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Sneak Preview


(skip this bit to avoid spoilers)

 Chad was still staring at me, perhaps I’d trailed off mid-sentence. After a moment, he coughed lightly. 
 “Uh… miss? Miss, what were you…?” 
 At his words, I felt a rush of dizziness pass through me. I stood up. Looked down at myself. 
 And felt the last of my sanity go spinning away. 
 I was suddenly dressed in a tight, white top that strained around my B cup boobs, barely containing my cleavage.  
 A black skirt was clinging to my tight waist, pulled up so that it left quite a lot of leg on display above my black leather knee high boots. 
 A blonde braid curled lazily around from the back of my head, fell down my front. Behind me, I could feel my ass sticking out, all pert and ripe and gorgeous.  
 With hesitant movements, I raised my hands, suddenly all dainty and girly, with glossy long fingernails. Stared at them, unable to believe what I was seeing. 
 Then, feeling like I was in a dream, I grabbed hold of my new boobs and squeezed. 
 I can’t remember now what I was expecting to happen. Maybe I thought they’d collapse like a pair of deflated balloons and I’d realize this was all some crazy dream, I dunno. 
 What actually happened was that they pushed back against my fingertips, firm and pert and real.  
 There was no denying it. 
 Somehow, I’d been transformed into my own sexy teacher… 

(now turn over and keep on reading!)



 
 I discovered I could take over women’s bodies the day I turned 18. 
 By “take over”, I don’t mean I could hypnotize them and make them do my bidding, or anything like that. Nah, stuff like that’s just for cheap fiction, no matter what my teenage self might have wished to the contrary. 
 No, what I’m talking about is much, much weirder. So weird that you probably won’t believe me. 
 I can literally make myself become any woman on Earth.  
 It’s true. Right now, I’m writing this from inside the body of a semi-notable erotica writer on Amazon. I saw her work a while back, and realized it would be the perfect place to tell my story. To give all of you my warning, without ever having to give away my true identity. 
 So I did what I always do when I want to be a certain woman. I lay down on my bed and closed my eyes and pictured her in my head.  
 She’d been good enough to leave a photo of herself up at her blog, and it was this image that I kept fixed in my mind as I felt the energy start to flow through me, felt my skin start to prickle and my cock become as hard as iron. 
 Felt that same vertigo I always feel when It is about to happen, like I’m standing at the very edge of a doorway opening onto a dark abyss. 
 (I always get scared at that point, like if I slip I might go falling into that nothingness and never return, and when they find my empty body it’ll be just like I’m dead). 
 Then came the lurch, the same, sickening lurch that always comes. And, when I opened my eyes, I was no longer lying down but sat in front of a laptop, my fingers frozen above the keys, my boy body gone and replaced with the slender, curved body of a woman. Of the author. 
 Naturally, the first thing I did was make her get her boobs out. No matter how long I’ve been doing this – no matter how many women’s bodies I assume control of – there are some things that never get old. 
 Anyway, enough about the woman I currently am. I still need to tell you about the boy I was. 
 My name’s Brett by the way. That’s not my actual name, but it’s got the same number of syllables, and the starting letters are not too dissimilar.  
 These days, I’m a relatively good-looking guy in his late-twenties, the sort of anonymous-looking man you might meet in a dozen American cities. Blond. Blue eyed. Still works out. The sort of guy that, if you were a girl, you might give a passing glance to. Might exchange a smile with. 
 Might idly think about one day introducing to your parents, never realizing that he was studying you from afar. That, as you smiled, he was fixing your face in his mind, remembering its contours, to use as he pleased at a later date. 
 Not that any girl would have ever smiled at me like that back in high school. 
 On the day of my 18th birthday, I wasn’t much to look at. I’m one of those guys who only discovered the gym late in life, so you can imagine how weedy I was. Where the other boys had muscles, I only had bones. Where other boys were handsome, I was skinny, pale and shy, my youthful face perpetually hidden behind a mop of dyed-black hair. 
 And, where the other guys had girlfriends, I only had my fantasies. 
 In a funny way, that’s what made me realize I had this amazing power. 
 It was a mild September day. The whole school had just started back for senior year, and I was as depressed about it as you’re probably anticipating. 
 Summer had been grim, just me, my slightly-older step sister and my mom and step-dad in our summer house by the lake, driving each other up the walls. I didn’t even have any friends back then to unload onto, save for some online gaming guys I sometimes played with. 
 To top it all off, I was now having to start my 18th birthday stuck in a classroom with Miss Brown.  
 Don’t get me wrong, most of the guys at school would have been more than happy to be in that classroom. Miss Brown was – how can I put this?     
 Miss Brown was hot. 
 She’d come into teaching in her early twenties and, as a result, was younger than most of the other teachers at our exclusive private school. In such an environment, she probably would have stolen a few hearts even if she’d been just average looking.  
 Instead, she looked like a supermodel. 
 I’m serious. She had this slightly-eastern European face, all haughty and pale and beautiful, like she’d been sculpted from ice. Her eyes were so blue they almost glowed. Her ultra-blonde hair was always tied in a braid that fell down her back and made her look as exotic as her immigrant mom must have been. 
 She was tall, maybe 6ft, made even taller by the fact she always wore this knee-high leather boots with built-in heels. Her legs were long, her ass pert beneath her dark skirts. 
 Really, the only thing that let her down were her breasts, which were maybe a B cup. Not so small that you couldn’t see her cleavage when she wore those tight white shirts, and not so small that I hadn’t been caught staring a few times, but not quite as big as I’d have wished them to be.  
 (At least, not yet). 
 Still, when all was said and done, she was basically the perfect teacher for horny young boys. Like, if you’d sat down to draw a hottie that would appeal to teenagers, you’d have come up with Miss Brown. 
 There was just one problem.  
 She was a total. Bitch. 
 Like, for real. Whenever I got some stupid math problem wrong, she’d hold up my work and humiliate me in front of the class. 
 Whenever she needed to call someone out, she’d pick on me, even if I wasn’t being any worse than any of the other half-asleep students. 
 During my whole time in her class, it felt like she never said a single encouraging word to me. 
 Which is what made what came next so sweet. 
 That morning, she’d stuck us all with some surprise test while she walked up and down among the rows, occasionally bending over to check an answer or murmur encouragement to one of her favorites.  
 Each time she did so, I’d let my eyes go drifting over her cleavage – anything but paying attention to this damn test! Eventually it got so I was bored, frustrated, and horny all at once, which is never a great combination. 
 After a half hour of this, I finally decided enough was enough. 
 “Miss?” I asked, raising my hand. “Uh, miss? Can I be excused for a minute?” 
 “There’s only 20 minutes left, Brett,” Miss Bitch said, not even looking at me. “Can’t you hold it in just a little longer?” 
 Giggles, from the rest of the class, making my cheeks flush red.  

