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“Hey!”

Jack smiled innocently as Katie slapped his hand away then turned and glared into his eye. 

“What?”

“I said,” Katie’s eyes flashed dangerously, “no touching! Want me to call the bouncer?”

Jack’s eyes flicked across the dingy club to the enormous, well-muscled black man stood watching him in the far corner. Then they travelled slowly back to Katie’s enormous bare breasts. He shook his head.

“Good.” Katie glowered at him. “But I’m warning you, Jack… touch my ass again and you’re out!”

“Sure thing, babe,” Jack replied, attempting a humble nod. Inside he was laughing.

Dumb cunt, he thought, cruelly. She’s desperate for my dick, and she knows it.

If he could have gotten away with it, he would have pinched her perfect, round ass again, just to show her who was in charge. 

Instead, he simply sat there as Katie wearily resumed her dance. Rolling her hips, curving her body, letting her hands run across her tits. 

Fuck, she looks amazing, Jack thought. 

He’d been coming to Rosie’s Gentlemen’s Club every night after work for as long as he could remember. Although he enjoyed all the girls, he would go out of his way to get Katie over. 

She was stunning. With her long, straight blonde hair, pneumatic breasts, slender legs and firm butt, she could have been a supermodel. Instead, here she was: dressed only in a tiny thong that barely covered her smooth pussy, grinding away for the few measly bucks Jack would deign to throw at her. 

Just thinking about it made Jack’s dick as hard as iron. Out in the real world, a young bombshell like Katie would never even look twice at him. In this dark, parallel universe with its throbbing bass and sticky floors, though…

…In here, she was his slave. 

“OK, time up.” Katie got to her feet, the dance over. “Either cough up for another, or I’m outta here.”

“I don’t think so.” Jack folded his arms. “You owe me five more minutes.”

“Get bent,” Katie scowled, her 19-year old face looking wonderfully petulant. “That was long enough. Besides, you might grope me again.”

“Au contraire,” Jack said. “I’ve got five minutes left. And you either dance for me now, or no more of these.”

At that, he pulled out a crisp hundred. Dangled it under Katie’s nose. She automatically reached out. Jack yanked it back.

“Ah-ah,” he said. “I only give these to girls I like. Just like I only buy drinks for the girls I like. How many do I usually get you, Katie? A few shots a night? Twenty of these greenbacks across the week?”

His eyes glinted.

“Not to mention your… presents.”

One of Katie’s hands automatically went to the silver necklace dangling round her neck. Jack had bought it for her just six months ago. It had cost $2,000. A lot, but not too much for someone like Jack. 

Besides, he had thought of it as an investment.

And now it was paying back big time. 

“How much is nursing school gonna cost you again?” He asked, quietly. “Fifty grand? Sixty? Sure you can afford to lose two thousand dollars a week right now?”

For a second, he wondered if the angry stripper would hit him. Katie looked furious. Then her expression cleared. She forced up a smile. 

“You’re right,” she mumbled. “Five more minutes. Sorry, I forgot.”

“Don’t sweat it,” Jack smiled. “It happens to the best of us. Now. Dance.”

Obediently, Katie climbed across Jack’s legs and began gyrating, her pussy nearly rubbing against his cock, her boobs inches from his face. 

Jack knew this beautiful girl hated him. Found him creepy, disgusting. But he also knew that the silly bitch would do anything for money. 

Hadn’t he robbed her of her dignity enough times to know this?

Slowly, Jack let a hand drift down. As soon as he was sure the bouncer wasn’t looking, he reached up and let his palm drift across Katie’s smooth ass. A frown crossed her perfect face. She opened her mouth to chew him out, and Jack pinched hard.

“Listen, sister,” he hissed, enjoying the look of pain on her face. “You need to get something through your thick head. You’re just a poor dumb bimbo who has to get her tits out to make a buck. I’m the guy paying your rent with his hard-earned cash, the only guy willing to put up with your unprofessional shit.”

Katie’s expression was black now. However, she bit her tongue. 

“I own you,” Jack whispered. “And if I want to touch your slutty little ass, I’ll goddamn well touch it. Got that, Katie?”

