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 Author’s Note 

Hello sissies, and welcome to my brand new gender-swap starter pack! Inside this book, you’ll find five of my naughtiest novels to get you started exploring the deliciously kinky world of Lisa Change… 

Each tale in this pack features a detailed gender transformation scene, fleshed-out characters, a plot and a real ending. Beyond that, you’ll find they cater to all tastes and fetishes. If you’re into gender-swap revenge and servitude, forced male pregnancy, magical age regression, body part transformation, men turned into maids, cross-dressing, sexual orientation reversal, mind control, interracial intercourse or feminized humiliations, this bundle is for you.

For a sneak preview before the main course, read on…

∞ ∞ ∞

If you haven’t done so yet, sign up to my Amazon page now for information on hot new releases!

∞ ∞ ∞

Enjoyed this book? Why not leave a review. Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-transformation tales on Amazon…

∞ ∞ ∞

Turned Into His Sister’s Maid

Chris is an ordinary teenage boy who enjoys nothing more than annoying his younger sister. But when their parents go on vacation to Costa Rica, Jasmine decides to get her revenge in the kinkiest way possible. She uses a birthday wish to turn Chris into her sexy maid! 

Trapped as the gorgeous Christina, Chris is forced to wear a skimpy French maid’s outfit and obey his sister’s every command. Utterly obedient and constantly horny, he’s made to scrub floors, humiliate himself in public and sexually service other men. With the whole school coming round for Jasmine’s birthday bash, will Chris be able to keep his new identity a secret? Or will he be outed as a little sissy in front of all his friends? 

To read this HOT tale of gender transformation, maid costumes and servitude NOW, go here.

She Turned Him Into a Pregnant Housewife

Racist, middle-aged Jon takes great delight in being the alpha male. But when his wife Sophie discovers he’s knocked up their Guatemalan maid, she uses a magic lamp to exact a delightfully kinky revenge. 

Turned into sexy, fertile young Josephine, Jon is now the perfect housewife. Even worse, he’s got a demanding new husband! With her second wish, Sophie has turned herself into a strong, handsome black man with an enormous penis. She’s going to make Jon go down on her, obey her like the perfect little wife he is, and let her pump him full of sperm. Because Sophie’s revenge won’t be over until Jon is heavily pregnant. And she’s still got one wish left to make it happen… 

To read this steamy story of gender transformation and forced male pregnancy NOW, go here.

Becoming Christine 

(Her Digital Slave Girl, Book One) 

Christian Wolf is one of the most-powerful men on Earth. As CEO of Wolf Industries, he controls a vast empire of virtual worlds – perfectly-constructed digital realms where customers can live out any fantasy… for a price. 

But Christian has a secret. He stole his ideas from his ex-wife. And now Linda wants revenge. 

Trapped in a custom-built VR world, Christian is transformed into a busty blonde and forced to become Linda’s obedient secretary. Programmed to please and constantly horny, he has no choice but to pleasure his ex-wife on command, and let other men do anything they want to him. Will Christian be strong enough to fight his programming, or will he spend the rest of his life as Linda’s digital slave girl?

To read this TWISTED series-opener about gender swap revenge and feminized humiliations NOW, go here. 

Turned Into His Sister’s Pussy

18 year-old Sam has always been a bit of a pussy. But when his sister Jackie catches him spying on her and her sexy best-friend Gina, she decides to turn him into one… for real! 

Trapped as his sister’s pussy, Sam’s about to learn a kinky lesson he’ll never forget. Dripping wet and constantly horny, he’ll experience what it’s like to be penetrated by a dildo, tongued by his sister’s lover, and even to have another man’s finger inside him. Will Sam be able to escape Jackie’s cruel curse and get revenge on her? Or will he find life as his sister’s tender pussy too pleasurable to resist?

To read this DARK and KINKY tale of a man turned into a dripping wet pussy NOW, go here.

Turned Into His Wife’s Teenage Daughter

Hank is a spoilt bully who terrorizes his wife Jo. When his latest outburst causes her to break down in public, a local witch steps in with the perfect cure for Hank’s abusive ways. She uses a magic spell to turn Hank into Jo’s teenage daughter! 

Permanently stuck as 16-year old Hannah, Hank will have to learn how to wear makeup, dress in girls’ clothes, and put up with the boys at school fancying him. But the witch has plans for Hank. Plans that won’t be over until he has a teenage boyfriend, and has been transformed into the best daughter in the world! 

To read this HEART-STOPPING story of gender transformation and magical age regression NOW, go here.

∞ ∞ ∞

Don’t forget readers, these are only five of the fourteen novels I currently have available on Amazon. These include steamy tales of male pregnancy such as She Forced Him to Get Pregnant, gender-swap romances like Turned Into His Best Friend’s Bride, and deliciously kinky stories about interracial gender transformation and servitude such as Turned Into Her Sexy Asian Secretary. 

For a complete list of all my naughty novels, visit my Amazon page NOW. See ya there, sissies! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




 
   

  
 

 Turned Into His Sister’s Maid 

The nightmare started as soon as Chris closed the door.

He’d just seen his parents off on their weekend vacation to Costa Rica and was about to text his best friend Simon when his sister came padding down the stairs, an evil smile on her face. 

“They’ve finally gone, have they?” Jasmine’s eyes twinkled beneath her jet black hair. She was still wrapped in her fluffy blue dressing gown, her long bronzed legs poking out the bottom.

“At last,” she sighed, leaning on the bannister. “Now we can get ready for my party.”

“Don’t be dumb,” Chris glowered up at his younger sister. At 18 he was exactly one year older than her, but didn’t always feel it. 

“Mom said no parties.” Besides, he added silently, I’ve already invited Simon over. A tall, blonde football player, Simon had been Chris’s closest friend since they were five. With his broad, strong shoulders and winning smile, Simon was everything Chris secretly wanted to be. 

“You have to.” Jasmine looked down at her brother with a coy smile. “It’s my seventeenth.” 

“I don’t care,” Chris shrugged. He really didn’t. He was in charge for the next couple of days, and the last thing he wanted was a bunch of squealing girls hanging around, talking about hair and makeup. 

Anyway, he and Simon had plans.

Since they were sixteen, the two of them had been supplementing their allowance with earnings from their YouTube channel. It was minor-league stuff: a few advertising dollars here, a donation there. But it was better than nothing and – more importantly – it was fun. They specialized in videos punking their schoolmates. Harmless stuff, a bit of humiliation. But guaranteed a laugh. They’d even got Jasmine once or twice.  

“I’m the boss now and I say no parties.” He finished, firmly. 

Jasmine’s eyes glinted. “No, I meant you have to. You don’t have a choice.”

She leaned against the bannister, that evil smile still on her thin red lips. Even though she was his sister, Chris was scarily aware that with her slender frame and sculpted olive face she was beautiful.

“I knew you wouldn’t let me have a party,” she said accusingly. “So do you know what I did this morning? I made myself a cake, lit a candle and made a birthday wish.”

“So what?” Chris didn’t like the way Jasmine was studying him, like a wolf watching its helpless prey. 

“Guess what that wish was?” 

“I don’t give a shit.” Chris sighed, but secretly he was getting nervous. Jasmine wasn’t usually this dominant, this commanding.

This powerful.

“You should do.” Jasmine glanced slyly at her brother. “I wished that when I clicked my fingers, you would turn into my maid and stay that way until mom and dad came back.”

She raised her hand, thumb and finger poised together.

“How about it?” She asked, innocently. 

“Give it a rest,” Chris murmured, nervously. “Birthday wishes don’t work like that.”

“Oh no?” Jasmine giggled. “Let’s find out.”

And she snapped her fingers. 

For a long moment, the two of them stood there, Jasmine watching her older brother from the stairs of their large house, Chris frozen by the doorway. Then Chris finally let out a breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding. 

“See?” He asked, sarcastically. “Now go back to bed, I’ve got to get the house ready for your party.”

Jasmine giggled. “What was that, big bro?”

Chris looked up at her in fright. He’d meant to say text Simon. Trying to conceal his mounting terror, he tried again.

“Please Jaz, go back to bed. I’m not playing your stupid games!” was what he meant to say. Instead it came out as: “Please, mistress, go back to bed. I’ll get everything ready for you.”

High on the stairs, Jasmine threw back her head and laughed, her dark curls bouncing off her shoulders. 

“Hang in there brother,” she called, “you’re in for one hell of a ride!”

Below her, Chris raised a worried hand to his throat, wondering what the hell had happened to his voice. Then he saw the hand and screamed.

Gone was his normal, teenage boy’s hand, slightly calloused and lightly dusted with dark hair. In its place was a dainty, cream white one with a tiny palm and long, narrow fingers. As he watched in horror, Chris saw the nails were growing, becoming long and dark and red. 

“Jaz!” He yelled, “Make it stop!” 

Above him, Jasmine shrugged. 

“I can’t. And more to the point,” her eyes twinkled, “why would I want to?”

There was a loud tearing sound and suddenly Chris was looking down at his own bare chest. His t-shirt had ripped to pieces and disappeared, exposing his skinny frame to the morning cold. As he watched his jeans also split, tearing themselves from his legs and flying away into the trashcan. 

A thread unwound from his socks and they too pulled themselves apart. Finally his underpants ripped off and tore themselves to pieces, leaving Chris cowering naked before his sister’s delighted gaze. 

“Look at you,” Jasmine sneered. “You know, I always used to think you were too skinny and sissy to be a boy. I guess it’s time we put that right, huh?”

No sooner had she spoken than Chris felt a ripple pass through his body. Looking down, he saw his hips were pushing outwards, thrusting away from his crotch with a faint grinding sensation, giving him a curved, hourglass figure. As they grew his ass suddenly began to flesh out too, become pert and round. At the same time, his legs began to slim, the hair dropping away as they grew narrow, slender, sexy. Dark spots appeared on each toenail, blossomed outwards, turning them a lurid, slutty red.

“Jaz…” Chris tried to plead again, then suddenly stopped. A tension was rising in his chest. A kind of pressure, like something was growing. Chris reached up to stop whatever it was…

And felt his hand knocked away as two large breasts came bursting out. In fright, Chris watched as his chest kept inflating, growing bigger and bigger; his nipples suddenly dark and long, pointed up towards the sky. He tried to push them back in, to do anything to stop this nightmare, but they pushed back against his palms, full and firm and supple.

There was a tingling across his scalp, like a mild electric current was passing through, then suddenly long, dark hair was tumbling past his vision. He put up his hands and it swept around them, cascading down over his shoulders, dangling above his enormous new breasts. As he held his long, flowing hair before him, he saw the hair on his arms was retracting, worming its way back into his soft, feminine skin. 

“There,” he heard Jasmine say with audible pleasure. “You’re already looking better. But you’re not done yet, big bro, not by a long shot!”

There was a mild feeling of pressure, then suddenly Chris’s lips swelled up, became fuller, poutier. His face softened. His jaw – never strong and chiselled like Simon’s – lost its hard edge. Long, dark eyelashes sprouted out of his eyelids, fluttered in his field of vision. 

And then he felt it. A stirring in his crotch that was all the worse because he knew what it meant. No sooner had he let out a whimpered plea than Chris felt his cock shoot back into his body, taking his balls with it. For a moment there was nothing, then with a sound like Velcro ripping his skin split apart and a newly formed pussy hung between his legs, its lips already warm and faintly moist. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jasmine simply smiled.  

 “Go on. Have a look.”

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

It wasn’t possible.

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

It couldn’t be possible.

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

He was a girl. 

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

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

In the mirror, Chris saw the girl nod. 

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

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

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

She stepped back.

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

Chris’s new body nodded. 

“Yes ma’am.” 

“Then get the house ready for my party.”

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

“Will that be all, ma’am?” 

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

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

“I’m a little sissy.” 

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

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

But Jasmine simply shook her head. 

“Say it.” She commanded.

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

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

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

And with that, she was skipping away up the stairs, leaving Chris all alone in his new body. For just a second, he wondered if he could follow her, plead with her to turn him back. But then the birthday wish kicked in and he marched into the kitchen. If Jasmine wanted breakfast, his servile new body would make sure she got the best breakfast in the whole damn world.  

∞ ∞ ∞

By the time the doorbell rang, Chris had spent half a day in Hell. 

It had taken him forever to make breakfast, his delicate new body racing around the kitchen, pulling together the ingredients for a meal fit for a queen. Twice his new heels had slipped on the tiled floor and sent him sprawling. Each time, Chris had been humiliatingly aware that his outfit had hiked up as he fell, leaving his satin-clad ass on display for the world to see.

But worse had come when he’d finally trotted upstairs, Jasmine’s breakfast balanced precariously before his outsize breasts on a large silver tray. With a simpering servility that quietly horrified him, his body had knocked delicately on her door and then stood there, still as a statue, until at last Jasmine had murmured: “Come in.”

His sister had been lying on her large bed, surrounded by a sea of teenage mess, playing on her phone. Of the two of them, Chris had always been the clean one, and it always annoyed him no end to see how casually Jasmine could just cast dirty clothes onto her bedroom floor. 

Steeling himself, he had tiptoed over, quietly placed the tray by her bedside, then stood there with his pretty head bowed and his hands clasped behind his back. In disgust, it slowly dawned on Chris that his body was awaiting orders. 

At long last, Jasmine had roused herself enough to take a bite of her breakfast. As she slowly chewed, Chris had suddenly become aware of a fluttering in his stomach, of his heart pounding in his chest. It seemed his new maid’s body was so eager to please that one unkind word from his mistress would’ve made him burst into tears.

Instead, Jasmine had smiled.

“Not bad, Christina. Not bad at all.” Then she’d nodded at the mess surrounding them. “As a reward, I’ll let you clean my room.”

“What?!” Chris had shouted with horror, “Clean your own damn room!”

Yet, at the same time, he’d felt a secret thrill run through his body. An itching to get started straight away, to get tidying, to make Jasmine’s room cleaner than it had ever been before.

To be a good maid.

“Christina!” Jasmine had gasped in mock-surprise, eyes amused. “What’s wrong? Is my room too messy for you to dirty your pretty little hands with?” 

“Jaz,” Chris had growled, fighting his body’s urge to throw itself on the floor and literally beg its mistress for forgiveness, “This isn’t fair!”

“You want to see unfair, brother?” Jasmine had asked, innocently. “Try this.”  

And with that, she’d upended her breakfast onto the floor, adding to the already atrocious mess. Then she’d sank back down into the pillows and picked up her phone.

“Now get to work, bitch.” She’d snapped. “And after that you can scrub the whole house with your toothbrush.”

Teeth gritted, Chris had given his sister another curtsey, then scurried off to grab an armful of cleaning products.

Now here he was, three hours later, his dainty white hands encased in two long, yellow gloves, determinedly scrubbing at the floor of their living room with his toothbrush. 

The doorbell rang again and Chris pulled himself to his feet, cursing silently. After three hours on his knees his legs and arms were killing him. Worse, his enormous new breasts were turning out to be impossibly heavy. Each time he stood, he felt his back twinge in a way that warned of months and months of future pain. 

Ripping off his long yellow gloves, Chris wobbled to the front door and straightened his hair, unconsciously pulling the hem of his uniform down so it just about hid his ass. Then without realizing it, he put on an obedient smile and opened the door.

It was a bright, cool, day outside. For a moment the sun dazzled Chris, so all he could see was a shadow on the doorstep. The cool wind instantly sent gooseflesh racing up his exposed arms and made his nipples go hard as bullets, their pointed tips straining against the coarse fabric of his uniform.  

Chris blinked and the shadow’s face at last began to form from the gloom. From high above his tiny new body, Mr Johnson peered down at Chris, his dark eyes puzzled at this strange new girl in her skimpy clothes. A smile danced across his face.

“Well, what have we here? Good morning, miss-?”

“Christina, sir,” Chris heard his body say, humbly, “I’m the new maid.”

“Well, isn’t that something?” Mr Johnson’s eyes prowled across Chris’s chest, lingering on the highly-visible outline of his erect nipples. 

Ever since he’d moved in across the road six years back, Chris had always liked Mr Johnson. When he was still a kid, his parents had invited the handsome businessman and his wife over for dinner, and Mr Johnson had made a point of listening as Chris prattled on in the way 12-year olds do, never once patronizing him. From that point on, Chris had felt an affinity with their neighbor, considering him a “decent” adult.  

Now, as Mr Johnson gazed hungrily at Chris’s chest, he suddenly wasn’t so sure. There was a look in Mr Johnson’s eyes, one he’d never seen in another man before. It was the same sort of look a cat might give a mouse.

Nervously, Chris pulled the door slightly closed, trying to angle his body behind it, out the way of his neighbor’s prying eyes. 

“Can I help you?” He squeaked.

 “Hmm?” Mr Johnson at last glanced at Chris’s face again. “Oh, yes. I’ve heard some rumors floating around about a party here tonight. My son is in the same class as Miss Jasmine.”

With a pang, Chris realized that to his new body, Jasmine would never just be “Jaz” or “your sister.” She would always be Miss Jasmine.

His mistress.

“I’m a little bit worried about the noise.” Mr Johnson smiled calmly. “I’m planning a quiet night in, you see. Perhaps I could come inside and discuss it?”

It was like someone had thrown Chris a lifesaver. If the party got shut down before it was even started, Jasmine would have no need to keep him as her servile little maid. Pushing aside his nerves, Chris opened the door and smiled widely. 

“Of course, sir. Come right in.”

“Thanks.” Mr Johnson brushed past him and into the hall. As he did so, Chris caught an unmistakable whiff of cologne. 

“Right this way, sir.” Chris prattled, scooting around his tall, broad shouldered neighbor and leading him into the living room, earning his pert ass a cheeky glance in the process. He wanted to get this wrapped up before Jasmine realized someone was in the house and came down to argue her case. 

“So,” Chris had begun, perching delicately on the edge of the leather sofa, “about this party…”

The words died in his throat. Mr Johnson was still standing. He towered over Chris, a predatory grin on his smooth, dark face. 

“I called Miss Jasmine earlier,” he smiled, “To express my concerns. She told me her new maid would be willing to do anything to convince me not to shut her party down.”

“Anything.” He repeated, one large hand slowly unzipping his fly.

A shard of ice seemed to penetrate Chris’s stomach. 

That bitch, he thought, dully.

Outwardly, he smiled nervously. 

“But Mr Johnson, sir, what about your-?”

“My wife?” Mr Johnson grinned. “Well now, we’ll both just have to be careful not to tell her, won’t we?”

And then he reached inside his chinos and pulled out a thick black cock, his fingertips already working the end, pulling the skin back and forth, back and forth. Chris left out a soft moan. It was enormous. Huge. Like a deadly weapon that would split open and destroy any orifice it entered. It was hideous, disgusting…

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

Mr Johnson’s fingers were working it faster now, pumping the blood in, making it hard as rock. From high above, he smiled down at helpless little Chris.

“I like making little sluts like you suck,” he whispered. “I like making you swallow, then thank me for the privilege. What do you say, slut?”

Chris swallowed nervously. He had to get out of here, before…

 “Remember, whore,” Mr Johnson’s eyes were burning like fire, “Your mistress commands it.”

It was like switch had been thrown in Chris’s brain. Suddenly, he was down on his knees, his body scrabbling helplessly for his neighbor’s cock, little servile moans escaping his lips. He took Mr Johnson’s thick member in his dainty hands, looked up at him in horror.

“Well done,” Mr Johnson smiled. “Now. Suck.”

And then Chris was sucking.

It was a hideous feeling. Mr Johnson’s dick rudely pushed apart his lips, thrust deep into his throat, making him gag. His cock felt like solid rubber against his tongue; an alien intruder forcing its way inside him. 

Red lips wrapped delicately around his teeth, Chris slowly began to bob his head back and forth, back and forth, Mr Johnson’s hips thrusting in time with his movements. He wanted to scream. To cry. To spit it out and beg his neighbor to stop. Anything to end this nightmare.    

Then something strange happened.

As Mr Johnson let out a low moan, Chris realized his pussy was tingling. A faint, urgent thrumming was starting in his crotch, spreading outwards, enveloping his lower body in its warm embrace. As Chris began to work Mr Johnson’s cock further back into his throat, he let a hand drop down to experimentally probe his pussy. The rough feeling of the lace on his panties made the thrumming even sharper. With fascinated horror, Chris realized he was getting wet.

The wish, he thought, dully. Jasmine hadn’t just turned him into a horny little maid. She’d turned him into a horny straight maid.  

One of Mr Johnson’s thick hands reached down, ran through Chris’s long black hair, then suddenly yanked tight. The pain knocked the breath out of him, fired lightning rockets to every corner of his body. It made Chris’s nipples stand on end and his skin tingle. With a moan, he started bobbing his head faster, faster. As he did so, he silently slipped a finger under his panties and into his pussy.

For a second he thought it wouldn’t go in. His pussy was too new, too tight. Then suddenly the lips gave way and Chris’s finger plunged deep inside him.

It was like someone had thrown open a door. A doorway to a world of pleasure Chris never knew existed; one he’d never even suspected of existing. Waves of pleasure rolled up his body, radiated out of his crotch, making everything seem soft, everything seem good. Half in a daze, he pulled Mr Johnson’s cock out his mouth and swirled his tongue around the rim, earning a low moan, before greedily plunging it back in. 

As his head bobbed back and forth, Chris’s finger began to pick up speed, darting in and out of him with quick, jerky movements. As he bucked against his wrist, he realized something was building. Something strong, overpowering and elemental. Something his new body had been waiting the whole day for.

And then it hit. With a gasp, Chris felt something peak inside him. Then electric waves were washing over his skin, making him go limp, making him want to scream. The world around went dim, and then he was thrusting Mr Johnson’s cock as far into the back of his throat as it would go, desperately sucking as his new body screamed with pleasure.

At last, Mr Johnson went rigid. There was a faint sigh, then a strange taste flooded Chris’s mouth; salty and musty and wonderful. Without thinking twice, he greedily swallowed, then suddenly Mr Johnson was pulling out his mouth, stepping back, standing over Chris with a hazy smile on his face. 

Chris’s pussy gave a final tremble. He slid his finger out, gave Mr Johnson a servile smile.

“Thank you, sir.” He simpered.

“Don’t mention it.” Mr Johnson was already zipping back up, his eyes unfocused. “That’s a special talent you’ve got there, miss-?”

“Christina,” Chris answered, pertly. For the first time since his transformation, the name felt natural on his lips.

“Well, whatever.” Mr Johnson flashed him a final grin. “Tell your mistress she can have her party.”

Then he was off, striding across the living room to the front door. Chris watched him go, not quite sure what he’d just experienced.

Just as he reached the door, Mr Johnson hesitated. He looked round at Chris, still kneeling before the sofa.

“Just so you know,” he said, “My wife’s away next week. Feel free to come round any time.”

Chris gave a little nod.

“Yes sir,” he said before he could stop himself.

Mr Johnson gave him a cocksure smile. Then he opened the door and stepped out into the bright afternoon, closing it with a slam.

Over by the sofa, Chris picked himself up and drifted back towards his cleaning tools. He picked up his toothbrush, crouched down, and immediately got back to work. 

He didn’t realize it, but as he gently scrubbed the floor, lost in a sleepy fog, he had the biggest smile on his face.

∞ ∞ ∞

By the time the sun fell, Chris had scrubbed the whole house clean and prepared it for the greatest party in their little suburb’s history. Decorations hung from the ceilings. Drinks and mixers were placed out on the table. Space had been cleared for a dance floor in the living room. Surveying his work, he felt surge of strange pride that somehow compensated for the aching limbs and twinge in his back. 

Finally, with an hour to go before their guests arrived, he’d tottered upstairs to get Jasmine ready. 

His sister (mistress, his brain automatically corrected him) was sat before her large vanity mirror, applying her makeup, her body encased in a tight blue dress. Her eyes lit up as Chris stepped in.

“Was that Mr Johnson I heard earlier?” She asked innocently, watching Chris in the mirror.

Chris swallowed. He could still faintly taste his neighbor’s cum; tangy and musty. At the mere thought of it his pussy started tingling like crazy again.

“My, my big brother,” Jasmine drawled. “You really are a slut, aren’t you?”

In the mirror, Chris saw Christina nod, a faint pink blush spreading out across her china white face. 

“Yes mistress,” he mumbled. 

“I always knew it.” Jasmine slowly applied her mascara, “You used to pretend you weren’t interested in boys, but I could tell.” 

Chris said nothing. In the mirror, Christina blushed an even deeper shade of red.

“Here,” Jasmine held up her hairbrush, “come give me a hand.”

Slowly, Chris stepped forward. His body picked up the brush and began expertly combing Jasmine’s dark hair, sculpting it into waves that tumbled off her crown and coiled around her shoulders. Framed together in the mirror like that, they almost looked like sisters. 

“Y’know, I always wanted a sister,” Jasmine murmured, as if she’d somehow read his mind. “Someone who’d go shopping with me. Someone I could talk to about boys.”

Chris nodded.

“I know.” He said. 

“When I made my wish, I nearly asked for exactly that.” Jasmine was watching him work with a strangely open expression. “For you to turn into my older sister.” 

Chris avoided her gaze, absorbing himself completely in his work.

“I would’ve liked that.” He whispered at last. 

“I bet you would.” Jasmine leaned forward as Chris stopped brushing, pouting at herself in the mirror. In the artificial light of her room, she looked beautiful. 

“But then I suppose this is better, isn’t it?” She said at last, the old smile returning. “This way I get to pay you back for all those times you annoyed the hell out of me.”

Her reflection shot Chris a playful look. 

“Take your panties off.”

In the mirror, worry stole across Christina’s face. 

“M-mistress?” Chris stammered. 

“Now, maid.” Jasmine’s eye flashed dangerously.

He had no choice. With a small moan, Chris reached under his skirt and slowly pulled his lacy panties down, over his long white leggings, over his high black boots. He carefully stepped out of them then held them up for his mistress to see.

“Good.” Jasmine smirked. “Now turn around and bend over.”

Silently, Chris obeyed. Placing his hands on his smooth thighs, he slowly bent forward until his dress rode up, exposing his naked ass and trembling pussy to the world. Behind him he heard Jasmine giggle.

“OK, that’s enough.” She said.

Chris obediently straightened up and turned back to his sister, hands laced obediently behind his back. Jasmine had turned her attention back to her makeup now, applying red lipstick with expert precision.

“Don’t worry,” she smiled. “I’m not into girls. Even though in your new body it wouldn’t technically be incest. At least, I don’t think so.”

She leaned back to admire herself, winked at him. 

“I just want you looking your best for my party.”

The color drained out of Chris’s face. A cold finger wormed its way into his heart, sending chills through his body. All this time, he’d assumed Jasmine would keep him out the way during her party, keep him hidden. The thought of all the kids from school seeing him like-like this made his old feelings of horror come flooding back.

“Jaz,” he croaked. “Please, you can’t…”

“I can do whatever I like.” His mistress declared, “You’re my maid, remember? And I want you at my party.”   

Her eyes twinkled at him. 

“I’ve invited everyone.” She purred. “I want the whole school to see you like this. I want you to remember forever when the whole world saw you as my slutty little maid.”

“What do you think, Christina?” She tilted her head. “Good idea?”

No! Chris wanted to shout. It’s a fucking terrible idea! You’ve gone too far, Jaz!

Instead, he simply felt his body bow its head.

“Yes, mistress,” he said, humbly. 

“Excellent.” Jasmine finally stood up, gave herself a twirl. “What do you think?” 

“You look beautiful,” Chris whispered. He really meant it.

“I know.” Jasmine shrugged. “You’re not bad yourself. Huge improvement on your boy body. Some of the girls might even fancy you now.”

Chris wasn’t quite sure how to respond to this. In the end he said nothing. 

“Now come on, maid,” Jasmine swept past him, out onto the landing, “let’s get my party started!”

∞ ∞ ∞

It was the strangest night of Chris’s life.

From the moment the first guests arrived, he was thrown headlong into his role as Jasmine’s maid. Every time the doorbell rang, he dropped everything he was doing and scurried over, opening it with a big, servile smile. In between he mixed drinks in the kitchen, then carried them round the house on a large silver tray, offering them to his unsuspecting classmates with a flutter of his eyelashes. 

At first, Chris was terrified someone would recognize him. That his new life as a compliant, busty maid would be exposed for the entire school to see. But as the night wore on, it dawned on him that not only would no-one ever guess this attractive girl was Jasmine’s scrawny brother, they simply didn’t care.

He was all but invisible.

It was at once a great relief and a deeply unnerving experience. As he threaded his way through the crowds, drinks tray grasped before his gigantic breasts, no-one gave him a second glance. He was just a servant, hired in for the night by Jasmine to give the party some extra pizzazz. To these carefree, middle class kids, he was no more a real person than the coat stand in the hallway. 

Well, that wasn’t strictly true. As a person, he might be invisible. As a sex object, it was like someone had thrown a spotlight onto him. Whenever he crossed a room, his shapely ass wiggling under his uniform, boys would nudge each other, point at him behind his back. Whenever he bent over to give someone sat down a drink (something he tried to do as little as possible), he felt a dozen pairs of eyes crawling over his bare backside. Stepping up to a crowd of guys, tray in hand, was to invite a sea of faces to instantly glance down at his breasts. 

For the first time in his quiet life, Chris was suddenly worth looking at. 

Even weirder was the way the girls treated him. When he opened the door, he saw a strange, defensive look come into their eyes. No, not quite defensive. It was a look that seemed at once threatened and threatening. A look that seemed to say Yes, you’re hot, and I kind of wish I looked like you. But you know what? You’re still a servant. They seemed fascinated and weirdly repulsed by Chris’s breasts, his legs, how much flesh he had on display.  

Nonetheless, he thought at least of couple of them were weirdly turned on, too. 

As the night wore on, it became apparent that Jasmine really had invited everyone. A good two hundred people spread through the house, spilled over into the large garden. There were faces Chris knew from school, faces he knew from around town. There were even a couple of college kids, clearly revelling in their status as the oldest, and therefore coolest, guys around. 

At one point, as Chris went outside to pick up some ice from the garage, he heard a voice behind him.

“Hey. What’s your name?”

Turning round, Chris was mortified to see Tommy Ouellet lounging against the wall, his features half-hidden in the dark.

Chris had never liked Tommy, and knew for sure the feeling was mutual. A large, handsome jock, he seemed to find Chris’s scrawny presence offensive. Whenever their eyes met in the corridor, Tommy would have a repulsive sneer etched across his lips. He was the one person in school Chris had been careful to never openly mock on their YouTube channel. 

Now, however, the sneer was gone. Tommy was watching Chris with a casual smile, his dark eyes dancing over his figure. His heart skipped a beat, and Chris realized with horror that his new body found Tommy incredibly attractive. 

“Christina, sir,” Chris mumbled.

“That’s a pretty name.” Tommy took a casual sip of his beer. “Did Jaz’s parents hire you?”

Chris nodded. Tommy was the last person he wanted to find out the truth.

“That’s cool. My mom would shit her pants if she saw someone dressed like you round our place.”

What’s wrong with the way I’m dressed? Chris half-wanted to say, but it seemed redundant. There was plenty wrong with the way he was dressed.

“So, I was wondering,” Tommy leaned forward, bringing his face closer to Chris’s. Annoyingly, Chris felt his heart flutter again.

“What time do you get off?” Tommy asked, his voice low, masculine. His eyes slid down to Chris’s breasts. Instinctively, Chris wrapped his arms across his chest.

“N-not till late,” he stammered. “I’ll be busy all night. Sorry.”

“Shame.” Tommy towered over Chris, a small smile playing on his lips. A mental image rose up in Chris’s mind of Mr Johnson, smiling in the same way, unsheathing his thick cock from inside his pants. With an effort, Chris pushed the image away.

“Guess I’d better be off.” Tommy straightened up, casually. Then suddenly his hand shot under Chris’s skirt and grabbed his naked pussy. Chris gave a squeak. 

“Nice and wet.” Tommy’s face was only inches from his now, his slightly sour breath hot and damp against his lips. His large, calloused hand rubbed against Chris’s crotch, making his pussy tremble. 

“I could fuck you right now,” Tommy murmured. “I could fuck you right against this wall and you’d let me, wouldn’t you, you little slut? You’d enjoy it.”

“I have to go,” Chris whispered, trying to ignore the faint, warm waves of pleasure already beginning to radiate outward from his crotch. “I need to get ice.”

For a second, he didn’t think Tommy would listen. That he’d simply smile then order Chris to get against the wall, and his stupid, horny body would obey. 

Then at last, Tommy removed his hand. Straightened up.

“Whatever.” He said. Then he immediately turned around and drifted back toward the party, Chris already half-forgotten.

“Whore.” Chris heard him mutter as he left.

For a long moment, Chris simply stood there, trying to control his ragged breathing, unsure if he was frightened or angry or horny or all three. Then he picked up his bucket and went to get ice.

Back inside, the party was in full swing. Drunken teenagers snogged on the stairs. Jocks poured gallons of beer into one another. Girls danced in groups. Chris threaded his way through to the kitchen, trying not to think about the amount of cleaning he’d have to do tomorrow. 

“Brother! There you are.”

He span round to see Jasmine leaning against the countertop, smiling at him through half-closed eyes.

“For fucks’ sakes, Jaz!” He hissed. “Not here!”

Jasmine silently arched one eyebrow at him. Chris sighed.

“I mean: please mistress,” he mumbled demurely, “not when people are around.”

Jasmine nodded, satisfied. Then she turned to gaze at the moving mass of faces all around them.

“They don’t give a shit,” she smiled. “It’s just Jaz being weird. Watch.”

She reached out and grabbed a passing girl’s hand. 

“I want you to meet my brother Chris,” she said, brightly. “I used my birthday wish to turn him into my busty little maid.”

Chris’s insides froze. The girl looked strangely at him for what felt like an eternity. Then she seemed to mentally shrug, gave Jasmine a polite smile and disappeared back into the party.

Jasmine turned to her older brother.

“See?” She drawled.

“Please Jaz,” Chris pleaded, “Enough already. Turn me back. Or at least let me go hide upstairs.”

“Not a chance.” Jasmine replied, airily. “I’m having way too much fun.”

Then she grinned evilly at him. 

“Kiss my feet.”

“Jaz. I’m begging you…”

“Do it.” Jasmine’s eyes burned brightly. “Get down on your knees and kiss my feet.”

He tried to fight it. He really did. But it was no use. With a moan, Chris lowered himself onto the floor. He crouched on all fours, his uniform riding up, exposing his bare ass and pussy to the party. Then he leaned forward, pursed his lips with a feeling of nausea and gently brushed them against Jasmine’s foot.

A nasty, leathery taste stung at his lips. Behind him, he heard a girl giggle. He was uncomfortably aware that half the kitchen was watching. Yet his servile body forced him to keep his lips pressed there for a full ten seconds.

At last he straightened up, looked helplessly up at his younger sister. Jasmine tilted her head.

“What do we say?”

“Thank you, mistress,” Chris mumbled. Somewhere, he heard that wretched girl giggle again.