You whore… I though, nastily. But outwardly, I kept up my shy-polite appearance. 
 “Miss, for real, I actually really gotta…” 
 “Fine.” The ice queen waved a hand at the door. “Go. Take as long as you like. It’s not like you’re going to need math when you grow up or anything.” 
 If it was meant to be a joke, it sure didn’t sound that way. As I left the classroom, it was with a head full of loathing for my beautiful teacher. 
 There was a disabled toilet in the math block that you weren’t meant to use, but I locked myself in anyway, coz it was a single cubicle with a heavy wooden door and I knew exactly what I needed to do.  
 The moment I turned the lock, I yanked down my pants, sat on the edge of the toilet seat and started to masturbate. 
 It was an automatic reaction for me back then. Whenever a hot girl pissed me off, I used to have to jerk off, usually while thinking about degrading them in some way.  
 I’d done it over my step-sister before, when she was being a asshole. Over girls at school who laughed at me. Even over Miss Brown. 
 But what happened that time was completely new. 
 I was sat there with my eyes closed, Miss Brown’s face fixed in my mind as I angrily jerked away, when I suddenly felt a prickle of electricity across my skin. Felt a weird energy inside me, followed by a feeling of vertigo.  
 It’s a wonder I didn’t stop there. If I had, maybe I’d have never got my powers. Most-likely, I wouldn’t be writing this now. 
 But as fate, or luck, or God would have it, I was on the verge of coming. So I just kept right on jerking, trying to ignore the prickles in my skin. Trying to ignore the sudden vertigo. 
 There was a sudden feeling like I was falling. A flash of darkness that seemed to blot out everything. I vaguely remember a jolt of panic as my body slipped away… 
 …followed by a whole other jolt as I opened my eyes and found myself standing in front of my math class, bent over by a guy called Chad’s desk while he tried to surreptitiously look at my boobs. 
 I remember blinking down at the jock sat before me, as he smiled nervously back at me, probably wondering what the hell was wrong with his teacher. 
 I remember a strange feeling of weight on my chest that I’d never felt before, and noticing it at the exact same time that I noticed my knees and thighs were bare and slightly chilly in the cool air. 
 I remember, too, the feeling of a long braid of hair, tumbling past one of my shoulders as I stood there like that, frozen in whatever action Miss Brown had been performing when I’d somehow entered her. 
 Chad was still staring at me, perhaps I’d trailed off mid-sentence. After a moment, he coughed lightly. 
 “Uh… miss? Miss, what were you…?” 
 At his words, I felt a rush of dizziness pass through me. I stood up. Looked down at myself. 
 And felt the last of my sanity go spinning away. 
 I was suddenly dressed in a tight, white top that strained around my B cup boobs, barely containing my cleavage.  
 A black skirt was clinging to my tight waist, pulled up so that it left quite a lot of leg on display above my black leather knee high boots. 
 A blonde braid curled lazily around from the back of my head, fell down my front. Behind me, I could feel my ass sticking out, all pert and ripe and gorgeous.  
 With hesitant movements, I raised my hands, suddenly all dainty and girly, with glossy long fingernails. Stared at them, unable to believe what I was seeing. 
 Then, feeling like I was in a dream, I grabbed hold of my new boobs and squeezed. 
 I can’t remember now what I was expecting to happen. Maybe I thought they’d collapse like a pair of deflated balloons and I’d realize this was all some crazy dream, I dunno. 
 What actually happened was that they pushed back against my fingertips, firm and pert and real.  
 A nervous giggle ran through the class. 
 “Miss?” A redheaded girl called Stacey I used to fancy piped up. “Miss? Are you OK, miss?” 
 “I’m fine, Stace,” I dimly remember saying, amazed but not really surprised to hear Miss Brown’s soft, sultry voice coming out my lips, “I’ve just got to…” 
 With dazed movements, I wobbled out into the corridor, nearly falling over in my new heels three separate times. Again the class giggled, but it was a subdued, nervous sound. 
 Meanwhile, I was struggling not to go mad. 
 I’d just turned into my sexy math teacher. Suddenly, I’d gone from being a shy 18 year old guy to a woman in her mid-twenties. 
 Not just any woman. A sexy woman. A woman who I’d been literally masturbating over only seconds before. 
