”

“Twenty million,” the headmistress replied, coolly. “If your next words are anything but ‘yes, ma’am, thank you, ma’am,’ I’ll make it four hundred billion.”

James wanted to cry, wanted to scream. Just when he thought this nightmare couldn’t get any worse, it had turned into a sadistic Hell.

Outwardly, he forced up a pretty, simpering smile. Gently taking the soft edges of his dressing gown in his tiny hands, he gave the headmistress a low curtsey.

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, “thank you, ma’am.”

“Don’t mention it.” The headmistress turned away. “Now go. Go on, all of you. Get out. Leave me in peace.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Four female voices answered in unison. Before Selina could even take his hand, James had turned and was scurrying back over to the door, his mind a whirlwind of numb horror.

If the headmistress will do that to one of her own prefects! He thought. Then…

But that was as far as he got. He didn’t want to think about the implications. About the threat he now knew was hanging over him, every single waking second of the day.

If he had to play the silly, straight, sexy schoolgirl to avoid becoming like Wendy, then he’d do it.

“And the next time one of you sluts makes me angry,” the headmistress called to their retreating backs, “I’ll transform every single one of you!”


II

“A butt-plug?!”

James scowled, avoiding Li’s brown, eager eyes. He turned away, letting his long blond hair fall over his vision so he didn’t have to look at her.

“That’s what I said,” he said in his snotty, posh-girl voice. “Just listen OK?”

He’d expected Li to share his horror. Or to just fall silent, overwhelmed by the headmistress’s sadism.

Instead, she burst into laughter, a fit of giggles exploding out of her tiny, Asian body.

James turned to her, his pretty mouth hanging open.

“It’s not funny!” His ears barely even registered his soft voice, “it was… it was horrible! Poor Wendy!”

“Oh come on,” Li said between giggles, “it is pretty funny. I can just imagine her, stuck like that, stuck up Steff’s fat ass. It’s perfect!”

A fresh bout of giggles threatened to overwhelm her. James stared at his beautiful friend in something like disgust.

“What? Don’t give me that look! You hated her. She was a cruel, creepy bitch and she got exactly what she deserved.”

At the sight of his expression, Li rolled her eyes.

“OK,” she said, the giggles subsiding, “it was sadistic and fucked up and all sorts of dark. But would you rather the headmistress had turned you into the butt-plug?”

James turned away.

“I guess not,” he mumbled.

“Right. And would you rather Wendy was still out to get you? Still making you lick up your piss and thank her for it?”

James shook his head, long blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision. He clutched his legs up to his chest, ignoring the faint pressure of his knees against his large breasts.

“Well then,” Li flopped back onto the grass, a smile on her adorable little face, “I’d say things worked out for the best.”

And with that, she closed her eyes and went back to sunbathing.

The two girls were out by the lake on the far edge of the school grounds. It was Friday morning, which meant assembly, but Li had convinced James to skip it and go sunbathing.

“They don’t transform you for shit like that,” she’d said with a shrug of her tiny shoulders, “just hit you with a detention. And since you’ve already got detentions all Saturday long, who gives a fuck, right?”

“I guess,” James had mumbled. “What about you, Marie?”

Sat on the edge of her bed, dragging a comb through her hair, the pleasantly chubby French girl had snorted.

“And spend ze Saturday locked up wiz you two? Zut alors, I can no thonk of anything worse!”

So James and Li had set off alone, determined to enjoy the sun. Determined to find at least a half-hour’s respite from the horror of their new lives.

“It’s still pretty horrible,” James muttered at last. “Talk about overkill.”

“Overkill?” Li laughed, eyes still closed. “We’ve been turned into schoolgirls, given sentences of – what? – several million years and had our sexual preferences completely fucked up. I’d say we’re already past the point of overkill.”

“I guess so…” James hesitated. “Li, can I ask you something?”

“Depends on what you want to ask,” Li returned.

“What were you like. Y’know. Before?”

Slowly, Li opened her cute, dark eyes. She turned her head so her cheek lay on a fan of dark hair and gazed out across the lake.

“Honestly?” She murmured. “I can barely remember. I think I was probably a bit of a dick…”

She shrugged her slender shoulders. Lying down, the movement made her pert breasts wobble slightly.

“I mean… if I bumped into myself back then…” Li gently shook her head. “I had a real thing for Asian girls. I was obsessed with them, y’know? Spent all my time online, looking at pictures of girls who – well, girls who look like me.”

James sat in silence, waiting for her to go on. He’d never heard Li talk about her old, male life before. Even now, he had trouble picturing her as the non-Asian guy she’d once been.

I guess that’s the sisterhood’s power, he thought, they don’t just make us into girls. They make it seem as if we were never men at all.

“I just thought they were objects,” Li was saying. “Just there for my enjoyment. I guess it never occurred to me you could be an Asian hottie and a human being.”

She raised one tiny hand out in front of her, looking at it, examining it, as if seeing it and its painted nails for the first time.

“I always wished I had an Asian girl I could control completely. I used to fantasize about making her do anything I wanted to. Touch her tits, play with her clit, crawl around like a dog. Well, now I do. I could do whatever I wanted with this body.”

She sighed.

“And suddenly I feel like I don’t really want to.”

“It’s not just you,” James nodded, looking down at his curvy, girl body. “In the shower yesterday. I tried to get something out of soaping my boobs. Just… nothing. Maybe that means we’re learning our lesson.”

“Lesson.” Li gave a bitter snort of laughter. “They don’t want us to learn a lesson. Well, actually, they kinda do. But that’s not the main reason we’re here.”

She rolled over on her side and gave James a frank look. With her dark hair tumbling across her face, her serious eyes and her cute little body, James thought she might be the prettiest girl he’d ever laid eyes on.

Look at her, he whispered to himself. No wonder Li was obsessed with girls like her…

“They want to punish us,” Li said, matter-of-factly. “We’re not here to be rehabilitated. Nobody ever leaves. They just keep tempting us to screw up until we break one too many rules and get turned into butt-plugs or whatever.”

“That’s not true.” James could feel his heart thudding in his generous chest. The sight of Li, all small and curled up like that, was activating male desires his new body should have buried.

“Isn’t it?” Li gave him a small, tired smile. “Why do you think they let us come out here? We should’ve been found after five minutes and slapped with detention. We’ve been here, what, half an hour?”

James nodded, uneasy about where this was going.

“So, they must be hoping to pick us up later after we do something really bad.”

“Like what?”

In response, Li simply smiled. She rolled onto her back and pulled herself into a sitting position. She squinted up at the sun, one hand raised to shade her cute little face.

“It’s such a nice day today,” she said. “I think I’m gonna get some sun on me.”

She gave James a sidelong glance.

“Wanna join me?”

“I guess…” James slipped out his green blazer, exposing his arms. What he really wanted to do was go on talking.

Li smiled as he rolled up his sleeves.

“I was thinking maybe something a little more…intimate.”

James’s fingers froze. He swallowed and cast his eyes down, avoiding Li’s gaze.

“What do you mean?” He whispered.

In response, Li simply smiled. Then she gently reached up and began undoing the buttons on her tight white schoolgirl shirt. She undid the last one and slipped it off over her shoulders. The shirt fell to the floor with a rustle of fabric.

“Li…?” James whimpered.

“Shh.” Li was unhooking the straps of her pink, lacy bra now, gently tugging them over her shoulders. “Don’t think about it, just do it.”

She reached one dainty hand behind her back and undid the clasp with a flick of her wrist. The bra sagged slightly, then Li slid it off her petit frame and held it up in one hand, a blissful smile on her face.

“There.” She murmured. “Isn’t that better?”

James couldn’t reply. His breath caught in his throat. His heart started pounding away deep within his generous chest.

She’s so fucking beautiful…

Li’s teenage breasts dangled free in the autumn sun, their nipples already erect and pointed. They were pert, ripe, the nipples darker and shorter than James had imagined them being when he closed his eyes.

They were smaller than James’s new breasts, maybe around a C cup. But somehow still big for the Asian girl’s tiny body. Not too large. Just… perfect.

“Like what you see?” Li whispered.

James tried to answer, but his throat was dry. Instead, he simply nodded, unable to take his eyes off Li’s glorious breasts, off her cute, delicate body.

“You look amazing,” the words were out before James could stop himself. He blushed a deep, brick shade of red, cursing himself. Cursing his stupid, easily embarrassed schoolgirl body.

Li looked down at her own breasts and gave a tiny smile.

“They’re cute, aren’t they?” She murmured. “At first I kinda wished they were bigger, but now… well, I guess I’m pretty happy with them.”

She shot James a cheeky smile.

“Not as much as I would be with puppies like yours. What are you, Double-G?”

James blushed an even deeper shade of red. He crossed his arms over his chest, unwilling to look Li in the eye.

“They’re too big.” He muttered in his posh-girl voice. “They always get in the way.”

Christ, why am I acting so awkward?

“I’ll bet they do,” Li giggled.

A flirty look came into her eyes.

“Can I see them?”

James’s mind was reeling. He wanted Li, God knows he wanted her. But Wendy. The transformation. The headmistress’s orders…

“I-I don’t think that’s a good idea.” He sounded more like a nervous schoolgirl virgin than ever. “What if someone…?”

“What if someone what? We’re both girls, right?” Li shrugged her pale, naked shoulders. “Nothing I haven’t seen before.”

“I still don’t think…”

“Take your top off.” Li’s whisper came out as a command. “I’m in charge here, OK? This is my spot. And I order you to take your top off.”

Helplessly, his entire body blushing, James gently grasped his buttons between his delicate fingers. The whole world seemed to be swaying now, like his body was drunk on desire, drunk on the possibilities.

He looked down at his large breasts, swollen and tender in their cups. Felt the distant warmth in his crotch, as his pussy became puffy and wide and wet.

With a little moan, James began to undo his shirt.

“That’s it…” Li murmured. “God, you look so hot right now.”

“I don’t.” James squeaked. “Don’t lie to me.”

“Are you serious?” Li’s eyes went wide. “Juliet, you’re the hottest girl in school. The moment you walked in to the dining hall, everyone here wanted to be you. You’re…”

She shook her head, a dazed smile on her tiny, Asian face.

“You’re beautiful.”

James felt his cheeks flush again. This was so weird. He was a man. He didn’t want to be beautiful. Didn’t want a girl to be attracted to his soft, pouty lips. Didn’t want Li to desire him for his stupid big boobies…

But, under the surface, there was another feeling. One too powerful for James to ignore.

When Li had called him beautiful, he’d felt happier than he ever had in his life.

At long last, the final button gave way. With a gentle tug, James pulled his shirt over his shoulders. He felt a faint tickle as his long, blond hair fell across his back like a waterfall. Then, his cheeks still rosy with embarrassment, he turned to face Li. 

The dark-haired beauty raised a playful eyebrow.

“All of it. Don’t make me act all dominant again.”

James could have stopped them there. Could have refused to take his bra off. Could have ignored Li’s pleas, put his shirt back on and hurried back to the assembly.

Instead he obediently reached up and slipped the straps gently off his shoulders. The faint weight vanished with them, leaving faint, pink marks in his soft skin. He reached behind his back and fumbled the clasp, still not used to undressing as a schoolgirl.

Li watched, her brown eyes alive with expectation, her own breasts dangling free and beautiful.

Finally, the clasp gave. For a moment, the bra clung loosely to James’s large breasts, held in place by its shape. Then James pulled it off and let it drop silently to the floor.

In the silence that followed, the two topless girls stared at each other’s breasts. James could feel Li’s eyes tracing the outline of his swollen chest, lingering on his pink, pointed nipples. Feel her admiring their size, their shape, their ripeness.

“Jesus…” The Asian girl whispered. “Jesus, Juliet, you look fantastic.”

“Do I?” James glanced down at his half-naked body, so unlike his old, male body. His large breasts hung in the bottom of his vision, their erect nipples painfully visible. The sight of his boobies, dangling above his skirt and stocking-clad legs made him feel strangely warm inside. As is this was what his body should look like.

“I guess I got lucky,” he murmured. “When Jay transformed me. I mean, not as lucky as you, Li. You look…”

And then he had to stop talking. As he was admiring his own chest, Li had gotten onto all fours and crept across the grass towards him, her pert breasts dangling. Now her face was inches from James’s, her lips slightly-parted, a lost look in her eyes.

“Li…” James whispered.

“Shh.” Replied his beautiful friend. “Everything’s gonna be OK…”

Without realizing he was going to do it, James tilted his head back slightly, parting his bud-like lips. His whole body was tingling, his mind woozy. A smile crept across Li’s cute little face. She leaned forward.

And then they were kissing. A tender, passionate, all-consuming kiss that made James want to moan and whimper. A kiss that seemed to block out everything around them and make time itself stand still.

Li’s tongue swirled round the inside of James’s mouth, making him dizzy with desire. Their lips brushed against one another, pressed hard against the other’s. Playfully, Li pulled back slightly and gently bit James’s lower lip, making him moan. Then she slipped her tongue deep inside his mouth again, owning him, possessing him.

This is incredible…

James had never been kissed like this before. This wasn’t like the quick, functional kisses he’d given girls as a man, when all he really wanted was to get inside their pants.

This was like he was a drowning girl, clinging to her lifesaver. Like someone finally being saved, after years and years lost on a flat, dull, open sea.

At long last, he pulled back. Li’s big eyes looked deep into his, half-lidded with desire. She was panting slightly. James realized his crotch was drenched, his red lips parted open. He reached one delicate hand up and gently caressed Li’s cheek.

“What about Marie?” He heard himself whisper.

“Forget about her,” Li said, softly. Her eyes were alive with desire. And something else. Tenderness. Protectiveness.

Love.

“You’re the most-amazing girl I’ve ever met,” James heard himself say in Juliet’s voice. He’d never felt this way before. Not like he wanted to humiliate Li, to make her suffer.

That he simply wanted to spend the rest of eternity curled up, looking deep into her eyes.

“Yeah. Well,” Li smiled, “you’re not bad yourself.”

Her expression grew serious again. She leaned in, her lips brushing against James’s.

“You’re beautiful, Juliet,” Li’s breath was like a warm wind against his lips, “you’re honestly the most-beautiful girl I’ve ever set eyes on. And I’ve seen a lot.”

“I’m not a girl,” James said, automatically. At this moment, he didn’t really know or care what he was.

All he wanted was to be kissed by Li again.

“Sure you are.” Li murmured. “We’re both girls. And I think maybe it’s time we enjoyed these girl bodies, don’t you?”

Then, without warning, she lowered her head and let her tongue gently caress one of James’s nipples.

The pleasure was immediate, intense. James heard himself let out an involuntary gasp, throwing his head back. The world was wobbling like he was drunk. He reached one hand up and weakly stroked Li’s head.

“Li…”

“Quiet.” Li whispered. “Not another sound. Now. On your back.”

Like he was in a dream, James felt himself falling, falling backwards through space. He landed against the grass with a soft flump and stared dazedly up at the sun, flickering through the leaves of the trees.

Is this really happening? He wondered. Am I really here?

Li’s lips brushed against his neck. His gorgeous, female friend was crouched over him, her breasts dangling so low James could feel their hard nipples grazing against his skin. Their touch alone was enough to make his body twitch slightly, like it was operating beyond his control.

Is this what it’s like for all women? Or is it just the magic?

Li gently kissed all across his clavicle, her dark hair falling over James’s shoulders. He ran a hand dreamily through her hair, marveling at how soft it was, how silky. Li’s lips slowly worked their way lower, kissing across his sternum. Kissing the soft flesh of his breasts.

Oh my God, that feels so good…

“I guess it’s time Juliet got to try out these big new titties of hers,” Li said with a cheeky smile. She dropped James a little wink. Then she parted her pouty lips, took one nipple in her mouth and started sucking.

It was like a tidal wave of pleasure had just hit. James opened his mouth and gave a loud, feminine moan that rolled across the still waters of the lake. He’d never been touched like this before. Never considered his nipples a source of pleasure. But now, in Li’s hands, it was like his body was on fire.

This is so wrong. The male part of his brain thought, I shouldn’t be turned on by having my tits played with! I should be the one doing the touching!

But it seemed his Juliet body was simply too submissive to take charge. As Li gently probed the flesh around his nipple with her tongue, nibbling ever-so gently on the tip, James closed his eyes and began to gasp.

Tiny pinpricks of heat were racing over his entire body, making him feel as if he was drifting away on a pink cloud of pleasure. The sensation in his nipples was stirring something in his crotch, like he was nothing more than a giant nerve ending. James felt his hips buck slightly and realized to his amazement that he was close to coming.

This can’t be right, he thought, dazedly, I can’t be about to come just from having my tits felt. That’s not possible…

Then Li reached one delicate hand up and gently tweaked his other nipple between her thumb and forefinger, and every single thought in James’s mind was washed away on tsunami of pleasure.

“Oh God, Li…” he heard himself whimper, as if from very far away, “Oh God, Li!”

He could feel his nipples now. Feel them as two hard points, focusing all the tenderness of his large breasts. He’d never realized before just how good it was to be a woman and have your boobs touched. As Li’s tongue swirled around his areola, he clenched his hands in little fists and screamed.

Suddenly the pleasure peaked. James threw his head back against the grass, opened his mouth and let out a high-pitched cry. His hips bucked of their own accord, his back arched and a shiver shot through his entire body, raising gooseflesh over every inch of him.

Ohfuckohfuckohfuckohfuck…!

It was James’s first orgasm as a girl. His first taste of the pleasure women’s bodies kept stored, locked away for them. His first realization that being a girl was so much better than being a man.

At long last, James’s pleasure peaked, then he was floating back down to Earth on a pink cloud.

That was nothing like coming as a man…

Dazedly he opened his eyes, faintly aware that his nipples were now sore, his big breasts tender where Li had played with them. But also aware of the gigantic grin splitting his pretty schoolgirl face.

Playfully, James reached up and flicked back a strand of Li’s long, dark hair. The tiny Asian girl raised her head and smiled at him, looking deep into his eyes. James could feel her naked breasts, resting against his own, and it felt wonderful.

“That was amazing…” he whispered.

“I could tell.” Li let out a giggle. James thought it was perhaps the cutest sound in the world.

Lazily, he reached up one dainty hand and gently squeezed the flesh of Li’s breast. He raised his eyebrows at her.

“What d’you think?” He grinned. “Want me to return the favor?”

“Sort of…” Li looked away from him, as if suddenly embarrassed. James waited for her to go on.

“There is something…” Li hesitated. “Something I’d like. It’s a little bit weird…”

“Anything.” James whispered.

“OK.” Li took a deep breath. “In that case… can I…?”

She hesitated, then shot James a shy, heart-breakingly awkward look.

“Can I lick your asshole?” She whispered.

For a second, James didn’t know what to say. Then he smiled at her. A beautiful, schoolgirl smile.

“Go for it.”

“Thanks.” Li’s cheeks were pink with embarrassment. “It’s not my fault. The sisterhood, when they transformed me, they…”

James gently raised one finger and pressed it against his Asian girlfriend’s lips, silencing her. He bit his lower lip, vaguely aware he was copying how he’d seen women show desire in movies, a smile dancing in his eyes.

“Now it’s your turn to be quiet,” he murmured. “Don’t explain. Just do it.”

For a second, the two schoolgirls looked deep into one another’s eyes. Then Li broke into a grin and shifted her weight and James rolled over onto his front and gently pulled up his skirt.

It was strange, lying on his front as a girl. His tender breasts squashed against the ground, raising his chest up slightly in a way he’d never experienced as a man. The grass was cool and slightly damp against his flesh, but James found he didn’t care.

“Go ahead,” he whispered, closing his eyes.

There was a pause, then he felt Li’s fingers slowly clasp his panties and start tugging them down. The lace slipped over James’s slender legs, over his white stockings with a strange ease. The feeling of wearing girl’s panties should have been deeply unpleasant to James’s male mind, yet it strangely didn’t bother him.

In fact, he thought he kind of liked it.

“Oh God…” he heard Li whisper behind him. “You’ve got such a cute little ass…”

“Thanks,” James giggled, an extremely girlish sound. “Now c’mon. Get on with it before I change my mind.”

No sooner had he finished speaking than he felt Li’s lips brush against one of his smooth, hairless cheeks. She kissed his ass on one cheek, the other, and then James felt her gently place her lips onto his anus and start licking.

It was a wholly strange sensation. Li’s tongue swirled around the skin of his asshole, gently probing inside it. As a straight male, James had never had anyone rim him before, and even now he wasn’t at all sure he liked the sensation.