There was a long silence. Jack smiled smugly into Katie’s face. He knew she was weighing up her options. Weighing up how much it would cost her to spit in his face and have the bouncer throw him out. Weighing up if she could afford to shake off her most-generous customer. 

Jack didn’t care. He already knew which way the decision would go.

At long last, Katie lowered her eyes and nodded.

“I got it,” she whispered.

“Good girl,” Jack said. He took the hundred and gently hooked it through Katie’s G-string. Then he got out another two and did likewise. 

“Call it a bonus for being a clever little girl,” he winked. “You’ll get more of that later. I’ve got some buddies from the bank coming in, and they’d love to get a private dance.”

He gave her ass one last pinch.

“If you know what I mean,” he finished, softly. 

Katie nodded. He saw she’d had to physically bite her lip to hold back… either tears or screams, he wasn’t sure which. 

It didn’t matter. She’d learned her lesson. As long as they were in this dark and dingy club, she was no longer a woman.

She was Jack’s property. 

“Right, get outta here,” Jack said, sitting back. “I’m bored of looking at your tits. Send the barmaid over, then come find me in half an hour. The boys should be here by then.”

Obediently, Katie stood up, turned and stalked off into the shadowy recesses of the club. She walked with a sexy grace, rolling her ass, winking at the other high-rollers. But Jack could see her trembling. See her rage. 

He’d made her mad, alright. 

Good, he thought, absently. Stupid bitch deserves it.

It was only later, when he had a pert pair of titties of his own, and dozens of men groping his naked ass while he trembled with humiliated rage, that he began to wish he’d been nicer to Katie. 

*

Twenty minutes later, Jack was stood at a urinal, shaking the last drops out his 2-inch dick. 

It had been a great night so far. After humiliating Katie, he’d called over one of the other girls – a raven-haired chick named Sandy – and got her to share a couple of glasses of expensive vodka with him. Then he’d discreetly slipped her four hundred dollars. 

“For your company,” he’d whispered in her ear. “Thanks so much.”

As she’d left, he’d tried not to snigger.

Sandy would undoubtedly tell Katie about her unexpected tip. 

And Katie would undoubtedly be horrified that she’d had to dance, be groped and submit to Jack for three hundred dollars, while Sandy had gotten more simply for sitting beside him. 

Women, he thought happily to himself as he dried his hands, you gotta treat ‘em like trash. Little whores don’t deserve any better.

He glanced at his watch. The guys would be there any minute. Quickly, he shook the water off his palms, shoved open the door and stepped out into the corridor. 

The restrooms were situated in the same area as the private rooms for special dances. As Jack wandered along, whistling, he heard a faint voice. 

“Just this way, honey… OK, here we are…”

He stopped in his tracks, then went and sauntered round the corner. 

Well, well, he thought, look at this.

A few doors down, Katie was leading an old woman by the arm toward one of the private booths. She was some frail old thing dressed in dowdy grandmas’ clothes, and evidently so weak she couldn’t walk without the stripper’s help. 

Just seeing it made Jack crease up in silent laughter.

Oh boy, he thought, she really will do anything for a quick buck!

They reached a door. Katie gently opened it, her pert boobs swaying from her frame. She was just about to lead the old gal in when Jack impulsively wandered up to her. 

“Hey there, slut.” He said loudly, slapping her ass.

The reaction was instantaneous, Katie spun round, white as a sheet, her red-painted mouth frozen in a little ‘o’. Jack smirked.

“How’s my favorite whore doing?” 

At his words, the old woman’s head jerked up like someone had slapped her. Katie’s beautiful cheeks flushed red.

“I’m not a whore!” Katie hissed. “I’m a dancer.” 

“Yeah, right,” Jack sneered. “Would a ‘dancer’ let me do this?”

And he reached out and grabbed her left nipple and pinched it hard. Katie let out a yelp and jumped back, pain and humiliation flashing across her features. Jack turned to the old woman.

“See?” He said. “Drop her a hundred and this little tart will do anything, even for an old dyke like you. Pro tip.”

Katie was white with horror. She shook her head wildly. At first Jack felt a surge of accomplishment, then something clicked and his good mood ebbed away.

Katie wasn’t looking at him in horror.

