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“Happy birthday, baby.”

Johnny grinned down at Tara’s soft baby face with its big, doe-like eyes and ruby lips. The busty young secretary was crouched between his legs, a seductive look on her face that drove him wild. 

This is the best birthday ever, he thought happily.

Outwardly, he kept his cool. 

“You know, I was meant to be seeing my wife tonight.”

“Oh yeah?” Tara raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow.

“Yeah. She said she had a special birthday treat for me.” 

“Well,” a cheeky grin crept over Tara’s painted lips, “it surely can’t be as special as this.” 

She leaned forward, parted her lips and let her tongue dance over the tip of his fat cock, running it delicately around the edge of his bell. Johnny gripped the motel bedsheets and groaned.

Too damn right, he thought hazily. 

Annabel’s idea of a good time was way safer than Tara’s. His redhead wife was probably at their suburban home right now, slaving away over a stove, cooking up something mediocre to celebrate his ‘big day’. After they’d eaten, she’d do the dishes like she always did and the two of them would sit down to watch Netflix. Johnny couldn’t even remember the last time they’d screwed.

No, much better to spend his 40th with someone like Tara, celebrating in style. 

“What time do you have to be home?” Tara asked, her dainty fingers wrapped round the shaft of Johnny’s cock. There was a hunger in her eyes that he’d seen countless times before.

She so badly wants to suck my dick.

The thought made him smile. He reached down and ran one hand through his secretary’s dark hair.

“Well… I did say I’d be home to help with the cleaning by seven…” He drew his words out, as if weighing up options in his mind. 

“But since you’re being such a good girl, maybe I could stay later.”

Between his legs, Tara gave him a wide grin. Then she leaned forward, opened her pretty mouth and took Johnny’s whole dick inside her. 

As Johnny closed his eyes, low groans escaping from his lips, he briefly thought of Annabel, slaving away in the kitchen. Of Annabel, cleaning the house like she always did, alone. Of Annabel, wondering where he was. 

Then Tara began to bob her head back and forth and Johnny’s thoughts were obliterated on a wave of pleasure. 

Much later, dressed in lacy white panties and furiously scrubbing a dirty floor, Johnny would find himself looking back on his final blowjob, and wishing he’d never set eyes on stupid, sexy Tara.

*

It was ten o’clock by the time he got home.

As Johnny walked up the steps towards their large suburban house, he prepared himself for his meeting with Annabel. The questions, the shouts, the recriminations. Asking to know where the Hell he’d been. 

Well, fuck her, Johnny thought defiantly, it’s MY birthday, I’ll go off and fuck whoever I like!

To his surprise though, Annabel opened the door with a massive grin on her face. A silver pendant glinted round her neck that Johnny had never seen before.

“Husband!” She said, delightedly, “Come in. I’m so glad you’re finally home!”

“Thanks…” muttered Johnny, taken aback. It wasn’t normal for Annabel to be so… excited to see him. 

Nonetheless, he let her drag him through into the living room and push him onto the sofa. Through the door he could see the kitchen, dirty pots and pans still piled high in the sink.

What the hell’s going on? He thought irritably, those should have been done ages ago!

But he didn’t have time to ask. No sooner was he sat down than Annabel was pushing a gift into his hands.

“Happy birthday, husband!” She crooned, her green eyes alive with mischief, “I’ve got you just what you deserve.”

The gift was soft wrapped in pink, girly wrapping paper. Johnny hesitantly squished the edge.

Clothes? He wondered.

“Well, go on.” Annabel was looking at him with undisguised glee now. “Open it! See what I’ve got you.” 

“Uh, thanks, babe,” Johnny mumbled. 

Feeling slightly unnerved, he tore open his present. 

Something black fell out. A flimsy piece of fabric, trimmed with white lace. It was small, almost see-through. 

Wondering what the hell was going on, Johnny picked it up. He held it up before him, his eyes going wide. 

His wife had bought him a skimpy French maid’s outfit. 

“Well?” Purred Annabel, arms crossed before her large breasts, “what do you think?”

Johnny gaped at the tiny piece of fabric clasped in his hands. He slowly turned to his wife, watching him with a mischievous smile. Then he broke into a grin.

“It’s… perfect,” he said, letting his eyes drift over Annabel’s figure. Over her long legs, shapely hips and gigantic breasts. Over the body he’d once lusted over like mad.

“I can’t wait to see you in it!” He added, unable to believe his luck. 

A blowjob off Tara and kinky sex with the wife? This really is the best birthday ever!

To his surprise, Annabel laughed. She laughed long and loud, throwing back her head, her fiery red hair bouncing off her shoulders. 

“What?” Asked Johnny, an awkward smile on his face. “What’s so funny?”

“You are,” Annabel giggled at last, looking down at him. “Me, wear that ridiculous thing?”

“But then who-?” Johnny replied, wondering who the hell this outfit could be for. 

“Oh, Johnny…” Annabel sighed, shaking her head at him. “You really have no idea what’s going on, do you? That outfit isn’t for me to wear…”

A smile tugged at the corners of her lips.

“It’s for you.” 

Johnny looked at the tiny maid’s outfit, aghast.

“I’m not wearing that!” He spluttered, throwing it away like it had just bitten him.

“You don’t have a choice.” Annabel’s eyes flashed with fire. Suddenly Johnny began to feel very nervous. 

“Do you know what I’ve been doing today, honey?” She asked, sweetly. “I’ve been cooking and cleaning for you, like I do every night. Only today, I put in extra effort. I wanted everything to be nice for your birthday.”

Her brow darkened.

“But you were too busy spending it with your little slut to care.”

Johnny was on his feet in a flash. His mind whirled frantically. 

How could she know about Tara? I was so careful!

“I-I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he stammered outwardly. 

“Oh please.” Annabel sneered at him. “Don’t play coy. I know everything you’ve been up to. I know you were getting your cock sucked just three hours ago in some motel. I know your tart’s name is Tara and that she used to be your secretary.”

For a second, Johnny stood firm. Then his shoulders slumped.

“How?” He whispered.

Annabel reached up and clasped the silver pendant hung around her neck.

“This arrived today, all the way from Yemen. It’s a magic pendant I bought off eBay, it grants the owner three wishes. Originally I was going to give it to you for your birthday, but when you didn’t come home tonight…”

Her eyes flashed.

“Let’s just say I decided to give it a go myself.”

Johnny shook his head. 

Magic? Wishes? It couldn’t be true!

But then how did Annabel know about Tara?

“My first wish,” Annabel was still talking, “was a simple one. I wanted to know exactly what you were up to. I was worried you might be lying dead in a car crash somewhere.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“But there you were, sitting with your cock halfway down that bitch’s throat.”