But for Li, he was willing to experience any level of discomfort.

“Oh fuck…” he heard Li gasp, “oh fuck, your ass is so good…”

She pressed her face right against his cheeks, driving her tongue further and further into his anus. James lazily opened his eyes, a smile creeping across his soft, girlish face. Li’s pleasure was making him feel slightly turned on again.

If she likes it, he thought to himself, then I guess I like it too. It even feels kinda nice, actually…

He let out a sot sigh as Li’s tongue darted inside him. Lingered over the puckered skin of his asshole, drinking in the taste, lazily swirling in circles round his anus. Behind him, the Asian girl gave a soft moan, her face buried deep between James’s firm ass cheeks.

Her fingers kneaded the flesh of his butt. Squeezed tight. Her lips rested against James’s beautiful backside, her mouth slightly moist and tender. Sucking, licking, kissing, like her mind had been consumed with greed.

Lying in the cool grass, James smiled vaguely. Closed his eyes. Felt the strange sensation of another girl worshipping his asshole. His clit was still thrumming gently from the orgasm Li had just given him, and this new sensation seemed to mingle pleasantly with it, making him horny all over again.

Without knowing he was going to do it, James began gently grinding his hips, even as Li kept lapping away. Slowly, sensually. The feeling made his pouty lips part gently, made him feel hot and bothered all over again.

For the second time in as many minutes, James realized he was getting close to coming again.

I’m a lesbian now, he thought with vague wonder, a real, honest to God lesbian…

Fuck. Why did no-one tell me how awesome being a gay girl was?

“Oh God, Juliet…” Li’s voice was muffled, a desperate, helpless whimper. Casting a glance over his naked shoulder, James lazily opened one eye and looked with infinite warmth down at the small girl lying behind him, her face buried deep between his firm, ripe cheeks.

As he watched her eat his asshole, James saw Li briefly look up at him with eyes that were dark and dreamy and faraway. For a moment, those eyes were locked onto his, then they were closed again, as Li lost herself in the impossible pleasure she was getting from James’s new body.

“Like that, do you?” James whispered in his soft voice, the words light and dripping with honey. “Little Li likes licking my smelly old asshole?”

Behind him, Li moaned affirmative. James heard himself giggle, even as that strange warmth radiated sleepily out from his crotch, from his hips as he continued to buck gently against the soft earth of the ground. A deep, satisfied sigh welled up within him. He turned away from Li with a blissful look on his beautiful teenage features…

And then he saw it. Watching them from the bushes.

The dark, male face of an 18-year old boy.

“Fuck! Li!”

At the sound of his high-pitched squeal, Li sat up with a start. She glanced around wildly, her bare breasts wobbling in the sunlight, a look of panic on her face.

“Shit! Is it a prefect?!”

“Over there!” James looked at his friend frantically, pointing off into the bushes. “He’s over there-!”

But the figure was gone. Disappeared as quickly as it had come, leaving no traces behind.

“Who the fuck was that?” James’s face was ashen. He quickly tugged up his panties, rearranged his skirt and sat up, clasping his hands across his fat, bare breasts.

As a girl, the idea that a-a boy had seen him half-naked was terrifying!

“That creep!” James squealed, hastily pulling his bra on. “He was just watching us, I don’t know how much he saw. Li, are you…?”

But Li’s face was grey. She wordlessly stared at the spot the mysterious figure had been, her pretty face drawn. Slowly, she turned to James.

“Did you say he?” She whispered.

“Yeah,” James nodded, still shaken up. “Some black guy, about our age, well the age we are now…”

“That’s impossible.” Li looked like she was about to faint. “There’s no men here. The sisterhood doesn’t allow them. The only men who ever come here are transformed seconds after they arrive.”

With a feeling of unreality, James turned and looked blankly at the space where he’d seen the boy. The handsome, masculine boy with his square jaw and knowing, amused eyes.

“Then who was he?” He whispered.

Far across the lake, a small bird let out a cry. The sound echoed through the woods, through the school grounds, like a question that couldn’t be answered.


III

“Have you seen Marie?”

James stopped toweling his long hair and glanced over at Marie’s bed. It was empty, the sheets still crisply folded. He shook his head, rat tails of wet hair flicking in the corner of his vision.

“Not since this morning. Why?”

“We were supposed to meet for lunch.” Li bit her lower lip nervously. She was wrapped in her fluffy blue dressing gown, ready for bed.

“I’m actually kinda worried about her,” the small Asian girl went on. “Selina sometimes blames her when I bunk off. I hope nothing’s wrong.”

James shrugged his pale shoulders. He didn’t know where Marie was and, frankly, he didn’t really care.

The idea of Li and Marie, carrying on together as if nothing had happened down by the lake was enough to make his insides twist up with jealousy.

It had been a strangely quiet day. After getting dressed by the lake, James and Li had trudged back to school, expecting a dressing down from one of the prefects. When they’d arrived though, they’d found all the girls milling around outside the hall, a strange look on their faces.

“School’s been cancelled!” A skinny 11-year old who looked vaguely familiar had shouted to James, clapping her hands. “The prefects are having a meeting. We’ve got the afternoon off!”

“Weird,” muttered Li beside him. “I can’t remember ever having a free period before. Sure, I’ve only been here sixty years, but still…”

James had nodded vaguely, hardly listening. Inside his chest, his heart had started beating faster.

No classes meant he could spend the entire day alone with Li…

“Isn’t it great!” The 11-year old had said, breathlessly, her eyes shining.

She’d turned to James and suddenly frowned.

“What?” She’d asked.

“Nothing.” James had shuffled his feet, looking away. He’d desperately prayed the girl wouldn’t press him. Wouldn’t find out he’d just figured out why she looked so familiar.

It’s you, he’d thought with a faint feeling of nausea, oh fuck it’s really you…

The girl’s face was slender, angelic, but its eyes were eyes James had seen somewhere before. Peering out of the shadows half-hiding the face of his avatar. The only one who used a real picture when contacting James about his sunshine videos.

The tiny, pre-pubescent girl in front of him was his old chatroom buddy DBAG69.

“Whatever,” the girl had muttered, wrinkling her nose. Then one of her friends had called to her and she’d been off, skipping away across the grass, her pigtails bouncing behind her.

How long have you been here? James had wondered. Looking at his former friend, there was no way you’d have ever been able to tell he’d once been a man. A big, hulking man who spent his spare time working out and his evenings uploading videos of little girls.

Do you even remember being a man? Or have you been here so long you think you were always a little girl?

He shuddered. In this magical prison the sisterhood had built, anything was possible.

The rest of the day had passed in a blissful blur. Although his encounter with DBAG69 lay like a cloud over his head, portending bad things to come, James had found himself feeling happier than he had in years.

Spending time with Li was like a drug, he realized. Whether they were at lunch, chatting like a pair of real teenage girls, or alone in the common room, holding hands and sharing secrets about their old, male lives in whispered voices. No matter what the situation was, he couldn’t get enough of her.

Even though the sisterhood had altered his mind to be submissive, even though they’d filled his dreams and fantasies with thoughts of strong, black men forcing themselves on him, James found he was still deeply attracted to this beautiful girl.

As Li laughed at one of his stupid jokes, he realized that, for the first time in his life, he was looking at a girl not as someone he wanted to hurt, or humiliate, or punish just for being female.

He was looking at a girl who he wanted nothing more than to spend time with. A girl who could even make this place seem magical for 20 million years.

So, when Li started talking about her girlfriend as the two of them got ready for bed, it was the last thing James wanted to hear about.

“I’m serious,” Li said, anxiously curling one long strand of hair around her finger. “What if Selina decides we need another girl turned into a butt-plug? I couldn’t live with myself if something like that happened to Marie.”

“Go ask the other girls,” James suggested, nodding at the crowded dormitory. “Someone might’ve seen her.”

“Talk to those bitches?” Li sighed. “Man, I’d have to really be desperate.”

She shot them a look filled with loathing, then gently shook her head.

“I guess I am,” she muttered. “Wait here.”

And she was off, padding across the wooden floor to a clique of schoolgirls surrounding the skinny blond girl Lizzie, who watched her approach with ill-disguised disgust.

James went back to his toenails, preferring not to hear the mean girls they lived with making fun of Li.

He’d been in the shower earlier when he’d gotten a sudden desire to paint all his nails a deep, girly pink.

At first, the feeling had horrified him. He was a man, damnit! And men didn’t paint their nails.

Yet, by the time they got back to the dorm, he’d changed his mind. He wasn’t a man, that was the problem. He’d been turned into a girl, and part of his sentence had been to act like one. In that case, surely there wasn’t any harm in using the odd spot of nail polish…

Looking at his pink toenails now, the brush in one hand while the other rubbed absently at his wet hair, James was glad he’d followed his instincts on this one. His feet just looked so cute at the moment. He wiggled his toes and gave a satisfied smile.

“So this is what I’ve been missing out on,” he murmured to himself.

Get a hold of yourself, part of his mind snapped. Look at you. You’re starting to think like a girl now. You have to fight it!

But it was a tiny part of James’s mind, not a very important one. The rest of him was secretly pleased that he now got to do all these girly things.

After all, hadn’t he always wanted to wear lipstick, paint his nails and dress in women’s clothes?

James shook the thought away. It wouldn’t do to go heading off down that path. Instead, he tried to turn his attention to his new girlfriends, Li and Marie.

He felt bad for Marie, he really did. Especially if Selina had gotten her talons into her, there was no telling what she might do. Equally, he felt bad that he was enjoying all this alone time with Li.

Marie had always been nice to him. Behind her sulky, French façade, James thought there was a decent girl. The sort of girl who might look out for you, even when the other bitches were bullying you. He idly wondered if that was how Marie and Li met.

Nonetheless, he couldn’t stop another, much darker, thought from surfacing.

If I had the headmistress’s powers, his mind whispered, I’d turn Marie into a dildo. A big, pink thing I’d get Li to use on my tight little pussy, so that bitch could see us having an affair but not do anything about it.

James violently shook his head, trying to clear the thought away. Trying to ignore the faint warmth it triggered deep within his crotch.

It must be the magic, he thought, uneasily. Who knows what else the sisterhood did to your mind?

At that moment, Li came and threw herself down on the bed next to him.

“Nothing,” she sighed, her bare legs poking up into the air. “They just made the same old dyke jokes. It’s like they’re desperate to pretend they’ve always been girls. They were talking about boys when I went over there, you believe that? Asking each other what they think penises look like.”

She shook her head, wearily.

“As if they weren’t all born with one.”

“I guess you can’t blame them,” James replied. “It’s in the rules, remember?”

Li gave a dismissive snort.

“Yeah, but do they have to be so goddamn pleased with themselves?”

At that moment, there was a faint knock at the heavy wooden door. All the girls scattered round the dormitory immediately got up and ran to their beds, standing to attention.

“Well,” muttered Li, pulling herself to her feet, “here we go.”

No sooner were Li and James standing up than the door swung open and Selina came striding into the room.

“Good evening, bitches,” she said in her low, sensual voice, the sound magically carrying to every girl’s ear. “How are we tonight?”

“Good evening, prefect,” twenty-odd female voices responded in unison. James’s body spoke right along with them, without any input from his brain.

“Excellent.” Selina came to a halt in the middle of the room, surveying the girls like a general surveying her army.

“I just want you little dykes to know we haven’t forgotten about you,” she said, coolly. “Rest assured that today’s free afternoon won’t be repeated. Next week,  every school day will be extended by precisely one hour to make up for it.”

A kind of invisible grumble spread across the room. A stiffening of shoulders. A spreading scowl. But no-one said anything.

You didn’t want to be the one to annoy Selina.

“I’m glad you all agree this is the right thing to do,” Selina said with a trace of humor. “Now, shall we get down to business?”

At her words, James’s ears pricked up. He turned to Li and mouthed the word: business?

How should I know? Li mouthed back.

“As you’re probably aware,” Selina’s low voice was hypnotic, “Wendy is no longer with us. She… disappointed the headmistress, and was duly punished.”

A tiny smile tugged at the corners of her lips.

“Isn’t that right, Stephanie?”

James craned his neck, suddenly interested. There, by the door, half-hidden in shadow, stood Stephanie. The corners of her eyes were damp, her legs spread a little too far apart. She looked like she was desperately uncomfortable and trying to hide it.

Nonetheless, she gave Selina a smile and nodded.

“Yes, Selina.”

“Indeed.” Selina’s eyes danced across the room, eventually coming to rest on James’s. He immediately looked away.

Please, I don’t want to think about that again…

The thought of Wendy, unable to move, unable even to close her eyes or hold her breath, her face permanently buried deep within the cave of Stephanie’s asshole was more than he could bear.

“So, we’ve had an opening for a new prefect,” Selina continued, still looking levelly at James. “An opening we’ve now filled. I think you’ll all agree we made the perfect choice.”

With another faint smile, Selina turned and faced the open door.

“Marie,” she said in her low, dream-like voice, “would you come inside and say hello, please?”

At the sound of her name, James’s mouth dropped open. He turned and gave Li an urgent glance, but his new girlfriend was busy watching the open door with a horrified look.

For the figure that was stalking in now was not Marie. Or rather, she was a changed Marie.

Where she’d once been around 5ft8, Marie was now well over 6ft, just like the other prefects. Her face, once warm and homely, was pale white, her lips a deep red. Her hair seemed more lustrous, like it had more bounce, more life to it. She walked with a purpose she’d never had before, her eyes cruelly surveying the room.

It was like she’d been turned into a vampire. Or a witch.

Or maybe an ancient and terrible goddess.

“Ah, Marie,” Selina said, her voice tinged with amusement. “Welcome back to your old dormitory.”

“Merci beaucoup,” the French girl whispered, looking round at her ex-roommates with a dreadful smile on her face. “’ow unexpected zis must be for them, non?”

“Marie!” James heard Li gasp the word. He looked at his girlfriend and saw she was trembling, her face like that of a corpse.

“Please…” Li whispered, “please God, no…”

James frowned. He must be missing something. Marie was on their side. That meant she could use her newfound status to make their lives easier.

Right?

“Something the matter, Li?” Selina asked, innocently. “Aren’t you happy for Marie?”

Weakly, Li shook her head. The whole time, her eyes were fixed on Marie, like she was frozen to the spot.

“What iz zis?” Snorted Marie. “Ze little beetch iz no ‘appy to see me? Why, mon chou? Are you too busy wiz your new girlfriend?”

Her green eyes locked onto James’s. Cold. Full of loathing. To his horror, James realized there was no compassion left inside her.

It was like they’d extracted everything that made Marie Marie, and left only the bad stuff. The jealousy. The anger.

The hate.

All the stuff that people allowed to build up inside themselves in the darkest corners of their minds.

“Please…” Li gave Selina a pleading look, “please, don’t do this to her. You have to turn her back…”

“Are you questioning a prefect, you little Asian whore?” Selina asked in her calm, emotionless voice. “Marie, would you?”

“Mon plaisir,” growled the new prefect.

With a long stride, she stalked up the corridor between the beds, passing girls who hurriedly looked at their feet and refused to make eye contact with her. As she approached, James quickly lowered his eyes too, staring down at his large breasts.

But Li just kept on looking at her former lover, with eyes that seemed to plead with God for this all to be a dream.

At last, Marie came to a halt before them, a cruel sneer on her ruby red lips.

“Marie…” Li’s whisper cut through the silence.

“Do not call me zat,” the tall French girl snapped. “You call me prefect, non? I will not be called Marie by some ztupid little ‘ore.”

James kept his head bowed, his mind a whirlwind of horror. He’d wanted Marie out of the picture, true, but not like this. Not like this at all.

From the corner of his eye, he could see Li trembling. She looked as if she was about to cry.

“Marie… prefect. Please. Don’t you remember-?”

“I remember ze rules,” Marie said. “I remember zat you must be a good girl, non? And I do not thonk you iz being good right now.”

“Marie…”

“Silence!” Marie shouted, a look of burning hatred in her eyes.

She span on her heel and turned to face Selina, who was watching them with a deadly calm expression.

“Selina, may I punish zis beetch?”

“Go right ahead.” Selina’s eyes were still fixed on James. “It might be good to try out your new powers.”

Marie turned back to Li with an ugly look of triumph on her features. Before her, the tiny Asian girl looked desperately up into her eyes, as if searching for a last trace of the girl she once loved.

“In zat case…” Marie smiled. “On your knees.”

With a soft moan, Li sank down onto her knees, not taking her eyes off Marie’s face. James could see her tensing her muscles, trying to fight back, but it was useless.

The prefects had absolute control over the minds of every girl in the school. Li could no more resist her old girlfriend’s commands than she could start flying.

“Look at you,” Marie sneered at her former lover. “You are ze little bitch. What are you?”

“A little bitch,” Li obediently replied through gritted teeth.

“Exactement.” Marie’s voice was filled with dark amusement. “So from now, you will act like one, non?”

She suddenly drew herself up to her full height, her eyes flashing.

“I ordur you to act like ze dog!” She shouted, victoriously.

The change was horrible to witness. Before James’s eyes, a look of shock passed across Li’s pretty face. She opened her mouth to protest…

…and suddenly her eyes went blank. Like an obedient little bitch, Li dropped down onto all fours. Her dressing gown fell open at the front, exposing the shaded outline of her breasts to the entire dorm. She looked up dazedly at Marie.

And began to bark.

The sound was loud, animal and utterly inhuman. A harsh woofing noise that sounded awful coming out of Li’s mouth. It should have been funny, but looking around the room, James saw only pale and nervous faces.

“Woof… woof…”

As Li lowered her nose to the floor and started to sniff, Marie clapped her hands delightedly.

“Oh mon Dieu!” She gasped, “zis is parfait! Who iz ze good puppy, eh? Who iz ze good puppy?”

But Li was incapable of responding as a human. With a high-pitched bark she began crawling around the room, her tongue hanging out of her mouth. She crawled up to Marie, sniffed her feet and let out a little whine, looking up at her new mistress.

“Good puppy.” Marie patted her head, “now, ‘ow about we make you look ze part? After all, ze puppy does not wear ze clothes.”

And she pulled off Li’s dressing gown, leaving the young Asian girl completely naked, on all fours, enchanted to act like a dog for as long as Marie wished it.

“Excellent choice of punishment,” Selina murmured approvingly. “You’re right that we can’t give these bitches any leeway.”

“I iz not even done yet,” Marie responded, proudly. “Zere iz anuzzer part to moi punishment.”

She knelt down, roughly grabbed Li’s chin and made the poor, humiliated girl look into her eyes.

“Good puppy, be a good puppy and make ze water.”

Li barked enthusiastically, then suddenly squatted on her haunches. A stream of piss came squirting out of her, making a puddle on the wooden floor. Marie laughed.

“Look at ‘er. She iz ze perfect doggie, non?”

From his place stood by the bed, James watched Li’s punishment with a feeling of overwhelming disgust.

This is so sick…

It was terrible, all of it. Marie’s control over Li. Li’s humiliation in front of all these girls.

But worst of all were Li’s eyes. Behind the blank, dog-like stare, James could see something, something that made him want to scream and lash out and do anything to wake up from this nightmare.

Deep down, Li was still aware of what she was doing. And her eyes were filled with horror.

“Enough!”

Twenty odd female heads turned to look at James. He clenched his fists, glaring at them with a feeling of rage he hadn’t felt in a long time.

“Stop it!” He shouted in his stroppy, posh girl voice, “just leave her be! She doesn’t deserve… this.”

On the floor, Li didn’t react to his pleas. The magic was too strong. Instead, she crawled around through the puddle of her own piss, her dangling breasts almost touching it, forced to sniff it like a curious puppy.

Marie smiled cruelly up at him.

“Oh, Juliet. Iz zere a problem?”

“You know damn well there is!” The blood pounded in James’s ears. He felt hot all over, his skin prickling with burning rage.

But most of all he just felt sick.

“This is fucked up!” He turned to the other girls. “All of it! Living here, being turned into girls, doing whatever sick shit you make us do… it’s wrong!”

“Oh dear.” Selina’s voice cut through the charged atmosphere. “Oh dear, oh dear. Did this tramp just break several rules at once?”

“Oh, who cares?” James knew he was taking a risk, but he couldn’t keep silent any longer. “Tell me you’re happy with this set-up, Selina? You used to be a man, remember? I don’t know what you did to the sisterhood, but there’s no way you deserve to be here.”

