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I

“Jesus Christ, that’s disgusting.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s not illegal.”

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

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

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

Someone had to say something.

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

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

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

He shook his head.

“Just have some dignity for Chrissakes.”

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

“Look what you’ve done now.”

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

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

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

“You fucking dick-“ she began.

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

“I’ve had enough of this.”

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

“You are the biggest cock-”

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

He gestured the glass doors.

“Fuck off!”

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

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

Outwardly, he gave her a shit-eating smile.

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

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

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

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

“Fucking fed up,” he repeated.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Where the hell was the light switch?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She held up her book.

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

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

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

The girl smiled again. A secretive, mischievous smile. 

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

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

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

And then he saw it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then it was over.

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

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

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

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

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

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

It wasn’t true, it couldn’t be true…

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

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

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

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

She smiled.

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

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

The girl sneered at him.

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

Her eyes twinkled.

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

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

She tilted her head.

“Can you feel it?”

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

A deep desire to become pregnant.

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

She paused for effect.

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

“What?!” Shrieked Dan.

The girl’s lip curled.

“Look at your hand.”

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

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

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

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

Her lip curled contemptuously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No, he thought to himself. Please…

“Tiffany?”

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

No, she can’t…

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

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

Inside his mind was reeling.

Baby? Honey? Home?!

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

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


II

“Here ya go, baby.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Their old lives had been completely scrubbed from history.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Behind him he heard Jack give a confused cry.

“Tiffany, baby, wait!”

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

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

“Babe, what’s wrong?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love you.” Jack said, quietly.

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

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

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

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

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

*

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No!” Dan shrieked. “You can’t…”

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

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

His lip curled contemptuously.

“We will make sure you get pregnant.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let the impregnation begin!”

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

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

“Jack…?” He whispered dreamily.

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

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

*

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

He was drenched.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I want your babies.” He purred.

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

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

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

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

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

He couldn’t wait to become a mommy.


III

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

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

To get heavily pregnant with as many children as possible.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And that meant he would stay in this body forever.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The overawed look of a father to be.

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

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

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

*

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But this time, there was nothing.

The old Dan was gone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Our baby,” he’d whisper.

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

*

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Here we go.”

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

“Baby, that’s perfect.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I want to feel it,” he whispered.

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

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

*

Two days later, it happened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

His water had just broke.

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

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

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

“It’s started.”


IV

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And push,” said the midwife, firmly.

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

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

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

But mostly, he thought only of the pain.

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

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

And he was giving birth.

“And push.”

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

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

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

He’d given birth to twins.

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

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

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

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

Jack had been crying.

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

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

“What do you think?”

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

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

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

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

*

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Here he’d smiled impishly.

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

He straightened up.

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

Weakly, Dan had nodded his pretty little head.

“Yes, please.” He’d whispered.

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

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

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

He had to get pregnant again.

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

“Hey.”

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

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

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

She casually took a sip of her coffee.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I hope so.”

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

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

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

“What’s your name?”

“Tiffany.”

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

Then she was gone, vanishing into the afternoon sunlight.

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

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

Baby’s kicking, she thought, vaguely.

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

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

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

They were young. They were in love.

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

The End.


Like what you’ve read? Why not try Lisa Change’s brand new tale of gender-swap revenge and forced male pregnancy…

She Turned Him Into a Pregnant Housewife

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


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


Lisa Change’s latest tale of gender swap revenge and forced male pregnancy follows Jon on his journey from racist macho man to pregnant young mommy with a perfect eye for erotic detail. Deliciously descriptive, it makes for a wonderfully kinky read. 
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Like what you’ve read? Why not try Lisa Change’s delightfully cruel new series about gender swap revenge and feminization…
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(Digital Slave Girl Series)

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


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


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


Lisa Change’s new tale of gender-swap revenge and servitude is darker and sexier than ever. Wonderfully kinky, it charts Christian’s twisted descent into the depths of feminized humiliation with delicious cruelty. 
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Like what you’ve read? Why not try Lisa Change’s novel-length tale of feminized humiliation and gender swap servitude…

He Became Her Slave Girl

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


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


Lisa Change’s cruel and sexy debut novel follows Harry into the depths of feminized humiliation. Dark, thrilling, and deeply kinky, it builds to breath-taking climax. 

Read more at Amazon.com…
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