“It-it isn’t what you think…” Johnny mumbled pathetically. There was something about the way Annabel was staring at him that he didn’t like. Like she had all the power. Like she was the one in charge. 

Like she was going to do something terrible to him.

“Oh give it up,” Annabel sneered. “Christ you really are pathetic. Anyway, at that moment, I knew exactly what I wanted my second wish to be.”

“What’s that?” Johnny’s mouth was dry. His heart pounded in his chest.

This can’t be happening, he thought, dully. 

Annabel smiled coolly at him. 

“I’ve spent the last twenty years cleaning up after you, dear husband. I’ve cooked your dinner like a good wife and tidied up your crap and acted like your little helper, all because I loved you. Well you know what?”

She gave him a savage, triumphant look. 

“I think it’s time the shoe was on the other foot. Let’s see how you like being my little helper!”

And with that she grabbed hold of the pendant.

“I wish this little slut would spend the rest of her life as my busty French maid!”

“What?!” Johnny yelped. “Annabel, you can’t!”

But it was too late. Already, Johnny could hear a distant sound like falling fairy dust. Across the room from him, Annabel folded her arms and smiled.

“Oh husband,” she whispered, “I have a feeling this is going to be a wonderful birthday.”

Johnny was shrinking. The walls either side of him were sliding upwards as the inches flew from his strong, 6ft4 frame. He looked at Annabel urgently and saw they were now exactly the same height, and still he was getting smaller. 

“What’s happening?” He squeaked.

“What do you think?” Annabel raised one eyebrow and smiled politely. “I made my wish. And now you’re turning into a girl.” 

She’s lying! Johnny thought desperately, but already he could see that wasn’t the case.

His body was changing. As he watched, the muscle fell away from his arms, leaving him with two delicate, slender things devoid of hair. His hands shrank down to half their size, his knuckles losing their prominence, his thick fingers becoming long and thin. 

There was a pulling sensation and his nails began to grow, their surfaces becoming a dark and slutty red. 

A grinding noise tore through Johnny’s torso. His shoulders were narrowing, tugging back in toward his neckline and losing their masculine broadness. At the same time as his shoulders went in, he could feel his hips projecting outwards, pushing at the edges of his jeans as they made room for his brand new birth canal. 

His legs, too, were getting longer, telescoping upwards as the muscle dropped away, becoming smooth and slender. His feet shrank in his shoes until Johnny could no longer feel his toes pressing up against the edges. It was like his bruges were now two vast caverns his feet were lost in.

There was another tinkling sound, and suddenly Johnny was naked, cowering under his wife’s delighted gaze. Instinctively he wrapped his arms across his bare body and was shocked to see how small they were. 

“There we are,” Annabel smiled. “You’re looking better already. But we’re not done yet, you know. Not by a long shot!”

No sooner had the words left her mouth than the flesh over Johnny’s body began to ripple. Great gloops of fat dribbled down from his stomach, the result of a few too many after work beers, and settled around his hips. 

Two invisible hands seemed to grab his ass cheeks and pull them up, making Johnny give a little squeal. He turned around in horror and saw his bum was now pert and smooth and hairless. As he watched, it filled out, becoming round and peach-like. 

An itching sensation passed across his chest, down his legs, across his face. As one, all the dark male hairs on his body began to burrow back inside him, leaving smooth skin in their wake. 

His stubble vanished, his chest hair disappeared and suddenly Johnny was the proud owner of a body as hairless as it had been when he was a baby. He reached under one arm and realized to his shock that his armpits were now smooth and soft, just like the rest of him. 

The ripple passed up his body. There was a twinge of pain, then Johnny’s nipples were growing, protruding from his chest and turning pointed and pink. He desperately tried to wrestle them back in, terrified of the pressure building behind them, of what it might mean.

“No!” He shrieked. “Please, Annabel! Make it stop!” 

“No chance,” his wife said, firmly. “I’m enjoying this way too much.”

The pressure in Johnny’s chest reached a crescendo, then two large, beautiful breasts came bursting out. They quickly grew to fill his hands, firm and heavy and ripe, their long nipples pointing at the sky. 

“Not bad,” he heard Annabel murmur appreciatively, “they must be a Double-D at least!”    

But Johnny had other things on his mind than his wonderful new breasts. His face was shifting, the skin and bone moving around like he was modelling clay in a giant’s hands. 

There was a twitch and his strong jawline receded, leaving a soft, round face. A feeling of pressure, and his lips plumped up. A spasm and his Adam’s apple vanished back inside his throat. 

What’s happening to me?! Johnny thought miserably. But he already knew. 

Even if Annabel hadn’t told him, by now it would be obvious. 

He was becoming a girl.

In quick succession, Johnny felt his eyes grow wider, becoming big and doe-like. He felt his eyelashes grow longer, until they fluttered daintily in the corner of his vision. He felt a tingle of electricity pass across his scalp, then long, straight blond hair was tumbling across his cream white shoulders, cascading over them like a waterfall. 

Finally, Johnny felt his cock give one last, mournful twitch. 

No! He thought, frantically grabbing for it. He was too slow. With a schloomp noise, his big dick fired back inside his body, dragging his balls with it. 

For a split-second there was nothing between his legs but smooth, hairless skin. Then there was a sharp pain followed by a loud tearing sound and two plump pussy lips formed either side of a moist and tender hole. 

Then it was over. Johnny’s new body gave one last, tremendous jiggle that made his brand new boobies bounce up and down in the bottom of his vision, and the magic stopped. 

Annabel’s wish had come true. 

Trembling, Johnny looked down at his body. A sad gasp escaped his throat. 

There, where there should have been a strong man’s body, there was now only a soft girl’s one. Two enormous boobies dangled in the bottom of his vision, rudely cutting the rest of his torso off from sight. Below them a flat stomach led down to two shapely hips. A delicate little pussy sat at the top of two long, slender legs that ended in feet with toenails painted the cutest shade of pink. 

“Well?” He dimly heard Annabel ask, “what do you think?”

Johnny’s mind was too blank with shock to do any thinking. He turned round and craned over his shoulder, horrified at the way his long, blond hair fell across his vision. He stared at his smooth new ass, pert and round and sexy.

Feeling like he was in a dream, Jonny let one dainty hand drop down to gently brush its surface. The skin felt unnaturally soft and smooth. He squeezed one cheek then pinched it hard and was amazed at how good it felt. 

“Husband.” Annabel said firmly. “I’m waiting.”

Slowly, like he was moving through treacle, Johnny turned and looked at his wife, watching him with a cruel smile on her lips. With a jolt he realized that with her 5ft7 frame she now towered over him. 

“What did you-?” He began, then suddenly stopped, clutching his throat. 

His voice was wrong, wrong, wrong! Where it should have been deep and masculine, vibrating through his throat as he spoke, it came out soft and wispy and musical. 