He looked imploringly at the other girls.

“There’s no way any of us deserve to be here!” His high-pitched, English voice trembled. “And there’s no way Li deserves that done to her.”

“Woof, woof.” Li replied, ignoring them all. “Bow wow.”

Selina smiled. A calm, gentle smile all the scarier for seeming so unbothered.

“Whether I’m happy or not is immaterial,” she said. “We are all here to be punished, even us prefects. And it wouldn’t be much of a punishment if all we did was play with each other’s boobies by the lake now, would it?”

So she did know. James scowled, a stroppy, bitch scowl that made him look more like a teenage girl than ever.

“You were watching us. That’s who that boy was, wasn’t it? One of your minions.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Selina said, blandly. “All I know is that you’ve been a very bad girl today, Juliet. In fact, you’ve been so bad that the headmistress has given me permission to use her powers.”

The bottom dropped out of James’s stomach. His legs went weak. He put out a hand to steady himself.

“No…” he croaked. “No, Selina, please, I’m sorry…”

“You don’t have to apologize to me,” Selina smiled. “I was given the ability to transform one naughty girl today. Of course, I could use it on you, Juliet, but that wouldn’t hurt you quite so much as seeing your girlfriend changed now, would it?”

James looked down at Li, still crawling naked on the floor. Beside her, Marie smiled viciously up at him. He weakly shook his head.

“Not Li…” he whispered. “Please. It’s my fault. Transform me instead.”

“Where would be the fun in that?” Asked Selina. “But I’m not cruel, you know. I’ll even let you two say goodbye.”

And she clicked her fingers. Immediately a light went on in Li’s eyes. The Asian girl pushed herself to her feet, shaking her head in disgust.

“Christ, what was I doing…?” She muttered, looking down at the puddle of piss before her, then up at James. “Juliet? What…?”

“Please!” James shouted, his voice little more than a girlish squeak. “Please, Selina, don’t hurt her!”

Li looked from James to Marie to Selina’s cruelly blank face. A look of horror came into her eyes.

“No,” she whispered. “You can’t mean…”

Marie gave her a dreadful smile.

“Selina iz telling ze truth,” she laughed. “You are about to get ze punishment you deserve!”

“Selina…” James dropped to his knees, “I’ll do anything. I swear. Anything. Just let Li go.”

“You’ll do what I want anyway.” Selina replied. “Time’s ticking. Hurry if you want to say goodbye.”

With a cry, James hauled himself to his feet and ran across the room. He took the tiny, trembling, naked Li in his arms and held her tight. She buried her face in James’s breasts, making him feel strangely motherly.

“Juliet…” she whimpered. “Oh fuck. I always thought I’d be the one protecting you.”

“I’m sorry,” James whispered, stroking her soft, dark hair. “Oh, Li, I’m so sorry.”

“Time’s up, bitches,” Selina intoned. “Say goodbye.”

“Wait!” James shrieked. “Please, just wait!”

“Not a chance.” Selina raised one hand, thumb and forefinger poised. “So long, Li. Enjoy your new life as a real dog.”

And she clicked her fingers.

For a long time, James stared helplessly into his girlfriend’s wide, brown eyes, the two of them trembling with fear. Stared and waited for the magic spell that would take her away from him. Make his punishment complete.

He stared and stared until gradually it dawned on him that nothing was happening.

As in a dream, he looked down at Li’s naked, female, human body. He glanced nervously at her beautiful face.

“Are you…?” He whispered in his posh, girl voice.

Slowly, Li shook her head. She looked like she was in a daze.

James turned and looked at Selina, watching him with a calm expression, her hand still held out.

“Kidding.” She said, lowering her hand. “I just wanted to see you bitches look really afraid.”

She shook her head.

“The headmistress never grants anyone her powers,” she continued in her maddening, flat way. “Just so you know. FYI. But if she did, I wouldn’t hesitate to turn both of you into dogs.”

She glanced over at Marie.

“We’re done here, prefect” she said, coolly. “Time to introduce yourself to the next batch of girls. Good work with the puppy play, by the way.”

“It was nothing,” Marie smiled, making her way over to Selina. “I always be wanting to try zat.”

“I don’t doubt it,” Selina nodded. She turned her impassive gaze back on James, and Li, still trembling naked in his arms.

“Report to the breakfast hall early tomorrow,” she said. “You bitches still broke the rules and broke them badly. I shan’t tell the headmistress this time, but you will be punished. Harshly. A thousand strokes across the bottom each. You won’t sit down for a month.”

A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth.

“And no sex or masturbation for the next fifty years. From tomorrow on, you’ll be in separate dormitories, too. So much as make eye contact again and I’ll make you lick the toilets clean.”

She tilted her ghostly, beautiful head.

“Well, what do you say?”

“Thank you, prefect,” James whispered, his mouth dry.

“I thought so.” Selina nodded.

She turned to the other prefects.

“Come along, bitches. We have work to do.”

And with that, Selina, Marie and Stephanie swept out into the hall and vanished.

For a long time, nobody moved. The girls stood at the head of their beds, avoiding looking at James and Li, who stayed rooted to the spot, hugging each other tight.

Then, finally, Lizzie turned and glared at them.

“Look at those stupid lezzers!” She yelled, “bringing the prefects in here. Ugly dyke bitches!”

A murmur of agreement swept the room. Dozens of pairs of eyes turned and glared at James and Li.

“…I wish Selina had really transformed them…” James heard one stuck up bitch snarl.

James looked at each of them in wonder, unable to believe what he was hearing. Unable to believe they weren’t on his side.

Unable to believe they were acting like real girls.

“C’mon.” Li gently tugged at his arm, her eyes still damp with tears. “How about you get me back to my bed?”

She offered up a nervous smile.

“Feeling kinda exposed.”

For a second, James thought he’d had enough. Thought he’d break out his stupid role as a schoolgirl, run across the room, grab Lizzie’s hair and smash that bitch’s face into the bedpost!

Instead, he gave a tiny nod and turned. One arm round Li’s naked back, he led her over to where Marie had dropped her dressing gown. Then he piloted his trembling, teenage girlfriend back to her bed.

“Thanks,” Li murmured, not looking him in the eye, her cheeks pink with shame. “Really, thanks. It was nice what you did there.”

She hesitated.

“I really mean that.”

“No problem,” James muttered.

Then, suddenly, he decided to throw caution to the wind. He took Li’s hand in his own, squeezed it tight.

“Anything for my girlfr-.”

“Don’t.” Li didn’t meet his eyes, didn’t squeeze back. “Just… don’t. Not when Marie’s…”

She couldn’t finish. She tore her tiny hand away from James’s slender one and ran across the room, the back of one hand pressed to her lips. Like she was trying to hold back tears. She vanished out into the corridor, leaving only footsteps in her wake.

For a long moment, James wondered if he should go after her. Pictured himself, running along the corridor, his blond hair trailing out and his big boobies bouncing. Pictured himself, taking Li in his arms in some dark corner somewhere.

Pictured them, kissing like their lives depended on it. Reaching under one another’s dressing gowns. Drifting away from all this horror on a pink cloud of pleasure.

Instead, he simply turned away, and climbed onto his tiny dorm bed. Felt it bow gently under his fragile weight. Felt the bottom of his dressing gown ride up, exposing his pantie-clad ass to the world.

Is this it, now? James thought dazedly, looking at his pink nails, at the bottle of varnish still propped up on his pillow. Is this my life?

But he already knew the answer.

There was no escape. And, as Li had said, there was no end to the sentence. He’d simply be stuck here for as long as it took the headmistress to transform him into something unpleasant.

And now he’d have to do it without Li.

Unaware he was doing it, James let out a soft, girly sob.

It wasn’t fair! He didn’t want to be a girl! He didn’t want to be separate from Li! How could the sisterhood do this to a fellow human being?

God, James thought to himself, or the sisterhood, or whoever. If you’re out there, please. Just give me a sign. Show me this is going to all be OK one day. Anything. Just… I need to know this isn’t forever.

But nothing came. The moon simply shone outside the window, distant, uncaring. In its cold, blue light, James’s warm, romantic day by the lake with Li seemed very, very far away.

With a heavy heart, James crawled under his duvet and curled up into a ball. His breasts lay against one another. The cool night air made his nipples harden. Deep between his legs he felt his pussy yearning faintly for Li.

All alone, with no-one to care or watch out for her, the sissy schoolgirl cried herself to sleep. Outside, the stars looked down on her pain with complete indifference.


IV

Tap. Tap. Tap.

James gave a soft, female moan and rolled over in his sleep. His long hair trailed across his round, feminine face. He’d cried himself out hours ago and was now deep in an uneasy sleep.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

“Li…?” James muttered. “Li, is that you?”

He opened his eyes.

The room was dark. All around him, teenage girls slept in the moon’s pale light, dreaming dreams of being boys again. The dormitory was empty. Silent.

“Li?”

Gently, James raised his head, gently brushing his blond hair from his eyes. He looked over at Li’s bed, but the tiny Asian girl was curled up, fast asleep, her back turned to him.

For a long time, James simply sat there, staring at her. Tracing the outline of her perfect body. Imagining those lips, pressed against his again. Remembering how wonderful their day together had been.

Finally, he had to look away. No point thinking such thoughts now. Not when he was about to lose Li forever.

Besides, hadn’t something woken him up?

Tap. Tap. Tap.

The sound was coming from behind him. James glanced up. For a second, he couldn’t see anything. Then he suddenly had to clamp one dainty hand over his mouth to stifle a scream.

There, silhouetted against the bright moon, was a familiar face. Its handsome jaw was set. Its dark lips split into a grin.

It was the boy who’d been watching them earlier.

What’s he doing here? James glanced round at the other girls, unsure what to do. Unsure if he should wake Li up. Unsure if he should try and chase the boy away. Unsure if…

Tap. Tap. Tap.

The boy gave James an impatient gesture, calling him over. James sighed.

OK, guess this is a one-girl show.

With careful movements, so as not to wake anyone else, he swung his legs over the side of the bed. The wooden floor was cold beneath his bare feet, making him shiver.

James padded over to the window. For the first time, he got a good look at the boy watching him through the glass.

He looked about 18 – the same age James had been regressed to – with strong, handsome features and a mischievous look in his eyes. His hair was short, curly, his shoulders broad and muscular.

With a start, James realized he had climbed up 3 stories to reach their window, and was now supporting himself by hanging from the drainpipe.

He must be so strong…

On the other side of the glass, the boy smiled at him. Then he raised his eyebrows and nodded at the window latch.

James hesitated, wrapping his arms tight across his fat and heavy breasts. Should he really do this?

He was a girl, now. A weak, attractive girl who would never in a million years be able to fight off a man. As a man, opening his home to strangers could’ve gotten him beaten up or even killed.

As a girl, though… Well.

It didn’t take much imagination to see how something like this could go badly wrong.

At the sight of his hesitation, the boy rolled his eyes. He leaned close to the glass and mouthed something.

Open up.

James glanced nervously round the room. He couldn’t help but wish he’d woken up Li now. Turning back to the boy, he jerkily shook his head

Not yet. He mouthed. Who are you.

The boy shook his head. He nodded at the window latch again.

Open up, he repeated.

Open up. James.

James froze. His bud-like lips dangled open in shock. The world seemed to sway.

No. It was impossible. He must have imagined it. How could a boy like this know his name? His real name? He must’ve been confused…

Then the boy leaned right up to the pane of glass. He opened his mouth. For a second, James thought he was going to try saying something, but instead he breathed out, fogging up the window. Then he raised his finger and wrote something that made James’s legs go weak with disbelief.

UR NAME IS JAMES, it read. I’M HERE TO SAVE U.

If it’s a trick, his brain whispered, it’s a damn good one.

James opened the window.

The handsome boy smiled at him, his face alive with an easy charm that made James’s female body tingle in a strange way.

He’s so fucking handsome…

“What do you want?” James whispered, trying to sound tough. “Come on. Tell me.”

The boy looked at him, shook his head, marveling.

“It really is you, isn’t it?” He murmured.

The sound of his low, masculine voice made James’s legs go like water.

Hold on! He thought to himself, I fancy Li, not this random boy!

But he could already guess what was happening. His relationship with Li had been made possible by the vestiges of his male brain.

His body’s swooning reaction to this boy was the Juliet side of his personality asserting control.

“Christ,” the boy looked James up and down, his eyes lingering just a little too long on the outline of his breasts. “You wouldn’t think to look at you… You seem just like a girl. A real girl, I mean. You’ve even got that stroppy girl expression.”

“I’m not stroppy,” James hissed, stroppily. “And who are you? You haven’t even told me who you are!”

“Me?” The boy leaned back on the drainpipe.

The moonlight hit his body, highlighting the muscles on his chest, his stomach, hidden inside his tight, white t-shirt. The sight of his powerful torso made James’s mouth go dry.

“I’m your knight in shining armor, James.”

“You know my name,” James whispered. “My real one. How…?”

“All in good time.” The boy glanced warily round the dormitory, “can’t chat now. If just one of these bitches wakes up, we could be doomed.”

James turned and looked into the depths of the dark dormitory. Imagined Lizzie waking up, seeing him talking to a boy and screaming her head off until Selina or Marie arrived.

With a shudder, he turned back to the boy.

“I see your point,” he muttered. “So. Where do we go?”

“That’s easy.” A slow smile split the boy’s handsome features.

He leaned back further, casually held out a hand.

“Care to join me, ma’am?”

“Out there?!” James yelped. He glanced down into the inky blackness of the grounds. Somewhere, far below, the Earth was waiting. Waiting to impact against his fragile, girly body if he slipped. Ready to snap an arm. Or break his neck.

Jay the witch had said he couldn’t die here. But she hadn’t said anything about him not being able to feel pain.

“No way!” He hissed. “I’ll hurt myself!”

“Suit yourself,” the boy shrugged. “In that case, enjoy the next twenty million years.”

He started to gracefully clamber back down the pipe.

“Wait.”

James gave him a wary look.

“Just tell me your name, OK?” He said at last. “You don’t have to tell me anything else. But promise me that if I come with you, everything’s going to be alright.”

“My name?” The boy asked with a grin. “It’s Kingsley. And nothing’s gonna happen to you, James. You’re my damsel in distress.”

I don’t want to be the damsel! James snarled to himself. But there was no point in complaining.

The boy was strong, tough, and charming. While he… well.

He was merely the beautiful, virgin girl.

“Fine.” He said at last. “But you better be a good knight. How do I get down here?”

“Simple.” Kingsley offered his hand again. “Take it. I won’t bite.”

James looked at his strong, black, outstretched hand. Thought about Li, lying all alone in her bed. Thought of the sisterhood, of what they might do if they caught him trying to escape.

Then he thought of Marie, smiling cruelly down at her former girlfriend. And Li, forced to crawl on all fours and act like a dog.

No. There was no way he could stay here a minute longer.

“Let me bring someone with me,” he said at last. “She’s like me. Her name’s Li, she needs…”

“No time.” Kingsley’s face was serious now, the mocking light gone. “The sisterhood will be onto us any second. I have enough juice for one, and that’s you. Now.”

He reached out more forcefully.

“Either take my hand, now, or the deal’s off.”

James took his hand.

The was a rustling of fabric, a roar of cool, autumn wind and suddenly he was outside, clinging to Kingsley’s muscular body, drenched in the blue light of the moon.

The universe opened up beneath his feet, a dreadful drop leading only to oblivion. James gave a little whimper and held tight to his knight in shining armor. He could feel Kingsley’s muscles through his t-shirt, rippling with each movement. Smell his sweat, sweet and musky.

Within seconds of stepping out the window, James was horrified to find his crotch was dripping wet.

“Good,” Kingsley grunted as he shimmied down the pipe, his low voice vibrating deep in James’s gut. “We should be outta here in no time. Just so long as the sisterhood don’t come looking for us.”

“Where?” James squeaked, desperate to take his mind off both the drop beneath him, and the way his body was reacting to being this close to a hunky man. “Where are we going? Where are you taking me?”

“Somewhere where you’ll be safe,” Kingsley replied, carefully descending. “Somewhere the sisterhood will never be able to get you.”

James swallowed. He didn’t believe such a place really existed.

“Where’s that?” He asked.

“Simple.” Kingsley stopped his descent, looked down right into James’s eyes. They were so close James could’ve kissed him.

“You’ve met the sisterhood, right?” Kingsley was saying, “Or at least their servants. Well, guess what?”

He grinned. A brilliant grin that seemed to light up the entire universe.

“Now it’s time you met the brotherhood.”


Book Three

I

“Juliet…”

“Li?”

James looked wildly round, his long blonde hair flicking in the corners of his vision. The corridor was dark, empty. Devoid of life.

“Juliet…”

“Li!”

James’s heart was pounding in his ample chest. He knew his girlfriend was somewhere nearby, waiting for him. Pleading for him to get to her in time.

To save her.

“Juliet! Oh fuck, it hurts! It hurts so much!”

“LI!”

James took off down the corridor at a run, as fast as his slender girl legs would carry him. His enormous boobies bounced and wobbled with each step, sending a stinging pain deep into his chest that James tried his best to ignore. His fluffy white dressing gown flapped open, trailing behind him. The cold night air caressed his female body, making him shiver all over.

“I’m here. Help me…”

Li’s voice was getting fainter. A wave of panic washed over James, crashing into a boiling froth of frustration.

Where’s here?! He wanted to scream. Tell me, Li. Let me help you!

But there was no way he could waste his breath like that. Not when so much was at stake. So instead James simply ran.

The wood paneled corridor of their boarding school stretched out, seeming like it went on forever. Doorways flitted past – dormitories, their lights on low, the girls inside hiding. Hiding from the sadistic head girl Selina. Hiding from the headmistress’s wrath.

“Juliet…”

“Li, it’s OK!” James yelled, wanting nothing more than to just close his eyes and run, but also needing to comfort her, to let her know things would be alright. “I’m coming. I’m nearly there!”

I hope…

He had no idea where he was running to. In this warped, stretching corridor, everything looked the same. Li’s voice seemed to echo from everywhere at once. She could’ve been right before him, or she could have been a million miles away, calling his new, female name from the edges of the universe.

It’s the magic! James thought, helplessly, the Sisterhood, they’re doing something to the school…

He turned as he ran past the entrance to one dormitory, glancing into its depths. Thousands of naked girls – maybe millions – solemnly watched him pass, their tender, ripe breasts dangling free and heavy.

“What is this?” James whimpered to himself in his stroppy, teenage girl voice. “What’s going on?”

But, deep down, he already knew.

These were all the girls who had passed through the Sisterhood’s magical prison over the centuries. All the cruel and evil men who’d been spirited away from their lives as female-hating monsters. Spirited away and magically transformed into teenage schoolgirls, forced by magic to endure millions of years of torment at the hands of sadistic prefects.

Look how many there are, James thought, uneasily, as another dormitory full of female faces flitted by. All those men… all those men who hated women. There must be billions of us here.

Billions of men, plucked from all periods of Earth’s history by the unstoppable Sisterhood. Billions of men, taught a lesson they’d never forget.

Who knew? Who knew there were so many of us trapped here?

James tried to shake the thought away. It didn’t do to think about such things now.

Not when he was enchanted to be a teenage girl for the next 20 million years. Not when he was desperate to save his transformed female lover.

“Juliet…”

Li’s voice was barely a whisper. Sweet, pretty, Asian Li, the only girl James had ever loved, was dying. Somewhere, in this vast and endless school, she was meeting a hideous fate, and James was powerless to help her.

No! Please… God… someone! Anyone!

Suddenly, he saw it. The heavy oak door to the headmistress’s study. Without stopping to think, James threw the full force of his tiny female body against it…

…and stopped in horror as the door swung effortlessly open.

“Ah, Juliet,” smiled the blonde, icily beautiful headmistress. “So glad you could join us. I hope getting here wasn’t too exhausting?”

She was lounging in her old leather armchair before a crackling fire, exactly as James had last seen her.

It was an encounter James was only too keen to forget. During his time with her, the cruel and God-like headmistress had used her impossible powers to transform a girl into a living butt plug.

Beside her stood the spooky head-girl, Selina, watching James with the ghost of a smile dancing across her pale, vampire-like features.

But none of this was what caught James’s eye and made the breath catch in his throat. None of this was what made him stop dead in his tracks, his mind swirling with numb horror.

Kneeling before the headmistress was Li.