 As I stumbled down that corridor towards the disabled toilet, feeling in horror the way my brand new boobs were jiggling with every step, I didn’t know what to expect.  
 Maybe I would find Miss Brown, trapped in my body as I was in hers. Maybe I would find the cubicle empty, and all trace of Brett McCallum wiped from history. 
 Maybe I would find that I was in a horror story, like the ones this writer I’m inhabiting now often writes. Horror stories where men get swapped into women and learn their lessons. 
 I didn’t realize back then that I wasn’t in a horror story at all. 
 I was in the biggest wish-fulfilment story that’s ever happened. 
 I won’t bore you with the details of how I used the emergency key to open the disabled toilet. How I found my old body, calmly propped up against the toilet, its erection still in its hand and a vacant look in its eyes. 
 All I’ll tell you is how my initial relief became even greater relief when I closed my eyes and imagined I was back inside my regular body… 
 …and opened them to discover I immediately was. 
 Yep. That’s all I have to do. No matter where I am, no matter who I’m in. All I have to do to escape from danger, boredom, or just some very awkward questions is close my eyes, imagine I’m me again, and I’ll be back in my body. 
 Of course, it took me longer than that to figure out for sure, days of trial and error. Just like it took me a few days to become completely sure that, no matter what I did inside a woman’s body, she would later think she’d done it of her own free will.  
 (Seriously, I could possess a nun if I wanted, use her body to have sex with thousands of guys and, when I finally left her, she would be utterly convinced that she’d made a conscious decision to turn her back on her old life and become a promiscuous man-eater. I’ve done it before, I know it’s true.) 
 Really, though, the basic outlines of my new abilities I got there and then, with the body of Miss Brown. The body that would soon become one of my regular backups, destined to be nothing but one of my thousands of toys. 
 As Miss Brown blinked down at me in my old body, frowned and started saying that she’d come to check on me because she knew I’d be up to something, and just look at me now-! I closed my eyes again. Gripped my cock again. 
 And opened them again to find I was back inside Miss Brown’s body once more. 
 After swapping back and forth a couple more times to make sure I could control it, I went and stood before the toilet cubicle mirror, ignoring my slumped boy body as best I could. 
 From within the silvery glass, my hot math teacher looked calmly out at me, the ghost of a smile on her supermodel features. Her sparkling blue eyes were alive with mischief,  
 “Hey there, bitch,” I said in my new, female voice, “don’t feel so clever now, do you?” 
 My smile became a shit eating grin. 
 “Not when I can do this.” 
 At this, I reached up and yanked her – my – tight white top open. Buttons pinged off into oblivion. I leaned forward, deliberately pushing my boobs up to get a good look at them. In the mirror, Miss Brown bent forward, her eyes alive with lust as she offered her breasts up to me. 
 “God, I always knew you were a slut,” I moaned softly, deliberately making my female voice sound orgasmic. 
 I squashed my breasts together in their lacy bra, arranging my expression into one of hopeless lust. I was rewarded by the sight of Miss Brown, writhing and moaning like a stripper, just as I’d seen her in my darkest nighttime fantasies. 
 “You shouldn’t have treated me so bad,” I said, unhooking my bra, slipping the straps off over my shoulders. “You had your chance, and now guess what? I’m gonna get my revenge.” 
 I reached one dainty hand behind me. After a little jostling around, I managed to unhook my strap and pull Miss Brown’s bra off her body. I unceremoniously dropped it in the trashcan, then pulled my skirt up and examined my new underwear. 
 Just as I’d always fantasized, Miss Brown’s pussy was encased in a pair of flimsy, lacy white panties that were almost like lingerie. With a giggle I winked at myself in the mirror, enjoying the image of the hot blonde teacher flashing herself at me. 
 “I think from now on, you’re gonna find yourself doing some strange things, miss,” I declared as I pulled my panties down, slipping them off over my boots, “so you’d better learn to enjoy it.” 
 Before throwing her panties in the trash, I held them up to my cute button nose and inhaled, breathing deeply. The tang of pussy invaded my nostrils, made me realize that this display before the mirror was getting my borrowed body all wet and horny. 