At some point in his transformation it had leapt up two octaves. The result was a voice that now sounded differently in his ears, that vibrated strangely on his tongue. 

That’s going to take some getting used to, he thought, numbly. 

Annabel shrugged her shoulders. 

“I turned you into a girl,” she said, matter-of-factly. “But that’s not all I wished for, remember? I wished you would spend the rest of your life as my French maid.”

She let the words hang in the air, eyes twinkling. 

“So what are we waiting for? Let’s get that uniform on!”

Immediately there was a tinkling of fairy dust. The maid’s costume twitched on the floor where Johnny had thrown it, then leapt up in the air and shot across the room at him. He had just enough time to throw up his hands and let out a girly shriek and then the black fabric was flapping around him, sending his world briefly dark. 

He tried to fight it, he really did. Johnny waved his dainty fists and tried to tear at the rustling, whirling fabric, but Annabel’s wish was too strong. Five seconds after the his wife’s last words, Johnny was dressed in his skimpy new uniform, looking down at his body in wordless horror. 

The outfit was horrible! Just horrible. A tiny black dress clung to his figure, showing off his brand new curves. Its crinkled hem was barely long enough to cover his pussy, its bust cut open to leave his generous cleavage permanently on display. A frilly white apron was clasped around his newly-flat stomach, its strings tied into a big bow behind his back. 

Johnny angrily reached out to undo them, but his hands refused to grasp the strings, the magic forbidding him to take off his costume. As he lowered his arms, Johnny saw his wrists were sporting two frilly see-through white garters that clung to his soft white skin.

“Oh my God, you look amazing!” Annabel clapped her hands delightedly. “The stockings suit you so well!” 

Glancing down, Johnny felt his heart sink. His legs were clad in patterned white stockings that stopped just below the hem of his dress. On his feet were two adorable black little shoes with a killer pair of stiletto heels.

As he looked down, he instinctively reached up to brush the blond hair out of his vision. But there was nothing there. His long hair had been magically swept back behind his ears and arranged into beautiful little curls that dangled over his shoulders. Tentatively, Johnny reached up and discovered to his disgust that he was wearing a frilly white maid’s cap. 

There was a final tinkling, then Johnny felt a weight in his right hand. Glancing over, he saw he was now holding a cute, pink little feather duster. He tried to hurl it away in disgust, but his fingers refused to open.

It was like his beautiful new maid’s uniform was part of him.

“What are you waiting for?” His wife asked. “Go check yourself out!”

Knowing it would be awful, but unable to stop himself, Johnny meekly turned toward the large mirror hanging on the living room wall. He took a deep breath. And looked.

It was worse than he could have possibly imagined. 

Gone was handsome ladies’ man Johnny, sliding toward middle age but still looking good for it. In his place was a nightmare.

The girl in the mirror was ridiculous. She was absurd, like something out of a porno. Her face was soft and round and young, with two big, startled, doe like eyes and plump blowjob lips. She looked stupidly young, 18 if she was a day, and extremely naïve. 

Johnny had a horrible feeling she might be virgin. 

Her body was even worse. Her boobs were enormous, two great big melons that had been magically squashed into a lacy white push-up bra. Her legs were long and sexy, her ass pert. Her uniform barely covered her curvy hourglass figure from prying eyes. It was more lingerie than clothes.

If he hadn’t been trapped inside her, Johnny would’ve thought she was super hot. 

That can’t be me, he thought, wildly. There’s no way that can be me!

Hesitantly, he reached up and touched his brand new breasts. The girl in the mirror did likewise, a cheeky look suddenly on her beautiful face. On impulse, Johnny stuck out his tongue. He was shocked when the young girl before him followed suit. There was no doubting it.

He was a girl. 

“Not just any girl,” Annabel purred from beside him. “A maid. My maid.”

“From now on,” she whispered in his ear, one fingernail idly running down his back, sending shivers down Johnny’s spine, “you will have to do everything I tell you to. How do you like the sound of that, maid?” 

Johnny whirled round to his wife, glaring up into her smirking face from inside his petite new frame. 

“For God’s sakes, Annabel!” He snapped, “that sounds horrible!”

At least, that’s what he meant to say. What actually came out sounded very different.

“Sacrebleu, madam!” He heard himself gasp in his high-pitched voice, “that sounds ‘orrible!” 

For a moment, his wife seemed genuinely confused. Then a gigantic grin split across her face.

“Of course!” She giggled, “the wish. I specified a French maid after all!”

Beside her, Johnny was holding a hand clasped to his throat in fright. What the hell had just happened?! It was like he’d forgotten how to say his aitches. He tried again:

“Annabel, this isn’t funny! Give me my voice back, right now!”

Again, the words changed in his mouth, like someone was stealing them away and replacing them between his brain and the tip of his tongue. 

“Madam, this is no funny!” He heard himself plead, “give moi voice back maintenant!” 

“Oh sweet Jesus,” Annabel laughed, doubling over, “stop talking or I’ll have a hernia. You sound so cute!”

Johnny silently fumed. He didn’t want to sound cute. 

“Look at you…” Annabel whispered at last, “my maid. My beautiful, French maid.”

She gently let her hand drop further down Johnny’s slender back, until it came to rest on his smooth, pert ass. He slapped her hand away, but Annabel simply gave him a warning look then began caressing his sexy new bum again.

“So cute,” Annabel murmured in his ear, “so young. And, if the wish has worked, so obedient.”

Her breath was hot on Jonny’s earlobe as her voice dropped to less than a whisper.

“Let’s try it out, shall we?”

She suddenly straightened up, her eyes flashing.

“Maid,” she commanded, “get into the kitchen and scrub those dishes clean.” 

No way! Johnny shouted inside himself. That’s woman’s work!

But outwardly, he simply felt himself clasp his hands over his apron and bow his pretty little head.

“Oui, madam.”

“Good. And when you’re done in there you can make me some dinner. Something nice. Something French.” 

“Oui, madam.” The sound of his servile, female voice made Johnny sick. 

“Perfect. But first…” Annabel’s eyes flashed. “Tell me what a naughty little bitch you are.”

“What?!” Johnny’s reaction was so instinctive that the words were out his mouth before the magic could stop them. “Madam, you no can make me…!”

“Say it.” Annabel whispered, her voice deadly. 

Johnny struggled. He really did. He gritted his teeth, trying to hold his mouth closed, but it was no good. The magic was too strong. 

He could no longer disobey Annabel’s commands any more than he could disobey the laws of gravity. 

“I am ze naughty little bitch,” he whispered in his stupid, girly new voice.  

“And do you deserved to be punished, bitch?”

Johnny’s pretty little head nodded all by itself.

“Oui madam,” he whispered.

“Excellent,” Annabel smiled, “because there’ll be plenty of that.”