“Good.” Jasmine smiled at him, then she crouched down on the floor, bringing herself to Chris’s height. 

“You’ve done a good job, tonight,” she murmured. “Really. I’m having the best time in my life. The party’s great, all my friends are here, and it’s just perfect.”

An odd feeling of pride began to swell in Chris’s chest. He smiled back at his sister, unconvinced.

“Do you really mean that?”

“Of course.” Jasmine reached out tenderly, stroked a lock of Chris’s hair back behind his ear. “You’ve been awesome tonight, Chris. Seriously.”

She suddenly took his hand and pulled Chris to his feet.

“Come on.” She said decisively, pulling him toward the living room. “I’ve got something for you.”

She dragged Chris through the party by the hand, like two sisters about to share a confidence. She finally stopped over by the wall, and turned to him, a tiny glint in her eye.

“Has anyone fucked you yet?” She asked.

Chris’s jaw dropped open. 

“Jaz-!” He began, but his sister cut him off.

“That’s a no, then.” She glanced around the room, as if looking for someone. “Tell me. Do you want them to?” 

No!  Chris wanted to shout, I want you to turn me back!

Instead, he shuffled his feet in silence, strangely aware of a red hot blush spreading across his features.

“And that’s a yes if I ever saw one.” Jasmine smirked. “I bet you’re desperate to try out that new pussy of yours.”

Once again, Chris’s blush answered for him, turning his features a deep, brick red. 

“Thought so. In that case…” Jasmine’s eyes settled on something. “Look over there.”

Obediently, Chris turned to look.

And froze.

Across the room, Simon was lounging against the mantelpiece, a young blonde girl chatting to him. He was dressed in a tight fitting t-shirt that seemed sculpted to his muscular torso, his strong legs encased in a pair of jeans. As the girl chatted away, he kept glancing around the room, as if looking for someone. 

Chris turned back to Jasmine. The blush was gone. His face was white as a sheet.

“No. Please…” he whispered.

She couldn’t make him. Not with his best friend. It was too weird. Too disgusting. Too wrong.

But it was too late. Jasmine straightened up. The old, commanding look came back into her eyes. The old, cruel smile crept across her face.

“Maid.” She said, firmly. “I order you to fuck that boy.”

It was like something clicked in Chris’s brain. A switch had been thrown that meant the decision was no longer his to make. His body existed only to obey Jasmine’s wishes.

“Yes mistress.” He whispered.

Chris turned and gazed hopelessly across the room at Simon. From his place by the mantelpiece, his best friend caught his eye. Smiled.  

“Good.” Behind him, Jasmine could barely control the mirth in her voice. “Tomorrow you can thank me.”

∞ ∞ ∞

I’m dreaming. 

The thought echoed around Chris’s mind as he slowly led Simon up the stairs, the two of them slipping past couples, drunks, exhausted dancers. 

I have to be dreaming.

It had been scarily easy to seduce his best friend. After Simon had caught his eye, Chris had silently drifted across the room and taken his hand. For a moment, he’d been aware of the blonde girl glaring at him, then he’d leaned forward and kissed Simon and the world had vanished. By the time he opened his eyes, the girl was gone.

Some dream.

The kiss had been like falling into a trance. Simon had held Chris’s small, feminine body close to his and drank him in. His rough stubble had brushed against Chris’s face as his tongue swirled round the insides of his mouth, sending fireworks exploding through the far corners of his mind. Chris had pressed himself hard against Simon’s torso and been rewarded with the unmistakable feel of an erection digging into his stomach. 

And that had been it.

After checking Chris’s room and finding it full of smooching couples, Chris quietly led Simon into Jasmine’s room and locked the door. In the half-light of the streetlamps, he could see Jasmine’s bed, soft and still rumpled from where she’d lain on it that morning, watching Chris clean the room with a mocking smile. Up here the noise of the party was distant, muffled. More a feeling deep in your gut than an actual sound. 

“Seems like this might be a good time to ask your name,” Simon grinned, pulling his shirt off. His torso was muscled, dusted with light blonde hair that led in a trail down to his bellybutton. The sight of it filled Chris with a strange, sweet longing.

“It doesn’t matter,” he said, turning away. In the vanity chest mirror, Christina pouted back in her skimpy little maid’s uniform, Simon a dark, masculine shadow behind her. 

“Fair enough,” Simon was unbuckling his belt now, his thick cock already straining against the denim of his jeans.  

“Friend of Jaz’s?” He asked, pulling his pants down. 

Chris nodded, watching Simon’s reflection, his mouth suddenly dry. He delicately licked his lips.

“Something like that.”

“Great.” Simon was carefully peeling his socks off, putting them to one side. There was something strangely prissy about the way he did it that almost made Chris giggle. But then Simon spoke again and the words died in his throat.

“I’m friends with her brother. Chris. Ever met him?”

Chris hesitated, then shook his head. His dark curls flicked back and forth across his field of vision.

“Too bad. He’s a nice guy. Bit of a weed though.” At last, Simon stood up straight again. He was completely naked. Two strong legs dusted with fine hair sat underneath a large, swollen cock. Chris’s heart caught in his throat. In this half-light, Simon was more than simply handsome. He was gorgeous. With a frightened start, Chris realized his pussy was already drenched. 

Impulsively, he turned and looked at his best friend.

“Here’s the deal,” Chris heard himself say, not sure if it was Christina forming the words or him, “For the rest of the night, I’ll be your slave. You can fuck me however you like, in any hole you want. I’ll moan and crawl on the floor and be your little bitch. All you have to do-”

He hesitated.

“All you have to do is call me Chris.”

For a long time, Simon simply looked at him. Chris’s heart thudded in his ears. His legs long legs trembled.  

I’ve blown it. He thought.

Then finally, Simon nodded. 

“OK.” He smiled uncertainly. “OK, Chris.”

It was like a ball of twine that had been winding tighter and tighter in Chris’s chest for the last five minutes suddenly went slack. He smiled gratefully, then impulsively sat back on the vanity chest, spreading his legs so Simon could see the dark shadow of his pussy. He bit his lower lip and eyed his friend hungrily. For the first time since his transformation he felt fully female.

The confidence was flooding back to Simon. Looking at Chris’s sexy new body was making him go rock hard, his cock jutting up in the air like a pillar of granite. He grinned.

“OK, Chris. Get your cute little ass over here.”

Instantly, Chris was on his feet, padding over to Simon. He stopped before him and bent his legs slightly, shooting Simon a coquettish smile.

Simon reached out and grasped one large, strong hand round the shaft of his cock. Not taking his eyes off Chris, he started pumping.

“Get on the bed,” he whispered.

With a servility that both frightened and exhilarated him, Chris leapt onto his sister’s bed. He spread his legs and pulled his uniform up, keeping his eyes on Simon’s gigantic cock. Watching it swell larger than ever, the tip turning bulbous and purple.

“Now play with your pussy.”

Silently Chris obeyed, sliding a hand down his torso, running a finger across the lips of his crotch. He was so wet his finger slid in without meeting any resistance. 

As Simon watched, he began to gently buck his hips, driving his finger in deeper, deeper. Each thrust sent a new wave of sleepy pleasure out across his body, making his skin tingle, making his nipples go rock hard. Without being aware he was doing it, Chris began to moan softly. 

“Faster.” Simon hissed. “Make yourself ready for your master’s cock.”

His words alone were enough to send electricity running along Chris’s spine. Impulsively, he slipped another finger inside himself and gasped. It felt wonderful. 

Why has no-one ever told me this? He wondered in the depths of his pleasure-fogged mind. Why has no-one ever said how incredible this feels? 

No, incredible was the wrong word. It was more than that. More than just a feeling of pleasure. It was like he’d solved a problem in nature itself. How to plug that hole. How to make his girly body feel complete. 

How to become a woman.

Simon was pumping his cock harder now, his face contorted in concentration. Chris thrust his fingers in as deep as he could and heard a cry escape his lips. He was moaning now, moaning like he’d heard girls moan in porn movies. Not caring how loud he was, if people could hear. Moaning for Simon’s cock. 

And then it happened. Simon suddenly barked at him to get on all fours, and next thing Chris knew his face was pressed into the pillow, his dripping pussy raised high into the air. For a second there was nothing but his ragged breathing, then he felt the bed bow as Simon hoisted his powerful frame onto it. There was a pause that seemed to thrum with tension, and then Simon thrust his cock deep into Chris. 

Chris couldn’t help it. He cried out. He could feel the walls of his pussy stretching, stretching to accommodate Simon’s gigantic cock. He whimpered helplessly, terrified for a moment that there’d be blood. Then the pain passed. In its place came a feeling of pleasure so pure that Chris cried out all over again. 

“Look at your ass,” he heard Simon whisper breathlessly, “you’ve got such a perfect little ass.”

Then he brought his hand down on it with a sharp crack that made Chris scream and little sparks flash through his body. He buried his head in the pillow and began to cry out.

“Fuck me! Please master, fuck me!”

His pleas earned his ass another smack, then another, then suddenly Simon was thrusting, drilling his cock deep into Chris with hard, powerful movements. A strong arm dropped down onto his back, pinning Chris to the bed. Then Simon fucked him, fucked him like the sissy little maid he was.

When he thought about it later, Chris struggled to remember exactly what had happened. Time seemed to slip away in the darkened room. The world seemed to narrow down until it was just the fire in his pussy, and Simon’s cock, sending waves of electric washing over his tender female body. At some point, Chris heard himself beg Simon to say his name.

“Chris…” He heard Simon whisper, “Oh Chris…”

Then he felt it. Building up inside him. A tidal wave of pleasure that was all-consuming. Unstoppable It hit with enough force to take his breath away. Chris’s entire body gave a spasm, seemed to sink into a soft cloud of fire. Dimly, Chris was aware he was screaming, then the feeling peaked, before dropping away, bringing him slowly back down to Earth. Seconds later he heard Simon grunt, then felt him pull out and drops of sticky goo splatter all over his back. Hardly aware of what he was doing, Chris turned round, parted his lips and took Simon in his mouth, sucking him clean. He could taste himself, taste his pussy and the thought filled him with a strange delight.

Then it was over. Simon pulled out Chris’s mouth and collapsed on the bed beside him, breathing hard. He held out his arm, and Chris obediently curled up beside him, the masculine scent of his best friend’s sweat making his pussy tingle all over again. He placed his head on Simon’s broad chest.

“Thank you, master,” he heard his body whisper.

Beside him, Simon laughed.

“You know something, Chris?” He asked. “You make one hell of a maid.”

And in that moment, Chris realized just how happy he secretly was that Jasmine had got her birthday wish. 

∞ ∞ ∞

The next morning Chris woke up to find Simon still asleep, his powerful erection jutting up into the sky. Without thinking, he sleepily rolled over, parted his lips and took Simon fully in his mouth, bobbing his head up and down until Simon woke with a gasp and that strange, salty taste flooded Chris’s mouth again. Then Simon had plunged a hand into Chris’s crotch and worked his pussy until he screamed all over again. 

After that, they’d lain curled up together for a while, until Simon was ready to go once more. Then he’d thrown Chris onto his back, pulled his legs open and fucked him until Chris had wanted to cry, to beg, to do anything to ensure he never stopped. When Simon finally came, he’d crawled forwards and sucked him clean again, delighting in the acrid taste of his own pussy. 

All this time, there was only one thought on Chris’s mind. How natural it all felt. How right. For the first time in his life, Chris realized he felt completely comfortable. 

Eventually, though, it had been time to go. After a final fuck by the vanity chest – during which Chris had watched his girlish body in the mirror with secret delight – Simon had gotten dressed and the two of them had tiptoed out the room, through the detritus of the night before.

It had been some party. Bottles had been smashed, drink spilled and carpets ripped. There was vomit in the corners and dropped marijuana buds trodden into the rugs. It was going to take forever to clean. But Chris didn’t mind. Nothing could penetrate the warm fog of happiness enveloping him right now.

At the door they shared one last kiss. Then Simon had hesitated and pulled Chris close.

“Call me,” he whispered, his blue eyes making Chris’s knees go weak. “When all this is over… call me.”

And then he was gone, out the door, leaving Chris stood in the hallway with a goofy smile on his face.

“Have fun last night?”

Chris turned and looked at Jasmine, stood on the stairs with an inscrutable smile on her face. He nodded, suddenly bashful.

“Thanks, Jaz.” He smiled.

“Don’t mention it.” Jasmine looked at him, slyly, “Anything to spice up my brother’s sex life.”

“Yeah, well,” Chris shrugged, unable to get that goofy grin off his face, “It was a fun one-off.”

“One off?” Jasmine giggled. “I don’t think so. After your performance last night I’d be shocked if he didn’t come back for more.”

Chris frowned slightly.

“What do you mean?” He asked.

“I mean,” Jasmine swung against the bannister, eyeing her brother with a mischievous look that was somehow terrifying, “I think Simon’s gonna want some more of my brother’s ass, even when he’s male again.”

That cold shard of ice was beginning to worm it’s way back into Chris’s chest. 

“Why do you think that?” He whispered.

“Why do you think?” Jasmine was laughing now. “I told him. While you were out there getting felt-up by that douche Tommy, I told Simon everything. He knew it was you all along. But how could he say no when you look like that?”

A creeping sense of horror was climbing up Chris’s back, making the world seem suddenly very cold and dim.

She can’t. He thought, helplessly, There’s no way Simon can know I did that to him.

“I actually told quite a lot of people,” Jasmine was saying now. “It was all part of my wish. That people would know what I did to you, and that they’d find it hilarious. Now everyone at school is going to know what a sissy you really are.”

“You bitch!” Chris suddenly screamed. “Why did you do that? You-you fucking bitch!”

Jasmine looked at him with a dark smile.

“Because I can.” She said, cruelly. “Like I can do this.”

She straightened up. 

“Piss yourself.” She commanded, eyes flashing.

And immediately Chris felt something warm and wet trickle down the inside of his leg, dribbling onto the laminated floor. He let out a moan and looked down in horror at the rapidly-spreading puddle, then up at Jasmine watching him impassively from the stairs.

“Now lick it up.” 

Chris tried to fight it, clenching his teeth, tensing his muscles. But it was no use. His body obediently lowered itself to its knees, then leaned forward and started lapping the urine off the floor. The taste was acid, hideous. The rough grain of the floor rubbed hard on the tip of his tongue. It was disgusting. Nauseating.

And the worst part of all – an aspect so humiliating that it eclipsed all other feelings – was that his body was enjoying it.

Lost in disgust at his pathetic new body, he didn’t even notice Jasmine come down the stairs. Didn’t notice until she was towering over him.

“Until mom and dad get back, you’re my maid.” He heard her say. “And you will do whatever I want you to. Got it?” 

Still running his tongue over the floor, Chris miserably nodded his head.

“If I want you to lick my asshole, you’ll lick my asshole. If I want you to lick up piss, you’ll lick up piss and then thank me for it. I’m your mistress. Everything I do is right, understand?”

Tears pricking at the corners of his eyes, Chris nodded again. He could still feel the pee on the inside of his leg, turning cold in cool morning air. 

“Say ‘yes mistress’.”

“Yes, mistress,” he whimpered, trying not to cry.

“Perfect. What are you?”

“I’m pathetic.” Chris whispered, tears rolling down his cheeks. “I’m a pathetic little slut who deserves to be punished.”

“Good.” There was a silence, then the click of heels on wood. Jasmine was walking away, back to the stairs. 

“There’s some more piss round here somewhere,” she called back, “I want you to find it and lick that up too. Then clean the house with your toothbrush. I want everything spick and span by the time mom and dad get back.”

“Yes, mistress.” Chris whispered. Then he gratefully placed his lips back into the stinking pool of urine on the laminate floor, and started greedily licking again.

∞ ∞ ∞

Chris was on all fours in the upstairs bathroom, grimly cleaning the toilet with his toothbrush when he heard the car pull up. Immediately he got to his feet, straightened his uniform in the mirror, then skittered out and down the stairs to get the door.

It had been another day in Hell. After licking up his own piss, Chris’s body had forced him to crawl around the house on all fours, sniffing out spillages and licking them up. Each time, he’d felt his pussy tingle faintly and been mortified at how servile he’d become. 

He only existed to please Jasmine. If Jasmine wanted him to lick up piss, his maid’s body was determined he enjoy it.

Finally, after crawling over the entire house like a dog, his body had consented to let him stand again, and his cleaning mission had begun. As he was mopping the living room floor, Jasmine had come in with a smirk on her face and a large glass of milk in her hand. 

For a long time, she’d simply stood there watching him, until Chris had finally growled at her.

“What?”

“Just admiring your handiwork,” Jasmine shrugged. “You’re such a good maid. It almost seems a shame you’ll soon turn back.”

Chris nodded, grimly. The one thing that had kept him going after Jasmine dropped her bombshell about Simon knowing was the memory of what she’d told him right after his transformation. That her wish was only valid so long as mom and dad were away. 

In other words, that he’d soon change back. 

“Of course, it won’t be permanent,” Jasmine’s eyes were twinkling again, “My wish specified I’d be your mistress so long as they were away. Next time they go on vacation, you’ll go right back to being my maid.”

Chris merely grunted. This was bad news, but his parents rarely went away. He’d just have to try and make sure he wasn’t in the house next time. He only had to keep it up for a year, after all. Then he’d be off to college and free of Jasmine’s spell.

He hoped. 

“I was on Twitter earlier,” Jasmine was gloating now. “You’re trending in our area, you know? Lots of goss about how you let Tommy Ouellet fuck your asshole by the garage. Everyone’s laughing at you.”

That fucking Canadian shitbag Chris snarled mentally. Outwardly, he kept silent. 

“I’m going to miss this,” Jasmine sighed. “It’s so much fun having you like this. I get to pay you back for all the times you were a shitty older brother to me.”

“Like when?” Chris demanded, unable to let that one go.

“Like when?” Jasmine’s eyes widened. She folded her arms, and for the first time gave him an utterly frank look. 

“You mean you don’t remember?” She asked, quietly. “You don’t remember when I was fifteen and had a crush on Simon, and you got him to ask me out then posted the call on your stupid YouTube channel? You don’t remember telling everyone I’d let Tommy Ouellet feel me up at that party? Or that little video you made saying I’d sucked our neighbor off so he’d keep quiet about my sixteenth birthday party?”

Her voice was softer now, almost cracking under the weight of half-repressed memories of humiliation.

“You don’t remember calling me a slut, making everyone at school laugh at me?”

Chris stopped cleaning. He leaned against his mop, looking at his sister.

“Is that what all this is about?” He asked, quietly.

“Maybe.” Jasmine shrugged, her old demeanour suddenly flooding back. “Or maybe it’s just because I’m an evil bitch with a dominatrix streak. Or maybe I just secretly knew what you wanted all along and was kind enough to give it to you. Which do you think is more likely?”

Then she frowned and nodded at a patch of floor near the TV.

“You missed a spot.”

“Where-?” Chris turned round, baffled.

The glass of milk smashed down by the TV, sending shards of glass spinning. Chris turned round in anger just in time to see his sister stalking off, her head held high. 

Now here he was, six hours later and the house was finally clean. Just in time, too. He could hear his parents’ voices as he wobbled down the stairs, hear the soft click of keys in the lock. He ran forward, grabbed the door handle-

-and his mom stepped in, laughing at something his dad had just said. 

“Mom!” Chris had never been so happy to see his parents in his life. As the words left his mouth, he knew the wish was over. His voice was deeper again, more masculine. With a feeling of relief, he realized he could no longer see long hair in the corners of his vision, or feel the cravings of his constantly horny pussy. The nightmare was over.

“Chris.” His mom smiled, then blinked. “What on Earth are you wearing?”

As in a dream, Chris looked down at the sexy maid’s uniform still clinging to his newly-returned male body. Then he heard a stifled giggle and looked up at Jasmine, watching him from the stairs again, tears of laughter rolling down her cheeks. A phone was clasped in her hand, and Chris had a horrible feeling the video was about to appear on YouTube.

 Slowly, he turned back to his bemused parents.

“Um.” He said.

∞ ∞ ∞

A week later, Chris came into the kitchen to find his parents and Jasmine sat around the table, talking about something. As he entered, his sister flashed him the old evil grin that still gave him chills.

It had been a horrible week. At school random kids kept coming up to him and shouting “Sissy!” or asking if he’d really let Tommy Ouellet fuck his asshole. Simon was avoiding him, and one morning he’d opened his locker to find a pink maid’s feather duster jammed in there. 

Throughout all this, he’d just had to keep reminding himself: Just one more year.

“Chris!” His dad smiled, “Take a seat.”

Obediently, Chris dropped into a chair. At least he had his old body back now, although there seemed to have been a mix-up or two somewhere. His cock was at least an inch smaller than it used to be, and his wrists still looked suspiciously dainty. He also had to keep fighting an annoying urge to call his sister ‘mistress.’ 

At least I turned back when I did, he thought. Half of him was certain that if he’d spent more than a week or two as Christina he’d have been trapped that way forever.

“We’ve just been telling your sister all about our plans,” his dad smiled at Jasmine, who looked like a kid at Christmas. A particularly evil kid, it had to be said. 

“You know how we said we were going to Costa Rica for a vacation?” His mom asked. 

Chris nodded.

“Turns out we might have lied just a little bit.”

“Lied?” Chris wasn’t sure he understood. Why? 

“Only a smidgen,” his dad said, airily. 

“You see,” his mom continued, “we did go to Costa Rica, but not for a vacation.”

She paused, waiting for his reaction.

“We went to buy a house.”

“A house!” Suddenly Chris could see why his sister was so pleased. “You mean we’re moving to Costa Rica?!”

Inside, he gave a little cheer. Soon he’d be a thousand miles away from all this crap; in a new climate, a new school, a new culture…

“Not quite.” His mom gave him an apologetic glance. “You see, it’s too early to take Jaz out of school, and you’ve got all your friends here. So, we were wondering what to do…”

“When Jaz told us how well you’d taken care of things while we were away,” his dad jumped in. “Which gave us an idea…”

A familiar trickle of ice was beginning to make its way up Chris’s back again. 

“What idea?” He whispered.

“Oh, it’s simple.” His mom smiled at him. “We’ve decided we’ll be going out there next month. You can stay here and look after Jaz until you go to college, and then she’ll be old enough to look after herself.”

“You mean,” Chris could barely breathe, “that for a whole year it’d be just the two of us?”

“That’s right.” His dad smiled. “What do you think?”

Chris looked from his mom to his dad, then at his younger sister, watching him with her amused, predatory smile. For a second, he thought of his face pressed against the wooden hallway floor, miserably licking up his own urine. 

Then another image rose in his mind. Of Simon standing over him, his rigid cock clasped in his hands, as he Chris lay on Jaz’s bed, his fingers in his pussy. Of Mr Johnson towering over him, slowly unsheathing his fat cock. Of how right it had all felt. 

His family were still waiting. This was his chance. His chance to scream No! and beg his parents to stay. To threaten to leave school if they went, to abandon Jaz and run away, to do anything to stop his nightmare from continuing.

Instead, he gently swallowed. He looked his sister right in the eye, and caught a glimpse of that old mischief shining back. Of his cruel and wonderful mistress…

“I think it sounds perfect,” he said at last. 

And he really meant it. 



  
 

Epilogue

The month passed with frightening speed. The last traces of September’s heat blew away and were replaced with a gentle chill. The leaves turned brown and tumbled from the trees. And then the day was here. Chris helped his parents carry their cases to the car. Then he stood on the doorstep and waved as they drove away, away to their new lives. 

He stayed there, watching until the car vanished around the corner. Then he turned and stepped back inside the house, back into his own new life.

His mistress was waiting on the stairs, a cruel smile etched on her perfect features. As soon as Chris closed the door, he felt the change begin. Felt the pressure as his chest swelled back up. Watched as long dark curls tumbled past his eyelashes. Felt the distant tearing sensation as his moist pussy reappeared between his legs. 

Looking down at his curvy body, clad in its skimpy little maid’s uniform, Chris suddenly felt like someone who has just come home after a long journey. He reached up and grasped his breasts, enjoying their firmness. Then he turned and pouted at himself in the mirror, thrilled by how sexy he looked, how servile.

“Come here, maid.” Jasmine commanded.

With an obedient smile, Chris went and knelt before his mistress, feeling a secret thrill at her power. At her utter, complete control over every aspect of his life.

“I’m having some girlfriends over tonight,” his mistress said, coldly, “I need you to get the house ready and serve our drinks. Got that?”

Chris nodded his pretty little head.

“Good. But first I need you to go across the road. Mr Johnson’s worried about the noise. I said I’d let him fuck your sexy little ass if he didn’t call the cops. No lube. He wants to hear you squeal.”

“Yes mistress,” Chris murmured. He could already feel his pussy start to tingle.

“Perfect.” 

Jasmine seemed to hesitate for a second. At her feet, Chris watched his mistress in silence. Ready to do anything, anything she wished.

“I’m going to make your life hell this year, older brother” she smiled at last. “You’ll be kissing my feet and licking up piss and letting strange men fuck your little pussy like the slut you are. I’ve invited Tommy Ouellet over tomorrow to do whatever he wants to you. Understand? Your life is going to be Hell.”

Chris nodded demurely. He was counting on it.

“Excellent. What do we say?”

“Thank you, mistress.”

“Good.” For a second, Jasmine smiled down at him. A smile Chris hadn’t seen on her face since they were kids and used to play together. A genuine smile. A smile of love.

“Now get to it,” his mistress suddenly snapped, turning on her heel and stalking up the stairs. “I want this house spotless by the time our guests arrive. Then scrub yourself up too. Simon’s coming over, and he doesn’t want to fuck you unless you’re looking perfect.”

“Yes mistress!” With a thrill, Chris leapt to his feet, ran for the kitchen and grabbed an armful of cleaning products. The toilets needed scrubbing, his pussy needed shaving, and he couldn’t wait to get started.

The End.

∞ ∞ ∞

Like what you’ve read? Then you’ll love this extract from Lisa Change’s novel-length tale of gender swap revenge and servitude…

He Became Her Slave Girl

Charley leaned back with a look of satisfaction. 

“Well?” She asked, “Are you happy with our new arrangement, darling?”

No I’m not! Harry wanted to scream. What the fuck have you done to me you crazy bitch?!

Instead though, he simply knelt there in silence, his body betraying no outward sign of the anger engulfing him. 

“No?” Charley asked, “I thought you’d be enjoying yourself. After all, you used to take such delight in treating me as your slave. Telling me to clean the house. Making me cook your dinner every evening. Making me suck your pathetic little cock.”

A pause. Harry waited, his eyes level with Charley’s pussy. Her lips were still swollen from the tonguing he’d given her. With a sharp kick of revulsion, he wondered if she was about to make him lick her out all over again.

“So here’s the deal,” she said at last. “From now on, you’ll be my slave, OK? You’ll cook for me, clean for me and pleasure me. And if you’re a good little slave, maybe I will one day let you go. How does that sound?”

She tilted her head. “You may speak.”

It was like Harry was suddenly back in charge. In an instant, all the venom, all the rage he’d felt building in him since leaving Rebecca came exploding out.

“For God’s Charley! That sounds horrible.” Harry glared up at his wife “You can’t keep me here forever. I’ve got a job. Friends. A life.”

Charley yawned theatrically. 

“I’m serious!” Harry could feel the blood pounding through his ears. “You’re not Marie Antoinette! You’re not a queen and I’m not your slave! I’m a-”

“A what?” She asked, innocently. 

“Well, err,” Harry faltered, feeling self-consciously silly in his dainty little bow-tie, his cock dangling uselessly between his legs. Then he snapped out of it.

“A man.” He answered, firmly. 

“Oh dear.” Charley lent back, looked at him pityingly. “Oh deary, deary me. And I suppose as a man you shouldn’t be living like a slave?”

“That’s right.” Harry felt on firmer ground now. He was going to say his piece, whether she liked it or not. “Making dinner, scrubbing myself up, doing that-that thing you like… it’s not natural. It’s wrong.” 

He expected her to laugh. Or use the ring. Or do something. She didn’t say a word. Just looked at him, lost in thought. 

“I shouldn’t have sent that picture,” he carried on, the confidence coming back to his voice, “that was wrong of me. But Rebecca…”

“I had to do it. Don’t you see?” Harry gestured, hopelessly. “We hadn’t fucked properly in years. It’s different for you. Women sometimes go five, six years without a screw. But for us it’s, well, it’s impossible.”

Charley closed her eyes. She pressed the bridge of her nose between her forefinger and thumb and sat there, thinking.

“So the only reason you treated me like your servant,” she said at last, “the only reason you fucked that little slut is because you have a cock?”

Harry shifted uncomfortably. “Not just a cock,” he mumbled.

“And the only reason you object to being my little slave is because of your Y chromosome?”

“Yeah.” Harry nodded, suddenly feeling stronger. “Yeah, that’s right.” 

“Well then,” Charley’s eyes flew open, alive with amusement, “I guess we’d better do something about that, hadn’t we?” 

And she pointed her ring finger right at Harry and whispered something under her breath. Instantly, Harry’s bowtie detached and fluttered down to the floor. He watched it fall with a feeling of release. The nightmare was over. 

He realized he could stand again. He picked himself up off the floor, got to his feet.

“Thanks…” he began to say, then stopped. There was something wrong. Something different. Something…

“Oh Harry,” Charley tittered gleefully, “You’re going to regret ever opening your stupid big mouth.” 

Then Harry saw it. His feet were shrinking. Slowly at first, but picking up speed. Becoming smaller, daintier. The wiry hairs that graced his toes were coiling back into his body. With a feeling of horror, he held up his hands-

-and saw they were shrinking too. His large, calloused palms became pale, soft. His fingers narrowed, became thinner. His closely-cropped nails elongated. A dot of red appeared in the middle of one and began spreading, turning his nails a dark, shiny red. 

“What did you do?!” He squeaked in horror. Charley laughed.   

“You’ll figure it out soon enough, baby. But for now…” She folded her arms. “I’d advise you to just sit back and enjoy the ride.”

Harry watched in terror as his sturdy forearms seemed to ripple, then contracted, becoming thin and elegant. His large biceps, remnants of a time when he hit the gym at least three times a week, suddenly deflated like popped balloons. With a shiver he felt his shoulders tug inwards, closer to his collarbone. 

He felt something stirring in his chest. A strange, twisting feeling, like something was fighting to get out. With a strangled groan he looked down…

…and saw two large, beautiful breasts come bursting out. As he watched they inflated like balloons, pushing away from him, the nipples becoming long, pink and erect. He tried to stop them, to push them back in, but they swelled up even larger.  He gave Charley a horrified look.

“Relax, baby,” she smiled. “The best bit’s yet to come…”

Continue reading at Amazon.com.
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Like stories of men transformed into girls and forced to serve powerful women? Then you’ll love Lisa Change’s kinky novel of workplace gender swap revenge…

Turned Into Her Sexy Asian Secretary Jake’s head was spinning. 

She’s gone mad, he thought. Magic lamps? Three wishes?

Behind the desk, Hannah laughed. 

“I can see you don’t believe me. In that case, you won’t mind if I do this.”

Then she was rubbing the lamp and smiling at Jake with an evil look in her eyes.

“I wish this little bitch would turn into my secretary!” She declared. 

There was a distant sound, like a tiny bell being rung. Jake swallowed, nervously. 

“That’s it, Hannah,” he said. “I’m going upstairs. You’re a sick woman.”

Hannah simply laughed. 

“Oh, Jake,” she said with glee, “you’re not going anywhere.” 

No sooner were the words out her mouth than Jake realized he was shrinking. The walls of the office gently rose up. He looked at Hannah in fright.

“What did you do?” He yelped.

Hannah shrugged.

“Exactly what I said I would. I turned you into my secretary. My female secretary.”

She leaned back and clasped her hands behind her head with a look of satisfaction. 

“I suggest you hang on tight, Jake. This is going to be one hell of a ride.”

There was another faint ringing and suddenly Jake was naked. He looked down at his body in horrified wonder, then let out a scream.

His body was changing. Where once his chest had been broad and dusted with golden hair it was now narrow and smooth. As he watched, his pecs lost their masculine definition and began growing. He held up his hands to stop them and suddenly found himself clasping a pert pair of tits, round and firm. 

Jake shot Hannah a terrified glance. 

“Please!” He gasped. “Please don’t!”

“It’s too late for that.” Hannah sneered contemptuously. “You thought you were better than me, you thought you had ambition. Well, it’s about time you learned what happens when you cross a powerful woman.”

Jake’s waist was getting thinner, shedding pounds even as his boobies kept growing. A ripple passed through his lower body and his ass leapt upwards and outwards, giving him a sexy hourglass figure. 

There was a feeling like he was being stretched and his legs telescoped upwards, becoming long and slender even as his torso shrank. His shoulders narrowed, his hands became small and delicate and suddenly Jake was looking at a woman’s body. He gaped at it, unable to believe any of this was happening, unable to believe that this new body was his.

“For God’s sakes, Hannah…!” Jake began, then stopped in fright. 

His deep, booming voice was gone, replaced by a soft, high-pitched one. He reached up to his neck and realized his Adam’s apple had vanished. As he held his hand there a tremble passed through his fingers. Suddenly he was the horrified owner of ten long nails painted a slutty red. 

A tingling passed over Jake’s scalp and long dark hair was falling past his eyes, cascading over his shoulders. It stopped above his breasts and suddenly yanked itself back into a demure bun with such force that he let out a girly squeal. He tried to reach behind his head to undo it, but an invisible force held his wrists in place, stopping him. 

The flesh around Jake’s face wobbled and shifted, changing shape like clay in a toddler’s hands. His masculine jawline with its stylish stubble vanished, replaced by soft, feminine cheeks. In the bottom of his vision he saw his nose shrink, becoming prim and dainty. There was a pressure around his mouth, and then Jake was sporting two plump and painted lips. 

At last, he felt a tugging in his crotch. A tugging all the worse because he knew what it meant. 

With a low cry, he looked down just in time to see his penis shoot up into his body, yanking his balls with it. The skin around his crotch shivered, and then Jake was looking at his brand new pussy, its plump lips already moist and tender to the touch. 

Then it was over. A last shudder passed through Jake and his body stopped moving. In fright, he looked from his new form to Hannah, who was watching him smugly. 

“There,” Hannah smiled. “Isn’t that better?”

Jake didn’t know what to say. He reached up and grasped his new breasts, let one hand run down the smooth curve of his back and across his pert ass. 

It was impossible. But there was no denying it. 

Hannah had turned him into a girl… 

Continue reading at Amazon.com…






 
   

  
 

 She Turned Him Into a Pregnant Housewife 

I

It wasn’t possible. 

Jon looked in horror at his wife’s new face, inches from his, her brow dripping with sweat. Sophie was still breathing hard, exhausted by their passionate fuck. Her dark eyes looked deep into his. Her handsome, newly-square jaw split into a gigantic grin. 

“How’d you like that?” She whispered in her deep voice. 