She was completely naked, her cute little breasts dangling toward the floor, their nipples pointed. There was a silver chain attached to her neck, pulled taut, the other end clasped in the hand of a curvy redhead.

“Look at zis,” Marie gloated, smiling her dreadful smile at James, “ze petit bitch has come for ‘er ‘ore.”

She yanked the chain, making Li’s body jerk upwards. The Asian girl let out a squeak and struggled to stay calm.

But behind her eyes James could see her mind was alive with fear.

“What do you thonk? She makes ze good doggie, non?”

“Li!” James whispered, tears pricking at his eyes. “Li, oh God, no…”

“Juliet…” the naked girl turned her brown eyes toward him. “Juliet, oh fuck, I’m sorry…”

“What have you done to her?!” James yelled at Marie.

The French girl only gave him a maddening smile.

“We haven’t done anything,” the headmistress calmly replied. “You, on the other hand, Juliet…”

“Me?” Squeaked James, his high-pitched voice grating against his ears. “Look at her! You’ve done that, you’re the ones who…!”

“You ran away,” the headmistress continued in her gentle, seductive voice. She smiled at James, the fire reflecting in her glasses like the fires of Hell.

“You ran away and you left her here,” the blonde woman continued. “Left her to be punished for your rule breaking.”

James weakly shook his pretty little head.

How had this happened so quickly? It seemed like only seconds ago Kingsley, with his strong, black torso, had appeared at the dormitory window, smiling in the light of the moon. Appeared and whisked James away to join the mysterious Brotherhood.

Even at the time, James had worried what this might mean for Li – sweet, beautiful Li. But he’d never dreamed that the headmistress’s vengeance might follow so quickly.

Or be so utterly merciless.

“That’s not true,” he whimpered. “I didn’t have a choice… I was going to come back for her…”

“Well, I wouldn’t bother anymore,  if I were you,” the headmistress advised. “There are going to be a few… changes around here. Selina? Would you read the sentence, please.”

Selina inclined her pale head a fraction of an inch. Her straight, black hair shimmered in the glow of the firelight.

“My pleasure, headmistress.”

She straightened up, and regarded James with a level expression.

“By order of the Sisterhood,” her voice was emotionless as always, ethereal, “the girl known as Li is to be punished for her girlfriend’s transgressions.”

One razor-thin eyebrow raised a fraction of an inch at James.

“FYI, that means you.”

“Stop this.” James whispered. “Please, you don’t have to do this…”

“Oh do shut up,” the headmistress gave a fake yawn, “it’s so boring listening to you girls go on. Selina. Hurry it up, there’s a good girl.”

“Yes, headmistress.” The ghost of a smile tugged at the edges of Selina’s lips. “For her lover’s crimes, this little bitch is to be transformed into something… more fitting.”

They can’t mean…!

James shot Li an urgent glance. The naked girl smiled weakly at him.

“I’m sorry.” He whispered.

Li gently shrugged.

“Me too.”

“Silence.” The headmistress’s voice was like an earthquake shaking the walls of the entire universe. “The time has come. Marie. Prepare her for punishment.”

“Mon plasiur.”

Marie instantly yanked on the chain again, making Li drop onto all fours. She looked up at James with sadness and defeat in her beautiful eyes.

“No…” James whimpered. “No, don’t…”

The headmistress shrugged and gave him a chilling smile.

“You should have thought of that before running off with the Brotherhood, shouldn’t you? Anyway, what are we waiting for? Let the punishment begin.”

Then she looked right at Li, furrowed her brow as if concentrating, and a distant drumbeat filled the air.

Immediately, Li let out a gasp. Before James’s eyes, her skin began to twist and twitch and ripple. Her shoulders started to drag upwards. Her legs started to shrink, contracting towards her hips. She shot James one last, miserable glance.

I love you, she mouthed.

“Remember, Juliet,” murmured Selina. “Everything happening right now is your fault.”

Weakly, James shook his head. He wanted to close his eyes. To look away. To block out the horror unfolding before him.

But he was powerless to do anything.

I love you too, he sadly mouthed back.

There was the crack of bones stretching and rearranging. Li’s legs became shorter, narrower. Her body elongated, stretching out, her spine twisting into a strange new shape. Her boobies wobbled and leaped up, flattening against her chest.

Her pussy sealed up with a zipping sound. There was a pause, and then a long, white dick rolled out form her groin, its tip dangling and dragging along the floor. A pair of fat balls dropped out, dangling behind it.

Li’s fingers bunched together, her hands turning into paws. A ripple passed across her tiny Asian body, a brown wave that left fur growing in its wake. There was a popping sound and a long tail suddenly spewed out from above her backside, wagging violently in the air.

A look of utter horror passed through Li’s eyes. James wanted to cry.

It was all-too obvious where this was going.

With a final spasm, Li’s entire body shook, contracted and then sprang out in her new form. With frightened eyes, she turned and examined herself, her mouth dangling open in dumb shock.

The headmistress had used her powers to turn Li into a dog.

But not just any dog. The girl was now a male dog with a big, slimy dick, but only from the neck down.

Li’s pretty head had remained unchanged.

“You bitch!” James screamed, glaring at the headmistress. “How could you? How could you even imagine something so… so sick?”

The headmistress gave him a cool smile.

“You’re fucked up!” The blood was pounding in James’s ears, he turned to Selina and Marie. “All of you. This is beyond what we deserve. It’s not punishment, it’s… it’s cruelty!”

“Oh dear…” the headmistress murmured. “Oh dear, oh deary me. I can assure you, Juliet, that you haven’t seen anything yet.”

She smiled down at the girl-dog hybrid now stood before her, its pretty Asian face bright with fear, its scrawny legs trembling in fright.

“What do we say, doggie?”

As James watched, the dog-thing that used to be Li let out a squeak of fear. Then it caught the headmistress’s expression, swallowed, and forced up a terrified smile that didn’t reach its eyes.

“Woof?” It whimpered in a human voice. In Li’s voice.

“Here’s the deal.” The headmistress was still talking, even as James tried to wrap his head round the horror of what had just happened. “We know you’re with the Brotherhood right now. No doubt you’re helping them to plot against us. This signal into your dreams is the only way we can contact you.”

“Dreams?” Asked James, suddenly taken aback.

“Of course.” The headmistress gave him an amused smile. “You didn’t think this was… real, did you? No, you’re dreaming, Juliet. Asleep somewhere in the bowels of the Brotherhood’s headquarters, surrounded by sleeping men with big, fat dicks.”

Her eyes twinkled.

“Tried any of them out yet, dear? I know you love a nice cock. After all,” she sighed, “that’s how we programed you.”

James swallowed. There was no denying it.

In his new, Juliet body, he was completely obsessed by the idea of sucking and being fucked by black men with large penises.

“I ‘ope zey rape ‘er,” Marie muttered, glowering at him. “Zat trecherous beetch.”

James didn’t dare tell her his new body would’ve enjoyed that, too.

“If this is a dream,” he said, giving the headmistress a defiant look, “does that mean Li’s still a girl? Or have you really…”

He gestured the dog-thing before them, unable to bring himself to say it out loud.

Unable to give voice to his last crumb of hope.

The headmistress shrugged.

“Maybe I have, maybe I haven’t. Maybe that’s the real Li. Or maybe it’s all part of your nightmare, brought on, perhaps, by your… encounter with the prefects last night.”

She gave James a smile that made him want to scream.

“I guess you’d call it Schrödinger’s dog. Right now, there’s an equal chance that I’ve transformed your girlfriend or left her how she is. Unfortunately for you, the only way for you to find out is to open the box.”

The room was darker now. An invisible wind made the fire flicker, its demonic light dancing in the headmistress’s glasses.

“In the original experiment,” she went on, quietly, “Schrödinger’s cat was both alive and dead. Until, that is, Mr. Schrödinger looked in the box. At that point, reality jumped into one place. It set, like a plastic mold. And right now, Li here…”

She gently waved a hand. There was a shiver, and then the air itself seemed to part, like a curtain. James threw one dainty hand to his bud-like lips and gasped.

On the other side of the tear in space was a room identical to this one, down to the people in it, in all but one important respect.

Standing where the dog-creature should have been, was Li.

She was fully clothed, her cute little body hidden away inside her uniform. There was a wary look on her beautiful Asian face that turned into one of surprise as she saw James looking in at her.

“Juliet?!” He heard this new Li gasp. “Oh shit, am I glad to see you!

Her brow suddenly furrowed.

“But they said you…”

Weakly shaking his head, James turned to the headmistress, who was watching him with an evil smile.

“What the hell is this?”

“Possible worlds lie closer than you think,” the headmistress replied. James could tell she was enjoying herself.

“In this one, your girlfriend is still in one piece. In fact, she’s better than that, aren’t you Li? Go ahead, tell Juliet what I just told you.”

In the other room, Li glanced at her own version of the headmistress, who gently inclined her head. She slowly turned back to James, a confused, slightly-goofy smile on her face.

“So, umm… kinda unexpected, but…”

“But what?” James’s mouth was dry. His mind was swirling, unable to take in everything that was happening.

Is this how the Sisterhood get their power? He wondered. By manipulating different versions of reality?

“Hey, don’t worry,” Li held up her hands, “it’s good.”

She took a deep breath and looked James right in the eye.

“The headmistress… my headmistress,” she corrected herself, glancing at the blonde woman sat with one leg crossed over the other in James’s reality, “has agreed – has promised to let me go.”

“Let you go how?” James knew there had to be a catch.

“Just… go.” Li smiled at him, a beautiful smile that made his heart melt. “Both of us. She says we’ll be forgiven our crimes and transported back to Earth. You’ll get you old body back, and I’ll…”

She shook her beautiful head, as if unable to believe what she was saying.

“I’ll stay as a girl,” she whispered. “Your girl. Juliet, I’ll… I’ll be your girlfriend. In real life. We’ll get married, and have kids, and…”

Li looked like she might cry now.

“And, Jesus, I dunno! Grow old together, turn into those annoying grandparents that go to every one of their grandkids’ school plays. Whatever. The point is-!”

She stepped forward, right up to the hole in space. She was so close James could almost touch her.

“We’ll be together,” she said, eyes shining. “Just you and me. Away from all this-this shit. No more getting turned into butt-plugs or…”

At that moment, her eyes landed on the transformed version of her in James’s reality. The dog-creature was lying on its back, absent-mindedly licking its enormous penis while Marie grinned down at it. Li’s eyes went wide.

“Oh wow…” Li swallowed, “talk about shitty punishments. Anyway, what I’m saying is…”

She glanced up, her soft brown eyes looking deep into James’s soul.

“We’ll be together. Forever. Just you and me.”

“Like a real couple.”

The silence that followed was broken only by the crackling of the fire. At long last, James turned to the headmistress.

“Why are you doing this?” He asked, weakly.

The headmistress ignored his question.

“Open the box,” she whispered, “and you might find a Li who is willing to marry you. A Li who will accompany you back to your old life and make you happy for ever and ever, just like in fairytales. Let’s call this, ‘finding the cat alive’. On the other hand…”

She glanced pointedly down at the dog-creature.

“Well,” the fire glinted off her glasses, “you might just find yourself confronted with a very dead cat.”

James looked from the shining eyes of his girlfriend down to the dog-monster. At this… this thing the headmistress had deliberately created to make a mockery of his love, of everything he’d ever seen in Li.

He gently ran his tongue over his bud-like lips. His mouth was dry. 

“What do I have to do?”

“Simple.” The headmistress leaned back, her voice suddenly loud, commanding again. “Convince the Brotherhood to let you return here. Say there’s someone you need to come back for. Or something. Make an excuse. I don’t care what.”

“And then?” James’s teeth were gritted. He couldn’t believe he was about to make a deal with the headmistress.

“Then you become our spy.” The headmistress gave him a hard stare. “You work for the Sisterhood to undermine those dicks. You’ll work at it for as long as necessary. And then, when your work is done and the Brotherhood is destroyed…”

She waved her hand in a sweeping gesture that took in both versions of Li.

“You decide,” she finished in an icy whisper.

There was another pause. Behind the headmistress, Selina checked her watch, then gently leaned forward.

“She’s leaving REM sleep,” she murmured. “We’ll lose her in sixty seconds.”

“Well?” Barked the headmistress. “What’ll it be? We haven’t got all night.”

James turned to Li.

“What do you think?” He whispered in Juliet’s spoilt English accent.

The Asian girl smiled weakly.

“If it’s all the same to you, I’d vote for ‘cooperate’.” She looked at the dog-creature that still had her face with a visible shudder. “I don’t really wanna spend eternity as, y’know…”

“Forty seconds,” Selina murmured, her voice still spookily flat and calm.

For a long, long time, James simply looked deep into his girlfriend’s eyes. Looked deep into the soul of the only girl he’d ever wanted to protect. The only female he’d encountered in his long, miserable life he hadn’t wanted to hurt or humiliate.

At last, he turned back to the headmistress.

“Thirty seconds.”

“If I agree,” he said, “will you at least tell me why? Why you’re doing all this, who the Brotherhood are? I’ve only just met them, I still don’t even know who the Sisterhood…”

“Twenty five.”

“Sorry, Juliet.” The headmistress replied. “No can do. We can’t have little tarts like you knowing what’s at stake here.”

James bit his lip. He had to find a way to learn something from all this.

After all, if the all-powerful headmistress was willing to offer him his dream life on a platter, he must be holding some of the cards.

“Twenty seconds.”

“OK, fine.” He said. “I don’t need to know. But promise me one thing.”

He looked down in disgust at the Li-dog hybrid.

“You’ll tell me why we’re here. Why the Sisterhood made this place. Why…” He gave Li a shy glance. “Why they waste all this power punishing us.”

“Fifteen.”

In her chair, the headmistress gave him a slow smile.

“That,” she said with a hint of laughter in her voice, “I can guarantee you’ll find out. Now, Juliet, which box will it be?”

James couldn’t look Li in the eye.

“I’ll do it.” He whispered. “I’ll go for the living cat.”

“Wise choice,” the headmistress snorted.

She turned to the dog-creature.

“You. Bitch!” She barked. The creature raised its beautiful head. With a jolt of horror, James realized Li – one version of Li – was still inside there. Still at least partly conscious.

Still aware of everything that had happened to her.

“Ten seconds.”

“We don’t need you anymore,” the headmistress smiled. “Sorry.”

Then something happened that made James’s blood run cold.

“Wait!” The dog-creature sobbed in Li’s voice, it’s soft brow eyes wide with fear. “Please! Juliet!”

It helplessly clawed its body round to look up at James, who shrank back with revulsion.

“It’s me!” The creature whined. “I’m the real Li!”

“Don’t listen to it,” the headmistress advised. “It only thinks it’s the real one. “

Her voice turned cold.

“But double cross us, Juliet, and I assure you it will be.”

Then she clicked her fingers. The dog– or Li, or the monster, or whatever it was – gave a blood-curdling howl.

And vanished.

“Ah, pity,” sighed Marie, still holding the empty chain. “I was enjoying zat so much.”

“Five seconds.” Selina gave James an impassive glance. “May I humbly suggest we wrap this up, headmistress?”

“Of course.” The headmistress pointed one long, elegant finger at James. “Don’t forget, Juliet, the box is closed until we’re certain you’re on our side. Your girlfriend’s future is in your hands.”

“Time’s up.” Selina said, flatly.

James turned to Li. Already, the edges of his vision were growing dark, the world seeming to fade.

“See you,” he whispered.

“Yeah,” Li smiled uncertainly. “Guess I’ll see ya.”

A thought suddenly seemed to strike her.

“Juliet! Whatever you do, don’t-!”

But it was too late. The world was already crumbling around James. The shadows elongating, the office turning black. Li, Selina, the headmistress and Marie all began to spin away into the endless blackness now surrounding him.

“Goodbye, Juliet,” the headmistress called,  her voice echoing as if from the edges of eternity, “and don’t forget our arrangement!”

I won’t, James wanted to say, but if you trick me-!

He didn’t get any further. There was a rush of black wind that seemed to completely envelope him, blowing his long, blonde hair back, tearing opening his dressing gown and making him scream.

“Juliet! Juliet!”

A voice echoed out the darkness. Low. Male. A voice that seemed to slice through the crumbling world and latch onto James’s mind.

Let me be! He wanted to plead, let me spend more time with Li. Please!

“Juliet, wake up!”

With a start, James opened his eyes.

A pair of brown eyes were smiling down at him. A handsome black teenager was looking into his face, his gentle lips set in a smile.

“Juliet. It’s OK. You were just having a nightmare.”

Slowly, James sat up. His memories were flooding back now, reminding him where he was: In the tiny, dank grey room with the single bed he’d collapsed onto after his strange journey last night. After his terrifying escape from the Sisterhood’s magical boarding school prison.

The tiny, dank room in the heart of the Brotherhood’s vast complex.

Beside him, his strong companion Kingsley watched him with a curious expression.

“Hey. You OK? You look kinda…”

“I’m fine,” James said irritably in his stroppy girl-voice, rubbing his eyes, “what’s going on?”

“They sent me to get you,” Kingsley said with a coy look that made James’s female body shiver slightly with desire. “It’s time.”

“Time for what?” James was still disorientated, unsure if this was just another part of his weird-ass dream.

“Don’t you remember?” Kingsley frowned. “Oh boy…”

He gave James a playful smile, his eyes sliding down to the outline of his large chest. James automatically pulled his dressing gown tight over his breasts.

Boys… they’re all the same…

“We talked about it last night,” Kingsley prompted. “You agreed to meet them the moment you woke up. Not like you had a choice, but still.”

“Who?” James whined, irritably. “Who am I meeting?”

“Kinda obvious, isn’t it?” Kingsley leaned back on the bed, wrapping both his strong arms around one bent leg, “I mean, considering where you are and all?”

“If it was obvious,” James muttered, “I wouldn’t need you to tell…”

And then he stopped. The grogginess slipped from his brain, replaced by an urgent, thrumming nervousness.

Of course. Who else would it be.

He was their newest acquisition, after all. The prize they’d managed to swipe from underneath the Sisterhood’s nose.

Who else would James be going to meet but the Brotherhood themselves?


II

“Remember, just act calm.”

James gave a jerky nod of his head. The sound of feet clattering against metal echoed through the corridor, seeming to fill the entire complex. A cold wind whipped past them, blowing James’s blonde hair around his face and making his nipples go hard as bullets.

“They want to help you,” Kingsley was saying, “but you have to remember to give them something back.”

His voice took on a darker note.

“They don’t like it when girls ask for something for nothing.”

I’m not a girl, James thought irritably. But he kept his pretty mouth shut.

He was in the Brotherhood’s domain now. And he had a strange feeling they wouldn’t be impressed by a pretty, large-chested girl who insisted on answering back.

Not if the forbidding architecture of this place was anything to go by.

While the Sisterhood had chosen to create a magical English boarding school to hold their prisoners, the Brotherhood had gone for a literal prison. The giant complex was split into dingy cell blocks, crisscrossed by metal walkways. Strong black men with large biceps and broad chests passed through small corridors on their way to God knows where.

They were all shirtless, their muscles rippling with each step. Whenever James passed one of them, he felt his legs turn to water; his female body start reacting to being near these hunky studs.

His eyeballs automatically slid in their sockets, approvingly taking in the broad shoulders of these strange men. Approvingly taking in the outline of their fat cocks, all-too visible through their tight shorts.

I wonder what his dick would feel like in my mouth? James had found himself wondering as they passed a particularly large man. I hope I get a chance to find out…

He’d shaken the thought away. He was in love with Li. And there was no way he was going to let his new, magically-heterosexual female body trick him into believing otherwise.

“Here we are.” Kingsley stopped before a heavy steel door. “Good luck.”

“You’re not coming in with me?” Asked James, suddenly worried.

Kingsley shrugged and shot him a shy smile.

“Not allowed. This is headquarters. I don’t rank high enough.”

He laughed at the terrified look on James’s face.

“You’ll be fine. Trust me,” he smiled. “They wouldn’t go to all that effort of bringing you here if they just wanted to, I dunno, kill you.”

“Thanks,” James muttered.

The thought hadn’t even occurred to him until his sexy chaperone had mentioned it.

“Will I see you again?” He suddenly asked, flicking a strand of hair out of his eyes. “You know. After?”

A light twinkled in Kingsley’s soulful eyes.

“Why? You gonna miss me?”

“Maybe.” James said, defiantly. “I don’t know. I thought perhaps we could…”

Inside he felt himself reel with shock.

