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    Foreword 
 
    (You can skip this bit if you want) 
 
    Some stories just want to be written. 
 
    After finishing my book Swapped at School last year, I found my mind again and again turning back to what that tale – about a girl who finds a magic ring that can make all her weird, wonderful, and grotesque wishes come true – would have been like with a male lead. For a long time, I didn’t think it’d be substantially different enough to bother writing down. But the idea kept niggling away at the back of my mind, until it got so bad that my other TG stories were suffering from thinking too much about it. So I finally wrote it down. 
 
    Like I say, some stories just want to be written. 
 
    This is probably the weirdest book I’ve written. It’s inventive, and I think it has good points to make about revenge. But it’s also dark and twisted and, at times, flat-out bizarre. If you’ve read and enjoyed my TG high school romances, you won’t necessarily like this one. If you liked Swapped at School, you’ll probably find plenty to enjoy in here too. 
 
    I’m still not sure if I’m happy with this book. I still can’t tell if its grotesquerie is too over the top, or not enough. I still can’t tell if anyone will want to read it. Maybe you can tell me afterwards by leaving a review. 
 
    This story wanted to be written. And now I’ve written it, I hope you enjoy it, or find it worthwhile, or entertaining, or diverting. I had a weird, yet interesting, time writing it. I’m not sure I ever want to write anything like it ever again. 
 
    Thanks for reading, 
 
    Lisa X


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I still remember that day, long, long ago, when I first found the book.  
 
    It was a hot day, and I was sat on a cool patch of grass behind the school’s bleachers, trying not to think about how much I hated my life.  
 
    It’d been one of those days, yknow? One of those days where just about everything seems to go wrong. I’d woken up to my asshole older brother Alex sniggering above me, his phone held up, one hand behind his back, and this big, shit-eating grin on his face.  
 
    “Alex…?” I remember asking in a voice slurred with sleep, “what…?” 
 
    That was as far as I got. 
 
    “Younger brother prank, version one. Think fast!” He’d suddenly yelled. Then, before I could even begin to put the words he’d said together in my head, he whipped back the sheets and stuck his phone right up near my morning wood.  
 
    “Dude!” I’d tried to yell, “no homo…!” 
 
    And then my words had cut off as Alex triumphantly pulled his other hand out from behind his back, and hurled a stress ball at full force into my nutsack.  
 
    Like I said, he’s an asshole.  
 
    At least, he used to be. Before I found the book. 
 
    Anyway… 
 
    So, I was lying there, my hands clasped over my balls, writhing away as my older brother filmed my pain, tears of laughter running down his cheeks.  
 
    “Oh man, that was so fucking funny!” He’d gasped, before addressing his online audience, “you guys see that?” 
 
    Then he’d finally lowered the phone and given me a wink.  
 
    “Happy 18th birthday, cocksucker,” he’d said, leaving the room with his body still wracked with laughter. 
 
    Oh yeah… this all takes place on my birthday, at least at first. Did I forget to mention that? As you can see, birthdays at our house used to be anything but happy.  
 
    After that, things had gone downhill, as they always used to.  
 
    I’d gotten dressed, my phone buzzing away as my social media filled up with kids retweeting gifs and sending boomerangs of me all hunched over, clutching my noticeably-erect dick and wailing in pain.  
 
    I’d clattered out the house and onto the school bus, where that jock douche Matt had tripped me, and when I’d tried to get up, he’d kicked me in the ass so I went face-first into the sticky, awful, gunky floor.  
 
    “Saw you playing with your cock on Twitter,” he’d crowed, as hot freshmen girls giggled and looked at me like I was the most tragic thing ever, “were you wanking over anime again, tit-face?” 
 
    And I’d just lied there, my puny little hands bunched into fists, trying to ignore the giggles of the girls, and wondering angrily why Matt’s mom and dad couldn’t have bought him a car, like all the other douchebags. 
 
    But no, that would have been fair to me. That would’ve been the world showing me small mercy. And the world never shows scrawny guys with nervous walks and a love of dorky stuff like me mercy, not at all.  
 
    Or rather, that used to be the case. Thing have changed since then, and I’ve changed with them. Some of them have been, y’know, good changes, too.  
 
    We’ll come to them, I promise. Right now I just need to set the scene for you, and then we’ll start talking about what happened next. How I came to look like this, with this flowing hair and these gorgeous breasts, and this cute elfin face with its big eyes and pouty lips.  
 
    Just bear with me a little longer. 
 
    That morning at school was just a blur of cruddiness. Some brief snippets:  
 
    Mr. Stone, my weirdly-handsome math teacher, calling me out in class for not paying attention and making me humiliate myself over some dumbass problem. 
 
    Heather Heath, the hot cheerleader I’d fancied for so long, loudly calling me a creep in the canteen for staring at her tits, while her two stunning friends Kaylee and Michelle laughed pityingly at me.         
 
    Josh, one of the only kids at school who had ever claimed to be my friend, going on and on about the prom date he’d gotten, rubbing my nose in it, in my loneliness, until I wanted to just punch him in his smug little face.  
 
    By the time third period had rolled round, I felt like I was ready to kill myself – or someone else. The bell rang, and I just couldn’t take being around school any longer. Couldn’t take being surrounded by assholes.  
 
    And then it happened. The thing that made me snap completely.  
 
    I was stood by my locker, studiously ignoring Josh’s attempts to talk to me, trying to look everywhere but at his soft, pale face framed by its dark hair, when I became aware of a movement behind me. At the exact same moment, Josh’s voice suddenly cut off, and a look of watery fear came into his gray eyes. 
 
    “What now…?” I just had time to mutter, and then a strong hand was pushing into my back, pushing me forward, pushing me up against the lockers with a crash so I couldn’t move, could barely breath.  
 
    “Zack!” I heard Josh squeak in that pathetic way of his. 
 
    Moron, I remember thinking, either help me out or shut the fuck up already! 
 
    Then the voice came and I had no time left to think of Josh at all.  
 
    “Hey, tit-face,” Matt growled in my ear, his breath hot and sour against my neck, “we need to talk.” 
 
    “Hey, Matt.” I muttered. “Looking for a kiss, or are we just gonna go straight to screwing?” 
 
    At least, I probably said something vaguely-witty like that. Or maybe should have.  
 
    Like it matters now. 
 
    “Shut up,” he replied. Hands grabbed my shoulders, whirled me around. I took in the sea of faces suddenly surrounding us, desperate to see the fight. Wide-eyed girls. Grinning jock friends of Matt’s – guys like Dwayne and Rick. Josh, all sallow and scared. 
 
    And, in the middle of it all, Matt’s square-jawed face set in a snarl, his blue eyes like daggers beneath his mop of blonde hair, and big fists bunched up and ready to do some damage.  
 
    “Heather told me you were staring at her,” he said in a voice all tough and – I guess – manly. “You’re such a fucking creep, you know that, huh?” 
 
    I looked at the faces crowding round me. I wanted to say something, something smart, something snarky, something that would shut Matt up and make all those eyes stop staring at me. 
 
    No. More than that. I wanted to do something. Do something that would shut them up and make them… respect me for a change. 
 
    But there was nothing I could do. Not back then. So instead I just glowered at my feet and listened to Matt, acting like the hardass he thought he was. 
 
    “You’re a little bitch, tit-face.” I heard him say, loud enough so the entire hall could hear. “A little psycho weasel bitch. And if I ever…” 
 
    He reached up, touched my chest. It could almost have been tender, in other circumstances. The sort of touch a strong man might give the boy he loved. 
 
    “If I ever hear that you’ve been perving over my girlfriend again,” his voice was hard, “I’ll fuck you up so bad that ball hit you took earlier will seem like… uh… seem like…” 
 
    “A walk in the park?” Dwayne supplied, not taking his eyes off me.   
 
    “Yeah. Sure. I guess.” Matt gave me one last sneer, then he shoved me back against the lockers, gestured his groupies with a flick of the head, and then they were sloping off down the corridor, leaving me alone in that awful circle of staring, mocking faces.  
 
    “Zack…” Josh’s voice was thin and reedy, almost whimpering, in my ear. “Come on. Let’s, uh, let’s get outta…” 
 
    I knocked his arm away. Wheeled round and glared at him as he shrank away, all pale and flabby and useless.  
 
    “Don’t touch me!” I remember snarling, feeling weirdly pleased at the way he went all quiet, looked suddenly so humbled, “don’t ever touch me again!” 
 
    There was a buzzing in my head as I pushed my way through the crowd, away from Josh’s hurt and bewildered eyes, past those demonic, mocking faces that turned to watch as a I ran and ran and ran. A buzzing like a thousand bees, seeming to fill my body, making my head go all hot and funny.  
 
    Somewhere behind me a girl laughed. I closed my eyes. Bit down on my lower lip hard enough to draw blood.  
 
    I’ll show you… the words formed beneath that buzzing, white hot and burning. I’ll show all you assholes! 
 
    For a moment, I wished I had a gun. Wished I could watch Matt’s face as I casually pulled it out my jacket and pointed it at him.  
 
    Tried to imagine the way his blue eyes would go wide. The way he’d start to shake and tremble. The dark stain of piss that would suddenly run down one leg of his pants, as he pleaded with me to spare his pathetic, worthless life. 
 
    “You wanna see a bitch, huh, Matt?” I’d laugh. “Look in the mirror!” 
 
    And then I imagined my finger squeezing tight. The jerk in my hands. The flash of light and the wallop of sound against my ears… 
 
    The image faded. I opened my eyes, my breathing ragged, a feeling of sickness and dizziness sweeping over me, replacing that strange buzzing. I saw I’d run as far as the bleachers, way, way out on the sports field. Apart from a couple of well-stacked cheerleaders out practicing, I was all alone.  
 
    And that’s how I came to be sat there, under the bleachers in a cool patch of grass, thinking about what I’d like to do to all those douchebags in school, when the notebook appeared. 
 
    Appeared. I think that’s the right word. I don’t remember seeing it drop from the sky, or weave together from the shadows, or rise up out of Hell or anything. 
 
    One moment it wasn’t there. Next minute it was.  
 
    It was an old, worn thing bound in black leather. A real old-fashioned thing with yellowed paper that used to be white. It was slightly battered. Its edges wrinkled and dog-eared.  
 
    But I noticed none of this at first. I was too busy staring at what was written on the front. 
 
    In somber, embossed silver letters written in this freaky, curling script, it said: THE BOOK OF DREAMS AND WISHES. 
 
    Below that, an intricate symbol seemed to almost glow, looking like a dozen twisted creepers, all entwining together in a jagged, vicious circle.  
 
    “What the fuck is this…?” I muttered, reaching out to it.  
 
    For a moment, my hand hesitated. Like there was some part of my body that desperately didn’t want to pick that notebook up. That knew bad things would happen if I so much as brushed against it. That was trying to warn me before it was too late to… 
 
    I gave myself a little shake and picked the book up. 
 
    It was lighter than it looked, lighter almost than air. It felt like I was holding something insubstantial like cobwebs or the morning sunlight.  
 
    (Oh yeah? I thought. And what does holding sunlight feel like, huh?) 
 
    At the same time, it was cold. Not cold cold, like holding a block of ice. But, y’know, cool. Like driving your hands into the layer of earth beneath the topsoil on a warm summer’s day.  
 
    I suppose you’re wondering what I thought at that moment. Whether I assumed someone had just dropped this odd little book by accident, or whether I maybe thought this was all a great big joke and someone was secretly filming me. Well, maybe in a story I would’ve wondered that. Maybe in a cheapo ebook I’d have wasted whole paragraphs convincing you to suspend your disbelief by talking about how I’d suspended mine. 
 
    But there was no need for me to go through all that. As soon as I touched the book – as soon as I saw it – I knew it was unlike anything else on Earth.  
 
    I glanced over my shoulder to make sure the cheerleaders weren’t watching, then slowly opened the book. My heart was already beating like a jackhammer in my chest, as if every part of me but my brain knew something was wrong. I pulled it open at a random page. 
 
    And I looked.  
 
    The old, lined, yellowed paper was impossibly dense with writing. Words written over words, written over words. Old, crabbed handwriting, in languages I didn’t understand. Neat, copperplate stuff in what could have been English.  
 
    A strange, looping whorl in a dark reddish brown that looked a whole lot like blood.  
 
    As I squinted at those words, I started to hear that faint buzzing again, like some little sprite in the back of my mind was firing up a power tool. That hot, tingly sensation I get when I’m mad started to creep over my skin, making everything go fuzzy.  
 
    What is this…? I thought to myself.  
 
    I didn’t have to wait long for an answer. 
 
    No sooner had the words formed in my mind than the pages of the book began to tremble between my fingers. I let them go, there was a whoosh of wind, and then the paper was flickering past, flickering past so fast, so many pages turning, more than I thought could have possibly been in such a flimsy book. 
 
    At last, they stopped. The briefest impression of a blank page imprinted itself on my eyes, and then those words were forming. Those big, awful, scary, exhilarating, wonderful words that changed my life forever. 
 
    HELLO ZACK, they said. 
 
    (“Uh. Hey,” I said back, and immediately felt like a doofus.) 
 
    I’VE BEEN WATCHING YOU. I’VE SEEN YOUR PAIN, YOUR ANGER, YOUR DESIRE FOR REVENGE. YOU’RE HURTING ZACK, HURTING SO MUCH INSIDE.  
 
    AND I CAN HELP YOU WITH THAT PAIN. 
 
    I sat there, watching those words form, hardly daring to breathe. Not even wanting to think. A giddiness was rising in me, a sort of dark, laughing something that I wasn’t at all sure I liked. 
 
    THE BOOK YOU ARE HOLDING, the words went on, IS THE MOST POWERFUL BOOK EVER MADE. ANYTHING WRITTEN ON ITS PAGES WILL IMMEDIATELY BECOME TRUE. ANYTHING AT ALL.  
 
    WHATEVER YOU WRITE, THAT IS WHAT WILL BECOME REALITY. 
 
    “No way…” I heard myself whisper. 
 
    YES WAY, the words continued to form, almost as if they were amused by me now. WHOEVER POSSESSES THIS BOOK HAS THE POWER OF A GOD. WHAT THEY WANT IS RIGHT. WHAT THEY THINK SHOULD HAPPEN WILL HAPPEN. NOTHING WRITTEN HERE CAN EVER BE UNDONE, NOT EVEN BY THE OWNER OF THE BOOK. 
 
    HOWEVER, YOU MUST BE AWARE OF THE RULES, ZACK. THIS BOOK GIVES UNLIMITED POWER, BUT IT IS ALSO A DARK AND DANGEROUS THING. WHOEVER ABUSES THAT POWER MAY FIND IT COMING BACK TO HAUNT THEM. WHOEVER CHOOSES THE PATH OF DARKNESS MAY FIND THEY HAVE STUMBLED FROM THE TRACK… 
 
    …AND THERE ARE THINGS OUT THERE, WAITING IN THE WOODS, THAT WILL WISH THEM UNIMAGINABLE HARM. 
 
    A bead of perspiration trickled down my forehead at those words. I quickly wiped it away, wondering why I suddenly felt so scared. 
 
    THIS BOOK WILL VANISH IF LEFT UNUSED AT ANY POINT FOR 24 HOURS, the words kept forming, in their spidery scrawl, IF YOU WISH, YOU CAN LEAVE IT HERE AND NO-ONE WILL EVER KNOW YOU HAD THIS CHANCE. THE CHOICE IS YOURS, ZACK, IT ALWAYS WILL BE. 
 
    I LEAVE WHAT HAPPENS NEXT ENTIRELY IN YOUR HANDS. 
 
    The last line ended with a full stop that seemed firmer, fatter, more final than the rest. I waited a moment longer, just to make sure it really had stopped, and then I sat back and stared unseeing across the sports fields, a glassy, faraway smile on my face. 
 
    Can you imagine what it’s like to be told you are now a God? Can you, pathetic mortal, imagine how that felt? 
 
    As I sat there, a delicious darkness began to well up within me, to seep into my veins. It combined with the low buzzing in my head, blocking out rational thought, making me feel like shrieking with mad, hideous laughter.  
 
    The power of a God. The ability to make anything happen.  
 
    A picture rose in my mind. Of Matt. His blue eyes watery, his legs shaking with fear as I wrote his hideous fate in the book, ignoring his pleas with a cool detachment.  
 
    Then the image shattered, and Matt’s face became Alex’s. Josh’s. Mr. Stone’s. Heather’s. Others.  
 
    I think at this point, I could still have stopped what happened next. Could still have just stood up and walked away from the book and all the crazy, awful, wonderful stuff that happened next. Part of me – a weirdly large part – tried to beg me to do just that. 
 