She was looking at the old woman. 

Like he was in a dream, Jack turned and looked down at the crone stood before him, a dark expression on her wrinkled face. Up close, he could see she looked ancient. 

“You’re not a very polite young man, are you?” The crone’s voice was strong, almost youthful.

And very, very angry.

“He didn’t mean it!” Jack heard Katie gasp. “Please, not another one! Just let me talk to him.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Jack turned to her. “Whaddya mean ‘not another one’?”

But Katie kept her eyes fixed on the old woman. 

“He doesn’t know,” she begged. “And he’s a good customer, he gives me enough to go to school on. Please Grandma!” 

“Wait a sec,” Jack held up one hand. “This crazy old bitch is your grandma?!”

At that moment, the crone began to cackle. She laughed long and loud, not taking her eyes off Jack. The sound of her voice made his blood run cold. 

She sounded so powerful. 

“Oh, I’m more than that, dear,” she finished, leering at Jack with a twinkle in her eye. “I’m a witch. A very old-fashioned witch. One who think women should be treated with respect.”

“This is crazy.” Jack turned to Katie. “I’m outta here. Take your grandma and your big fat tits and find someone else to shake down for cash.” 

He turned to leave.

“You’re not going anywhere,” the crone growled. Then she clicked her fingers and suddenly Jack’s feet just stopped. 

What the-? Jack tried to move, to take another step. But it was no use. It was like his legs had turned to stone. 

“Turn around.”

To his horror, Jack felt his body obediently spin round to face the old woman. 

She’s taken over my mind! He thought in terror. 

“You were a very naughty boy just now,” the crone said, smiling up at Jack’s petrified face. “Do you know what I do to naughty boys?” 

Jack shook his head. What the fuck was happening?!

“I punish them,” the crone declared. “And I’ve got just the spell for you.”

And then she clicked her fingers. 

For a split second nothing happened. Jack gazed from the smiling crone to Katie, her expression both horrified and strangely excited. 

“Oh Jack,” the stripper whispered, a slow smile creeping across her face. “You really fucked up this time!”

Jack was shrinking. Either side of him, the red-painted walls of the corridor were rising up away from him. In no time at all, his 6ft4 frame had shed so many inches that he was down to Katie’s height. And still he kept shrinking. 

“Wh-what have you done to me?” He squeaked.

“You’ll find out soon enough,” the crone smiled. “For now, I’d advise you to just sit back and enjoy the ride.”

There was a popping sound and Jack felt his clothes begin to loosen. Looking down he saw the buttons were pinging off his shirt, one after the other, while his pants unzipped themselves. With a sudden tearing noise they ripped themselves off his skin, leaving him standing naked in the corridor. 

Jack opened his mouth to yell, then something caught his eye and the sound died in his throat.

His naked body was changing. Where once he’d had a broad chest dusted with wiry hair, he now had a narrow, hairless thing devoid of muscle. 

As he watched, his pecs began to sag and lose their definition. Then suddenly they were growing, expanding away from his chest, the nipples turning long and pink. In horror, Jack threw up his hands to stop them and suddenly found himself clutching a gigantic pair of firm, round breasts. He glanced up at Katie in fright. 

“Wow!” The stripper said. “Look at those puppies. Damn, Jack, you’ve gotta be Double-G at least!”

There was an itching in Jack’s scalp. His short, dark hair was growing, flowing from his head and cascading down his back, over his naked shoulders. As it grew its color changed, going from black to near-transparent blond. The ends curled into pretty little ringlets that came to rest just above his big new boobies. 

A pressure built in Jack’s behind and his ass jumped up, filling out and becoming round and peach-like. There was a grinding and his hips thrust outwards as the fat melted away from his sides. With a loud click his spine curved inward, thrusting his smooth new ass back and his fantastic new chest forwards. 

Jack gaped at his sexy new hourglass figure, his mind whirling. 

“Stop!” He shouted. “Katie, what the fuck is she doing to me?!”

“You mean you haven’t figured it out yet, dear?” The crone purred. “Katie, care to enlighten him?”

Katie nodded and smiled right into Jack’s helpless face. 