So that’s what her cunt smells like…

 My panties and bra binned, I pulled the hem of my skirt back down, slapped my own ass with a little giggle, watching the show in the mirror the whole time. Then I buttoned my ripped shirt back up as best I could and slipped back out the toilet, using the emergency key to lock my old body back up behind me. 
 The walk through the hall was elating, like I was suddenly a God, flying through the skies above the realms of weak and mortal men. 
 Each step made my tits bounce and jiggle without my bra, their nipples rubbing against the shirt fabric until they were all pointy and extremely noticeable. 
 Each step made a cool breeze gust up my skirt, caressing my naked vagina, making me shiver at its touch. 
 And with each step I deliberately started to roll my hips more, thrust my gorgeous ass about, until I was walking less like a teacher and more like a supermodel. 
 At that moment, I felt so happy, so cheerful, so sexy that I’ve never forgotten it. Even now, after I’ve spent literal months as Playboy centerfolds and famous actresses, I’ve never felt so beautiful as I did when I was plain old Miss Brown from Lafayette High. 
 At last, I made it back to the classroom, five minutes before the bell. My fellow students were in a nervous sort of hubbub, some of the geeks and rule sticklers still trying to focus on the test while the rest tried to decide what to do about their missing teacher. 
 I slammed the door behind me as I came in, held up my hands for silence. 
 “All right. It’s OK. I’m back now. Take your seats, please, I have an important announcement to make.” 
 As the other kids hesitantly returned to their seats, I saw plenty of the girls shooting my chest worried glances, or giggling in one another’s ears. Even a few of the guys seemed to clock that their teacher no longer had her bra on. 
 Deep inside Miss Brown, I sighed happily. If they thought that was weird, wait till they saw what happened next! 
 “I’ve decided,” I said out loud in Miss Brown’s voice, “that this will be my last day of teaching. I’m bored of it all, and I’m bored of coming in and acting like a bitch. From now on, I’ll be doing something more fitting.” 
 A number of kids had giggled or started murmuring at the word bitch. But not all. At the back, Stacey frowned and put up her hand. 
 “Miss? What exactly do you mean, more fitting?” 
 “That’s a good question, sexy,” I said, pretending to get her name wrong, “I mean, Stacey.” 
 I leaned forward, placing both my hands on the teacher’s desk. Felt my boobs dangling off my frame, their pleasant weight as the whole class got an eyeful of my cleavage. 
 “I’ve decided to become a stripper. I’m going to dance for horny men while they throw money at me, and love every minute of it. I’ll flash these tits of mine to anyone who has the cash, like I’ve always dreamed of doing.” 
 The commotion in the class was undeniable now. No-one seemed to know how to react to this shocking statement from a teacher, whether to laugh, or protest, or fall silent. 
 Inside Miss Brown’s pretty little head, I nodded to myself with satisfaction. Just half an hour ago, I wouldn’t have known what to do with this information either. 
 Stacey awkwardly raised her hand again. 
 “Miss, are you seriously OK? I’m gonna call the nurse, I think maybe you-” 
 “Of course I’m fine, Stacey,” I said, loudly, “I’m better than I’ve ever been, now I’m shot of you idiots.” 
 As the class gasped, I grabbed hold of the edges of my top. 
 “But before I go, there’s one last thing I want to do…” 
 I let out a giggle. Fluttered my eyelashes at the nearest guys. 
 “I want to show all of you my tits!” 
 I ripped Miss Brown’s shirt open, tore it off my body. As a wave of panic coursed through the class, I grabbed my naked boobs in my hands and started playing with them, writhing with my body as I did so, letting out orgasmic gasping noises. 
 “Look at my tits!” I breathed, in a mock simulation of lust, “OH! Oh God… look at my tits!”