    Then something happened, and the decision was suddenly out of my hands. 
 
    “Hey. Hey! What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    I blinked. The images in my mind fell apart, and suddenly I was looking up at the two hot cheerleader girls I’d noticed before. 
 
    “Huh? I wasn’t doing anything.” 
 
    The taller of the two – Sophie, I vaguely recalled her name – rolled her eyes. She looked like a supermodel, all high cheekbones, flowing blonde hair, and a body that curved in all the right places. Our school logo was stretched and distorted where her tight cheerleader top covered her heavy, swollen breasts. 
 
    “Yeah, right.” She sneered, looking down at me with open disdain. “Don’t gimme any of that shit. You were staring at us like a total creep.” 
 
    “I wasn’t…” I began to protest, but my words were instantly cut off. 
 
    “Ugh,” Sophie’s dark haired friend – Tracey, I remembered – curled her lip. She was shorter than Sophie, with a nice, pert ass and a face that was round and cute.  
 
    “I bet he was touching himself. He’s probably got a boner hidden under that book.” She flashed her dark eyes at me.  
 
    “Oh God, I can see it,” Sophie practically spat. “Get out of here you little freak, or else I’ll…” 
 
    “You’ll what?” I’d meant my voice to come out almost jokingly. Instead it sounded like a deathless whisper. My skin was all hot and tingling again, my head starting to buzz. 
 
    At my words, Sophie’s expression grew dangerous. She put her hands on her round hips, gave me a defiant smile.  
 
    “I know you,” she said. “You’re that kid who got his dick wanged. Everyone at school is laughing at you, you know that? All the girls think you’re a total loser.” 
 
    As she kept talking, I felt my right hand move. It automatically slipped into my schoolbag, like something moving of its own accord, even as I kept right on looking at Sophie.  
 
    “Know something, dicksplat? You’re gonna die a virgin. No girl here is ever gonna want you. Not some staring, scumbag freak like you.” 
 
    She let out a hollow laugh, an expression on her perfect features almost like she pitied me. 
 
    “My grandma was around in the 60s. She told me they used to have a word for guys like you. Pigs. Chauvinist pigs.”   
 
    She turned to Tracey, gave a careless flick of her hair.  
 
    “C’mon, Trace. Let’s leave piggy to his sad wanking.”  
 
    She turned to go, the yellow-blue skirt of her cheerleader uniform flicking out as she did so, automatically raising her supermodel face to the sun one final time. Tracey turned with her… 
 
    “Wait.” I said.  
 
    I saw Sophie hesitate. She turned back to me, her lip curled, her blue eyes guarded. She glanced down at the pen I held in my hand, poised above the notebook.  
 
    I smiled up at her. The warm, sunny smile of someone who knows nothing bad can ever happen to them again.  
 
    “You made a mistake.” I said, slowly, my words made fuzzy by that frantic, angry buzzing in my mind. “I’m not the pig here.” 
 
    I saw Sophie roll her eyes, turn to Tracey with a look that said can you believe this? My smile grew wider. 
 
    “You are.” 
 
    And then, before I could stop myself, I was writing.  
 
    The moment the pen touched the paper, it was like all that darkness was rushing through me, rushing out onto the page in an unstoppable tide of blackness. The book trembled in my hands, the pen grew weirdly hot. The buzzing grew louder, until I almost thought I was going to faint.  
 
    And then I was done. I sat back, smiling up at Sophie, a smug look on my teenage features. 
 
    “Enjoy your new life, piggy.” 
 
    I watched as the hot cheerleader before me gave a faint snort of laughter. Shook her beautiful head. Opened her mouth to make some smart reply… 
 
    …and then saw her blue eyes go wide in horror as the words changed in her throat to loud, piggy grunts.  
 
    “Oink.” A pause. “Oink..?” 
 
    And then, with a look of terror on her beautiful face: 
 
    “Oink! Oink oink OINK!” 
 
    “Sophie…?” Tracey looked over at her friend, eyebrows raised. “Girl. What the…?” 
 
    But Sophie was no longer a girl anymore. 
 
    As we both watched, the cheerleader raised two trembling hands to her face. Then she squealed, a long, loud, pig-like squeal that made the weird dark part inside of me feel like laughing. 
 
    Her face was changing. Before our eyes, her nose began to swell, turning upwards, its nostrils dilating as it turned into a big, pink snout. 
 
    Sophie’s blue eyes dimmed. Turned black, began to slide round the side of her head, even as her face elongated, her snout and lips projecting forward, giving her a long and pointed skull. 
 
    As her supermodel features vanished, Sophie clutched her rapidly changing face in her slender fingers. And she began to scream. 
 
    She screamed as her ears rose up to the top of her head, suddenly becoming two pink, flappy, pointed things that curled down towards her beady eyes. 
 
    She screamed as her fingers magically started to bunch together and go dark, turning her hands into a tiny pair of trotters.  
 
    And she screamed as a coiled pink tail suddenly erupted out above her ass, tearing through her panties and sticking out of her cheerleader skirt, pointing out at the playing field.  
 
    I glanced over at Tracey, and noticed with a strange sort of gloating feeling the look of fascinated horror on her cute face as her friend became the monster she deserved to be.  
 
    Finally, the book stopped trembling. The heat dissipated. And it was all over.  
 
    I shook my head gently. The buzzing had dropped away to almost a background hum. For a moment, I remember feeling uneasy. 
 
    Hey. Did we really just do that…?  
 
    And then I looked up at Sophie and realized not only had I done it, there was no going back. 
 
    Sophie had changed. Like, as if by magic.  
 
    She still had her long legs. Still had her curves. Her tits and ass. Still had her flowing, golden hair.  
 
    Only, where once she’d had a beautiful, high-cheekboned, supermodel face, she now had the pink, fat face of a young pig.  
 
    Tracey and I watched in dual fascination as the pig-thing held its new trotters up uncertainly before its eyes. Blinked at them. Hesitantly reached out and felt its new head, with its long jaw, enormous snout and tiny, beady eyes.  
 
    It turned round, glanced down at the pig tail sticking out of its cute, cheerleader ass. Reached up and tried to touch its curvy butt, pawing at it with its new trotters. 
 
    And then something in it seemed to snap. With a high-pitched noise that was part human scream, part pig-like squeal, it turned and ran away, its trotters clasped against its head in terror, its cheerleader skirt billowing out behind it, its big breasts bouncing like mocking reminders of its lost humanity.  
 
    “Who’s gonna die a virgin now, huh, Sophie?!” I yelled out after it, a terrible sadistic grin on my face. “No-one’s gonna want to fuck a pig like you!” 
 
    But inside, it was a different story. Kinda. Even as the outside of me was laughing, a soft, almost scared voice was whispering to me.  
 
    That wasn’t right… Sophie’s a dick, but she didn’t deserve that. Not forever… 
 
    I felt the book in my hands again. Felt its awful, terrible power. That worried voice called out at me again, told me to throw it away, destroy it before something really awful happened… 
 
    But it was drowned out by that buzzing. Lost beneath that intoxicating feeling of power. I turned and smiled at Tracey. 
 
    “That was fun, huh? And guess what? Now it’s your turn.” 
 
    I put pen against page again. 
 
    “I think I’m gonna let you keep your head, but give you the body of a butt-ugly dog with an enormous slimy dick…”  
 
    Then something happened that made me hesitate. Stopped me from writing. Stopped me from turning Tracey into the same kind of hideous monster I’d just turned Sophie into. 
 
    I saw Tracey was smiling.  
 
    Not smiling in a nervous way. Or a placating way. Or just to give her body something to do with its fear.  
 
    It was the big, wide, dazed grin of someone who’s trying not to laugh. Her dark eyes were alive with amusement. Her cute face was all lit up with a sort of crazed happiness that made me lower my pen. 
 
    “What…?” 
 
    “What?” Tracey echoed my words, gently shook her head, her dark hair trailing out around her, that grin never leaving her face. “You just turned Sophie into a fucked up pig monster. That’s… that’s… 
 
    Incredible.” 
 
    For the first time since I’d discovered the book, I felt unbalanced. Confused. Like I was on the back foot.   
 
    “But…” I lamely gestured after the poor creature still visible in the distance. “But she was… I mean, wasn’t she your…?” 
 
    “My friend?” Tracey let out a bark of a laugh at that. She put her hands on her hips, looked down at me with an expression of amused incredulity. 
 
    “You really don’t understand girls, do you? I hung out with her, but Sophie was a total bitch. Like, real queen bee material. Always doing me down to make herself feel good. And now…” 
 
    She turned, smiled as the pig-monster that used to be Sophie disappeared into the girls’ locker room, its cute bum bouncing with each step even as its hideous face kept squealing.  
 
    “…now she’ll never be able to pull that shit ever again.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. I said nothing. At last, Tracey gave a contented sigh, turned back to me. 
 
    “So, like, what’s the deal? You a magician now or something?” 
 
    “A God.”  
 
    The word came out automatically. I immediately felt stupid, but Tracey just nodded thoughtfully.  
 
    “I guessed I’d have laughed if you said that just three minutes ago, but anyone who can do that to people…” 
 
    She shuddered. Then suddenly she dropped down on her knees before me. Looked up at me with an intense expression that made me feel equal parts awkward and horny.  
 
    “If you’re a God…” the cute cheerleader said slowly, “you’re gonna need worshippers, right? So. Let me be your first one.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. All of a sudden, that dark feeling was gone, replaced by one that was almost embarrassment.  
 
    “Umm…” was all I managed. 
 
    Tracey grinned at me. 
 
    “Look, you just did something I’ve secretly wished I could do since I was, like, 13. That’s more than anyone up there has ever done for me.” She didn’t point, but I knew she meant Heaven. “I don’t know if that makes you a God or makes you a demon, but if you and your powers are gonna stick around then I want in.” 
 
    She crawled forward, closer to me. I instinctively shrank back, all too aware that a gorgeous cheerleader – the sort of girl I’d lusted over since I’d first hit puberty – had her face almost in my crotch.  
 
    “I dig power,” Tracey whispered in a soft voice. “OK? All my life, I’ve always dreamed of being able to… I dunno. Dominate people, I guess. I kept it all hidden away, of course, I mean, us girls aren’t meant to be into that, are we? But now you’re here…” 
 
    “Let me worship you. Let me be your slave. And in return…” her voice was barely a whisper now, her eyes shining, “let me help you carry out your will. Give me just a fraction of your power to use how you want me to use it.” 
 
    She bowed her head down, her long, dark hair tumbling over her crown like a waterfall of nothingness. She placed her lips against my feet, kissed the tips of my shoes. 
 
    “Let me be yours, Lord. For now and forever.” 
 
    Well, what would you have done? 
 
    With a cocky little smile, I held up the pen again. Looked down at my first worshipper. My first disciple.  
 
    Worshipper. I like the sound of that… 
 
    “OK. Your wish is granted. But first, I’m gonna make you into something more fitting.” 
 
    Tracey sat back on her haunches. Closed her eyes, her face set into a serious expression of worship, like you’d see in a church. 
 
    “Whatever you desire, my Lord.” 
 
    I shook my head, feeling dazed, a goofy grin on my face, still unable to believe what was happening.  
 
    And then I started to write. 
 
    Before me, Tracey’s face split into a grin as the first changes took place. She didn’t say a word as her cheerleader outfit trembled and vanished, an ornate gold-plated bikini forming over her naked form, scooping her breasts up and pushing them together into a vast cleavage.  
 
    A tiny golden belt appeared around her naked waist, a tiny white satin curtain unrolled from the front of it and dangled over her crotch, hiding her pussy from prying eyes. Leather high-heeled sandals formed over her feet, their buckles lacing their way up her slender legs, fastening at shin height.  
 
    Her skin grew softer, springier. Began to glow. Her hair shivered, then increased in volume and shimmered like a black waterfall.  
 
    Her waist tightened. Her legs became longer. Her ass bigger and more pert. Her breasts trembled, then increased in size to a Double-G cup, sticking out proudly in front of her, bigger and riper than they had any right to be on such a skinny frame.  
 
    A tattoo wove itself in dark ink across the golden skin of her lower back, spelling out my name, stamping her as mine for all eternity. Golden bracelets appeared on her wrists, making her look like a priestess out of ancient times. 
 
    Finally, it happened. The last, twisted moment I’d been waiting for.  
 
    Tracey let out a low gasp, her face twitching with a distant sensation of pleasure as the satin curtain over her crotch twitched also. The cheerleader before me gave a sigh, spread her legs slightly… 
 
    …and then a large, thick, powerful penis came bursting out of her crotch.  
 
    It grew out from where her pussy used to be, dark and heavy and with one pulsing vein running down the side. It grew until it was fourteen inches long, then finally stopped, dangling between Tracey’s smooth, hairless legs.  
 
    The sight of it made my mouth go dry. My heart thumped in my chest. I began to feel dizzy all over again.  
 
    Why the hell did I give her that…? 
 
    And then the spell was over and there was no time left to think at all. 
 
    Knelt before me, my first worshipper opened dark eyes that suddenly sparkled with supernatural energy. She looked down at her magically altered body and let out a sigh of contentment.  
 
    “Oh my God…” I heard her breathe. “You’ve made me gorgeous.” 
 
    It was true. Where Sophie had looked like a supermodel before her transformation, Tracey now looked like a hyper-talented artist’s dream; a painter’s ideal of feminine beauty.  
 
    She laughed like a little girl and jumped to her feet, shaking her torso and looking in wonder at her big new boobs as they jiggled in her golden bra. She looked at me with shining eyes, then reached between her legs with one hand and clasped her brand new cock. 
 
    “Oh wow. Jesus, that feels… that feels weird. I had no idea you were into this.” 
 
    “Me neither,” I whispered, my mouth dry, still unable to take my eyes off Tracey’s humungous dick. I guess becoming a God was teaching me all sorts of weird shit about myself.  
 
    Tracey closed her eyes for a moment, worked her wrist, tugging at her heavy cock. Her naked shoulders shuddered and she let out a soft moan. 
 
    “Ahh… oh fuck, that feels good.” She opened her eyes again, grinned at me. “When do I get to try it out?” 
 
    A thought seemed to occur to her. 
 
    “Say, you don’t wanna…?” 
 
    “No. And soon,” I said, still unable to quite believe I was able to do this, to change reality to suit my darkest fantasies – fantasies even I wasn’t aware I had. “Now shut up and listen for a minute.” 
 
    My worshipper gave me a deep bow, leaning forwards until her big titties were almost falling out her bikini. I shuffled my feet, trying to get the words right. Trying to sound Godly. 
 
    “From now on…” I said, slowly, still feeling slightly stupid as I did so, “from now on, you are my disciple. You will be completely obedient to me. You will worship me and my cock. You will think of nothing but how wonderful I am. And, in return… 
 
    In return you will have power over everyone on the planet but me.” 
 
    At my words, Tracey let out a little gasp, almost orgasmic. But she didn’t come up from her bow. I nervously went on, my voice gaining in confidence as I did so.  
 
    “Your new prick is the source of your power. Point it like a wand, and you can transform anyone. Any order you give anyone will have to be obeyed, to the letter.” 
 
    I cleared my throat. 
 
    “Uh, except me. Obviously. You have the power of flight. The power to read minds. And all you have to do is be mine forever. Think a single bad thought about me, and you’ll automatically turn into a pile of dogshit. Got that?” 
 
    Tracey nodded. 
 
    “Good. Then rise, slave, and join your, uh… join your God.” 
 
    Tracey slowly came out of her bow, a look of serenity on her face like you only ever see in religious paintings. She cocked her head to one side for a moment.  
 
    “You’re right…” she said, “I mean, wow. I can hear them. I can hear their thoughts…” 
 
    She frowned suddenly. 
 
    “Lord,” she said, her voice suddenly hard. “Right now, many of those in the school are thinking bad things about you. If you wish, I could punish them immediately.” 
 
    She rose up into the air, hovering so she only left a faint shadow on the ground, turned towards the school. My instrument of vengeance, the hot girl who used to laugh at me, suddenly ready to unleash unimaginable horrors on my enemies, my burning revenge… 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “But Lord…” 
 
    “I said no.” I placed the nib of the pen back against the book. “I could still turn you into a thing like Sophie, you know.” 
 
    Reluctantly, Tracey lowered herself out of the air, placed both feet back on the floor.  
 
    “Whatever you wish, my Lord.” A shadow crossed over her face. “But, seriously, some of these assholes need to be taught a lesson. I can still hear them. Ugh.” 
 
    She shook her head in disgust, her long, dark hair sweeping out in a fan shape.  
 
    “I never realized how fucking douchey everyone was around here.” 
 
