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She Forced Him to Get Pregnant

I

“Jesus Christ, that’s disgusting.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s not illegal.”

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

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

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

Someone had to say something.

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

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

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

He shook his head.

“Just have some dignity for Chrissakes.”

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

“Look what you’ve done now.”

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

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

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

“You fucking dick-“ she began.

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

“I’ve had enough of this.”

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

“You are the biggest cock-”

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

He gestured the glass doors.

“Fuck off!”

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

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

Outwardly, he gave her a shit-eating smile.

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

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

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

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

“Fucking fed up,” he repeated.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Where the hell was the light switch? 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She held up her book.

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

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

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

The girl smiled again. A secretive, mischievous smile.  

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

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

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

And then he saw it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then it was over.

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

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

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

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

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

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

It wasn’t true, it couldn’t be true…

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

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

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

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

She smiled.

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

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

The girl sneered at him.

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

Her eyes twinkled.

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

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

She tilted her head.

“Can you feel it?”

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

A deep desire to become pregnant.

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

She paused for effect.

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

“What?!” Shrieked Dan.

The girl’s lip curled.

“Look at your hand.”

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

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

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

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

Her lip curled contemptuously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No, he thought to himself. Please…

“Tiffany?”

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

No, she can’t…

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

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

Inside his mind was reeling.

Baby? Honey? Home?!

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

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


II

“Here ya go, baby.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Their old lives had been completely scrubbed from history.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Behind him he heard Jack give a confused cry.

“Tiffany, baby, wait!”

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

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

“Babe, what’s wrong?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love you.” Jack said, quietly.

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

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

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

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

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

*

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No!” Dan shrieked. “You can’t…”

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

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

His lip curled contemptuously.

“We will make sure you get pregnant.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let the impregnation begin!”

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

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

“Jack…?” He whispered dreamily.

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

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

*

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

He was drenched.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I want your babies.” He purred.

For a second, Jack looked confused. Then his sleepy face split into a wide grin. Carefully, he put a hand down to Dan’s crotch, rubbed a finger in his wetness. Dan closed his eyes and gave a loud, female groan.

“In that case…” Jack’s lips were inches from his. “In that case, I guess we’d better do something about it right now.”

Then they were kissing and Jack’s tongue was swirling around inside Dan’s mouth, making his pussy scream with desire. And then he was on top of him and Dan could feel Jack’s big, fat dick pressing against the entrance to his pussy.

He had just enough time to wonder if this was a good idea, if he was doing the right thing, and then Jack slid inside him and they were fucking for the first time. They fucked so long and so hard that by the end Dan was moaning loudly with pleasure, not caring who heard him. Not caring about anything but enjoying his husband’s enormous cock.

When it was over, Dan lay on his back and subconsciously curled his legs up against his chest, easing the passage of Jack’s sperm into his womb. Then he closed his eyes and smiled.

He couldn’t wait to become a mommy.


III

The next week was the craziest – and probably the best – of Dan’s entire life.

After his dream and his morning fuck with Jack, it was like a switch had been thrown in his brain. Now it was too late to wonder what Dan the middle-aged salesman wanted. Now it was too late to do anything but keep going until Tiffany’s body got what it had desired all along.

To get heavily pregnant with as many children as possible.

For seven whole days, they barely left their trailer. Barely did anything but fuck and fuck until Dan realized he’d had more sex in a week as Tiffany than he had in his entire lifetime as a man.

Every morning he’d wake up, clutched to Jack’s chest, his pussy drenched from dreams of being forcibly impregnated by strong black men. Then he’d reach out and clasp his husband’s dick, and seconds later Jack would be on top of him, his strong, hairy chest pressed tight against Dan’s pert new breasts.

Their first screw over, they’d move into the main part of the trailer, where Dan would make breakfast for his man and tidy up from the night before. Once Jack was fed, he’d pull Dan close to him and then they’d be fucking again, Dan stood up at the counter while Jack drilled into him from behind, watching his girly reflection in the window with secret delight.

Tiffany’s body was incredible. The way her pussy went wet at the mere sight of Jack’s cock. The way the walls never got sore no matter how often they screwed. The way her womb seemed to gobble Jack’s sperm, holding it all in to fertilize his eggs as thoroughly as possible.

Whenever Dan had a moment to himself – which wasn’t often – he’d examine his new body with amazement. It was like he’d been changed into a perfect birthing machine; a female body designed to get pregnant as quickly as possible then keep its man close.

During these moments, he’d find himself idly letting one of Tiffany’s hands trace circles round his belly, already feeling for the kid he knew would emerge there soon. Deep inside, he could still feel part of himself sobbing in horror, raging to be let out of this nightmare, to be a man again.

But it was too late. He was the most-fertile woman to have ever existed. He’d had unprotected sex more than fifty times with his husband. Barring some miracle, he was undoubtedly pregnant.

And that meant he would stay in this body forever.

On the anniversary of his first week as Tiffany, he finally got the confirmation he was waiting for.

He’d been nervous going to bed that night, strangely worried that he’d wake up back in his male body, the spell broken.

In the night, his dreams were more-lurid than ever. He dreamed he was still tied to the bed in the clearing, only now he was heavily, visibly pregnant.

Where his belly had been flat only a week before, it was now swollen to enormous size; a flesh-colored dome rising in the middle of his vision. His breasts were heavy and full of milk, the nipples already leaking.

As Dan lay there, he felt the baby shift inside him, kicking against the walls of his womb. It wasn’t long now. He was scared, scared of the pain, of the blood that would accompany the birth. But he was also excited. He couldn’t wait to hold his baby in his arms, to clutch her tiny head to his pendulous breasts and feel her bite and suck until his nipples were raw.

Then the baby had given a kick that sent a wave of nausea running through him, and next thing Dan knew he was awake and blearily running for the toilet. He only just made it, retching into the bowl with loud coughing noises, his long blonde hair falling over his forehead, obscuring his vision.

I’ve got morning sickness, he thought dully as he flushed the toilet. That was fast.

Then he reached out and touched Tiffany’s stomach, dreamily picturing how it would look in nine months’ time.

There was a knock at the door and he looked up to see Jack standing over him, a concerned look on his face.

No, that wasn’t quite right. It was a look of concern, but also of something deeper, something more fundamental.

The overawed look of a father to be.

“Are you OK?” Dan’s husband asked tenderly.

Dan gave him a reassuring smile. A smile that told him not to worry, that the spell was set now, and he wasn’t going anywhere.

“Never better,” he said, Tiffany’s hand still resting on his soft stomach. And he realized he really meant it.

*

In the end, Dan didn’t have to wait nine months.

Within days of his first bout of morning sickness, his breasts had started to become fuller, the nipples darker. They seemed permanently sore and permanently erect, like he’d had extremely rough sex the night before. They also tingled slightly, a faint, prickling sensation that both unnerved him and made him feel weirdly pleased.