Oh God… his mind whispered. I’m flirting with him, just like an awkward schoolgirl. But I don’t even…

He couldn’t even finish the thought. His mind might belong to Li, but his body was desperately craving its fair share of romance.

“Maybe we could hang out,” James finished. “Or whatever you guys do here.”

Kingsley leaned casually up against the door, a secretive smile on his handsome features.

“You wanna know what we do here, huh?” He asked, his deep, masculine voice vibrating through James’s gut. “You wanna know what us boys get up to?”

“Sure. Why not?”

Kingsley shrugged, a knowing smile on his handsome, jet-black features. At the sight of his teeth, so white they almost glowed, James felt a shiver run through him. He swallowed.

“What’s so funny?”

“You girls are all the same…” the strong black boy said with a laugh. “Spend five minutes with a boy like me and, well…”

He grinned again.

“Bullshit,” James murmured weakly, feeling like he should somehow be putting up a fight. “You’re so… cocky, you know that?”

“Maybe.” A sly look came into Kingsley’s eyes. “But maybe not. Let’s see what’s inside here, shall we?”

Then, before James could react, the strong boy’s arms darted out, his fingers clasped James’s temples, James had just enough time to let out a girly squeal…

…and then he was on his back, lying on a bed in some dim, red-lit room. Completely naked, his large breasts rising up in the bottom of his vision, his pink nipples hard and pointed at the sky.

What…? Where am I?

James tried to sit up, tried to move, but he hadn’t got more than an inch or two before something firmly grasped at his wrists, holding him in place. He looked up and saw that his hands were clasped to the headboard of the bed with a strip of leather.

“No…” he heard himself whimper in his soft girl-voice, “please…”

But the words came out sounding insincere, like he was play-acting for someone’s benefit. He glanced down the bed again, wondering if his feet were manacled, too…

…and then he felt his breath catch in his throat as the figure caught his eye.

Stood beside the bed, not a stitch of clothing on his muscular body, was Kingsley. His chiseled torso was oiled, faintly reflecting back the lights of the room. A smug grin was on his handsome face. His big cock – bigger than any dick James had ever seen before – was clasped in one hand, erect and ready to use.

“K-Kingsley…?” James whimpered, his voice seeming to come from very far away, “what are you…?”

But he could already tell it was useless. Tied here, like this, his swollen boobies and plump, moist pussy on display, James was completely powerless. Unable to resist, no matter what the strong black man stood above him might try to do.

At the thought, James felt his pouty lips go dry. He licked them delicately, his female body squirming slightly.

He was horrified at just how nice his newfound powerlessness felt.

As he lay there, Kingsley gently reached down with his free hand, began absently playing with one of James’s nipples; pinching it, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger, even as his free hand kept right on pumping his thick cock.

“Do you know where we are, Juliet?” He murmured.

When James weakly shook his head, he gave a low laugh.

“Of course you do.” The hunky black teenager let go of James’s nipple, reached up and gently stroke his long, blonde hair. “We’re in your fantasies. I just wanted to take a quick peek, see if you were telling the truth or not.”

He paused for a moment.

“Well. I guess more to let you know that I knew if you were telling the truth.”

“Kingsley…” James breathed, aware that his body was reacting to having its nipple felt-up. “Please, don’t…”

“It’s your fantasy. I can’t do anything in here you don’t want me to,” the black man smiled. “So if you didn’t secretly want me to do this-!”

His free hand suddenly shot down between James’s legs, grabbed his wet and sloppy cunt. Instantly a fat finger was inside him, probing deep into James’s womb, making him moan and writhe and whimper.

Kingsley grinned.

“Then I wouldn’t be able to.”

James’s breath was coming out almost in pants now. As Kingsley gently worked his new slit, he felt his hips buck slowly, drawing the boy’s finger in, inviting him into his body, begging him to violate his horny girl-form.

He felt humiliated. Like he wanted to cry. He didn’t want a man inside him!

Yet, at the same time, he knew that wasn’t quite true. Knew that his new body wasn’t quite as averse to the idea as he wished it to be.

Knew that Kingsley really was only making him live out his most-secret fantasies, even if he protested otherwise.

“This is just one of our powers,” Kingsley said, his low voice vibrating through James’s body. “The power to make any woman experience what she’s only ever dreamed of. Her most-shameful, most-wonderful secret desires…”

“Even if that woman used to be a man.”

His fingers were sliding in and out of James’s cunt now, scissoring the edges, making him so damp he could feel his juices trickling out and staining the bed. He desperately tried to turn away, tried to shift off Kingsley’s hand, but the leather straps held him in place, kept him helpless and open.

Besides, it was a feeble effort. With each movement of Kingsley’s wrist, sleepy waves of pleasure were washing over James’s body, making him moan and whimper softly. He closed his eyes.

Deep down, he knew this was exactly what his body had been craving ever since he became a girl.

But Li… he tried thinking, I love Li. She’s the one I love…

“Since when did that mean anything?” He heard Kingsley ask, before adding, “what, you think only the sisterhood can read minds?”

“I advise you to just go with the flow, Juliet. This is what you’ve always wanted, after all. Now, let’s move this fantasy on…”

There was a sudden feeling like the world was shifting at high speed, and then James’s eyes were suddenly open. He was on his feet, being led obediently down a dark and dingy corridor.

A leather collar was round his neck. Ahead of him, Kingsley confidently grasped a leash in one strong hand, giving it occasional, sharp tugs that sent James stumbling and made his naked breasts bounce and jiggle.

Stop this! James wanted to shout, but he could no longer even open his mouth. He never spoke in this part of his fantasy, so he was powerless to do so now.

Up ahead, a black door blocked their path. As Kingsley led him towards it, James reluctantly started to drag his feet.

No… not through there. Please!

It was like part of his brain knew exactly what would be in there, even if it wasn’t letting on to the rest of him. All he knew was that it, whatever it was, it wouldn’t be good.

Ahead of him, Kingsley laughed.

“Don’t play coy. You know exactly what’s in there. Everyone does.”

He gave the chain a firm yank, causing James to nearly fall over. He stumbled against the wall, then was dragged on by the black man before he could even properly regain his balance.

“It’s the secret thoughts you only think when you’re alone at night. Those little dreams and fantasies you can’t let anyone ever know about, even yourself. So you lock them away like we all do, and only bring them out when you really need them. Like – oh, man, I dunno – erotic family heirlooms or something.”

What?! James managed to think before nearly falling again. The action made him shiver, like being manhandled was secretly thrilling him.

“We all pretend it’s not there, don’t we? We like to pretend we’re normal. We even laugh at other people if we manage to get a glimpse into their secret room, that’s how desperate we are to keep ours sealed off…”

“But if someone had the power to look inside these rooms. If we could make it real…”

Another, fierce, tug.

“Then who wouldn’t be in our power?”

With a final yank of the leash, Kingsley pulled James up to the door. Span him round so his naked back was against it and he, James, was trembling and looking up into this handsome, terrifying man’s dark and dangerous eyes.

“So. Juliet. Let’s see what’s behind your door.”

NO! James tried to scream, but it was too late.

Kingsley gave him a push. He felt the door open behind his back. And then he was falling, falling through blackness.

He landed with a soft flump on a black cloud. Pulled himself upright. There was no sign of the door, of Kingsley, of the leather leash. Now there was nothing except a single figure standing in a beam of sunlight.

The figure had dark skin, a muscular body, a gigantic cock that dangled down between their knees and made James’s mouth go dry. They were taut, powerful, masculine. With one exception.

Looking down from atop the body of this strong and manly figure was Li.

As James watched in wordless horror, he saw Li blink, look down at the brand new body below her neck. She experimentally flexed her biceps, grabbed her balls and let out a semi-hysterical laugh. She looked back to James.

“So this is what gets you off, huh?” His girlfriend asked. “Being turned into a girl and having your girlfriend rape you with her brand new dick?”

James wanted to shake his head. Wanted to yell that it was all a lie, but he couldn’t. Instead he bowed his head and gave a stiff nod.

“Amaze-balls.” Li giggled. “Wow, I had no idea you were so fucked up. But I guess that’s part of the fantasy, huh? Me telling you what a fucked up piece of shit you are James.”

At the sound of his male name, James felt like fainting. With a jolt of horror, he realized he’d fantasized about this moment endless times before, in the depths of night, when he was half-asleep, jerking off and pretending to himself the next morning it had never happened.

Not just with Li. With the girls he filmed. With the teens he took advantage of. Countless fantasies of lying, helpless and whimpering at the feet of 18-year old schoolgirls as they used magic to swap his gender then violated him while he wept with shame.

Is that why I did it? He wondered vaguely, is that why I wanted to humiliate those girls, to fight back against my own fantasies of humiliation.

Jesus, that’s seriously screwed up.

In her beam of light, Li nodded.

“Yep. Sure is. Well, let’s get on with it, huh?”

And then there was a rush of wind, a sensation of impossible speed, and suddenly James was tied up again, lying on his back as Li’s strong hands held him down, as she bucked her hips, as her big dick slipped in and out of him, making him wail as his girlfriend roughly fucked him, her cock lancing into his cunt, invading his womb, making him dizzy with desire, and pleasure, and humiliation, and…

…and then Kingsley was removing his fingers, lowering his arms, and James was stood back in the corridor of the Brotherhood’s complex again, out of breath, his huge chest rising and falling in the bottom of his vision, his pussy all moist and sticky and dripping into his panties.

“What the hell just happened?!” He squeaked.

“Call it a… demonstration.” Kingsley’s arms were back by his side. He smiled at James. “Of our power. That was just a fantasy, but those guys – the guys in there – they could make it come true if they wanted to. Just click their fingers and you’d be getting fucked by your girlfriend like that for the rest of eternity.”

James closed his eyes at the thought, a wave of dizziness washing over him. Never before had anything sounded so simultaneously appealing and horrifying.

“So,” the black man continued, his voice calmly amused, “if you were to cross us… say, if you were to turn out to be secretly working for the Sisterhood…”

“Then I guess they’d have no choice but to make it happen.”

At long last, James opened his eyes. His long eyelashes fluttered at the edges of his vision as he blinked up at Kingsley. At the boy who’d just rescued him from one prison and dropped him straight into another.

“I get it,” he said in a tight, stroppy voice.

“Good.”

Kingsley nodded at the door.

“Better not keep them waiting,” he said, suddenly serious.

And then he was vanishing back along the corridor, his stride a little cockier, his firm butt drawing James’s eye line until he vanished round the corner.

Did that really just happen?

James’s heart was pounding in his chest, whether from shock or excitement – or both – he couldn’t say. He couldn’t believe what had just happened to him.

It had just been so… sudden. One minute, Kingsley had been his savior, his knight in shining armor. The next…

Slowly, James pulled his dressing gown shut around his soft, feminine body. The fabric brushed against his hard nipples, sending a tiny tremor of awful pleasure through him. A bead of moisture trickled down his leg, as if his pussy was still yearning after the dark creature of his fantasies.

I’ve got to get back to my own body, James thought to himself. Now the interlude was over, he found himself feeling ashamed of what he’d let the black stud see of his psyche.  This is just getting too confusing...

But he was lying if he thought he could escape those thoughts by changing his body again, and he knew it.

Just focus on saving Li, the real Li. Everything else can take a backseat for now…

Straightening his long hair, James delicately cleared his throat and knocked on the heavy steel door.


III

“I guess you’re wondering why we brought you here?”

Tentatively, James glanced along the row of muscular black men sat before him. He swallowed.

“Yes sir,” he said in his prim, posh little voice.

The guy who had asked the question smiled. Unlike the others, who were all shirtless and oiled, he wore a sharp-looking suit. James had decided he was probably the leader.

“Tell me, Juliet,” he said kindly, “what do you know about the Sisterhood?”

Sat on the hard, metal chair before him, James shifted, crossing one smooth leg over the other.

It’s so fucking cold in here… He was furious he’d left wearing only his dressing gown.

“Not much, sir,” he admitted at last. “Just that they punish men for-for being bad, sir.”

He forced up a wan smile.

“Men like me, sir.”

“Men like you?” The leader raised one eyebrow a fraction of an inch.

James nodded.

“Tell me, Juliet… do you still think it’s fair to call yourself a man anymore? I mean, you look to us a lot more like a silly little girl than a big, strong man.”

His eyes twinkled.

“Wouldn’t you agree?”

“No, sir.” James tried to answer calmly, but he could already hear a faint tremor in his high-pitched, girly voice. “My… my body might be gone. But my mind is – I’m still a man inside, sir.”

He lowered his head, hiding from the leader’s penetrating gaze behind his bangs. Trying to forget the girlish pleasure he’d felt looking at Kingsley’s male body – at Li’s male body in his fantasy. It was an absurdly feminine movement and James knew it.

“If you see what I mean,” he muttered.

The leader glanced at the men sitting either side of him. There were ten of them in total. Enough to make James feel extremely nervous about the outcome of this meeting.

Maybe a gangbang? The Juliet part of his brain thought, vaguely. I bet I could take at least five cocks at once.

James quickly shook his pretty little head, desperate to shake the thought away.

“You see, Juliet,” the leader was saying now. “The Brotherhood – on whose behalf, I can assure you, we all speak – have some very… specific thoughts on what it means to be a man.”

He turned back to James, his expression no longer kind.

“One is that all men must look and think and act like men. Can you honestly say you do that, Juliet? Can you honestly say you don’t live your life exactly as a silly schoolgirl would?”

Is this another of the headmistress’s games? James wondered, wildly. Was it all a setup? Was Kingsley in on it?

He swallowed. No. There was no way the headmistress would go to so much trouble just to flush him out like this. This was the Brotherhood, of that he was sure.

Besides, if he rose to the bait, he might give himself away. And he could only help Li if he did as the headmistress had ordered and won over the men sat before him.

Defiantly, he raised his head.

“Only when the Sisterhood are watching, sir.” He said firmly. “Only when I had to escape punishment. Inside, I’m-I’m as male as any of you are.”

The leader smiled. He glanced along the line at his impassive colleagues.

“Interesting choice of words, Juliet. Very interesting. You see,” he leaned forward again, “our code does not exclude those who were born female from joining our ranks. Not when we are capable of…”

His smile took on a demonic shade.

“…transforming people into what they secretly want to be.”

James’s heart thudded in his ample chest.

So Kingsley wasn’t lying…

“We’re happy to recruit from all of humanity. So long as they share our goal.”

“Which is, sir?”

In response, the leader simply smiled.

“Do you have parents, Juliet?”

“Yes sir.”

“Are they still together?”

“Yes sir.”

“Do you believe them to be happy, living together?”

“Yes sir.” James wondered where the hell this was going.

“We don’t.” The leader murmured. “In truth, we believe something very different.”

“Sir?”

“The natural state between men and women is war,” the leader said, softly. “Every marriage, every relationship, every friendship, every interaction between a man and a woman is just another footnote in a battle that has lasted centuries. Millennia. An eternal battle between the Brotherhood and the Sisterhood, a battle…”

His voice dropped to little more than a whisper.

“That we intend to win.”

James cast a nervous glance at the other men sat before him. Without exception, they were all nodding, as if they really believed what was being said.

“It is the Brotherhood’s belief,” the leader continued, “that the real division between men and women is not in our biology, but in our heads. Some who appear to be women outwardly are secretly men, trapped by their bodies. These are the ones we recruit. These are the ones we transform into real men, like young Kingsley. But equally…”

His eyes fixed on James.

“We believe that some who are men outwardly are secretly women, with female minds and female desires. And all they’re waiting for is for the Sisterhood to make them into what they really are.”

The room was quiet now. Cold. James shivered. He felt ten pairs of eyes crawling over his female form. Appraising it.

“It’s a common misconception,” the leader whispered, “that the Sisterhood are running a prison. That’s what we thought at first, until our operative on the inside revealed the truth. No… what they’re really doing is amassing an army. An army of women who used to be biologically male. An army of former-men who hated women because they secretly wanted to be one.”

“And now they’ve been transformed, it’s simply a matter of training them up over millions of years until they realize they were female all along. Until they realize they’re willing to fight and die for the Sisterhood.”

He let the words hang in the air.

“Or even spy for them.”

It took all of James’s self-control not to flinch at the word spy. Instead, he forced his pretty face to remain impassive.

The leader’s face was like a dark, forbidding cloud about to unleash a terrible storm.

“Can we trust you Juliet. Are you a man or a woman? Are you going to be able to help us win the war?”

James blinked.

“Pardon?” He squeaked, sounding more than ever like a posh little English schoolgirl.

“Oh yes,” the leader said. “We didn’t bring you here to save you, Juliet. No, we have something we want you to do for us. Provided, that is, that you can prove yourself to be suitable.”

He gave a tiny nod to one of the men sat at the far end of the table. Immediately, he sprang to his feet and disappeared out a small doorway.

“How?” James said, carefully.

One slip, just one slip about Li and the headmistress and they could trap me in that awful fantasy again. Forever, this time…

“Easy,” the leader said. “We need to be sure you’re truly male, Juliet. We need to know you’re ready to fight for the Brotherhood.”

He smiled.

“So we’ve arranged a little test.”

There was a commotion somewhere outside the room, through the door the man had vanished through. James could hear clanging metal footsteps, and what sounded like a gruff man giving orders.

And something else, too. Something beneath the rest of the noise. A voice he thought he recognized.

“We sent one of our men back in after freeing you,” the leader was saying. “With strict instructions to extract a suitable subject.”

Subject?

The door burst back open. James caught a brief glimpse of the gruff man, then he was shoving something into the room with them. Something small and pale and all too familiar.

They can’t have, James’s head span, how did they get hold of her?

“Stop pushing me!” Skinny Lizzie squealed, throwing a hateful glare over her shoulder. “If I’d know you were going to treat me like this, I’d have never…!”

Her voice trailed away. She blinked at James, her blue eyes suddenly very uncertain beneath her straight blonde hair.

“Juliet?” She asked, pulling her dressing gown closed around her. “What are you doing here?”

I could you ask the same thing, James thought.

If James could have been said to have an enemy in his new life, then the skinny girl before him was it. While he hated Selina and the prefects and the headmistress – hated them with a burning passion – it was only Lizzie that he actually despised.

Lizzie who shared a dorm with him and Li. Lizzie who shouted ‘lezzers!’ at them, and made endless snide comments about James’s big new tits.

Lizzie, who had wanted Selina to transform Li into something horrendous as punishment for the most minor of infractions.

“Does Selina know you’re here?” Lizzie asked, crossing her arms over her skinny frame and sticking her nose up in the air.

In the circumstances, her total commitment to playing the role of a posh English schoolgirl was weirdly admirable.

“What is this?” James looked to the leader. “Why did you bring Lizzie here?”

“We wanted someone you knew,” the leader said. “We thought that might make things… clearer.”

“You know these creeps?” Lizzie gaped at James. “Oh my God, wait till I tell the headmistress about this! You’re not supposed to talk to boys, Juliet, you dumb-.”

The leader rolled his eyes as Lizzie spoke. Then he raised one hand and clicked his fingers.

Instantly, Lizzie’s voice cut off. There was a choking sound, then the skinny girl was suddenly raising her fingers to her face, her eyes wide with horror.

From his seat before her, James felt his world start to spin. He watched Lizzie with a strange feeling that was somewhere between empathy and vindictiveness.

So they can do it, too, he thought, numbly.

Where Lizzie’s mouth should have been, there was now the puckered lips and tiny form of an asshole.

“That’s better,” the leader smiled, watching Lizzie helplessly clawing at her face. “I can’t stand people who just keep talking and talking.”

Trembling, Lizzie turned to the leader. As James watched, she clasped her hands together in a begging pose.

Please! She seemed to be trying to say, please, give me my mouth back!

The leader watched her with amusement in his eyes.

“Isn’t that wonderful?” He said, softly. “Watching one of the Sisterhood’s soldiers, reduced to begging. This is how it should be, isn’t it, Juliet?”

“Yes sir,” mumbled James.

Try as he might, he couldn’t take pleasure in Lizzie’s sudden punishment.

After his encounters with the headmistress, it was horribly easy to imagine what it would feel like having his mouth magically transform like that.

“I’m so glad you agree,” the leader said. “You see, we can only make things happen that our victims have already dreamed of happening in their darkest fantasies. Lizzie here used to be a man who had twisted fantasies about being turned into an asshole, so we were able to give her that lovely new addition to her face.”

His grin widened.