 Well, maybe it wasn’t quite so simulated. 
 As I danced topless before the class, rubbing my hands over my body… as Stacey darted past, out into the corridor, screaming for help… as I ran over to Chad and rubbed my breasts in his startled face, squealing that I was a slut… 
 I felt a bead of moisture dribble out my new hole. Go running down one leg. 
 From now on, Miss Brown would never forget how stripping off in front of her whole class had made her horny as Hell.

 * 
 That night, while our little town was in polite uproar and Miss Brown was back in her own body, talking to the county mental health examiners, convinced it had been her own reckless decision to display herself like that, I tried using my powers again. 
 I just wanted to make sure they hadn’t gone away. That I could use them on more people than just Miss Brown. 
 As I lay on my bed, I first tried to possess Chad, vaguely thinking that I might make him film himself shouting “I’m a big gayboy!” and slapping himself and put it up on social media. 
 But I quickly discovered that my powers simply didn’t work on guys. 
 To this day, I’ve no idea why. Maybe it’s because I’m not particularly attracted to men, even though I’ve had some hot sex with guys while in one of my many female bodies. Who knows? 
 For whatever reason, I’ve just never been capable of taking over a single guy.  
 Luckily, most men I want to control or humiliate or destroy have wives or girlfriends or sisters or mothers I can use instead. 
 This particular evening, though, I held no specific grudge against Chad, so I just gave up after a while and tried someone else. Tried some of the local girls. 
 This time, it worked like a charm. 
 First off, I became Stacey, taking hold of her body just as she was settling down into a bath, her pink skin all soapy and shiny, her big breasts dangling free, and her long red hair all tied up in a top knot. 
 So I did what any teenage boy in my position would have done. I masturbated in the warm water, gently sliding a finger in and out of my snatch as my free hand played with my tits and I moaned loudly, not caring who heard me. 
 At one point, Stacey’s stepmom banged on the door, and I got a crazy urge to try out my powers even more. 
 Summoning up a faded image of Stacey’s stepmom from a year or two before, I gamely tried to fix her face in my mind even as I masturbated inside her stepdaughter’s body… 
 …and when I opened my eyes, I was surprised to find I was standing outside the bathroom in the body of an attractive forty-something milf, banging on the door as my 18 year old stepdaughter masturbated loudly inside. 
 Which was how I discovered I didn’t need to go back to my home body to keep switching. I could just keep on jumping and jumping between women for as long as I liked. 
 Believe me, this ability has come in handy many times since then. 
 Back then, though, I wanted only to use it for pleasure. 
 Feeling giddy, I made Stacey’s hot stepmom strip naked in the hall outside the bathroom and start masturbating herself. Then I jumped back into Stacey’s body, leaped out the bath and opened the door. 
 “Stacey…?” Her stepmom just had time to say, even as her brain told her she wanted to keep on masturbating, that she’d chosen to stand naked outside this door. “What are you…? 
 And then she had no more time to talk because I grabbed her face in both my hands and passionately kissed her. 
 She resisted at first, of course. Any stepmom would. But by now I had a good idea of the sort of tricks I could pull off.  
 So I simply closed my eyes and repossessed her. When I opened them, Stacey was still horny and naked and convinced that she’d made an active decision to sleep with her stepmom and nothing was gonna stop her. 
 So when she kissed me wildly again, I kissed her back just as wildly. Grabbed hold of her perfect ass. Let her drag me back into the bathroom, barely pausing long enough to lock the door again before we both went splashing into the bathtub, pinching each other’s nipples, biting one another’s flesh, giggling away as we rubbed our cunts against each other’s naked legs. 
 Which is how I technically came to lose my virginity to Stacey Stephens on my 18th birthday, even if she did think she was sleeping with her stepmom at the time. 
 It’s also how I came to discover some of the many joys of being female, including having an eager younger woman lap at your pussy like she’s trying to drink all of your juices. 
 And it’s also how Stacey and her mom wound up running away from town only two weeks later, abandoning her dad and younger sister, absolutely convinced that they’d both made a conscious decision to seduce the other, and were now madly in love. 
 I still visit them sometimes, nearly a decade later. Living anonymously down in Florida, madly in love and legally married now. Still enjoy spending a night in the body of Stacey’s new, older wife and letting her do things to me I could never have dreamed of. 
 But all this is getting away from the main story. 
 After my latest revelation, I briefly returned to my own body to let it all sink in. It was there that I began to realize I was underestimating the power I now held over every other human on Earth. 
 I could just stick with giggly trysts in women’s bodies, enjoying the sex and the humiliation… 
 …or I could start thinking bigger.