Not long after, he began to notice his belly swelling. Within six weeks of his transformation, he’d developed a tiny, visible bump.

At first it made him uneasy. Standing naked before their bathroom mirror, he’d been shocked at how essentially female his body now was. Clasping the bump tenderly with one hand, he realized he was no longer Dan, looking at Tiffany and trying to adjust to the forced changes. He was Tiffany.

He would be silly, trashy, sexy, pregnant Tiffany for the rest of his life.

“So,” he whispered to himself in his soft, female voice, “what are you going to do about it?”

He waited for the Dan part of his brain to answer. The rapidly-shrinking part that had cursed his pregnancy, his husband, his stupid, horny body. Waited for it to cry and rage as it so often had.

But this time, there was nothing.

The old Dan was gone.

The thought made goose bumps creep over Dan’s flesh. He smiled at Tiffany in the mirror.

“Good.” He murmured. “I always hated that guy.”

About two days after the mirror incident, Dan woke up to find his chest wet and the bedsheets damp. With a feeling of embarrassment, he realized his nipples were already lactating. A weak, milk-like substance was dribbling out the end, as his body prepared itself for breastfeeding.

After that, he had to start wearing little absorbent pads in his bra that irritated his nipples no end. As he walked around their little trailer park, dropping off the trash or going to call on one of the neighbors he’d made friends with, he constantly worried that the milk might seep through and stain his top.

For some reason, the idea of being seen like that made his cheeks flush red with humiliation.

By the time he’d been stuck in Tiffany’s body for three months, his pregnancy was impossible to deny. Anyone who saw him would know instantly this was a woman with a baby inside her. A new mommy, preparing for the greatest day of her life.

When Jack came home from work now – not his old job, but a new one the spell had given him as an auto-mechanic – he’d crouch down on his knees before his wife and put an ear to her belly, as if listening for a message from their unborn child. Then he’d turn and give Dan a smile that just made his heart melt.

“Our baby,” he’d whisper.

When that happened, Dan would find himself quietly thinking how glad he was that he’d bumped into that vengeful witch.

*

Four months into his new life, Dan found himself wandering round Walmart with his husband, wondering how he’d gotten this pregnant.

His belly was enormous. A great, sagging thing that hung from his tiny frame and made walking next to impossible. His boobs had swollen to gargantuan size. Tiffany’s close-cropped tops barely fit anymore, so he now always had a ton of flesh on display.

“How about this one?” Jack held up a cute little green baby suit.

Dan shook his head, his blonde curls flicking in the corner of his vision.

“Nuh-uh.” He said. “I want my little girl in pink.” 

Jack rolled his eyes, but diligently put the clothes back and started searching for something more girly.

Dan carefully lowered himself down onto a little bench, desperate to get the enormous weight off his tired feet.

One good thing he’d discovered about being a pregnant woman was how people treated him. Everywhere he went, doors were held open. Strangers gave up their seats. Even the sort of people who’d never usually look twice at Tiffany – the sort of person he used to be – treated him now with a kind of cautious kindness, like they were worried he might break.

Dan placed a careful hand on Tiffany’s belly, feeling its warmth. Jack, too, was starting to treat him like a glass object. In the evenings, he’d make supper while Dan lay on the bed, trying to ignore the tenderness of his swollen breasts.

Deep down, part of him dearly missed playing the housewife. But he was far too gone to do the cleaning and cooking himself.

Besides, he kind of liked being treated like a mommy.

“Here we go.”

Dan looked up to see Jack holding a pink little baby outfit decorated with stars and rainbows. He gave a tired smile.

“Baby, that’s perfect.”

“In the sale,” Jack looked proud of himself. “Ten dollars off.”

This was the biggest downside of their new lives. From having savings and a disposable income, Dan had dropped to having next to nothing at all. Jack’s work barely brought in enough to cover their bills. Stuff like baby clothes was an additional expense.

And it’s not like Dan could go out to work looking like this.

“I’ve been thinking,” Jack said after a pause. “Sure you don’t want…?”

“No.” Dan said, forcefully. He knew what Jack was going to say.

“Tiffany, baby,” Jack pleaded, “it’s safer, and with our insurance, I don’t know if-”

“We’ll make it work.” Dan didn’t want to have this conversation again. As far as he was concerned, the matter was settled.

“I’m having a homebirth,” he said, firmly. “No drugs, no doctors.”

He looked down at his belly again. Thought of the unseen baby growing inside him, of how Tiffany’s body had been longing for this moment ever since his transformation.

“I want to feel it,” he whispered.

Jack looked uneasy. Dan could tell he was already picturing the blood, the pain, the cost of the midwife if their insurance couldn’t cover it. He didn’t care. He’d decided long ago this was important to him.

He was going to be awake when he became a mommy.

*

Two days later, it happened.

Dan was returning from the 7-11, a plastic bag containing a six pack of beer swinging from his hands and a foul expression on his face.

He’d been in a bad mood all day. The pregnancy was screwing Tiffany’s body up no end. He was having trouble holding his pee in, and since the early hours he’d been getting faint pains in his vagina that made sleep impossible. To top it all off, his belly button was now poking out, making his stretched stomach look like some kind of alien.

He stopped and leaned against a brick wall, breathing hard. He was out of breath all the time, and even this short walk felt impossible. He’d gone to pick up some beer as a treat for Jack, but now he was starting to wish he’d never left the comfort of their trailer.

As he stood there, drinking great big gulps of air, Dan felt a strange popping sensation deep inside him. Moments later, he felt something wet dribbling down his leg.

With a feeling of utter embarrassment he moaned out loud. He’d peed himself again, and this time he’d done it in public. He was so humiliated, so angry with his stupid female body, so worried someone might see…

And then he realized the fluid running down the inside of his leg wasn’t pee.

His water had just broke.

With a feeling somewhere between terror and jubilation, Dan pulled his smartphone out with shaking hands and called Jack.

“Honey,” he said when his husband picked up. “You gotta come get me.”

He glanced down at the wet patch on his legs, his heart pounding in his swollen chest.

“It’s started.”


IV

That night was the greatest, most-painful night of Dan’s life.

He lay on his back on their narrow bed, struggling to control his ragged breathing, his female body hidden only by a loose pink dressing gown. His smooth legs were spread wide. A midwife knelt before him, her face practically in his pussy as cramps tore through his stomach, making him scream in agony.

The pain was incredible. It was like nothing Dan had ever experienced as a man, even when he splintered his leg playing high school football.

Each new contraction felt like someone had put his insides in a vice and was twisting it closed. Before he’d even reached 10 centimetres he was in tears, his body slick with sweat as it tried to cope with this unendurable agony.

Stupidly, he’d assumed his magical body would be as good at giving birth as it was at getting pregnant. He’d never expected the experience to be painless, but he’d never imagined it would be like this.