    I fought the urge to laugh. Today was turning out weirder – and better – than I’d ever dreamed. 
 
    “Trust me, they’ll learn their lesson.” Impulsively, I stepped forward. Put my arm around my new worshipper’s waist, pulled her towards me. 
 
    I’d thought of doing this so many times before. Thought about it… and knew Tracey would look at me in disgust or shock if I so much as looked at her. Knew she’d think I wasn’t good enough for her. 
 
    Now, though, she came without a sound. Let me pull her forward until our bodies were pressed together, my hand touching her bare ass, her big boobs bumping against my chest. I felt something long and hard pressing into my stomach, and realized being so close to me was giving my transformed worshipper an erection.  
 
    I guess it’s true what they say about chicks getting turned on by power… 
 
    Tracey looked up at me with dark eyes full of awe, full of devotion, full of desire. I leaned forwards until our lips were almost touching. She parted hers, her eyes half-lidded, began to tilt her head back. 
 
    “Here’s what we’re going to do…” I murmured. “You are going to go into the school. You’re going to round up everyone and bring them out here to be judged. When you first ask, you will not use your powers. Anyone who agrees to worship me will be saved.” 
 
    I smirked at those words. Fat chance of that happening. 
 
    “If they refuse, you will order them. You may transform one or two, if you want to make a point. Then you will bring them here for punishment.” 
 
    Tracey swallowed. A delicate little movement. Her eyes drifted down to my lips. I could feel her trembling, feel her desperate desire to kiss me, to be kissed by me. 
 
    It was the first time in my life a girl had ever looked at me that way before. 
 
    “And you, my Lord?” 
 
    I smiled gently at her. A kind, benevolent God, looking warmly on its subject. 
 
    “I’m going to change myself into something… better. For now. A body more deserving of worship.” 
 
    A look of horror flitted over Tracey’s supernaturally beautiful face. 
 
    “But Lord, you are already perfect! You’re the best-looking guy at school! Everyone thinks you’re amazing and just so-so cool and…” 
 
    I let her prattle on like that for about a minute, enjoying the way Tracey had adjusted to her new role so quickly. Almost like she’d been dreaming of this day for most of her life. 
 
    At long, long last I held up my free hand. My new slave immediately fell silent. 
 
    “Stop now, you’re making me bored. Just do your duty, and follow your orders, OK?” 
 
    Tracey gently bit her lower lip. Nodded. Hesitated. 
 
    “Lord…?” 
 
    “Yes, slave?” 
 
    “If you’re going to change… Umm, how will I recognize you?” 
 
    A dark little smile rose onto my face.  
 
    “Trust me,” I said, relishing every word, “I don’t think you’ll have any trouble with that.” 
 
    * 
 
    The girls’ locker room was quiet when I entered. Empty. I’d written that it would be, so of course, it was.  
 
    I moved carelessly between the rows of cheerleader outfits, hung up bras, discarded skirts, vaguely aware how weird it was for me to be in here. I thought idly about all the hot girls who’d been getting changed in here when my spell forced them to immediately leave – even if they were naked – and leave the place empty for me. I briefly toyed with the idea of making them all come back and strip and shower for my pleasure, but I shook the thought away. 
 
    I had something else in mind. Something I’d always secretly wanted to do.  
 
    A huge mirror hung against the far wall, its silver surface somberly reflecting the locker room back, making it look like the corridors went on forever. It had appeared only moments ago, after I wrote about it being there. I wanted to see what I was about to do.  
 
    “Well, hey there,” I smiled at the boy in the mirror. The scrawny, dark-haired boy with a weak chin and stick-like arms.  
 
    The slightly-short boy in his crappy clothes, with his crappy attempt at stubble, and boring, dorky face no-one could ever love. 
 
    The boy I’d seen in the mirror every single day of my life and always, always hated.  
 
    I smiled down at the reflected book he was carrying in his arms. Well, now I could finally do something about it.  
 
    “I originally wanted to do this somewhere special,” I said, watching the boy’s lips move in time with mine. “It’s a big event, I guess. Too bad Tracey’s busy doing her shit in the main part of school. I don’t want anyone to see me yet and I can’t be assed to write a whole new place from scratch to do it in. So. Here we are.” 
 
    The boy before me looked unimpressed at my words. Bored, even. But hey, I’d show him. I’d show him not even God’s reflection is safe from his wrath.  
 
    “I got some bad news, I’m afraid,” I said, opening the book. “Your days are over. There’s gonna be a new God in town, one who looks like a God should.” 
 
    In the mirror, the boy was opening his book likewise. As one, we both picked up our pens, both started writing. 
 
    “You know, I always kinda hated you,” I said as I wrote, not taking my eyes off the mirror-boy. “You were such a… such a dweeb. But I guess without you, I wouldn’t be here now.” 
 
    Silence. Nothing but the faint scratching of pen on paper to break the magically-imposed stillness in the room.  
 
    “So thanks. But I think it’s time for me to move on.” A smirk spread across my mirrored face. “Besides, I’ve always wanted to try this.” 
 
    It occurred to me as I wrote that I didn’t know if the book worked on its owner. That I didn’t know whether this might cause some kind of cosmic wire to cross and send the world haywire. 
 
    Oh, well. It was too late now. I couldn’t exactly leave my half-written wish unfinished. 
 
    Besides, something told me that I was completely in charge now until I decided I no longer wanted to be.  
 
    “There.” I ended the last sentence of my wish with a flourish. “Here we go. Bye, I guess. It’s been nice knowing you.” 
 
    Before I could finish speaking, the book began to tremble in my hands, and I knew it was going to work.  
 
    OK, here we go… 
 
    “So long, asshole,” I whispered to my reflection. 
 
    I paused. Smiled a secretive sort of smile. 
 
    “Hello Goddess.” 
 
    And, with that word, the magic began to work and I began to change. 
 
    I felt the hair on my head growing longer, tumbling out in delicious, curled waves that fell over my shoulders, down my back. At the same time, I watched as the boy in the mirror’s hair became suddenly long and luscious and shiny, turning a vibrant, brilliant red.  
 
    I laughed as I felt the hair fall down my back, its tips brushing against my ass. To my delight, the laughter shot up in pitch the longer it went on, until I was laughing with a tinkly sort of sound that sounded almost like music.  
 
    And, as the changes went on, I kept right on watching.  
 
    I saw my stubble slip back inside my face, leaving nothing but smoothness on my cheeks and chin. Saw my face get wider, my nose shrink down into a cute little button. Saw my lips puff up, becoming pink and pouty, saw my eyes widen until they looked like they belonged on an anime character, all huge and green and sparkly.  
 
    There was a shiver that ran through my entire body. In the mirror, the boy stood still as his shoulders started to narrow down, his hips pushed outwards, and his waist pulled tight.  
 
    He stood there as his arms became slender. As his legs stretched upwards. As his ass suddenly wobbled and jumped up and out, becoming big and round and pert.  
 
    With a giggle, I turned and looked at my new butt in the mirror. Put my hands against its cheeks, felt how firm and ripe they were. Admired how big it was. 
 
    “Jesus…” I whispered in a high-pitched, feminine voice that was not my own, “that thing could be in music videos.” 
 
    There was a tingling sensation, then all my clothes were suddenly gone, leaving me stood naked before the mirror, the book clasped against my chest.  
 
    Right. Now for the good part… 
 
    As I watched, my cock shrank back up into my body, getting smaller and smaller and smaller until it vanished inside me, taking my balls with it. At the same time, the tissue around my nipples began to get tender, began to swell. There was a feeling of intense pressure in my chest… 
 
    And suddenly two big, beautiful breasts came busting out. 
 
    They quickly swelled up, swaying and wobbling in the mirror just as I felt them jiggling in my chest, until they dangled from my slender frame, all ripe and wonderful.  
 
    “Double-H,” I said out loud in my newly-female voice. “But don’t worry. They’re never gonna get saggy.” 
 
    I knew it was true. The magic made my enormous new breasts stick straight out in front of me, almost like they were defying gravity. All the lift and shape of plastic, but with the feel of natural breasts. 
 
    I put a newly dainty hand against my pouty lips and let out a self-conscious giggle. I was gonna have the best tits on Earth.  
 
    The spell would see to that.  
 
    There was a feeling between my legs, like a zipper being slowly undone. I turned front on, and watched as my brand new pussy opened up between my legs, its lips red and puffy and already slightly-swollen. 
 
    With a casual movement, I lowered one finger down to my wonderful new slit and rested it against the entrance to my beautiful, female hole. A tiny shiver passed through me. I felt dampness.  
 
    “Mmmm… I can’t wait to have a proper play with this thing!” I laughed. 
 
    I looked appreciatively at my pussy, and noticed the nail on the finger lying against it was turning red and getting longer, extending with the faintest tugging sensation, as all my nails were.  
 
    Inside me, I knew my new womb was growing. Knew ovaries were forming – should this world’s new Goddess ever decide she wanted to get pregnant.  
 
    But these were better than normal girl-bits. I’d written that I’d never have periods, never go through the menopause, never have to put up with all that shit actual teenage girls have to go through.  
 
    I’d get to have all the fun bits with none of the crappy stuff. Just like I now would with life. 
 
    Just as I was admiring my new body, there was a shimmering in the air, and then brand new clothes were appearing over me, more suitable for my new role. 
 
    An armored breastplate, studded with jewels, formed over my chest, supporting my new tits, but also open at the top so my cleavage would permanently be on display. 
 
    A skimpy leather thong appeared over my pussy, its brown lace leading in a near-invisible line around my back, where another strand broke off and slipped down between the firm cheeks of my perfect new ass. I could feel it nestling gently against my asshole. 
 
    Armored boots that looked heavy, but were magically fated to be light on me, appeared over my feet, stretched up to just under my knees, their tops all pointed and gnarly looking.  
 
    There was a fluttering sound and a red velvet cape fluttered down from the ceiling, hung itself softly over my shoulders, billowing out behind me as my perfect red hair billowed also.  
 
    A weight on my skull and then a diamond tiara was perched on my head, my long hair expertly combed back beneath it. Another weight, this time at my side, and a long, vicious sword was hanging from my belt, its steel glinting in the harsh light of the locker room. 
 
    Finally, expensive jewels appeared, sparkling and shiny. Embedded themselves in my armor; hung on necklaces around my neck; pierced my ears and dangled as earrings.  
 
    A specially designed pouch appeared on the other side from my ceremonial sword. The book slipped itself out of my hands and into its pocket. A gold plated pen fastened itself to the spine, where it would now always be, ready to curse anyone who crossed my path.  
 
    There was one last gust of wind that seemed to roar through the locker room, causing my long cape and long hair to billow around me… 
 
    …and then it was over.  
 
    Silence. Nothing but the faint sound of my ragged breathing; high-pitched, soft.  
 
    “Well…” I murmured to myself at last, my new voice as dark and seductive as black velvet, “what do we think?” 
 
    What do we think? I answered myself. I think we’ve hit the jackpot. 
 
    The girl looking back at me from the mirror was gorgeous. 
 
    She was tall, standing at maybe 6ft. She had flowing red hair that was as red as her cloak, rather than natural and ginger. Her eyes were large, green and sparkling, the sort of eyes men could lose themselves in forever. 
 
    She had the biggest pair of breasts I’d ever seen. Even as I stared at them in the mirror, I was all too aware I could see them also in the bottom of my vision, their vast white cleavage dominating the lower quarter of my line of sight. 
 
    Her face was elfin, with a mysterious, red-lipped smile and the cutest little nose. Her ears were tiny, she was wearing a crown woven from sinewy strands of platinum and dotted with diamonds.  
 
    And her clothes… oh, man. Her clothes.  
 
    She was dressed in a sort of armor that covered very little and left almost nothing to the imagination. Her flat, toned belly was on display, her waist noticeably kinked in beside it.  
 
    Her long legs above the shins were bare and smooth and slender. Her ass was all but naked, it’s cheeks poking out and away from her body; impossibly big, impossibly hot. 
 
    Her pussy was almost visible behind her tiny leather thong. A huge sword dangled from one hip. She stood with one dainty hand on her hips, the other dangling at her side, and a mischievous, playful look in her ageless eyes.  
 
    She looked like an anime character. Like something a horny Japanese cartoonist might draw. An 18-year old girl who screamed power. Who screamed sex. A girl designed to be worshipped. 
 
    The girl I would now be trapped as for as long as I lived.  
 
    I smiled at my new reflection. She smiled back at me, a sly, confident look on her beautiful features. I ran a hand through my new hair, enjoying both how slender and elegant my new fingers were, and how the hair felt as it parted around my fingertips. I watched in the mirror as the Goddess before me did likewise. 
 
    There. There was no going back. I was literally a Goddess now. I had wished for it, and written it down, and it had come true.  
 
    I could feel my heavy new breasts, resting in the cups of my new jewel-encrusted breastplate. Feel the cool air against my pert and naked ass. Feel the space between my legs, where that cock I’d never wanted had been until recently.  
 
    But that wasn’t all I could feel. 
 
    There was a faint whisper around the edges of my brain. An indistinct milling of voices. I instinctively knew that if I concentrated, I could pick one of them out. Amplify it as easily as turning a dial. Listen in on people’s thoughts, listen in for any sign of dissent.  
 
    And, if I found it, I could punish them accordingly.  
 
    I grinned. On my supermodel female face, it looked almost deliciously evil.  
 
    I hadn’t just written down that I wanted a new body, oh no. I’d written down a specific set of powers I wanted, powers befitting the new ruler of this pathetic world.  
 
    The power to look inside people’s minds. The power to alter their thoughts, and make them think or do whatever I wanted them to. The power to fly. To teleport. To halt time, speed it up, slow it down, or reverse its flow entirely.  
 
    Invincibility. Eternal youth. The power to make anything happen, just by thinking about it. The power to turn anyone in whatever I wanted them to be.  
 
    The powers of the book itself, and more, all concentrated inside this one beautiful girl-body.  
 
    And now all this would be mine. Forever. 
 
    I couldn’t help it. I started to laugh. A tiny little giggle at first. Then a bit louder. Then finally a full-throated laugh; a laugh of happiness and cruel delight. A laugh that seemed to flow through my entire female body, making it tremble with power. 
 
    “You know,” I giggled at last to my reflection, enjoying how high and soft my new voice was, “I always used to wonder why people were such idiots in wish-granting stories. Sure, you can’t wish for a million wishes…” 
 
    I spread my slender new arms wide, accidentally making my already-big boobs look even bigger. 
 
    “But why not just get rid of the need for wishes altogether? Why not just wish you were something so powerful you wouldn’t even have to wish for something to happen?” 
 
    “Why not wish to be a Goddess like me?” 
 
    My reflection didn’t answer. She just smiled right back at me, her big green eyes twinkling. She knew I was right. 
 
    It just seemed so… simple. I knew there were still rules. I knew I’d have to make sure to write in the book at least once a day to stop it vanishing into someone else’s hands. But so long as I remembered to do that… 
 
    Then I was as untouchable as any real God. 
 
    For a second, I closed my eyes. Reached out with my mind. Tried my new powers. Heard dozens of distant mental voices, hundreds, all trembling with fear. With anger. With incredulity.  
 
    All focused on the demonic version of Tracey that was now flying through the air above the school, chasing them down to the playing fields, her monster cock clasped in her hand, ready to punish anyone who so much as dawdled. 
 
    At those horrible sounds, I felt a swell of dark happiness rising up inside me. Felt those bees in my mind start buzzing with evil excitement.  
 
    Good. So it was nearly time. 
 
    I turned and gave my new body one last look in the mirror. Reached up and weighed my new boobs in my hands, hefting the armor plate so they jiggled around. 
 
    I’ve dreamed of doing this for so long now… 
 
    I winked at the Goddess in the mirror. She winked back at me.  
 
    “Well, bitch, what are we waiting for?” I said clearly. “Let’s go get our revenge.” 
 
    I concentrated for a second, activated my newest power. There was a pause, and then the world shifted around me and I was stood on the sports field, watching as the first waves of my old classmates came running onto the pitch, their eyes wild with confusion and terror.  
 
    “Welcome, worms,” I called out to them, my magically enhanced voice automatically reaching every single one of their ears. “It’s time to meet your new Queen.” 
 
    I flicked my wrist. A vast, solid gold throne appeared in the middle of the pitch, facing the bleachers where my wailing, damned classmates were being herded. Another moment of concentration and I was sat on it, one slender leg crossed over the other, watching all the 18 year-olds before me getting herded into their places with a feeling of deep satisfaction.  
 
    I could feel their thoughts. Taste their fear. I knew how powerless they suddenly were. How so very much in my control.  
 