Jon closed his eyes. He tried to ignore the pain in his breasts. The strange dampness in his crotch. The way his ass stung where Sophie had spanked him as he loudly climaxed.

He had to be dreaming. He couldn’t bring himself to believe this was really happening. 

But, deep down, he knew it was true.

His wife had – somehow – turned him into a beautiful woman. A woman with big tits and a tight little pussy. A woman who loved rough sex. 

And that wasn’t all she’d changed…

He opened his eyes. Sophie’s masculine face was inches from his. A mocking light danced in her eyes. She knew exactly how much he’d enjoyed it. Knew exactly how much pleasure he, Jon, the alpha male, had got from having his newly-muscular wife fuck him with her enormous black penis. 

“Remember,” Sophie grinned, “you can no longer lie to me. The magic forbids it.”

“It was…” Jon swallowed. His new voice sounded disgusting to his ears. It was too high, too girly.

“It was amazing,” he confessed, feeling a deep shame welling up inside himself. “I loved it.” 

“I know you did.” Sophie reached out and caressed his breast with one large hand, smiling all the time. “And you know what I’m going to do? I’m going to fuck you like that every night until you learn your lesson.”

Her eyes flashed.

“Until you get pregnant.” 

A soft moan escaped Jon’s lips. He wanted to plead, to beg Sophie not to do this, to tell her didn’t want to get pregnant.

But it was no use. He could no longer lie. And deep down, in a place he didn’t want to admit existed, he knew part of him was dying to feel a baby growing inside him. 

“And when you finally get pregnant,” Sophie continued, idly tweaking his sore nipples with her thick thumb and forefinger, “do you know what I’m going to use my next wish for?”

Jon nodded miserably. He could already guess.

“I’m going to give you triplets. How does that sound…” Sophie paused. “…wife?”

Jon closed his eyes.

“It sounds amazing.” He whispered in shame.

Deep down, he was wondering how the hell he let this happen. How the hell did he let his partner turn him into her horny, fertile wife?

But he already knew the answer.

And it was entirely his fault. 

∞ ∞ ∞

The nightmare had started the moment Jon got home from work. Sophie had been waiting for him in the hallway, a dark expression on her face and her hands clasped behind her back. 

“I know what you’ve been up to,” she snapped the moment he entered, “so don’t try to deny it.”

“What the hell are you jawing about?” Jon had grunted. He’d had an exhausting day at the office. His black boss had been giving him a hard time, and Jon had spent the entire journey home thinking dark thoughts about ‘African-Americans.’

If anyone had asked, Jon would never have said he was a racist. All the same, he’d never felt entirely comfortable with the idea of black people having power over him.

“I got a call from Catalina,” Catalina was their maid, a 20-year old Guatemalan beauty with soft skin and enormous breasts, “she said she can’t come in today. Or ever.” 

“Why not?” Asked Jon, wondering what it had to do with him.

“Because she’s pregnant.” Sophie glared at him. 

Jon froze by the coatrack. He forced up a smile he prayed to God was convincing.

“That’s wonderful-” he began.

“With your child.” Sophie scowled, her blue eyes flashing beneath her long, blonde hair. “Don’t deny it, she’s already had a paternity test.” 

“There’s got to be some mistake…” Jon kept the false smile plastered to his face, his mind racing.

But we were so careful! He thought, helplessly. 

“Oh, really? Well, let’s find out, shall we?” 

From behind her back Sophie pulled out a battered old metal lamp. It was an old-fashioned, Arabian Nights-style thing. It looked hundreds of years old.

“Do you know what this is?” His wife asked, sweetly. 

Jon shrugged. It was one of those antiques Sophie sometimes ordered off eBay, the ones he never paid much attention to.

“It’s a magic lamp,” Sophie declared. “I bought it off some idiot who was selling it as a stage prop. But it’s the real deal, alright, and it gives the owner five wishes.”

“That’s crazy…” Jon began.

“Is it?” Sophie shrugged. “Let’s see.”

And then she was furiously rubbing the side of the lamp, glaring at him.

“I wish this swine would never lie to me again,” she spat. 

There was a faint tinkling, like the sound of distant wind chimes. Jon thought he felt a brief tickle in his throat. He coughed nervously, he didn’t like where this was going. 

“C’mon Soph, give it a rest. I never-”

‘Touched Catalina’ was what he meant to say, but suddenly there was a burning heat and the words died in his throat. Jon raised a hand to his mouth and looked at his wife in horror.

“Good, it’s working.” Sophie crossed her arms and smiled at him. “Now, tell me the truth. Did you fuck Catalina?”

“Yeah.” Jon struggled to keep his mouth shut, but it was no use. The words came tumbling out. 

“Fifty times, at least. I used to fuck her in our bed when you were out of town.” 

Sophie raised an eyebrow. Jon clasped his hand across his mouth, his eyes wide with fright.

I didn’t mean to say that, he thought wildly, how can she do that?

But he already knew. 

The magic lamp was real.

“I knew it.” Sophie was angrier now than he’d ever seen her before. “All those years you said you didn’t want a baby, and you go and have one with the fucking maid. Well, guess what? Now you’re not going to have any choice about having kids.”

She rubbed the lamp angrily. 

“I wish you’d turn into the perfect housewife!” She shouted. 

The moment she’d finished speaking there was another faint tinkling. Jon urgently tried to plead with his wife.

“No, Sophie, you can’t!” He shouted. But it was too late. He could already feel himself starting to change.

The first thing he noticed was the hallway getting bigger. The walls rose gently up either side of him as the floor came up to meet him. His work clothes, too, seemed to grow. Suddenly his shirt was hanging from his frame. His pants felt looser.

I’m getting smaller, Jon thought, helplessly. 

There was another faint tinkling and then he didn’t have to worry about his clothes anymore. His jacket, his pants, his shirt, everything disappeared, leaving him cowering naked under his wife’s gaze. 

Across the hall, Sophie sneered at his naked body. 

“I put up with that stupid, fat, pathetic body of yours for far too long,” she said. “I think it’s time we replaced it with something a little easier on the eye.”

No sooner had she finished speaking than Jon felt a ripple running through his torso. He looked down in time to see his belly deflate, the fat falling away from his sides as his hips grew and pushed outwards. His body twisted, and suddenly he had a perfect hourglass figure, curved and sexy. 

There was a faint grinding in his shoulders as they narrowed down, losing their broadness. A ripple ran through his arms. His large biceps, leftovers from his gym days, shrank away to almost nothing. 

Jon gaped at his newly-slender arms and was horrified to see the short black hairs that dusted them disappear, turning downy and smooth and invisible. 

A feeling of pressure grew at the top of his legs, and his ass jumped out, becoming smooth and round. The hair fell from his legs, collecting in a little pile on the carpet. Jon bent forward to watch them fall and let out a low groan.

His large feet were now half their normal size, their ankles thin and dainty. As he watched, a spot of nail paint appeared in the middle of one toenail and started to grow, turning them a deep, womanly red. 

There was a loud click, then Jon’s jaw was retreating, it’s masculine edge softening into female roundness. He reached up his hand to feel his newly-smooth cheeks and gasped in fright as he saw his fingers – now long and elegant and tipped with long red nails. He shot his wife a pleading glance.

“Sophie,” he shouted desperately, “I’m sorry! For the love of God, please don’t do this!”

“It’s too late for that,” Sophie curled her lip contemptuously. “You’ll just have to be a good boy and accept your punishment.”

Then she shook her head and laughed.

“What am I saying? You’ll have to be a good girl.”

The moment she said the word ‘girl’ Jon’s body gave another spasm. There was a feeling of pressure in his chest and suddenly he was growing a large, pert pair of breasts. He reached up to stop them but instead they grew out and filled his hands, full and supple, the nipples long and tender.

A mild electric current seemed to pass through Jon’s scalp, and suddenly waves of long blonde hair were tumbling past his vision, cascading over his shoulders. They came to a rest above his cream white breasts, lying seductively across his skin. 

And then it happened. The moment Jon had been dreading. 

A tremor passed through his cock. With a girly scream he reached out to grab it, but it was no good. His dick shot back inside his body, taking his balls with it. For a split-second there was nothing between his legs but smooth skin. Then there was a sound like Velcro ripping and two plump lips formed beside his new vagina, already moist and trembling to his touch. 

Finally, a hideous sensation of nausea rose up. Jon felt his insides slosh around noisily before at last settling down, his internal organs reorganized to make way for his womb. 

Then it was over. Jon looked up at his wife in fright. 

“Sophie…” he whispered, then stopped. 

His voice had changed. Where it had once been deep and masculine, the voice of an Alpha male, it was now soft and high-pitched and feminine. The sound of it made him want to scream, but he knew that would only make him sound even-more female. 

“What did you do?!” He squeaked at last. 

From her position by the stairs, Sophie smiled and nodded at the hallway mirror.

“Take a look,” she said. 

Trembling, Jon turned. Then he let out a deep, horrified moan.

It was worse than he could have possibly imagined.

Gone was big strong Jon, still looking powerful even as he slid into middle age. In his place was a trembling young waif of a girl with flowing blonde hair and shy blue eyes that sat above pouty lips. Her body was delicate, curved, her breasts large and pale. She looked young, maybe twenty at most, and nervous.

No, that wasn’t right, not nervous. There was something else in her eyes, in the way she held herself. She wasn’t scared. She was…

Then Jon hit on the word. In the mirror, the color drained from the girl’s face.

Inexperienced, he thought, numbly.

The girl in the mirror was a virgin.  

“Quite an improvement, don’t you think?” 

Jon gave a yelp. He’d been so engrossed in his new self that he hadn’t noticed Sophie wander over to him. 

“Very pretty.” His wife gently reached out and brushed Jon’s long hair back from his forehead. Jon’s new body trembled at her touch. 

“What have you done?!” Jon whispered in fright. In the mirror, he saw the girl mouth the words in time with him, her blue eyes round as saucers. 

Beside him, Sophie shrugged. 

“I turned you into the perfect little housewife. Pretty. A virgin. Extremely fertile. And…” She smiled savagely, “desperate to get pregnant.” 

“I’m not-!” Jon started to shout, but then a burning heat forced him to close his lying mouth.

Deep down inside him, like some elemental force, he could feel his body crying out. A craving that was now as much a part of him as his need for food or water. A powerful desire to have his womb invaded by cocks and pumped full of sperm.

An overwhelming urge to get pregnant. 

“I’ve taken away your attraction to girls,” Sophie whispered in his ear. “From now on, you’ll be one hundred percent straight. Every night, you’ll dream of men fucking you with their enormous cocks. Every time you close your eyes you’ll secretly wish you were being raped.”

“Go ahead,” she smiled. “Try it.”

Thinking he had to be dreaming, Jon closed his eyes. 

Immediately, he wished he hadn’t. No sooner had the world vanished into darkness than his new body was conjuring up images of strong black men, their bodies glistening with sweat, holding him down and raping him. Fucking his pussy until it was dripping with come. Filling his womb with so much sperm that he had to be pregnant. 

He opened his eyes again with a cry and turned to his wife. With a feeling of misery, he saw that Sophie was now at least four inches taller than him. 

“Please,” he whimpered in his girly voice, “you can’t do this.”

“I can do whatever I like,” Sophie’s eyes twinkled. “I have the lamp, remember? And the first thing I want to do is get you pregnant.”

Jon looked up at her incredulously. 

What does she mean? IVF? Are we going to be a lesbian couple from now on?

Sophie laughed at his thunderstruck expression.

“Believe me, I have no desire to be your wife,” she smiled. It was like she’d read his mind. “And IVF would take way too long. No, I’ve got a simpler solution.” 

Then she stepped back and waved the lamp at him.

“You know, I always used to wonder what it’d be like to wear the trousers in our relationship. I guess we’re going to find out. Literally.”

She gave the lamp another rub, smiling evilly.

“I wish I was your big, strong, handsome husband,” she declared. 

“No!” Jon squeaked in his female voice, but it was too late. He could already hear the distant tinkling. And then Sophie was changing. 

Jon watched in horror as his wife began to grow, her body stretching up toward the ceiling, her shoulders broadening out. Her tight white top began to rip at the seams then her clothes suddenly disappeared and she was towering naked over him, at least six foot four. 

“Oh, that feels good,” Sophie sighed, then winked at him. “I can’t wait to see what sort of husband I make.”

As she spoke, her breasts deflated, turned into pecs and hardened up with muscle. Her shoulders grew out away from her neckline, giving her body a masculine ‘v’ shape. Her hips narrowed down, her sides filled out, and suddenly his wife had a perfect man’s torso, strong and muscular. 

With a start of horror, Jon realized that he couldn’t look away from her broad new chest. Already, with the transformation only half-complete, he was feeling deeply turned on by his wife’s new body.

There was a hissing sound, like air being blown into something, and Sophie’s arms grew larger, her biceps inflating to an enormous size. Her thin hands trembled, then filled out, becoming large and strong. A dusting of dark hairs danced across the surface as testosterone flooded through her new body. 

In quick succession, Sophie’s legs grew sturdy and sprouted hairs, her jawline became hard and rugged, and her hair leapt back into her scalp, leaving a stylishly-shaved head. 

Her neck shivered and then an Adam’s apple popped out, swelling up beneath the flesh. Sophie laughed. A deep, masculine laugh. 

“God, all that testosterone. I had no idea. It’s like…” She gave Jon a hungry look. “It’s like you’re just an object. One I’m going to hold down and fuck with my brand new cock.” 

As if on cue, Sophie’s vagina closed up. There was a pause, and then a huge penis came bursting out, growing longer, longer. Jon watched in fright as it grew further and further out from Sophie’s body, dangling between her legs, its tip turning dark and bulbous. 

Oh my God, He thought to himself, It’s massive!

Sophie’s dick was easily nine inches, and still it was growing. As Jon watched, its end became darker and darker, until it looked almost black. He gave the strong man standing over him a puzzled look. Sophie grinned.

“I didn’t just want to change my gender.” Her deep new voice made Jon’s legs go weak with desire. “I decided to change everything.”

And then it happened. As Jon watched, Sophie’s Caucasian features shifted slightly, then her entire body turned darker. Her skin went from pale and white to a smooth ebony that made Jon’s brand new pussy tingle with urgent desire. 

No! He thought, desperately, she can’t!

But it was too late. Sophie’s transformation was over.

His small, blonde wife had turned into a tall, muscular black man. 

A very sexy black man. 

For a long time, the two simply stood there, staring at each other’s new bodies. 

It was incredible, though Jon. Impossible. They’d gone from being husband and wife to… well, husband and wife. Only now he  was the wife. And Sophie was…

Sophie was gorgeous, he realized with a jolt. He felt his new eyes flitting across her broad, strong frame, taking in her enormous biceps and washboard abs. Felt a warmth spreading through his crotch that seemed to radiate out to every single part of his body.

It seemed his new body was helplessly attracted to black skin.

Jon idly glanced down and gasped. Sophie’s cock was erect from the sight of his soft, female body. It jutted up against her new stomach like a heavy wooden club, hard and thick. 

The sight of it made Jon’s face flush red with embarrassment and his legs start to tremble. His new, virginal body was terrified of the thing hanging between his wife’s legs. Terrified of its thickness, of its power to split his hymen. 

But it wasn’t just terror he was feeling…

“What do you think?” Sophie’s voice was low. It almost seemed to vibrate inside Jon’s body, making gooseflesh erupt across his soft, female skin.    

What do I think?! Jon wanted to yell. I think you’re sick, Sophie. I think you’re a crazy bitch and you need to turn me back right now! 

Instead, he heard his new body give a simpering giggle. There was a burning heat in his throat. And then the awful truth came.

“I think,” he heard himself whisper with a feeling of horror, “that you’d better take your new wife upstairs and fuck her.”

∞ ∞ ∞

This can’t be happening.

The thought clattered round Jon’s head as he led Sophie up the stairs, his dainty female hand clasped around her thick new cock. 

It has to be a dream.

They stopped outside their bedroom, and Jon felt Sophie’s strong, male arms wrap around his body. He felt one large hand brush the blonde hair back from his shoulders, then Sophie’s lips were pressed up against his long neck, the rough feel of her stubble enough to make his nipples go as hard as bullets. 

Please God, let this be a dream.

He could feel Sophie’s dick pressed against his bare ass, an enormous club-like thing that would split him in half if he tried to put it inside himself. Feel her hot, stale breath on his cheek. 

The masculine smell of her sweat this close was enough to drive him wild. 

“You’ve got such a perfect little ass,” Sophie growled in his ear. “I can’t wait to throw you on the bed and fuck you like a little bitch.”

At the sound of her words, Jon felt an unconscious moan escape his lips. Not a moan of despair or horror. The moan of a woman who is desperate for a fuck. 

Get a hold of yourself! He snapped. You’re a man. Don’t let this bitch treat you like a sissy little girl.

But then Sophie spoke again and the last traces of Jon’s masculinity blew away like leaves on the wind.

“I can’t wait to get you pregnant.”

It was like all the desires of Jon’s new body suddenly came swirling up, threatening to overpower his mind. 

He needed Sophie’s cum. Needed it. He needed her to fuck him until his fertile womb was drowned in sperm. Until his belly started to swell up and his breasts got heavy and full of milk. Until he was trapped as a mommy permanently.

Without even being fully aware he was doing it, Jon turned and wrapped his arms around his wife’s broad shoulders. Then he was kissing her passionately, thrilling at the way her stubble scratched his cheek.

Jon clutched his female form against Sophie hard. Felt her muscular chest squash his large, supple breasts against his body. Felt her dick press against the folds of his pussy. He leaned back, a horrible, burning feeling in his throat. 

Don’t! A distant voice inside him screamed. Don’t you dare say it!

But Jon couldn’t stop himself. The magic was too powerful. He was going to spill his innermost desires and there was nothing he could do about it.

He smiled uncertainly up at his sexy new husband. The smile of a virgin girl desperate but ashamed of her desires. Then he said it.

“Rape me.” He whispered.

A vast grin split Sophie’s masculine features.

“I’m serious,” Jon moaned, half in tears at the horrible truths the magic was forcing him to admit to. “Please baby, I want you to rape me!”

“I know you do,” Sophie laughed. “Boy, that wish really did make you submissive, didn’t it? In that case…”

She gave him one last, lingering kiss, then abruptly pulled back, her dark eyes flashing.

“Your wish is my command.”

Before Jon knew what was happening, this powerful black man had grabbed him roughly by the arms and thrown him on the bed. He tried to sit up, but a large hand grabbed his wrists and thrust them above his head, clamping them to the bed. 

A knee was shoved crudely between his legs, pushing them apart so his pussy was exposed to the world. Then Sophie was on top of him, pinning Jon to the bed with her muscular frame. 

“God, look at you,” she whispered, a thick finger jabbing painfully against the folds of his pussy. Her breath was hot and ticklish against Jon’s ear. “You’re wet already. A sloppy little bitch who needs her husband’s dick. Say you want it.”

There was another flash of burning heat, then Jon heard his female body moan. 

“Oh baby…” Jon moaned through gritted teeth, sickened at the sound of his own voice. “I want your dick.”

“I bet you do.” Sophie sneered. “Christ, who knew it was this much fun being a man?”

“Right,” she finished, smiling hungrily at his pussy. “Let’s see what all the fuss is about.”

A burst of pain that tore through Jon’s lower body. He opened his mouth to let out an agonized scream, only for it to transform into a moan of pleasure. 

With a start, he realized Sophie had shoved her enormous dick inside him. 

“Oh my god,” he heard her grunt. “That feels so fucking good. I think I’m going to rape you every day from now on, wife, until you give me a baby.”

Then, before Jon could respond, she began thrusting, drilling her dick deep into his tight new pussy, sending shockwaves of pleasure through him. 

Please! The male part of Jon sobbed deep inside his brain, please stop! Kill me now. Anything but this!

But the rest of his body ignored him. As Sophie fucked him like a little bitch, Jon opened his trembling virgin lips and let out the loudest, most-female moan he’d ever heard. 






  
 





II

The rest of the night passed in a blur of weirdness.

After Sophie fucked him, they lay together on the bed for an hour, Jon dozing in his wife’s strong arms. Then Sophie had slapped his ass and ordered him to get on all fours and next thing he knew he was being fucked from behind, Sophie’s big dick pounding into him as her hips slapped against Jon’s ass. 

It was even weirder than when she’d raped him. While Jon had been disgustingly aware of his femaleness with Sophie on top, in this new position it was almost overwhelming.

His great big boobies dangled from his frame, wobbling with each smack of Sophie’s hips against his ass. His pussy stretched wider than ever, and having his face pressed into the sheets and his butt raised high in the air made him feel almost painfully exposed.

But worst of all was how submissive he felt. As a man, he had occasionally lain on his back while Catalina rode his dick. It was different now he was a woman – very different – but at least it was a position he had a kind of experience with. 

Nothing in his male sex life had prepared him for being fucked doggystyle. 

They’d fucked like that for a solid hour, until Jon’s pussy was sore and his tits were tender from Sophie pinching them. Then Sophie had finally grunted, gone rigid and Jon had felt waves of sperm squirting inside his pussy. 

Instinctively, he pulled off her dick and rolled over on his back, raising his legs against his chest. For a moment, he’d vaguely wondered why his body was doing this.

And then it hit him. 

Lying like this would increase his chances of getting pregnant. 

They’d lain there together for twenty minutes, until Jon was positive his womb had been fertilized. Then he’d leaped out of bed and, like a good little housewife, obediently run downstairs to grab his sexy new husband a beer as a reward. 

Sophie had been half asleep when Jon got back. She’d smiled as he primly placed the beer on the nightstand, watching his big boobs through half-lidded eyes.

“Thanks, babe,” she grunted, then sat up, blinking hard. “Christ. What is it with you men and falling asleep after sex? I can hardly keep my eyes open.”

Jon simply shrugged. The phrase ‘you men’ didn’t exactly apply to him anymore. 

Sophie was surveying his body as she drank her beer, a predatory look in her eyes.

“Well?” She asked. “Enjoy yourself?”

There was that burning heat again. Jon gamely tried to grit his teeth, but he already knew it was useless.

“Are you kidding?” He heard himself say. His body dropped to its knees, rested its head on his husband’s leg.

“That was the best sex of my life,” Jon whispered, shocked at his own words. “I love being your wife, Soph.” 

“I’ll bet you do.” Sophie’s deep voice seemed to echo inside him, making him feel warm and giddy. “And don’t call me Soph anymore. I want a man’s name.”

Jon waited patiently, one finger running through Sophie’s leg hair while his former wife sat thinking. 

“From now on,” she said at last, “I want you to call me Sam. Got that?”

“Yes baby,” Jon whispered.

“And I think I’ll call you…” There was a pause. “Josephine. What do you think? Sam and Josephine? I like it.”

Inside, Jon felt himself rage.

How could she do this to him? She’d taken away his body, taken away his masculinity, and now she’d taken away his name. His identity. It wasn’t fair! It was awful, it was…

“Amazing,” Jon heard himself say, his throat hot from the magic, “I love it.”

“Good.” Sophie had run a hand through his long hair, tender and strong. “You’re such an obedient little wife, Josephine. You’d do anything I wanted, wouldn’t you?”

Jon nodded. There was no point in lying now. 

“In that case, there’s something I’ve always wanted to try.”

A thick black finger curled under Jon’s chin, lifting his head up. He looked into Sophie’s dark eyes with a feeling of absolute submission.

“Suck my dick,” she whispered.

This time, Jon didn’t even try to fight it. He simply crawled between Sophie’s strong legs. Deeply inhaled the pungent aroma of her crotch, and felt his own pussy tingle in return. 

Then he’d grasped his husband’s enormous penis, parted his lips, and greedily plunged the whole thing into his mouth. 

∞ ∞ ∞

Forty minutes later, Jon was in the bathroom, trying not to gag.

After Sophie came in his mouth, his body had leaped to its feet and sprinted for the toilet, his huge breasts bouncing in the bottom of his vision. For a second, Jon had hazily wondered if he was going to be sick, but instead Josephine had delicately spat her husband’s sperm into her cupped hands. Then she’d sat down on the edge of the bath, spread her legs wide, and started rubbing it into her pussy. 

The sight of his fingers, eagerly working Sophie’s sticky white cum into his cunt, was almost too much to bear. Combined with the smell and the faint taste still swimming round his mouth, it had made Jon feel ill. 

But there was nothing he could do. Josephine was so desperate to get pregnant. He couldn’t let a single drop go to waste. 

He was in a foul mood by the time he stepped back into the bedroom. 

From her position on the bed, Sophie watched him disinterestedly, swigging her beer.

“What’s with you?” She grunted. 

“Nothing.” Jon snapped. He subconsciously walked over to Sophie’s old dresser and sat before her vanity mirror. Without even realizing he was doing it, he started to run a comb through his long hair. 

“For fucks sakes…” He heard Sophie mutter behind him. “Just tell me what’s bothering you.”

“I told you,” Jon seethed. “Nothing. I’m absolutely fine.” 

On the bed, Sophie gave an exasperated sigh. 

“Give it a rest. You’re acting like a-”

“A what?”

“A girl.”

“Oh, gee, really?!” Jon span round and glared at his husband. “You think?”

Sophie clasped her face in her hands.

“I don’t need this,” she groaned. Then she scowled at him.

“That’s it, I’m using the magic. Tell me what is wrong.”

There was a burning feeling in Jon’s throat, then before he could stop himself, his stupid body had blurted it out. 

“I want a baby.”

There was a second of shocked silence. Jon’s face turned a deep crimson. 

He’d had no idea he was about to say that. None at all. But now it was out there, there was no denying how true it was.

He was a young housewife. The perfect housewife. And that meant his body was crazily, desperately, wildly craving to get pregnant. 

He’d give up everything to be a mommy.

From her spot on the bed, Sophie watched him with a small smile. For the first time, Jon could see sympathy in her expression, jostling for place with affection and masculine amusement at her silly wife. It was an extremely male expression, and Jon felt slightly ashamed at how unbearably attractive he found it. 

“Baby…” She murmured, “why didn’t you say?”

“I don’t know.” Jon felt silly now, like a silly little woman. “I just…”

“I just want your babies,” he said to his beautiful husband, hardly noticing the heat in his throat. “I want to be a good little wife and carry your children around, and look after them and grow old with you. I don’t want to wait. I don’t want to sit in the bathroom poking cum into my cunt. I want to be a real woman.”

Sophie nodded. Deep down, Jon wasn’t sure how much of what he was saying was due to the lamp’s magic. Not that it mattered. It was true, all of it. 

If Sophie was going to keep him as a wife, then his new body wanted him to be the best wife in the history of the world. 

“We’ve only just fucked this evening,” the handsome man on his bed said gently. “We’ll keep trying until we get there.”

“I don’t care.” Jon was horrified to discover he was close to tears. “I don’t want to wait. I want to get pregnant now.”

“In that case…” Sophie sighed, plucking the lamp off the bedside table. “I hope you know you’re wasting one of my wishes. Here.”

Then she rubbed it, looking straight at him.

“I wish my wife was heavily pregnant.” She said, loudly. 

Immediately, there was a distant tinkling. Jon just had enough time to flash his husband a quick smile, then it happened.

His belly was growing, swelling up like someone was inflating a beach ball. It grew and grew, then kept on growing until it was resting heavily on Jon’s thighs. Instinctively, he put up a hand and clasped the end, holding it gently in place. There was a faint popping sound, and his bellybutton was suddenly poking out, the skin of his stomach stretched tight as a drum.

There was a ripple that passed across Jon’s soft flesh, then his breasts started to inflate too. They became pendulous and heavy, dangling from his frame, full of milk. Jon felt a wetness around his nipples, and realized with a shock that he was already lactating. Weak, watery milk dribbled from his tits. 

A wave seemed to unroll across his entire body. Josephine was imperceptibly putting on weight. Jon’s cheeks became fatter, his thighs puffier. Stretch marks unfurled themselves across his expanded belly. His ass gained at least three pounds, becoming wobbly with fat stored up for carrying his baby.

His baby…

Inside, there were changes happening too. Something was growing in there, moving about in such a way that Jon struggled not to be sick. It filled the entire inside of his womb, until his body felt weighted down by it. Jon felt heavy in a way he hadn’t experienced as a man, even when he hit middle age and started piling on the pounds. 

The veins were standing out on Jon’s swollen breasts now, bright and blue. As he looked at them in fascination, he felt a faint kick from inside him as his unborn child jolted to life. A feeling of warmth and utter contentment spread over him, making him giddy with happiness. 

There it is, he thought, excitedly, I’m going to be a mommy!

Then it was over. Jon’s body spasmed once more, then the magic stopped. With slow, heavy movements, he glanced shyly up at his husband. 

Looking at Sophie now, as a pregnant woman, was breathtaking. Ever since their transformation, he’d known his husband was gorgeous, but now he couldn’t help but note approvingly the fantastic genetics he’d pass on to their child. 

Tenderly, Jon clasped one hand across his giant belly. He summoned up a nervous smile.

“How do I look?” He whispered.

Sophie didn’t answer. Instead, she put her beer down and hauled her strong frame off the bed. She strode naked across the carpet to him, bent down, and gave Jon the sexiest, most-tender kiss he’d ever had in his life.

“You look beautiful.” She murmured, clasping his head in her masculine hands. 

Tears started to prick at Jon’s eyes. His pregnancy was making him emotional. 

“Thanks, baby,” he managed to get out. Then Sophie was on her knees and the two of them were kissing, and then Jon was melting into his husband’s strong arms, thinking how perfect everything was. Thinking what a lucky girl he was to have such a handsome, protective man in his life. 

In that moment, his belly weighed down by their unborn child, Jon couldn’t help but think how glad he was that Sophie had found that magic lamp. 








  
 





 

III

The next morning, Jon stood in the bathroom, surveying himself in the mirror.

It was hard to believe how much he’d changed. Less than twenty four hours ago, he’d been a strong, middle-aged man with a secret distrust of black people.

Now, on the other hand…

Well, things couldn’t be more different.

He let one delicate hand trace the contours of his heavy stomach, swollen with pregnancy. Somewhere inside him, a baby was growing. A baby his new body dearly hoped would look like its gorgeous father. 

It was impossible. All those secret thoughts he used to harbor about black men – thoughts about crime and attractiveness, dark thoughts he’d never dare admit to in public – all of them had simply vanished. 

He was a young woman now, with a black husband, and a mixed-race baby growing inside him. The idea that he’d ever been anything else already seemed ridiculous. Like a strange fantasy he’d had while half asleep.

No! A distant voice shouted from deep inside of him. It’s the magic, it’s taking away your memory. It’s turning you into Josephine. You have to fight it!

In the mirror, Jon rolled his pretty blue eyes.

“For god’s sakes, shut up,” he whispered to the voice. He didn’t want to be reminded of the man he used to be.

He was enjoying his new life way too much. 

“Oh, sure,” he heard Josephine mutter, unaware he was talking to himself “it hurts to walk and throwing up this morning was not my idea of fun. On the other hand…”

He fell silent, his hand drawing tiny circles across his belly.

On the other hand, I’m going to be a mommy, he finished, silently. 

Far away, in a distant corner of his mind, he thought he could hear a man sobbing. A middle-aged, unhappy man, who hated his job and avoided his wife in favor of their maid. A sad wreck of a man who deserved his punishment. 

“Josephine?”

Sophie’s deep voice cut across his reverie, bringing him back to reality. The sobbing disappeared, leaving only Jon in his wonderfully female body.

“Who you talking to in there?”

“Oh, nobody,” Jon called back. “Just a sec.”

Then he flushed the toilet, pulled his dressing gown over his distended stomach, and padded back into the bedroom.

Sophie was stood before the full-length mirror Jon used to use in the mornings, fastening her tie with strong, dark fingers. Jon’s heart fluttered when he saw her.

Dressed for work, her long-sleeved shirt tucked into her expensive pants, Sophie looked almost heart-stoppingly handsome. 

“Talking to yourself?” Sophie asked as Jon lowered himself onto the bed with a grunt. In his new condition, he seemed to find everything exhausting. 

“Maybe.” Jon gave his husband a sly look. “I was just thinking about how sexy baby’s going to be if he looks like his daddy.”

Over by the mirror, Sophie laughed.

“You don’t say.” She stepped back and admired herself, arms folded across her broad chest. “Christ, I look so fucking hot like this. Who would ever want to be a woman?” 

Jon’s face flushed red at that. He quickly changed topic, embarrassed that Sophie might notice and realize how much he was enjoying his new body.

“Why do you have to go to work?” He pouted. “It’s not fair. I’m stuck here all alone.”

“Because, my darling,” Sophie smiled, “you’re a housewife now. Your job is to stay home and make my dinner and tidy up my crap. Besides, you’d be on maternity leave.”

“At least let me suck your dick before you go,” Jon heard himself beg. “Please baby, I’m gonna be bored.”

“No time, babe.” Sophie carelessly checked her expensive watch, a watch that had once belonged to Jon. “I’m late enough as it is. Too bad, though. You’ve got perfect blowjob lips.”

A giddy sense of pride washed over Jon. He felt strangely delighted to know he was good at sucking cock. 

You sissy, a distant part of him snarled. But it was a half-hearted reproach. Jon knew every part of him had enjoyed Sophie’s dick last night. 

“I gotta go.” Sophie pulled on her sharp navy blue jacket, strode over and planted a tender kiss on Jon’s lips. She let a hand carelessly slip beneath his dressing gown and massage one of his breasts. 

“You be good, OK?” Sophie whispered. “No giving birth while I’m away.”

“Would it bring you back quicker?” Jon asked with a cheeky smile.

“You bet.” Sophie was halfway out the door now. “But don’t. Not when I’m starting a new job! Love you.”

“Love you,” Jon shouted back. It was too late. There was a bang as the front door slammed closed, then the sound of a car starting and backing out the driveway. Jon listened as it revved then sped off down the road, the sound fading into the background noises of the house.

At last, he was completely alone. 

With a sigh, Jon flopped back on the bed, his heavy breasts wobbling in the bottom of his vision. He closed his eyes and the images rose up again. Images of strong black men, slick with sweat, raping his little pussy while Jon squealed and begged them to never stop. Images of dark cocks shooting white sperm across his tits. Of men forcing him to lick it up and thank them.

A smile crept across Jon’s face. With his husband out, he could think about this all day.

Sophie’s wish had transformed her into the CEO of a Fortune 500 company. It was her first day today, but already he knew the magic would make her perfect at her job. A month from now, they’d have enough money to move out their modest, three bedroom home and into somewhere bigger.

When that happened, the last traces of his life as Jon would disappear. The magic would alter his memory, and then he’d simply be Josephine. Pretty, pregnant Josephine, married to an alpha male with a big wallet and a bigger dick. It should have been the ultimate humiliation.

Yet Jon only felt a warm and fuzzy contentment when he thought about it. 

“So long as she doesn’t start sleeping with her secretary,” he muttered. 

Not that it mattered. He’d have a baby to look after soon; triplets if Sophie ever got round to making her final wish. 