His back and thighs both hurt horrendously. There was an impossible feeling of pressure, like something was about to explode out of him, something the size of a freight train. A burning sensation radiated through his vagina. All Dan wanted to do was scream and scream until he passed out from the pain.

But he couldn’t. Not when he had work to do. He held onto the midwife’s calm voice like a drowning man clasping a life raft, following her instructions to breathe.

At some point, he got an overwhelming urge to push, and when the midwife told him not yet, he nearly burst into fresh tears.

Holding it back was impossible. It was like holding the Earth in place, or stopping an avalanche with his bare hands. It was building up in him, shoving against him, causing Tiffany’s body to feel like it would split into a million pieces…

“And push,” said the midwife, firmly.

And then Dan was pushing. Pushing and screaming as his baby made its way out of him, out into the real world.

The pain came in waves, building up and up and up then crashing down on him with such force he thought he might lose consciousness.

In the depths of his pain-fogged mind, he was vaguely aware that Jack was clasping his hand. That his big, strong, handsome husband was there, trying to make sure he was OK.

But mostly, he thought only of the pain.

It radiated out from his crotch, rolling across him in waves. It was rude too, forcibly reminding him of his transformation. As he clutched Jack’s hand and screamed through gritted teeth, Dan just had time to marvel that no other man on Earth would ever get to feel this female.

He was his female body. His swollen, pregnant, girly female body.

And he was giving birth.

“And push.”

At long last, he felt it happen. Felt the head emerge from his birth canal, straining the walls of his pussy. Saw the expression change on Jack’s face. Heard the distant cries.

The pain peaked one last time, a final tsunami wave that nearly made him black out. Then it was over. In a daze he fell back on the bed, his long blonde hair plastered to his face with sweat, marvelling at his body, at what it was capable of.

Then the midwife was putting something into his hands. A little wrapped up bundle with two tiny heads poking out, features still pink and pinched.

He’d given birth to twins.

“Congratulations, ma’am,” the midwife smiled at him. “You’re officially a mommy.”

At that moment, the pain disappeared. In its place came a warm, fuzzy feeling that completely enveloped Dan. It was like the calm, sleepy feeling you get after sex, only a hundred times better.

He clutched his two little girls to his swollen chest. He couldn’t wait to feed them, couldn’t wait to feel them sucking on his nipples, drinking the milk he’d been storing up for them for four whole months. Couldn’t wait to feed them and nurse them and be the best damn mother in the world.

He felt the bed bow gently beside him as Jack lowered his strong, masculine frame down onto it. Dan smiled up at his husband and was shocked to see his eyes were slightly wet.

Jack had been crying.

“There we are,” Jack whispered, looking at their new born girls.

He turned to Dan, a faint smile on his face.

“What do you think?”

For a long time, Dan didn’t know what to say. He thought vaguely about his old life, his life before he became Tiffany. Working in the sales department, living in his big, empty old house. Of the weekends he spent moping around on his own, of how his sister was the only woman he ever saw these days.

And then he thought of his new life in the trailer park. Of the beautiful daughters he’d just given birth to. Of his strong, wonderful husband. Of how incredible it had felt to be pregnant.

“I think…” Dan wet his lips. Then he shot Jack a giddy, mischievous smile.

“I think,” he said, “that I can’t wait to have another.”

*

Five months later, Dan sat at a table in a café, a magazine open idly before him as he breastfed Crystal.

They’d come into town so Dan could get a change of scenery. Less than a fortnight after giving birth, he and Jack had put the kids to bed then spent the evening fucking wildly on the sofa.

He’d been amazed at how quickly his body recovered from its labor. The walls of his vagina had magically tightened themselves the day after Crystal and Amber were born. Within a week, his stomach had dropped to its normal size again.

Ten days after, his body almost looked like it had before he got pregnant. The only difference was his breasts were still swollen and sore with milk, all the better to feed his daughters with.

It was at this point that his cravings had kicked in again.

“Oww!” Dan gave a little gasp as Crystal bit down too hard on his nipple, sending a little dart of pain through his chest.

“Careful,” he whispered to her, only half-joking. Unsurprisingly, the baby paid him no mind. In the carriage beside their table, Amber lay in peaceful silence.

He turned over the page in his magazine, reading it but not taking it in. It was one of those ‘women’s magazines’ with a trashy, one-word title. Filled with bright colors and pictures of celebs. As a man, he used to hate this garbage. Now, though, he went out of his way to buy them.

It had been on his 11th night as a mother that Dan had had that dream again.

He’d lain down on the sofa after an exhausting day looking after the kids, hoping to catch 20 minutes’ shuteye. The moment he closed his eyes, he was back in the clearing again, the strong black man looking down at him.

“Good work,” the man said. “You did very good. But you know…?”

Here he’d smiled impishly.

“You have a body made for birthing. You gave birth once, that’s very good, but now…”

He straightened up.

“We have to make you pregnant all over again. Understand?”

Weakly, Dan had nodded his pretty little head.

“Yes, please.” He’d whispered.

“Good.” The man had smiled. “You were made to be a mother. For the rest of your life, we shall keep fucking you and fucking you until you have given birth to hundreds of children.”

Then the man had grabbed Dan’s smooth, female legs and yanked them apart and fucked his pussy till he screamed.

When he’d finally woken up, it’d been to the sound of Amber crying, and a single desire, pulsing deep within his extremely fertile body.

He had to get pregnant again.

Now here he was, his belly swollen back up. His womb filled with Jack’s offspring. He was five months gone with his new child (or maybe children), feeling happier than he ever had in his life.

“Hey.”

Dan looked up. Across the table, a girl with close-cropped dark hair and arm tattoos was watching him, a book open before her.

Dan frowned. She looked familiar, somehow. Like he’d seen her someplace before.

“Don’t remember me?” Asked the girl. “I didn’t think you would. The spell works on your memory, too.”

She casually took a sip of her coffee.

“In a little while you’ll probably forget you were ever even male.”

“Do I know you?” Dan asked, frostily. He didn’t know what this weirdo girl was up to, but he didn’t appreciate her calling him a man.

“No, you don’t.” The girl smiled at him, evidently pleased about something.

“Look,” she said, “I just wanted to say… I just wanted to say congratulations.”

She nodded at Crystal, still hungrily sucking on Dan’s exposed nipple.

“Your kids are beautiful. And I think…” the girl’s eyes twinkled, “I think you’re gonna be one heck of a mother.”

“Thanks, honey,” Dan said, taken aback. Then he smiled too.

“I hope so.”

“You better.” The girl nodded. “Trust me. You’re gonna have a lot of kids.”

Then she was standing up, tucking her big old book under one arm and clasping her coffee in the other.

“Anyway, I gotta go meet my baby, he’s out somewhere with my lil’ gal.” She turned to go, then stopped and looked back at Dan, smiling mysteriously.

“What’s your name?”