 You can probably guess which path I chose. 
 My Big Plan started that night with me taking back control of Miss Brown’s body. It was only for a moment, though, just long enough to see the mental health professionals who were evaluating her, to fix their faces in my mind.  
 I was extremely pleased to note they were both female. 
 So I possessed both of them in turn. Made them declare my ex-teacher perfectly sane. I then found out the identity of the policewoman who’d booked Miss Brown for public indecency, jumped into her body, and made her commit all sorts of technical screwups in her reporting procedure. 
 Following that, I jumped one by one into the bodies of all my female classmates who had seen Miss Brown expose herself. I made them all get up, stand before their bedroom mirrors and say loudly to themselves: 
 “I’ll never testify against Miss Brown. This is such bullshit. It’s a witch hunt. No matter what happens, I will tell everyone that I saw nothing and the guys are just making shit up.” 
 It took fourteen jumps in all. Fourteen jumps, without me ever really knowing if it would work or not, if my powers were strong enough. 
 To my surprise, though, it did. The human mind is a very accommodating thing, I guess. When we have crystal clear memories of saying something like that out loud, over and over again to ourselves each night for several weeks, we start to believe it. Start to look for reasons why it would be right for us to believe that, rather than analyzing our beliefs. 
 So it was that, by the time the trial for indecent exposure rolled round, every female in our little town was convinced Miss Brown was innocent. 
 I needn’t have bothered going to such lengths, though. On the day, I discovered the judge was female and kicked myself. I quickly took over her body, declared a mistrial, and had the whole thing thrown out of court. Miss Brown was set free. 
 Because that was the key of what I’d decided, once I realized the extent of my power over women. In plenty of stories like this, the guy controls women just to humiliate them and leave them to pick up the pieces once he exits their body. 
 Not me, though. 
 I’d decided I was going to protect my new toys. That I would go to any length to keep them happy and safe and above the law for anything they wanted to do. 
 The trade off would be that I could take their bodies at any time, and use them however I saw fit, for any passing whim I may have. 
 At the time, I think I thought it was only fair. I didn’t hate women, after all. Not all of them. I just wanted to… use them a little bit. Have some fun, then help them escape the consequences. 
 Now, though, I can see what my subconscious was really trying to do, what it was really aiming at. 
 I was hoping to elevate myself to a God. 
 Think about it. I had complete power over women now. They were my subjects. If I treated them badly, I would become a demon, and urban legend to give girls chills at night. 
 If I treated them well, though… 
 If I used my powers to simply unleash their own hidden, shameful desires… 
 If I then protected them from any backlash for indulging those desires… 
 Well, maybe in time they would come to worship me. Even love me. 
 That was all in the future, though. That first night, the night I laid the groundwork for Miss Brown’s freedom, it was still weeks away.  
 Just as all my future possessions of her were. Making her become a stripper, making her get all those boob jobs until her breasts were the bouncy, GG monstrosities they are today.  
 The boobs I love to feel, dangling from my frame as I dance for strange men in that dingy nightclub she now works in, jiggling them about in time to the music, making Miss Brown moan in that sexual way of hers. 
 Yep, that all lay in my future. 
 On my first night as God over all women, I simply ended it by possessing my stepsister, and making her come into my room. 
 Ever since my mom had married Claire’s dad, my stepsister and I had not got on. She was dominating where I was quiet. Extrovert where I was introvert.  
 It probably didn’t help that, with her naturally olive complexion, dark eyes, big breasts and jet black hair, Claire was one of the most beautiful girls I’d ever been within six miles of.  
 What can I say? It made me shy around her. A little scared of her.  
 Until I finally became her, and our rivalry melted away. 
 That evening, I stood up the moment I entered her body, dropping the little tissue she’d been using to remove her makeup at her desk, and made her pad across the landing into my room. 
 It was weird, passing the full body mirror in the corner of my room and glimpsing not my normal body out the corner of my eye, but that of my cute stepsister. I nearly jumped at first, thinking there was a stranger walking beside me. 
 But I was too wrapped up in my plan to pay too much attention to that. 
 My old body was lolling on my bed as I came in, its male features blank and ghostly in the faint moonlight coming through the window. 
 I paused at the foot of my bed, thinking vague thoughts about how weird it was to see my skinny body from the outside like that. Thinking, too, about how weird it was to know with absolute certainty what it felt like to be Claire, to have her heavy boobs she always complained about, to have her face and eyes and voice. 
 Brushing these thoughts away, I steeled myself. 
 And then I slowly pulled off my clothes and crawled naked into bed besides my old body. 
 My male form was slight in my arms, like holding a rag doll. For the first time, I realized just how weak I was, how unmanly. 
 I cuddled up to its warmth – a warmth that felt like it should have been cold in that blue moonlight – resting my breasts against my old body’s chest, pressing my new pussy up against its still erect cock. 
 Lying there, I started to kiss my old lips, kiss my cheeks, run Claire’s hands through my boy-hair. I made out with my old self until Claire’s form came alive, became all wet and hot and horny, then I closed my eyes and started whispering in my stepsister’s voice. 
 “I love you, Brett,” I made her say, “I’ve always loved you. You’re the boy I always fantasize about, the boy I always long for.” 