An image reared up in Jon’s mind. An image of fifty men lining up to fuck him, to fill his womb so full of sperm that he would get pregnant a billion times over. He smiled faintly then gently pushed the image away. He wanted to think more about his pregnancy.

Already, the thought of lying in the hospital with his legs wide open, screaming with pain as he pushed a baby out of him, into the world, made him feel deliriously happy. 

He was desperate to hold his baby in his arms. Desperate to raise its little head up to his chest. Desperate to feel it biting into his nipple, sucking out the milk his gigantic breasts were storing up for it. 

“Just you wait,” he whispered, stroking the vast, flesh-colored dome surrounding his womb. “I’m going to be the best-damn mommy in the whole wide world.”

Idly, he started to think of Catalina. How angry she must be, waiting for him to call her back and acknowledge their baby. The thought made him feel a tiny bit guilty.

Maybe I’ll ask Sophie to use her last wish on that, he said to himself, to make sure Catalina finds a husband, and…

He didn’t get any further. Something far more-important had just derailed his train of thought with a crash. Something he should never have let slip his mind.

Her last wish…!

Slowly, as if in a dream, Jon opened his eyes. He pulled himself upright and looked at the nightstand, a feeling of unreality washing over him.

The lamp…

There it was. Right where Sophie had left it the night before, after using its magic to make Jon pregnant. The magic lamp she’d used to turn him into a housewife who couldn’t lie. The magic lamp she’d used to turn herself into a strong and sexy man. 

The magic lamp that would grant its owner five wishes.

Carefully, so as not to upset baby, Jon pulled himself to his feet. Then, with one hand clasped across his belly, he wobbled over to the nightstand and stared at it. 

Up close, the lamp looked almost dull. There was nothing magic about the way its clouded sides refused to reflect light. Nothing mystical about its wonky spout and damaged handle, beaten out of shape by decades of neglect. 

Nonetheless, he knew what it really was. And if anyone should know what it was capable of, it was Jon.

Trembling, he reached out. The lamp was heavy in his hands, unnaturally so. He let it dangle from one delicate finger, fascinated by its weight. At that moment, a thought rose in his mind, dark and unbidden.

What are you waiting for?! A male voice howled from deep within him. Make a wish right now and turn us back! Then turn that bitch into a dog and magic us up a new wife, some sexy little whore who’ll never question us about the maids we fuck!

For a moment, Jon was sorely tempted. He placed his small, feminine hand against the lamp’s surface. He’d do it, he really would. He’d make a wish now and get rid of Josephine’s disgustingly female body. Then he’d…

As if on cue, the baby kicked. A soft little bump that came from inside Jon and almost bought tears to his eyes. Not because of pain. Because of what it was.

My baby…

Jon lowered the lamp. How could he have let the voice get to him like that? How could he have been so eager to throw everything away? For what? A chance to be a fat, miserable man again? 

Jon looked round the room and thought about how much his life had changed. About how Sophie had pinned him to the bed with her masculine frame and raped him. About how he’d sucked her dick and loved it. About how she’d sweetly used her wish to give him what he wanted, to make him pregnant. 

But most of all, he thought about how right it had all felt. 

For the first time since he could remember, Jon wasn’t worried anymore. All that crap about work, about Catalina, about being a provider, all of it had vanished. He had the best, most-handsome husband in the world, and he knew Sophie would look after him from now until the day he died. 

Listen! The voice urgently piped up in him. It’s the magic, she’s changed you. I’m the real us. Listen to me and we’ll be back to how we were, only happier than ever!

“I don’t think so,” Jon muttered to himself. Then he frowned.

“You tried to take away my husband,” he said, angrily, unaware he was speaking out loud in Josephine’s soft, feminine voice. “You wanted to take away my baby. You wanted to turn us back into that-that fat asshole.”

But I’m you! The voice protested. I’m the last bit of you left. She’s turned you into a sissy little bitch. I’m your last goddamn hope!

“You may be part of the old me,” Jon whispered, “but I’ll be damned if you’re going to make me throw away my new life.”

And then, as the voice screamed and wailed inside him, he rubbed the lamp and started speaking out loud.

Two minutes later, chimes tinkled distantly on the wind. Two minutes after that, it was all over.

∞ ∞ ∞

Everyone agreed that the wedding was the best they’d ever been to.

The pregnant bride stood before the handsome groom, a blissful smile on her face. It was a bright day, a little blowy so the bride’s veil kept fluttering around her face, making her giggle, but otherwise it was perfect. 

The story was impossibly romantic, too. Out of nowhere, this perfect couple had appeared. She the perfect housewife, already carrying their child, he the owner of a new Fortune 500 company. They’d suddenly stepped onto the social scene, fully formed, and everyone agreed they were wonderful. 

You could see that from the crowd. Three months ago, none of these people had ever heard of them. Now, all six hundred were smiling and clapping, the women overcome with emotion, the men valiantly holding back tears. 

People said they were like a fairy tale couple. That all this had come together through magic. 

Sat near the back, her body clad in a tasteful, figure-hugging dress, Josephine reflected that they had no idea how right they were.

“Here we are.” The deep voice made a thrill run down her spine, a thrill she would never tire of so long as she lived. Turning round, Josephine let a big, goofy grin split her face.

“Here’s mommy.” 

Sam was making his way toward her, pushing the baby stroller containing their triplets with his big, strong hands. With the wind blowing through his shirt, he looked like something out of a modelling catalogue.

Josephine had finally given birth two months ago, in a night of pain and terror and wonder. Lying there with her legs wide open, she’d thought she was going to die. But once her beautiful babies were out and placed in her hands, she’d felt a feeling of peace wash through her body, greater than anything she’d ever experienced. 

Even now, she still sometimes woke up thinking about that night, a smile on her tired face. 

“There you are,” she winked as Sam slid down into the empty seat next to her, enjoying the way the other women turned and looked at him with ill-disguised lust, “what kept you?”

“Work.” Sam said, apologetically. “I know, I’m sorry. But we’re doing good this year. So good I might be able to retire by the time I’m thirty-five, spend the rest of my life taking care of my beautiful wife.”

Josephine smiled, then leaned over and let her sexy black husband kiss her, enjoying the feel of his stubble brushing her cheek. They kissed for what felt like forever, the wedding party fading away around them.

“How was it?” Sam asked at long last, nodding toward the bride, “did I miss anything?”

“Oh, not much,” Josephine turned to look at the couple. “Catalina read her vows and us girls had a good cry. Then Tim read his and I cried all over again.”

Sam shook his head, amused.

“Tell you something,” he murmured. “They’re one lucky couple. How did they meet?”

Josephine pretended she hadn’t heard. She knew alright. 

She was the only one here who did.

That morning three months ago, the old Josephine (she couldn’t remember his name) had made five wishes. Five wishes that had changed everything.

First she’d magicked up a husband for Catalina, gave him a good job and a winning personality, and made them fall in love. Then she’d made them rich to boot, and used up a whole extra wish ensuring they’d always be happy. 

After that… well, here things got fuzzy. 

Josephine knew she’d wished she’d forget something permanently. An old life, she thought. A person she no longer wanted to be. She could be damned if she could remember who that was now. All she knew was that she’d done the same for Sam, and now the two of them could hardly remember a time when she hadn’t been his wife, and he hadn’t been her husband.

Then she’d made her last wish. The one she was happiest of all with.  

Sam tenderly let one large hand drop down to her belly. He smiled, one of those warm and caring smiles that made Josephine want to drag him into the nearest bedroom and let him rape her all night long.

“I can’t believe you’re expecting again,” Sam whispered, his eyes damp with badly-hidden tears. “I love you so much, baby. We’re going to be such a perfect family.”

“I know,” Josephine smiled. And she did. The wish would make certain of it. 

It had been simple, her final wish. She’d wished she would never go more than a month again without being pregnant. That she’d spend her life popping out babies for strong and masculine Sam, and that they’d all be happy together, no matter how big their family got.

After all, Sam’s company was raking in a fortune. They could afford as many kids as they felt like. 

Idly, she clasped Sam’s hand, then let her own hand drop to her belly. She thought about the tiny child already growing inside her. How her breasts would swell up again with milk for it. How she’d squeeze it out after nine months and hold it in her hands, and feel that same impenetrable feeling of pure contentment. 

At the front of the crowd, Catalina was kissing her new husband. Beside Josephine, Sam started to clap, then everyone was clapping too. 

As she applauded, a blissful smile split across Josephine’s face. She closed her eyes and looked up toward the sun.

She couldn’t wait to be a mommy again. 

The End.

∞ ∞ ∞

Like what you’ve read? Then you’ll love this extract from Lisa Change’s novel-length tale of gender transformation romance and forced male pregnancy…

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

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

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

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

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

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

It wasn’t true, it couldn’t be true…

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

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

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

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

She smiled. 

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

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

The girl sneered at him. 

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

Her eyes twinkled.

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

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

She tilted her head.

“Can you feel it?”

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

A deep desire to become pregnant. 

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

She paused for effect. 

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

“What?!” Shrieked Dan.

The girl’s lip curled.

“Look at your hand.”

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

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

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

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

Her lip curled contemptuously. 

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

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

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

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

Continue reading at Amazon.com…

∞ ∞ ∞

Enjoy stories of macho men transformed into girls and forced to get pregnant? Why not try Lisa Change’s latest tale of gender swap revenge and male pregnancy…

Cursed to Become His Pregnant Wife “How do you like that?” 

Will couldn’t help it. A gasp broke out his mouth, loud and high-pitched and feminine. He looked up into those familiar green eyes and was horrified by how attractive he found them. 

“I love it,” he whispered, tears of humiliation rolling down his cheeks. Ever since his transformation, he’d been unable to lie to her.

“I love it when you fuck me like a little slut.”

Claire grinned down at him, enjoying his helplessness. She leaned forward and planted a strong kiss on Will’s dainty lips, her stubble scratching at his soft cheeks. 

“I know you do,” she whispered. “Just like I know you’ll love it when I do this.” 

Will let out a girly scream. One of Claire’s strong fingers was digging into his asshole, forcing its way inside his smooth, naked bum. 

He tried to twist away, but his wife held him in place with her strong hands, enjoying the way he wriggled. 

“Don’t play coy,” her deep voice vibrated through every inch of Will, making his nipples go hard as bullets. “I know you enjoy it. I know you love having something in your cute little ass, just like I know you love being called a slut.”

No! Will wanted to scream, No I don’t. How could I enjoy this? You’re a sick woman, Claire!

Instead he bit his bottom lip, looked up at his big strong wife with his doe-like eyes and nodded in shame. 

There was no way he could hide his desires from Claire. His new, secret desires his wife had forced on him, along with his new body. His shameful, dirty, secrets. 

Claire knew all of them. 

“I’m gonna fuck you like a whore,” Claire whispered in his ear. “I’m gonna fuck you like a whore and get you pregnant. And you’re going to thank me, aren’t you, whore?” 

Weakly, Will nodded his pretty new head. Strands of long, blonde hair fell across his eyes, plastered to his face. He looked at the all-too familiar man fucking his pussy and wondered how he’d let his happen. 

Only that morning, he’d been William Stern, advertising executive. A rich, alpha male with strong muscles, a big dick and a pretty blonde trophy wife. 

Now, everything had changed. He was the pretty blonde wife. And Claire, Claire was…

“Swapping bodies with you might be the best thing I’ve ever done,” Claire snarled into his ear. “You’re so strong.”

She grinned savagely. 

“I can’t wait to pin you down and fuck that gorgeous ass of yours.”

“Claire…” Will begged, weakly. “Claire, please…”

“Quiet!” Claire snapped angrily. “From now on, I’m William Stern. And you’re…”

Her grin widened. 

“You’re my trophy wife Claire.”

Will closed his eyes. Madness threatened to wash over him. 

He was trapped in Claire’s beautiful, young body. Worse, he was trapped with her desires. He had her sexuality, her desire to get pregnant, her attraction to her handsome husband.

And there was nothing he could do about it. 

Claire stiffened, and suddenly Will could feel his new pussy being flooded with come. Without meaning to, he clutched his wife closer and moaned loudly in his newly female voice, encouraging her to pump as much sperm into his womb as possible. 

Stop! He sobbed helplessly inside himself. Please stop. I don’t want to be pregnant!

But deep down, he knew that wasn’t true. 

Deep down, a dark and secret part of him wanted exactly that. 

And thanks to Claire’s wish, there was now no chance left that he wasn’t.  

Continue reading at Amazon.com…






 
   

  
 

 Becoming Christine 
 
   
 (Her Digital Slave Girl – Book One) 

I

Christian was sat alone in his vast office, working on some new designs when the buzzer rang. 

He looked up from his papers, frowning slightly at the interruption. To a stranger, it would look like he was mildly annoyed. Anyone who had ever worked for him, though, would see that frown and duck for cover. 

Ninety percent of the time, Christian was the very model of composed respectability. As a world-famous entrepreneur, CEO of Wolf Industries, and confidant of presidents, prime ministers and kings, he had to be. But when some junior employee interrupted his work, or one of his managers had to return some bad sales figures…

You didn’t want to be around Christian Wolf the remaining ten percent of the time.

The buzzer hummed again, cutting through the pre-dawn chill. Christian impatiently pressed the switch.

“Not now Miranda.” He said, allowing a hint of steel to enter his voice. “I said no interruptions.”

“Oh, is that the little tart’s name?” The voice that responded sent a shiver of recognition down his spine. “Don’t worry about her, I sent her home for the day. Can I come in?”

“What do you want, Linda?” 

Linda’s familiar, throaty laugh echoed through the tiny speaker.

“Why, listen to you,” she chided, “does a wife need a reason to visit her hubby at work?”

Wife. That’s putting it generously, Christian thought, darkly. He hadn’t used that word to describe Linda in over a decade. 

Linda seemed to realize this, because she quickly changed tack.

“Well, whatever,” she said, airily. “I need to talk to you. Something big has come up. Life-changing, actually. For both of us.”

She let those last words hang in the air, pregnant with possibilities. There was a lot they could refer to. A lot of things Christian would rather forget. It would be so easy to just pick up the phone and call security and have Linda dragged out of here. Easy… and probably simpler for both of them.

Instead, he closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose between his forefinger and thumb. 

“Come in.” He growled.

There was a buzz, then static. Linda was already on her way up, making her way along the long corridor that separated his office from the rest of the company, from the rest of the world. 

Christian slowly slipped his latest designs into the desk drawer, then turned and gazed out the window. Far below the city twinkled, its inhabitants just starting to come to life. A million souls all reaching for the snooze button, desperate to snatch just five more minutes of comfortable oblivion.

How lazy. Christian thought, dismissively. 

As far back as he cared to remember, he’d been up at the crack of dawn, working on the designs that would make him famous. Designs that had taken Wolf Industries from a small town to the very top of the Fortune 500. At fifteen, he’d patented his first  product. At twenty, he’d made his first million. At thirty, he’d become a billionaire and married his childhood sweetheart. Fast forward fifteen years and he was one of the most-powerful men in the world.

At least, that was the official version. 

The unofficial one was a tale Linda was only too well-acquainted with. The thought that she might be on her way here now to seek amends, after all these years, was a deeply unpleasant one. With a bit of effort, Christian shoved it to the back of his mind. 

After all, he told himself, she can’t do shit about it now.

The large oak door clicked open. Christian steeled himself, then Linda was padding in across the deep carpet, a bottle of half-drunk champagne clutched in one hand and a delirious smile on her face. She’d acquired a new pair of thick, hipster-style glasses since he last saw her. She looked like she’d been up all night. 

“Christian, you bastard,” she chuckled, making her way toward him. “How like you to be sat up here all alone.”

“What do you want, Linda?” He hated the easy way his ex-wife could throw him, pushing his buttons like a drunk operating a keyboard. 

Unlike the bimbos he now fucked on a highly-regular basis – dumb, doe-eyed teens with big tits and blonde hair – Linda was both shrewd and intelligent. Exactly the sort of combination Christian hated in a woman. If she was staggering in, acting drunk (and Christian didn’t believe for one second it was anything but acting), there must be a reason for it.

That’s not to say his ex-wife was unattractive. With her dark hair and darker eyes sat above perfectly sculpted cheekbones, she was almost scarily-beautiful. Add in her porn star-sized breasts and slender legs, and you had the woman of many men’s dreams. 

Of Christian’s dreams, once. But not anymore. 

“Not much,” Linda shrugged, an exaggerated innocent expression on her face, “I was just wondering how your new designs were going. What’s it been? Four years? Five?”

“Six.” Christian responded, curtly. He could see where this was going. 

Six years ago today, Wolf Industries had released the latest in its long-line of world-changing products. With some pride, Christian thought that for once the description wasn’t hyperbole. Wolf Industries headsets really did change the world. 

Into whatever you wanted.

It had been a brilliantly simple idea, once you got past the programming difficulties. A VR headset anyone in the world could slip on in the comfort of their home and, at the touch of a button, disappear into a life-like recreation of their fantasies.

They weren’t the first ones to make VR fantasy worlds. There were at least twenty on the market by the time Christian was old enough to know what VR was. But they all had the same design flaw. They catapulted you into a pre-programmed fantasy. A lavishly-detailed one, true, but in the end it was still the same fantasy millions of others had lived.

Christian’s big breakthrough had been realizing that not everyone wanted an off-the-shelf fantasy life. So he’d developed a headset that made your personal fantasies real. 

If you were an intelligent woman who secretly wanted to be a bimbo, a quiet man who wanted to turn women into his willing slaves, or someone with a different fetish altogether, Wolf Industries could provide it. At a price. With Linda smiling prettily at his side, Christian had kept upgrading, making the technology better and better. Making more and more money.

At least, he had. Until…

“Six years.” With a sigh, Linda plonked herself down on the edge of Christian’s desk, her long legs dangling off the end.

“I’ll bet that’s making your investors happy,” she said. 

Inwardly, Christian seethed. He was meeting the board later today and there would doubtless be questions. Outwardly, he kept his cool.

“Oh, you know how investors are,” he responded. “I’m sure you have plenty of trouble with them at… what’s that place called again?”

Linda’s eyes flashed. “You know very well.” 

Of course he did. It had been Christian who stuck her there all those years ago. Who secretly shunted her out of Wolf Industries, then out of the high-end VR sector, then finally into that little company in the middle of nowhere. The one where they programmed nothing but sleazy sex models for the cheapest VR worlds. 

Whenever he thought about his demanding ex-wife sweating her balls off just to make a VR air hostess’s breasts jiggle in exactly the right way, it always made him smile. 

“If you’ve come about a job,” he said, innocently, “I’m sure we can fix you up with something. We’re looking for some new secretaries.”

“Oh, I’ve come about a job alright,” Linda’s smile had returned, cold, savage, “And I think you’ll want to put me in a position more suited to my talents.”

“Linda,” Christian sighed, “We’ve discussed this. I’d love to have you back, but what with your track-record on previous projects…”

“RR,” Linda whispered.

Christian’s mouth went dry.

RR, better known as Real Reality, was the holy grail of VR. It meant being able to project your fantasies out the VR world, into real life. Everyone knew it was impossible. The brightest minds at Wolf Industries had crunched the numbers again and again, but they kept coming up negative.

On the other hand, if Linda somehow had cracked it…

“Six years,” Linda murmured, watching him with a strange glint in her eye. “I’m surprised you managed to eke out my designs that long. Of course, all those patents meant I couldn’t do anything except watch you run off with your bimbos and leave me in the gutter, but still…”

“It’s about time Wolf Industries had another hit, isn’t it?” She said. 

For once in his life Christian didn’t know what to say. If she was telling the truth, Linda was going to exact a heavy price for it. A chair on the board. A huge slice of shares, and probably – and this was the bit that hurt the most – an apology.

But for RR, and all the billions it would bring, anything would be worth it. 

“You’re serious?” He asked, at last.

Linda grinned. “Watch this.”

Then she reached one long-nailed finger up and tapped the edge of her hipster glasses.

For a split-second, Christian thought it was all a joke and nothing would happen. But then he saw it. A strange blue light glowing, dropping in circles around his ex-wife’s body. Growing brighter. Brighter. Linda’s face seemed to shift, to melt, then suddenly-

-it was over. The light faded. Christian’s jaw stayed hanging open.

Linda had vanished. In her place was a slender young girl of 25, with delicious, perky breasts and a coy smile on her face. She was dressed in a pin-sharp suit jacket, her black hair swept back behind her in a ponytail. She looked powerful. She looked sexy. She looked…

“Fantastic,” Christian whispered. The new Linda smiled gleefully.

“It turns you into whatever you most-desire.” Her voice was younger, too. “As long as there’s still power, you’ll stay that way as long as you want to. Even when-”  

She swept the glasses from her face. Smiled.

“You take it off.”

“That’s incredible.” Christian’s eyes were wide, he could see now why Linda had brought champagne. He held out his hand, unaware it was trembling slightly. 

“Can I-?” He asked, already imagining the press conference, the rapturous applause, the smiles from the investors at his afternoon meeting. 

One thin eyebrow arched up Linda’s newly-young face.

“If you must.” She placed the RR glasses in his hand. 

“But no funny stuff,” she snapped. “Just so you know, I’ve already got a patent.”

“Sure, sure.” Christian could hardly contain himself. It was like a dream come true. Forcing an image up into his mind’s eye, he slipped the glasses on.

Let’s see how these babies really work, he thought, picturing the smooth, muscular body he wanted. Picturing the pretty young blonde thing that would appear by his side, ready to obey his every command. 

He turned to smile at Linda, and suddenly realized something was very wrong. 

New Linda was gone. On the desk, his wife smiled gleefully at him from inside her own body.

“You  said-” Christian didn’t even need to finish his sentence. 

“Hologram. Simple party trick.” Linda fluttered her dark eyelashes mockingly at him. “I’m surprised you fell for it. Everyone knows RR is impossible.”

Christian tried to reach up, tried to tear the glasses from his face. But his hands were frozen. He couldn’t move.

“What the Hell did you do?!” He hissed through clenched teeth.

Linda laughed. A loud, humorless laugh that echoed through the office and chilled Christian to his core.

“Oh, you’ll find out soon enough, husband.” Her smile was predatory, merciless. “But I think it’s only fair I tell you that your days as CEO are over.”

What has that bitch done? Christian tried to tear the glasses from his face. Tried to will his body to grab Linda round the throat and keep squeezing until that hideous smile vanished. 

It was too late. Already he could see blue light flickering around the corners of his vision. Could feel the world grow dim, distant.

In horror, he gave Linda one last look. She winked at him.

“Oh, husband.” She sighed. “You’re going to rue the day you crossed me.”

Then the world was fading. Blue light flooded everything and then Christian was falling. Falling into some endless abyss. He tried to cry out, to beg for mercy. But the blue light overwhelmed him.

And then, for a long time, there was nothing.








  
 





II

The first thing Christian was aware of was the light.

It was white, bright and infinite. Burning into his eyes with the force of a thousand suns. From the heart of it, a dark shadow watched him. A cruel and terrible God, looking down on its pathetic subject.

He blinked. The light seemed to dim. The shadow swam into focus. A few feet away, Linda watched him with a sneer, hands placed firmly on her hips.

Where were they?

Wherever they were, it was impossible. All around them, empty space stretched away as far as he could see. A pure, white blankness that went on forever. Christian looked down and saw with a shock that there was no floor. They were floating in a vast nothingness.

They were nowhere.

“What is this place?” He snarled. He was determined not to show any fear.

Linda raised one perfectly-sculpted eyebrow.

“Isn’t it obvious?” She asked. “Surely the Earth’s most-successful VR programmer must recognize a blank world when he sees one?”

So that was it. Linda had snatched him away from reality to talk in a private virtual zone. Well, he wasn’t playing ball.

“Forget it, Linda,” Christian snapped. “I’m going back to the office.”

“Exit.” He commanded.

Nothing happened.

Linda smiled her cruel smile. 

“Don’t bother. There’s no way out. I built this world just for you.”

“Don’t be ridiculous.” He snarled. “Exit!”

Nothing.

“There’s nothing ridiculous about it.” A gleeful spark was dancing in Linda’s eyes. “Those glasses uploaded your consciousness into the digital realm. Right now, your body is an empty shell lying on the office floor. To all intents and purposes…”

Her lip curled. “I killed you.”

“What?” Christian whispered. It was a game, it had to be. A cruel prank…

So why didn’t he believe that?

“At least, your physical form,” Linda continued. “But simply killing you would’ve been too easy. Too boring. So I brought you here.”

She struck a pose, indicating the emptiness around them.

“Do you like it?” She asked, sweetly. 

Christian looked wildly at the whiteness. There was a feeling of panic rising in his chest, a feeling of helplessness. 

“Oh, that’s right,” Linda shook her head, “I completely forgot. Here.”

She clicked her fingers.

It was like being at the epicentre of an earthquake. There was a roar, then suddenly the whiteness was splintering, shattering into a thousand pieces. Blue light thrummed in the air and then walls began knitting themselves out of nothing. Wood panelling formed from nowhere. A thick rug suddenly wove itself up under their feet. A vast window formed from the mist, framing a vast and twinkling city.

Five seconds later, it was over. They were standing in Christian’s office. 

Like someone in a trance, Christian knelt down. The rug felt soft beneath his fingertips, its individual strands caressing his skin. It felt real.

Only… 

“Just a copy, of course,” Linda laughed. “Albeit a good one, even if I do say so myself.”

Still kneeling, Christian looked up in wonder at his ex-wife, at the stern beauty towering above him.

“How did you…?” He whispered.

“Oh, Christian.” Linda smiled again. “You really haven’t figured it out yet, have you?”

“I built this world. Whenever I log into it, I’m in charge. More than that. I’m a God. Anything I want, I can make it happen with a click of my fingers. Watch.”

And she clicked her fingers again, and suddenly the rug yanked out from under Christian’s feet, sending him crashing down on his ass. It flew up into the air and then shredded itself into little pieces that rained softly on his upturned face. 

“Everything in here has to obey my every command,” Linda’s eyes burned with dark flames. “Everything in here exists only to please me. Including you.”

A knot was coiling in Christian’s stomach, shooting urgent warning signals to his brain. He pulled himself up on his elbows and tried to frown commandingly at his wife. It didn’t work.

“You’re talking shit,” he mumbled, weakly.

Linda laughed again. A loud, terrible laugh that seemed to make the very fabric of reality shake. Then she turned her dreadful smile on him.

“Am I?” She asked. “You’re a digital upload, Christian. As much part of this world as that rug was. That means I can do anything I want to you, got that? Anything.”

Christian wanted to close his eyes, to pinch himself. Anything to wake him from this unfolding nightmare.

“I’m going to make you suffer, husband.” Linda said in a low voice. “For everything you did to me. You’re going to experience the same back, a thousand times over.”

“Now,” she commanded. “On your feet.”

It was like a switch had been flicked in his brain. Instantly, Christian’s body leaped to its feet, causing the office to lurch wildly around him. With a feeling of overwhelming horror, Christian stood ramrod straight before his wife, like a soldier awaiting inspection. 

“Perfect.” Linda’s eyes glinted. “You’ve been programmed to obey my every command. You’ll do anything I ask, and more than that, you’ll like it.”

Panic was seizing Christian’s brain, drowning him. 

“Please…” he tried to whisper.

“Oh, do shut up.”

Linda clicked her fingers. The words died in Christian’s throat. With a feeling of unreality he realized he could no longer talk unless Linda wanted him to. He couldn’t even remember how to make a sound. 

“Well now, let’s see,” Linda put a finger to her chin in a mock ‘thinking’ pose. “I could click my fingers and turn you into a pig. Or maybe I could kill you for real. But no, I’ve got a better idea.”

She glanced round at his office. “You always used to pride yourself on being the top dog. Treating me like a servant while you swanned around those board meetings. Really, I was the brains. You should have been waiting on me. But you couldn’t bring yourself to, could you? Being subservient was for women.”

She smiled a terrible smile. 

“So let’s make the punishment fit the crime.”

And she clicked her fingers.

Immediately, the air around Christian’s body began to glow. Terrified, he watched as his clothes started to twitch, to tremble. To move.

“Oh, hubby,” Linda whispered. “I’m going to enjoy this.”

There was a popping sound, and the buttons of Christian’s shirt started pinging off, bouncing across the office floor. His suit jacket shivered, then ripped itself off his body and tore into tiny shreds. His pants unzipped themselves, then pulled off his legs and disappeared into nothingness. His shoes split, disintegrated around his feet, then a thread leaped out from his underpants and started unwinding them at dizzying speed.

What the hell are you doing?! He wanted to scream. But he still couldn’t talk. Couldn’t make a sound. He could only watch helplessly as Linda magically undressed him, exposing his body to the morning cold. 

The final button went and Christian’s shirt peeled off, rolled into a ball and flew out the window. His socks tore off his feet, then he was standing there utterly naked, looking down at his own muscular torso, at his cock dangling uselessly between his legs. He shot his wife a terrified glance.

“Hang in there, baby.” Linda’s eyes twinkled. “This is just the start.” 

The light around Christian grew stronger. Then he felt it. A ripple passing through his skin. For one awful second, he thought his own body was going to shred itself like his clothes. Then he saw his hands and realized he was in for something much, much worse.

Where they’d once been big and calloused, his hands were now small and dainty. Soft, white things with delicate fingers. As he watched, the nails began to grow longer, elongating out with a feeling like someone was pulling them, turning dark, lurid red. He tried to scream.

But it was too late. The feeling was everywhere now. With an audible hiss, he watched as his large biceps deflated, becoming narrow, slender. There was a faint grinding sensation, and Christian’s broad shoulders yanked inwards, losing their masculine shape. He looked down just in time to see the hair fall from his legs, fluttering down onto his tiny feet with their red-painted nails. 

The changes were picking up speed now. There was a feeling of pressure, then his hips were widening, becoming broader, fuller. A ripple passed around his back and his ass suddenly jumped up, filled out, becoming pert, smooth. There was a tightening in his torso and Christian’s sides fell inwards, giving him a curvy, hourglass figure. He put a hand to his stomach, and felt it collapse away in horror, becoming flat, smooth. 

“Don’t look away!” Linda called. “This is the best part!”

The floor rushed up to meet him. Christian was getting smaller, his body shrinking from its former 6’4 height, making the office look large, alien. He automatically put his hands up to stop himself from hitting the ground, then he felt it. A stirring deep within his chest. A strange, twisting feeling of pressure. He tried to resist, tried to stop it.

But it was no use. Two large, beautiful breasts exploded out his chest, the nipples protruding, turning dark and long and pointed. As he watched them grow, blonde hair suddenly tumbled past his vision, falling in delicately tousled curls that bounced and hung above his enormous tits. He opened his mouth to scream and felt his lips swell up, become full and pouty.

The changes were happening so fast now he lost track of them. He was dimly aware of his jawline softening. Of his legs becoming narrow and smooth. Of a faint click in his back as his spine suddenly curved forwards, thrusting his breasts and ass outwards. 

Long, fluttering eyelashes sprouted in his vision. His Adam’s apple bobbed once, then slipped down his throat, vanishing inside him. 

Finally, he felt a tremor in his cock. 

No! Please! He tried to scream, Anything but that!

But it was too late. With a last twitch, his cock scooted back up inside his body, taking his balls with it. For a moment there was nothing. Then there was a zipping sound and the smooth skin over his crotch split open, forming a pussy with two tender, delicate lips. 

The blue light faded. His body gave one last tremor. And then it was over.

In horror, Christian examined his new body, the new body his ex-wife had forced on him. Took in the enormous breasts, the tender, cream white skin. Felt his soft features, his pouty lips, then pulled back his girly hands and stared at them. 

“Need a mirror, darling?” Linda clicked her fingers. “Here.”

Blue light swirled before him, and the next thing Christian knew he was stood in front of an ornate mirror with a gilded frame. However, it’s appearance registered only faintly. It was what was in the mirror that made him moan softly, made him want to scream and shatter it with one dainty fist, then use the glass to cut his way out of this nightmare.

Looking back at him from the depths of the mirror was a bimbo from his tackiest fantasies.

She was young, he could tell that immediately. Eighteen at most. Her doe-like eyes were startled, hidden beneath layers of mascara. Her ruby red lips were soft and full – blowjob lips, Christian dimly remembered calling them. Her breasts were enormous, like two beachballs hanging from her frame. She looked like a porn star. More than that, she looked like…

“Recognize her?” Linda suddenly whispered in his ear. Apparently her powers in this world included appearing anywhere at will. 

“You can’t have forgotten her already,” her breath was warm on Christian’s new face, “Or rather, them. You may speak.”

“She’s…” Christian whimpered, then stopped. The voice that came out his mouth sounded horribly unnatural. The way his tongue moved when he spoke, the sensation of the words vibrating in his girly voice box, how they carried to his ears. More than unnatural, it felt wrong.

“Yes?” Linda asked. “Go on.”

“She’s…” Christian took a deep breath. In the mirror, the girl did likewise.

“She’s them.” He said, miserably.

They were all the girls he’d fucked since breaking up with Linda. They were all the blonde, big-titted teenagers he’d take to his office with smooth promises of internships or exotic vacations, then fucked on his big desk. Sluts, he’d called them. Silly, useless sluts.

“And now you’re one of them,” Linda crooned in his ear. “One of your own silly little sluts. What do you think?”

She dropped a hand down, cheekily slapped Christian’s smooth and naked ass. His new body trembled excitedly at her touch. 

“Do you like her?” She whispered, her warm lips brushing against his ear.       

Christian looked at the girl staring back at him. At her cheapness. Her tackiness. 

“She looks like a bimbo,” he whimpered. 

“More than looks,” Linda tittered. “I didn’t just change your body you know.”

A prickle of fear was beginning to creep its way across Christian’s scalp.

“What do you mean?”

“What do you think?” Linda smiled wolfishly at him in the mirror. “Go on. Tell me how VR works. Just the basics.”

Christian rolled his eyes. Of all the times to ask such a dumbass question…

“That’s easy,” he started. Then stopped. He looked at the girl in the mirror, her mouth stupidly hanging open. At the blankness in her eyes.

Come on! He struggled, trying to collect his thoughts. It was no use. It was like a thick fog had come down in his mind.

Beside him, Linda threw back her head and laughed, her dark, straight hair falling in waves past her shoulders.

“Look at you,” she purred at last, “Look at dumb little Christine. You really are a bimbo now, aren’t you? Oh this is so much fun. Let’s try another. What’s the capital of China?”

Christian snorted. No matter how dumb she’d made him, Christine couldn’t be that dumb. It was…

He realized he’d been standing there with his mouth open for a good five seconds, a puzzled look in his eyes. Besides him, Linda was giggling uncontrollably. 

Come on! He shouted to himself, but the answer was lost in the fog. He knew it began with a ‘B’… or was it a ‘D’…?

“How about England?” Linda smiled. Then, when she saw his helpless, confused expression, “America?”

“I know that one!” Christian suddenly shouted. He gave Linda a smug look in the mirror. 