“Tiffany.”

“Well, Tiffany, I think I made the right choice with you.”

Then she was gone, vanishing into the afternoon sunlight.

For a second, Tiffany stared after her, wondering who that strange girl was. Then she mentally shrugged to herself and turned back to her magazine.

Her nipple ached dully as Crystal sucked away, drinking the milk Tiffany had stored for her in her vast, pendulous breasts all these months. Inside her belly, she thought she felt something moving.

Baby’s kicking, she thought, vaguely.

It would be a boy this time, she knew it. Placing one hand tenderly on her belly, she wondered what to call it.

“Dan’s a good name,” she whispered to herself, without being quite sure why. “I think I’ll call him Dan.”

Then she leaned back in her chair and turned to watch Jack approaching from across the parking lot, a dreamy smile on her face.

They were young. They were in love.

And Tiffany was going to spend the rest of her life getting pregnant with his babies.

The End.
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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.
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Cursed to Become His Pregnant Wife

I

“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.

*

His last moments as a man had come that morning.

Will had been about to step out the door when Claire came padding into their large kitchen, an evil smile on her face. She’d just got out of bed and was wearing only a pair of lacy pink panties and a white top that barely covered her enormous breasts.

“Going somewhere?” She asked, leaning in the doorway.

“Where do you think?” Will had snapped. “I’m late for work.”

“Oh,” Claire replied, innocently. “Is that what you call it?”

What the hell is she jawing about? Will had wondered, uneasily. But part of him already knew.

Claire was right. He wasn’t going to work in any traditional sense.

He was going to see Sarah.

The two had met at a party. Sarah was an old school friend of Claire’s who had moved to the area looking for a copywriting job. With her skinny frame, intelligent face and china white skin, she’d sent Will wild from the moment they first met. He’d found himself promising her a gig at a creative startup he knew if she took his number.

Less than three days later, they’d been fucking in Will and Claire’s king-sized bed.

“I don’t know what you mean,” Will muttered, gruffly. “I’m going to work is all.”

“You’re not going anywhere,” Claire declared. She held up her hand. A gold ring twinkled on her index finger.

“Know what this is?” She asked, a smug smile on her face. “I found it last night. It’s a magic ring my grandma left me when I was a little girl. It grants the owner four wishes.”

Will’s mouth felt dry. He wasn’t used to having Claire contradict him, to speak back to him.

“That’s crazy talk,” he whispered.

“Is it?” Claire shrugged, her long, blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders. “Maybe. But I decided to give it a try just now. Do you know what I wished for?”

Will shook his head.

“I wished,” Claire’s eyes narrowed, “that I knew what you’d been up to all this time. When you said you were busy with work. Wanna guess what it showed me?”

Will could imagine only too well. Him and Sarah, lying coiled naked on the upstairs bed. Him and Sarah, fucking in the front room.

Him and Sarah, laughing at poor, stupid Claire with her big tits and clueless smile.

“We’ve been trying to have a baby for months,” Claire’s eyes flashed with anger. “I wanted to start a family, but all you wanted to do was fuck my best friend! Well, you’re never going to touch Sarah again!”

And with that, she’d pointed the ring at Will and whispered something. There had been a sound like fairy dust falling. Will had tried to conjure up a nervous laugh.

“Stop messing around,” he said with an unconvincing smile. “I love you Claire, not…”

Sarah, he’d meant to say, but his voice had died in his throat. There was something different about him. Something wrong…

Across the kitchen, Claire had folded her arms.

“Well if you love me so much,” she’d declared, “you can try being me!”

Will’s skin seemed to be moving, shifting. Looking down he could see ripples passing under his shirt. He tore it open and screamed.

His body was changing. Where once his broad, muscular chest had been dusted with wiry black hairs, it was now smooth as a baby’s bottom. As he watched his pecs lost their definition, then suddenly began to inflate, becoming a pair of beautiful breasts. He looked up at Claire in fright.

“Claire. Baby… please!”

“Sorry,” Claire smiled. “You had years to be a decent husband and you failed. So I’m going to turn you into a perfect wife.”

Will’s new breasts were still expanding, becoming firm and heavy, the nipples dark and long. They hung from his frame like two great balloons, weighing him down. He reached up to try and push them back in and saw his hands were changing too.

Gone were his large, masculine palms and strong fingers. In their place were a pair of small, dainty hands with tiny wrists and long, thin fingers. There was a feeling like someone was tugging on Will’s fingertips and his nails leapt out two inches and turned darker, becoming a lurid red.

There was a tingling in his scalp, then something was falling in waves past Will’s eyes, blinding him. His tousled dark hair was suddenly growing at an incredible pace, cascading past his shoulders and coming to a rest above his enormous new boobies. As Will watched, his hair turned almost transparent, becoming a brilliant blonde.

His clothes were shifting too, changing as his skin had. His shirt yanked itself closed then wove together into a button-less top. The collar vanished, the arms fell off, the bottom jumped up and Will was wearing a white tank top that barely covered his breasts, leaving his flat new stomach on display.

He reached down to touch the top then let out a squeak of surprise as his pants ripped off his legs and vanished, taking his shoes with them. There was an itching round his crotch, then Will was staring down at a pair of pink, lacy panties. He tried to yank them off, to get rid of them, but his hands refused to touch them.

It was like these girly panties were as much a part of him as his own skin.

“Sexy,” Claire giggled. Will glared at her and was shocked to see he was now the same height as his tiny wife.

“You’ve certainly got the bod for that outfit,” Claire said, eyeing his wobbling new breasts, “but I think the lower half needs work…”

No sooner were the words out her mouth than Will’s skin was shifting again, like an invisible man was molding him out of clay. Fat dropped down from his stomach and settled around his hips, giving him a sensual, curvy figure.

His legs lost their muscle and became long, smooth and slender. There was a feeling like two large hands were pinching his ass cheeks and Will’s bottom leapt upwards and outwards. At the same time there was a click in his spine and Will’s chest thrust forward.

He gaped at his new body. It was a horrible mixture of soft, girly skin and smooth, sensuous curves. He turned to his smiling wife.

“Claire! For the love of God-!”

But he could tell from her smile that it was too late.

In quick succession, Will felt his face rearrange, his masculine jawline becoming soft and round. He felt his lips puff up and become two red-painted, pouty things. Long eyelashes sprouted out of his eyelids and fluttered nervously. His Adam’s apple rolled back into his throat and vanished.

Finally, he felt it. The moment he’d been dreading. Inside the pink, lacy panties, Will felt his cock quiver. He let out a helpless moan and then it shot inside him. There was a sound like Velcro ripping and Will could dimly see the plump lips of a pussy forming through his panties.

His entire body gave a final jiggle that made his huge new breasts bounce in the bottom of his vision, then it was over. Claire’s wish had come true.