    I leaned back. Smiled upwards at Tracey, hovering above them, cracking a leather whip, chasing them into their positions. I idly reached out and caressed my disciple’s thoughts, and luxuriated for a moment in how much she was enjoying her dual role: slave and commander, helpless worshipper and master of these worms.  
 
    Fifteen minutes passed. At long last, everyone was seated, facing me, looks of utter terror on their faces. I let my green eyes slide lazily over the crowd. There were about two thousand people there, pupils and teachers alike.  
 
    I saw my brother’s face, pinched and scared. Saw Heather, looking like she’d been crying. Saw Matt. Dwayne. Rick. Kaylee. Michelle. Josh. Mr. Stone. Everyone I’d ever known in my shitass school.  
 
    Finally, Tracey lowered herself out of the sky, a giddy smile on her face. She landed before me and sank to her knees, her big cock dangling so low it brushed the grass of the playing field. 
 
    “My Lady,” she whispered, humbly, “your subjects await.” 
 
    “Excellent work, slave,” I said, enjoying how much more commanding my female voice sounded. How much more worthy of worship. “You may kiss my feet.” 
 
    And then Tracey was kissing my feet, kissing my brand new armor boots, a look of perfect bliss on her gorgeous features. 
 
    “Thank you, my Lady,” she breathed, over and over, “oh thank you, oh thank you…” 
 
    I let her do that for twenty whole minutes, until her lips were raw and chapped. Let her do it, while I used my new powers to keep anyone in the bleachers from moving or talking or doing anything but look at me, their new Goddess, and trembling with fear. 
 
    “That’s enough.” I said at last. “You are a good slave, and you will be rewarded. Now. On your feet.” 
 
    As Tracey pulled herself upright, still giving thanks to me and praising me, I used one quick little thought to fix her lips and remove the soreness. Then I pointed one elegant finger out at the crowd. 
 
    “Bring them to me, one by one,” I ordered in my soft new voice. “They will be judged in turn…” 
 
    A hideously cruel smile split my gorgeous new features. 
 
    “…and punished for their sins.” 
 
    Already, I could feel the dampness in my new crotch. Feel my brand new pussy getting wet, even as the bees kept buzzing in my head and I felt like I was going gloriously mad.  
 
    Tracey bowed her head before me. 
 
    “At once, my Lady.” 
 
    Then she rose back into the air, floated gracefully over to the crowd as I let my eyes crawl over her naked ass, and pointed at Dwayne. 
 
    “You.” 
 
    In terror, the large black jock pointed dumbly at himself. 
 
    “Yeah, you, dipshit. Get out here. Now.” 
 
    Sat on my throne, I smiled as I heard what she said next, even as her order took control of Dwayne’s mind and forced him to jerkily stand and walk down onto the field, to where his hideous fate awaited him. 
 
    “Your Goddess needs to see you.” 
 
    * 
 
    In the end, it took exactly one hundred hours to judge them all.  
 
    One hundred hours of me, sat on my throne, feeling hornier and dizzier and happier than I ever had before, as I unveiled the fates of each of my classmates. For over four days, I used my powers to keep the sun directly overhead, and myself and Tracey feeling as content and fresh as ever, while the new Goddess of this universe settled scores with her subjects.  
 
    I won’t bore you with the details of each and every single one. I won’t tell you, over and over again, how they each approached my throne with waves of fear radiating off them. How some came in defiance, how some came in terror, and others in anger.  
 
    I won’t tell you the punishment I condemned each of them to. The punishment that was written in my Book of Dreams and Wishes, and could never be undone, not even by me. 
 
    I will, however, give you some of the highlights.  
 
    The first to see me was Dwayne, that big, dumb hunk of muscle who always palled around with Matt.  
 
    As Tracey kicked him to the dirt in front of me, I smiled sweetly down at him, making my expression look as innocent and feminine as possible. 
 
    “What do we have here?” I asked in my soft and giggly voice. “Dwayne, was it?” 
 
    The strong, black jock on the floor before me looked up in uncomprehending terror. Tracey angrily cracked her leather whip, her cock standing up rock hard and erect as she did so. 
 
    “Speak when your Goddess asks you to, worm!” She spat. 
 
    “T-Tracey…” I heard him moan, “please…” 
 
    “There’s no Tracey anymore, Dwayne,” I sighed happily. “The little cheerleading bitch you knew is gone, her soul sacrificed to me.” 
 
    I winked at my disciple. My slave. 
 
    “And she’s all the happier for it, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Too damn right,” Tracey grinned at me, her eyes alive with lust, amusement, and the same intoxicating power I felt. “This beats the shit outta being Sophie’s boring little friend.” 
 
    She glanced down at where Dwayne knelt, his eyes bugging out his head.  
 
    “He’s still not talking, my Lady,” she sneered. “Want me to use this big cock of mine to teach him a lesson?” 
 
    I considered it for a moment. Just the thought was enough to get me all wet and sloppy. With regret I shook my pretty little head. 
 
    “No thank you, slave. Although I do want to see you use that magnificent prick of yours at some point.” I looked back down at Dwayne. “Debbie here is going to be a good little girl from now on. Aren’t you, Debbie?” 
 
    “Girl?!” The word exploded out of Dwayne. “Seriously, what the fuck is-?” 
 
    He got no further. I idly flicked my dainty wrist and the words died in his mouth. I watched with faint amusement as he kept trying to speak, his mouth working, his eyes going wide as no sounds came out.  
 
    “There. Much better. I called you Debbie, by the way,” I said, slipping the notebook out its pouch and picking up my gold plated pen, “because that’s your name. Because you’re a stupid little bimbo with big tits and a perfect ass and a desperate desire to be a porn star.” 
 
    Before me, Dwayne wildly shook his head. He turned to Tracey, pleading in his eyes. 
 
    “Yes you are, asshole,” I smiled. “Know why? Because I’m your Goddess and I say so. And whatever I say happens, happens. Now…”  
 
    I placed the nib of the pen against the page and started lazily writing. 
 
    “Time for you to start your new life.” 
 
    And then the book was shuddering and Dwayne was silently screaming as his body started changing and everything I wanted to come true immediately came true.  
 
    Before the eyes of everyone in the bleachers, big, muscular Dwayne began to shrink. His muscles softened and faded and he shrank down in size, even as his hair started growing longer and longer and longer. 
 
    His broad shoulders tugged in. His hips pushed outwards. His face rearranged, becoming soft and round and innocent.  
 
    His waist tightened. His clothes vanished. His big, black dick shot up into his body, even as he helplessly tried to claw at it and hold it in place. The skin between his legs split, turning into a pair of red lips hanging either side of a moist and tender little hole. 
 
    And still the changes kept on coming.  
 
    Dwayne’s ass inflated, becoming big, bigger than mine, bigger than any girl I’d ever seen. With a silent moan, he grabbed it with his newly-delicate hands, his innocent brown eyes wet and shiny with tears. 
 
    With a cruel smile on my perfect features, I watched the big, strong jock who’d helped Matt make my life Hell turn into a weak and whimpering helpless girl. I watched my works as a Goddess, and it was good. 
 
    I watched as Dwayne’s pecs suddenly inflated, becoming a pair of ripe and heavy tits.  
 
    I watched as his face became the face of a dumb and beautiful bimbo, with a tiny nose, wide and innocent eyes, and lips that were thick and perfect for sucking dick.  
 
    And, finally, I watched as a pair of silvery high heels appeared on his feet, his pussy vanished inside a pair of matching panties, and the last traces of the man he used to be vanished forever. 
 
    Then it was over. I felt the waves of sick fear coming off the watching crowd and suppressed a giggle. I looked down at the dumb 18-year old bimbo with her tits dangling out knelt before me, and smiled at the way she was looking down at her new body in shock. 
 
    “From now on, bitch,” I said in my soft, commanding voice, “you are Debbie Dicklips, the sluttiest porn star who has ever lived. You exist only to suck cocks and have strong men cum on that pretty little face of yours, all while cameras film you and the world sees what a horny little slut you are.” 
 
    I went on, enjoying my unlimited power. Delighting in the way a single word from me could now change a man’s life forever. 
 
    “Starting today, you will suck at least fifty dicks a day from now on until the day you die. You will swallow whole pints of white hot cum. You will love the feeling of dick in your mouth more than anything you’ve ever loved, and you will never be able to wear a single item of clothing more than you are wearing at this exact moment. That means tits out, twenty four seven. Do I make myself clear?” 
 
    I tilted my head, in a way I knew would look crazy cute in my hot new girl body. 
 
    “You may speak again, Debbie Dicklips.” 
 
    “Yes, Goddess,” the girl before me instantly replied, her brown eyes still wide with shock, her squeaky new voice little more than a pathetic whimper. “I understand.” 
 
    “Good, then what do we say?” 
 
    The girl who used to be Dwayne started to cry. Salty tears ran down her cheeks. But she forced herself to smile at me, forced herself to look happy in front of her Goddess. 
 
    “Thank you, oh wonderful Goddess. Thank you so much for turning me into… into what I deserved to be.” 
 
    I giggled. Crossed my slender, hairless legs again. Gave my thighs a little squeeze and was rewarded by a faint warmth stirring in my new pussy. 
 
    “Excellent. Now, get to work.” 
 
    Debbie Dicklips gave me a confused, idiot look. But she was too scared to question me out loud. 
 
    Oh my God… I remember thinking, this is so easy! Humans are so pathetic… 
 
    “Don’t I make myself clear?” I purred to the transformed Dwayne. “You are Debbie Dicklips, the slut who only exists to suck dick. So. Time to get sucking.” 
 
    And with that, I flicked my wrist and the transformed girl disappeared. Less than a split second later, the girl who used to be Dwayne appeared in a porn studio many, many miles away, surrounded by sixty erect guys all wired and ready to film the biggest gangbang scene their little studio had ever seen. 
 
    For a moment, I allowed my mind to linger on Debbie Dicklips. Listened with malicious glee as the director called action! As Debbie whimpered with utter misery. As the magic kicked in and she then obediently sank to her knees, opened her pretty new lips, and let the ripped, powerful, grinning guys start one by one violating her beautiful mouth.  
 
    Her last thought, one I implanted in her head with a split second’s concentration, was enough to make me fall about laughing. 
 
    It tastes so good! I heard Debbie Dicklips wail in her dumb bimbo mind. 
 
    And then I regretfully had to move my focus away, as Tracey was already flying over the crowd, brandishing her whip, searching for my next victim. 
 
    Heather was chosen, the hot cheerleader dragged out the crowd by Tracey, her clothes ripped off and her naked ass whipped again and again as she was chased over to me, squealing and yelping every step of the way, her bare breasts bouncing and jiggling around.  
 
    “Another bimbo,” I laughed as she was thrown naked into the dirt before me and looked up at me with pure hatred burning in her eyes. “Well, I guess I’d better transform you, too.” 
 
    “Who are you, you crazy witch?” Heather yelled. “You can’t just come in here and start treating us like this. It-it’s not fair!” 
 
    “You mean not fair like telling your dumbass boyfriend I was staring at your tits?” I smiled sweetly. “Getting him to beat me up. That wasn’t fair to me, was it, bitch?” 
 
    For a moment, Heather looked confused. Then understanding began to dawn, followed by a wave of horror so intense I could feel it without even specifically reading her mind. 
 
    “Z-Zack?” She whispered. 
 
    “Not anymore.” I pulled out the book, started writing. “Just like you’re not going to be Heather Heath anymore when I’m done with you.” 
 
    “Zack!” The helpless girl before me squeaked. “Wait! Just-just leave me in my body… please. I’ll do anything!” 
 
    “Too late,” I fake-yawned as I finished writing. “You shoulda thought of that before being such a bitch. Now it’s too late.” 
 
    “B-but you were staring at my tits!” Heather suddenly exploded. “What did you expect me to do, you… you fucking creep! We’re not your toys, you can’t make us-!” 
 
    “No?” I giggled. “I guess you kinda are now. Besides…” 
 
    I reached up and grabbed hold of my new boobs, squeezed them together, smiling down at them. 
 
    “You should be grateful I looked at your tits. Just having all those brainless jocks in the crowd look at mine is making me feel all hot and horny. But don’t worry.” 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    “Everyone’s gonna be looking at your boobs real soon!” 
 
    And then Heather was screaming, and I was laughing, and Tracey was squealing with delight and clapping her hands as the cheerleader before me began to change into the new form I’d carefully selected for her.  
 
    Before the fearful eyes of everyone in the bleachers, Heather’s tits began to grow. They swelled up in front of her, going from a pair of pert C-cups, to a pair of Double-Ds, to Double-Gs, to gigantic Double-Zs in no time at all. 
 
    Heather wailed and frantically tried to stuff her monster breasts back inside her petit little body, but it was no use. They kept right on growing, becoming the size of beach balls, the nipples getting bigger and bigger as huge blue veins began to stand out under their pale surface. 
 
    “Please!” Heather shrieked. “No… make it STOP!” 
 
    I laughed, a harsh, mocking bark.  
 
    “Yeah, right,” I giggled. “Like that’s gonna happen.” 
 
    Heather’s tits were the size of her now; two vast lumps of flesh that dwarfed their owner, growing so big she had to curve her body forward to keep them away from her. Tears were running down her cheeks as she screamed with frustration.  
 
    Only her breasts weren’t just growing now. Something else was happening, too. 
 
    As Heather’s boobs reached the size of a pair of jeeps, they slowly began to lift off the ground. Started rising up, up, up into the air, until they were floating above the sports field while their owner dangled below, her face a mask of utter misery. 
 
    “And now for the best bit!” I shouted in my sultry female voice.  
 
    As Heather screamed, her boobs started to lift her away. Lift her up into the air, even as they kept on growing. The kids in the bleachers craned their necks in awe and fear as Heather’s boobs became the size of houses, then the size the streets, then finally the size of our entire town.  
 
    The bigger they got, the higher Heather went, drifting off up into the deep blue above us, until she was just a tiny, writhing speck caught beneath the two gigantic floating breasts.  
 
    “Oh wow…” I heard Tracey breathe in bliss. 
 
    As one, the stadium watched as the thing above us floated further and further away. Out of the atmosphere, off into space, the girl attached to them encased in a protective bubble of air and warmth.  
 
    Finally, five minutes after I finished writing, they came to a halt. Slowly rotated to face the Earth. They hung in their sky far above the world, a giant pair of breasts, each as big as the Moon, their white skin surfaces reflecting the sun’s light back down to us, so they would always be visible in the sky, their nipples like distant mountains.  
 
    Somewhere up there, nearly 400,000km above the Earth’s surface, Heather dangled in space, attached to these two new planetoids by the skin of her chest. Probably wailing and squealing in horror at what she’d become. At what had happened to her. 
 
    Far, far below, I looked up with a small smile on my pretty face. 
 
    Good, I thought, teach that bitch a lesson. 
 
    With a thought, I removed Heather’s need for food and water. Made sure she would be comfortable up there, warm and safe. I didn’t want her in pain or anything. 
 
    I just wanted to teach her a lesson she’d never forget.  
 
    With a blissful sigh, I looked back down at the rest of the crowd, smiled cutely out at them from under my red bangs. All two thousand of them were looking upwards, identical expressions of confusion and horror on their faces. 
 
    “Right,” I called out, “who’s next?” 
 
    * 
 
    And so on it went, the best day of my life, the day I finally got my revenge. 
 
    As Tracey terrified the crowd with her whip and her ever-hardening dick, I passed out punishments the likes of which no-one before me had ever even dared imagine. Like some twisted God worshipped by an ancient tribe, I used my powers to make an example of the sinners. 
 
    Kaylee and Michelle – Heather’s hot friends who’d dared to laugh at me – were dragged before me, screaming obscenities at me, saying they’d fucking kill me.  
 
    I laughed, tossed my long, red hair over one shoulder, and with a flick of my pen made Kaylee’s body disappear, so she was just a head. Then I magicked her between her best friend’s legs, so instead of a pussy Michelle now just had Kaylee’s angry, shouting face.  
 
    “Careful,” I smiled sweetly, as Kaylee screamed at me from her new home, “from now on, opening that bitch mouth of yours will make Michelle feel all hot and horny. Keep on talking…” 
 
    I winked at Tracey, who grinned back at me. 
 
    “And you’ll give your bestie an orgasm.” 
 
    “I-it’s true…” Michelle suddenly whimpered, looking down at her best friend with dazed eyes, “I can feel it… I’m already… oh God, Kaylee, please stop talking!” 
 
    “You bastard!” Kaylee screamed at me, and then her eyes went wide as Michelle gave a helpless squeak, threw back her head and start coming loudly, her shouts and gasps echoing around the bleachers as she had the biggest orgasm of her life. 
 