“New York,” he sneered, defiantly. But his pleasure at getting an answer right quickly faded when he saw the small grin tugging at the corner of Linda’s lips. 

“Close enough, dear, close enough.” She smiled, gave one of his bare nipple a friendly pinch. “We can have some fun with your new brain later. First, though, I need to get you ready for work.”   

In the mirror, Christine’s pretty face flooded with confusion again. 

What did she mean, ‘work’?

“Oh dear,” Linda said, a look of concern on her statuesque face, “I hope I didn’t make you too stupid.”

She took a step back, gestured around the office. 

“I’ve decided to take over as CEO,” she said, airily. “It’s a tough job, so I’m going to need a bit of help.”

She smiled evilly at Christian. “You said you were looking for a new secretary earlier. I guess I am too. Luckily, the right candidate just stepped into my office.

Ice gripped Christian’s heart. In the mirror he saw a look of outrage spread across Christine’s pretty face.

“Linda!” He squealed, trying desperately to ignore his high-pitched, feminine voice. “Don’t you dare!”

“Do what?” Linda asked, innocently. “You mean this?”

And she snapped her fingers. 

Again the blue light glowed. Again Christian’s body rippled. 

His enormous new breasts shivered, then scooped upwards, squashed together into a vast, rising cleavage by a push-up bra. His crotch twitched, then suddenly a pair of dark, see-though panties began to knit themselves around his pussy, clinging to his skin.

“Linda!” Christian shouted, “Stop it!”

“Not a chance.” Linda smiled at him in the mirror. “I’m having way too much fun.”

Long, dark tights formed round Christian’s ankles and began unwinding their way up his long, smooth legs. He reached out to stop them, to tear them off, but jerked his hands away when the coil of black fabric suddenly materialized around his waist. It hung there for a second, like oil suspended in space, then it trickled down his legs to meet the tights and solidified into a very, very short skirt that stopped just below his pussy. 

A tight, white shirt leapt out of nowhere and pulled itself over Christian’s slender arms, buttoning up across his front. The fabric strained tight across his outsize breasts, the buttons barely able to reach high enough to hide his bra, let alone his cleavage. The bottom of the shirt rumpled stylishly, tucked into his black skirt, then a pretty little belt unwound between the two, coiling all the way round Christian’s body.

With a moan, Christian reached out to undo it, then his hands leapt up to his face. There was a tingling feeling across the bridge of his nose, and suddenly a pair of glasses with thick dark frames formed over his eyes. He tried to tear them off, but it was like they were stuck in place.

His feet twitched, then seemed to push away from the floor. In fright Christian saw an enormous pair of high heels had formed around his feet, squashing his toes painfully together, lifting him a good four inches off the ground. There was a feeling in his scalp like somebody was running a comb through it, then his long blonde hair swept back and hung behind his ears in straight, professional lines.

And then it was over. The light faded. There was a last tremble and a feeling of weight in one hand and Christian realized he was holding a small ring-binder for organizing his boss’s schedule. He tried to let go of it, but his fingers refused to open. Instead, a pencil appeared behind one of his ears, ready to be whipped out the moment he received an order. 

“There.” Linda said, triumphantly. “Much better.” 

In the mirror, Christine blinked back at Christian, her feminine new clothes emphasising her curved body. She looked unreal, like a busty secretary in a porno. One the boss  would spend the next scene fucking on his desk. He peered over his new glasses and was surprised to see the world disappear into a blur. 

“Now, then…” Christian jumped. With a click of her fingers, Linda had silently transported herself to the seat behind his desk. She clicked them again and the mirror vanished.

Is there anything she can’t do in this world? He wondered in fright.

“Nothing.” Linda smiled at his shocked expression. “I told you, I’m like a God here. That includes reading minds. So I advise you to only think nice things about me in the future.”

Her smile was like that of a hungry shark encountering a tasty minnow. 

“Let’s see,” she mused. “I’m the new boss of a Fortune 500 company, with my pretty, obedient new secretary just desperate for me to give her an order. Tell me.”

She leaned back, eyeing Christian hungrily.

“What would you do in my situation?”

Before he could stop himself, he heard Christine answer, her humble, servile voice spilling out his throat.

“I’d fuck her, ma’am,” he said, horrified at his own frankness. 

“I bet you would.” Linda let her eyes drift hungrily up and down his new body. With a shock, Christian realized his ex-wife was feeling hot.

“Of course I am.” Linda said, “Why else would I make you so… fuckable?”

Then she smiled at his confused expression and tapped her forehead.

“Everything you think,” she said, “Everything.”

Christian swallowed. He needed to be careful from now on. 

 “Remember the first time you cheated on me?” Linda asked, dreamily. “With that dumb secretary of yours. What was her name?”

“Rachel, ma’am,” Christian heard his body say. His voice, his thoughts, nothing was in control any longer. He was programmed solely to please Linda.

“That’s the one.” Linda nodded. “You were in here, remember? In your office in the real world. And I came in for a surprise visit because we’d been drifting apart the past few months. I remember you sat behind this desk, looking at me with a look of utter shock. At first I couldn’t see what the problem was, and then the stupid little bitch poked her head out and I knew.”

“Oral sex.” She smiled, faintly. “A quick blowjob to break in the new girl. Too bad I walked in on you like that. Luckily, no-one’s going to interrupt us here.”

Christian shivered, silently. He didn’t like where this was going.

Linda raised one hand, finger and thumb poised together.

“What do you think?” She asked, sweetly. “Time to break in the new girl?”

Then there was a click and Christian was suddenly on all fours, underneath the desk, his hands digging into the rough weave of the carpet. He looked up in horror at Linda sat before him, watching him with low-lidded eyes, a sensual smile on her face.

“You always hated doing this, didn’t you?” She murmured, lifting up the edges of her dress. From between her legs, something dark and wet peered out, making nausea rise in Christian’s throat.

No! He wanted to shout. You’re sick, Linda! I won’t. You can’t make me! 

Instead, his body simply crouched in silence, awaiting orders. With a kick Christian realized Linda had turned him into the perfect secretary, willing to do anything to please her boss.

“I always thought it was a power thing, wasn’t it?” Linda was studying him with a faint smile. “You couldn’t bear to give up power to me, not when you could just make me get on all fours and suck your cock. Well, time we evened things up a bit.”

“Christine,” she commanded, “Eat your boss’s pussy.”

With a low moan, Christian found himself crawling forwards obediently, leaning in to the space between Linda’s legs. He wanted to scream, wanted to cry, wanted to vomit. 

You can’t do this to me! He howled inside his skull, aware she could hear him. Not that! It’s wrong. I’m a man! 

But it made no difference. Christine obediently brushed her long blonde hair back from his forehead, then he plunged his face between his boss’s legs, pressing his lips against her marshy dampness, breathing her in. There was a pause as he inhaled deeply, faintly aware of a tingle in his new pussy. Then he was lapping away, his face buried deep in the darkness, deep in Linda’s crotch. Greedily slurping at her cunt. 

“Good girl,” Linda murmured, stroking his hair “Very good girl.”

Christian didn’t answer, couldn’t answer. Instead his stupid, hateful body jabbed its tongue right into her hole, swirling round and round as he tried not to gag. Tried to ignore the warm, soft feeling spreading through his own crotch.

“I think,” he heard Linda whisper, “That you’re going to make a wonderful secretary.”

As he knelt there, lapping away at Linda’s pussy like a dog, Christian realized to his utmost horror that her words had made him feel almost deliriously proud.

 








  
 





III

Three hours later, Christian was standing in a store cupboard on the third floor, trying to get some spare paper down from the top shelf.

Because his new body was so short, he’d been forced to balance two boxes on top of one another and climb on them, hideously aware of how the action had caused his skirt to ride up, exposing his panty-clad ass. He’d tried to take his high heels off, to no avail. It was like they were as much a part of him as his enormous breasts or painted nails. 

The morning had been horrendous. After his transformation, Linda had kept him on all fours, lapping away for over an hour, grinding her pussy against his compliant face and moaning softly. 

That wasn’t the worst part, though. The worst part was what she’d done to his mind. Kneeling before her, his legs turning numb as the minutes ticked away, his face buried deep in the acrid smell of her crotch, it had dawned on Christian that his new body was enjoying itself. 

His makeshift ladder gave a sudden wobble and Christian threw out one delicate hand to steady himself. He gave a growl, then started pawing for the paper again, just beyond his reach. 

Why the fuck did she put it up here? He thought, angrily.

But he already knew why.

Linda’s version of his office was remarkably true to life. The layout was the same. The faces passing in the corridor were the same. Even the faint smell of disinfectant hanging around the cleaner’s closet was exactly as it had been in real life. Trotting past it on his high heels, Christian had been forced to feel a begrudging admiration for his ex-wife. 

She really was a talented programmer.

Nonetheless, there were some differences. In the corridor outside his office, the large oil painting he’d had done of himself in his study was gone. In its place, a painting of Linda smiled out evilly at him, finger’s poised to click and transform him into a new nightmare. 

Then there was the name. They were no longer called Wolf Industries. Now, across the building, on every name tag, on every sheet of paper, there was just one word.

LINDA.

But worst of all were the people. Where his real-life employees would nod nervously at Christian when he passed them in the corridor, these versions were under no compulsion to fear him at all.

Instead, they leered at his sexy new body, seemingly unable to take their eyes off his pert breasts or wiggling ass. 

Walking down the corridor, Christian realized with a flush of humiliation that nearly all of them were picturing his new body naked. 

Finally, Christian managed to get a hold on the box of paper. It was heavy. For his male body, lifting it would’ve been the easiest thing in the world. For poor, stupid Christine, it was a near-insurmountable challenge. 

What’s she trying to prove? He wondered, not caring if she heard.

After he’d licked her pussy and thanked her, Linda had clicked her fingers, and suddenly Christian was sat in Miranda’s old chair outside his office. There had been a buzz on the intercom and then Linda’s voice had come through, crisp and clear and amused.

“Christine, I’ve got a meeting shortly,” she said, “I need you to get everything ready for me. Print some spreadsheets off, there’s a good girl.”

As in a dream, Christian had heard himself say, “Yes ma’am.”

“Perfect,” Linda had purred, clearly enjoying herself. “One last thing.”

Christian had felt Christine frown in confusion.

“Yes ma’am?”

“Say ‘I’m a silly little slut’.”

He’d tried to grit his teeth, to force the words to die in his throat, but it was no use. No sooner had Linda finished speaking than he was echoing her words in a simpering, servile voice.

“I’m a silly little slut, ma’am.”    

Linda had laughed. A long, husky laugh.

“Good. Now tell me how glad you are I turned you into a girl.”

Christian dug his long, red nails into the palm of his hand. He wanted nothing more than to smash the intercom. To smash it to pieces then run, run as far away from this nightmare as his girly legs would carry him.

Instead he simply whimpered:

“I’m so glad you turned me into a girl, ma’am. I love being your slutty little secretary.”

“Oh yes?” Linda had giggled. “And why’s that?”

“Because I’m a pathetic little whore,” Christian had squeezed out through gritted teeth. “I’m a pathetic little whore who loves to be punished.”

“And you will be,” Linda said, amused. “Now get back to work, slut. We haven’t got all day.”

And the intercom had signed off, leaving Christian alone at his desk, angrily trying to ignore the painful little red crescents his nails had dug into his palms. 

Now, here he was, a couple of hours later, trying to get this stupid paper off this stupid shelf. 

Just when he thought he’d finally got it, there was what sounded like a distant click. The world titled. Christian gave a girly scream, then suddenly he was sprawling on the floor, his tiny skirt yanked up and a feeling that he could hear Linda laughing somewhere in the distance.

As he lay there, trying not to think about what he would do to that bitch when he got his hands on her, there was a knock. The door opened a crack and a dark, handsome face peered in.

“Everything OK in here?” the stranger smiled.

He was tall, with rugged features and a closely-shaved head. From his humiliating position on the floor, Christian thought that he’d seen him around somewhere before. Working in one of the departments, maybe. 

The stranger’s eyes drifted down Christine’s curvy body, coming to rest on her exposed panties. 

“Some fall you took,” he smirked.

With a hot flush of embarrassment, Christian pulled himself into a sitting position and angrily yanked down his skirt. 

“I was sent to get paper,” he mumbled, trying to ignore the stinging pangs of humiliation prickling at his skin.

“Oh, you mean this?” The stranger reached up and pulled the box down with ease. Watching him from the floor, Christian felt more pathetically female than ever.

“Thanks,” he grumbled. Then, when the stranger held out his hand, allowed himself to be pulled to his feet, trying to ignore the little thrill running through Christine’s body.

“Christine, right?” The stranger smiled at him, obviously amused by Christian’s confusion. “I’m Toby. Linda told me all about you.”

“Really?” Christian wasn’t sure how to take that. “What did she say?”

Toby laughed, his kindly brown eyes twinkling. Looking up at him from his newly diminutive height, Christian felt a pang of longing in his body for this handsome man.

“Oh, nothing much,” he smiled. “All good stuff, I promise. Here, let me help you with this.”

He hoisted the box under one arm, then graciously held the door open for Christian, who stepped through, unsure if he felt pleased or annoyed to be treated as a girl. 

“You don’t have to do that,” he mumbled.

“My pleasure.” Toby smiled at him again, his eyes casually drifting down to his chest. Christian was beginning to appreciate just quite how much cleavage he had on display. 

“So, where to?” Toby asked, his eyes still lingering on Christian’s figure. 

“This way.” Christian nodded down the corridor, back towards his (Linda’s, his brain corrected him) office.

“Ladies first.” Toby’s eyes twinkled all over again.

So Christian set off, leading him down the corridor, uncomfortably aware that Toby was using ‘ladies first’ as an excuse to look at his ass while he walked. 

Really, who could blame him? With each step, Christian could feel his hips curve in a strange, womanly way. Could feel his pert ass naturally wiggle. Hadn’t he, too, watched dozens of women walking in this way? Hundreds? 

At last, they reached Christian’s new desk. Toby put the box of paper down, and flashed him another smile.

“There. Easy.” 

“Thanks,” Christian said again. “Really. Now, if you don’t mind…”

The intercom buzzed.

Immediately, Christian’s new body hurled itself at the switch, terrified it wouldn’t answer quick enough for his boss’s liking.  

“Yes, ma’am?” He heard himself ask, breathlessly. 

“Christine,” Linda sounded amused. “Is Toby out there with you?”

Christian frowned at the tall, handsome man stood beside him, watching him with a strange smile on his face.

Why does she care? He wondered.

“Yes ma’am,” his body obediently replied.

“Excellent. Bring him on through.”

“Yes ma’am,” Christian simpered, but Linda had already signed off. Wondering what the hell was going on, he turned and felt himself flash Toby a dazzling, servile smile.

“This way, sir.” He heard himself say.

Toby grinned, his eyes still lingering on Christian’s chest.

“After you,” he said.

∞ ∞ ∞

Linda was lounging by the window when Christian staggered back in on his heels, Toby trailing in his wake. 

“Mr Toby, ma’am,” Christian said with a charmless smile. Whatever Linda was up to, he couldn’t wait to get rid of her new friend. The whole way up the corridor, he’d felt Toby’s eyes crawling across his ass, picturing him naked, picturing him on all fours.

He’d never been mentally undressed by a man before and he hated it. 

“Will that be all, ma’am?” He asked, hopefully. 

“Not quite,” Linda smiled. “Just be quiet now, there’s a good girl. The grownups are talking.”

Grownups! Christian seethed. Outwardly, he simply nodded his pretty head and clasped his hands behind his back, the perfect model of obedience.

Toby was circling him now, looking him up and down appreciatively, a gleam in his eye.

“Not bad,” he said at last. “Not bad at all. Tell you something, Linda, you’ve got an eye for detail.”

“I know.” Linda smiled. “She’s almost as good as the air hostess.”

“Better, I’d say. She didn’t break character on the walk up here once.” Toby suddenly reached out and squeezed one of Christian’s large breasts. Christian let out a yell and shrank back, knocking his hand away.

Toby grinned. “Feisty, too.”

Christian glanced from this maddeningly-familiar man to his boss, a cold finger of panic starting to worm its way up his spine. What the hell was going on?

“She’s my pride and joy.” Linda was watching his rising fear with obvious enjoyment. “It took six years to get the programming right, but it works. She actually thinks she’s human.”

“If she passes the test,” Toby hadn’t taken his eyes of Christian, “She could make you millions. Maybe more.”

“Oh, she’ll pass alright.” Linda tipped Christian a near-invisible wink. “Won’t you, Christine? Go ahead, tell Uncle Toby what a slut you are.”

This was horrible. More horrible than anything Linda had forced him to do since putting on those stupid glasses. Christian tried to give her a pleading look, but it was like his eyeballs were being moved by someone hiding inside his skull. The slowly slid across the room and settled on Toby’s face. Then a horrible, coquettish smile forced itself up onto his lips, like they was being pulled up by invisible wires.

“I’m a horny little slut,” Christian heard himself say, demurely. “I live to serve my mistress or master. I’ll do anything you want me to.”

“Anything.” He heard himself add in a sultry voice. Toby dipped slightly in his vision and he realized with horror that he’d leaned forward, showing off his generous cleavage. 

“Incredible.” Toby was smiling like a kid at Christmas. “She could out-sell all other models combined.”

“I can only hope,” Linda smiled mysteriously. “Want to try her out?”

“Why not?” Toby folded his strong arms and smiled. “No time like the present.”

For just a second, one little corner of the gloom that had descended after Linda turned him into Christine was illuminated, and the sight nearly made him scream.

It can’t be! Christian thought, desperately. But he knew it was. Those strong arms folded cockily. Those smooth, dark features. That professional grin.

It was Toby Stone.

In the corner of his eye, he saw Linda’s smile light up. She’d obviously read his mind, read his panic and was enjoying what she saw. Christian couldn’t worry about that now, though. 

Not if he was here.

Toby Stone was one of the best guys in the VR biz. He’d made a name for himself as a willing test subject for the old pre-programmed fantasy worlds. Since Wolf Industries avoided off the shelf scenarios, Christian had never had much use for the infamous tester, but plenty of other VR makers did. 

If you wanted someone to take your latest virtual bimbo for a test fuck, especially if you were making an S&M model, Toby Stone was the man.

“Does she only come as a secretary?” Toby was asking. “I know she’s a prototype, but are you going to give the clients options?” 

“She comes however you want her to,” Linda giggled. “Loudly. How would you like her?”  

“You mean you can change her right now?” Toby frowned at the horrified Christian, then a slow smile crept across his face. “I suppose I’ve always had a thing for corsets.”

“Good choice.” Linda nodded approvingly. She turned to Christian, smiling at his terrified expression. “One little slut in a corset coming right up.” 

And Linda snapped her fingers. 

Immediately, the blue light began to dance again. With a low moan, Christian looked down and saw he was naked, his secretary clothes disappeared. But not for long. Already his skin was rippling. The air around him twitching.

“Keep watching,” Linda advised Toby, “You’re in for a treat.”

In fascinated horror, Christian watched as a tight black corset formed across his body, laces winding it together, pulling it so tight he gasped. It pushed up, elevating his breasts toward his face, but it did so imperfectly, so his hard pink nipples were poking out the top. In desperation, he tried to poke them back in, but they defiantly refused to hide, pushing back against his fingertips. 

Narrow silk ribbons leaped from the edges, tied themselves into a dainty little bow across his chest. Then red lace began to uncurl down the front, making delicate little patterns leading all the way down to his trembling pussy. 

His pussy…

A dark pair of panties decorated with red were unfolding themselves over his crotch. Two long strips of lace leapt out from either side, fastened to his corset. At the same time, another two unwound and dropped down, thin ribbons that clipped to the top of the black tights unrolling up his legs, fastening in place. The high heels that seemed permanently attached to his feet changed color, becoming a dark, tempting red.

There was a tickling feeling round his throat. Christian threw one tiny hand up just as a small collar of black silk wound its way around his neck, crinkling up and pulling tight. Then his scalp began to tingle like a current was passing through it and his hair jumped up, coiled around itself, curling and towering upwards before cascading down over one shoulder. With a start, Christian realized he was no longer blonde, but a dark, sexy brunette.

Finally there was a scrunching sound and a red flower wove its way into his hair, held in place by a blood red ribbon. There was one final tremor, and then it was over. 

Christian looked in open-mouthed disbelief at the two people watching him. 

“What do you think?” Asked Linda, casually.

Toby stroked his chin, frowned. 

“Bigger tits.” He said.

Linda raised an eyebrow. 

“If that’s what you’re into.”

No!  Christian wanted to scream, For God’s sake, I’ll do anything! Just stop this nightmare!

On the surface, all he could do was watch demurely as his breasts swelled up even bigger. They were gigantic now, impossibly huge. Double H, at least. They were also ridiculously heavy. Christian could feel a twinge in his back as he struggled to stay upright with them hanging from his frame. 

“Perfect.” Toby nodded. “May I?”

Linda turned one final sneer on little Christian.

“She’s all yours.”

Then she was gone, as if she’d never been there, leaving Christian dressed in his new corset, all alone with Toby Stone.

For a long time, neither moved. 

“You’re trembling,” Toby finally said, kindly. “Don’t worry, I’m a professional.”

Then he suddenly shook his head.

“Look at me!” He laughed, “Talking to a program! She sure as hell made you real.”

Christian wanted to beg, to tell Toby he wasn’t a program, wasn’t even a girl but a man. A man trapped in a nightmare. But his body said nothing. It simply stood there, waiting for Toby to do whatever he wanted with it.

Toby’s eyes were drifting hungrily across Christian’s exposed breasts. 

“Guess we’d better get started, then.” He murmured.

Then he straightened up, looked Christian dead in the eye.

“Pinch your nipples!” He barked.

Instantly, Christian’s hands flew up. They both gripped one nipple each between forefinger and thumb. Then, without any input from his brain, they started to squeeze.

Almost immediately, Christian felt his body come to life. His nipples turned rock solid, pushing back against his fingertips. There was a stirring in his pussy and he felt a bolt of pleasure whip through him like lightening. 

He was getting wet.

“Harder.” Toby grunted, not taking his eyes off Christian’s tits. “Make it hurt.”

No! Christian wanted to shout, but his body was no longer his to control. His finger and thumb instantly pressed down hard, pinching him, making him gasp with pain. Then they started twisting, turning back and forth with cruel, sharp movements. He cried out; a high-pitched whimper which only made his fingers twist harder.

“Good.” Across the room, Toby slipped one hand into his pants. He pulled out a long, black cock and started working the tip, massaging the skin with fast, rhythmic movements.

“How does that feel, bitch?” He whispered, breathlessly. “Tell me how it feels.”

It hurts! Christian wanted to whimper, but instead his body let out a servile moan.

“Oh master,” he heard himself say, “It feels so good!”

His fingers were twisting faster now, sending sparks of pain shooting through his tits, echoing out across his body. It was awful. It was pain, it was humiliation. It was…

“Spank yourself,” he heard Toby growl, and instantly Christian let go with his left hand and brought it thwacking down against his smooth ass. Lighting exploded under the skin. He heard Christine let out a low moan.

No. It was wrong. He couldn’t. He wouldn’t. 

“Harder.”

The hand came down again, gave Christine’s ass a ringing slap. And this time, Christian couldn’t help himself. As the fire shot across his skin, he moaned with pleasure.

It seemed his new body was programmed to enjoy whatever Toby Stone wanted it to. 

Toby’s cock was rigid in his hand now. He pumped the shaft back and forth as he stared at Christian, a look of burning desire in his eyes.

“Harder, bitch!” He said. “Let me hear you scream!”

Thwack! Christine’s hand hit his ass so hard it knocked the breath out of him. Yet it no longer mattered. As Christian pinched his nipple and stared at Toby through dreamy, half-lidded eyes he realized he was feeling hotter than he ever had in his life.

“Oh master,” he moaned as Christine’s hand came down again, making him gasp. “Please. Please let me play with my pussy!”

“Not yet.” Toby growled, eyes still fixed on his tits. “Not till those big fat tits of yours are good and sore.”

Christian let out a little scream of frustration. But it was no use. His free hand shot back to his left nipple and began working it harder than ever. There was nothing sensual about this. It was pain. Sharp, burning, delicious pain.

And Christian couldn’t get enough of it.

“You fucking whore,” Toby grunted, his face a mask of desire and rage. “You dirty fucking whore. What are you?”

“I’m a whore!” Christian cried out, no longer sure if he was in control or Christine was. “I’m a dirty fucking whore!”

“Good.” Toby’s eyes burned like fire. “Now. Play with that pussy.”

It was like Christian was a drowning man who’d just be thrown a lifesaver. Without even stopping to think, he plunged one hand down between his legs and began frantically rubbing. Waves of pleasure coiled out from his crotch, unfurled across his body. He opened his mouth and a loud, female moan rolled out.

“Work it, bitch.” Toby spat. “Work it like the worthless slut you are.”

Christian didn’t need telling twice. One hand still twisting his nipple, he dropped down on his knees. Then he stuck his finger out and plunged it deep inside him, deep into his cunt.

It hurt at first. Dear God, it hurt. But the need, the desire was greater. With fast movements, Christian began to slip his finger in and out of Christine’s pussy, frigging both of them to climax.

Finally, it hit. Christian threw back his head and screamed as the shiver passed across his skin. It was a thousand times better than anything he’d ever known as a man. It was like his whole body was having an orgasm. 

Then Toby groaned and went rigid. A spurt of white goo shot out the end of his cock and spattered on the floor. He turned two lust-filled eyes on Christian. 

“Lick that up.” He snarled.

And before Christian knew what he was doing, he was crawling across the floor on all fours, and he was licking up Toby’s cum, feeling the rough grain of the wood against his tongue and not caring. Only wanting to get it all in his mouth so he could swallow it as fast as he could, like a good slave.

Then it was done. Christian swallowed the last of Toby’s sperm, relishing the salty taste that washed around his mouth. Then he looked up at his master from his spot on the floor, a servile expression on his pouty lips.

“Thank you,” he moaned softly. “Oh, thank you, master.”

Toby snorted.

“Don’t mention it,” he sneered, putting his cock back inside his pants. “She programmed you well, alright. She programmed you very well.”

Christian kept quiet. Toby was more right than he knew. 

“Linda?” Toby had crossed the room and punched the buzzer on the desk, the bulge of his erection still visible through his pants. “I’m done. I’ll deliver my report in a minute. Let me just say, though, you’re onto a winner with this one.”

He turned and gave Christian one final smile. 

“I can’t wait till you hit the market,” he grinned. “Might even splash out on a copy of you myself. Till then, enjoy the tests.”

“Tests?” Christian blinked, surprised his body had let him say that out loud. “What do you mean?”

“Sir?” He added, quickly.

Toby shrugged, a faint smile on his face like he couldn’t believe he was still talking to a program.

“Standard practice. They’ll get you living out a few fantasies. Fucking a few men. Who knows? She might even have something special in store for you.”

Then, before Christian could ask any more questions, he was out the door, off to make his final report to Linda. 

As he picked himself off the floor, the taste of Toby’s cum still on his lips, Christian realized with a feeling of horror and strange excitement that Toby’s last words could only mean one thing.

His journey as Christine was only just beginning.

 

To be continued…
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Her Perfect Slave Girl

Christian felt his mouth go dry.

“You-you know who I am?!” He squeaked, horrified.

Michael gave a snort of laughter.

“Of course I do. Linda told me all about what she’d done to you.”

He stepped into the room, toward Christian, that awful smile still dancing on his young lips.

“I had to see for myself.” His eyes drifted hungrily over Christian’s female body, coming to rest on his enormous breasts. Christian immediately put an arm over his chest, trying desperately to hide himself from Michael’s gaze.

“Drop that arm,” Michael said coolly. 

Instantly, Christian’s body lowered its arm, giving Michael a good view of his cleavage. 

“Now take your top off.”

That bitch! Christian’s brain fizzed with horror. How could she?!

He tried to fight, but it was useless. Obediently, his hands unbuttoned his shirt, then let it flutter to the floor. He shot Michael a pleading look.

“All of it.”

Christian wanted to cry. Instead, his hands leaped behind his back, unfastening the clasp of his push-up bra. Then he delicately slipped the straps over his shoulders and held it out in one hand for his new boss to see, his swollen breasts pale white in the morning sun. 

Michael sneered.

“Perfect.”

He casually crossed the room, dropped himself into Christian’s leather chair. He stuck his feet up, legs crossed on the desk and regarded Christian with the detached amusement of a boy holding a magnifying glass above an ant. 

“So, tell me, Mr Big Bad Wolf,” he drawled, “how does it feel to be stuck as a horny little bimbo?”

Like you don’t know, Christian thought, angrily, it feels fucking awful!

On the outside, his body simply said, “I feel however you want me to feel, sir. I’m programmed for your pleasure.”

Then, to his horror, Christian felt his body drop Michael a flirty little wink, a coquettish smile lighting up his girly face. 

“I know you are.” Michael grinned before adding, in awe, “She did one hell of a job with you, I’ll give her that.”

Inwardly, Christian seethed. Outwardly, he was mortified to hear Christine give a silly, bimbo-ish giggle. 

In the brief silence that followed, Michael watched him with the relaxed expression of a connoisseur. Of a man used to enjoying the finest things in life, including the most exquisite humiliations.

For his part, Christian watched him with a mixed feeling of helplessness and terror. And something else, too. A feeling deep within his brain that he didn’t even want to acknowledge. That he dearly wished didn’t exist.

Standing here, her tits on display, waiting to be humiliated, Christine was feeling hot.

“Just think,” Michael murmured at last. “You’re going to spend the rest of your life as that silly bimbo. Helplessly flirting with me while we sell off your company, piece by piece.”

The shock of that was enough for Christian to break through his programming.

“What?!” He yelped.

“Didn’t she tell you?” Michael laughed. “Brilliant! That means I get to see your face when you find out.”

He gave Christian a smug smile.

“Linda came to me with her plan two years ago. In return for supplying her with unlimited funds to make this world, she agreed to make me joint CEO of Wolf Industries. And now I am. That paper you signed earlier made me your new boss.”

A feeling of nausea was rising up in Christian. A feeling of suffocating helplessness.

“We’re going to break the company up,” Michael continued, casually, “transfer everything over to Swift Technologies. In a year or so, Wolf Industries will cease to exist. Your life’s work.”

He grinned. 

“Gone.”

“Please…” Christian whispered, hardly noticing the cold air caressing his exposed breasts, “please, I’ll do anything.”

“Of course you will,” Michael chuckled. “Linda programmed you to serve. As your boss, I can make you do anything I want.”

“Slap yourself.” He ordered.

There was a sickening crack and the world seemed to sway wildly. A burst of hot pain exploded across one side of Christian’s face. Christine’s left hand was stinging from where she’d hit him, causing his vision to lurch like that of a drunk.

He gaped at Michael, who laughed.

“Now piss yourself.”

No! Christian tried to shout, but it was too late. Already he could feel hot urine coursing down the inside of his leg, wetting his panties, soaking his tights. He stared in shame at the puddle forming on the carpet, a burning wave of humiliation flushing his cheeks a deep scarlet. 

“Did you enjoy that?” Michael asked, innocently. 

Of course I didn’t! Christian raged silently. Of course I didn’t you sick fuck!

But the programming was too strong. Invisible wires seemed to yank at the corners of his mouth, pulling his lips up into a grotesque smile.

“Yes sir.” He heard Christine say, hating the simpering, servile sound of her voice. “Yes, I loved it.”

“I know you did.” Michael regarded Christian coolly.

“What next?” He asked at last. “Shall I make you lick that up?”

“Would you like me to?” Christian heard himself ask, as if from very far away. 

“Part of me would.” Michael seemed to think. “But then, I think there are better ways to humiliate you, aren’t there?”

The evil smile came back.

“Take off your panties.”

With a low moan, Christian delicately slid his body out of its lacy, piss-soaked panties. They fell to the floor, bunching up around his ankles. Christian kicked them off over his high heels. Then he gave Michael a wary look.

“Now.” Michael said, “you’re going to get on your knees and beg me to fuck you. Then, when I nod, you’ll crawl over here on all fours and I’ll screw your hot little ass on your own desk. And the whole time…”

His smile widened. 

“I want to think about nothing but what a pathetic little slut you are.”
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She Turned Him Into a Call Girl Christian put the plate down beside his husband and turned to frown at the TV. The sight of the two girls moaning away did nothing for his female body. If anything, it made him feel faintly disgusted.

“Do we have to watch that,” He heard himself whine, quickly adding in a simpering voice, “baby?”

“Shut up.” Doug grunted, not taking his eyes off the TV.

Christian felt his face flush red with anger. The way Doug talked to him sometimes made him want to scream and smash something. 

Just because I’m a girl, he thought furiously to himself, then stopped.

He was a man. He had to remember that.

He picked up the remote, pointed it at the TV and switched it off. The two girls disappeared. He turned primly back to Doug, determined to give him a piece of his mind.

“Doug, honey…” was a far as he got.

The hand hit him with a sickening crack. The room dipped and swayed, like a cabin on a ship in a violent storm. With a mixture of confusion and horror, Christian realized he was no longer standing, but kneeling on the floor. 

He put a hand to his pretty face and stared dumbly at the drop of blood that came from his lips. Doug towered above him, a dark look on his face.

“You shouldn’t have done that Christine,” he growled. “You shouldn’t have done that.”

On the floor, Christian felt his heart jackhammer in his chest. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. His lip hurt, but this was even worse. This was something his new body couldn’t bear to think about.

He’d hurt his husband’s feelings.

“I’m sorry, baby,” he heard himself sob, his stomach turning at the servility in his female voice “I’m so sorry!”

“You will be.” Doug snarled. Then pain exploded across Christian’s scalp as his husband pulled him up by his hair and threw him onto the bed.

He landed with his legs parted, his dress ridden up and his pussy on display. Before he could move, two strong arms came down and pinned his hands to the mattress and then Doug was there, his face only inches from Christian’s.

“That was a silly thing you did there, Christine.” Doug’s breath was hot and sour on Christian’s face. He tried to turn away, but his body refused to move.

“I’m your husband.” Doug’s eyes locked onto his. “And you’re just a silly little whore. Got that?”

Christian nodded in dumb terror.

“Good. Now say it.”

“I’m a silly little whore,” he mumbled, fighting back tears of humiliation.

“Louder.”

“I’m a silly little whore!” He shouted, disgusted at how servile he’d become. At the high-pitched whine of his female voice. But most of all, at how his stupid body was reacting to this humiliation.

Lying helplessly on the bed, with Doug pressed up against him, Christian’s body was feeling deeply aroused.

“Damn right.” Doug’s eyes flashed. “You’re a dumb whore, and I’m your master, OK? You obey me.”

“Say it.” He snarled. “Say ‘yes master.’”

“Yes master,” Christian whimpered, trying to ignore the tingling in his pussy. Trying to ignore how hard his nipples were becoming, trying to ignore the urgent cravings his clit was shooting to every part of his brain. 