“Not bad!” Across the kitchen, Claire clapped her hands delightedly. “You look fantastic. Go on, give us a twirl!”

Will stared wordlessly at his tiny new waist, the naughty panties over his crotch, the two boobs wobbling in the bottom of his vision. He looked up at his wife.

“What did you do?” He whispered, then clasped one hand over his mouth.

His male voice with its deep bass that seemed to vibrate in his throat had gone. In its place was a high-pitched, female one that felt soft and ethereal in his mouth. It sounded maddeningly familiar. It sounded like…

“You thought you could treat me like crap,” Claire said. “So I turned you into me.”

Will’s insides froze. He looked desperately from his wife, stood there in pink panties with blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders, to his new body, with its long blonde hair and lacy pink panties.

“No…” He whispered in a voice that sounded horribly like Claire’s. “You wouldn’t…”

He ran over to the kitchen counter and searched for something – anything – with a reflection. His dainty new fingers closed around a spoon. He took a deep breath, held it up to his new face…

And screamed.

Staring back at him, her face distorted by the spoon’s curve, was Claire. 

Her face was white with fear, her blue eyes – eyes that he had stared into a million times – wild and unfocused. Her bottom lip – the same lip he’d kissed so many times, the same lip he’d had wrapped round his cock – trembled in fright.

It can’t be true! Will thought, desperately. He shook his head, trying to shake the nightmare off. In the spoon’s distorted mirror, Claire shook her head in time with him.

Will could no longer deny it.

He was his own trophy wife.

As he stood there, staring at his familiar new body, Will felt a presence behind him. He turned and saw Claire standing right by him, frowning at his ass.

“Does it really look that big from back here?” She asked, a faintly perturbed look on her face. “Damn, I gotta get me some gym time.”

A tingle crept up Will’s spine.

This is so wrong, he thought.

He and Claire were now the exact same height. Worse than that, they were wearing the exact same clothes; had the exact same enormous breasts; the exact same blowjob lips; and the exact same voices.

As Will watched, Claire gave him a smug smile.

“What’s the matter, Will? Don’t you like being me?”

“Turn me back.” Will whispered in his wife’s voice. “Turn me back or I’ll…”

“You’ll what?” Claire asked, innocently. “I’m the one with the ring, remember? And I like your new body just fine.”

“For fuck’s sakes, Claire!” Will stamped his foot, his cheeks flushing red. “You can’t keep me as your twin, it’s too weird! It’s wrong!”

To his surprise, Claire laughed. She laughed long and hard, her cute blonde curls bouncing off her shoulders.

“So that’s what I look like when I throw a tantrum!” She exclaimed. “Just like a little kid! And don’t worry, I’m not keeping you as my twin…”

Will blinked. Was she about to turn him back?

“I wanted you to see what it was like, being some cheating asshole’s trophy wife,” Claire said. “So, I guess that means you need a husband!”

And before Will could stop her, she was pointing the ring at herself.

“I wish I would turn into this little bitch’s big strong husband!” She declared, eyes flashing.


II

For a second, nothing happened. The two identical women simply stared at one another, Will with a look of horror on his pretty face, Claire with a smug smile on hers.

The ring! Will thought, urgently. Get the ring while you’re still evenly matched. Get it off her before-!

But it was too late. No sooner had the thought formed in Will’s mind than there was a sound like fairy dust falling.

“Here we go.” Claire grinned. “I’m going to enjoy this.”

Then she was stretching. Before Will’s eyes Claire grew taller, her head rising up until she looked like a giant. Her shoulders began to broaden, causing her tank top to tear. They grew wider and wider as her hips shrank smaller and smaller, giving her body a masculine ‘V’ shape.

A wave passed over Claire’s skin, so she seemed to shimmer in front of Will’s eyes. Her enormous breasts jiggled and deflated, shrinking into her chest, becoming hard and muscular pecs. Her biceps grew and hardened, making her arms look big and strong. Will felt an involuntary gasp escape his lips.

His new body found Claire’s muscular frame wildly attractive.

There was a grinding noise that seemed to fill the kitchen and Claire’s hands swelled up. Enormous, manly knuckles erupted above her strong fingers. Wiry black hairs dusted the back of her hands then Claire gave a terrific grunt and threw her head backwards.

“Oh yes!” She snarled. “All that testosterone!”

She lowered her eyes and stared hungrily at Will’s petit new body.

“I can’t wait to grow a big fat cock and fuck you with it!”

As if on cue a bulge appeared in her pink panties. It grew so fast it tore through the fabric. A gigantic dick rolled out, dangling between Claire’s newly-muscular legs, its swollen tip swinging back and forth.

Will cried out in fright. It was huge! His wife was hung like a racehorse and it kept growing!

The thought of having that – that thing invade his tiny little pussy made him sick. It made him nauseous, it made him want to scream…

Then Will felt the gentle warmth spreading through his crotch, and realized his new body had a different opinion.

It couldn’t wait for Claire to fuck him.

The changes were coming faster now. Claire’s jawline thrust out away from her face, became strong and manly and decorated with sexy stubble. Her long hair sucked up into her scalp, like spaghetti up a vacuum cleaner. It settled on her head, casually tousled, and turned dark.

Claire – what little was left of her – sneered down at Will.

“Well?” She asked in a teenager’s breaking voice, “have you figured it out yet?”

Will could only whimper in horror. By this late stage, it was only too obvious where Claire’s transformation was going.

In quick succession, Claire’s ripped tank top opened down the middle and turned into a collared shirt; her panties ballooned outwards, ran down her legs and became men’s pants; and dark shoes formed over her feet. Her eyes turned green, her face gave one last, almighty ripple and then it was over.

Will stared breathlessly at the familiar figure before him. The strong, handsome man dressed up and ready for work. The man he’d seen in the mirror every single day of his life for the last thirty six years.

No… his brain whispered, helplessly. No, not that. Anything but that!

Across the kitchen, Claire looked appreciatively at her new body. She flexed her biceps, admiring their strength. She reached down and grabbed her big new cock, closed her eyes and smiled.

“Ahhhh,” She said, in her deep, familiar voice. “Ah, yes. That’s better. That’s so much better.”

She opened her eyes and turned to Will.

“What do you think?” She asked.

If he’d been bigger, Will would’ve hit her.

What did he think?! He thought it was awful. Claire hadn’t just turned him into her double. She’d turned herself into the perfect image of Will. She’d swapped their bodies without asking! It was wrong, it was perverse…

It was sexy.

With a feeling of horrified shame, Will realized his new female body was deeply turned on by the sight of his old male one. He could feel his nipples going hard, feel his eyeballs being drawn to Claire’s broad shoulders, to her strong arms. There was a feeling of dampness, and Will was mortified to discover his new pussy was already dripping wet.

Claire hadn’t just swapped their bodies. She’d swapped everything. Their desires. Their sexual orientations.

And that meant Will desperately wanted to fuck his old, masculine body.