“What do you think she’s doing?” She said. “She’s turning you into a girl.”

The changes were coming faster now. In quick succession Jack’s shoulders tugged in, losing their masculine broadness. His biceps shed their muscle, leaving him with two slender, delicate arms. His legs stretched upwards, becoming long and smooth and sexy. 

“You’re looking better already!” The crone cried delightedly. “But we’ve still got work to do. First things first, let’s get rid of that ugly face!”

No sooner were the words out her mouth than the flesh on Jack’s face seemed to warp, moving of its own accord. He let out a girly shriek and threw up his hands to stop it and found himself staring in horror at ten elegant fingers topped with long nails painted a lurid red. 

Jack’s face twisted like it was modelling clay being reshaped by an invisible giant. He felt his masculine jawline get shoved back inside his skull, leaving him with soft, round, feminine features. Felt his lips get plumped up. Felt his eyes widen, becoming large and doe-like. Felt his Adam’s apple roll back inside his throat and disappear. 

Something trembled in the edges of his vision, fluttering like the wings of a bird. In shock, Jack realized he was now sporting long and delicate eyelashes. He gave a squeak of fright…

And then he felt it. 

Between his legs, his tiny dick gave one last, feeble twitch. With a cry, Jack thrust his dainty new hands out, trying desperately to hold onto this last trace of his manhood.

But he was too late. Before he could even grasp its tip, his cock shot back inside his body, dragging his balls with it. For a second, there was only smooth skin. Then a terrible sound came like Velcro being ripped, and two plump lips appeared either side of his moist and tender hole. 

Jack was now the proud owner of a trembling pussy. 

A final ripple passed through Jack’s skin, causing his new boobies to bounce around wildly, and then it was over. 

Wordlessly, Jack looked down at his new body. He reached up and cupped the large breasts dangling heavily from his frame. Felt their nipples, pointed and tender. Let one hand drop down and run across his smooth, bare ass, shuddering at the sexy new way his body curved.

He looked up at the crone, still sneering at him. And at Katie, watching him with laughter in her beautiful eyes.

“What…” he began, then stopped, his eyes going wide with fright. 

His voice was wrong. Where it should have been deep and powerful, it was light and airy and musical. A girl’s voice.

“What the fuck did you do to me?!” He shrieked. 

Oh my God, he thought in numb horror, I sound like a valley girl!

The crone gestured a large, grimy mirror hanging further down the hall. 

“See for yourself,” she said, sweetly. 

With reluctant steps, Jack walked past Katie, trying desperately to ignore the way his ass wiggled as he moved. Trying to ignore the pale pink breasts wobbling in the bottom of his vision. 

He stopped before the mirror, took a deep breath. And looked.

It was horrible!

The girl before him was young, very young. 18 if she was a day. Big, blue eyes peeked shyly out from under long blonde hair that fell in little ringlets over her shoulders. Her lips were large and pink (perfect for giving blowjobs, Jack thought unhappily). 

A great big pair of boobies hung from her sexy, curved frame, the nipples long and pink and pointed. A hairless pussy hung between two long, slender legs that ended in a perfect ass. 

That can’t be me, Jack thought, shaking his head. Then he froze.

The girl in the mirror had shook her head in time with him, a disgusted expression on her soft, beautiful face. A feeling of panic rising up in him, Jack reached up one dainty hand and stuck out his tongue. He was horrified to see the bimbo before him do likewise. 

There was no doubt about it. 

This ditzy young blonde, this trashy little whore, was him.

He was a girl. 

“Well?” Called the crone, “what do you think?” 

What do I think?! Jack raged inside himself. I think you should turn be back right now you crazy bitch!

Outwardly, he simply let out a low moan.  

“She looks like a stripper,” he said, miserably, hating how soft and feminine his new voice sounded. Hating how the girl in the mirror moved her lips in time with him. 

“Funny you should say that…” the crone’s voice was alive with laughter. “Let’s see how you look with your new uniform on!”

Uniform…? Jack wondered, and then there was no time left to think.

There was a tinkling sound followed by a weight on his ears. Looking in the mirror, he saw he was now wearing two heavy pink earrings, expensive-looking stones dangling from them. He reached up to touch them and then a long necklace appeared around his neck, the large diamond at its end coming to rest nestled between his enormous breasts.