“Well done.” Doug’s eyes drifted down to his tits. Christian desperately wanted to cover them up, to hide them with his arm so his husband wouldn’t see how horny he was feeling. But he couldn’t move. Doug had him pinned to the bed.

A slow smile crept up Doug’s face. Using one meaty hand to pin both of Christian’s delicate, girly wrists, he reached out and pulled Christian’s dress down, exposing his gigantic boobs to the cold.

Christian wanted to cry with shame. His nipples were protruding out so far his arousal was obvious. There was no way to hide it, no way to deny it. 

He loved it when Doug treated him like a whore. 

“Well, well,” Doug smirked. “Look at this.”

He tweaked one of Christian’s nipples, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. Pleasure exploded behind Christian’s eyelids, making his body give out an involuntary moan. He felt a dampness starting to spread in his crotch.

“I bet you’d just love it if I fucked you now,” Doug whispered, gently pinching Christian’s nipple. “Wouldn’t you? You’d give anything to have my big dick in you.”

He ran his spare hand down to Christian’s pussy, probed its moist lips with his fingertips. Christian tried to close his legs, to twist his crotch out of Doug’s reach, but it was a half-hearted attempt at best.

On a level he didn’t even want to admit existed, he really did want Doug to fuck him.

Doug’s hand was pressed hard against his crotch now, slowly massaging his pussy. A thick thumb rubbed against Christian’s clit, spreading a warm heat through his lower body. Without even being aware he was doing it, he started to buck his hips gently, pushing back against Doug’s masculine hand.

“You like that, don’t you?” he heard his husband ask. “Christ, look at you. You’d do anything for a nice, fat dick, wouldn’t you?”

Christian closed his eyes and nodded. The tingling was getting stronger, sending urgent cravings out to every part of his body. At that moment, he no longer cared about holding onto the last fragments of his masculinity. 

All he wanted was to be fucked like the little whore he was.
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 Turned Into His Sister’s Pussy 

The nightmare started the moment Sam woke up.

He opened his eyes to find Jackie standing over him in her pink dressing gown, her long, bronzed legs poking out the bottom, an evil grin on her sculpted face. Seeing his sister lurking in his bedroom, Sam tried to cry out, to ask her what the fuck she was doing. But nothing came. 

He couldn’t open his mouth.

“Morning, brother,” Jackie sneered, her ruby lips curling up in dark amusement. With her flowing dark hair, darker eyes and porn star-sized breasts, Sam’s sister had always been attractive. Now, towering over him, she looked almost supernaturally beautiful. Like an evil goddess in some ancient fairy tale.

Jackie?! Sam tried to say, What the hell is going on? 

But his lips wouldn’t budge. He tried to move his arms, to push himself out of bed, but it was like his body had been turned to stone.

“Don’t even bother trying,” Jackie’s eyes twinkled. “I cast a spell on you earlier. I wanted to force you to hear what I had to say.”

A spell? Sam’s mind was spinning. He didn’t believe in witches, least of all witches who happened to be his eighteen year-old sister. Yet try as he might, he couldn’t even twitch his little finger. Couldn’t even let out a strangled groan.

It was as if his body was being held in place by magic. 

“It was in that book I got off eBay,” Jackie said, casually. Dimly, Sam thought he could remember it arriving. A big leather-bound thing covered in strange markings. He remembered teasing his sister about it, teasing her for believing in such nonsense.

Well, who was laughing now?

“It was right next to another spell I’m going to try out any minute now. But first…” Jackie pulled something out the pocket of her dressing gown. Trapped inside his body, Sam let out a mental groan.

“Mind telling me what this is?” Jackie asked, sweetly. 

It was the remote webcam Sam had bought off Amazon a few weeks back. The one that was connected to his laptop via WiFi. The one he’d sneakily installed…

“In my room.” Jackie arched an eyebrow at his prone form. “You’ve been filming me.”

Sam’s pale and half-naked body trembled under her gaze. He’d have given anything to be able to pull his bedsheet back over himself, to hide himself from his sister’s eyes. 

Not you. Sam wanted to shout. Don’t be gross!

It was true, he’d brought the camera for a much more personal reason. A reason with long blonde hair, magnificently pert breasts, and a giggle that made his heart melt.

A reason called Gina.

She’d been Jackie’s best friend since they were kids. Sam had had a crush on her since they first met. She was always coming round their house to bathe in the swimming pool out back, always ignoring Sam whenever he said ‘hi’, always smartly crossing her arms over her large breasts whenever he entered the room.

It made Sam sick with longing. So eventually, he’d decided to take matters into his own hands. 

He just hadn’t counted on Jackie finding the camera.

Or on her turning out to be a witch. 

“I always knew you were a little perv,” Jackie was saying, accusatively. “I bet you used to touch yourself while I was getting dressed. I bet you used to watch me and Toby when we were fucking on my bed.”

If Sam could have moved, he would have shaken his head. Violently. Toby was Jackie’s boyfriend. A muscled, tattooed brute who was 28 and worked in a bar. 

With his big arms, sadistic grin and beady eyes, Toby was the last person Sam wanted to see naked.

Please Jackie, he tried to say, knowing it was hopeless, I never spied on you. I swear!

Jackie was still talking, her arms folded across her ample breasts. 

“I bet you filmed Gina, too, didn’t you. Last week when we got changed together after swimming. Oh my God, you were watching us, weren’t you?”

For once, Sam was glad he couldn’t talk. He was a hopeless liar.

“All because you’re too scared to talk to her.” Jackie shook her head. “You know what we call boys like you? Pussies. You’re a pathetic little pussy, brother. You know that, right?”

Sam gazed up at her, his insides frozen with terror. 

What is she going to do to me? He wondered, frantically. 

“You’re a pathetic little pussy who doesn’t deserve to be male,” Jackie continued, firmly. “And I have just the spell for that.”

Slowly, she lowered her arms and let her dressing gown fall open. With a shock, Sam saw she was naked underneath. Her large, firm breasts hung pertly from her frame. Her smooth stomach ran down, flat and perfect, ending just above a little tuft of dark public hair. From between her bronzed legs, Sam could see his sister’s pussy, peeking out. 

He tried to turn away, but he was powerless to move. 

“You spied on me like a little pussy,” Jackie whispered, her dark eyes flashing. “So. Let the punishment fit the crime!”

Then she whispered something under her breath, and suddenly Sam could feel his body shifting. As he watched in horror, his skin began moving. Rippling. Changing.

Above him, Jackie giggled, an evil smile etched on her perfect face.

“Oh brother,” she whispered, “you’re going to regret ever crossing your baby sister!”

The room was growing around Sam, becoming bigger, the ceiling getting further away. The bed seemed to expand, its edges sweeping away from him until it looked like a vast, white desert. With a jolt, Sam realized he was getting smaller.

As he shrank, he felt his limbs start to pull closer to him, to join up with his body. In horror he watched as his arms fused to his sides, then suddenly disappeared, leaving smooth, hairless skin. His legs folded up too, vanished inside him, leaving his body as nothing but a great, pink blob. 

There was a terrific itching across his scalp, then suddenly dark hair burst from Sam’s head. Wiry, curly hairs that sprouted and grew outwards in a manicured tuft. They swept up and away from him, then suddenly curled and fell down past his eyes. When Sam saw them he wanted to scream. To scream and keep screaming until he woke from this hideous nightmare.

His head was now covered in a forest of wiry pubes. 

Sam’s body was shifting now, becoming fatter around his shoulders, thinner at the bottom. All the features of his torso had vanished, leaving a strange, fleshy triangle. A triangle that looked disturbingly familiar. 

No! Sam screamed to himself. No, she can’t! She can’t turn me into…!

But before he could finish his thought, a great, tearing feeling ripped through his new body. A vertical slit tore open through it, the flesh folding back and turning into two delicate, moist lips that hung  trembling either side of a little hole.

There was no doubting it any longer.

Jackie was turning him into a pussy. 

There was a sensation like someone was pulling at the insides of his face, then suddenly everything went dark. For a moment, Sam thought this would be it. That he would vanish forever into his new form. Then light was bursting in through his eyes as he felt his face twist and distort in strange, unexpected ways.

What the fuck is happening?! He thought, wildly. 

Then he saw the folds of skin, pressing against his cheeks. The two lips, closing almost primly over him. 

Jackie’s spell had turned his head into a clitoris. 

And still the room was growing. Jackie was now a monster, towering over him. A vast, dark shadow so distant Sam could barely make out its face. 

There was only one thing he thought he could be sure of, as the last traces of his human body slipped away, as a urethra formed where his mouth should have been, and the soft skin of the labia swelled up around him. 

His sister was smiling. 

Then it was over. For a second, Sam simply lay in the middle of his bed, a lone vagina lost in a sea of white. Then there was a terrific flash of light. When it cleared, he was looking dazedly out at his empty bed from sitting height. 

What happened? He thought, vaguely, how did I-?

Then he noticed the two long, smooth legs either side of his body. Felt the world lurch as their owner turned toward the mirror. Heard a distant giggle that sent a faint twitch running through his new form, making his whole body shiver. 

“There, now?” Jackie purred. “Isn’t that better?”

No! Sam thought helplessly, She can’t!

But it was too late.

In the full-length mirror that he’d dressed himself in only yesterday, Sam could see Jackie smiling back at him, the sides of her dressing gown folded back to display her naked body. 

But that wasn’t what interested Sam. What interested him was the part of Jackie’s body that was directly in front of him, on his eye line. The part of her body Jackie had turned him into.

“You’re going to spend the rest of your life as my pussy,” his sister whispered, her reflection grinning down at him. “I’m going to shave you and pluck you and let Toby put his dick in you and, one day, I’m going to have babies out of you.”

She paused.

“And I’m never – ever – going to change you back.”

Sam wanted to scream. To throw himself on his knees and say he was sorry and beg his younger sister for any fate but this one. But it was useless. He no longer had knees, and the only lips he did have were incapable of talking.

“Would you like to see?” Jackie asked, innocently.

Then, before Sam could even register what she’d said, the world lurched forward as Jackie stepped right up to the mirror.

His new form was now only inches from him. With a growing sense of horror, he realized he could see his new self in perfect detail. 

Most of his body was taken up by two loose folds of skin, pressed together. A large dusting of pubic hair ran across the top of him (that could really use a trim, Sam thought with a mental shudder), while the main part of him – the part containing his urethra and clitoris, bulged out slightly in a demure line. 

With a jolt, Sam realized this was the closest he’d been to a pussy in eighteen years as a boy. 

“What do you think?” Jackie murmured from high above him. “Improvement?”

She dropped a hand down, and gently ran one red-nailed finger across his clit. Sam’s entire body shivered. It was like his head had been replaced with an incredibly powerful switch. The slightest touch was enough to send bolts of electric exploding out across his skin.

“My spell erased you from history,” he heard Jackie say. “As far as everyone else is concerned, you’ve always been nothing but my pussy. I could erase your memories, too, if I wanted to.”

Sam heard a note of humor creep into her voice.

“But where would be the fun in that?”

Sam simply sat there, unable to even think. The true horror of his predicament was only just now settling over him.

He was stuck as his sister’s pussy for all eternity. He couldn’t talk to her, couldn’t beg to be changed back. Couldn’t even communicate. All he could do was spend the next eighty-odd years hanging between her legs, waiting for a man to come along and stick his dick inside him. 

It was too frightening to even contemplate.

Casually, Jackie tickled his clit with her finger again, firing off more sparks through his body. Then her fingers vanished, and suddenly the world disappeared behind a soft wall of pink.

His sister had closed her dressing gown. 

“Right brother,” he heard Jackie giggle, “let’s get your first day as my pussy started!”

The world lurched. The legs either side of Sam swung back and forth, gently pressing against his sides. Jackie was skipping off back to her bedroom. Between her legs, Sam was still numb with shock. 

He’d been turned into a cunt. It was more horrifying than anything he’d ever even dreamed of. It was humiliating. It was disgusting. 

And, although Sam didn’t know it yet, it was about to get a whole lot worse. 

∞ ∞ ∞

“Hi, Toby, baby?” Jackie’s voice echoed down from high above. Faintly, Sam could feel her words vibrating through his new form. 

This close, his sister sounded almost alien.

“I’m desperate for a fuck,” Jackie moaned. “I’m so wet and wide and I just need your dick inside me.”

Between her legs, Sam silently fumed. His sister most certainly was not wet. 

At least, not yet.

“Can’t you get off earlier?” Jackie pouted. “OK. Yeah, three o’clock will do. Oh, baby?”

There was a long pause.

“I can’t wait for you to fuck my pussy.”

There was a distant beep as Jackie hung up the phone. Seconds later, the soft pink walls surrounding him were thrown back, and Sam was looking up into his sister’s face.

“Did you hear that, brother?” Jackie giggled. “My man’s coming round in five hours, and I’m going to let him fuck you hard.” 

You bitch! Sam wanted to scream. The thought of Toby’s slimy cock being forced inside him was sickening. Worse, at his tiny new size, it would be nearly as big as him. Sam couldn’t even begin to imagine how that would feel, but he was betting it would hurt. 

“That’s just for starters.” Jackie casually wound a finger through her public hair. Sam felt a scratching, tickling sensation that wasn’t exactly unpleasant. 

“I’ve got a whole lifetime’s worth of punishments lined up for you, my darling pussy.” Jackie suddenly yanked a hair out, sending pain bursting through Sam’s body. “By the time I’m though, you’ll have had more dicks in you than the sluttiest little whore.”

Sam didn’t even doubt that for a second. In the half hour he’d already spent as Jackie’s cunt, she’d made him feel more humiliated and unmanly than he ever had in his life.

Moments after his transformation, Jackie had padded into the toilet. Stuck between her legs, Sam had only realized where they were going when the floor changed from woven carpet to black and white tiles.

Don’t! He’d furiously screamed inside his mind. Don’t you fucking dare!

It had made no difference. He’d heard the sound of the door being locked, then suddenly he was dropping through space. Dropping as Jackie bent her legs and pulled the edges of her dressing gown up, squatting on the edge of their white porcelain toilet. 

Far below Sam, the water waited patiently. With Jackie’s legs and naked ass blocking out the light, the inside of the toilet was dim, dingy. Sam could just make out a loose pube stuck to one of the walls, beside the used-up freshener. 

“Just a quick stop, brother,” he heard Jackie call. “Just want to check the plumbing’s still in order.”

Then before Sam had time to react, he’d felt her relax.

He’d tried to fight it. Tried to pull his soft, fleshy lips closed and block it out. Tried to freeze the urine in its tracks. It was no use. Two seconds later, he’d felt his urethra – the part of his new body he vaguely thought of as his ‘mouth’ – open. Then a jet of piss was squirting out of him, splashing down into the toilet bowl. 

It was hideous. Huge droplets of his sister’s piss had exploded out of Sam, sending drips running down between his lips. The stink had been incredible, an acrid smell that seemed to cling to every part of his new body.

Why the fuck did she let me keep my sense of smell? Sam thought, unhappily. It was just like Jackie to do something so fundamentally, pointlessly cruel. 

Finally, it was over. The droplets had dried up, and Sam allowed his ‘mouth’ to close. With a start he’d realized he could still taste his sister’s piss. It was as if he’d still been human and been forced to drink a glass of urine. 

If this is what it’s going to be like every time, he thought, dully, kill me now.

Then he’d heard the sound of paper ripping, and moments later a vast, white sheet had appeared from nowhere, clasped in Jackie’s delicate fingers. She’d dragged it along Sam’s lips once, twice, then dropped it in the toilet bowl. 

To Sam’s newly-sensitive body, all made up of nerve-endings and pleasure centers, the toilet paper had felt hideously rough. He’d been pathetically grateful when his sister had elected not to wipe a second time, instead standing and flushing.

“Perfect!” He’d heard her say. “Now to test your other parts!” 

Other parts…? Sam had wondered in horror. Then they were off, Jackie padding back across the landing to her bedroom, already dialling Toby’s number on the cordless phone. 

And now here they were. Sister and brother, woman and her pussy, waiting for 3 o’clock to roll around and Toby to arrive. 

“I’ve always wanted to fuck your friends,” Jackie was saying, still idly stroking Sam’s thick public bush. “How would you like it if I let them come inside you?”

How do you think, you bitch? Sam mentally spat. 

Jackie plucked another hair out – making Sam’s new form shiver with pain – and sighed. She looked around her room, as if vaguely disappointed.

“I suppose I could have let you keep your voice,” she murmured. “It would’ve been fun hearing you cry and beg and plead with me. On the other hand, way too embarrassing if you started screaming in public.”

From his new spot between his sister’s legs, Sam kept silent. Down here, Jackie looked less like a woman than an impressionist painting of one. If he strained to look up at her, he could just make out her stomach curving impossibly far away into the sky, and two enormous breasts dangling above, each bigger than he was. He could only really see the bottom of her face when she was looking up, and right now even that was hidden by the fingers playing with his pubic hair. 

“Still…” he heard her say, “It might be nice to know I was humiliating you.”

Then it happened. Sam felt his sister tense, and heard her give out a tiny gasp. 

“And I think,” she said, “that I’ve got just the thing.”

Before Sam knew what was happening, the soft pink walls were furled around him again, and then Jackie was on her feet and all he could see was the floor. His sister walked halfway across her room and stopped. There was the sound of a drawer opening, then they were making their way back towards the bed.

What has she got? Sam’s mind was racing with the possibilities, each one worse than the last. Some tweezers? A waxing kit? A (here he mentally shuddered) tampon?

Jackie lowered herself back onto the bed, lay down. One of her enormous hands drifted across Sam’s vision, as big as he was, and grasped the edge of her dressing gown. 

Here we go…

Sam steeled himself for the worst. Steeled himself for humiliation. Then Jackie whipped the pink walls back and he gave an internal scream.

It was worse than he could have imagined. The very worst thing his bitch of a sister could have done to him.

No! Jackie, please! I’m begging you!

Inches from Sam was a long, fat, pink rubber tube. It was enormous, a thick, smooth thing that curved upwards at the end. Its tip was bulbous, swollen. On its back lay two loose, rubber tongues pinched tight together, perfect for tickling Sam’s clit with.

Jackie was going to fuck him with a dildo. 

“You see what happens?” He heard her distantly murmur. “You see what happens when you’re a bad boy, brother? When you peek on girls? You want to act like a pussy, then you’ll get treated like one.” 

The tip of the dildo glistened with something. Jackie had rubbed lube onto it to make it go in easier. Sam pulled away in horror, tried to squeeze himself shut. Anything to stop that-that thing from going inside him.

Yet, as he looked at the dildo, an odd feeling started to overcome him. There was something about its shape. Something about its rude, thrusting power. Something about the thought of Jackie’s hands, ramming it into his hole…

With shock, Sam realized he was no longer tightly closed. He was relaxed. Loose. Deep inside himself, he felt his hole start to open. Blood was rushing to every part of his body, making him feel warm, contented.

He was getting wet.

“You like that?” Jackie whispered. “You like the thought of being fucked like a pussy? My word, brother. You are a naughty little slut.”

No. No, it was wrong. It was so, so wrong. He couldn’t let her stick that in him. Couldn’t let her rob his manhood like this.

So why was his new body becoming wide and puffy just thinking about it? 

Two of Jackie’s fingers came down, rested either side of him. This close they were like flesh-colored tree trunks. Gently, she prised back Sam’s lips, exposing his hole to the world. 

“Don’t fight it.” He heard his sister murmur. “Trust me, it feels so good…”

Then she pushed the end of the dildo deep inside him.

At first, the feeling was horrific. Sam could feel the insides of his new body being rudely shoved aside to make room for this intruder. As the dildo sank in, scraping along his walls, he felt little sparks of pain explode inside him. 

The thing was too big! He wanted to shout, to tell Jackie to stop, to tell her it would never fit. To tell her she was going to damage him putting that stupid thing inside his hole.

Then a remarkable thing happened. As the dildo pushed further in, Sam felt his insides lubricate themselves to help its passage. It stopped hurting. Like magic, the pain just stopped. 

In its place came an overwhelming sensation of pleasure.

It radiated out from deep inside him, a dull warmth that seemed to throb through every inch of his new body. His walls were dripping wet, puffy with desire. It was like his whole body had been rolled up inside a warm blanket. In spite of himself, Sam hoped it would never stop.

Then Jackie began to move.

She moved slowly at first, letting the dildo slip halfway out of Sam, then slowly drift back in until its tip was buried deep inside him. 

With each movement, Sam felt the warmth spread further across his body. Felt pleasure tingle across every inch of his plump skin. Without being aware he was doing it, he closed his walls inside him tight, clenching them round Jackie’s toy. Distantly, he heard his sister give a groan of pleasure.

“Oh fuck yeah.” She mumbled. “That’s it brother. Be a good little pussy.”

Sam didn’t need telling twice. As Jackie’s wrist started to pick up speed, shoving the dildo in deeper and deeper, he began to clench and unclench in time with the rhythm. Each time he yanked his walls tight a burst of pleasure shot through him that was so powerful he nearly blacked out. Each time, his sister moaned loudly. 

They lay on the bed together, Jackie grinding her hips with each thrust, drilling the dildo into him. She parted her legs wide, pulled back Sam’s lips and started ramming her toy against him. Her hand jerked harder and harder. And each time her moans got even louder.

Sam’s whole body was pulsing with pleasure now. It was utterly unlike any sex he’d ever had as a human, utterly unlike masturbating. Every single inch of him was filled with bundles and bundles of nerves, all of them firing pleasure signals deep into his mind. It was like his entire body was climbing towards orgasm.

Stop, oh God, please make it stop, Sam sobbed in one corner of his mind. But the rest of him didn’t care. It was just too good, too pleasurable. As Jackie thrust the dildo in again he clenched so tightly he thought it might snap, and was rewarded with his sister giving a loud cry.

“You like that, huh?” He heard Jackie whisper. “You want more, little pussy? Try this.”

The two pink tongues Sam had noticed on the back of the dildo suddenly pressed up against his throbbing clit, sending a bolt of lightning through him. For one dazed second Sam wondered what was going to happened. The one of Jackie’s fingers casually pressed the ‘on’ switch.

It was like electric was exploding through his brain. The pink tongues began to vibrate, slowly at first, then picking up speed. Each touch made his clit shoot out sparks that engulfed him, turned Sam’s whole world a vibrant white. Distantly he heard his sister scream.

I can’t take any more! He sobbed. He was losing control.

It’s too good! It’s too fucking good!

Then Jackie pressed another button and the dildo’s long shaft started rotating inside him, and it got even better.

Something was building in Sam. Something strong and elemental that seemed to grow from somewhere deep inside him. It was like a tidal wave rearing up. Sam just had time to mentally grit his teeth…

…and then it hit. Sam’s entire new form spasmed, twitching uncontrollably as Jackie let out a piercing scream. Fireworks exploded over every inch of his skin, causing the world to vanish into soft pink clouds.

The pleasure peaked once, twice, three times, then Sam was floating back down to Earth on a gentle wind. Dimly, he was aware of Jackie pulling the dildo out, leaving a gaping hole in the heart of his new body. A hole he was desperate to fill. 

And then it was over. Jackie pulled herself into a sitting position, and looked down at her brother, her eyes soft.

“Congratulations,” she whispered, dreamily. “You’re finally a proper pussy.”

Lying between her legs, every inch of his body tingling with electric, Sam didn’t know quite how to feel. 

But his encounter with the dildo had given him an idea. In the back of his mind, a plan was starting to form. 

He had a feeling Jackie would soon regret fucking with her older brother.

∞ ∞ ∞

The rest of the day passed in a blur of humiliations.

After using the dildo on him, Jackie had got a pair of tweezers and plucked every single hair on Sam’s body out, even the invisible, wispy ones near his lips. 

Each yank had sent shockwaves of pain running through his sensitive new form. But that hadn’t been the worst part. That had come when Jackie showed him her handiwork in the mirror. Looking at his newly-smooth body, Sam had wanted to moan with horror.

He looked like something you might find in a porn star’s panties. 

After that, things had gone from bad to worse. Jackie had picked up her spell book and read one out, trying to stifle giggles as she did so. 

No sooner had she finished than Sam began to feel awful. Not just bad. He felt sicker than he ever had in his life. A dull pain ached far back inside him, like something was twisting some hidden part of him.

What the hell has she done to me? He wondered.

Then Jackie had pulled out the tampon and he’d realized.

He was on his period. 

The next three hours had been spent with a tampon stuffed deep inside him, blood leaking out from between his lips. It had been horrible. Jackie’s flow was spectacularly heavy, and feeling it clog up the tampon inside him had made Sam want to scream and be violently sick.

At long last, his sister had got tired of being on her period. She’d read out another spell and then the pain and rundown feelings were gone.

But the humiliations weren’t over yet. Jackie had tiptoed over to the bathroom, locked the door, then gently pulled the tampon out of Sam.

It had been grotesque. The whole thing was swollen with blood, and Sam could smell its sickly stench as Jackie drew it out and held it near him. He would’ve given anything to be able to hold his breath or wrinkle his nose, but there was nothing he could do. 

If Jackie wanted him to smell her tampon, his new body was incapable of stopping her.

“Ugh, that’s a messy flow,” he’d heard her sigh. “Just look at what you did, brother.”

Then she’d shoved the dirty tampon right up against him and forced him to drink in the smell of her blood. 

After that, Jackie spent the afternoon drinking glasses of water and rushing to the bathroom to pee. By the time three o’clock rolled round, Sam had squirted so much piss out his ‘mouth’ that he thought the taste would never leave.

That was when Toby arrived. 

Jackie was lying on the bed when the bell rang, her dressing gown open, one finger idly stroking Sam’s clit. As soon as she heard her boyfriend pull up, she’d leapt off the bed, grabbed some lacy red panties and yanked them on.

From his position, Sam had watched as this new, soft cage was pulled over him. It was the first time he’d been inside panties as a pussy and he wasn’t at all sure he liked it. The fabric clung too close, pressing up against and scratching his skin, making him hot and uncomfortable. Combined with Jackie’s pink dressing gown, it made it impossible to see anything beyond a vague, red-tinted blur.

Yet there was nothing he could do. Hidden away in Jackie’s panties, he waited as his sister went clattering down the stairs and yanked open the door to let her boyfriend in. 

“Hey babe,” he heard Toby say in his rough voice. “All ready to have your pretty ass fucked?”

Between his sister’s legs, Sam silently fumed. He hated Toby. Hated him with a passion. The guy was a decade older than Jackie, and here he was, hanging around and picking up schoolgirls. It was pathetic. 

Not as pathetic as filming your sister’s best friend, an unwanted voice piped up in the back of his subconscious. Sam swatted it away with a mental scowl. 

“More than ready,” he heard Jackie purr. “I’m going to let you fuck my pussy until it’s dripping with come.” 

Then suddenly something was squashing up against him, pressing the scratchy fabric of Jackie’s panties right into his skin. It took Sam a second to figure out his sister and Toby were kissing. Then they shifted and he recoiled in horror. 

Toby’s erection was pressing right up against him. 

At length, the kissing stopped. Then they were running up the stairs, Jackie’s thick legs pumping on the edges of his vision. Behind them he could hear Toby’s footsteps following. 

This isn’t right… Sam mentally frowned. They should’ve been in Jackie’s bedroom by now. What was taking so long…?

And then he realized.

They were going to fuck in his bedroom. 

Far away, he heard a door slam, and then the world lurched and Jackie’s legs parted. Almost immediately, Toby’s erection was back, digging into him as the two of them kissed. Jackie had leaped right into her boyfriend’s arms. 

“I can’t wait to fuck that little pussy of yours,” he heard Toby growl, and the thought turned his stomach. The idea that Toby – broad, muscular, bearded Toby – was seconds away from sticking his slimy dick inside him was almost too much to bear. 

“Then I guess you’d better get on with it, hadn’t you?” Jackie murmured. Then next thing Sam knew, a calloused, hairy hand bigger than he was had reached under the dressing gown and was squeezing him, caressing him. 

It was awful. Toby’s big, meaty hand rubbed up against Sam’s new body, pressing the scratchy fabric of Jackie’s panties deep into his sensitive skin. Blood was rushing from every part of his sister’s body into him, making his lips go puffy. Making him ready for Toby’s dick.

As Toby’s hand moved in a jerky, rubbing motion, Sam’s brain began to sink back into the pink fog he’d felt when the dildo was in him. His skin was tingling. He wanted so badly to relax his hole, to invite Toby’s finger in. To invite him to fuck him. 

No… Sam thought, dreamily, no, I have to…

He didn’t get any further. Two of Toby’s fingers pinched together and yanked Jackie’s panties off, earning a squeal from their owner. Then one stubby finger reached out, started probing the folds of Sam’s swollen lips. It ran in a circle round his clit, sending shivers through him, then drifted down to the entrance to Sam’s hole…

And stopped. 

“Baby?” He heard Jackie say. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothin’.” Toby grunted. “I’m trying…”

The finger jabbed forward again. And again. It was no use. 

Sam had clenched his insides so tight there was no way anything was getting in.

“Ow… baby, please—ow!” He heard Jackie gasp, as Toby’s finger kept stabbing. “No, don’t… Ow! For fuck’s sakes!”

She took a step back and the finger vanished, slipping back through the soft pink wall. In his comfortable darkness, Sam could hear an argument brewing.

“What the fuck is going on? You’re all… you’re all dry and shit!”

“It’s nothing, baby, it’s nothing! I’m just-” 

“Just what? You said you were all wet when you called. For fuck’s sakes Jacks, I’m meant to be at work!” 

“Hold on,” he heard Jackie say grimly. 

Then they were marching, marching back out onto the landing. Sam heard the toilet door slam closed, locking them in the bathroom. Seconds later, his lacy red cage was pulled down, the pink walls flung open, and Jackie was glaring at him in the mirror.

“What the fuck are you doing?” She hissed. 

Sam said nothing. Instead, he clenched tighter than ever. 

A faint look of pain flickered across Jackie’s olive-skinned face. With almost no clothes on and anger flashing in her dark eyes, she looked stunningly beautiful. 

“Listen.” She jabbed a finger against Sam’s clit, hard. It hurt like hell.

“I can do shit to you you wouldn’t believe.” She snarled. “I’ll say a spell and give myself a period that’ll never go away. I’ll keep pissing all day long, and I’ll wear diapers so you have to sit in it. I’ll have sex with black men with the biggest dicks I can find, understand?”

Her dark eyes flashed, dangerously.

“Don’t think this is the worst I can do,” she declared. “I can make your life hell.”

There was a long silence. Then, reluctantly, Sam stopped clenching. His hole loosened. His lips started to moisten again. 

“That’s better.” Jackie gave him one last glare.

“Now behave while I fuck my boyfriend!” She snapped. 

And then they were stalking back across the landing, the dressing gown still open, Sam watching as Toby grew bigger from his position by the doorway, an erection bulging in his pants.

“Sorry, baby,” he heard his sister moan. “I’m ready now. You can do whatever you want to-”

Her voice stopped dead as she felt it happen. As she felt Sam relax. Toby’s eyes grew wide. From high above him, Sam heard his sister let out a terrified groan. 

Cascading out of Sam’s ‘mouth’, running down one of Jackie’s naked legs and pattering to the floor, was a stream of piss.

“Stop it!” He heard Jackie yell. “Stop!”

The acrid taste bit at Sam’s ‘mouth,’ made him feel nauseous. The moisture of his lips mixed with the urine, creating a pungent smell. But he kept pushing it out, kept pushing until every last drop was gone.    

It’s worth it, Sam told himself, Anything but Toby. Anything but that.

“Baby…” He could see Toby now, staring in shock at Jackie’s cunt. Staring in shock at Sam. He slowly shook his head.

“This…” He mumbled. “This…”

His eyes suddenly hardened.

“This is fucked up!” He bellowed.

Then he was barging past and storming down the stairs, Jackie running after him, her whimpered pleas barely audible to Sam above the clattering of footsteps. 

“I’m supposed to be working!” He heard Toby yell, “I traded Saturday night with Mike for this. I was going to the game!”

“Come back, Toby. Please baby…”

“Fuck off,” Sam heard Toby grunt. Then there was the sound of a door slamming, then silence.

For a moment, Jackie simply stood there, her legs trembling with rage. Then the pink walls jerked angrily closed.

“Right!” Sam heard his sister snap. “That’s it!”

The world lurched. Jackie was running, running back to her room. Hidden in his cage, Sam could only listen in mute horror as Jackie snatched her spell book up off the desk and started reading aloud. 

She read for five whole minutes. By the end, Sam was almost ready to cry.

∞ ∞ ∞

The next week was the worst of Sam’s life. He’d always known his sister had a temper on her, but he’d never known quite how cruel she could be. How willing she was to suffer herself just to make him suffer more.

The barrage of curses she’d levelled at him had left him a humiliated wreck. He was now permanently on his period, blood dripping out the gaping hole in the middle of him, soaking into the tampons Jackie rammed up there. He was also constantly leaking piss, a change made worse by the adult diapers Jackie now calmly wore, leaving Sam to sit in his own mess for days at a time.

She’d stopped washing him, too. Now she simply let the sweat and grime of the day accumulate, until Sam thought he might go mad with the stink. He felt constantly dirty, smelly and sweaty, and spent all but ten minutes a day trapped in a prison of his own filth. By the second day he was ready to apologize. By the end of the fifth, he was ready to go mad. 

He was no longer a man. He was just the dirty, disgusting sex organs of a sister who would keep him trapped in filth and humiliate him for all eternity. 

He didn’t even get time off when he went to sleep. His new form didn’t have eyes to close or a brain that needed sleep. Instead, he simply lay awake for twelve hours every night, wallowing in his own misery and wishing he was dead. 

Then there were the sexual humiliations. The only time Jackie let him out from his cage was to jab something into one of his holes. One day, she shoved the dildo so deep into him that Sam was sure the skin would split and they’d have to go to hospital. 

The pain was unbearable. If he’d been capable of it, Sam would’ve responded by bursting into tears.

Finally, exactly a week after he’d made his sister piss herself in front of Toby, Sam was released from his prison. Jackie kicked the diaper off, and stood in front of the bathroom mirror, sneering at him. 

“I can keep that up for the rest of my life,” she declared. “And I haven’t even let any big men fuck you yet.”

No, please… Sam’s brain whispered. In the mirror, he could see his lips were still stained with blood and piss. The thought of going back in the diaper made him want to scream. 

I’ll be good, he finished, humbly. 

“I’m going to give you one more chance.” Jackie said. “One more. Fuck up again and I’ll swap you into the pussy of some crackhead hooker. Got that?”

For a second, Sam panicked, unsure how to communicate with his sister. Then an old memory stirred.

Once for yes, twice for no…

He gave his hole a quick, tight clench and relaxed. In the mirror, he saw his sister smile. 

“Good. Are you going to give me any more trouble?”

Sam clenched twice in quick succession. 

“Am I the best sister in all the world?”

One clench. 

“Do you deserve to turned back into a man?”