“Luckily, that’s not all she used to dream of.” He casually brandished his hand, thumb and fingers ready to click again. “Are there any other improvements you’d care to suggest?”

A muffled shout came from the depths of Lizzie’s throat. She turned a look on James, a look burning with hatred and fear and hope all at once.

James looked away.

“I don’t know, sir,” he muttered in his posh girl voice. “Why are you asking me?”

“Because you can make it happen.” The leader said. “The Brotherhood have authorized me to temporarily give you our powers. Only over this one girl, mind. And only what she herself has dreamed of in her most shameful moments. But…”

He smiled.

“If you pass the test… if you show us you’re willing to take the fight to the Sisterhood, we shall extend your powers over every conscript in that school of theirs.”

The silence that followed was broken only by the helpless noises Lizzie kept making in her throat even as she pawed at the asshole now growing on her face. James felt himself weighing up his options.

So that was it. Even if he’d been sent here as a spy, the Brotherhood believed that the Sisterhood wouldn’t stand for him transforming one of their victims (James still couldn’t think of himself and Lizzie as ‘soldiers’). He’d have no choice but to throw his lot in with these hunky black men.

But the leader and his minions didn’t have the whole story. They didn’t know how desperate the headmistress was to get James on her side.

James reckoned she’d be willing to let him sacrifice Lizzie in return for his cooperation.

“So… what you’re saying,” he heard himself say in Juliet’s voice, “is that you’ll make me powerful. So long as I…”

He hesitated.

“Prove myself worthy?”

“Indeed.” The leader nodded. “And you can start by showing us what you’ll do when you have unlimited power over one of the Sisterhood’s minions. Over a prisoner of war.”

James looked at Lizzie. Looked at the scared, skinny girl who had tormented him and Li so often.

“What do you want me to do?” He asked, flatly.

“Surprise us,” the leader shrugged.

“OK,” James said, uncertainly.

He swallowed.

How the hell am I meant to do this?

He certainly didn’t feel powerful. But maybe that was the point. After all, power only shows itself when someone uses it.

With a deep breath, James looked Lizzie right in the eye.

“Grow your mouth back.” He said.

Instantly, Lizzie gave a strangled gasp and dropped to her knees. The puckered skin had vanished from the middle of her face, replaced with a pair of red, bud-like lips.

“Juliet,” gasped the girl, her voice trembling. “Oh, Juliet, thank you…”

“Don’t thank me yet.” James’s voice seemed to be coming from very, very far away. He couldn’t believe what he was about to do.

“You’ve always been a bitch to me, Lizzie,” he said as the skinny girl looked at him in fright. “Grumbling on about my ‘big, fat tits’. Well, I can feel your thoughts now. I know you always used to wonder what it’d be like to be bigger. So…”

He slowly raised his arm, his forefinger and thumb poised together. It was like he was moving through treacle.

“Let’s see how you like being the big, fat one.”

A shadow passed across Lizzie’s face.

“Juliet!” She squeaked. “Please, not that!”

James allowed a small smile to creep across his beautiful teenage features.

“You should have thought of that before you made fun of Li.”

Then he clicked his fingers.

Immediately, Lizzie’s body started changing. Before the eyes of everyone in the room, her sides started swelling, her cheeks started getting puffier, her thighs inflated like balloons. She let out a howl of despair.

“Remember,” whispered James, dizzy at what is magically-charged body was suddenly capable of, “you secretly wanted this.”

There was a terrible popping, stretching sound, like rubber being pulled taut. Both of Lizzie’s legs blew up to five times their size. Her arms followed suit, swelling and swelling until they no longer fit in her dressing gown, which tore open at the seams.

“Juliet!” The once-skinny girl squealed. “You can’t do this!”

James shrugged, just as Jay the witch had shrugged when she transformed him, all that time ago.

“I already did,” he replied.

Lizzie’s belly rippled, then jumped forward, spilling over her front like a wave of fat. She desperately tried to grab it with her hands and stuff it back in, but it just kept swelling and swelling and swelling.

There was a sound like two balloons being simultaneously blown up. Lizzie’s breasts swelled outwards, jumping from a tiny A cup to a Double-J in under five seconds. They rolled out over her big new belly, resting on the top like two gigantic pillows that tugged on Lizzie’s back and made her moan.

And still they kept growing.

A ridiculous sound, like one of those wobbleboards being played, filled the air. Lizzie’s ass leaped away from her frame, filling out and getting bigger and bigger and bigger. The poor girl clasped her hands over the flesh and whimpered, but it was no use.

Lizzie was turning into a gigantic fat girl.

Her neck swelled up and vanished underneath rolls of fat. Her ankles exploded outwards in a spew of flesh. Long, saggy wings of flab dropped from her underarms and dangled toward the floor, and coils of fat wriggled up onto her back.

Within ten seconds of James clicking his fingers, it was over. Lizzie’s body gave one last, gigantic wobble that made her moan helplessly, and then the spell was finished.

Where there had once been skinny Lizzie, there was now an ungainly lump of female-shaped flesh that looked like it weighed 100 stone.

James slowly lowered his dainty hand. There was a buzzing echoing round his head. A prickling of heat creeping over his skin.

Is this what it feels like to be powerful? He wondered, quietly shocked at himself. No wonder the headmistress gets such a kick out of it.

“Juliet!” Lizzie squeaked, looking down at her new body in horror, her jowls wobbling. “What have you-?!”

“I’ve turned you into a proper fat girl,” James said. “Just like you always dreamed of.”

A pleading, ingratiating expression crawled across Lizzie’s newly-flabby face.

“I never wanted to be fat!” She pleaded. Her voice sounded different now. Slightly deeper. Like someone speaking through butter.

“I-I just wanted to be like you, Juliet! I always wanted to have boobs like yours, and-and I guess I just…”

“Bullshit.” James was starting to feel weirdly confident now.

Easy, he thought nervously, this is all meant to be an act, remember? Don’t overdo it.

But he was no longer so sure. In fact, he couldn’t help but wonder if his subconscious had quietly dropped the ‘act’ part the moment he realized Lizzie was his intended victim.

He gave Lizzie a mocking smile.

“I can read your thoughts now, dummy. I know you used to be a big, fat man. I know you used to jack off and imagine swapping your fat with some skinny girl and laughing as she blew up all big and horrible while you became thin again. Well, guess what? Now you are that girl, and you’ll be a hundred-stone fat bitch for the rest of your life.”

The impotent rage with which Lizzie glowered at him made James feel almost delirious. He wanted to laugh, wanted to revel in Lizzie’s anger.

The Brotherhood are right, he thought, what could possibly be better than seeing a girl like Lizzie get what she deserved?

But beneath it all, there still crawled a hideous image. Of Li, howling helplessly as the headmistress transformed her into that awful dog-monster.

Of James, looking on in horror, and wondering how anyone could be so cruel.

“Juliet…” whimpered Lizzie.

James quickly shook his doubts away.

“Now thank me,” He demanded. “Go on, fatty. Say it.”

He could see Lizzie desperately trying to fight the magic and keep her mouth closed and not say a word. A titanic struggle was taking place behind her eyes. But it could only end in her defeat.

“Thank you, Juliet.” Lizzie obediently replied through gritted teeth.

This is fucked up, James thought to himself, trying not to shudder. Is this what Marie felt when the headmistress made her into a prefect?

But, fucked up as it was, he still couldn’t help but notice his crotch was now damp again. Like exercising his new powers and plumbing the darkest depths of Lizzie’s psyche had somehow excited him.

After all, wasn’t power over girls what his sunshine videos had always been about?

“Well?” He at last turned to the leader. “Was that good enough?”

The leader gently inclined his head.

“Good enough.” He said. “We’ll boost the rest of your powers shortly. In the meantime, return to your cell. Kingsley will brief you on your mission.”

“What about her?” James asked, nodding at Lizzie with what he hoped wasn’t too much concern.

Even if she is a bitch, there’s no telling what they’ll do to her here…

“Don’t worry about her,” the leader smiled. “She’s experiencing her darkest fantasies in real life, even as they torture her.”

He sighed.

“It really is exquisite. She’ll spend the rest of her life overflowing with pleasure and misery and humiliation until it drives her completely mad.”

“And what about me?”

“Oh, that’s simple.” The leader replied. “You’ll go back to the school, where you’ll carry out your mission for the Brotherhood.”

“What mission?” James had almost forgotten he was meant to be doing something for these strange, powerful men.

“What else?” The leaders eyes danced with amusement. “You are our inside woman. Our mole, if you like. Your orders are straightforward.”

His smile turned into a vicious grin.

“We want you to kill the headmistress.”


IV

It was a cold night. The moon shone with a feeble blue glow over the school, as cool and detached as it always was. The stars shimmered with the immense indifference of bored and idle Gods. The windows of the school were dark. All the lights were off.

Except one.

From his vantage point on the gentle slope leading down to the Sisterhood’s enchanted prison, or boot camp, or whatever the hell it was, James steeled himself.

Outwardly, the school was the same as it ever was. Nothing had changed.

But James had changed. His female body was now alive with magic. Crackling with energy. Like some newly-created Goddess.

And now, suddenly, he had an awful choice to make.

High above, one of the stars blinked a faint signal, its body pulsing. James inclined his head slightly. From beyond the Sisterhood’s magical shield, the Brotherhood was watching him. Making sure he stuck to the plan and didn’t try to go rouge.

James clenched one tiny hand into a tight fist, his long nails pressing into his palms so hard they almost drew blood.

Can I really do it?

He was powerful now, maybe powerful enough to actually side with the Brotherhood, get in and kill the headmistress.

On the other hand, he might not be. And if he fucked up big time, it was Li who would get punished.

What to do…?

The Brotherhood was waiting now. He knew it. Part of him felt like the Sisterhood was waiting, too. Waiting to see which side he’d pick. How he’d deal with this impossible situation.

You’re gonna have to decide eventually… a voice whispered in James’s pretty little head. Why not make your choice?

“Yeah, true,” James muttered to himself, “but maybe not yet. Maybe we can just play this by ear…”

For the first time in a long time, a smile appeared on his gorgeous teenage face.

The headmistress needed him alive. That was certain. As did the Brotherhood. So long as he didn’t cross either of them, as long as he just went in with Li, and only Li, on his mind…

Well. He could plausibly claim he’d been working for either of them.

Above, the distant star blinked again. Almost angrily. James took a deep breath to steady himself. And then an awful grin started to spread across his lips.

The ball was in his corner. James no longer had to play the headmistress’s silly games, if he could avoid her long enough. Not when he could transform her prefects. Not when he could maybe save Li and get them both out again before the headmistress realized he’d gone rogue.

In fact, if that happened, he’d never need to worry about the sisterhood or the brotherhood ever again.

One night of revenge, a quick escape, and then the two of them would be free forever.

But not before he’d taught the Sisterhood a lesson they’d never forget.

“OK,” James murmured to himself, his soft voice almost lost under the whistling autumn breeze. “Time to go.”

Then, with that dreadful smile, he set off down the slope, towards the caretaker’s door; the one that led to a corridor he knew the prefects would be patrolling.

The darkened school watched its wayward pupil approach with sleepy indifference.

It had no idea what was about to hit it.

*

“Juliet!”

At the sound of Steph’s voice, a smile flickered across James’s soft, teenage face. He struggled to bring it under control, then pivoted around to face the prefect.

“Yes, prefect?” He asked, innocently.

The tall redhead approached him from the shadows of the wood paneled corridor. With her pale face and dark frown, she looked like a vampire.

“What are you doing out so late?” She snapped. “Girls are forbidden from leaving their dormitories between the hours of 10pm and 6am, even in emergencies.”

“Are they?” James let his pretty mouth drop-open in mock-surprise. “Oh dear. I guess that makes me a naughty girl!”

“Don’t try to be clever, Juliet,” Steph glowered as she stalked toward him.

To his satisfaction, James saw that she was still walking slightly funny, wincing in pain with every step. Like a woman with something buried deep inside her asshole.

How’s Wendy enjoying her new home? He wanted to say. But he didn’t want to go down that route right now.

Not when the only thing holding his plan together was the element of surprise.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Steph said, coming to a halt, towering over James. “I’m going to do you a favor and forget I ever saw you. But…”

A cruel sneer etched itself across her lips.

“In return, you will have to do something for me.”

Her green eyes dropped down, admiring the outline of James’s ripe, firm breasts.

“Something special.”

James forced himself to give a frightened little whimper. Forced himself to keep playing his part. He turned his big, doe-like eyes pleadingly on Steph’s narrow green ones.

“Oh please prefect,” he heard himself moan, as his insides twisted with nervous tension, “please have mercy.”

“For a little bitch like you?” Steph sneered. “No thanks. You’re my plaything Juliet. Remember, I could report you to Selina for this.”

“Selina…” James rolled the name around his mouth, as if thinking.

OK, it’s now or never. Get her off-guard…

He made his eyes light up. He smiled at Steph.

“OK, sure. That sounds like a great idea!”

Steph’s brow furrowed.

“What?”

“Selina,” James repeated, as if it was obvious. “You take me to her now. Come on, hurry up. I haven’t got all night.”

Steph’s frown graduated into a scowl. She drew herself up to her full, 6ft4 height, eyes flashing.

“Listen you little twat…”

“No. You listen.” James smiled at her, confidence finally rushing into him, the confidence of power.

Just so long as the headmistress isn’t listening…

“You take me to Selina, now. Or I’ll-.”

“You’ll what?” Steph laughed. “I’m a prefect remember? What could you possibly do to me?”

In response, James slowly raised his hand, thumb and forefinger poised. He looked at Steph, trying not to let his arm tremble.

“Remember,” he whispered, “you’re the one who asked.”

And he snapped his fingers.

For a long moment nothing happened. The two girls simply stared at each other, Steph with a worried expression on her face, James with an expressionless look on his.

Oh shit…

At last, Steph shook herself. She glared at James with a mixture of loathing and lust that was terrifying to behold.

“You little whore,” she spat, “trying to scare me. Well, that’s the last time you’ll do that.”

A triumphant grin spread across her face. She took a step forward…

“Juliet! I order you to-!”

…and stopped. A look of horror flitted across her pale features.

“Something the matter?” Asked James, his mouth suddenly dry.

In response, Steph simply looked down at her body. Then the prefect let out a low, miserable howl.

Steph’s body was changing. Before James’s eyes, its skin was shifting and twitching, responding to the magic.

“No!” Steph squeaked.

She gave James a shocked glance.

“What did you-?”

“You’ll find out soon enough.” James’s voice seemed to be coming from very far away. “For now, I advise you to sit back and enjoy the ride.”

Inside her uniform, Steph’s breasts were swelling up. The grew in their cups until the flesh squashed up against the seams, looking painful and tender. As the prefect glanced down at her top in horror, two small, damp patches began to form where each nipple was, as her breasts started leaking milk.

Steph grabbed her boobies with a squeal and shot James a pleading look.

“No…” she croaked, weakly. “Anything but that…”

James simply shrugged, his young mind feeling dizzy his newfound power over his tormentor.

Oh God, it really works…

“I could stop it if I wanted,” he said out loud with a deliberately annoying smile. “But why would I want to?”

There was a sound like a balloon being inflated. Steph let out a moan of pain and clasped her hands over her belly. Before their eyes, it began to grow, getting bigger and bigger and bigger, until it spilled out the bottom of Steph’s shirt, its swollen end dangling above the floor.

The skin stretched like that of a drum. With a popping sound, Steph’s belly button popped outward, poking into the air like a tiny little penis. The prefect clasped her hands over her stomach and moaned, the weight of it pulling her down toward the floor.

A red flush spread over Steph’s cheeks, giving her a kind of glow, just as her legs bowed naturally outwards and fluid dribbled down the inside of her thigh.

An exhausted, heavy look came into the prefect’s eyes. She let out a hopeless moan. There was no longer any doubt.

She was becoming a heavily pregnant woman.

Within seconds, it was over. Steph’s body gave one last spasm that made her heavy new belly wobble and her cheeks go green with nausea. Then there was nothing left but her agonized panting, filling the entire corridor.

James gently lowered his delicate little hand.

“Well?” He heard himself ask in a dry and scratchy voice. “Improvement?”

Steph looked down at her swollen, heavy belly. At the child now growing in her womb. At her lactating breasts. Then she shot James a look of pure venom.

“You… bitch!” She exploded.

James held up his hand again.

“Careful.” He warned. “You’re nine months pregnant now. In fact, you’ve missed the due date by three weeks.”

His heart was hammering in his generous chest. Nonetheless, he forced up a smile.

“Annoy me again and I’ll make you give birth right now.”

He could see from the look in the prefect’s eyes that she desperately wanted to scream at him. To curse him and spit at him and get her terrible revenge.

But he also saw something else: Her fear. Of the pain. Of contractions. Of being forced to give birth while crowds of men looked on and laughed at her. Of breastfeeding the endless kids she would keep popping out, one after another.

Of living out the endgame of the shameful fantasy she’d had even before the sisterhood made her female, of being forced to become pregnant and give birth at another man’s command.

“You’ve got triplets in there,” James whispered. “Three healthy babies. Want to bet you’ll enjoy the labor here? With no anesthetic?”

Reluctantly, Steph shook her head. She closed her eyes and clasped her belly, as if praying this was all a fantasy and in a second she’d come and open her eyes and realize she was just quietly rubbing one out in her sleep. James almost felt sorry for her.

Almost.

“Good.” James allowed confidence to start flooding into his posh girl voice. “Then we’re agreed. We stick to the plan.”

“What plan?” Steph muttered, her voice suddenly tried and weak. In her condition, she probably needed to sit down as soon as possible.

“Forgotten already?” James asked. “It’s easy.”

A deadly smile spread across his lips.

“Take me to Selina.”

*

The fire in the prefect’s room was low, casting long shadows over the walls. Selina sat quietly in her leather armchair, watching the flames flicker and twist, admiring their strange shapes.

“Selina?”

The head prefect calmly raised her head. One of her minions hovered nervously before her, a cute-as-a-button blonde with Marilyn Monroe hair, long legs and a pair of small, pert little breasts.

“Yes?” Selina murmured in her low, hypnotic voice.

“Forgive me, mistress,” the girl – her name, Selina vaguely recalled, was Kirsty – stammered. “But Georgia, Polly and me were wondering…”

“Georgia, Polly and I.” Selina corrected her. As always, her voice showed no trace of emotion whatsoever.

Kirsty swallowed. She shot a miserable glance over at the other two blonde prefects, cowering together in the corner. One was soft and pleasantly chubby, with serious eyes and long, straight hair. The other was skinny as a rake, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Selina was pleased to see they both looked terrified.

“Georgia, Polly and I were wondering, ma’am, when you might be sending us out again?” The girl was visibly trembling now. “Only, we’ve been here all night, and the only times we usually skip patrol are when the headmistress…”

“Don’t worry about the headmistress,” Selina said, her face a model of indifference. “She has everything under control. For now, all you silly sluts need to do is wait, just like we told you to.”

A faint smile twitched at the corners of her ruby lips.

“Got that?” She asked. “Or do I need to put my girls back in line?”

Kirsty violently shook her head.

“No, ma’am.”

“Good. In that case, leave me be.” Selina turned thoughtfully back to the fire. “We shouldn’t have long to wait, now.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Kirsty squeaked. “Right away, ma’am.”

She turned to go, then halted. Anyone looking would have been able to tell by her expression that she just wanted to get away.

“Err… what are we waiting for, ma’am?”

“You’ll see.” Selina didn’t even look up from the fire. “In fact, they should be arriving any second now.”

No sooner had the words left her lips than there was a timid knock on the door.

“Right on time,” Selina murmured. “Now the fun begins.”

At the knock, everyone in the room had turned towards the door. Georgia and Polly in their corner, Marie by the window, and the leggy brunette Jennifer from her chair near the entrance. All of them wore identical scowls.

“Jennifer?” Selina’s voice drifted round the room, nestling in every ear. “If you’d be so kind.”

Jennifer sighed and got to her feet. She stalked over to the door and angrily placed her hands on her hips before it.

“Password?” She barked.

“I’m a cumslut whore,” echoed the tired voice from the passage.

Jennifer nodded and opened the door. She stepped back…

…and went white as a sheet. Around the room, all the prefects gasped as one.

The figure in the door was Steph, but not Steph. Where Steph had been curvy but essentially slim, the figure had a large, protruding belly and heavy breasts swollen with milk. She walked with great difficulty, as if something was trying to force its way out of her cervix and she was desperate to stop it.