 I kissed my unresponsive lips again, trying not to focus on how surreal this felt. 
 “I’m yours, Brett,” I made Claire whisper. “I want to be your maid, your busty little servant. I want to look after you and serve your every whim. I want you to command me and treat me like trash, but most of all… 
 …I want you to let me love you. Even if you don’t love me in return. It’s all I ask.” I kissed myself again. “Please.” 
 Before me, my blank face lolled in the moonlight, slack and pale like the face of a long dead corpse, drifting beneath the waves of some silent ocean. I forced myself to smile at it, run a hand tenderly through its hair. 
 “Now let me prove it,” I whispered. 
 I lowered my head, gently swept my dark hair out of my vision. Delicately parted my lips as I took my male body’s lifeless, rock hard cock in one hand. 
 Huddled in that darkened room, my eyes that weren’t really mine closed, I took my old body’s penis in my mouth and sucked it like a girl. 
 I bobbed my head up and down, worked my wrist, took it deep within my mouth until it filled my throat with seed and I swallowed everything. 
 Gagging delicately, I got to my feet, kissed my old body’s balls lovingly, forced up a brilliant smile.  
 “Thank you so much, Brett,” I said as quietly as I could, “I’ll do that as often as you like. Remember.” 
 I licked the tip of my old penis again. 
 “I’m your slave.” 
 And, with that, I piloted Claire back to her room. 
 Before getting into bed, I made her masturbate at the thought of serving my every whim while wearing a frilly maid’s outfit. Then I made her go on eBay and order that outfit, darkly amused to note that I could still taste my own come on Claire’s lips.  
 For the next two weeks I repeated this ritual every night, watching with amusement as my stepsister’s attitude towards me slowly changed. As her mind reshaped itself to make sense of the things she was doing. The things she thought she’d chosen to do of her own accord. 
 As she became convinced that she really did want to be my maid. 
 I repeated it even as Miss Brown was finally freed. Even as I made every rich woman in town donate half her savings to a GoFundMe I’d set up for myself. Even as I moved beyond our town and started possessing famous celebrities and making them donate too. 
 Finally, around a month after I got my powers, Claire and I moved into a mansion together on the very edge of town. 
 The moment we were inside my once-bossy stepsister fell to the ground and kissed my feet, whispering over and over that I was her master. 
 Then she changed into the sexy, frilly French maid costume she’s been wearing ever since. The revealing costume I know she loves wearing, just as I know she loves following my orders and making me happy. 
 Just as all women I’ve ever possessed now love me more than anything in the world. 
 * 
 So that’s the story of how I discovered my powers, and came to be this wealthy, cared for, but mostly anonymous man I am today. 
 At least, when I’m not busy being other people. 
 I’ve spent time as nearly every woman you can probably think of, making them do things that would shock their rational minds, but which my presence makes them capable of doing. 
 Sometimes, I’ll spend a few days as a porn star, letting well-hung black men gangbang me, just to see what it’s like. 
 At others, I’ll be a screen diva, or a pop superstar. I’ve sung on stage before hundreds of thousands of adoring fans, using my new vocal chords to hit notes I could never have dreamed of, my lithe, young body wearing only the most-revealing clothes. 
 I’ve walked the corridors of power, inside the bodies of women who are rich, or well connected, or major political players, smiling to myself at the faint sting in my bottom from where I’ve just paid a handsome young boy to spank me. 
 I’ve even been one of the recent First Ladies, undressing in a West Wing bathroom, touching myself while a security detail waits outside the door, making just enough little orgasm noises so they can hear and don’t know what to do. 
 (I’ll let you guess which one.) 
 If you’re female, I may have even been you. 
 Yes, you.  
 Since the start of this tale, I’ve been clear that the only thing I need to become any woman on Earth is a picture of her face that I can fix in my mind for a few seconds at a time. Thanks to Facebook, and Instagram, and Twitter, and countless other social media, the variety of faces I now see each day are almost infinite. 
 I have whole days where I’ll start by identifying one hot girl on Facebook, possessing her body and then, when I’ve had my fun, finding a picture of one of her female friends to possess, and then one of her female friends, and one of her female friends, and so on. 
 I do it as a game sometimes, to see how far I can get around the world. In the space of 12 hours, I might be a posh schoolgirl at a British boarding school, an exotic dancer in Brazil, a French college lesbian living in Paris, and a cute Chinese Instagram model in Beijing. Plus plenty more in between. 
 So, yeah, maybe I’ve been you, too. 
 If you’ve ever found yourself masturbating furiously at a strange time or in a strange place…  
 If you’ve ever impulsively slept with someone, or found yourself in the arms of a guy or girl you know you wouldn’t normally have touched… 
 If you’ve ever admired yourself naked in the mirror for longer than seems normal… 
 Well, maybe it’s just coincidence. Or maybe we’ve met before, and you’re one of my toys. 
 Even if you don’t know it. 
 And if you’re a guy… 
 Well, think if that above list applies to any girl you know. Think if your girlfriend has ever acted strangely, or your wife has ever become all horny for no reason, or your daughter ever gone off the rails without any explanation. 
 It could even be that we’ve fucked before, you looking into the eyes of the woman you love as you thrust away, unaware that inside her brain is now a very male God, enjoying the fruits of this world. 
 And if we haven’t met yet, maybe we will someday soon.  
 After all, I have my powers now. 
 And nobody can ever again stop me from doing exactly what I want.  
 * 