“Well, what are you waiting for?” She suddenly demanded. “Get cleaning, maid!”

Before he could stop himself, Johnny had given his wife a curtsey, turned and scuttled into the kitchen. A gigantic pile of dirty pots and plates and pans was piled high in the sink. With a speed that frightened him, his new body tugged a pair of bright yellow gloves on over its dainty little hands and immediately started scrubbing. 

“And no scrimping on the elbow grease!” He heard Annabel call from the living room, her voice muffled like she was trying not to laugh. “If you do a good job with the crockery, I might even let you clean the toilet!”

*

Three hours later, Johnny piloted his sexy new body into their suburban dining room, his mind a whirlwind of horror. 

Being a girl was horrible! Scrubbing away at the sink, he’d been unable to ignore the way his great big boobies wobbled, reminding him of his humiliating transformation. 

As his body rapidly prepared Annabel’s dinner, he’d discovered he was now far too small to reach things on the upper shelves. When he finally got on a chair and stood on tip-toes to fetch the herbs de provence, his silly little uniform had ridden up, exposing his pantie-clad bum to the world!

Now here he was, tottering into the dining room on his high heels, desperately trying not to fall over and go sprawling in an undignified heap. 

Worse than anything, it would mean having to make Annabel’s dinner all over again. 

His wife was sat at the table, a book in her hand, pointedly ignoring him. Johnny obediently set the plate down before her, then clasped his hands over his apron and waited in silence. 

Inside he was in turmoil. He desperately wanted to lash out, to smash Annabel’s nose flat across her treacherous face, grab the pendant and wish himself back to normal.

But he could no longer raise a finger against his wife, or even so much as talk without her permission. The magic had made him into the most obedient little maid who had ever lived.

At long last, Annabel roused herself long enough to pick up a tiny silver spoon and take the smallest sip of the sauce. Johnny waited, his heart pounding in his chest, his maid’s mind irrationally scared of disappointing its mistress. 

“Hmmm,” Annabel nodded at long last. “Not bad. But I think you can do better.”

She leaned back, eyes still on her book. 

“Now I’m in charge, I’m no longer interested in settling for second best,” she declared. “Try again, and this time I want it to be perfect.” 

Johnny’s pretty mouth dropped open. He felt like someone had just slapped him.

“Madam, you are making ze joke!” He gasped, too riled up to notice his awful new accent. “I spend tois heure making zis for you!”

“Then you’ll just have to spend four hours next time, won’t you?” Annabel responded icily. “I demand the absolute best from my maids.” 

It was all too much, all the anger, all the frustration, all the humiliation came exploding out of Johnny.

“Non, madam! Zis is ridicule! You can no keep moi like zis! I am your ‘usband, and I am a-”

He’d meant to finish with man, but his body simply refused to say it. Once again the word changed in his mouth. 

“-I am a maid!” He finished, scowling. 

There was a silence. Annabel lowered the book and peered dangerously at him. 

“Was that a bit of backchat there, maid?”  

Ignoring the way his heart pounded in his chest, Johnny gave her a stiff nod. He was going to say his piece, even if it killed him. 

“Annabel, I am no your maid! You must stop zis madness. Turn moi into ze man again, maintenant!”

Like a spoilt little girl, he ended his tirade by stamping one foot. His heel nearly gave out, causing him to almost fall over. Annabel, however, didn’t seem to notice. 

“I don’t think you realize just what’s changed today,” she whispered, quietly. “You are no longer the man of the house, and you never will be. For the rest of your miserable life, you will be my maid, and you will treat me with respect.” 

It took every fibre of Johnny’s being not to give his mistress a deep curtsey and scuttle back to the kitchen, where he belonged. But he was determined to stand his ground. 

“I can make life very difficult for you, husband,” Annabel said with a small smile. “I advise you not to push me any further.”

Johnny’s mouth dropped open. It was the last straw. 

“’Ow can you make my living any worse?!” He exclaimed. “You ‘ave turned me into ze girl, you ‘ave made me dress up like ze maid and you ‘ave stolen my voice!”

“Nothing can be worse than zis,” he finished, bitterly. 

A little light danced in Annabel’s eyes. She gently reached up and started toying with her pendant. 

“I’ve still got one wish left, you know?” She said innocently. “At first I thought I might use it to punish your tart, wherever she is. But I think I’ve got a better idea.”

She gave Johnny a savage grin. 

“You think cleaning this little place is hard, missy? Try this!”

Then she was whispering something and the world began to change. 

To Johnny’s horror, the walls were speeding away from him. In a panic, he thought he was shrinking again. Then it hit him.

The house was growing. 

All around him the dining room warped and twisted. Their short table exploded out into a long, antique wooden one that stretched for miles. Their wallpaper rolled up and disappeared, leaving tasteful wood panelling in its place. With a tinkling sound a chandelier dropped from the new, high ceiling and dangled there, swaying gently. 

Johnny looked around, mouth open and blinked at the new room he found himself in. It was vast, like the inside of a church. A giant stone fireplace crackled in one corner. Expensive-looking paintings hung from the walls. Morning sunlight filtered in through the tall windows. 

“Do you like it?” Annabel asked sweetly. Johnny glanced at her and was stunned to see she was suddenly wearing an expensive black period dress that hugged her figure and looked gorgeous.

“I turned our little house into a mansion.” Annabel’s eyes were alive with amusement. “We’re now the proud owners of a house with over 200 rooms, or rather, I’m the proud owner. And guess what?”

She giggled.

“You’re going to have to clean them all.”

Johnny weakly gestured the windows, unable to wrap his head around this newest transformation.

“Ze light…” he whispered, feeling horribly confused. 

Annabel glanced at the shafts of daylight falling through the windows. 

“Oh, that’s right,” she said with a smile, “I forgot to say. I didn’t want to live in a mansion on our silly little street. We live in France now.” 

Her eyes twinkled.

“In the late 19th century. And it’s already morning. Which means you have a full day ahead of you, cleaning without the help of modern equipment, maid.”

No sleep?! Johnny felt his stomach drop out. He’d been up since 6am! According to his body clock, it was now midnight. He felt exhausted.

And Annabel was going to keep him awake and working for another eighteen hours!

“I really am going to have to find something else to call you,” Annabel was saying. “Just saying maid all the time could get dull. You can’t have your old name back, obviously, so how about…?”

Then she laughed and happily clapped her hands.

“I’ve got it. From now on, your name is Mimi.” 

Johnny heard himself give a gasp. Mimi?! What a horrible name!

“And now, Mimi,” Annabel was looking stern again, “it’s time for your punishment. You’ve been a naughty girl, haven’t you?”

“Oui, madam.” The words were out Johnny’s mouth before he could stop them. 