“Steph.” Jennifer looked at her, aghast. “What the fuck-?”

“I’m sorry,” Steph’s voice was ragged, her breathing heavy. “I had no choice. She made me. Selina!”

Selina turned her expressionless face toward the exhausted, heavily-pregnant redhead.

“It’s Juliet! She’s strong! You have to-!”

Then there was a faint click from somewhere in the corridor, and Steph’s warning vanished on a cry of pain.

The prefects watched in horror as the pregnant girl before them suddenly collapsed on all fours, screaming in agony. Her breath started coming out in a terrifying rhythm, like a choo-choo train pulling into a station.

“Zut alors!” Marie gasped by the window. “What iz ‘appening?”

“It’s quite simple, really.” Selina’s voice was almost drowned out by Steph’s agonized wailing. Almost, but not quite. “Contractions have started.”

A hint of amusement entered her voice.

“This little slut is giving birth.”

“NO!” Screamed the helpless redhead, rolling over onto her back. She spread her legs wide, clenched her jaw and let out a howl of pain that echoed around the entire school.

“Oh God! Oh, Juliet!” She managed to shriek. “Please…!”

And then another contraction hit and Steph was powerless to do anything but scream.

“Juliet?” Hissed Georgia.

A scowl passed over Polly’s face. Kirsty’s jaw dropped open. Jennifer went white.

“But I thought we…”

“…that tart! I always knew…”

“… that’s impossible!”

And then they fell silent. A collective horror settled over the room as footsteps echoed in the corridor outside, punctuated only by Steph’s hopeless, animal moans.

A shadow flickered in the doorway. James stepped into the room, a cruel, beautiful smile on his girlish features, his hand raised, thumb and forefinger poised together.

“OK,” he whispered in his posh girl voice. “Let’s have some fun!”


V

The prefects stood to attention by the far wall, their faces even paler than usual. Their lips trembled, but they didn’t dare speak.

Not while James was watching. Not while he could make them experience their most-shameful desires.

In the far corner, Steph continued to wail and scream as contractions wracked her body, even as her mind swam in orgasmic pleasure. But it was just background noise now, she couldn’t do anything to them.

James had made sure of that when he clicked his fingers, and Steph’s secret wish of having the longest, most-humiliating labor any woman had ever experienced came true.

“Right,” he said, surveying his former tormentors, heart hammering in his chest, “this is what’s going to happen.”

A cruel smile crept across his soft, 18-year old face.

“I’m going to punish each of you in turn. And there’s nothing you can do to stop me, nothing you can do to make me go easier.”

His voice dropped to a whisper.

“So just try and enjoy it, OK?”

A shiver passed through the group of prefects. They were all looking at him with the same mixture of disgust and fear and hope that Lizzie had, a look that made James tremble with anticipation.

All of them except Selina.

James gave Kirsty a chilling smile. The Monroe lookalike smiled back, weakly.

“I don’t really know you,” James heard himself say. “So I’ve got no real desire to hurt you.”

Hope flitted across Kirsty’s beautiful, doll-like face. She opened her mouth to thank him, only to close it again when James continued speaking.

“But I can still read your mind, and I’m still gonna give you what you deserve,” he said, firmly. “You’ve probably been a total cow to other girls here, haven’t you?”

Understanding dawned in Kirsty’s eyes. She shook her head urgently.

“Please Juliet,” she whimpered, “you have to understand. We’re just prisoners here, like you. It’s Selina. She’s the one who-!”

“I know,” James replied. “And trust me, I’ll give the worst to her.”

He glanced over at the spooky head girl, who simply gave him a bland, unbothered look in return.

“But first,” he said, turning back to Kirsty, “I’ll deal with you.”

He held up his dainty hand.

“OK,” he breathed, “time for the rest of you to see what Barbie here touches her cunt to.”

And he clicked his fingers.

Immediately, Kirsty let out a cry and grabbed hold of her chest. She squealed in horror and shot James a miserable, pleading look.

“Juliet… James,” she whimpered, forcing up an ingratiating smile, “you don’t have to…”

“I know,” James smiled. “But I want to.”

Kirsty’s breasts were growing. Before the eyes of everyone in the room, they swelled up and up and up until her bra couldn’t hold them anymore. The strap snapped off and it tumbled to the floor, leaving Kirsty clutching her bare breasts in her hands and moaning as her titties inflated to a juicy Double-G.

And then kept right on growing.

“You know,” James murmured as he watched the helpless girl struggle to stop her breasts from swelling up, “I can see in your head that you always dreamed of making a girl’s boobs grow really big. Well, let’s see how big we can make them on you!”

At the sound of his voice, Kirsty’s breasts suddenly started expanding at a phenomenal rate. They swelled up with a sound like rubber stretching, growing bigger and bigger until the prefect couldn’t even hold them in her hands anymore. They swelled until they were just two enormous, fleshy lumps. Two freakish things that dangled from Kirsty’s supermodel frame, dragging her down to the floor and making her wince in agony.

“Hold on tight,” James yelled, savagely, “you’re still not done yet!”

As Kirsty screamed, her breasts got bigger and bigger, until they completely dwarfed her. They grew until they started to push the furniture aside and their nipples started to look like jagged mountains. They grew until Kirsty was almost lost behind them.

And, finally, they stopped.

In the silence that followed, punctuated only by Steph’s endless wails, the prefects looked in horror at the two gigantic lumps of flesh lying on the floor beside them. Kirsty weakly looked down at her titanic new breasts and let out a choked sob.

She looked like a woman about to go zorbing, standing in front of two man-sized balls.

Her new breasts had ripped through the fabric of her top and now lay there, immobile and naked, attached to their owner’s chest. So heavy that she’d never be able to drag them away from this room, no matter how much she wailed and screamed and pulled.

There… payback time…

With a look of burning vengeance, James turned to the other prefects.

“Right.” He whispered. “Who’s next?”

*

The next half hour passed in a blur of revenge and cruelty. Looking back later, James could barely remember how each punishment had unfolded.

All he could remember was that he wanted to hurt these girls, hurt these girls who used to be men, and took sadistic pleasure in hurting people like him and Li. Hurt them even beyond what was required of his plan.

And hurt them he did.

With a click of his fingers, he used his new powers to magically regress Polly to the age of a newborn baby. Then, with another click, he made Georgia lie on her back and spread her legs, and suddenly Polly was crawling up inside her – going through the reverse of the process that Steph was suffering with.

She was being unbirthed.

Georgia screamed and begged and screamed some more, but it was useless. Within no time at all, she was clutching her swollen belly in tears; the belly that now contained her best friend.

Her best friend who would soon be reborn as her daughter.

After that, James had used his powers to transform Jennifer into an unthinking bimbo sex machine with a tight waist, a pert ass and big boobies, who would have sex with any man who asked for it. Then he’d clicked his fingers again and sent her away to live with the Brotherhood, where she would spend the rest of her life giving blowjobs and drinking cum and loving every single second of it.

At last, his attention had turned to Marie.

“Anything you want to say?” He’d breathed at her, images of Li being forced to bark like a dog flooding his mind. “Anything like ‘I’m sorry’?”

The French girl had merely sneered at him.

“Fuck you.”

Half a minute later, there’d been a big, pink dildo lying where Marie had been. A dildo that still had her mind trapped inside it, able to experience everything that was happening to her, but unable to ever escape.

Then James had clicked his fingers again and the dildo had vanished, sent away to a remote dormitory of the Sisterhood’s prison, where 18-year old girls would use it on themselves in the showers when they thought no-one was looking.

Just like the man Marie had once been used to idly fantasize about becoming a woman’s sex toy.

Finally, James turned to Selina, raising his delicate little hand again.

“I’ve been waiting a long time to do this,” he whispered.

He expected Selina to smile. Or threaten him. Or do something, anything that would break through that cool, calm demeanor of hers.

The prefect though simply watched him, with the same level, distant interest with which she watched everything.

Jesus, how can she be so calm?

Inside, James was in turmoil: Terrified and horny and scared and giddy with power all at once. But if Selina was feeling the same, she didn’t show it.

“Well. OK.” James swallowed. “Here we go then. So long, Selina. You always were a bitch.”

He went to click his fingers-

“I take it you declined the headmistress’s offer, then.”

-and hesitated. He frowned at the spooky, emotionless girl stood before him.

“So what if I did?” He muttered. He didn’t dare tell her that he’d now ditched the Brotherhood’s offer too.

Easy, keep your cards close to your chest… we’re here for Li, remember?

“Indeed.” Selina’s voice was low, utterly hypnotic. “I gather it’s for the best. Anyway. Carry on.”

James wanted to click his fingers. He so desperately did. He was already picturing how Selina would scream as she started to transform into whatever dark and nasty shit was locked away in her brain. How she’d beg and plead with him to stop and he’d just watch and laugh.

Instead, he lowered his hand slightly.

“What do you mean ‘it’s for the best’?” He asked through gritted teeth.

“I mean,” Selina went on as if nothing had happened, “that it would be somewhat awkward if you were working for both the Brotherhood and the Sisterhood, wouldn’t it? Just so you know: They don’t particularly like that.”

James sneered at her.

“So you’re looking out for me, huh? How nice of you.”

“Don’t mention it.” Selina’s voice was flat, dead. “I’ve been shielding you for a while now. Ever wonder why I spoke up for you before the headmistress? Why I didn’t interrupt your little lesbian fling down by the lake? Why…”

A tiny smile crossed her lips.

“Why I didn’t really let the headmistress turn your precious girlfriend into a dog?”

The fire flickered lower, casting long, disturbing shadows around the room. In the corner, Steph’s moans and groans had given way to little, half-conscious whimpers.

“Why?” Asked James at last. “Go on. Why.”

“Because it’s my job,” Selina shrugged her slender shoulders. “Ever since you arrived. My number two priority has been to keep you safe until you could be extracted.”

“Number two? What’s your number one?”

“Same as yours.” Selina replied, calmly. “To kill the headmistress.”

James blinked. What?

Selina raised one eyebrow in a gently mocking expression.

“The Brotherhood must’ve told you they had an operative on the inside. Well, here I am.” The head prefect gestured herself with one hand. “Not from the start, of course, but from as soon as I heard what they were offering.”

“Which was?” James’s mouth was dry.

“Power.” Selina said. “More power than I could possibly imagine. Power greater than even the headmistress has. Provided, of course, that I kill her first.”

James weakly shook his head, his long blonde hair flicking in the corner of his vision.

“You’re on my side,” he said in wonder.

“No.” Selina corrected him. “I’m on my side. Our interests just happen to coincide right now.”

She stepped away from the wall, nodded at James’s hand.

“You can lower that,” she said. “We’re done here.”

James looked down at his tiny, girl hand with its painted fingernails. He hadn’t even been aware he was still holding it up.

“What now?” He asked, suddenly feeling lost. After everything that had happened to him so far, this showdown with Selina seemed disappointingly anticlimactic.

“We do our jobs,” Selina shrugged.

Then, for the first time, James saw the eerie head girl smile. Not one of her little mouth-twitches. This was a great, big grin that split across her entire face and made James feel like screaming.

“We kill that bitch.” The head girl said.


VI

At the sound of their approaching footsteps, the headmistress opened her eyes and smiled. She glanced from the fireplace down to the creature lying at her feet, basking in the warmth of the fire.

“Good doggie,” the headmistress whispered, “good, good doggie.”

From its position splayed out on the floor, the Li-dog thing stopped lazily licking at its own enormous dick and raised its head. It smiled unhappily up at the headmistress with eyes that were beautiful and Asian.

“What do we say?” The headmistress felt her pussy begin to get moist, looking at the dog-thing that still had Li’s head. “What do we say, doggie?”

Something flickered in the creature’s eyes. A tiny spark of memory. An almost animal instinct that told this creature it had better not disobey the headmistress.

Not unless it wanted something… horrible to happen to it.

At long last, the Li-dog smiled uncertainly.

“Woof?” It asked. 

“Excellent,” the headmistress sighed.

She reached down and ruffled the creature’s hair. The way it flinched to her touch was enough to send shivers running through her body.

“Good doggie,” she murmured again. “Good dog. Now. Be a good little doggie and start licking that crotch of yours again.”

The Li-dog forced up a terrified smile, a smile that refused to meet its eyes.

“Yes, headmistress,” it said in a human voice. “Thank you, headmistress.”

“Don’t mention it,” the headmistress replied, airily. “But I must warn you, speak to me as a human would again and I’ll turn you into something worse.”

A soft moan escaped the creature’s lips. It looked horrified. Utterly horrified.

The headmistress waited. It didn’t bother her whether this monster suffered or not, whether it lived or died.

After all, it had done some terrible things in its previous life.

“Woof.” Li whispered miserably at last. “Woof, woof, woof. Bow wow.”

Then she obediently lowered her head, and started slobbering over her genitals again.

The headmistress watched the creature with a look of satisfaction. Just seeing it made her want to slip a finger down under her dress and frig herself to climax.

Unfortunately, she had other stuff to do.

With a sigh, the headmistress let her mind wander. Let it flit down the halls of this great school, of this enormous prison she’d built single-handedly so many years ago, the prison she’d managed to trick the Brotherhood into thinking was a boot camp with remarkable ease.

She let her mind wander until it found two of its victims who thought they were about to break free.

Oh, how wrong they are, the headmistress thought idly to herself. No-one ever escapes from the Sisterhood.

The Sisterhood. It still made her laugh.

The Sisterhood hadn’t been involved with this project for millions of years.

At long last, her mind picked up the faint traces of Juliet and Selina, making their way toward her office. Armed with magic donated by the Brotherhood. Ready to kill her, the headmistress, and declare victory.

Not that there was any chance of that happening.

“Oh, you naughty girls,” murmured the headmistress.

She could sense their thoughts. Feel their excitement. Taste their fear. She knew everything about them, every single little detail.

After all, hadn’t she created them? Like a God, mixing chemicals in Heaven.

Or like a strange sort of mother.

“They’ll be here soon enough,” she said lazily to the dog-creature. “What do you think: Shall I punish them now, or wait until we can see their faces?”

In response, the Li-dog simply let out a strangled sob and kept licking its own crotch.

Very well, thought the headmistress, I guess we’ll wait.

It was all part of the game anyway.

She’d come up with the idea for the prison long, long ago. Back when she was still human. Still spending most of her time in the real world.

Still trying to make a living working in an English boarding school, back in the Edwardian era.

At first her prison idea had been exactly that: an idea and nothing more. At the end of a bad day, she’d close her eyes and indulge in her fantasies. Fantasies about getting back at all the asshole men. The ones who wolf-whistled her in the streets, or openly leered after the young girls she taught.

Or the ones you sometimes saw in the papers; convicted for hurting some innocent lass as she made her way home. The rapists. The perverts. The scumbags.

She put them all in her prison. Every night as she closed her eyes, she pretended she was able to magically transport them to a double of the boarding school she worked at. There, she dreamed she transformed them into girls and forced them to suffer humiliations a thousand times as powerful as those they’d visited upon their victims.

It had been a cross between a game and catharsis. One woman’s silent, angry cry at the worst men of that awful, hyper-masculine world; a way of feeling like there was some justice.

And then the Sisterhood had appeared. And they’d made her an offer. An offer she could never have refused.

The fire burnt lower beside her, throwing strange shadows on the wall, across the Li-dog. A smile drifted across the headmistress’s soft face as she thought back to that first meeting.

She could remember it well, even now. Remember how she’d thought they were joking. Remember how they’d shown her their powers by shrinking her to 2 inches tall then growing her to the size of a planet. Remember how they’d offered to make her goddess of an entire world and give her a witch to do her bidding, so long as she did one thing for them.

So long as she promised to distract the Brotherhood. To make them think this magical prison was really something important, like an army base. To divert their attention while the Sisterhood amassed their forces and prepared for the coming war.

The headmistress didn’t really care about all that. She’d just wanted to turn her dreams into reality.

The first time it had happened had been the best. She’d been reading a news report about a man who’d thrown acid over a woman who’d broke his heart. He was in custody and would doubtless go to jail, but she remembered how her heart had started hammering in her chest. How convinced she’d been that he’d never get punished properly, not even if they gave him a million years in prison.

So, that night, she’d lain down in bed after all the girls were asleep, and closed her eyes. And when she’d opened them she’d been in the prison-school of her dreams. Only now it was real, and the acid thrower was stood before her, looking terrified.

And then she’d smirked and clicked her fingers, and the acid thrower known as Steve had turned into a curvy redhead known as Stephanie, and then the headmistress had known she’d found her life’s true calling.

Over the next hundred and ten years, she’d set out to collect as many men as possible.

“What about you, doggie?” The headmistress asked, her voice far away. “Do you remember when you first came here?”

Out the corner of her eye, she saw the Li-dog stiffen. It quickly went back to licking its crotch, but that slight movement was enough.

Even if the headmistress wasn’t capable of reading minds, she’d have been able to tell.

The man called Liam had been one of her later victims, long after the Edwardian era had passed and she was now living in London. She’d read a moving plea in a the letters section of a paper from an Asian girl who was being stalked by a creepy obsessive who wouldn’t leave her alone.

By that point, the headmistress had had both the prison and immortality for nearly fifty years. Tucked away inside a pocket dimension only she could move in and out of freely. A place of magic that was already overflowing with men, snatched from the real world in the night and dumped into a chamber of horrors. A place no-one would have ever suspected of existing.

After all, who would ever guess that this kind, blonde 30-something teacher was secretly goddess of a sadistic Hell designed to make men’s lives an eternal misery?

Who would guess that she had been given by the Sisterhood the power to do anything she liked?

So, after reading the woman’s pleas, the headmistress had closed her eyes. When she opened them, Liam had vanished, and inside the prison a small Asian girl called Li was being spanked and humiliated by Selina.

Ah, yes. Selina…

The head girl was still making her way along the corridor with Juliet. The headmistress casually monitored them, feeling a strange pang of regret.

“If only I’d discovered my powers earlier,” she murmured, “I could have got you in here before you hurt anyone.”

In the century or so since she snatched acid-thrower Steve away from reality, the headmistress had collected a lot of men. But there had never been one who scared her quite as much as Selina.

The head girl been one of her earliest captives, when the headmistress was still testing out her new powers. A serial killer who hid beneath the cover of the Great War, calmly butchering Belgian women and leaving their bodies in ditches. Reading the story in the Times of London, the headmistress had been so disgusted, she’d immediately closed her eyes and beamed the killer into her prison.

At which point the trouble had started.

Selina’s mind had been strong. Scary strong. She’d fought, she’d hit back, she’d succeeded in making the headmistress scared that she might lose control of the prison, and perhaps even her own powers.

Eventually, after five sleepless nights, in which she could feel Selina calmly causing havoc in the magical prison, she’d hit on a solution.

The evil girl was looking for a fight and for an exit. So the headmistress would give her one.

And that was how the school had gone from being merely a decoy for the Brotherhood to something they obsessed over.

It had been a stroke of genius – even if she did say so herself. Getting one of the Sisterhood’s undercover operatives to make contact with Selina. To convince the evil head girl that she was now part of the Brotherhood’s grand plan to destroy the Sisterhood. And then to convince the Brotherhood that Selina was worth having.

She’d succeeded in neutralizing Selina. And she’d distracted the Brotherhood from the Sisterhood’s real plans.

In return the Sisterhood had made her so powerful that not even that creepy little bitch Selina could harm her now.

Sat in her armchair, the headmistress let out a low laugh. It was so much fun, all of it. So much fun watching those dumb bastards stake out the school, convinced it was central to the Sisterhood’s plans.

So much fun, watching her little prisoners convince themselves that they could overpower her and kill her.

So much fun to watch them experience pain like their victims had.

And now, as Juliet and Selina approached her office, it was about to get a whole lot more fun.

The headmistress gently turned in her chair to face the door. Any second now, they would come in. She could feel them out there. Feel them preparing to rush in and attack her. Feel how certain they were that they were right. That they deserved to win.

“You silly bitches,” the headmistress murmured. “You’re not the heroes of this story. You’re the ones who killed innocent women, who filmed poor teenage girls so the world could laugh at them. You’re the villains.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“And in stories like this, the villains get the punishments they deserve.”

Any second now, they would burst in that door. Any second now, they would freeze, then scream, as the headmistress transformed them.

She idly thought she might let Juliet keep her body, but give her Selina’s face where she used to have a pussy. That would be amusing.