Claire noticed the conflict in his face and laughed.

“Don’t even try to lie about your feelings. The magic forbids it.” She slowly sauntered over to him, walking with a masculine swagger that made Will’s long, smooth legs go weak.

“I know all of your desires,” she said, smugly. “I know you can’t keep your eyes off my big, strong arms. I know you’re pleased my wish made your body’s cock even bigger. I know you can’t wait to have it inside you.”

She stopped just in front of Will, towering over his tiny new body. Will tried to look away, tried to protest and tell Claire that it wasn’t true!

But he couldn’t. The magic stopped him from lying to his wife. And invisible hands of desire held his head in place, forcing him to drink in his old body.

I had no idea I was that handsome… Will thought, dizzy with longing. Longing for his wife to fuck him with her brand new dick, for her to hold him down and violate his delicate, girly body.

Claire gently reached up and brushed a lock of blonde hair away from Will’s forehead. Her familiar green eyes gazed into his.

“I know everything you want.” She whispered. “Which means I know you want me to do this.”

As she said the word, she grabbed Will’s hair and yanked it. Will’s head snapped back. He let out a gasp, tears of pain in his eyes.

“No!” He managed to say in Claire’s voice. “No, Claire, I don’t!”

His body told a different story. His pussy was now tingling like crazy. From the moment they’d first met, Claire had been brutally frank with Will about how much she loved rough sex. How much she loved men who would hurt her and abuse her and remind her who was boss.

Which meant he now loved those things.

“Right,” Claire sneered in her deep voice, her face inches from Will’s. “It’s time for your punishment, slut. Time you learned what happens when you cross me.”

“What do you mean?” Will whimpered, trying to pull away and run but unable to escape Claire’s strong grasp.

“What do I mean?” Claire laughed. “I mean I’m going to do to you what you used to do to me when you were feeling horny.”

She glanced appreciatively at Will’s tits, their nipples long and hard and pointed. There was no way he could hide how much his body was enjoying this.

“I’m going to rape you.”

“No!” Shouted Will.

But it was too late. Claire span him round and threw him to the floor. Will put out his hands and landed awkwardly, his boobies painfully taking most of his weight.

He pulled himself to his knees and tried to scrabble forward on all fours, sobbing desperately as his sexy ass wiggled in the air. Then Claire was on top of him, one strong hand shoving his face into the linoleum.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Struggle. God, watching you try to escape is making me so hard.”

“Claire…” Will whimpered. “Please…”

They were half-hearted pleas. His pussy was dripping wet, wide and open and yearning for Claire’s cock. The feeling of her large hand holding him in place was making electric currents shoot to every part of his new body. Everything was suddenly pleasurable, especially the pain.

Hadn’t he forced himself on Claire enough times to know that she loved rape play?

Thick fingers grasped Will’s lacy pink panties and roughly pulled them down. A strong knee was thrust between his slender legs, shoving them apart. Will had just enough time to think about how much it was going to hurt, and then Claire stuck her brand new dick in him.

It was the strangest feeling Will had ever had.

Claire’s monster cock slid into him, leaving a burning pain that travelled all the way up his body, deep into his womb. Will was about to cry out, when suddenly the burning receded leaving only a gentle, throbbing warmth that seemed to engulf his lower body. A soft pink cloud came down and covered his mind and the cry died on Will’s lips.

In its place he let out a gentle, female moan.

“That’s right,” Claire’s breath tickled his ear. “You like that, don’t you bitch?”

No! Will wanted to shout. No, I hate it!

But his body refused to lie. Instead, he felt himself give a little nod, his blonde hair lying across his face in dazed streaks. The hard linoleum suddenly felt cool and sensuous against his skin, the pressure on his enormous new boobies made his pussy thrum even more.

It was like someone had turned his entire body into a giant nerve ending. An ultra-sensitive receptor that picked up every little feeling and made it pleasurable.

Is this what it’s like for all women? Will dimly wondered. Then Claire began to move and his thoughts were obliterated by a bolt of pleasure.

She thrust against him, gently at first, then getting faster. With each movement, that pink warmth grew stronger in Will’s crotch, spreading to other parts of his body. He opened his mouth and heard himself begin to cry softly in time with each thrust.

There was no way he could pretend these were the cries of a man in distress, of a man being raped.

These were the cries of a woman driven wild by pleasure.

His gasps got louder as Claire got faster. Her hips were smacking against his bare ass now, rudely pushing her dick further into his womb. Her cock was stretching the sides of Will’s pussy in a way that should have hurt like hell, but instead made him giddy with pleasure.

“Oh yes baby,” he heard himself whisper in Claire’s voice. For a second, he hesitated. Then he added:

“Fuck me.”

The warmth was becoming electric now. A powerful, urgent current was throbbing through Will. Without even knowing he was doing it, he let one delicate hand drift down to his clit. As Claire fucked him, he started wildly rubbing it, almost unaware of the loud, girly screams coming from between his lips.

“God, look at that fucking ass of yours,” Claire grunted in Will’s voice. “You’ve got such a cute little ass… such a fucking cute ass!”

Will moaned louder. Deep down he wasn’t sure he wanted a cute little ass, but he had no time to object. His new body was alive with electric. Something was building, something that radiated out from his clit to every inch of his skin. 

“Say my name!” Growled Claire.

“Claire!” Will squeaked in his girly voice. “Oh, Claire!”

“No, say my new name. Now, bitch!”

Will hesitated. Was he really going to say it?

Then Claire slapped his ass hard and he was shrieking it, shrieking her new name as his wife fucked him like the dirty little slut he was.

“Will!” He screamed. “Yes Will. Oh god, WILL!”

Will’s new body came with a force like a tsunami. He felt a shiver pass up and down his skin, making his eyes go blurry and making him gasp and scream and beg Claire to never stop.

This wasn’t anything like his man orgasms. This was like every single inch of his body was coming and would never stop.

After what felt like forever, the wave passed. Will began floating back down to Earth on a pink cloud of pleasure. Then suddenly Claire slapped his ass and he was coming again; longer and louder than he had the first time.

That’s right, Will thought, dimly. I’m a girl now.

There was nothing to stop him coming again and again. Claire could keep him pinned here all day if she wanted to, forcing him to experience orgasm after orgasm for as long as she liked.

And Claire knew exactly what would make this slutty little body come.

Claire slapped his ass again and then drove a finger rudely up his anus. Immediately Will had a third orgasm, crying with humiliation and happiness. He had two more tiny ones in quick succession, then finally Claire went stiff. There was nothing for a moment, then waves upon waves of sperm were flooding into Will’s pussy, making him sob with pleasure.

“That’s it!” He heard himself gasp breathlessly, “come in my pussy! Come in my pussy Will!”

Claire grunted loudly, thrust her hips twice more, then went limp and rolled off Will, collapsing on the linoleum next to him.