“Perfect. Well, there’s only one cure for that. Report to the stable boy immediately and tell him… tell him you need to be taught a lesson.” 

Johnny’s mind was reeling. We’ve got a stable boy now?

But his body didn’t let on. The last of his control over his actions ebbed away. He felt himself bend his knees, grasp the edges of his skirt and gently raise them, giving his wife the perfect curtsey. 

“Immédiatement, madam,” he whispered in his humble, girly voice. Then he span on his heels and trotted off, across the vast room, into one of the dozens of new passages that now filled their sprawling home. 

What’s going to happen to me? Johnny wondered with growing unease as he scampered down the passage, his big boobies jiggling in the bottom of his vision. What’s the stable boy got to do with this?

If he’d known the answer then, he would probably have screamed. 

*

It took Johnny’s weak, girly body twenty minutes to cross the vast grounds of Annabel’s mansion and find the stable boy. Five of them were spent scuttling down passageways to find the exit. Then the next fifteen were spent tottering through the grounds on his high heels, desperately trying to avoid stepping in any mud and getting his pretty new uniform dirty. 

By the time he finally reached the low, stone stables a mere 500ft from the servant’s entrance, he was in a foul mood. 

For a moment, he dithered outside, wondering what to do. He really, really didn’t want another man to see him looking like this, with his snow white stockings and pretty baby face and big bouncing boobies. But Annabel had given him an order, and there was no way he could disobey it. 

Taking a deep breath, Johnny reached up and knocked on the wooden door. 

“Come in.” The voice that echoed out the stables was low and deep and sent a thrill rushing through Johnny’s female body. 

It was also somehow strange. It wasn’t until Johnny had tottered in on his heels and shut the door behind him that he realized the voice had been talking French. 

At last! He thought, someone who won’t notice my stupid accent!

“Well, well, what have we here?” 

Unconsciously pulling down the edges of his dress so the boy wouldn’t see his panties, Johnny turned and opened his pretty mouth. 

And felt his heart stop. 

I’m in trouble… he thought, dimly. 

The stable boy was stood over by a wall hung with riding gear, next to a wooden tool bench, watching him with a cocky smile. Only he wasn’t exactly a boy. 

“What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?”

The man stood before him was gorgeous. At 6ft5, he towered over Johnny’s petit little frame, his chest broad and his arms large with muscle. His skin was dark – Johnny thought he might be Algerian – the hair on his head cropped close to the scalp. A cocky grin split his handsome face, making Johnny’s knees go weak. 

With a shock he realized Annabel hadn’t just turned him into a busty little maid. 

She’d turned him into a busty straight maid. 

“Well?”

Johnny smiled uncertainly at the strong black man before him, his heart fluttering in his chest. He could feel his eyes involuntarily drifting over his thick arms, his large hands, the bulge in his crotch. 

He swallowed daintily, suddenly aware of how dry his mouth was. 

“My name is Mimi,” he heard himself say in perfect French, “I’m the new maid.”

The stable boy smiled, his eyes casually coming to rest on Johnny’s fantastic cleavage.

“Mimi…” He let the word roll around his mouth. “That’s a pretty name.”

To his surprise, Johnny felt his face flush red. In the distance he heard what sounded like a schoolgirl giggling, then realized to his horror that the sound was coming from him. 

Hey, what’s happening? He thought wildly, do I fancy him?!

“Thank you, monsieur. And you are…?”

“Louie.” Louie’s eyes drank in Johnny’s perfect new body, like he was a man dying of thirst and Johnny was an ice cold beer. For some reason, Johnny found he didn’t mind this handsome man looking at him with such naked hunger. 

“I’m sure I would have noticed someone as beautiful as you before.”

Johnny’s cheeks turned beetroot. He suddenly felt hyper-aware that he didn’t know what to do with his hands. He clasped them behind his back, shocked to find himself giggling again, his long legs bending delicately in what must’ve been a wonderfully cute way. 

Get a hold of yourself! He raged. He’s a man, remember?

But somehow, with tall, handsome Louie stood before him, Johnny’s supposedly heterosexual orientation no longer seemed to matter. 

“So… Mimi.” Johnny’s body thrilled to hear its new name on Louie’s dark lips, “how may I help you today?”

At that moment, the reason he was here, in this muddy stable, came flooding back to Johnny. He gently bowed his head, his girly giggles dried up. 

“Ah, monsieur,” he said with a feeling of shame, “I have been a very bad girl. Madam sent me out here for my punishment.”

Louie’s expression didn’t change.

“Did madam say what your punishment was?” He asked, kindly.

Johnny bit his lower lip and shook his head. Strands of long blond hair flicked in the corner of his vision. 

“No, monsieur. She said…” For a second, he struggled to remember exactly what Annabel had said. “She said, I needed to be taught a lesson.”

Louie nodded slowly. 

“I see.” He said. “In that case, you had better come over here.”

Over by the door, Johnny hesitated. For the first time, he found himself feeling nervous about this big, strong black man with his enormous arms and thick, black cock. 

Gently, Louie held out a hand. 

“Come. I won’t bite.”

Johnny hovered in the doorway a second longer. Then, reluctantly, he stepped forward, making his way across the hay covered floor toward Louie. The smell of animals was strong in here, a musty, primal smell that danced around the edges of his nostrils. 

At last, he reached the tall, handsome man, and placed his dainty, girly hand in his big strong one. As Louie’s thick fingers closed around his wrist, Johnny felt his heart skip a beat. But there was sadness mixed in his attraction, too. 

Look at how small my hand is, he thought, miserably. For the rest of his life, he would always be the one having his hand held, not doing the holding. 

“Here we are…”

Louie carefully led him over to the stone wall with its riding equipment hanging by nails. As they stood before it together, Johnny got a sniff of Louie’s masculine sweat and immediately felt a dampness in his panties.

Oh my God. He was mortified. He’s actually getting me wet!  

“Which one would you like?” Louie asked, gesturing the wall, seemingly unaware of how horny he was making Johnny. 

Johnny looked up at him uncertainly. The black man towered over a foot above him, and he was disturbed to realize his body liked being the tiny one. 

“What do you mean?” He whispered in French. 

In reply, Louie simply smiled, then reached up and plucked a riding crop off the wall. It was black and thin. He brought it whipping down into his palm with a crack that made Johnny’s slender legs go like water. 

“Madam told me long ago that she had something very specific in mind when she said ‘lesson’,” he smiled, the magic clearly making him think he had worked for Annabel for years. 

He brought the riding crop thwacking down in his strong palm again. 

“She said that it only applied to naughty maids who needed to be spanked.”

A numb horror was crawling through Johnny’s soft new body. He looked in fright from the firm, leather riding crop to Louie’s handsome face, no longer smiling.

She couldn’t. She wouldn’t!