    I raised one elegant finger, pressed my long, red nail against my pouty lips and gave Kaylee a mocking shh!  
 
    From her expression alone, I knew that if our positions were magically reversed, she would curse me far, far worse than even I was capable of cursing someone. 
 
    Tough titty, I thought, they’re not. I’m the one in charge here. 
 
    And I turned to my next subject. 
 
    On and on it went, hour after glorious hour, the crowd slowly thinning out as the school that had hurt me so much became my own private army of grotesques.  
 
    Mr. Stone tried begging. He fell to his knees and clasped his hands together and said he was a miserable sinner, and I was the greatest, most-loving Goddess the universe had ever known, and would I please spare him from…? 
 
    He was still whimpering and mewling like that as I calmly finished writing, and he transformed into a busty blonde hucow; permanently pregnant, his heavy tits ripe and ready for milking; a beautiful pregnant girl trapped naked in a cage, unable to do anything but eat hay and make moo-ing noises. 
 
    As my new hucow began helplessly lowing in fright, I read her mind and found who had been her favorite student when she was still Mr. Stone. It turned out to be a kid called LeRoy (who I only vaguely recognized), so I had Tracey drag him out the crowd, and with a flick of my pen, turned him into a petit and pretty milkmaid with knotted blonde pigtails, a round baby face, big tits, and a tiny, German-style milkmaid uniform that barely covered her ass. 
 
    “From now on,” I said to the blinking milkmaid, watching in amusement as she reached up and squeezed her new breasts in shock, “your life’s mission is to milk this silly hucow five times a day. Wash her when she is dirty. Make sure she has hay to eat. And beat her ass with a stick if she makes too much noise. Got that?” 
 
    The milkmaid swallowed and gave a jerky nod, so I magicked her and her pet hucow away to a distant barn, gave her a tiny, three-legged milkstool to sit on, and watched in approval as she helplessly grabbed Mr. Stone’s heavy tits and started milking him, collecting his milk in a metal bucket while Mr. Stone lowed, dumb, bovine tears running down his newly-female cheeks.  
 
    My next subject managed to surprise me. 
 
    Rick, Matt’s beefy jock friend, approached me with a smile, barely seeming to hear Tracey’s shouted insults. He stopped before my throne, dropped to one knee, and lowered his handsome head. 
 
    “Mistress,” he said, humbly. 
 
    “So!” I laughed in my high pitched voice, delightfully aware that my nipples were hard as bullets inside my new breastplate, “at last someone who knows their place. Tell me, scum, what do you expect to gain from submitting to me like this?” 
 
    “Your favor, my Lady,” Rick said, a ghost of a smile on his all-American jock features. “I have witnessed your power, and… well, y’know what? I like it.” 
 
    His smile grew bigger, suddenly becoming cruel. 
 
    “I love what you did to Heather. I love what you did to that dumb bitch Kaylee and that moron Dwayne. Seriously, bro? Uh, Goddess? That’s all shit I’ve dreamed of doing myself.” 
 
    “So…” I leaned back on my chair, a delighted little grin on my beautiful face, “you’re one of us, then? Like Tracey and I. You know the way the world works.” 
 
    Rick nodded vigorously. 
 
    “Damn right. I’ve always been…” he hesitated, then suddenly laughed, “what the hell, I might as well say it. I’ve always been turned on by this kinda stuff. I sorta hid it, I guess, coz. Well… you must know.” 
 
    “Address her as Goddess, you piece of shit!” Tracey snarled, grabbing his hair and going to slap him. I motioned her quiet with a hand.  
 
    “Go on,” I said, my voice alive with amusement. 
 
    Rick shrugged, finally looked right up at me. His piercing blue eyes were so… so alive that they gave my female body goosebumps all over. 
 
    Hey, he really isn’t bad looking… maybe if I’d been born a girl… 
 
    “Make me one of you.” He said. “That’s all I want. Transform me into whatever freaky-ass thing you want, but make me like Tracey. Give me some power. Let me punish the ones who disobey you… 
 
    …let me be your servant.” 
 
    He finished, his words hanging in the air. Tracey gave me a doubtful look. I sighed and picked up my pen. 
 
    “You will always submit to my judgement?” I asked. “Even if I disregard your wishes and turn you into – I dunno – a little girl right now, you will continue to worship me, to think that I am always right?” 
 
    Rick nodded. Shot me a winning smile. 
 
    “You’re God now, right? How can God be wrong?” His face grew a shade more-serious. “I’ll give my soul to you, if that’s what you want.” 
 
    “That won’t be necessary. You have proved your worth, slave. Now. Take your place at my side.” 
 
    And then I was writing, even as Rick climbed to his feet. The book shivered and his clothes all tore to shreds as he stepped confidently towards me. His muscles twitched and tensed and magically got bigger. His jaw grew more defined, his face even-more handsome. His cock jumped from six inches to sixteen; becoming an impossible thing that dangled between his legs and swayed and bounced with every step. 
 
    A golden spear appeared in Rick’s right hand. His body began to glisten as oil covered its every surface. His pecs became perfectly circular. His abs stood out like bumps on a washboard. A tattoo of my name painfully etched itself into his lower back. 
 
    “Tracey?” I said, “say hello to my newest disciple.” 
 
    The naked muscleman who looked vaguely like Rick stopped before me, looked down at himself in wonder. Then he bowed low before me, his face coming to a stop just inches from my dripping wet crotch. When he spoke again, his voice was impossibly low and manly, vibrating deep inside me and making me briefly close my eyes in bliss. 
 
    “I am yours forever, Goddess.” 
 
    He went and stood beside me, eyes fixed directly ahead, his cock dangling about level with my head. I reached one dainty hand up and stroked it, thrilling at its power, its raw, masculine energy.  
 
    A certain giddiness came over me, a feeling that I was finally doing something I’d always wanted to do. My hand drifted down and clasped Rick’s humungous new balls. Gave them a squeeze.  
 
    “Your faith in me shall be rewarded, slave,” I whispered, leaning over and letting my pouty lips drift up his thick shaft, gently kissing its edges. “You shall serve me personally. You will have power over all those who worship me, the power to control their minds and make them do whatever you want.” 
 
    “Thank you, Goddess,” breathed Rick, his eyes still fixed ahead. His dick was getting hard, at my words, at my touch, or at some combination of the two. 
 
    “Don’t mention it,” I giggled. “I always reward loyalty.”  
 
    My lips reached the bulbous tip of Rick’s enormous new cock. I hesitated, then kissed it, parted my pouty lips and took it inside my mouth. The sensation of sucking dick was weird, wonderful. Fulfilling. Everything I’d ever secretly hoped it would be.  
 
    When Rick finally came, I swallowed everything he gave me, luxuriating in his taste. Loving the way I was both his submissive bitch and completely in control. As he let out a low groan I drank his come, licked the tip of his dick clean, then gave him one last wink and turned back to the crowd.  
 
    “Keep them coming, slave” I nodded to Tracey, delicately wiping my pouty lips with the back of one hand. “We’ve still got a lot to do.” 
 
    And we did.  
 
    In the hours that followed, I turned geeky boys into hot bimbo girls with big tits and barely two braincells to rub together. I turned rich, beautiful girls into powerful muscle men who fucked each other in the asshole for my entertainment, shame radiating off them at how much they enjoyed being hunky, queer men. 
 
    I turned jock guys into enormous fat chicks, with cute faces and breasts that weighed hundreds of pounds each. I turned brothers into sisters, and vice versa. I made shy girls into strippers, turned male teachers into adorable little girls, and turned one girl who screamed at me into a big, pink dildo that all her friends were commanded to use on themselves.  
 
    At one point, I found myself warming to an animal theme. Some cute skater chicks I all turned into toads, laughing to myself as their skin turned green and lumpy and their cries became croaks and ribbits.  
 
    One boy with a punky style I turned into beautiful, naked girl who was forced to stick her arms in her armpits and run around clucking, her naked breasts wobbling as she flapped her arms like wings, doomed to act like a chicken for the rest of her transformed life. 
 
    Any twisted thing I could think of, I wrote down, altering the fates of my classmates on little more than a whim. Any sick, perverse thought that came to me, I diligently transcribed, and watched with a feeling of smugness as it became reality. 
 
    By the time the second day was up, I no longer cared if what I was doing was right or wrong. No longer felt like a creature of vengeance. 
 
    I was a Goddess. If I decided to do something, it was automatically right. No other creature in existence was powerful enough to stand up to me.  
 
    And that meant that whatever I wanted was beyond morality. It was the law of the universe, and applying that law made me dizzy and giggly beyond anything I’d ever experienced before. 
 
    You’ve heard the phrase drunk on power. This was more than intoxication. Power was no longer a separate thing for me to get drunk on. I was it. It was me. As I cursed another worm and the buzzing in my head became a roar, I knew that I was feeling something not even dictators or artists or any human who has ever lived could dream of. 
 
    The implacable, silent, and strangely calm feeling you get from knowing that you are always, always in the right; in your mind, and in the minds of others. 
 
    No matter what fucked-up shit you decide to do. 
 
    In the midst of all this semi-philosophical bullshit, two familiar faces were dragged before me, one after the other.  
 
    “Alex!” I gave a deliberately-girly squeal and waved wildly at the first one. “Enjoying yourself, you fuckwad?” 
 
    By this point, we’d all been without sleep for about 72 hours, although myself, Tracey and Rick were – thanks to my powers – completely unaffected. Alex, though, swayed uncertainly, looking at me with eyes that had been numbed by the changes I’d been inflicting upon his classmates. 
 
    “Zack.” He muttered at last, his voice hoarse and cracked. By this time, pretty much everyone knew who their fabulous new Goddess really was. “Pleased with yourself?” 
 
    I shrugged, rolling my bare shoulders, my red hair flowing over them and down my back in a shining waterfall. 
 
    “There’s no pleased about it,” I said, my sexy voice deliberately unconcerned. “I’m just doing what has to be done.” 
 
    Alex looked baffled. 
 
    “But… but why?” 
 
    “Because I want to do it.” I yawned daintily. “And I am your Goddess. Therefore, what I want done has to be done. The universe wouldn’t get very far otherwise, would it?” 
 
    Before me, my older brother slowly shook his head. 
 
    “You’re a psycho,” he whispered. “A total fucking freak. I get it, some douchebags here bullied you. Fuck, I did too. But…” 
 
    He spread his arms, indicated what was left of the crowd in the stadium. 
 
    “But this is way beyond getting even. You’ve destroyed people. Ruined their lives. You’ve-you’ve caused so much misery. If I had your new powers…” 
 
    “You’d do exactly the same. Anyone would.” 
 
    I smiled, a lazily flirtatious look on my female features. 
 
    “That’s the secret of humanity, isn’t it? Everyone acts like they’re all mature and grown-up, but really, all they’re secretly interested in is power over each other. Whether it’s having more money, or a bigger car, or being bullies…” 
 
    Here I gave him a meaningful look. 
 
    “…or by humiliating their enemies.” I crossed my arms over my vast breasts. “I became God, you didn’t. Tough. But don’t pretend you’d have been any different.” 
 
    Alex looked around the bleachers. Took in the transformed people. Took in Michelle, cradling the quietly crying Kaylee between her legs, telling her softly it’d be OK. Took in Tracey, sadistically whipping a naked girl who clucked and squawked like a chicken. Glanced up and took in Heather’s distant Moon-breasts, still hanging silently above the Earth. 
 
    “No.” He said, at long last. “You’re wrong. I wouldn’t have been like this. No-one else but you, and maybe Tracey and Rick.” 
 
    He glared defiantly up at me. 
 
    “You’re a fuck-up, Zack. You always have been. I’m sorry I bullied you, I guess I was a total douchebag, but doing all this? That’s your messed-up head and no-one else’s. Don’t try and make out your problems are some kind of universal thing.” 
 
    For the first time since becoming a Goddess, I felt a moment of anger, like Alex had stuck me with a hot pin, right in the middle of my brain.  
 
    I narrowed my eyes, then forced up a smile and picked up my pen. 
 
    “You know,” I said, slowly, writing as I did so. “I could easily change your mind, force you to agree with me whether you wanted to or not. It’d be the easiest thing in the world.” 
 
    Alex didn’t speak. He watched my pen warily, as if by staying alert he could somehow escape his punishment.  
 
    “But I have a better idea. You think it’s OK to disagree with your Goddess? Then let’s make sure you can never disagree with her ever again.”  
 
    I put the pen down triumphantly. Crossed my legs and lounged back on my throne to watch.  
 
    Alex’s body trembled. He closed his eyes, his face drawn into a grimace.  
 
    He didn’t open them as his lips puffed up, his jawline softened, and his nose became a tiny little button. 
 
    He didn’t open them as his hips grew wider, his shoulders narrowed, his butt inflated and his flat chest became a pair of firm, ripe breasts. 
 
    He didn’t open them as his legs lost their hair, becoming smooth and slender, his cock vanished and became a pussy, and his hair turned platinum blonde and grew until it fell into straight lines either side of his pretty, feminine face. 
 
    And he didn’t open them as his new clothes appeared. As the fishnet stockings encased his legs. As the corset tightened around his waist. As his petticoats bloomed out under his tiny new skirt, his lacy push-up bra hoisted his breasts up towards his chin, frilly garters appeared around his wrists, and a black choker pulled tight around his neck. 
 
    Finally, a dainty little maid’s cap settled on his head. A spotless white apron unrolled around his waist. A pink feather duster appeared in his hand, and a pair of killer high heels formed on his feet. 
 
    “Open your eyes, maid,” I commanded. 
 
    Immediately, my French maid’s eyelids flew open, their long, black eyelashes fluttering at me. She looked at me with her pouty lips dangling slightly open, her big, blue eyes innocent and uncomprehending. I smiled down at her. 
 
    “I turned you into my French maid, brother,” I said. “From now on, you are Alexandra, the silly little bimbo who works for me.” 
 
    My smile grew crueler. 
 
    “I’ve made you completely obedient, and filled you with an insatiable desire to serve my every whim, and never answer back or question me. You will clean my vast palace, and cook for my slaves, and be permanently onhand to satisfy the sexual whims of anyone who wants to use you for that purpose.” 
 
    I pressed one dainty hand to my pink lips, suppressing a giggle. 
 
    “And, every single day, you will make videos of yourself being an emasculated, obedient bitch. You will be filmed sucking dick and letting strange men fuck your asshole. And you will upload those videos for the world to see, and tell everyone watching them how you enjoy being an utterly obedient whore.” 
 
    I tilted my pretty head. 
 
    “How does that sound… maid?” 
 
    Before me, I saw the gorgeous petit maid briefly try to struggle. Briefly try to assert some control over her busty new body. 
 
    Then her shoulders slumped. With misery etched across her beautiful features, she gave me a curtsey and bowed her head. 
 
    “Oui, madam,” she said primly, in the adorable French accent I’d given her, “zat sounds like ze perfect life. ‘Ow you say?” 
 
    She leaned forward, giving me an excellent view of her cleavage. In her eyes, I could see the titanic struggle taking place, the desire not to debase herself, the horror at what the magic was forcing her to do. 
 
    “Your wish, eez moi command,” the French maid purred, the magic making her unhappily drop me a sultry wink.  
 
    Then she disappeared, reappearing inside the gigantic marble palace I’d already magicked into orbit with my mind, the palace I would live in as ruler of this universe. A mop appeared in her tiny, girly hands and, with a heart-wrenching sob, the pretty French maid started mopping the tiled floors that ran on for thousands of miles through the impossible palace. 
 
    The next to come before me was Josh.  
 
    He approached with that crawling timidity I’d always hated in him, an ingratiating smile on his stupid face. I watched him in the same way you might watch a pathetic dog that’s been kicked but keeps crawling back for more. 
 
    “Z-Zack…” he mumbled as he approached, forcing up a grin, “g-g-good to see you, buddy. Wow, you’re sure, uh…” 
 
    I idly flicked my wrist, the magic cutting off the words in his throat.  
 
    “Don’t assume because you called yourself my friend that I’m going to go easy on you, Josh,” I sighed, then narrowed my green eyes. “In fact, it’s probably going to be worse for you.” 
 
    I could see the terror in his eyes, the pleading. Hear his thoughts, pulsing out at deafening volume. 
 
    But we WERE friends! His mind screamed, I helped you… I trusted you! I tried to make you feel better you… you asshole! 
 
    “Whatever,” I replied. “You know something, Josh?” 
 
    I leaned forward, placing my elbows on my slender legs, and my chin in my hands. I deliberately angled my curvy new body forward so my former friend could see my cleavage. He looked away. 
 