Without even thinking, Will crawled over to his old body and laid his head on its chest, delighting at the manly way Claire had just used him for her pleasure.

He would deny he had enjoyed it later. He would tell Claire she was sick, making him fuck his own body. He would beg to be turned back.

But for now, he just wanted to be held by his strong, handsome husband.

Beside him, Will felt his old body laugh. It was weird, hearing his own laugh coming from someone else’s mouth.

Do I really sound like that? He wondered, faintly.

Claire lazily reached out and ran a hand through Will’s long hair.

“Well?” She whispered. “Did you enjoy that, Claire?”

Will hesitated. He wanted to say no, he truly did. He wanted to respond as he should, like a man who has just been raped and humiliated and wants revenge.

Instead, he nodded his pretty little head.

“Yes.” He whispered in Claire’s voice. “God yes, Will. That was amazing.”

“Good.” He could hear a smile creeping into Claire’s voice. “Because in a minute, I’m taking you upstairs and I’m doing it again. And I’m going to keep doing it until you’ve received your punishment.”

Will lifted his head and frowned hazily at his old face, watching him with an evil grin.

“I thought being turned into a girl was my punishment,” he said, doubtfully.

Claire laughed.

“No, that’s just a necessary step. Your punishment isn’t just to be me. It’s to live out my dreams, to have the life I should have had.”

A trickle of ice ran up Will’s spine.

“What do you mean?” He whispered.

“I mean we’re going to carry on as normal,” Claire said, coolly. “We’re going to try for a baby. And we’re going to succeed. Then, while you’re big and pregnant, I’m going to fuck Sarah and tell you all about it.”

The world seemed to lurch sickeningly around Will.

“But the doctor said…” He began.

Claire smiled and showed him the ring.

“Who cares what the doctor said? I’m in charge, remember?”

Then she whispered something and there was a distant sound like fairy dust. Will cautiously turned to his wife, wondering what the hell she’d just done.

“I used my last wish to change a few things.” Claire shrugged. “You’ve now got the most-fertile female body in existence. And I’ve got a sky-high sperm count.”

Her eyes twinkled. It was an expression Will used to use on girls to show them he was in control. Seeing it now being used on him made him want to scream.

“A single drop of my sperm could now make you pregnant a billion times over. And I’m already in the mood for another fuck.”

She rudely thrust his head off her broad, manly chest.

“Now come on, bitch.” She snapped. “Let’s go upstairs.”

Obediently, Will clambered to his feet. Claire stood up, and he let her take his small, girly hand in her strong big one, and let her lead him up the stairs toward their bedroom.

He was going to get pregnant. Claire’s final wish had seen to that. He was going to get pregnant in Claire’s stupid body while she had fun in his, screwing Sarah and laughing at him.

And the worst part was, he was going to love it.


III

The phone gave a bleep. Will wearily put down the iron, read the text and growled loudly. It was from Claire.

‘HEY BABE, I WON’T BE HOME TILL LATE. FUCKING SARAH’S CUTE LITTLE ASS. ENJOY YOUR EVENING. WILL X’

“That bastard.” He said in Claire’s voice, feeling hot tears sting at his eyes. Not that he thought of it as Claire’s voice any more.

After all this time, he could barely remember what it felt like to speak with a man’s deep bass.

Will picked up the iron back up. Claire had thrown him a bundle of shirts that morning and coolly told him to get them all ironed by the evening. Now here he was, his long blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, slaving away for his asshole husband while Claire fucked Sarah in some expensive hotel.

Look at me, Will snarled to himself. I shouldn’t even be working in my condition!

He was now nine months pregnant. Nine months, and Claire was still punishing him by treating him like an unwanted trophy wife. Only the night before, she’d looked at him as he piloted his swollen female body out the bathroom and laughed.

“Look at you,” she’d sneered in Will’s voice. “You’re so fucking fat. And you wonder why I have to screw Sarah all the time.”

Tears had pricked at Will’s eyes, but he’d gently swallowed and said nothing.

Claire was right. He looked like a beached whale. If he’d still been male, he wouldn’t have touched himself in this state. If their roles had been reversed, he would have been the one off screwing beautiful, thin Sarah.

If Claire was acting that way now, it was because the magic had given her Will’s body and desires. It had made her act like Will, just as he now acted like Claire.

In short, he had no-one to blame but himself.

There was a bumping sensation in Will’s swollen belly. He tenderly put his hand over it and gently rubbed the surface.

“Shh,” he whispered. “Not now, baby.”

The worst part was, Claire still expected attention from him. Even though she couldn’t stand the sight of Will’s pregnant body, she expected him to let her play with his big, fat boobies when she wanted to. Expected him to iron her shirts and do the housework.

Expected him to get down on his knees and suck her enormous dick when she was feeling horny. Expected him to swallow her come.

In other words, exactly how Will would have acted if Claire had been the pregnant one.

Will put the iron back down and looked unhappily at his body. Even after all this time trapped as Claire, it still shocked him to see how utterly female he was. The sight of his gigantic boobies wobbling in the bottom of his vision still made him feel weird. Waking up horny in the morning and being wide and puffy instead of long and hard still made him want to cry.

It was even worse now he was heavily pregnant. The first few months, he’d kidded himself he couldn’t see the little bump developing. Kidded himself his vomiting attacks in the morning were because of all the sperm he’d been swallowing.

Now he’d given up even trying.

Will tenderly let a hand drop to his swollen belly, tracing circles across it with his fingers. His belly button had popped outward one day a few weeks ago, and he gently played with its end.

It made him sad to think this little protruding lump of skin was the closest he now had to a penis.

His pregnancy had been a nightmare. As a man, he’d had no idea just how hard it would be.

His hormones were going crazy. Some days he would just burst into tears for no reason, clutching his pretty face in his dainty hands and weeping loudly.

He was getting cravings, too. Weird desires to eat coal and other stuff he’d heard happened to pregnant women, but never actually believed.

His sex drive was through the roof. All he needed was to see Claire lounging around in his old body, languidly playing with her big cock, and he’d get an irresistible urge to fuck her.

Is this what it would have been like for Claire? He sometimes wondered. If we hadn’t swapped bodies, would she be having a horrible time while I ignored her and acted like a jerk?

A loud bleeping noise cut across his thoughts.

“Shit!”

Lost in his reveries, Will hadn’t noticed the smell of burning. He yanked the iron off Claire’s shirt and was horrified to see a hole burned right through it.

You stupid bitch! He scolded himself. Without realizing it, he had naturally begun to think of himself as female.

“Will’s gonna kill me,” he whimpered out loud.

The last time he’d fucked up like this, Claire had shoved her whole dick up his ass to teach him a lesson. It had hurt like hell.

It had also felt good. Better than Will was willing to admit.

Ever since then, his body had subconsciously allowed him to burn a lot of shirts.