Outwardly, he forced up a nervous smile. 

“Sorry, monsieur. I seem to have the wrong place. If you could let me go now…”

That was as far as he got. Suddenly, Louie yanked on his arm and threw him against the nearby tool bench. The edge struck Johnny in the hips, making him double over, his big boobies bumping against the wooden surface. 

My dress! He thought in panic as he felt it ride up, oh God, he’ll be able to see my panties!

He tried to push himself up, but it was too late. A large, black hand pressed down between his shoulder blades, forcing him to lie with his vast chest squashed against the tool bench. In panic Johnny jerked his head round and looked up at Louie with pleading eyes, his blond hair plastered across his vision. 

“Louie! Sil vous plait!”

Louie gently shushed him, the same kind smile still on his face. Gently, he reached out and ran one large hand over Johnny’s pert, round bum. His fingers gripped the top of his lacy white panties and slowly pulled them down. 

“Monsieur!” Johnny cried, struggling to pull himself up, “non! I beg you!”

But Louie didn’t listen. Didn’t even respond. Instead, he pulled on Johnny’s panties until they dropped and landed in a bunch round his dainty little ankles. Then he flipped up the edge of his dress so Johnny’s smooth, pale ass and trembling pussy were on display.

Oh God! Johnny thought madly, this is awful. Please, please God, make it stop!

If there was a God, though, he was on Annabel’s side. As Johnny whimpered in his pathetic female voice and squirmed, a big grin split across Louie’s handsome features. 

“Here we go, then,” the Algerian stable boy murmured. “Time for the beautiful mademoiselle to learn her lesson.”

Then he raised the leather riding crop high above his head and brought it down with a sickening thwack!

Pain exploded across Johnny’s cute little ass. Face pressed against the hard wood grain, he opened his mouth and let out a desperate, female gasp. 

His poor bum felt like it was on fire! A stinging, burning pain lanced across it, digging hot needles deep inside his skin. He writhed under Louie’s strong hand, desperately trying to escape the next blow, hoping wildly that he would see how much he was hurting him and stop.

But Louie had no intention of stopping. Even as Johnny whimpered, he raised the crop again and brought it whipping down again. 

Again pain – white, hot, and unbearable – flared in Johnny’s bottom. He grit his teeth and tried not to scream. 

This is torture! He thought as the crop struck his perfect ass for the third time, I can’t go on! My girl body is too weak. I’ll pass out!

Then a funny thing happened.

As the crop came whipping down again for the fourth time, something changed. No longer was the pain unbearable. No longer was it torture. There was a thwack! and Johnny felt himself give a low, female moan. 

Suddenly, being spanked felt good.

As Louie raised the crop again, Johnny pushed himself up on tiptoes, raising his ass high in the air and gave it a wiggle. Louie responded by bringing the crop down three times in quick succession, each thwack! sending shockwaves of pleasure through Johnny’s female body. He closed his eyes and gasped. A bead of moisture rolled down the inside of his thigh.

He was getting wet. 

As the crop struck him again, he raised his head and moaned loudly, a female moan of pleasure. Blond hair lay plastered across his forehead. His vision was fogged with pleasure. Inside his dainty little uniform, he could feel his nipples were as hard as bullets.

This feels so good… he thought, helplessly.

The spankings were coming harder now, the crop whipping down against his bare, female flesh faster and faster, making him cry out, his high-pitched gasps echoing round the stable. 

Johnny turned and glanced over his shoulder and saw Louie’s mouth was slightly open, drawing in great big gasps of air as he struck poor Johnny again and again. There was an enormous bulge in his pants that made Johnny suddenly feel very glad that he was a woman.

“Oui!” Johnny cried, wiggling his ass again. “Oh, oui, Louie, oui! Spank moi!”

Instantly he felt the crop strike his ass again and he cried out in pleasure, a huge, helpless smile splitting his pretty, painted face.

Oh God, I must look so hot right now!

He pictured himself: a curvy blond 18-year old, dressed in a skimpy little French maid’s outfit, moaning and squealing as a black man whipped her perfect little ass. Then the crop came down again and all Johnny’s thoughts were obliterated on a wave of pleasure. 

His cries were getting louder now, tearing out his ruby lips with unselfconscious abandon. There was no way he’d ever be able to pretend he hadn’t loved this, no way he could shut this humiliating experience off from the man part of his brain. 

But right now, Johnny didn’t care. There was one thing he wanted more than anything else in the world. 

“Louie!” He heard himself cry, half-mad with this endless pleasure.

Don’t say it! His brain warned him. It’s the magic making you feel like this, don’t you dare say it!

But it was too late. Johnny delicately bit his lower lip.

“Fuck me,” he whispered. 

No sooner were the words out his lips than the whipping stopped. Johnny had just enough time to wonder if that was it, then he felt Louie’s strong presence directly behind him. For a moment, the two men simply stood there, Louie’s breath coming out in ragged, manly grunts; Johnny’s coming out in delicate, female gasps. 

Then Johnny dimly heard Louie’s belt buckle hit the floor, and suddenly a large, thick penis was being pushed deep into his pussy.

It was the weirdest thing Johnny had ever experienced. Louie’s dick was enormous! It shoved the walls of his cunt rudely aside, sliding deeper and deeper inside him. It was so thick that Johnny heard himself moan out loud.

How can all that dick possibly fit inside me?! He wondered. And then there was no time left to think, as Louie started thrusting. 

His black cock pounded deep into Johnny, his strong hips thwacking up against his stinging ass. Each thrust was like unleashing a wave of pleasure that threatened to obliterate him, washing over Johnny’s body with the force of a thousand tsunamis. 

It felt wonderful. More than that, it felt right. With an enormous black dick driving into his pussy, stretching his lips and making him squeal, Johnny realized he was experiencing more pleasure than his male body would have ever thought possible. 

“Oui!” He heard himself screaming. “Fuck moi! Fuck moi like your little bitch!”

Then Louie’s dick slammed into him and he was coming. He threw back his head and screamed as electric pleasure washed over his entire body, making goosebumps rise on every inch of his skin. He came once, twice, three times, then finally found himself floating back down to Earth on a soft pink cloud, his entire body lost in a fog of happiness.

At long last Louie went stiff. He yanked his penis out of Johnny’s pussy, roughly whirled him round and pressed him to the floor. Johnny just had enough time to wonder what was happening, then waves and waves of hot, sticky cum were flooding over his soft face, over his ruby lips, through his long blonde hair. 

Without realizing he was doing it, Johnny closed his eyes and opened his mouth, letting Louie’s white hot spunk splatter across his tongue, over his uniform, onto his cleavage. A musty, salty taste filled his mouth and he swallowed without thinking.

So that’s what cum tastes like, he thought, happily. 