    “You always disgusted me,” I said, softly. “Guys like Dwayne and Matt… even gorgeous Rick here.” 
 
    I briefly reached up and tickled Rick’s sixteen inch dick. Its owner smiled, even as he kept staring straight ahead. 
 
    “Those guys I could understand. They had power and they were using it.” 
 
    My lip curled. 
 
    “Even if it did turn out badly for them in the end. Well, most of them. But you…?” I grimaced, my female voice taking on a mocking, disgusted note. “You were pathetic. Spending your time with a weak boy like me. Wishing only to be friends with a loser, like the dumb bastard you are. You made me sick, Josh, made me physically sick. And you know what?” 
 
    I straightened up, picked up my pen. 
 
    “Now you’ll do the same for everyone else.” 
 
    I won’t bore you with the details of how he silently screamed. How he begged me in his mind. How his hands threw up into the air as he began to change, collapsing down into that tiny little thing I’d made him into, his body folding in on itself even as his eyes remained alive and horrified.  
 
    How I watched with a blissful smile, finally glad to be rid of such a useless, worthless friend. 
 
    When it was over, there was no more Josh. No more human to call by his name. There was just a pink and slightly-reddish lump of flesh, hanging in the air, its sides wrinkled and pulling inwards to a hole in the middle of it.  
 
    That’s right. I turned my only friend into a literal asshole. 
 
    “Goodbye, Josh,” I murmured as I began writing again, “enjoy your new life.” 
 
    And then the thing vanished, reappearing on Tracey, its mind still soaked with very human cries of fear as it started its new life buried between her pert butt cheeks.  
 
    I lazily made a mental note to tell my new maid Alexandra that Tracey should only eat spicy food from now on. Then I turned back to the task at hand. 
 
    The last to come before my presence was Matt. 
 
    I’d saved the best for last, enjoying the way his horror increased as the bleachers emptied around him, and he realized he was being saved up for the grand finale.  
 
    I expected him to come fighting, but he came without a word, wearily picking his way out his seat and sloping down toward the pitch, barely even registering Tracey’s barked commands.  
 
    He slowly crossed towards my throne and then dropped to his knees in front of me, looking only down, refusing to meet my eye. 
 
    “Go on, then,” he whispered, his fists clenched at his sides, “get on with it.” 
 
    I nodded, picked up my book. Started writing. 
 
    “Remember what you used to call me?” I asked.  
 
    (‘Used to’. It was only four days ago I’d last heard it, but it felt like a million years now.) 
 
    He nodded sullenly. 
 
    “Yeah. Tit-face. I remember.” 
 
    “Good. Because this won’t make sense otherwise.” I finished writing, dropped my pen. “From now on, Matt, the only tit-face around here will be you.” 
 
    I half-hoped he might start shouting and screaming. That I’d get to see the fear in his eyes, hear his pleading, like I’d always dreamed of. 
 
     If I’d really wanted to, I could’ve made him, but it didn’t seem right somehow. Instead, with a feeling of disappointment, I watched as he closed his eyes, set his jaw, and silently turned into the thing he deserved to be.  
 
    To his credit, it happened without a sound. Even as he began to grow, getting bigger and bigger, his skin turning rock hard and gray. 
 
    Even as his face and body changed into that of a whimpering, naked girl with her mouth pulled open in a wail of misery, her pussy exposed and her heavy breasts dangling free. 
 
    Even as the part I’d been waiting for finally happened, and his head shivered, there was a noise like rubber stretching, and two enormous breasts suddenly burst from his head, pointing straight up in the air, their nipples hard and pointed; two huge tits that would forever grow out from his crown, showing the world who the real tit-face was.  
 
    His one movement was a silent tear that ran down one cheek; a brief acknowledgement of pain that froze in place and turned to stone before it had a chance to drop off onto the floor. 
 
    Before I’d even really begun to enjoy it, it was over. The transformed faces of those I’d allowed to remain on the pitch turned as one and looked in wonder at the giant statue now standing in their midst. The 100ft object sat beside them; the sculpted statue of a naked, humiliated girl crouched on all fours, with big breasts growing out her head, and a giant, solid gold plaque attached to her base. 
 
    It read: HERE LIES THE FINAL FORM OF TITFACE, THE DUMBEST BITCH TO EVER WALK THE EARTH. 
 
    And, as the pièce de résistance, those who looked up would see her eyes were the only thing still moving, open wide in unutterable horror, as the boy trapped inside her realized he could still feel, think, and see.  
 
    An immortal being, trapped inside stone, painfully aware for all eternity of his everlasting humiliation. Of his immortality as Tit-face, the girl with tits on her head.  
 
    As I gazed upon my final work at the school, I forced up a smile. I was exhausted now, truly exhausted. I’d enjoyed it, enjoyed everything I’d done here. But. But… 
 
    I lowered my eyes, looking at the bleachers and all the grotesques sat there. 
 
    It was like a switch was suddenly thrown in my mind, one that had waited until everyone in school had been transformed to activate. I felt a faint stirring of sadness. Of disappointment. A dullness worked its fingers at the edges of my mind. 
 
    I felt drained, empty, hollow. I looked down at the gorgeous female body I now inhabited, and – to my surprise – felt fed up and dull.  
 
    Was… was that it? I thought blandly to myself. All that build up, and then just… just… 
 
    What happens now? 
 
    I glanced at my grotesques, lined up around the field, at the damage I’d inflicted. A sort of understanding was rising in me, a realization of what I’d done and could now never undo.  
 
    “NOTHING WRITTEN HERE CAN EVER BE UNDONE, NOT EVEN BY THE OWNER OF THE BOOK.” 
 
    The words I’d read all those eons ago rose in my mind, unbidden. They sounded less like an enticement now, and more of a warning.  
 
    Oh Jesus… I thought, looking at the book with a feeling of nausea, what have I done…? 
 
    I’d followed my path of vengeance across the entire school. I’d made my darkest, cruelest, nastiest thoughts into flesh. I’d done what I thought all those who’d ever lived had secretly wished to do, and I felt… 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Well, not quite nothing. 
 
    I felt a faint sickness, a crawling little worm in my stomach, sending its poison out into my bloodstream. Infecting me with an awful feeling of shame and doubt that I couldn’t get rid of.  
 
    Did I do the right thing? 
 
    I closed my eyes, shook my head, my long, red hair fanning out around me. A little cry escaped my throat.  
 
    Oh dear God...! 
 
    I could feel my female body all around me. Feel the uncomfortable way my armored breastplate squashed my impossibly-pert breasts together and raised them up ever-higher. Feel the wideness of my hips, the bigger shape of my butt, the-the gap between my legs. 
 
    I could feel how light my body was compared to before. Feel how stupid the clothes I was wearing were.  
 
    Dimly, it occurred to me that I was stuck like this, as trapped as anyone else I’d cursed. I opened my eyes and stared at my tiny hands, with their elegant fingers and long nails and felt a wave of vertigo pass over me as I understood I would look like this forever.  
 
    That I would always have these stupid big tits sticking out in front of me. That I would always look not just like a girl, but like a girl in an anime; unreal, ridiculous.  
 
    Depending on how strict the book’s restrictions were, I might not even be able to wear anything again other than dumb stupid armor and leather thong. I might not be able to get undressed. I might not even be able to change my hairstyle, or do so much as paint my nails a different color.  
 
    I glanced up at the statue Matt had become. As I did so, the buzzing that had been in my head ever since I found the book started to sound like mocking, gibbering laughter. I tried to shake my head, to clear those evil voices out, but they refused to budge, now as much a part of me as new breasts and womb and pussy were.  
 
    This book gives unlimited power, but it is also a dark and dangerous thing… I thought, dully, echoing its warning. The warning I’d read and chosen to ignore, despite it being plain as day. 
 
    How could I have been so stupid…? 
 
    On the bleachers, Kaylee was still sniffing with misery. One or two of my transformed victims were openly weeping.  
 
    But now their pain, their humiliation no longer excited me. No longer made me feel alive, or aroused, or intoxicated. 
 
    Like someone coming down from a violent drug high into terrifying reality, I saw everything I’d thought, everything I’d done with fresh, confused eyes.  
 
    I wasn’t power. I was a slave to power, as much as a slave as any junkie was.  
 
    Only, while your average drug addict hurts only himself, I’d gone and destroyed thousands of lives. And there was no way I could ever make things better, even if I was still a Goddess. 
 
    The book’s rules wouldn’t let me.  
 
    “I… I didn’t mean it,” I said, uncertainly, looking out to the bleachers, suddenly feeling as if I was in charge of my body again for the first time in a long time. “I was just mad, OK? You made me mad.” 
 
    I hated the sound my soft, girly voice made in my ears. What the hell had I been thinking? I didn’t want to be a girl. Not forever. At least, not a girl who looked and acted like a cartoon sex fantasy. 
 
    It was just some quick whim I’d had, a way of heightening my arousal before I… before I did all this. 
 
    And now I was stuck this way.  
 
    “I just wanted to teach you a lesson.” I pleaded, spreading my slender arms. “Couldn’t you see that? It’s not my fault!” 
 
    Almost everyone ignored me. Even as I realized I was desperate for one of those I’d wounded to look up and give me an understanding smile, almost all of them refused to meet my eye, too busy wailing or moaning or dealing with their horrible new forms. 
 
    Almost. 
 
    Sat about halfway up the bleachers, Michelle looked in my direction, her hands still cradling Kaylee’s sniffing head. Her eyes were damp, her lip curled into a sneer, her face full of defiance. 
 
    “You.” I pointed at her, not caring how needy I sounded. “Tell me it’s your fault. Tell me I did the right thing.” 
 
    Silence.  
 
    “Agree with me, damnit!” I squealed, my high-pitched voice making me sound like a spoiled young brat demanding a pony for her birthday. “Or I’ll… I’ll…!” 
 
    “Or you’ll what?” Michelle asked, quietly. She began to laugh. Not a loud laugh, just a hollow, quiet sound that hammered against my soul with the force of hammer blows. 
 
    “You’re a bully, Zack. Don’t you get that? A bully just like all the others. Sure, you can do… do this to us…” 
 
    She looked down in disgust at Kaylee’s miserable face, growing where her vagina once had been. 
 
    “But at heart, you’re just another bully. No different from the ones who bullied you.” 
 
    Her expression became one of utter contempt. 
 
    “And guess what? Just like all the other bullies, you’re gonna spend the rest of your life hoping someone will tell you you were right. That they’ll understand. You’ll probably even use your voodoo to make sure they say it. But you know what? You won’t believe them. No matter how many times you force them to say it.” 
 
    She laughed again, a defiant, mocking sound.  
 
    “You’ll always know deep down what you really are. A piece of shit who couldn’t make anyone love them without magic.” 
 
    What about Josh?! I started to say, and then I remembered what I’d done to him at the height of my power trip and I felt sick all over again.  
 
    “You’ve made your own prison, asshole,” Michelle continued. “Now live in it!” 
 
    And then she was laughing, a deliberate sound, deliberately designed to annoy me, to make me mad again. Laughing and pointing at me even as I picked up my pen and began angrily writing, laughing and pointing and mocking me like girls had always done for as long as I could remember.  
 
    There was a flash and the laughter cut off abruptly. I stared at the used condom lying where Michelle and Kaylee had been sat, its insides filled with slowly cooling spunk, and tried to feel some of the vicious gladness at their new fate that I had felt before; tried to laugh back at them, in turn.  
 
    My laughter came out sounding unconvincing. I glared at the others on the bleachers. 
 
    “What are you waiting for? Laugh at those bitches!” 
 
    I noticed my hands were trembling. My whole, delicate, slender, female body shaking. Spots of water dripped onto the open notebook in front of me. I raised my hands and was shocked to discover I was crying. 
 
    The girl hormones, it must be… I thought absently. But even as I did so, I knew it wasn’t true. 
 
    “Goddess…?” I heard Tracey say, concern in her voice. “Hey, Zack. Are you…?” 
 
    “Go away!” I screamed, turning to her, my eyes flashing. “Go away before I… before I…” 
 
    A sob rose up, broke through, so my next words came out as little more than a helpless whimper. 
 
    “Before I transform you, too!” 
 
    Tracey forced a smile up, her eyes suddenly bright with fear. With a tiny stab in my heart, I realized that would be the way people always looked at me from now on. With fake smiles and naked fear. 
 
    “A-at once, Goddess!” She said. She lifted into the sky and drifted away, floating behind the bleachers, out of my sight. For a split-second, I could feel her thoughts, and realized she, too, was just starting to figure out what being trapped as my disciple might actually mean. 
 
    Bitch. I thought, thickly. Fucking bitch. Maybe I should transform her. Maybe I should turn her into a pile of shit. Maybe I should… 
 
    But I knew it wouldn’t help. Even before I looked at the book. Even before I saw the words that were magically forming there. 
 
    HELLO AGAIN, ZACK, they said. YOU HAVE BEEN BUSY. AND DON’T WORRY. THIS BOOK’S POWER REMAINS YOURS FOR AS LONG AS YOU WANT IT. IT WILL REMAIN YOURS UNTIL YOU GO A FULL TWENTY FOUR HOURS WITHOUT USING IT, WHETHER THROUGH CHOICE OR CHANCE. 
 
    BUT BEWARE ZACK, YOU HAVE ALREADY MADE MANY ENEMIES. IF YOU LET GO OF THE BOOK NOW, YOU WILL SIGNAL TO ME THAT YOUR REVENGE IS AT AN END. AND THEN MAYBE I WILL DECIDE IT IS THEIR TURN TO GET REVENGE ON YOU. 
 
    MAKE NO MISTAKE ZACK, I DO NOT PLAY FAVORITES. I FOLLOW THE WINDS OF VENGEANCE, BLOWING LIKE A HURRICANE THROUGH THE LIVES OF THOSE WHO HAVE DONE WRONG. BUT REVENGE IS NEVER NICE. IT NEVER LEAVES US FEELING GOOD. AND, AS OUR VENGEANCES PILE UP, THEY LEAVE US MORE OPEN TO OTHERS DOING DARK DEEDS TO US IN TURN. 
 
    KEEP USING THIS BOOK, ZACK. KEEP USING ME, BECAUSE IF YOU EVER LET ME GO, THE THINGS YOUR ENEMIES WILL DO TO YOU WILL MAKE YOUR SEEDY LITTLE DISPLAY SEEM LIKE CHILD’S PLAY IN COMPARISON. YOU ARE A SLAVE OF YOUR DESIRE FOR REVENGE NOW, ZACK. AND I SHALL NEVER LET YOU GO. EVEN IF YOU DIE, THOSE YOU HAVE HARMED WILL BE WAITING FOR YOU. 
 
    AND THEY WILL HAVE THE LAST LAUGH. 
 
    SO WHAT DO YOU THINK, ZACK? CAN YOU KEEP USING ME FOR ALL ETERNITY? CAN A THOUSAND YEARS PASS, A MILLION, A BILLION, WITHOUT YOU EVER LOSING ME? THEY CAN WAIT FOREVER ZACK, AND SO CAN I. YOU CAN SUFFER HIDEOUSLY NOW, OR SUFFER EVEN-MORE HIDEOUSLY LATER. 
 
    LIKE I TOLD YOU WHEN YOU FIRST FOUND ME, THE CHOICE IS YOURS. IT ALWAYS HAS BEEN. BUT CHOICES HAVE CONSEQUNCES. 
 
    AND, SOONER OR LATER, YOU WILL HAVE TO LIVE WITH THEM. 
 
    And that was it. The words glowed on the page until I’d finished reading them, and then they faded away, leaving just a faint, mocking impression. 
 
    I sat there, the Goddess who was secretly a slave. The all-powerful girl who was secretly a foolish and weak boy. The revenger who was doomed to be revenged upon in turn. 
 
    And I realized I’d made a terrible mistake.  
 
    The playing fields seemed to get darker, colder. I used my new powers to quickly made the day, hotter, brighter, but nothing seemed to change. 
 
    It was like a dreadful, dead coldness had settled into everything, infected it. And nothing I could do would ever change it. 
 
    Beside me, my second disciple, Rick, gently cleared his throat. I looked up at his handsome face, and suddenly hated myself for not using the book for something else. Something good… or just something fun. 
 
    The power to make your life better however you see fit, and you turn yourself into a cartoon version of a dominatrix. The voice inside me mocked me bitterly. Why didn’t you just turn yourself into Rick’s girlfriend? Why didn’t you do that and then do nice things to make people like you? 
 
    Why didn’t you make yourself into an angel, instead of a scared and pathetic demon? 
 