Tears in his eyes, Will hauled his heavy female body over to the sofa and collapsed down on it. Then he put his face in his hands and started to cry.

Inside him, the baby kicked again. Blinking back tears, Will absently reached down and gave his swollen belly a soothing pat.

“You’ll be there for me, won’t you?” He whispered hopelessly in his female voice. “You’ll be good for mommy, not like daddy.”

As if in response, the baby kicked again.

Deep down, Will knew he deserved everything that had happened to him. If he’d been a good husband, Claire wouldn’t now be out screwing Sarah. If he’d been prepared to stand by his wife in a future pregnancy, he would now have a loving husband to look after him.

All Claire was doing was acting out his desires. It was the same way her wish forced him to act out hers. If Will had been a better person, he’d now be a woman with a wonderful husband. 

He’d learned his lesson alright. And it was time things started to change.

For the first time in a long time, Will smiled. Claire didn’t know it yet, but things were going to improve round here. He might have been a shitty husband. He might deserve the horrible, horrible life her wish had forced him to lead.

But there was no way he was letting his baby grow up in an unhappy household. 

Sat on the sofa in Claire’s pregnant body, Will closed his eyes. Visions danced through his head, so clear they were almost real. Visions of him lying in stirrups in the hospital, screaming in pain. Visions of the nurse handing him his newborn baby, of Claire standing over him, tears in her manly eyes.

Deep down, he couldn’t wait to give birth. Deep down, he couldn’t wait to feel his baby’s tiny mouth biting at his nipples, suckling the milk he’d been carrying around in his swollen breasts these past nine months.  

He was going to be a mommy. More than that, he was going to be the best-damn mommy in the world.

“It’s going to be OK,” he whispered to his unborn child. Already, he was imagining how Claire would fall in love with their son (it was going to be a boy Will had decided). How she would stop seeing Sarah and start staying at home. How she would slowly grow to be the perfect daddy.  

How she’d fall in love again with Will and become the perfect husband.

After all, she didn’t have a choice.

Slowly, Will reached into his pocket. He pulled out the ring. It sat in his palm, thrumming with invisible magic.

After she’d used her wishes up, Claire had hidden it away, out of sight. It had taken him nine months of searching while he was pretending to do the housework. Nine whole months, but he’d finally found it.

He had four wishes. And he was going to use them as soon as the baby was born.

“My first wish is gonna make him ditch that tart and become a good daddy,” he said, firmly, turning the ring over between his fingers. “Then I’m going to make him fall wildly in love with me and start treating me right. Then I’m going to make sure we’re the happiest family in the whole damn world.”

The baby bumped again. It was like it was agreeing with him.

“As for my last wish…” Will pondered for a moment. There was so much he could ask for. His male body. To turn Claire into a dog. To get his old life back.

But Will didn’t want that life anymore. He knew it was the magic, giving him Claire’s desires, but he couldn’t help how he felt.

Deep down, he loved being a housewife. He loved being a girl. And he loved being a mommy.

And as soon as he’d made his first wish and gotten rid of Sarah, he was going to love being married to Claire. His wish would make her into the perfect husband. 

Will looked from the ring down to his swollen belly. A smile crept over his pretty, female face. 

“My last wish will be to give you the perfect little sister,” he whispered.

The baby was silent in response. Will liked to think it was pleased with his decision.

Slowly, he dragged his pregnant body back to its feet. He walked back to the ironing board and got back to work.

Claire would be home in a few hours, and he wanted all his housework done by then.

Already, he could imagine her face when she saw the hole burned in her shirt. Already he could imagine the way she would hold him down and fuck his asshole in punishment.

Already he could imagine how good it would feel.

For the first time in weeks, Will began to smile. He had the ring. He had his wishes. And most-importantly, he had his baby.

In one week, he was due to give birth.

And he couldn’t wait to be a mommy.

The End
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Like what you’ve read? Then you’ll love this extract from Lisa Change’s novel-length tale of gender transformation and taboo 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…
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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…

(Return to Contents)


Also by Lisa Change

New to the delightfully twisted erotic world of Lisa Change? Why not try this limited offer starter pack…

Lisa Change Gender-Swap Bundle

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

Includes…

Turned Into His Sister’s Maid

Turned Into His Wife’s Teenage Daughter

She Turned Him Into a Pregnant Housewife

Becoming Christine (Book one)

Turned Into His Sister’s Pussy

This starter pack is perfect for new fans of Lisa Change's wonderfully-detailed erotic fantasies. Each tale features gender transformation scenes so real you'll feel like they're happening to YOU, fleshed-out characters and a real plot.

Available for a limited time for only $2.99. That’s 80% off the list price! Contains over 200 pages of naughty erotic treasures.

Buy now at Amazon.com…


Like stories of men transformed into girls and forced to serve powerful women? Try Lisa Change’s deliciously kinky tale of gender swap servitude…

Turned Into Her Sexy Asian Secretary

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


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


Will Jake manage to turn himself back into a man? Or will he find spending his life as his own Asian sex fantasy too tempting to resist? 

Read more at Amazon.com…


Like what you’ve read? Why not try Lisa Change’s delightfully cruel new series about gender swap revenge and feminization…

Becoming Christine

(Digital Slave Girl Series)

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? 


Lisa Change’s new tale of gender-swap revenge and servitude is darker and sexier than ever. Wonderfully kinky, it charts Christian’s twisted descent into the depths of feminized humiliation with delicious cruelty. 

Read more at Amazon.com…


Like what you’ve read? Why not try Lisa Change’s latest tale of feminized humiliation and gender swap revenge…

Changed! From Sexist to Sex Object

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


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


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


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

Read more at Amazon.com…

Like what you’ve read? Why not try Lisa Change’s latest tale of gender swap revenge and men turned into beautiful, obedient little maids…

He Became His Wife’s French Maid

Johnny is a typical alpha male who cheats on his wife and leaves her to do all the housework. Then one day his scorned wife Annabel finally snaps. Armed with a magic pendant that grants three wishes, she turns Johnny into her beautiful, busty French maid! 


Now he’s the one having to scrub the floors, make dinner, and speak only when spoken to. Even worse, his wife has forced him to wear a frilly little maid’s outfit and answer only to the name Mimi. 


But Annabel has big plans for her new maid. Plans that involve forcing Johnny to use his nubile new body to service other men… and love every minute of it. 


Lisa Change’s delightfully kinky new novel features a vivid transformation scene that’s so real, you’ll be convinced it’s happening to you. Join Johnny on his journey from sexist macho man to beautiful, obedient maid desperate to serve her mistress’s every whim. Will Johnny escape his frilly costume and feather duster? Or will he find being trapped for all eternity as a busty maid is what he secretly wanted all along? 

Read more at Amazon.com…

About the Author

Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression. 


If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...

To see hot new releases and keep up to date with news follow Lisa at her Amazon page.

*

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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