Jack wordlessly stared at it. It looked so expensive! Without realizing it, he felt a thrill run through his newly-female body at the sight of it. 

A pink liquid was oozing round his waist, seemingly defying gravity. As Jack watched it solidified into a thin piece of satiny fabric, the edges crinkling and becoming trimmed with white lace, and suddenly he was wearing an extremely short mini-skirt. 

Jack grabbed the edges and tried to tug it down, but it would go no further. The stupid thing barely covered his tender new pussy. The slightest movement sent its hemline swishing up so everyone could see his round, sexy bum!

There was a jolt, and suddenly the girl in the mirror lifted upwards off the ground. A pair of bright pink heels were forming around Jack’s tiny new feet, causing him to nearly fall over. 

He looked down at them and wordlessly shook his head, long blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision. The stiletto heels were sharp as hell and four inches at least. How the hell would he ever walk in them?

Then he had no more time to think about it. Pink lipstick unfurled itself across his lips, blusher decorated his cheeks and a piercing appeared in his naval with a sharp pain.

Finally a pair of bright pink nipple tassels flew across the room and attached themselves to his breasts so firmly that he let out a squeal of pain. At last, it was over.

“There.” Declared the crone. “Perfect.”

Perfect?! Jack thought in shock.

To him, his new body and uniform were anything but. He gaped at his heavy, pendulous new breasts with their absurd nipple tassels. Cringed at the way the hem of his tiny skirt refused to cover both his ass and pussy at once. 

“Oh, you’ll get used to it,” the crone declared. 

Her eyes narrowed.

“You’ll have to. There’s no time to mess around.”

There was something in her voice that made Jack’s blood run cold. 

“What do you mean?” He whispered in his soft new voice. 

“Here’s the deal.” The crone folded her arms. “You were very rude to Katie earlier, so I decided to transform you and teach you a lesson. But Katie apparently needs your money to get through medical school…”

“Yes!” Jack shouted, “God yes, take it!”

He turned to Katie and pleadingly clutched her delicate hands in his own. With a jolt he realized she was now a good three inches taller than he was. 

“Take it!” He sobbed, desperately, looking up into her beautiful face. “My savings, my stocks, all of it! I don’t care, just so long as you make her turn me back!” 

“No chance.” The old woman snarled. “You need to learn your lesson the hard way.”

Jack shook his head, uncomprehending. 

Was I always this slow? He wondered, or did that crazy bitch give me a bimbo’s brain too?

“You treated Katie here like your property,” the old woman was saying, “so it’s only fair you have to experience that too. That means working here.”

Her lip curled into a cruel smile.

“As a stripper. If you make enough money for Katie to get through medical school, I promise I’ll go against my better judgement and turn you back.”

Medical school? 

Jack’s stomach sank. That would take ages! Even if he worked his pert new ass off, he’d be trapped in this stupid, sexy body with its soft skin, dangling boobies and blowjob lips for a month, at least!

“On one condition.” The crone smiled. “You must make it all by midnight tonight.”

Jack’s jaw dropped open, leaving his pretty, painted mouth in a despairing ‘o’ shape.

“But-but that’s impossible!” He moaned in his feminine whimper. 

Behind him, Katie laughed out loud. 

“Oh my God, this is perfect!” She clapped her hands. Jack shot her a look of utter loathing.

“I need ten thousand more dollars.” Katie smartly reached out and grabbed Jack’s new tits, weighing them in her hands, “with titties like these, you could probably manage it, if you offered a few dozen private dances.”

Jack leapt back, shoving Katie’s hands away. How dare she grab his chest like that? He’d never felt so violated in all his life!

Katie stepped forward and gave him a ringing slap. Pain exploded across Jack’s face. He gaped helplessly up at the woman he’d considered his property only fifteen short minutes ago. 

“Cool it, bitch!” Katie snapped. “If you want to get back to being that asshole, you’ll need my help. Which means…”

She shot out a hand and grabbed hold of Jack’s pussy. He squealed and tried to twist away, but didn’t dare step back in case she slapped him again.