Sam hesitated.

Two clenches.

“Good answer. Are you pathetic?”

One clench. 

“Am I your goddess?”

One clench.

“Can you wait to have a big fat dick inside you?”

…

“I know, double negative. Don’t worry about it.” Jackie smiled, the first genuine smile Sam had seen on her lips all week. “I’ll let it slide. For now.”

She idly reached down and flicked some dirt from Sam’s grimy lips. 

“Gina’s coming round later,” she said, idly, “I suppose I’d better get you cleaned up…”

But Sam was hardly listening. 

Gina…

Maybe this was his chance.  

Before Jackie could move on, he summoned all his concentration. Focused as hard as he could, summoning up the blood. He felt his walls start to swell up, go puffy. Felt his hole start to stretch wide. Felt the pinprick of heat across the whole of his body.

In the mirror, Jackie raised one eyebrow. 

“So that’s your game, huh?” She muttered. “Well, let me see…”

She appeared to think for a minute. Between her legs, Sam trembled with awe and fright. 

Jackie was no longer his sister. She was his goddess. And from now on he was going to have to treat her like a real worshipper.

He was her slave, and he would do whatever she wanted.

“Yeah, I guess that could work.” Jackie said at last. She grinned at the worthless little pussy that had once been Sam. “You’ll have to do something for me of course. But why not?”

With a mental sigh of relief, Sam relaxed. The blood drained back out of him. His lips slowly tightened, closing over his clit. 

If Jackie was telling the truth, then something told him tonight was going to be a very fun night indeed.

∞ ∞ ∞

It was early evening when the doorbell rang.

Jackie was wearing a low-cut black dress Sam had helped pick out for her, clenching his hole for ‘yes’ or ‘no’ as she held each option up before the mirror. The one they’d settled on was gorgeous. Jackie’s large breasts were almost entirely on display, with very little left to the imagination. The sides clung to her curves. 

More to the point, the bottom edge barely dropped below her thighs, meaning only half of Sam’s view was lost behind a black curtain. 

With cat-like grace, Jackie crept down the stairs and opened the front door. From his position between her legs, Sam could see another pair of shoes step into the hallway. A tremor passed through his fleshy body.

Gina was here.

“Gina,” he heard his sister purr, “it’s so great to see you. Let’s go upstairs.”

Then they were walking back up toward the bedroom, Sam’s world lurching as Jackie let her hips sway seductively. 

“That’s a great dress,” he distantly heard Gina say, “you look gorgeous.”

“You like it?” His sister replied. From his spot in the dark, Sam was forced to imagine their expressions as they talked. He could see Jackie, smiling secretively, one eyebrow arched. He could see Gina, following her up the stairs with a faint look of awe. 

“It seems a shame I’ll have to take it off soon.” Jackie continued as they entered her room, closing the door. 

“You want to hit the pool tonight?” He heard Gina say. “It’s freezing.”

The thought of Gina tiptoeing to the water’s edge in her bikini, gooseflesh rippling across her delicate skin, the cold making her nipples go hard as bullets, was too much for Sam. He felt a familiar prickling of heat across his skin. Felt the blood start to stream back into him. Felt his lips start to turn puffy. 

Far above, he heard Jackie give a giggle. Of course. She would be feeling this too. 

The world suddenly lurched. His sister had spun around to face her friend. 

“Here’s the deal,” he heard Jackie declare. “I know you’ve always fancied me. The way you watch me getting dressed when we leave the pool. The little glances you give my tits. I know you’ve got a gay side.”

“What?!” Gina’s voice sounded a touch too surprised, like someone putting on an act. “Jack, what the fuck-?”

“Shhh. It’s OK.” His sister’s voice was calm, reassuring. The voice of someone in control.

“I just wanted to let you know… well, the feeling’s mutual.” In his mind, Sam could see Gina’s face; confused yet hopeful. “Me and Toby had a fight recently. I’m feeling tired of men and I’m desperate for some rebound sex.”

“So,” his sister concluded, “what do you say?”

There was a long, long pause. Sam waited breathlessly, the blood pumping through his veins. He was wet now, his delicate lips warm and moist and trembling. 

Go on! He urged. Do it!

At long last Gina spoke. She sounded hesitant, unsure… but, Sam thought, she also sounded interested.

“If you really mean that…”

Jackie sighed.

“If I didn’t, would I do something like this?”

The world lurched again. Jackie’s legs swung in the corner of Sam’s vision. They were across the room in two steps and then something was pressed up against him. Squashing him through the dress.

His sister was kissing Gina. 

For a long moment, Gina’s body held tense. Then she melted into Jackie’s arms. The pressure increased against Sam and he realized Gina had pressed her own crotch right up against his sister’s. He tingled with excitement. 

They were going to fuck. 

“God, Jackie…” He heard Gina whisper, breathlessly, “I’ve waited so long…”

“Hush.” His sister commanded, playfully. “No talk. Just…”

“Just play with my pussy.”

There was a giggle, then a hand slipped underneath Jackie’s dress. A pale hand the size of Sam with red nails and long, delicate fingers. It reached up, pressed against him. Squeezed his flesh. Then one of the fingers reached up and delicately swirled around his clit.

It was the moment Sam had been waiting for. Electric exploded out across his body, making him mentally sob with pleasure. His walls were dripping wet, ready for a finger. Ready for Gina. 

“Wow.” He heard Gina laugh. “You’re wet already.”

“Who can blame me?” Jackie said, distantly. “Maybe you should make me even wetter.”

“Maybe I should.”

The moment the words were out of Gina’s mouth, one finger darted forwards, pressed itself deep into Sam. Inside his mind he moaned loudly. He could feel the skin of his hole stretching wide, feel Gina’s finger digging deeper into him, each movement sending sparks of pleasure shooting across him. 

Gina’s finger swirled around inside him, filling him. She reached up with the ball of her thumb and started rubbing gently against Sam’s clit. It was too much. Waves of pleasure rolled out, making Sam feel like his entire body was on the brink of coming.

She’s so fucking good at this… He thought, dimly. 

Then, suddenly, the finger was being pulled out. Sam watched in dazed disappointment as it retracted, vanished beyond the black wall of Jackie’s dress.

“Gina…?” He heard Jackie murmur from far above.

“Shh.” It was Gina’s turn to hush his sister. “I have an idea.”

Then suddenly the world was tilting. In a panic Sam realized they were falling, falling through space. With a thump that made his body tremble, Jackie landed on her back on the bed. For a second, Sam’s mind was a whirlwind of confusion. Then the black walls surrounding him lifted up, and Gina was smiling down at him.

This close, she looked more perfect than ever. Her long blonde hair fell casually behind her ears. Her blue-green eyes sparkled above soft cheeks. Her ruby lips were pulled back into the sexiest smile. 

Immediately, Sam’s hole began to grow wider than ever.

Gina was looking right at him, examining him with a dazed, happy look in her eyes. Her face was bigger than Sam’s whole body. She looked like a vast statue from ancient Greece or Rome. A sculpture of a perfect being. 

“I’ve never done this before…” Gina was so close Sam could feel her breath on his skin. It made him tingle all over.

“Just try it,” he heard his sister whisper. “Be a good girl…”

“OK.” Gina smiled directly at Sam. “Why they hell not?”

Then she leaned in and they were kissing.

At least, it was the closest Sam’s new form could come to kissing. Gina’s pouty lips pressed hard against his, making his entire body tremble. Then her tongue delicately swirled around the edges of his hole. Gina teased it’s edges with a flick of the tip once, twice, then she plunged the whole thing in. 

The feeling was incredible. It was the greatest pleasure Sam had ever felt multiplied to an infinite degree. He vaguely wished Jackie would give him his voice back so he could scream with pleasure. Every inch of his skin was burning with cold fire. Further up the bed, he heard his sister give a loud groan. 

Gina’s tongue swirled around inside Sam, her lips puckered up against his clit. He could feel her face pressed against his body, feel a loose strand of her hair brush against his lips. He was faintly aware of clenching his hole, pulling it tight around Gina’s tongue. Then Gina’s tongue slid out and the tip of it was flicking against his clit, shooting bolts of pleasure across every inch of his body.

Jackie’s hips began to buck, thrusting Sam closer and closer to Gina’s face. With each movement, Gina pushed back, lapping greedily at Sam’s juices. Licking him clean and swallowing his moisture. Inside Sam wanted to cry, the feeling was so good.

This is incredible… He thought, dimly. 

Gina was licking away now, rolling her tongue around the rim of his hole, pursing her lips and sucking on Sam’s clit. Jackie’s hips were bucking faster, faster. Something was building in Sam. An unstoppable tsunami of pleasure was welling up in him, about to break.

He came with a shudder that seemed to tear through his whole body. Faintly he was aware he could hear Jackie screaming her best friend’s name. Then Gina thrust her face forward and drove her tongue deep inside him, greedily drinking his juices as Jackie ejaculated out of him.

The waves of pleasure kept coming. Sam peaked once, twice, then three times and still it wouldn’t stop. Far away Jackie was now shrieking, begging Gina to stop, sobbing that it was just too good.

I’m having a multiple orgasm, Sam had time to think vaguely, before another bolt of pleasure almost obliterated his brain. 

Then at last, it was over. Gina retracted her tongue, pausing only to tease the edges of Sam’s hole with it. Then she ran it over his entire body, slurping up the last of his juices. Finally, she planted a delicate kiss on his clit and pulled away.

For a long time, Sam was incapable of thinking. He simply lay there between his sister’s legs, his mind lost in a fog of pleasure, aware of nothing but Jackie’s ragged breathing. 

Inches from him, Gina delicately wiped her lips and smiled at him. The sort of smile Sam had always wanted to see her give him in his male form. 

The sort of smile he was willing to sacrifice anything for. 

“Oh, God…” he heard his sister whisper. “Oh Gina…”

Gina giggled, not taking her eyes off Sam.

“That was amazing.” She murmured. Her beautiful face split into a goofy grin.   

“I fucking love your pussy,” she declared.

At that moment, lying between his sister’s legs, still soaking wet from Gina’s tonguing, Sam realized how happy he was that Jackie had turned him into her pussy. 

∞ ∞ ∞

Five years later, Jackie stood naked in her bathroom, one finger idly running through Sam’s dense public hair. 

The last half decade had passed like a blur. They’d moved out of their parents’ house and into a vast, suburban pad on the edges of the city. Jackie had got a job doing something or other (Sam didn’t really care what), and settled into her new life.

In the meantime, Sam had lived an existence of penetrations, tonguings and periods. Locked away in the dark cage of his sister’s panties with nothing but the smell of her crotch to keep him company.

But Sam didn’t mind. Nowadays, it almost smelled like home.

After five years as his sister’s pussy, he was beginning to forget what it had felt like to be a man. He could no longer imagine the feeling of having limbs, having a voice, having a body. The idea that he’d once been free to walk around on his own seemed almost silly.

After all, why would he ever want to spend any time away from his goddess?

“Well, brother.” In the mirror, Jackie smiled at him. “Are you ready?”

Between her legs, Sam gently gave a single clench. 

Jackie nodded slowly.

“I’ll bet you are.” She murmured. 

Her finger gently drifted down, began casually circling Sam’s clit. Deep inside himself, Sam sighed happily. 

His sister had given him more pleasure in the last half-decade than in his entire life as a boy. 

“I’ve been thinking.” Jackie hesitated. Sam waited for her to go on.

“Since this is a special day, I thought I should offer you something. I was thinking maybe…”

Jackie’s reflection took a deep breath, looked at him frankly.

“Maybe I could turn you back.”

There was a long pause.

“It wouldn’t be too difficult,” she said, “restoring people’s memories and finding a reason why you’ve been missing these last five years might be tricky. But to make you human again…”

Jackie shrugged.

“Easy. What do you say?”

For a moment, there was nothing. Then Sam clenched his insides hard. 

Jackie nodded.

“OK. Just let me-” 

Then Sam clenched again. 

A smile spread over Jackie’s face. She raised an eyebrow at her pussy.

“Was that ‘two for no’, brother?”

One clench. 

“You understand I’ll never offer this again, right? It’s now or never.”

One clench.

“And you’re sure you want to spend the next eighty years as my pussy?”

One clench.

“Alright, then.” Jackie’s dark eyes flashed with sparks. “The offer is retracted. It’s never coming back.”

From his place between his sister’s legs, Sam relaxed. For a second he’d been terrified she’d turn him back anyway. 

She can’t do that, he thought to himself. Not now I’ve finally got…

“Gina’s going to be happy you stayed,” Jackie smiled. “She loves the way you squeeze her tongue. You know, I think she might even prefer you to me.”

If Sam had still had a face, he would’ve blushed.

“Overshadowed by my own pussy.” Jackie frowned. “Still, if it makes the wife happy…”

Wife. Sam still couldn’t believe it. Still couldn’t believe he was going to marry the woman of his dreams today. The thought of Gina, standing at the altar in her white dress made him giddy with excitement.

Of course, he wouldn’t actually see her, but, well…

There was always the honeymoon. 

“I’ll tell her you’re staying after the ceremony,” Jackie drawled. “I’m glad, you know, we’ve been meaning to try out that new strap-on.”

Sam quietly shivered. He could hardly wait. 

Jackie sighed and put her hands on her hips. That old, evil smile was dancing around her lips, the one Sam both dreaded and longed-for in equal measure.

“Make no mistake, brother,” she whispered, “I’m going to make the rest of your life hell. I’m going to let Gina fuck you with big fat dildos. I’m going to start wearing diapers again on the weekends, just to make you suffer. And I’m going to get pregnant and have so many kids you’ll wish you were dead, understand?”

Sam gently clenched once. He was counting on it. 

“Good.” His goddess sneered. “Now come on. We’ve got just enough time for a quickie with the dildo before the wedding.”

Then she was pulling up her lacy white panties and Sam vanished back inside his cage. As the world lurched and they set back off towards the bedroom, Sam felt a wave of pure happiness wash over him. 

He was going to spend the rest of his life as his sister’s pussy. Abused, bled from and pissed out of. He was going to be dirtied, humiliated and utterly robbed of his manhood.

And the best part was, he couldn’t wait to get started.

The End.

∞ ∞ ∞

Like what you’ve read? Then you’ll love this filthy extract from Lisa Change’s kinky tale of gender swap domination and feminization…

Changed Into His Own Mistress Alex laughed, a deep, masculine laugh. 

“Damn right. I want this to hurt, bitch. Now.”

Her eyes flashed.

“Crawl over here.”

Before Sam could even think about getting back to his feet and running away, his stupid body was eagerly crawling forward on all fours, desperate to obey Alex’s command. He crawled between her legs and sat back on his haunches, disgusted to feel himself giving her a coquettish smile, his eyelashes fluttering. 

“Kiss my dick.”

Sam’s mouth dropped open.

“No…” He said, weakly, “you can’t do this…”

“Now, bitch. That’s an order.” 

Sam tried to fight it. He really did. He clamped his teeth and tensed his muscles, but it was no good. His new body leaned forward, pursed its pouty lips and planted a big, fat kiss on the end of Alex’s cock. 

“Good. Now tell me how much you love cock.”

Sam grit his teeth.

I won’t! She can turn me into a cockroach if she likes, but I won’t say it!

Yet Alex had barely finished speaking when he heard himself start to moan.

“Oh master, I love your dick,” he whimpered, hating how submissive he sounded, how feminine. “I love having cocks in me more than anything in the world.”

“Where do you like them?”

“In my mouth,” tears were rolling down Sam’s cheeks as he struggled not to say it, not to admit the horrible truths the magic was forcing him to. “In my pussy. Up my ass.”

“I love dicks,” he repeated pitifully, feeling small and unmanly and pathetic.   

“In that case,” Alex whispered, her eyes aflame, “beg me. Beg me to suck my dick like the pathetic little bitch you are.”

He wouldn’t do it. He refused! Even if she was a God now, his wife couldn’t make him-

“Please,” Sam whispered in his female voice, utterly disgusted with how subservient he’d become. “Please let me suck your dick, master. Oh, please!”

“Louder!”

“PLEASE!” Sam shouted, hating himself. Hating himself and wanting to stop, but too weak in the face of his magical craving for Alex’s dick.

“Please master! I have to suck your dick! I have to suck your dick! I have to-!”

“Enough.” Alex’s masculine voice was hard, cruel. It made Sam’s nipples go hard, his pussy become warm and puffy and wet.

“You’re so pathetic.” She sneered down at him. “Look at you, Sam Stevenson, turned into his own miserable little slut of a mistress.”

Crouched on all fours, Sam listened to his goddess obediently, without interruption. He was powerless now to do anything, to stop this onslaught unless Alex wished him to. 

“And that,” she whispered, “will be the last time anyone ever uses your male name. From now on, your name is bitch, understand, bitch?”

His cheeks streaked with mascara tears, Sam nodded his pretty little head in shame.

“Good. In that case…” Alex parted her legs. Her cock stood up straight in the air, fourteen inches and as hard as iron. 

“You may suck my dick,” she whispered.

The wave of gratitude that washed over Sam made him feel sick with its intensity. 

What am I doing? He thought wildly. I’m a man. A big, strong man with a big cock, not some slutty little mistress!

But he was kidding himself. Slowly, his bum wiggling sexily in his stupid leotard, Sam crawled between his wife’s legs. He wrapped one dainty hand round the shaft of her cock and looked up at her with misery in his eyes. 

“Thank you, master,” he whispered.

Then he opened his mouth, leaned forward and shoved Alex’s dick right to the back of his throat. He wanted to gag. He wanted to scream, to cry, to run away. 

Instead, he started sucking, disgusted with himself for how much he was enjoying this. How much he loved being dominated, just like Trisha used to love it. 

“Oh yeah, that’s it, bitch,” Alex grunted. She reached out a strong hand and ran its fingers through Sam’s long, golden hair. 

“And when you’ve sucked that dick good and proper,” she whispered, “you can swallow and thank me.”
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 Turned Into His Wife’s Teenage Daughter 

I

“You stupid bitch!”

A dark flush crept across Jo’s cheeks. She glanced furtively round the restaurant, her blue eyes embarrassed. 

“Hank, baby,” she whispered. “Not here. Please. People are staring.”

“I don’t give a shit.” Hank’s heartbeat pounded in his ears. Pinpricks of heat crept their way across his skull. 

“Let them stare,” he snapped. “Let them see what a dumb cunt you are!”

Across the table, Jo shrank into her chair. She looked like she wished the ground could swallow her up. 

Well good, Hank thought, dully. He hated it when his wife got like this. Maybe it’ll teach her to keep her stupid trap shut. 

They’d arrived at the restaurant in good enough spirits. It was Jo’s birthday, and Hank had been promising for ages that he’d take her somewhere special. He’d made the arrangements last week, pleased with his unbeatable sense of romance. 

They’d been having a rough time lately, but this was sure to patch things up. In his mind’s eye, Hank had pictured the meal they’d share together, the meal that would eat deep into his wallet. Pictured the way they’d laugh over wine. Pictured how proud Jo would look when he casually dropped in his promotion at work. 

Then he’d pictured them going home, having a proper fuck for the first time in weeks. Jo’s big titties bouncing as he drilled into her from behind. The perfect ending to the perfect night.

And then that dumb bitch had gone and ruined it all. 

“Why don’t you admit it?” Hank folded his arms, gave his wife a contemptuous look. “You wanted to fuck him, didn’t you?”

“Hank, for gods’ sakes…!” 

People were turning around to look at them now. Couples out on a romantic date. Families celebrating a kid’s graduation. One lone girl with red hair and dark glasses who was reading from an old book. 

Hank ignored them. It didn’t matter what anyone else thought. What mattered was that his wife was lying to him. 

“I could tell,” he sneered. “The moment you laid eyes on him, you were thinking about his cock.”

Him was their waiter, a good-looking teenager with blue eyes and casually tousled blonde hair. He’d come over to introduce himself as Mike, and Jo had given him a flirty look that just made Hank’s blood boil. 

“Just like always.” The sight of Jo’s crumpled face made his heart beat even faster. “You’re a fucking slut, aren’t you, Jo? You always were and you always will be.” 

Jo burst into tears. Big, salty drops rolled down her soft cheeks. Her enormous breasts heaved, rising and falling beneath her long, blonde hair. 

She’d always been stunning to look at. Even now, the sight of her looking so wounded and-and… womanly turned Hank on. But he would never let her know that. 

“Christ you’re a mess,” Hank whispered. “Pull yourself together.” 

“Leave her alone!” 

Hank turned, wondering which asshole would dare interrupt him during dinner. A few tables away, he saw the redhead glaring at him over her book. 

“She’s crying you dick.”

The girl was around twenty five. A skinny little thing with pert tits and a serious expression, like a sexy librarian. Ordinarily, Hank would’ve enjoyed mentally undressing her, picturing her moaning as he forced his massive cock up her ass. 

But tonight wasn’t an ordinary night.  

“You’ll be crying in a minute, too.” Hank could feel the blood rushing through his ears. How dare this four-eyed bitch talk to him that way? 

The girl’s eyes narrowed.

“Is that a threat?” 

“Too fucking right.” Hank sneered. “Now back off you ugly dyke.” 

Usually when Hank told people to back off, they backed off. He might be hitting middle age, but he still had the body of an amateur boxer. Even now, he took great delight in watching younger men eye him warily, as if scared of his strength. 

The girl did none of these things. Instead, a slow smile crept across her face. The smile of a predator. 

“You’re going to regret calling me that,” she whispered. 

There was something in her expression that froze Hank to the bone. He shifted in his seat and glanced uncomfortably around him. 

The whole restaurant was silent. You could hear a pin drop. 

Then Jo’s sniffs broke the spell and Hank span back to her. 

“Listen to you!” He half-shouted. “That’s disgusting, people are trying to eat.”

He pulled himself to his feet. 

“Get your stuff, we’re going home.”

In silence, people watched as they gathered their stuff, Jo’s pretty face still streaked with tears. Hank turned and gave the redhead girl one last look.

“Cunt.” He spat.

And then the two of them were out the door, heading for the car. 

“I’m sorry,” Jo whispered as they crossed the dark parking lot, Hank’s fingers gripped tight around her arm. “I’m so sorry, baby.”

“Shut up.” Hank grunted. 

In his mind’s eye, he was already picturing what he was going to do to his sniveling wife when they got home. How he was going to smack some sense into her pretty little head, then hold her down on the couch and rape her.

That would teach her to ruin his big evening. 

They were almost at the car when they heard footsteps, running behind them. 

“Must’ve forgotten something,” Hank muttered, turning to the waiter with a cool smile. Then he stopped and the smile drained from his face.

The waiter was nowhere to be seen. 

In his place stood the redhead girl, her chest rising and falling from exertion, that old book clasped in her arms. 

Up close, Hank could see it was a battered, leather thing covered in strange writing. It looked like it was a thousand years old. 

Hank glared at the girl. 

“What do you want?” 

“Don’t worry,” the girl spoke to Jo, ignoring Hank. “I’m here to help. I don’t usually do this, but you seemed so upset…”

“She’s fine.” Hank took a menacing step toward the girl. She ignored him.

“I had a boyfriend once who acted like a teenager,” she said to Jo. “In the end I found a perfect cure. I thought you could use it, too.”

What does that bitch mean, ‘cure’? Hank thought, furiously. 

 “I don’t know who you are-” He started.

“Me?” The girl at last turned to him, that predatory smile back on her face. “I’m a witch. And this is my spell book.”

She yanked the old book open and smiled evilly at Hank.

“And you are about to get exactly what you deserve.” 

Then she was reading, whispering something under her breath. There was a distant flash of lightning and a wind picked up, blowing leaves across the parking lot.

For a moment, Hank was frozen to the spot. Then he laughed nervously. 

“Listen to this dumb-” he started, turning to Jo. 

Then he saw his wife and stopped in horror.

Jo was now his height and growing taller, looking down on him with an disbelieving expression on her face. With a start, Hank realized he was shrinking. He turned back to the girl with a feeling of panic.

“What did you do you bitch?!” He yelled, then clamped his hands over his mouth.

His voice had changed. Gone was its deep, masculine bass. In its place was something soft and high-pitched and-and…

…girly.

The girl threw back her head and laughed, her dark red hair bouncing off her shoulders. 

“You were acting like a spoiled teenage girl.” She smiled. “So I decided to turn you into one.” 

Hank’s clothes were growing around him, becoming vast sheets which dwarfed him. His jacket hung from his frame, his shirt draped loosely off his skin. He threw Jo a pleading look. 

“Jo!” He squeaked in his newly-feminine voice, “make her stop!”

But Jo hesitated. As Hank watched, she folded her arms across her enormous breasts and gave him a peculiar smile. 

“I don’t know, honey,” she said. “I want to see where this is going.”

There was a flash of light and suddenly Hank was naked, cowering under the gaze of the two women. He instinctively wrapped his arms around his body, and then he felt it. 

His body was changing. 

A ripple passed through Hank’s flesh, like a wave passing under his skin. His strong pecs collapsed and deflated, the hair on his chest sucking back into his body with an unbearable itching. At the same time his middle-aged paunch hauled itself up and vanished inside him, leaving a flat, smooth tummy. 

Hank watched in fascination as the fat dropped away from his sides, wriggled down to his waist and formed around his hips. There was a feeling of pressure and his ass leapt up and filled out, and suddenly Hank was the proud owner of a sexy, hourglass figure. 

He squeaked in horror, and was rewarded with a shiver in his chest. Two big and beautiful breasts came bursting out, pushing away from his frame, the nipples dark and long. Hank reached out a terrified hand to stop them, and felt one grow to fill his palm, pert and firm and smooth. 

There was an unpleasant grinding sensation, and Hank’s shoulders began to tug in towards his body, becoming narrow and slender. The muscle collapsed from his arms and drained away, leaving only two delicate, hairless things. For a brief moment, his large, masculine hands held on, then they gave a shudder and contracted, becoming small and dainty and girly. As Hank watched, his nails turned pink and sparkly with nail polish.

“What do you think?” Hank heard the girl shout over the wind to Jo. “Improvement?”

It was too noisy for him to hear the reply. But as Hank shot his wife a terrified glance, he saw something that sent a jolt through his stomach.

For the first time in months, Jo was smiling. 

The changes were getting faster now. In quick succession, Hank’s feet shrank, his legs shed their hair and muscle, becoming long and smooth, his lips puffed out. 

An incredible itching gripped his face, so intense it made him want to scream, and when it was over Hank’s beard had vanished, taking his masculine jawline with it. In its place was a soft, round, girly face.  

Hank reached up a trembling hand to touch his new cheeks. There was a feeling like electricity passing through his scalp, then waves of long, blonde hair were falling from his head, sweeping over his upraised hands. He stared at his new hair in shock, and then he felt it. 

The moment he’d been dreading. 

A tremble was passing through his cock. It started pulling back into his body. Hank reached out and grabbed it, holding it in place. For a split-second, he thought he’d done it, then his crotch gave a spasm and his dick snapped off in his hand.

For a horrible second, Hank looked at penis, lying uselessly between his dainty new fingers. Then it crumbled into dust and blew away on the wind. 

Finally, there was a terrible, loud sound like Velcro ripping and pain briefly flared between Hank’s legs. He lowered his eyes and goggled at his new pussy, its lips plump and tender. 

Then it was over. There was another flash of light and Hank was wearing his clothes again. Only they weren’t his clothes…

“Not bad.” Hank looked up in fright, the girl was watching him with a smirk. “You’ve certainly got an… interesting fashion sense.”

A pair of tight black pants encased Hank’s slender legs, clinging to his curves, showing off his bum. His large chest was hidden inside a simple, skimpy white top that left his cleavage on display. Over that he wore a short denim jacket, the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. Bracelets clattered on his wrists. Looking down, he saw his feet were encased in a pair of high-heeled boots. 

There was a feeling of weight on his head. Hank reached up. A fashionable hat perched there, its brim angled away from his forehead. He dropped a hand to his ears and was horrified to feel earrings there. 

He turned to the girl.

“What did you do?!” He whimpered, hating his soft, girly new voice. 

The redhead witch shrugged.

“Exactly what I said I would.” She smiled. “I turned you into a teenage girl. Go ahead. Look.” 

Hank scampered over to his and Jo’s car, gazed into the wing mirror. The reflection was distorted, but it was enough to make him want to scream. 

Gone was handsome, powerful Hank. In his place was a teenage girl with a soft face and shy eyes hidden behind too much makeup. 

But worse than that, she looked somehow familiar. With her big breasts, pleasantly chubby face and blonde hair. She looked like someone he knew. She looked like…

Then the penny dropped. Hank’s insides froze. 

No. She couldn’t, he thought helplessly. She wouldn’t…

But already, he knew it was true. 

The witch hadn’t just changed him into a shy, fashion-conscious teenage girl. She’d turned him into a teenage girl who looked just like her mother. Who looked just like…

He turned to Jo with a horrified moan. There was a strange look in her eyes.

“Mom?” He whispered. 








  
 





II

The moment he said it out loud, they both knew it was true. Hank was gone. Vanished on the wind. In his place, Jo had been given a brand new daughter.

Hank span round to face the witch, the blood pounding in his ears.

“Turn me back!” He squealed, stamping his foot. “Turn me back you… you asshole!” 

“Hannah!” Jo’s stern voice cut through Hank’s rage. He saw the witch’s eyes twinkle. “Say you’re sorry.” 

“But mom!” Hank moaned. 

“Apologize.” Jo said, firmly. “Or you’re grounded for a week.” 

Hank gaped at his wife. She was joking. She had to be. 

But he could tell she wasn’t. Suddenly, tiny, demure Jo loomed over him; bigger, older, stronger. She watched him with a stern expression, but was that a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth? 

“I mean it, missy.” Jo arched one eyebrow at him. “If you want to dress like a grownup, you’ll have to act like one.”

The smile tugged stronger.

“Or I’ll throw out all those clothes of yours and have you back in pink dresses.”

An icy chill gripped Hank’s heart. 

No, he thought, weakly, please, no…

The idea of being made to dress like some-some child filled him with horror. Deep down, he was vaguely aware his new body was terrified of being laughed at by other girls, by cute boys.

All of which would definitely happen if Jo (mom, his brain automatically corrected him) gave him his punishment. 

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

With gritted teeth, Hank turned and scowled at the witch. 

“I’m sorry I called you an asshole,” he mumbled in his soft new voice, staring at the floor. 

 The witch smiled. 

“There. Better already. I think you’re going to make a great daughter.” She looked to Jo. “Can we talk?” 

“You bet. Hannah?” Hank turned and looked sullenly up at his wife. “Go wait in the car. The grownups have to talk.”

“But I am a-!” 

Grownup, he’d meant to say, but Jo had cut him off.

“You’ll be grounded if you don’t hurry up, missy. Now move it.”

And like the stroppy teenage girl he was, Hank stormed over to the car, climbed in the passenger’s seat and angrily slammed the door. 

He sat there, his dainty hands balled into fists, trying to control his breathing. Outside, he could hear snatches of conversation between his new mom and the witch. It sounded like Jo was asking a lot of questions.

“The spell changes history,” he thought he heard the witch say at one point. “As far as the world is concerned, she’s always been your daughter.”

Daughter.

It was such an ugly word. So wrong. 

Hank snarled. He wasn’t a daughter. He was a man. A big, strong man who other men were scared of. A man with a big dick and a wife to fuck-That was as far as he got. As soon as he tried to imagine Jo bent over, his dick pounding into her as she moaned softly, a feeling of violent nausea rose up in him. 

“Gross.” His body muttered, batting the image away. Now Jo was his mom, the thought of her naked was enough to send shivers down his spine. 

He reached up, grabbed the rearview mirror and angled it towards his new face. Studied it in the dim light of the car. 

Hannah peered back from inside the narrow glass rectangle, her bottom lip stuck out in a childish pout. Seeing how young sulking made him look, Hank took a deep breath and tried to assume a neutral expression. It helped, but not by much.

There was no changing the fact that Hannah was young. 18 at best, whole decades younger than Hank was used to being. 

He glanced from the mirror, down at his new body. His breasts wobbled gently at the bottom of his vision, still free of the gentle sag and loss of pertness that came whenever a girl passed 25.

25. Jesus. For his new body, that ridiculously young age was a whole seven years away. 

His new form was so delicate. He looked like a gust of wind might break him. Like one of those teens he sometimes saw hanging around on main street, trying to act adult as they talked about boys and makeup. 

Well, now he was one of them. 

He was a teenage girl. 

The driver’s door opened and Hank gave a guilty start. He looked up as Jo climbed in and took her seat behind the wheel. There was a strange look in her eyes, one Hank had only rarely seen before.

Jo was happy.

“Well, that took a while,” she murmured as she put her seatbelt on. “She explained it all, though.”

She turned and gave her daughter a frank look. 

“The spell is permanent. She says she couldn’t change you back even if she wanted to. I told her I wish she’d asked me first, but she said it’s the best thing for both of us. I’m inclined to believe her.”

Hank barely heard her. His mind was reeling.

Did she say permanent? He thought in fright. The idea of spending eternity as shy little teen was almost the worst thing he could think of. 

“She also said she altered history,” Jo continued. “Hank never existed. You’ve always been Hannah. Just now, we left the restaurant after a blazing mother-daughter row. Apparently, you’re still a handful.”

Hank wasn’t about to let that one go past.

“I was never-!”

“Ah-ah.” Jo held up a finger. “Not another word. You were a shit husband and we both know it. Not that I would ever have said so to your face. But now I’m in charge, you better buck your ideas up, missy, or there’ll be hell to pay.”

In his seat, Hank grumpily crossed his arms and seethed. 

The idea that his wife would ever talk to him this way was enough to make him mad. Normally, he would’ve told her exactly what he thought about this.

But the spell seemed to have altered more than just his body. Jo was calmer and more in-control than ever before. And Hank. Well… Hank was as secretly scared of his mom as any bratty teenage girl. 

“Right.” Jo started the car, gave the witch one last wave out the windscreen. “Let’s go. We need to get you home in time for bed.”

The old indignation rose up in Hank again. He had a bedtime now.

“Why do I need to go to bed?” He protested. “You’re so unfair!” 

“Why?” Jo turned to him in surprise. “I would’ve thought it was obvious.”

“What’s obvious?” Hank snapped. 

Jo smiled. A smile Hank had never seen on his wife’s face before. 

The smile of a woman with power.

“Why, Hannah,” Jo said sweetly. “It’s Thursday tonight, isn’t it?”

“So?” Hank sniffed.

“So.” Jo put the car in reverse, looking behind her to make sure they didn’t back into anything. “That means you’ve got school tomorrow.”

The expression on Hank’s face made her laugh so hard she nearly crashed the car. 

∞ ∞ ∞

That evening was the weirdest of Hank’s life.

They drove home in silence, Jo concentrating on driving while Hank frantically wracked his brains for any excuse to stay home tomorrow.

I can’t go back to school, he thought desperately, not looking like this! 

He’d loved school as a kid. He’d been one of the big jocks all the other kids make way for, who have their pick of the girls come prom. But that had been when he was a boy. 