Then it was over. The last drop of cum spattered down onto Johnny’s lips, and then Louie had let go of him and stepped away. 

Johnny opened his eyes and hazily saw the strong stable boy slipping his enormous dick back inside his pants, as he turned back to his work.

“There you are,” Louie panted, not looking at him, his deep voice making Johnny’s pussy tremble all over again. “Lesson learned. Go back to the house now, mademoiselle, I have work to do.”

Blinking, Johnny pulled himself unsteadily to his feet. His legs were so wobbly with pleasure, he thought they might collapse. Then he tottered over to the stable door and stepped wordlessly out into the sunlight. 

The dawn air was chilly as his way back toward the mansion. Dimly, he was aware that he was covered in cum and would need to wash his uniform thoroughly when he got back in. 

Already, his head was filling with the chores he would have to do. The floors to scrub. The sheets to wash. The meals to prepare. He had a demanding mistress, and everything would have to be perfect.

Johnny hadn’t realized it yet, but deep down, his new body was almost looking forward to its chores. 

Provided Annabel would let Louie use him again like that, he would happily be her little bitch maid Mimi for as long as she liked. 

*

High up on the third floor, Annabel watched her beautiful little maid daintily making her way across the field with a smile on her face. 

She could tell from Mimi’s gait and the state of her clothes that she had enjoyed her session with Louie. 

“Very good,” she murmured. “After all, there’s plenty more where that came from.”

The thought made a thrill run through her. Mimi didn’t know it yet, but Annabel had big plans for her. Plans that involved her being fucked night and day by Louie until her belly swelled up and the little maid found herself carrying the big, black man’s baby. 

And when that happened, Annabel was going to force her to have a home birth without painkillers. Mimi would lie on her little maid’s cot, her body streaked with sweat, screaming as Louie’s baby pushed its way out of her, her nipples sore from storing so much milk, her poor little pussy sore from giving birth to triplets.

Then, the moment she was done and the baby was safely asleep, Annabel was going to make her get straight back to work scrubbing the house. No time off for that naughty little maid. 

And once her body was back to normal, Mimi would be forced to do it all over again. And keep on doing it until it until she’d been fucked thousands of times by Louie’s black dick, and given birth to dozens of babies.

After all, it’s not like she was going to get too old to have kids.

The wish would leave her as an obedient 18-year old for as long as she lived. 

“Oh, husband,” Annabel crooned, watching Mimi absent-mindedly wipe some cum off her cheek and lick it off her fingers. “If only you hadn’t been such a jerk, we might both be living our dream life now. Instead, it’s just me.”

Her smile turned into a gigantic grin. She wasn’t really sorry. It was better this way. They were all going to stay young for the century or so, and she didn’t want to put up with a husband for all that time. 

Not when she intended on taking so many new lovers. 

Lovers Mimi would have to obediently serve, her soft body unable to do anything but watch in silent jealousy as her former wife was seduced and ravaged by them. By real men. 

In fact, Annabel thought she might make her watch literally. 

With a feeling of absolute happiness, Annabel threw open the window and called down to her beautiful, cum-splattered maid.

“Mimi!” She shouted, “be a dear and come up, would you? There’s an eligible bachelor living one estate over and I need to get dolled up to see him. After that, you can start mopping up and preparing my lunch. Then I need you to take a message to the other nearby young lord telling him I’ll be over tomorrow.”

Her grin widened. 

“I hear his footman has quite the dick, so you’ll have to suck it and report back to me! That’s an order!”

Far below, a look of horror briefly flickered across Mimi’s face. Then the wish kicked back in, and the dirty little cumslut maid curtseyed to her mistress like the obedient whore she was.

“Oui, madam.” Mimi called. 

“Good.” Annabel tried not giggle. “Then when you come back you can clean my toilet with your toothbrush. If you find any drops of piss make sure you lick them up!”

“Oui, madam.” The busty little maid turned miserably to go.

“Oh, Mimi?” Annabel called. “One last thing. Say ‘I’m a little cumslut bitch’.”

“I am ze little cumslut bitch,” Mimi called up obediently, an unhappy look on her soft baby face.

“Perfect. Now look lively, bitch,” Annabel snapped, “I’ve got lots to do today!”

Below her, Mimi gave one final, resigned curtsey, then trudged her cumstained little body back into the house.

Annabel closed the window, a huge smile on her face. She idly thought he might buy a little silver bell to ring whenever she needed Mimi. Perhaps she could even get her doing tricks, like the naughty little bitch she was. 

The silly little maid didn’t know it, but her lifetime of darkly kinky punishments was only just beginning. 

The End.


Read on for a free extract from Lisa Change’s kinky tale of gender transformation servitude and beautiful maid costumes…

Turned Into His Sister’s Maid 

A final tremble passed through Chris’s body, and then it was over. With a feeling of mute terror he looked up at his smiling sister. 

“What did you-?” he began, and then stopped, one hand clutched to his throat. His voice had changed, leaping up two octaves. Not only that but everything had changed. The way his tongue moved when he spoke, the sensation of making a sound in his throat, the way his own voice vibrated in his ears. Everything was wrong.

“I turned you into a girl,” Jasmine giggled. “But I’m not done yet. I wished you were my maid, remember? So let’s get that uniform on!”

At her words, Chris’s body trembled all over again. There was an itchy sensation, then suddenly a dainty thread began to knit its way around his crotch, weaving together at a frightening speed. As Chris watched a pair of lacy panties formed over his new pussy, delicately hiding its tender lips from prying eyes. He tried to grab, to tear them off, but instead two strings of lace leapt up onto his wrists and to his horror wove themselves into little frilly wristbands. 

His new breasts squirmed, then leaped up, squashing together into a large, cream white cleavage that rose towards his chin. A push-up bra had formed across his chest, and now two sheets of black satin were unrolling from it, brushing against his delicate skin. Chris stared at them, puzzled for a second. Then a thread leapt from one side to the other and suddenly yanked them tight, painfully pulling his sides in. With a groan he realized his sister had dressed him in a tiny corset. A spotless white apron unrolled from the bottom, hanging above his new panties. He looked helplessly at Jasmine.

“Way too slutty,” she frowned. “I want a proper maid. On with the rest of it!”

It was like reality was obeying her every command. Immediately, a long black skirt flowed out from Chris’s sides, stopped just below his pussy and wrinkled, the edges becoming laced with white satin. A black choker appeared round his neck, yanked so tight it made him gasp, then long white leggings were unrolling up his legs, coming to a halt high above his knees. There was another tingling on his scalp and a dainty little maid’s cap secured itself round Chris’s head, sweeping his dark hair back in perfectly sculpted waves. 