Or maybe she’d turn them into a human centipede, like in that awful film that had come out a few years ago, and the girls in her real-life school kept going on about. The one she’d refused to watch, but didn’t mind taking ideas from.

Or maybe she’d turn them both into tiny sperm, and condemn them to an eternity of swimming around inside some random man’s ball sack.

The Brotherhood prided itself on being able to force anyone to live out their darkest fantasies. Well, here she was, and she was happier than she’d ever been.

“Any second now,” the headmistress murmured, “any second now.”

A smile twitched at the corner of her lips. She’d deal with these two little bitches, and then tomorrow…

Well, tomorrow was a whole new day.

And there were still plenty of men out there who needed punishment.

Outside in the corridor, James breathlessly nodded at Selina, who flashed him a savage smile. They steeled themselves.

Any second now, they’d burst in on the unsuspecting headmistress and use their combined powers to blast her into atoms. Any second now, they’d grab Li and free her and escape this madness, escape back to the Brotherhood.

Selina’s hand closed tight on the door knob. James tensed his body. Took a deep breath.

And then he did what he’d planned to do all along.


Epilogue

“Li? That’s a nice name.”

Li rolled her eyes, gave the boy opposite her a frank look from beneath her dark bangs.

“That is literally the cheesiest thing anyone has said to me, ever. Like, literally, literally.”

The boy shrugged, the slightly-goofy look not disappearing from his cute teenage features.

“OK, sure. Fine. True though.”

They were sat on the grass together outside their dorm room building. Across the way, kids accompanied by their parents were hauling kit over to the college buildings where they’d spend the next four years of their lives. 18 and 19 year-olds. Hundreds of them, thousands.

And, in the middle of it all, a girl who was secretly much, much older than anyone around her would have ever dreamed.

“I’ve always wanted to meet an Taiwanese girl,” the boy was saying now, his arms crossed over his broad chest, “man, ever since I was a kid, I’ve…

“Had a thing for Asian girls?”

The boy stopped, suddenly looked a little uncomfortable.

“Well, not like that. I mean, not not like that, but also…”

Li waved one delicate hand, letting the guy off the hook. Whatever. It wasn’t like she, of all people, could be too harsh on guys liking Asian girls.

(Still, the amount of attention she was getting off a certain subsection of bro really was starting to needle her. Apparently, her whole life was now gonna be some continuous lesson in realizing what an asshole she used to be).

“Don’t worry about it, OK?” She paused, gave the guy a quick one over.

Really not that bad looking…

“Lemme guess. You come from the sticks, right?”

The boy laughed, a slightly-nervous laugh.

“Guess it shows, huh?”

“So far?” Li nodded. “Totally.”

Part of her just wanted to walk away, to be done with this discussion already. But that would have felt like a betrayal, in a way. A betrayal of someone very special.

The boy was making a show of looking around now, maybe looking for something to talk about. Li just sat there and let him sweat. At moments like this, she was kinda secretly glad that she was now the hot girl, the one who didn’t have to deal with all this awkwardness.

“Sooo… parents back in Taiwan?” The boy asked at last. “Only I didn’t see you with…”

“China.” Li said. “But, yeah. Well, no, actually. They’re…”

She suddenly stopped herself. She didn’t know if her parents were dead or alive. She didn’t know if this body had parents.

It was only a week since she’d escaped the Sisterhood’s evil school, escaped her horrible fate as that… that dog-thing, and she was still trying to get to grips with her new life.

Not to mention the world around me, she thought, drily, turning her pretty face up to watch someone flying a drone overhead. Things sure have changed a lot from London in the early ‘60s…

The boy was waiting for her to go on. She sighed.

“They’re not around,” she said at last. “I got here… A friend got me here. I guess that’s what you’d call her.”

“She drove you?” When Li nodded, the boy blinked. “All the way from, uh, Beijing?”

He let out a low whistle.

“Some friend.”

Li rolled her eyes, more for her own benefit than the boy’s, and forced herself to act natural. Like a regular, everyday girl just starting college.

Which, she supposed, is what she really was now.

“Yeah, she’s pretty cool. Actually, she’s better than that. She’s…” Li searched for the word. “Awesome, I guess.”

She suddenly sighed.

“She… she did something for me. Not too long ago. I-I was in trouble, and she kinda took the rap for me. Got me outta there, then stayed and took the punishment in my place.”

She lowered her beautiful head. The boy felt a funny feeling in the pit of his stomach as she casually brushed a loose strand of dark hair out of her eyes.

He cleared his throat.

“Was… was this in Taiwan?”

“China. And yeah, I guess so. At school. I was in trouble with the headmistress, and my friend. Juliet. She…”

Li closed her eyes. Images rose, unbidden. Of the way the door had crashed open. Of Selina’s face as she’d first charged in, turning from triumph to shock as she saw the headmistress smiling at her, to outrage as Juliet had shoved her in the back, sending her spiraling into the headmistress’s lap…

Of Juliet, yelling that she didn’t have time to save the both of them, but you, Li, you I can save. Just let me…

And then the way Li’s human body had come back to her, even as the headmistress knocked Selina to the ground, pointed at the head girl, and turned her into that-that hideous thing Li no longer wanted to think about. The way the headmistress had then coolly turned and pointed at Juliet, that distant drumbeat sounding, even as Juliet pointed her own fingers at Li and clicked them.

Goodbye, Li, she remembered her girlfriend saying unhappily as her skin began to twitch and writhe. I used up all my juice on this. She won’t be able to find you, but I guess I…

And then Juliet had started screaming in pain as she, too, turned into that nightmare creature. Into that writhing mass of dicks and dripping cunts and assholes and whirling tongues.

And Li had screamed Juliet! and tried to run to her, but Juliet’s magic had already been working, and she’d seen the world fading, even as the headmistress turned to her with a look halfway between a snarl and a sneer and that drumbeat started up again, only to fade into blackness, fade into nothing as that world vanished and Li reappeared…

…here.

A shudder passed through Li’s petit body. The boy watched her, an awkward look on his face. Whatever he’d been expecting from college chicks, it wasn’t this.

“She did a lot for me,” Li said at last. “Even though she was a bad person, in the end, she gave up so much, just so I could be here.”

The cute Asian girl looked down, studied her hands. Her nails were painted bubblegum pink.

“She wanted me to be happy, I guess. Even if she couldn’t be here with me. Even if it meant making herself miserable.”

There was another, log pause. The boy looked like he didn’t know what to say.

At long, long last, he cleared his throat.

“I, uh, I gotta…” he mumbled, getting to his feet. “Oh, hey, is that-?”

He gave Li an uncomfortable wave.

“Well, see ya.”

“I bet you will,” Li muttered. But by then the boy was off, bounding away across the grass, off to find a significantly less-weird Asian chick to project his fantasies onto.

Li leaned back, looked up at the distant sun, shielding her eyes with one hand. Sighed to herself. It was gonna be a gorgeous day. A gorgeous day to be alive, to be outside of school, to be slowly becoming a proper grownup again.

Even if, this time, she did have to do it as a she.

Even if she did have to do it without Juliet.

“Juliet,” she murmured to herself, not really caring if anyone else heard, “thanks. I really mean it. You didn’t have to save me. None of us owed each other anything. We were just a bunch of assholes who got stuck together coz they couldn’t let us stay out here in the world.”

The sun’s rays beat down, almost blinding her. Li let them come, almost relishing the faint pain they were causing in her eyes. The pain that would just be a trillionth of what Juliet was still feeling now, back in that special hell of theirs.

“I remember when I first met Jay,” the small Asian girl went on. “She didn’t think any of us could change for the better. Maybe she was right, but it sure feels like – I dunno – maybe you and me…”

She sighed again. This felt so... strange.

“I’m gonna grow up and forget you, Juliet. I know it sounds harsh, but I can’t think of any other way. I’m gonna forget Marie, too, if that helps. Even being a man. I’m gonna forget all that, and from now on…”

She shrugged her slender shoulders.

“I guess I’m just gonna try being a decent person. No more creep stuff. No more being a pervert. I’m gonna be a decent woman.”

“For all of us.”

The sun was silent, as it always was. Uncaring. Far, far away, in some other dimension, the Sisterhood and Brotherhood were battling away, fighting for supremacy, as they always did. And out there, somewhere with them, was poor, transformed Juliet.

“I guess that’s it, then,” Li said at last. “Time to get on with it.”

And, with that, the small Asian girl got to her feet. Brushed the grass off the dress she was wearing, the cute little yellow one that came down to her knees, as unlike a school uniform as anything she’d been able to find.

And then she turned and made her way across the grass towards the distant university building, into her new life. Her story over.

Somewhere, very far away, the writhing collection of cocks and cunts and tits and tears chained up in the basement of the school, the thing that used to be Juliet, became dimly aware through its endless orgasms and rushes of pleasure that Li was now safe. That she was, at last, saying goodbye. And it knew, deep down, that this knowledge would be enough to sustain it for the next twenty million years, until it could get out of here and join her too.

The End.
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School of Swap

The girls’ locker room was quiet when I entered. Empty. I’d written that it would be, so of course, it was.

I moved carelessly between the rows of cheerleader outfits, hung up bras, discarded skirts, vaguely aware how weird it was for me to be in here. I thought idly about all the hot girls who’d been getting changed in here when my spell forced them to immediately leave – even if they were naked – and leave the place empty for me. I briefly toyed with the idea of making them all come back and strip and shower for my pleasure, but I shook the thought away.

I had something else in mind. Something I’d always secretly wanted to do.

A huge mirror hung against the far wall, its silver surface somberly reflecting the locker room back, making it look like the corridors went on forever. It had appeared only moments ago, after I wrote about it being there. I wanted to see what I was about to do.

“Well, hey there,” I smiled at the boy in the mirror. The scrawny, dark-haired boy with a weak chin and stick-like arms.

The slightly-short boy in his crappy clothes, with his crappy attempt at stubble, and boring, dorky face no-one could ever love.

The boy I’d seen in the mirror every single day of my life and always, always hated.

I smiled down at the reflected book he was carrying in his arms. Well, now I could finally do something about it.

“I originally wanted to do this somewhere special,” I said, watching the boy’s lips move in time with mine. “It’s a big event, I guess. Too bad Tracey’s busy doing her shit in the main part of school. I don’t want anyone to see me yet and I can’t be assed to write a whole new place from scratch to do it in. So. Here we are.”

The boy before me looked unimpressed at my words. Bored, even. But hey, I’d show him. I’d show him not even God’s reflection is safe from his wrath.

“I got some bad news, I’m afraid,” I said, opening the book. “Your days are over. There’s gonna be a new God in town, one who looks like a God should.”

In the mirror, the boy was opening his book likewise. As one, we both picked up our pens, both started writing.

“You know, I always kinda hated you,” I said as I wrote, not taking my eyes off the mirror-boy. “You were such a… such a dweeb. But I guess without you, I wouldn’t be here now.”

Silence. Nothing but the faint scratching of pen on paper to break the magically-imposed stillness in the room.

“So thanks. But I think it’s time for me to move on.” A smirk spread across my mirrored face. “Besides, I’ve always wanted to try this.”

It occurred to me as I wrote that I didn’t know if the book worked on its owner. That I didn’t know whether this might cause some kind of cosmic wire to cross and send the world haywire.

Oh, well. It was too late now. I couldn’t exactly leave my half-written wish unfinished.

Besides, something told me that I was completely in charge now until I decided I no longer wanted to be.

“There.” I ended the last sentence of my wish with a flourish. “Here we go. Bye, I guess. It’s been nice knowing you.”

Before I could finish speaking, the book began to tremble in my hands, and I knew it was going to work.

OK, here we go…

“So long, asshole,” I whispered to my reflection.

I paused. Smiled a secretive sort of smile.

“Hello Goddess.”

And, with that word, the magic began to work and I began to change.

I felt the hair on my head growing longer, tumbling out in delicious, curled waves that fell over my shoulders, down my back. At the same time, I watched as the boy in the mirror’s hair became suddenly long and luscious and shiny, turning a vibrant, brilliant red.

I laughed as I felt the hair fall down my back, its tips brushing against my ass. To my delight, the laughter shot up in pitch the longer it went on, until I was laughing with a tinkly sort of sound that sounded almost like music.

And, as the changes went on, I kept right on watching.

I saw my stubble slip back inside my face, leaving nothing but smoothness on my cheeks and chin. Saw my face get wider, my nose shrink down into a cute little button. Saw my lips puff up, becoming pink and pouty, saw my eyes widen until they looked like they belonged on an anime character, all huge and green and sparkly.

There was a shiver that ran through my entire body. In the mirror, the boy stood still as his shoulders started to narrow down, his hips pushed outwards, and his waist pulled tight.

He stood there as his arms became slender. As his legs stretched upwards. As his ass suddenly wobbled and jumped up and out, becoming big and round and pert.

With a giggle, I turned and looked at my new butt in the mirror. Put my hands against its cheeks, felt how firm and ripe they were. Admired how big it was.

“Jesus…” I whispered in a high-pitched, feminine voice that was not my own, “that thing could be in music videos.”

There was a tingling sensation, then all my clothes were suddenly gone, leaving me stood naked before the mirror, the book clasped against my chest.

Right. Now for the good part…

As I watched, my cock shrank back up into my body, getting smaller and smaller and smaller until it vanished inside me, taking my balls with it. At the same time, the tissue around my nipples began to get tender, began to swell. There was a feeling of intense pressure in my chest…

And suddenly two big, beautiful breasts came busting out.

They quickly swelled up, swaying and wobbling in the mirror just as I felt them jiggling in my chest, until they dangled from my slender frame, all ripe and wonderful.

“Double-H,” I said out loud in my newly-female voice. “But don’t worry. They’re never gonna get saggy.”

I knew it was true. The magic made my enormous new breasts stick straight out in front of me, almost like they were defying gravity. All the lift and shape of plastic, but with the feel of natural breasts.

I put a newly dainty hand against my pouty lips and let out a self-conscious giggle. I was gonna have the best tits on Earth.

The spell would see to that.

There was a feeling between my legs, like a zipper being slowly undone. I turned front on, and watched as my brand new pussy opened up between my legs, its lips red and puffy and already slightly-swollen.

With a casual movement, I lowered one finger down to my wonderful new slit and rested it against the entrance to my beautiful, female hole. A tiny shiver passed through me. I felt dampness.

“Mmmm… I can’t wait to have a proper play with this thing!” I laughed.

I looked appreciatively at my pussy, and noticed the nail on the finger lying against it was turning red and getting longer, extending with the faintest tugging sensation, as all my nails were.

Inside me, I knew my new womb was growing. Knew ovaries were forming – should this world’s new Goddess ever decide she wanted to get pregnant.

But these were better than normal girl-bits. I’d written that I’d never have periods, never go through the menopause, never have to put up with all that shit actual teenage girls have to go through.

I’d get to have all the fun bits with none of the crappy stuff. Just like I now would with life.

Just as I was admiring my new body, there was a shimmering in the air, and then brand new clothes were appearing over me, more suitable for my new role.

An armored breastplate, studded with jewels, formed over my chest, supporting my new tits, but also open at the top so my cleavage would permanently be on display.

A skimpy leather thong appeared over my pussy, its brown lace leading in a near-invisible line around my back, where another strand broke off and slipped down between the firm cheeks of my perfect new ass. I could feel it nestling gently against my asshole.

Armored boots that looked heavy, but were magically fated to be light on me, appeared over my feet, stretched up to just under my knees, their tops all pointed and gnarly looking.

There was a fluttering sound and a red velvet cape fluttered down from the ceiling, hung itself softly over my shoulders, billowing out behind me as my perfect red hair billowed also.

A weight on my skull and then a diamond tiara was perched on my head, my long hair expertly combed back beneath it. Another weight, this time at my side, and a long, vicious sword was hanging from my belt, its steel glinting in the harsh light of the locker room.

Finally, expensive jewels appeared, sparkling and shiny. Embedded themselves in my armor; hung on necklaces around my neck; pierced my ears and dangled as earrings.

A specially designed pouch appeared on the other side from my ceremonial sword. The book slipped itself out of my hands and into its pocket. A gold plated pen fastened itself to the spine, where it would now always be, ready to curse anyone who crossed my path.

There was one last gust of wind that seemed to roar through the locker room, causing my long cape and long hair to billow around me…

…and then it was over.

Silence. Nothing but the faint sound of my ragged breathing; high-pitched, soft.

“Well…” I murmured to myself at last, my new voice as dark and seductive as black velvet, “what do we think?”

What do we think? I answered myself. I think we’ve hit the jackpot.

The girl looking back at me from the mirror was gorgeous.

She was tall, standing at maybe 6ft. She had flowing red hair that was as red as her cloak, rather than natural and ginger. Her eyes were large, green and sparkling, the sort of eyes men could lose themselves in forever.

She had the biggest pair of breasts I’d ever seen. Even as I stared at them in the mirror, I was all too aware I could see them also in the bottom of my vision, their vast white cleavage dominating the lower quarter of my line of sight.

Her face was elfin, with a mysterious, red-lipped smile and the cutest little nose. Her ears were tiny, she was wearing a crown woven from sinewy strands of platinum and dotted with diamonds.

And her clothes… oh, man. Her clothes.

She was dressed in a sort of armor that covered very little and left almost nothing to the imagination. Her flat, toned belly was on display, her waist noticeably kinked in beside it.

Her long legs above the shins were bare and smooth and slender. Her ass was all but naked, it’s cheeks poking out and away from her body; impossibly big, impossibly hot.

Her pussy was almost visible behind her tiny leather thong. A huge sword dangled from one hip. She stood with one dainty hand on her hips, the other dangling at her side, and a mischievous, playful look in her ageless eyes.

She looked like an anime character. Like something a horny Japanese cartoonist might draw. An 18-year old girl who screamed power. Who screamed sex. A girl designed to be worshipped.

The Goddess I would now be trapped as for as long as I lived.
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Also by Lisa Change

How I Became a School Girl

“They always said be careful what you wish for. If only I’d listened, I might still be a boy…”


18-year old Jonah is the school loser. The one who only hangs around with girls. The one who can’t even get a date for Prom. But things are about to change, and soon this friendless boy will find himself trapped as the most-popular girl!


After making an ill-advised wish, Jonah finds himself magically transformed into Johanna, the prettiest girl at school! Trapped as a school girl for twenty four hours, Jonah must now deal with dresses, makeup, and having muscular jocks trying to get in his pants!


But worse comes when he’s forced to attend senior prom as Johanna, and has to find a date. Because the wish is changing his brain, too, and suddenly Jonah finds himself falling for one of his male classmates. Can Jonah resist the temptations of his female body till he turns back at midnight? Or will starting a taboo TG relationship with another man be too alluring… even if he knows it will end in heartbreak?  

Buy now


My New Life as a School Girl

18-year old Eliot has always been the school badboy. The kid who doesn’t play by the rules. But now things are changing, and the baddest boy is about to become the goodest girl!


As part of an experimental punishment, the school uses pioneering technology to swap Eliot’s gender. In the blink of an eye, this sporty alpha male goes from handsome Eliot to busty beauty Ellie, the cutest girl at school! 


But the change has altered more than just Eliot’s body. As he struggles to navigate the terrifying world of high school as a teenage beauty, Eliot finds himself developing strange feelings for his male friends. Will this gender-swapped boy be able to resist his body’s new urges? Or will he find himself slowly succumbing to his romantic yearnings for the guys around him…?  

Buy now


He Was Turned Into a Girl

Ordinary schoolgirl Suzie has a not-so-ordinary secret. She’s a trainee witch, struggling simultaneously to deal with her powers and puberty. But when her older brother Mark ruins her day, she forgets that with great power comes great responsibility. In a fit of rage, Suzie uses her magic to turn her brother into her sister.


Trapped a beautiful, busty Marketa, Mark is suddenly forced to deal with hormones, makeup, and his new body’s overwhelming attraction to boys. To make matters worse, his old male friends suddenly have the hots for him, too! But time is running out. If Suzie can’t figure out a way to reverse the spell soon, they’ll both have to pay a price. Suzie will lose her powers, and Mark will be stuck forever as a beautiful school girl…


In the longest tale in her new collection, Redesigning My Brother: Making My Sister, Lisa Change invites you on a gender-bending high school rollercoaster romance that’s impossible to put down. The rest of the collection includes: 

Gender Swap Day

My Husband, My Maid

Trapped Between Her Legs

She Turned Him Into a Fembot

Includes an author introduction and insights into each story!

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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