The idea of going back to school as an attractive girl, of having all the big jocks salivate over him was enough to make him feel ill.

Try as he might, though, he couldn’t think of a way out of it. If he faked an illness, Jo would know why. If he tried to run away, she’d simply call the police. 

And they’d find him. They’d track down this spoilt teenage girl, not yet out of senior high, too young to be out on her own.

Then they’d take him to school. 

Hank was in a foul mood by the time they got home. The moment Jo stopped the car he leaped out, slammed the door, and ran up the stairs to his room, tears streaking down his face. 

I don’t wanna be a girl! He screamed silently as he clattered up the steps, two at a time. I want to be a man!

He crashed into his room and threw himself face down on his bed, burying his face in the pillow. Hot, salty tears pricked at his eyes. A feeling of helplessness engulfed him. 

“It’s not fair!” He sobbed in his high-pitched voice, hating both its girly quality and its childishness, “it’s not fair!”

Stop crying! A voice barked deep inside him. You’re a man, aren’t you? Act like one!

But it was like he couldn’t stop. Hank bawled into his pillow until he was all cried out. Then, sniffing pathetically, he pulled himself into a sitting position and looked around his room. 

He hadn’t realized it as he ran up the stairs, but he’d automatically gone and thrown himself down in the spare room. Only it wasn’t exactly a ‘spare’ room anymore. 

The walls were pink, leftovers from only a few short years ago when Hannah had still been a child. His bed still had a couple of soft toys balanced on it that Hannah was evidently too nostalgic to throw away. 

Overwhelming all this, though, were the signs of his teenage life. Posters of attractive men in their twenties – boys, Hank thought dully  – covered his walls. He knew he vaguely recognized some of them from TV, but he had no idea who they were or why a teenage girl might like them. 

A well-thumbed copy of Twilight lay on his bedside table, beside a scented candle doubtless used to cover up the smell of illicit cigarettes. There was a guide to One Direction half-hidden beside it, as if Hannah was embarrassed about it. Across the room, a vanity chest was decorated with boxes of makeup. Jewelry lay in a pile beside the mirror. 

It was a typical teenage girl’s bedroom. 

Worse than that. It was his bedroom. 

“Knock, knock.” 

Hank looked up to see Jo standing in the doorway, a tender expression on her face. She smiled softly at him.

“How you doing, kiddo?”

“Like you don’t know,” Hank spat, defiant. 

“Easy, tiger.” Jo folded her arms. “I’ve made some dinner for us. Wanna come join me?”

“I’m not hungry,” Hank said, automatically. It wasn’t true. He was starving. But Hannah seemed oddly reluctant to admit this. 

“Your choice.” Jo shrugged. She lingered in the doorway for a minute, as if something was on her mind. 

“I’ve been thinking,” she said at last. “I’ve decided I’m going to make this work. I know you probably hate me right now, and that’s fine, but I’m your mom now. And I love you.”

Hank didn’t want to hear this. He folded his arms angrily and turned away, his blonde hair flicking in the corner of his vision.  

“And like it or not,” Jo continued, “I know you love me too.”

She paused. A mischievous smile spread across her face.

“Daughter.”

Hank turned and glared at her, a glare powerful enough to melt steel. Jo laughed.

“Oh Hannah, you make such a good teenage girl, you know?”

Then she was out, her footsteps descending down the stairs. 

“Get some sleep, you’ve got a big day tomorrow,” she called back. “And be careful with your makeup next time you cry. Panda eyes.”

Then she was gone. 

Hank waited until he could hear his mom in the kitchen, then swung off the bed and went over to the mirror. His makeup had run, leaving black trails down his soft new cheeks. 

Just you wait, Hank thought furiously, I’ll show her.

Then, without being fully-aware he was doing it, he plucked a tissue from the vanity chest and started dabbing at his spoiled makeup. 

There was no way he was going to start school tomorrow looking like that. 








  
 





III

“Fuck!”

Hank stamped his foot, the white hot rage flaring up in him. In the mirror, Hannah stamped in time, a pouty, childish expression on her face. 

It was the next morning, and Hank was already having a bad day. 

He’d been woken up at 6.30am by Jo rapping smartly on his bedroom door. When he rolled over and tried to go back to sleep, she’d come marching in and wrenched the curtains open, flinging arrows of sunlight into Hank’s eyeballs. 

“Morning, sunshine!”

He’d protested, told her it was ages until he had to go to school. But Jo had simply arched an eyebrow at him. 

“Go back to sleep if you want,” she’d said sweetly, “but you’ll be the girl walking in with last night’s makeup still smeared on. How do you think your schoolmates will react to that?”

A memory had floated up in Hank’s mind. Of him and his jock buddies back at school, whooping at girls who looked too made-up, or not made-up enough, or just ugly. Jo was right.

He didn’t want to be that girl. 

So here he was, two hours later, his long hair still wrapped in a towel, trying to do his makeup.

It wasn’t going well. 

“Fuck, fuck, fucking penis!”

Hank glared at Hannah in the mirror. It was hopeless. Every time he tried to put his lipstick on, it came out all wiggly. He looked like a whore too drunk to tart herself up properly. 

It wasn’t the only way this morning was conspiring to stress him out.

Hannah’s closet was an explosion of clothes. As a grown man, he’d had a selection of jackets for work, some collared shirts, a few pairs of pants, and some casual wear for the weekends. 

Hannah, on the other hand, owned such a huge stockpile of dresses, skirts, shorts, jeans, tank tops, hats, shoes, and unidentifiable accessories that he didn’t know where to start. 

At first, he’d tried pulling outfits from the closet and holding them up before the mirror. Then as time went on, he just started grabbing stuff randomly. After what felt like forever, he’d managed to squeeze his teenage body into a white top that hung loosely from his frame, showing off a pale shoulder, and combined this with a pair of tight shorts that hugged his ass and showed off his legs. 

It was a skimpy outfit, alright, but Hank didn’t know what else to wear. He didn’t want to just cram into jeans and a t-shirt and come across as some frumpy bitch. 

Deep down, on a level he didn’t even want to admit existed, he kind of liked the idea of looking pretty. 

Kind of liked the idea of boys lusting after him.

Finally, he’d tackled the eyeliner, foundation and lipstick. 

Although his new body seemed to automatically know how to do some female things – like holding in a pee by crossing its legs – others had been left up to Hank. And Hank had never worn makeup in his life. In ten short minutes, he’d managed to stab himself in the eye with the pencil, smear his lipstick and cake on so much foundation he looked like something from a horror movie. 

It had taken him nearly the whole morning to get his face looking vaguely normal, and even now he couldn’t do his lipstick. 

“That’s it! I give up!” He shouted at last, annoyed at the way Hannah’s reflection moved her mouth in time with him. He hurled the lipstick across the room, wrenched the towel off his head and stormed out the door. 

Jo was waiting at the foot of the stairs as he came clattering down. She took one look at him and sniggered.

“You sure you want to go in like that, darling?”

“Like it makes a difference,” growled Hank, pulling on his boots. They were little leather things with raised heels. Even in his angry state, Hank was vaguely aware the female part of him was ooh-ing over how cute they looked. 

“Suit yourself,” Jo shrugged. She held up a bag.

“I made you lunch.”

“What is it?” 

“Some chips, some chocolate, a tootsie roll…”

“Mom!” Hank looked at his former wife with an expression of utter horror. “Are you trying to make me fat?!” 

Jo frowned for a moment, then giggled.

“Wow,” she said, “that spell really did change you, didn’t it? My darling girl’s not going to develop anorexia, is she?”

Hank glowered at her. He hated the way the magic interfered with his mind. Made him say and do things he would normally never even dream of.

“I’ll buy something in school,” he muttered, sullenly. 

Deep down, he still couldn’t believe this could really be happening. But it was. 

He was a schoolgirl and he was about to go to school.

He pulled himself upright, and Jo bent forward to kiss his head. As her lips brushed Hank’s forehead, he felt a strange thrill pass through him. Not the thrill of a man being obediently kissed by his servile wife.

This was the thrill of a daughter getting a tender kiss from her wonderful mother. 

“Be a good girl.” Jo said, handing Hank the bag. “Enjoy your first day and I’ll see you later.”

Good girl. I’ll show her. Hank snarled inside his mind, but he took the bag anyway, then opened the door and dutifully trotted out to his first full day as a schoolgirl. 

∞ ∞ ∞

By the time he reached the school entrance, he knew he’d made a mistake. 

Walking in, all the other kids had turned to stare at him. The girls with incredulous expressions on their faces, the boys with mocking grins. 

At first, Hank had shrugged it off, reminding himself that he was a fully-grown man and didn’t give a shit what a bunch of teenagers thought.

But, as he got closer and closer to school, a surge of hot embarrassment had started to creep over him. He began to dread walking past groups of girls, knowing he would hear a chorus of stifled giggles. When gangs of boys whooped at him from across the road, he bowed his head, letting his hair fall across his vision, like he was trying to disappear. 

It seemed Hannah was terrified of sticking out. 

When he got to the school, it only got worse. As he crossed through the gate, he saw an older girl look him over with a sneer. 

“Slut,” she muttered as Hank passed her. 

Hank wanted to spin around, grab her by the throat,  raise his fist and yell say that again, bitch! 

Instead, he just kept on walking, tears of shame pricking at the corners of his heavily made-up eyes. 

Why was this happening? His makeup was a bit off and his hair wasn’t brushed, but he couldn’t look that bad, could he? Hank’s heart started to flutter in his chest. He balled his hands into little fists, angry at the world for judging him. Angry at himself for breaking rules of teenage conduct he didn’t even know existed.

“Hannah? Hey, Hannah!”

The male voice cut through Hank’s reveries, making him stop. He turned round just in time to see a teenage boy with tousled blonde hair and piercing blue eyes come running up to him. 

Hank blinked. He was sure he knew this kid from somewhere. 

Where have I seen him before? He wondered.

“At last!” The boy grinned as he jogged up to Hank. He was tall, handsome, his young face naturally attractive. To his disgust, Hank felt his knees go weak at the sight of him.

“I’ve been calling you for like two blocks,” the boy said, “thought you were ignoring me.”

Then he looked down at Hank’s chest and his smile turned into a thoughtful expression.

“Wow.” He said. “What, uh, what are you wearing?” 

Hank rolled his eyes and scowled up into the tall boy’s face. It was strange experience, being smaller than everyone.

“What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” He asked in his spoilt, girly voice. 

The boy raised his eyebrows. 

“You serious?”

Then, when Hank didn’t reply, he gestured the glass entrance door. With a sigh, Hank turned and looked at Hannah’s reflection. 

“What?” He asked, taking in the young, pretty girl with her long legs and blonde hair. “I don’t see anything…”

He stopped. In the glass door, the color drained from Hannah’s face. 

Oh God, Hank whimpered in his mind, how could I be so stupid?

In his haste that morning, he’d forgotten to put on a bra. In the sunlight, his white top was so thin he could see his pert, teenage breasts through it. Their nipples stood out, hard and dark, poking against the fabric like they were teasing him. 

Hank reached up. Grasped Hannah’s breasts in his hands. His nipples were like bullets. They must’ve been visible to everyone on his walk in. 

He let out a loud, horrified moan. Some girls giggled as they passed him, but Hank didn’t care.

No wonder that girl called me a slut, he thought, thickly. Look at me!

Combined with her wild, uncombed hair and streaked makeup, Hannah’s exposed breasts and ass-hugging shorts made her look like a teenage prostitute. Hank stepped back from his reflection, a tide of fear rising up in him. He whirled round to the handsome boy.

“I can’t go in like this!” He squealed, “They’ll-they’ll suspend me!”

The thought of going home and telling his mom (wife! He thought, furiously) that he’d been suspended was enough to bring him out in cold sweat. It seemed the magic had given him teenage priorities. 

“OK, calm down,” the handsome boy said. “We’ll get you back home and changed.” 

He reached out and grabbed Hank’s soft, girly hand in his big, strong one.

“C’mon.” 

They were back out the school gate and heading up the road before Hank realized what they were doing. In a flash he snatched his hand away and stared up at the boy. 

“Hannah?” The handsome boy moved close to him. Hank took a step back.

“Hannah, what’s up?” 

Who is he? Hank wondered, his head spinning. How do I know his face?

“Come on Hannah,” said the boy, a look of hurt confusion on his face. “It’s me. Mike.”

“Mike?”

Then it all came flooding back and Hank wanted to scream. The tousled blonde hair above those electric blue eyes. The charming teenage smile. Mike standing beside their table, introducing himself as their waiter for the evening. 

No, Hank thought desperately, she can’t. Please. Anything but that.

But he knew what Mike was going to say even before he said it. Even before he reached out and placed two strong hands on Hank’s narrow, girly shoulders. 

“I’m your boyfriend.” He said. 

And suddenly a wave of Hannah’s memories rose up in Hank’s mind. He and Mike, strolling hand-in-hand back from school. The two of them kissing on Hannah’s bed together, Mike clumsily fumbling with Hank’s bra strap. 

The first time they had sex, at Adam’s party two months ago. How Hannah had gasped and tried not to cry when Mike gently penetrated her for the first time, his big dick splitting her hymen and causing blood to spatter on the sheets. 

He looked up into his boyfriend’s piercing blue eyes and felt his knees go weak with desire. 

There was no denying it. 

The witch hadn’t just punished him for embarrassing Jo for talking to the teenage waiter.

She’d turned that waiter into his boyfriend. 








  
 





IV

“Mom?” 

Hank gently pushed open the door to their house. He glanced nervously round the empty hallway. 

“Mom?” He called in his soft, feminine voice. “Are you home?”

Silence. 

Behind him, Mike leaned forward and peered into the house. 

“I don’t think she’s in,” he murmured. 

Carefully, Hank stepped through the door. Mike came in after him and closed it gently. Then he turned and gave Hank a devastatingly handsome grin. 

“Guess it’s just the two of us.” 

“I guess.” Hank smartly folded his arms across his teenage chest. He didn’t like the way Mike’s eyes kept dropping down to examine the outline of his boobs, to take in the points of his erect nipples. 

No, that wasn’t entirely true. He, Hank, the man who’d shouted at his wife last night, he didn’t like it. Didn’t like it at all.

But the growing part of him that was Hannah more than liked it. 

Every time Mike looked at her like that, she blushed red and wanted to giggle. 

“I’m gonna go get changed,” Hank said uneasily. Mike was still giving him that weirdly seductive grin. Deep in his crotch, Hank felt a strange warmth starting to spread. 

For Chrissakes get a hold of yourself! He raged. He’s a kid, barely eighteen. You’re a grown man, remember? A grown, straight man. 

If that was true, he certainly didn’t feel like one. That morning in the shower, he’d barely noticed Hannah’s curvy body, beyond a faint repulsion at his newfound femininity. 

Looking at Mike now, though, he could feel his stomach flutter and his heart beat faster. He was so handsome, like a movie star. The way he looked Hank right in the eye when he smiled, the way sunlight caught playfully in his blonde hair…

Stop it! Hank scolded himself, you’re starting to think like a teenage girl now!

“You wait down here.” Hank had meant to say that firmly. Instead, it came out in a quaver. Hank swallowed. His mouth was dry.  

“I’ll be back in a minute,” he mumbled. Then, quick as a flash, he turned and trotted up the stairs, uncomfortably aware of the way Mike was watching his ass bounce inside his tight shorts as he ran. 

Three minutes later, Hank was in his room half-naked, desperately searching for a bra. 

He’d ripped his top off in embarrassment as soon as he stepped through the door and hurled it onto a pile of washing. Now his teenage tits hung loosely from his frame, wobbling in the bottom of his vision as he frantically searched through Hannah’s closet. 

He’d been digging away like that, getting increasingly angry, his blonde hair lying in streaks across his face, when he heard the voice. 

“Just watching you work.” 

Hank gave a girly scream and span round, quickly clasping his hands over his boobies. Mike lounged against the closed door, a casual smile on his face.

“You’re hot when you’re pissed.”

“Mike.” Hank worked his mouth frantically, trying to think of something to say, anything to get this-this man out of his room. 

“Shh.” Mike pushed off from the doorway and slowly walked over to Hank. He stopped in front of him, then reached out and closed his fingers round Hannah’s wrists. He winked and Hank’s heart started hammering in his chest, his body filled with longing.

“Show me.” Mike whispered.

For a moment, Hank wanted to lash out. To punch Mike and flatten his nose and tell him that’s what you get for sneaking into girls’ bedrooms!

The feeling passed. As if in a dream, Hank slowly lowered his hands. He stood there awkwardly, his arms at his side, his breasts hanging free in the mid-morning sunlight. 

Mike glanced at them and a wide grin split his handsome face.

“Awesome.” He gave Hank a playful look. “Can I touch them?”

Hank hesitated. Deep inside him, a male voice was screaming. Screaming for him to say no. 

Then it passed, and Hank gently nodded his head. 

A second later, he felt Mike’s strong hands grip his boobies. Felt Mike squeeze them, knead the flesh with his fingers. Felt him pinch Hannah’s nipples and squash her tits together. 

But Hank saw none of this. He was focused entirely on Mike’s blue eyes.

They stayed fixed on Hank’s face. Seemed to drill into his soul, getting bigger even as Mike continued to play with his soft, supple teenage breasts. They grew even as Hank felt a warmth flow through his crotch, radiating out to every part of his female body.

Mike was standing right in front of him now, their lips almost touching. Hank looked longingly at his strong, youthful features, not caring that he was a straight man trapped in a girl’s body. Not caring about anything but feeling his boyfriend’s lips pressed against his.

“Mike…” he whispered in his new, soft voice.

“Shh,” Mike shushed him again. “Everything’s OK.”

Then he leaned forward, and they were kissing. 

It was a kiss unlike anything Hank had ever experienced as an adult. Dimly, it reminded him of kissing girls when he was eighteen. How he’d swirl his tongue deep into their mouths. How they’d cling to him, like they were trying to drink each other in. But this was so much better.

Mike’s lips pressed hard against his. His tongue darted into Hank’s mouth, making him go limp. He leaned forward and pressed against Mike’s strong, youthful body, enjoying the way his large hands caressed Hannah’s breasts, making his nipples go hard as bullets. 

They kissed for what felt like forever. The sort of dreamy, romantic kiss that makes everything else in existence fade into nothing.

When Hank finally pulled away, he was astonished to realize he was panting, his crotch drenched and soaking wet and eager for his boyfriend’s touch. 

In silence, he took Mike’s hand and led him over to the bed. Then he impulsively jumped up into his arms and then they were falling together – falling through space – and then they landed with a crash on the bed. 

They kissed again, a long, lingering kiss. Then Mike sat up and pulled his top off and Hank gave a low moan. 

His chest was beautiful. Strong, but youthful. A faint dusting of blonde hair between his nipples. It made Hank’s insides ache. It made him want lie back and obey any command Mike gave him.

Most of all, it made him glad to be a girl. 

Mike reached into the pocket of his jeans, held up a condom. 

“Want to do it for the second time?”  He asked, his teenage awkwardness making Hank’s heart melt.

Hank bit his lower lip and pictured himself for a second as he was now. As teenage Hannah, lying on her bed with the handsome boy she loved. Ready to take things to the next level.

For a moment, he thought he heard a voice inside him. A man’s voice, begging him to stop. Begging him not to do this.

It passed. Silently, he nodded. 

“OK then.” Mike smiled, unbuttoned his fly. Hank watched with a thrill as he pulled something out of his pants, something long and hard and thick. 

Two minutes later they were fucking, Hank almost unaware of the loud, girly moans tearing out his mouth as Mike held him down with his big strong hands and fucked him like the naughty schoolgirl he was. 

∞ ∞ ∞

“Why weren’t you at school?”

Hank froze by the fridge, trying to ignore the images that flooded his mind. Images of Mike, bending him over. Images of Mike, fucking his teenage pussy. 

He shook his head, long blonde hair flicking at the corners of his vision, chasing the images away. Then he turned and gave his mom a sweet, innocent smile.

“It was Kirsty,” he explained, the lie sounding strangely natural on his lips. “Her mom’s bulimia came back so we had to go over and take care of her.”

“Oh, really?” Jo gave her daughter her trademark eyebrow raise. “Then can I ask who Kirsty is? Or who this ‘we’ is?”

“She’s my friend,” Hank shrugged, like it was the most-natural thing in the world. 

He wasn’t even lying. After he and Mike had shared their romantic morning, they’d called up a couple of the names in Hannah’s phone and asked if they wanted to hang out. It turned out the witch had been kind enough to give Hank some friends in his new life. 

“And we are me, Mike, Kim and Angela.” Hank dropped into a chair opposite his mother, Coke clasped in one hand. “Y’know, friends. From school.”

Jo shook her head, her eyes bright with amusement. 

“Look at you,” she said. “Twenty four hours ago you were a total asshole, and now you’re-”

“What?” Hank frowned. 

“Nothing.” Jo smiled. “It’s just that, well… you’re a girl now. I don’t just mean your body. I mean it’s like you’re a proper teenage girl.”

“Must be the magic,” Hank said, carefully avoiding his mother’s eyes. “That witch gave me some fun friends.”

She really had. Hanging out with Katie, Kim, Angela and Mike had been wonderful. They’d told stupid jokes, gone to the park and shared an illicit beer swiped from Jo’s fridge, feeling like the biggest rebels in the world. After, Hank, Katie, Kim and Angela had talked about girly things like it was second nature. 

At one point, Mike had casually reached out and clasped Hank’s delicate hand in his own, and Hank had felt his heart just melt. 

“You’re not the only one.” Jo smiled kindly at him. “I’ve got a job now, y’know? Publisher. I get to go hang out with all these author types. I checked my bank account today, too. Wow.”

Hank shrugged non-committaly. Stuff like bank accounts and jobs were alien to his young brain. He knew he’d have to care about them one day, but for now they barely stirred his interest. 

“Hey, mom?” He suddenly piped up. He liked the way the phrase sounded. Already, the idea of calling Jo his wife seemed both ridiculous and pretty gross. 

“Yes, honey?”

“I’ve been thinking,” Hank took a swig of coke. “We should hang out. Get to know our new lives.”

“That’s a great idea, Hannah.” For the first time since they were dating, Jo looked genuinely pleased with him. “How about tomorrow? My treat.”

“Sounds great.” Hank nodded, then glanced at his phone. He leaped out the chair.

“Gotta go! Katie’s trying to call.” Then he was running upstairs, taking the steps two at a time.

“Hannah! Not during dinner!” He heard Jo call behind him, but he could tell she didn’t really care.

She was enjoying their new lives. 

Hank ran into his room and shut the door, then jumped backwards onto the bed, a goofy grin on his youthful face. He picked up the phone, held it to his ear and closed his eyes.

“Hey, handsome,” he said in his girly voice.

“Hey you,” Mike’s voice was deep, amused. “Your mom wasn’t angry then?”

“Nah,” Hank giggled. “She’s happy I’m making friends.”

“Sure.” Mike paused for a moment. “She sounds really cool.”

“She is.” Hank said without thinking. And then it hit him like a shock.

He really meant it. 








  
 





V

The next day was one of those cool autumn days weekends are just made for.

The sun was bright, shining high in the sky. A faint wind blew through the trees. Beside the lake on the edge of town, Hank walked silently beside his mom, feeling happier than he had in years. 

That morning, Jo had gently taken him into her room and showed him how to do his makeup like a pro. Then she’d helped him pick an outfit for this chilly weather and showed him how to do his hair. 

Sat in front of the mirror, watching Jo carefully run the brush through his long, blonde hair, Hank had realized something important. Something he needed to tell Jo.

But it wasn’t quite the time yet. 

Now here they were, mother and daughter, out for a walk together. Jo had promised Hank she’d take him shopping later, and Hank couldn’t wait. That morning, he’d spent two happy hours online, scrolling through fashion websites, thinking of all the clothes he could buy. 

Deep down, he knew this was the magic, altering his mind to think like a eighteen year old girl. He knew this, but he didn’t care.

He was enjoying his new life way too much. 

“It’s strange.” Jo said as they walked. “It’s been less than 48 hours, but it’s like I’m already forgetting, y’know?”

Hank nodded beside her. Only that morning, as he lay in Hannah’s bed, he’d tried to remember what it was like to be a man. What it had felt like to have broad shoulders and a fat dick.

His mind had drawn a blank. The idea that he hadn’t always had a pussy, an hourglass figure and breasts seemed faintly ridiculous. 

Jo stopped and dropped down onto a bench with a sigh. Hank sat primly beside her, and the two of them gazed out across the vast lake, watching the sunlight play on its surface. 

“So I got a call from Katie’s mom last night,” Jo said at last. “The moment I heard her voice, it was like I’d know her for years. Anyway, she didn’t mention anything about you guys going round there yesterday.”

A chill crept up Hank’s spine. He felt his heart fluttering in his teenage chest. Nonetheless, he kept a perfect straight face.

“No?”

“No she didn’t.” A faint smile was tugging at the corners of Jo’s mouth. “I asked her if she knew where you’d been and she said you were probably off somewhere with Michael.”

She turned and gave her daughter an appraising glance.

“Any idea what she means?”

A crimson blush swept across Hank’s cheeks. He lowered his eyes, embarrassed. 

“No idea,” he mumbled, unconvincingly. 

Jo threw back her head and laughed, long and loud. Then she reached out and put an affectionate arm round her daughter. 

“Don’t worry, kiddo,” she smiled, “you don’t have to tell me. I just wanted you to know that… that I’m proud of you. And that I hope he’s good enough.”

Hank closed his eyes. Images rose up of Mike with his shirt off, Mike with his big cock out. Mike fondling Hank’s teenage breasts. The two of them, lying on the bed together, feeling like everything was wonderful. 

He gave a small nod.

“He is.” He whispered.

“Good.” Jo leaned back, sighed. “I’m not going to pry into your life, Hannah, I want you to know that. But I am going to be here for you. Forever. No matter what you need to say, I want you to be able to say it to me.”

Hank turned and looked at his mom. Looked at her kindly face, at her tired and proud eyes. Looked at the woman who had held him for nine months then nursed him as a child. 

He felt a surge of emotion deep within his new body. And then he realized. 

Now. Now was the time. 

“Mom…?”

“Yes, Hannah?”

Hank took a deep breath.

“I just wanna say…” he looked her right in the eye. “I love you. I love you, mom. Even when I’m being a handful. I always will.”

For a moment they just sat in silence. Then Jo’s face split into a smile that glowed like the sun. She reached out and pulled Hank into a hug, a hug unlike any he’d ever had when they were man and wife.

A hug between a mother and her daughter.

“I know you do, hon,” Jo whispered in his ear. “And I love you, too.”

A tear pricked in the corner of Hank’s eye and he clumsily brushed it away. He knew he was a spoilt little girl. He knew he could be bratty. But he knew something else, too.

He was going to grow up to be the best daughter in the world. A woman who would always take care of her momma. 

“There’s something else,” Hank whispered in his girly voice, enjoying how soft it sounded, how feminine. “Something I wanted to tell you.”

A smile crept across his youthful face.

“I’m so happy we met that witch. I’m so happy I’m your daughter.”

Beside him, Jo nodded.

“Me too, Hannah. Me too.”

For a long moment, they simply hugged. Then at last they let go. With a shock, Hank saw his mom’s eyes were slightly wet.

“Right,” his mom said, wiping away her tears. “How about I take my baby girl shopping, treat her to something nice?”

“Mom.” Hank rolled his eyes. “I’m not a baby anymore.”

But deep down, he was secretly pleased she’d called him that. 

The two of them got to their feet. Hannah and Jo. Mom and daughter. Then with a smile, Hannah took her mom’s hand and they began their long walk back into town. 

The End.

∞ ∞ ∞

Like what you’ve read? Then you’ll love this extract from Lisa Change’s novel-length tale of gender transformation and romance…

Turned Into His Best Friend’s Bride With a start, Matt realized someone was watching him. He whirled around and let out a strangled moan.

Wrapped up in his thoughts, he’d forgotten to lock the bathroom door. Now it stood ajar, Will peering through the crack, watching him shower. 

“Will!” Matt squeaked, automatically throwing his hands over his exposed breasts. The water from the shower pounded down on him, hot and hard. 

“What are you doing?”

Will didn’t answer. Instead, he slowly stepped into the bathroom. He was naked except for his boxer shorts, a huge erection visible behind the fabric. He locked the door, and turned to face Matt.

“Will,” Matt said, urgently, “you have to go. You have to get out of here and leave me alone!”

“I’m not going anywhere.” Will whispered. 

A fresh wave of horror rose up in Matt. He desperately wished he wasn’t naked and could hold up a hand to ward Will off. Instead, he squeezed his legs together, hiding his pussy, and clasped his hands tighter across his breasts. 

Across the room, Will smirked. 

“I don’t know what’s gotten into you, babe,” he said softly, “but I love you. And I’m here to prove it.”

Then he slowly lowered his shorts and Matt felt his knees go weak.

He’d never seen Will’s dick before. It was enormous. At least three inches longer than his had been, and Matt used to think he was pretty well-equipped. It stood hard and firm, its fat tip pointing at the sky. 

Slowly, Matt realized he couldn’t take his eyes off it. 

“Will…” His mind was racing. He wanted to say something, anything, to get this –this man out of the room!

“Will…”

Will quietly crossed the bathroom, opened the shower door. Matt shrank back behind the curtain of water. He felt the tap digging into his slender, girly back.

“Please…”

But Will simply smiled. Then he stepped into the shower, reached out his hands and pulled Matt gently towards him. 

Under the low bathroom lights, Will looked stronger than ever. The water ran in little rivulets over his pecs, along his abs, down to his enormous cock. His black skin was taut and strong, the veins visible under his biceps. Matt felt his body go dizzy with desire. 

“I can’t…” he whispered. Will put a finger to Matt’s lips. 

“Shh.”

His dark eyes stared into Matt’s, seemed to drink in his soul. Inside his mind, Matt screamed at his body to get out of there, but it was like he couldn’t move. He felt Will’s strong chest press up against his tender breasts. Felt his large, masculine hands slip down to his waist. This close, he could feel Will’s breath on his face, warm and intoxicating. 

“Emily…” Will whispered.

And then they were kissing. Will’s tongue rudely thrust between Matt’s painted lips, swirling around the inside of his mouth. 

Matt clung tight to his muscular best friend, no longer trying to fight, but trying to drink him in. The hot water cascaded over both of their bodies, carrying them off into a private world of bliss. 

Please, no… Matt whispered inside himself. 

But it was no use. His body was screaming at him. He was in love with his new husband, and he was determined to show it. 

Gently, Matt let one hand glide down Will’s stomach. His fingers clasped delicately around his shaft. Between Matt’s tiny, dainty fingers, Will’s dick looked bigger than ever. He held it tight, then looked back up at his husband. His heart pounded in his chest. His mind urgently cried out.

Don’t say it. Don’t say it!

But there was no way he could ignore his body’s anguished cravings any longer. Feeling like a man stepping over the edge of a cliff, Matt took a deep breath and stared deep into Will’s soulful brown eyes.

“Fuck me.” He whispered. 

Continue reading at Amazon.com…

∞ ∞ ∞

Enjoy gender transformation tales with a romantic plot? Why not try Lisa Change’s kinky novel-length tale of a homophobic college bro transformed into a beautiful lesbian…

She Turned Him Into a College Lesbian Gemma was speaking softer now, a tender light coming into her eyes.

“I love you, babe,” she said. “And I know that you love me. So how about we forget about all this shit, huh?”

Gently, she raised one hand and stroked a strand of blond hair away from Brett’s face. She smiled, a genuine, beautiful smile. With a shock, Brett realized that his new body was head over heels in love with her. 

How did I never realize how amazing she is? He wondered faintly.

“Now,” Gemma’s face was inches from his, a cheeky look in her eyes. “How about my hello kiss?” 

And before Brett could react, before he could even think, they were kissing. 

It was a soft kiss. Slow, sensuous. Gemma’s tongue swirled round the insides of Brett’s mouth, making his nipples go hard as bullets. 

The two girls clutched against one another, holding their bodies tightly. Brett felt Gemma’s large breasts press up against his own pert boobies. Felt her hips gently squash against his. Felt her hand run down his back, making him shiver, and clutch his sexy new bum. 

Oh my God, he thought, I’m having a lesbian kiss!

But there was no time to think about it. Gemma pulled back and gave him a hungry glance, her eyes drifting down to his breasts. 

“Take your top off.” She suddenly commanded. 

Before Brett could stop himself, he’d reached up and pulled his skimpy white top over his head. He stood there, dressed only in his bra and skirt, smiling uncertainly at his beautiful, dominant girlfriend. 

Gemma arched an eyebrow playfully.

“All of it,” She smiled. “Bitch.”

Don’t call me that! Brett wanted to snap, but his body refused to say the words. Instead, he casually reached behind his back, and with an expert flick of his fingers undid his bra strap. Then he was pulling his bra off over his shoulders, his new boobies dangling free and loose, their nipples already painfully erect. 

“Perfect.” Gemma gazed at his bare breasts. Confidence was flushing into her. A sort of sexy power Brett had never known she possessed. With a feeling of vague fright he realized that his new body had an overwhelming desire to submit to her, to let her do anything she wanted to him. 

“Now,” Gemma’s eyes were playful, yet also cruel. “Get those panties off.”

Obediently, Brett reached down to his skirt. 

“No.” The command froze his hand. He looked uncertainly up at his girlfriend.

“Leave the skirt on,” Gemma whispered.

Understanding dawned in Brett’s mind. With slow, deliberate movements, he pulled the hem of his skirt up, exposing his lacy white panties to the world. Then he took hold of their frilly edges and slipped them off over his long, slender legs, not taking his eyes off his girlfriend the entire time. 

“Good,” Gemma eyed his legs through half-lidded eyes. “Now. On the bed.”

Without even waiting for a command from his brain, Brett’s body leapt backwards onto the bed, the jump making his new breasts wobble wildly. Deep down, he knew he should be disgusted with himself. Deep down, he knew this was wrong. He was the man, and he should be the one giving orders, the one towering over Gemma as she tremblingly obeyed his every command. 

But there was also another feeling stirring. One Brett didn’t want to admit existed, one he wanted to pretend wasn’t real. 

He was secretly enjoying being the bottom in this relationship. 

“Spread your legs.”

Brett did as he was told, spreading his legs wide, showing his mistress his pussy. There was a warmth already radiating through his crotch that felt so strange, so wrong, yet also so good. 

Rather than becoming long and hard at the thought of fucking Gemma, Brett’s new body was becoming puffy and wide. He could tell without even checking that he was dripping wet. 

This is wrong, he thought, dazedly. I’m not a girl.

But the warmth in his crotch and his tender, pointed nipples told a different story. 

Gemma smiled down at Brett’s trembling pussy, still partially hidden by his absurd little skirt. 

“Now, bitch,” she breathed. “Touch yourself.”

Continue reading at Amazon.com…
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If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon. 
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