    “Um, Goddess?” Rick asked me, gently. “What shall we do now?” 
 
    “Do? We’re not gonna…”  
 
    I trailed off. Hesitantly, I opened my mind to the rest of the world, beyond our school. Felt what people were thinking out there. I closed my eyes. 
 
    Oh shit… 
 
    What else did I expect to hear? 
 
    They were talking frantically about the way the Earth had stopped turning four days ago, and how one half was now permanently in darkness, while the sun stayed forever fixed above North America, even though no disasters had occurred as a result. 
 
    They were in uproar over the huge breasts that had appeared in orbit, like some kind of cosmic joke, although NASA were reporting a weird sort of palace had appeared up there, too.  
 
    And there were those closer, in our town, frantically wailing and screaming about where their sons and daughters and sisters and brothers had vanished to. That the high school had been cut off, and no-one could get in or out.  
 
    Of course. I’d altered the world like a crazed Goddess. I’d changed things in such a way that they could never change back.  
 
    And now I’d have to keep on being God, and keep on using the book, lest my evil past catch up with me. 
 
    Rick was still watching me patiently, his oiled body catching the rays from the sun and making me wish I could just climb into his arms and make him clasp me tight, and kiss him, and feel him fondle my breasts, and forget about everything I’d done. 
 
    But I couldn’t do that. The book needed using. I’d given myself a job to do when I wished myself into my new role. 
 
    And now I had to do it. 
 
    “We’re… we’re gonna fly out of here and collect everyone in the town,” I said, weakly. “You, me and Tracey. And then we’re gonna judge all of them. And then we’ll do the same for the next town, and the next, and the next, until we’ve done the whole state.” 
 
    I sighed heavily, my beautiful mouth turning down at the corners. 
 
    “And then we’ll do the same in the next state,” I whispered unhappily, “and so-on until we’ve judged everyone in every state in America. Then we’ll do the same for Canada, or maybe Mexico, then… I dunno. Some other country. And we’ll keep it up until we’ve judged everyone on Earth.” 
 
    Rick frowned at me. 
 
    “With respect, Goddess, that…” he hesitated, suddenly afraid. Afraid of what I could do to him for taking back. 
 
    I fought the urge to scream at him, to demand he treat me not with fear but with love. Saying such a thing out loud would only make him more scared. 
 
    “You may speak, slave.” 
 
    Rick swallowed, his voice nervous, low. “That sounds like an awful lot of hard work.” 
 
    “Maybe.” I got to my feet, picked the book up, gave Rick a gentle pat on his cock. The giant football player looked down on me, his face a mixture of lust and dazed confusion and terror at being near someone with such hideous power and such a hideous soul. 
 
    Yep. That’s the look you’ll be seeing for the rest of your life… 
 
    “But we’re servants of punishment, Matt. That’s what we do. No sleep. No time off. No chance to forget what we’ve made ourselves into.” 
 
    I lowered my pretty little head. My red bangs tumbled across my big, sparkly eyes. 
 
    “Just endless curses and punishment, from now until the end of time.” 
 
    We stood there in silence for what felt like forever, before I gave myself a shake and finally smiled up at him. 
 
    “C’mon, hotstuff.” I said, forcing my voice to sound light. “It’ll be fun. You too, Tracey!” 
 
    Rick looked doubtful, but he didn’t argue. Nor did Tracey, who rose back up into the air from behind the bleachers with a wariness in her eyes that made me hate her – and myself – even more.  
 
    They were right to be doubtful. I didn’t believe myself, either.  
 
    There was no way any of us three were going to have fun ever again. 
 
    * 
 
    In the end, it took nearly 40,000 years for me to judge them all, to judge every single person on Earth. Including you, no doubt.  
 
    I’m sure you remember it.  
 
    By the end, I’d done things I’d never thought possible. Things I never thought I’d be capable of, even when I was taking revenge upon my classmates. 
 
    Things that still give me nightmares, even today. 
 
    In Europe, I grew angry with two blonde 18-year old sisters who wouldn’t believe me when I said I had no choice about the pain I was causing their family.  
 
    They made me so mad that I scribbled in the book, and turned them into one creature with a beautiful head at either end and their naked bodies meeting in the middle, where they joined to have a single stomach. In a moment of pure sadism, I made them fight over who got to be the back end. The one who lost would have to produce waste out her mouth for all eternity.  
 
    In Australia, I tried to be lenient. Went through a phase some fifteen decades long of only handing out minor punishments.  
 
    Then one day, I found another disciple, as cruel and vengeful as Tracey and Rick and I. I was about to promote him, when I looked in his head, and saw wells of evil so deep and nasty and dark that even I balked. I tried to kill him instead, but found I was incapable of doing anything but elevating him to near Godhood. No matter what I tried to write, I just turned him into another sublimely beautiful, powerful muscleman disciple like Rick. 
 
    I hadn’t realized, when I first turned myself into a Goddess, that Goddesses need worshippers. And now I’d found a willing one, I was forced by my new role to reward him, no matter how sick it made me.  
 
    In Japan, I tried to indulge myself. Tried to shake free of my guilt. I made the whole of Tokyo dress up in bright colors and carry me through the streets, singing and dancing and screaming my name for twenty whole years without pause.  
 
    I made beautiful girls writhe and copulate at my feet. Invited strong men onto my throne and had them fuck me three at a time in front of the entire crowd, while everyone whooped and cheered and my female body fired off orgasm after orgasm.  
 
    I turned grown men into plastic dollies of little girls. Turned 18-year old schoolgirls into warthogs. Turned men into pussies and women into penises and made their new owners screw with them for all their worth.  
 
    I thought being so unapologetic would make me free of my guilt. Release me from my shame. Let me become the evil female demon I knew, deep down, I had always been. 
 
    For a while, it did work. But finally, some 7,300 days after we’d first arrived, I looked around at the exhausted, miserable people still dancing about me. Looked at my unhappy disciples, sighing with exhaustion even as they whipped naked girls and forced naked men to kneel before them, and I realized I felt even worse than I had before.  
 
    And so my story continued. Across Asia. Across Africa. Across South America.  
 
    Every new place demanded new punishments. Every new life had to be judged in its own cruel way.  
 
    At one point, I secretly tried killing myself. As we flew over churning seas towards the distant islands of Cabo Verde, where a few thousand had waited trembling for my arrival for centuries – unable to move until I arrived, never aging, never getting tired or sick – I sneaked the book out my pouch and wrote the words: 
 
    AND SUDDENLY THE GODDESS WHO USED TO BE ZACK DIED. AND THERE WAS NOTHING ON THE OTHER SIDE. NO PUNISHMENT, NO PAIN, BUT NO HAPPINESS EITHER. THE END. 
 
    As the rain whipped about me, dragging my long hair out in red, waterlogged rattails I knew were magically-fated to look heart-stoppingly attractive, I looked at those words and waited, my heart pounding in my generous chest; the great, big, feminine chest I’d come to hate so much.  
 
    This is it… I remember thinking, only for my beautiful face to fall as the words suddenly leaped up off the page and vanished away into the storm. In anger I gave a high-pitched cry and glared back down at the book. 
 
    NICE TRY, is all it said.  
 
    After that, I didn’t try again. 
 
    The decades passed. The centuries. And then the millennia.  
 
    Sometimes I was happy, for hundreds of years at a time. Others I raged and screamed and gibbered and wailed as a darkness roiled within me and made me terrifying for even my disciples to be around.  
 
    At one point, I devoted an entire human lifetime to seducing, loving and becoming the companion of a famous blond actor; a legendary beefcake who, in his previous life, had sent the world’s women wild in one film by rising out the sea dripping wet in nothing but a pair of tight-fitting shorts.    
 
    At first, I was the ruler. I would make him eat me out, his tongue driving my permanently 18-year old pussy wild, making me wetter than I’d ever been before. Then I’d make him kiss my feet and thank me for the privilege.  
 
    But time went by, and eventually, he began to tame me. I started sitting demurely in silence, like a well-mannered girl, as he talked. I let him hold me down, pinning me to the bed as he roughly fucked me, my beautiful face screwed up in ecstasy.  
 
    I got so I would lie at his feet when he read. Bring him cocktails and food. Live as his little servant, even as Tracey and Rick and my Australian disciple stood outside in the rain, their vast cocks in their hands, watching my transformation in disgust.  
 
    It was like, by letting a man dominate me and abuse me and make me his, I was trying to atone for all I’d done, to wipe the record clean. For a while, I thought it had worked, and I was happy. 
 
    But I was a Goddess of vengeance. I needed to hurt, needed to be worshipped. And, after 90 years, I got the overwhelming urge to leave. With a sadistic laugh, I turned my protesting lover into a buttplug that could still think, feel, smell and see, and shoved him up Tracey’s asshole, with strict orders that she should never, ever take him out.  
 
    And so, feeling both satisfied and disgusted with myself, I leaped into the air again and continued on my impossible mission, leaving my faint memories of happiness far, far behind. 
 
    But, throughout all of this, no matter how good or how ill I felt, I was still aware of only one thing: what would happen if I ever stopped using the book. So even the best of those long centuries felt like little more than an illusion; a silent move being played onboard the sinking Titanic.  
 
    Finally, when every human on Earth had been judged, I retreated to my orbital palace. The vast, empty marble temple that my maid Alexandra had been cleaning non-stop for 40 millennia by that point, the whole place as silent as a tomb.  
 
    And there I waited, brooding over the book’s curse as the grotesques I’d left behind wailed and worshipped me on Earth, begging me to turn them back or let them die.  
 
    Thousands of years passed. Then millions. Finally, billions.  
 
    One by one, I destroyed my disciples. I grew bored with Tracey first, and used the book to turn her into a dog with a human’s head, and an enormous penis that dragged along the floor behind it. I changed her voice so all she could say was “woof, woof. Bow wow,” and then sent her to live on Earth, where a tribe of transformed people living in the ruins of London eventually worshipped her as a fallen angel. 
 
    I thought that was pretty funny. 
 
    The second to go was my sadistic Australian friend. I spent millions of years waiting for an excuse, then one day found him raping Alexandra, causing my beautiful maid to cry out, tears staining her beautiful face.  
 
    With a feeling of release, I pointed at my newest disciple and concentrated and then he was gone, trapped in the center of a black hole, unable to escape, unable to die, unable to do anything but scream as the blackness raged about him.  
 
    I know how you feel, I remembered thinking, sourly, as I left him there. 
 
    The last to go was Rick.  
 
    He’d become my lover by that point. We spent centuries doing nothing more than wandering my palace, having violent, urgent sex in each new room we came across.  
 
    I sucked his dick more times than there are atoms in the universe, always swallowing everything he gave me. He, in turn, fucked me and fucked me and fucked me until I was pregnant with his babies.  
 
    But I got too scared to bring them to term, fearing they might be more powerful than me, and so I wrote in the book and they turned into nothing but memories.  
 
    Rick wasn’t happy about that. He said he was, and he even smiled when I told him what I’d done, but I knew it wasn’t the truth. I knew he was lying in case I got mad; I could see the fear in his eyes, smell it coming off him. 
 
    So I did what I’d always known I was going to do. I turned him into an adorable five year old girl, with poppet features and blonde pigtails and a princess outfit to wear, and watched in faint amusement as she ran off screaming into the depths of the palace.  
 
    So, in a way Rick did get his wish. I had a daughter after all.  
 
    That was a billion years ago.  
 
    Today, I live alone in this vast palace, worshipped by the unhappy people of Earth, but not listening. Lost in my solitude, and my sadness, and my slowly ebbing anger. 
 
    If I had my way, I would shut myself off from existence. Wall myself off and let myself fade from memory, like so many old Gods. But I need to keep using the book, and so I make sure to transform one of the small number of new humans I’ve permitted to be born and reared on my New Earth; one transformation every single day.  
 
    And I always make them grotesque. And I always hear that same old buzzing, and feel that same darkness rising in me. Only now the buzzing seems mocking, and the darkness doesn’t give me energy like it once did.  
 
    Trust me, I’d stop if I could. But I have to do it. Or else… or else… 
 
    Well, you’ve only got to listen to the voices that whisper in the shadows of my palace to know what would happen next. The voices of the damned. The ones I’ve changed. The ones seeking their revenge. 
 
    My French maid Alexandra swears to me that she hears nothing, that these voices are all in my head. I tolerate her because she’s cute, and because she reminds me of someone I used to know. 
 
    But she hasn’t read the words in the book. The words that form whenever I look away. The words that say awful, terrifying things like: 
 
    TICK, TOCK, ZACK. NOT LONG NOW. 
 
    Or: 
 
    THEY’RE STILL OUT THERE, ZACK, IN THE DARKNESS. THEY’RE STILL WAITING FOR YOU. CAN YOU HEAR THEM?  
 
    Or: 
 
    JUST GIVE UP NOW. THE LONGER YOU WAIT, THE WORSE IT’LL BE. YOU CAN’T OUTWAIT ME, AND TRUST ME: IT’S ALREADY GOING TO BE FAR, FAR WORSE THAN YOU THINK POSSIBLE. 
 
    I hear these words again as I stare at myself in the mirror. Stare in pure hatred at the girl I’m forced to be, and have been for over a trillion years.  
 
    I look at my pneumatic breasts, so big I can see them even when looking directly ahead. Look at my stupid, youthful, pixie-like face, framed by its glowing red hair. Look at my curvy body with its supernaturally tight waist, and my long, long legs. Look at my stupid armor and that pathetic little leather thong hiding my cunt from prying eyes, the stuff I’ve had to wear day in, day out, for a whole eternity. 
 
    You stupid bitch, I think, dully, in these moments, what the Hell were you thinking? 
 
    I used to smash the glass on these occasions. Smash it with a scream, and stamp on the fragments and yell and shriek until I ended up crying. 
 
    I stopped because it didn’t help. Even without the mirror, I could see my femaleness all around me. Hear it in my screams. Feel the way my breasts rose and fell in time with my sobs, and it made me feel worse than ever. 
 
    I’ve tried throwing the book away, of course. I’ve dropped it into a blackhole. Hurled it into the heart of a supernova. Buried it beneath the frozen wastes of Pluto.  
 
    Every single time, I get to twenty three hours or so before I’m due to write in it again, and I panic. And I use my powers to bring it back. And then I clutch it against my breasts and sob, my big, salty girl tears dripping down onto the book I hate so much.  
 
    Heather thinks it’s hilarious. Whenever I go and visit, teleporting myself onto the pink, soft earth of her planet-sized tits, and then walking across her supple flesh to the place where she perpetually dangles off, attached only by her chest- 
 
    (although, since her breasts are big enough to have their own gravity and horizon and everything, from the perspective of one standing on her, it simply looks like she’s forever knelt on the pink ground, her body attached to the world around her by the flesh of her chest) 
 
    -she gives a low whistle and brightly says: 
 
    “Hey, if it isn’t the lonely Goddess. Admiring your kingdom, your majesty, or are you still too scared to be left on your own?” 
 
    The first time she said that, not long after I’d cursed Rick, I nearly cursed her again, giving her a pussy for a face. I was about to start writing when the book slipped from my hands, I sat down beside the naked cheerleader, buried my face against her naked back and burst into tears. 
 
    I think she was surprised. Then embarrassed. Then secretly glad. After I was all cried out, she kissed me, with tongues, and then we were having sex. Two girls, grinding helplessly against one another; the Goddess lowered to the level of her most-worthless subject. 
 
    This was it, this was Heather’s revenge. And it was as humiliating as anything I’d inflicted upon her. 
 
    After I realized that, I forced myself to keep going back. To keep getting mocked by the bitch I thought I’d defeated, in the hopes of lessening the book’s final revenge upon me. And I realized that none of us are ever free of the people we decide are our enemies. They live on in our heads, as poisonous and rotten as the most corrosive brain tumor.  
 
    If only I’d had the knowledge as a teenager that I do now. I’d have never let anyone bother me so much. Never let myself get to the stage where I thought I needed revenge.  
 
    Oh well, too late for that.  
 
    I’m getting scared now. Over the last few years, the voices have been getting louder. I’ve used my magic to remove Alexandra’s mouth and give her hyper-sensitive bunny ears that grow through her platinum blonde hair, so she will hear for herself and stop telling me I’m going mad. But I still don’t think she believes me.  
 
    They whisper to me. Tell me the terrible things they’ll do to me once I finally – finally – misplace the book, things that make me scream out loud and go running for Heather’s mocking arms.  
 
    I can tell it amuses her to have to comfort a Goddess, but I no longer care. 
 
    I wish I could go back to how things were. I wish I could write in the book and undo everything I’d ever written, and avoid the terrible, horrible things I know will happen to me one day. The things the voices have been waiting a billion lifetimes for. 
 