Like what you’ve read? Check out my other tale of a teenager given the power of control and transformation over those around her: Swapped at School.
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Free Extract


Trapped Between Her Legs

 “God, you’re so hot…” 
 Trapped in his dark cave, William whimpered in helpless misery at the words he could hear but not respond to. He could feel Trayvon’s thick fingers, pressed right up against him, gently massaging him through the fabric of Sarah’s panties, teasing his slit. 
 With a feeling of disgust, William realized his new form was getting wet. 
 “I’ve wanted you for so long…” 
 The voice was deep, muffled. Obscured by the thin fabric clinging tight to William’s horrible new body. Yet, somehow still audible to him. Just as he could still see, even now. Just as he could still smell, and taste, and even think. 
 Just as he was still completely aware of what he had become, and what was happening, but could do nothing about it. 
 Just as Sarah had wished he would be. 
 “Take my panties off…”  
 Sarah’s voice. Whispered. Full of lust, low and strangely sexy like older women’s voices tended to be.  
 For years, William had found that voice hypnotically attractive. Had lain in bed at night, touching himself and thinking of it, and the woman it belonged to. 
 But now it sounded different. Now, it seemed to come from somewhere above and inside of him, all at once. He could feel the faint vibrations of Sarah’s speech passing through his brand new body, a body that was part of her, as much hers as her throat or her mouth or her lungs… 
 …or her breasts, her womb, her ass. 
 For a long moment, there was no more speech from above. Just the wet, distant sounds of kissing. 
 Trayvon’s fingers rubbed William. Sarah moved her hips, slowly grinding her stepson up against his black best friend’s palm. 
 Trapped as he was, William felt like crying. Like screaming. There was no way this should be happening to him, no way!


Sarah… he formed the thought hopelessly, knowing the magic meant she could still hear him if she wanted to, please… don’t do this.

 Far above him, the kissing stopped. William had just enough time to wonder if his gorgeous stepmom had heard his thought and relented… 
 …and then he heard and felt Sarah giggle. Saw the tight, lacy pink fabric encasing him start to move, and realized that his nightmare was far from over. 
 The sexy panties fell down Sarah’s long legs, landed in a bunch at her feet. William watched them tumble from his prison, wishing he could grab them, but unable to move except to slowly get wetter and puffier and wider. Unable to perform any human functions now except to become warm and moist and open up his new hole for Sarah’s pleasure. 
 Unable to do anything but act like what he now was, and would be for rest of his long, awful life. The thing Sarah had cruelly turned him into with her last wish, laughing as he screamed. 
 The wish that had turned 18-year old William into his stepmom’s pussy…


Continue reading at Amazon.com…
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Turned into the Office Bimbo

 Darren has always looked down on the women in his office. Patronizing them. Belittling them. Touching them inappropriately. But the girls have just discovered the perfect revenge…

One morning, Darren wakes up to find himself transformed into a large breasted, 25-year old walking wet dream named Mimi. Suddenly, this sexist alpha male is struggling to deal with life as the hottest girl in his office! 

But the girls aren’t done with Darren. Before the day is out, this former male will find himself cross-dressed, humiliated, and sent to find himself in the arms of a strong man. For the poor new office bimbo, it looks like her TG nightmare is only just beginning! 

Buy now




 

Turned into Her Bride


“Look at you now,” Chloe whispered, mockingly stroking one of Frank’s cheeks, “the big, strong man. Now trapped forever as a beautiful bride…”

Middle aged Frank never respected women, treating them like trash. But now the high heeled shoe is on the other foot. After one of his victims makes an angry wish, Frank wakes up to find himself trapped as a beautiful young bride!

Trapped in the petite, curvy body of 18-year old blonde cutie Francine, Frank must suddenly learn to deal with life as a pretty bride on her wedding night! Dressed in a flowing wedding dress, this trembling, innocent young virgin must now fulfill her wifely duties and consummate her marriage. Or else the next wish might turn him into something even worse…

Will Frank get his body back? Is he doomed to spend eternity as her virgin bride?


Buy now
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 Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.  
 If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...  
 To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her blog. 
 * 
 If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon. 
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