Finally, there was a skittering sound and a pair of black heeled shoes flew across the wooden floor and wrapped themselves round Chris’s feet, lifting him an extra two inches off the ground. He tried to kick them off, but they stuck firm. It was like his new uniform was as much a part of him as his own skin. 

Trembling, he looked up at his younger sister, watching him with laughter in her eyes.

“What the fuck have you done to me?” He whispered, trying to ignore the feminine whimper in his new voice. 

Jasmine simply smiled.  

“Go on. Have a look.”

She nodded through the doorway at the large mirror in the living room. Silently Chris turned… and froze.

It wasn’t possible.

The girl looking back at him was gorgeous. Dark eyes sat below flowing black hair that bounced and curled over cream white shoulders. Ruby red lips sat above a narrow neckline that led all the way down to two large, firm breasts. Her narrow body was curved, sexy, her legs slender and smooth. 

It couldn’t be possible.

Chris raised a hand. As he watched, the girl in the mirror did likewise. He blinked and pursed his lips and was surprised to see the girl pout at him, a sexy, servile expression on her face. Impulsively, he wiggled his frame and watched in fascinated horror as the girl jiggled her breasts back at him. There was no denying it.

He was a girl. 

“Not just a girl,” Jasmine purred, suddenly stood behind him. Distracted by the mirror, he hadn’t heard her come downstairs.

“A maid.” Her voice was soft in his ear. Chris felt his new body tingle all over. “My maid. From now until mom and dad get back, you have to do everything I want you to. Isn’t that right, Christina?”

In the mirror, Chris saw the girl nod. 

“Good. One more thing,” Jasmine’s reflection grinned, “When I made my wish, I wished that you would be constantly horny. Can you feel it?”

Chris nodded. Ever since his pussy appeared, he’d been aware of a warmth down there; a distracted craving at the edges of his brain, a powerful, half-hidden desire that already frightened him.

“Don’t try to fight it,” Jasmine advised, “the wish is too powerful. We’ll try it out later. In the meantime…”

She stepped back.

“Maid,” she commanded, her eyes flashing, “make me some breakfast.”

Chris’s new body nodded. 

“Yes ma’am.” 

“Then get the house ready for my party.”

“Yes ma’am,” Jasmine bobbed up and down in his field of view. Chris realized with a hot surge of embarrassment that he’d just given his sister a curtsey, bending his smooth new legs and pulling the sides of his frilly dress up. 

“Will that be all, ma’am?” 

“No.” Jasmine was trying not to laugh now. “First say ‘I’m a little sissy’.”

Chris tried to clench his teeth, determined not to give her the satisfaction. It was no use. He felt his body give a small, obedient smile. 

“I’m a little sissy.” 

“Better. Now,” Jasmine put her hands on her hips, clearly enjoying herself. “Tell me I’m the best.”

“Jaz!” Chris pleaded, fighting off his body’s urge to obey his sister’s every command “Turn me back! If mom and dad find out…”

But Jasmine simply shook her head. 

“Say it.” She commanded.

Chris’s shoulders slumped. He glared up at his sister.

“You’re the best.” He growled through pouting ruby lips. 

“Haha, brilliant!” Jasmine gave a little leap, happily clapping her hands. “I should’ve turned you into my sissy slave years ago! Now get to work. We’ve got lots to do today, maid!”

And with that, she was skipping away up the stairs, leaving Chris all alone in his new body. For just a second, he wondered if he could follow her, plead with her to turn him back. But then the birthday wish kicked in and he marched into the kitchen. If Jasmine wanted breakfast, his servile new body would make sure she got the best breakfast in the whole damn world.  
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New to the delightfully twisted erotic world of Lisa Change? Why not try this limited offer starter pack…

Lisa Change Gender-Swap Bundle

It’s a kinky offer you CAN’T refuse! For the first time, five of Lisa Change’s novel-length tales of gender transformation have been collected in one starter pack. Offered temporarily at an extremely-discounted 80 percent off price, this kinky starter pack features gender swap revenge, magical age regression, men turned into maids, forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender-swap servitude, and all manner of other erotic treasures.
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Like stories of men transformed into girls and forced to serve powerful women? Try Lisa Change’s deliciously kinky tale of gender swap servitude…

Turned Into Her Sexy Asian Secretary

Jake is an ambitious advertising executive who has just received the promotion of a lifetime. But his powerful business rival Hannah has other plans. She uses a magic lamp to turn Jake into her sexy, obedient Asian secretary! 


Lisa Change’s darkly erotic novel features a vividly detailed transformation scene, as Jake loses his manhood and becomes a young Asian girl desperate to serve his rival. With its perfect eye for kinky detail, this book will make you feel like you’re experiencing Jake’s feminized humiliations yourself… and loving every second of it. 


Will Jake manage to turn himself back into a man? Or will he find spending his life as his own Asian sex fantasy too tempting to resist? 
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Like what you’ve read? Why not try Lisa Change’s novel-length tale of feminized humiliation and gender swap servitude…

He Became Her Slave Girl

Harry thinks he’s got it all: a good job, a shy obedient wife, and a beautiful mistress who’ll do whatever he wants. Then one evening his wife Charley discovers a magic ring that turns her into a goddess. Confronted with her husband’s infidelities, she uses her new powers to extract a dark and kinky revenge: she turns Harry into her willing slave girl. 


Now trapped as busty airhead Harriet, Harry must obey his wife’s every whim – no matter how filthy! Dressed in a gold bikini top and tiny satin skirt, it’s finally Harry’s turn to be the obedient one; kissing his wife’s feet, worshiping the ground she walks on, and even servicing other men… 


Lisa Change’s cruel and sexy debut novel follows Harry into the depths of feminized humiliation. Dark, thrilling, and deeply kinky, it builds to breath-taking climax. 
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Like what you’ve read? Why not try Lisa Change’s latest tale of feminized humiliation and gender swap revenge…

Changed! From Sexist to Sex Object

Macho Sam is a pro-rape speaker who hates women. But a chance encounter with a feminist witch turns his life upside down. She uses her magic to turn Sam into the thing he hates the most… a gorgeous, sex-mad woman! 


Stuck as beautiful dumb blond Samantha, Sam will have to continue his sexist rallies to make ends’ meet. Only the woman he’s now encouraging angry young men to abuse is himself… and those men can’t wait to get their hands on his nubile new body! 


Lisa Change’s darkly erotic gender-swap revenge fantasy features a transformation scene so detailed, you’ll feel like it’s happening to YOU. Join Sam on his journey from sexist alpha male to his own worst nightmare: a beautiful horny blond desperate to suck on anything a strong man gives her. 


With its perfect eye for erotic detail, this book will make you feel like you’re suffering Sam’s feminized humiliations yourself… and loving every minute of it. Will Sam learn his lesson? Or will he find life as an obedient sex-crazed bimbo too pleasurable to resist? 
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