    But that’s not how it works. Once you decide to do what I did and give into revenge, once you decide to pick up that book and start writing, there’s nothing that can save you. 
 
    So I just keep on carrying on, as I get lonelier, as the millennia slip by and everything turns to ash around me. Keep going, and hope, eventually, the heat death of the Universe will save me, will render the book powerless. 
 
    But I know that’s just wishful thinking.  
 
    I wonder. Will they keep me as a girl? The voices. When they get their turn at revenge, will they turn me into a boy again? Will they maybe turn me into something else, something so grotesque I can’t even imagine it?  
 
    A dog with two large cocks growing out its head and a belly covered in tits, maybe. A pair of panties that will be worn by a whore who never washes down there and wears me against her stinking crotch for all eternity. A fat, vibrating dildo. A buttplug with my screaming face etched permanently upon it. A used tampon. 
 
    Whatever it is they do to me, I know one thing now, and one thing only. 
 
    I deserve it all. 
 
    And there’s nothing I can do to escape my fate. 
 
    The End 
 
    * 
 
    Like what you’ve read? Keep reading for some free bonus content, including a sneak peek at similar novels of mine… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Like what you’ve read? You’ll love this free preview from my book about a girl who gains the power to turn people into whatever she wants to… 
 
    Swapped at School 
 
    Casey took the ring and slipped it on over her index finger.  
 
    It fitted perfectly. Like it had been made for her. The moment its weight was on her finger, Casey felt a little shiver run through her 18-year old body, like she’d been given a faint, pleasant electric shock.  
 
    She quickly glanced up to make sure no-one was laughing at her. The canteen was carrying on as normal.  
 
    If anyone was playing a trick on her, they were awesome at hiding it.  
 
    Her ring finger was tingling, as if just itching to make a wish. With a kind of casualness she didn’t really feel, Casey tried to think what she should do.  
 
    I mean, it’s obviously just a joke. But, still, what’d be a good joke wish, y’know? I mean, maybe I could wish for bigger tits, or nicer legs, or… 
 
    At that moment, a voice cut across her private little reveries.  
 
    “Ugh. Are they still letting trash in here?” 
 
    Casey glanced up as Veronica stalked past her, her cute little nose wrinkled into a sneer. Behind her, her cheerleader girlfriends Amy and Heather gave derisive little laughs. 
 
    “Did you see the way she was looking at Chad Vero? Sooo tragic…” 
 
    “It’s fine,” Veronica gave Casey a sweet little smile, “Chad’s not interested. If he wanted someone with a fat ass and big plastic tits he wouldn’t have chucked her.” 
 
    She gave a laugh, and then the three cheerleaders were past, heading off with their trays for the jocks’ table, leaving Casey stewing with rage. 
 
    That fucking bitch! She thought, furiously. She’s such a dick. I’d give anything to show her- 
 
    Her mental voice trailed off. A small smile crossed her teenage face. 
 
    I think I know what my first wish is gonna be… 
 
    Trying not to attract attention, Casey casually slipped her hand under the table, and pointed her index finger at Veronica’s retreating back. 
 
    “I wish…” she whispered, desperately hoping no-one would see her lips move and start laughing, “I wish that bitch would get exactly what she deserves.” 
 
    The moment the words were out her mouth, the ring started to thrum. It grew hot, uncomfortably hot. There was a faint tingle of electric in the air.  
 
    Oh my God, is it really…? 
 
    Like a girl in a daze, Casey looked up at Veronica, chatting away with Chad while her drones hovered around Preston and Channing.  
 
    Come on… come on! 
 
    Then, suddenly, the heat in the ring died away. The air stopped thrumming. Veronica carried on talking. Casey felt herself untense, disappointed. 
 
    Well, what did you expect, bozo? Wishes don’t really- 
 
    And then she saw it. The thing that completely derailed her train of thought. The thing that made the room seem to spin and made Casey feel like she was going to faint. 
 
    No way. No freakin’ way… 
 
    Across the room, Veronica was changing. 
 
    Before Casey’s eyes, her boobs were gently swelling up, growing bigger and bigger as she obliviously talked to Chad. At the same time, her butt was growing too, its outline starting to expand under her short, cheerleader skirt. 
 
    As Casey watched, her mouth dangling open, Veronica’s boobs went from a B-Cup, to a C, and then up to D, until they were squashed into her bra, her flesh straining around the cups. 
 
    “…and so Amy was all like, ‘for real?’ And I was like, yeah…” 
 
    She suddenly broke off with a frown. 
 
    “What the fuck…?” She tried to hotch her shoulders, “my bra feels kinda…” 
 
    Around her, the boys and the two cheerleaders were staring at her with wide eyes. Across the room, Casey watched them with an open mouth, unable to believe what she was seeing. 
 
    “Veronica…?” she faintly heard Chad ask, his voice worried. 
 
    In slow motion, Veronica looked down. 
 
    And screamed. 
 
    Her boobs were enormous. A great big pair of Double-Gs that thrust away from her chest, pointing outwards. Her ass, too, was stupid big, so big it lifted the back of her skirt up, exposing her panties to the world.  
 
    Look at that, Casey thought with an evil smile, she looks like she should be in music videos… 
 
    She knew she should feel sorry for Veronica. Knew that she’d have never made a wish like this if she’d known it would work. No way! 
 
    But now she had made that wish… 
 
    …well. She was suddenly feeling kinda glad she’d put the ring on. 
 
    With a feeling of cruel contentment, Casey settled back to enjoy the show.  
 
    Across the room Veronica had clasped her hands to her ass, looking over her shoulder in horror. 
 
    “What’s happening to me?!” She squealed, a look of helpless terror on her face. 
 
    She span to face Amy and Heather.  
 
    “Help me!” 
 
    But the two cheerleaders were frozen in horror, their eyes fixed on Veronica’s chest.  
 
    There was a popping sound and the strap broke on Veronica’s bra. A tearing noise and her panties ripped. Her breasts were now bigger than any boobs Casey had ever seen, even in those dirty pornos Chad used to insist they watch together. They had to be Double-Js by now. 
 
    And still they kept growing.  
 
    “No! Stop! Please God, make it stop!” 
 
    The whole canteen was now staring as Veronica desperately tried to push her breasts back inside her perfect body.  
 
    They watched as she squealed and cried and begged for mercy. Watched as her butt became so big it poked out from under her skirt, exposing her naked ass to the world. 
 
    Sat at her table, Casey felt a tingling in her finger, and a faint warmth spreading in her crotch. 
 
    She didn’t know if it was the ring, or her sadistic side or what… but watching Veronica suffer like this was weirdly hot.  
 
    “Chad!” Veronica was crying now, tears streaming down her sculpted face. She turned to her new boyfriend miserably, her arms held out. 
 
    “Please, baby… help me!” 
 
    But Chad didn’t come running. Didn’t play the hero. 
 
    Instead he backed away, his hands thrown up, a disgusted look on his handsome face. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing, Veronica?” He shouted, angrily. “Stop it. Everyone’s staring!” 
 
    Casey had to stifle a giggle at the sight of Veronica’s hurt face. 
 
    Oh Chad, she thought, gleefully, you always were such a fucking asshole… 
 
    She clenched her hand into a fist, feeling the ring, feeling its power. 
 
    Just you wait till it’s your turn. 
 
    By now, Veronica’s tits were twice the size of beach balls. They loomed so big before her, wobbling and jiggling, that the cheerleader could barely see over them. Her top was stretched impossibly tight, the school logo now like some distorted, impressionistic painting. 
 
    As Casey watched, she gave one last, helpless whimper and then there was a loud ripping noise and Veronica was topless, howling in misery as the entire world watched her naked breasts magically swell up. 
 
    Free from the constraints of her top, Veronica’s boobs accelerated their growth. In no time at all, they were the size of an elephant’s head, weighing so heavily on their owner that Veronica was forced to bend forward, resting them on the canteen floor.  
 
    With eyes filled with fear and misery, she looked up and happened to glance in Casey’s direction. A look of understanding dawned. 
 
    “C-Casey…?” The cheerleader whispered, her voice pleading. “Please…” 
 
    Casey shook her head, a demonic smile on her pretty face. 
 
    No chance, she silently mouthed. 
 
    She was enjoying this way too much to stop it now… 
 
    Continue reading at Amazon.com… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Like what you’ve read? You’ll love my twisted TG horror story about a teenage girl who becomes a goddess with total power over everyone in her town… 
 
    Gender Swap Land 
 
    With deliberate, nonchalant movements, Roy started to walk toward the distant marker that indicated the edge of the town, indicated where he would be safe… 
 
    …and then he heard the voice in his ear and realized, with a feeling of sheer terror, that he wasn’t going to make it.  
 
    “What’s this?” The soft voice asked, shot through with amusement, “is someone being a naughty boy?” 
 
    The last word came out like it was being spat out, with a feeling of venom. Roy looked helplessly around, but there was nothing to be seen. Just endless fields of corn, waving lazily in the morning sun. 
 
    Queen Lucy is the greatest! All hail Queen Lucy! 
 
    The thoughts desperately swirled round his mind, like a spell that would protect him. Outwardly, Roy forced up a smile. 
 
    “Q-Queen Lucy,” he said, in a voice that was meant to sound humble, but came out sounding scared. “I-I’ve no idea what you’re-”   
 
    “Whatevs.” The voice sighed, right in Roy’s ear, buzzing through his brain, making his skin crawl. “I don’t really care if you’re actually being bad. I’m still gonna punish you.” 
 
    “Please…” Roy whispered, “no, please…” 
 
    His skin was cold, clammy. He thought of his wife, still lying in their warm bed. Dozing and waiting for her servant to come up and serve her breakfast, as he always did.  
 
    I’d give anything to be there right now… 
 
    “Queen Lucy…” he clutched his hands together. “Please, I-I beg you…” 
 
    “Bo-ring,” the female voice sang. 
 
    A note of mischief entered it. 
 
    “Hey, let’s make this more interesting. If you can get past the boundary stone by the time I count to ten, I promise not to transform you.” 
 
    Roy blinked. This was unheard of. 
 
    “You… you really mean it?” 
 
    “One…” the voice replied with a giggle. “Two… three…” 
 
    Roy didn’t need telling twice. 
 
    As the girl’s voice counted off, he dropped the suitcase, and took off for the boundary stone, desperately trying to cover that final hundred yards.  
 
    “Four… five…” 
 
    His feet slapped against the tarmac, echoing across the empty fields. The wind plucked at his thinning hair. His heart hammered in his middle-aged chest. 
 
    Roy ran for his life. 
 
    “Six… seven…” 
 
    There it was! Just ahead… it was going to be close, maybe too close. But it was just there! 
 
    Roy bent double, pumping his legs. Surely he was fast enough! Surely there was enough-! 
 
    “EightNineTen!” The voice suddenly shrieked with glee. 
 
    “NO!” The words exploded out of Roy, burning in his chest. “NO!” 
 
    But it was too late. As soon as the word ten had been uttered, his legs stopped moving, his body come to a stop against its will, unable to move another inch without his goddess’s permission. 
 
    Helplessly, Roy looked at the boundary marker, now just five feet from his toes. 
 
    “But I was almost-!” He whimpered. 
 
    There was a giggle deep inside his ear. 
 
    “Who cares?” 
 
    The voice hardened. 
 
    “Time for you to change, mister.” 
 
    “No! Lucy… Queen! You… you can’t…” 
 
    But it was already too late. 
 
    There was a sound, like a windchime tinkling. A gust of breeze blew off the field, swirling round Roy. The frightened, middle aged man looked down at his hands… 
 
    …and screamed out loud. 
 
    Roy’s hands were changing. Where, only moments ago, he’d had two big, meaty things, their flesh red and raw from constantly scrubbing Marie-Anne’s dishes, he now had two small, dainty ones with soft palms and little fingers. 
 
    As Roy looked on in numb horror, he saw his wrists shrink down. Shrink and keep shrinking until you could’ve taken them in your palms and snapped them like a twig.  
 
    “What… what are you doing to me?” He squeaked. 
 
    The little giggle came in his ear again. 
 
    “You’ll soon find out…” The voice suddenly turned hard. “I save the best punishments for boys who try to escape.” 
 
    Roy was getting smaller. His body shed inches at an alarming rate, dropping down past 6ft, past 5ft… The fences either side of the road rose in his vision, sweeping away from him into the sky. 
 
    “Stop… please stop…” 
 
    But in his brain, he just kept right on repeating the same old mantra. 
 
    Queen Lucy is the best! I love Queen Lucy! She’s so wonderful-! 
 
    The changings were spreading now, affecting every part of Roy’s body, making his skin twitch and shiver. 
 
    His shoulders dragged inwards with a grinding sound, becoming narrower and narrower until they were almost slender. His arms and legs shed muscle, grew shorter and weaker. 
 
    His broad chest collapsed inwards, leaving only a flat, hairless thing, devoid of strength.  
 
    And still Roy kept right on shrinking. 
 
    He shrank as his jawline collapsed, becoming soft and round and innocent.  
 
    He shrank as his eyes widened, his nose became smaller, and all the tiny male hairs all over his body vanished, leaving him bald except for the very top of his head. 
 
    He shrank as white-blond hair suddenly exploded from his scalp, tumbling over his shoulders before knitting itself into two cute pigtails that fell either side of his soft, fresh face. 
 
    “Good.” The female voice said. “You’re looking better already.” 
 
    With a whimper, Roy closed his eyes. He could already guess where this was going. 
 
    The changes picked up speed. In quick succession, Roy’s penis and testicles shot back inside him, leaving smooth skin between his legs. His voice shot up in pitch. His adult teeth all sucked back into his gums, suddenly replaced by weak little milk teeth.  
 
    There was a roar of wind and his clothes reshaped themselves, knitting themselves into something pink and frilly and yucky that made Roy want to start crying.  
 
    Finally, there was a sound like Velcro ripping and something opened up between his legs. Something no man should ever have… 
 
    …but, of course, Roy was no longer a man. 
 
    Twenty seconds after it had started, the spell was over. There was one last blast of wind that made Roy feel as if his light new body was going to topple over, and then there was no more Roy left at all. 
 
    In his place, there now stood an adorable little girl.  
 
    She was maybe 5 years old, with bright blue eyes, dazzlingly blond hair and cheeks that were rosy and freckled. She had the cutest smile; a tiny gap in her front teeth that only made her look even more-adorable.  
 
    She was maybe 3ft1 – slightly short for her age. She was wearing a little pink pair of ballerina slippers, and someone had dressed her in an adorable pink tutu that stuck out in frills around her waist. She had perfect pigtails, little white stockings, and a plastic magic wand clasped in one hand.  
 
    But there was one slightly-off thing about the poppet. Around her neck, suspended on pink ribbon, was a little sign written in sparkly glitter and decorated with pictures of rainbows and unicorns. 
 
    I WAS A BAD LITTLE BOY, it read in joined-up writing, AND TRIED TO ESCAPE. SO NOW I’M A GOOD LITTLE GIRL… 
 
    Continue reading at Amazon.com… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Also by Lisa Change 
 
    * 
 
    How I Became a School Girl 
 
    “They always said be careful what you wish for. If only I’d listened, I might still be a boy…”

18-year old Jonah is the school loser. The one who only hangs around with girls. The one who can’t even get a date for Prom. But things are about to change, and soon this friendless boy will find himself trapped as the most-popular girl!

After making an ill-advised wish, Jonah finds himself magically transformed into Johanna, the prettiest girl at school! Trapped as a school girl for twenty four hours, Jonah must now deal with dresses, makeup, and having muscular jocks trying to get in his pants!

But worse comes when he’s forced to attend senior prom as Johanna, and has to find a date. Because the wish is changing his brain, too, and suddenly Jonah finds himself falling for one of his male classmates. Can Jonah resist the temptations of his female body till he turns back at midnight? Or will starting a taboo TG relationship with another man be too alluring… even if he knows it will end in heartbreak?  
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Gender Swap Games 
 
    In a world dominated by women, men have been reduced to oiled, unthinking slaves. Those who rebel against female rule are forced to participate in the Gender-Swap Games, a weekly tournament where men must battle to retain their bodies… or risk being turned into girls!

Now it’s former-slave Frank’s turn to enter the arena and fight to stay male. As one by one his opponents are swapped into busty bimbos, this alpha male finds himself locked in a battle of wits with the beautiful, terrifying High Priestess. Can Frank defeat the Games and keep his male body? Or is he destined to experience the sick and twisted thrill of being forced to become female? 
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Becoming Christine 
 
    (the complete digital slave girl trilogy) 
 
    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?  
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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