“…I need to know what your slutty new body is good for.” 

Katie’s thumb dug into Jack’s brand new clit, making it throb tenderly. With her spare hand she reached around and pinched Jack’s smooth ass, sending little rockets of pain through him. She dropped him a wink. 

“How d’you like that, bitch?” She whispered, her lips inches from Jack’s ear. “How does the big, strong man like being the silly little tart?” 

Jack closed his eyes, his mind a whirl of pain and fear and humiliation. Katie’s thumb was making his clit shoot out urgent messages to his brain, while the way she pinched his ass made him feel cheap and trashy. 

“I love it.” He whimpered, miserably. 

“Good.” Katie stepped back. “I’ll help you, give you some pointers. God knows you deserve this, but God knows I need that money even more.”

A feeling of gratitude humiliating in its intensity washed over Jack. He gave a pathetically grateful smile.

“Thanks, Katie.” 

“Oh don’t thank me just yet,” Katie grinned a savage grin. “I’ll help you, but I’m going to have some fun, too. First off, you need a new name. How about…?”

She giggled.

“I’ve got it. How about Candy?”

“Candy?!” Yelped Jack. “No way!”

“If you want my help, you don’t have a choice,” said Katie. “Second, I choose your clients. I tell you to go shake your slutty little ass in some big black guy’s face, you go shake that ass immediately. Got that, Candy?”

Jack silently nodded his pretty little head, glowering at his new boss.

What a bitch! He thought, angrily. 

“Perfect. Third, there’s something you have to do for me.” Katie gave him a cruel smile. “Kiss my feet.”

“No fucking way!” Jack shouted in his high-pitched voice. “That’s sick, you’re a sick woman Katie! I won’t play your games!”

“In that case, Candy, I hope you enjoy that new body of yours. Because without my help you’ll be stuck that way forever.”

Helplessly, Jack looked from Katie to his reflection – to dumb bimbo Candy staring back at him from the depths of the mirror. The old woman watched him with a smile. 

Finally, he gave a jerky nod. 

“Good girl,” Katie said. “Now get on with it.”

Slowly, with a hot feeling of humiliation, Jack lowered his new body down onto all fours. He could feel his enormous breasts dangling, pulling on his frame. Could feel his stupid skirt riding up, exposing his pert ass and shaved pussy to the world. 

The floor was sticky beneath his dainty new hands. Katie’s feet, clad in black leather boots were inches from his face. 

I can’t… Jack thought, struggling to fight. I won’t…

No sooner had the thought crossed his mind than he leant forwards. His plump, pink lips pressed firmly against the toe of Katie’s boot. Eyes screwed up in disgust, he gave it a long, lingering kiss.

“And the other one.”

Moaning with horror, Jack obediently planted a kiss on Katie’s other foot. The taste of leather was strange on his tongue. Then he slowly sank onto his haunches, looking up at his evil new mistress.

“Good. Now say ‘I’m a dumb little bitch’.”

“I’m a dumb little bitch,” Jack repeated through gritted teeth. 

“Excellent. And are you sorry you were rude to me earlier?”

Jack lowered his eyes. He nodded dumbly, long streaks of blond hair falling across his vision.

“In that case, let’s get you started.” 

With astonishing strength, Katie reached down and yanked him to his feet. 

She could probably kick my ass in this body, Jack thought with a fresh wave of fear. But Katie didn’t lay a finger on him. Instead, she gave her witch-grandma a goodbye kiss and a whispered ‘thank you’, then took Jack’s hand in her own and marched him back toward the main part of the club. 

At his demure new height, Jack struggled to keep up with her. His ridiculous heels slipped, nearly spilling him over. He felt like a bad girl being taken to the naughty room by her disapproving mother.

Because that’s what I am now, he thought with a feeling of nausea, a girl. A naughty little girl who gets her big fat titties out for a couple of bucks. 

“Here we are,” Katie declared, sweeping the curtain aside, “here’s where you make your fortune!” 

The club was fuller now. Guys in suits sat in little groups, whooping at the women. Others lounged in private booths, getting lap dances from young, gyrating girls. Jack shrank behind Katie, feeling mortified by his naked flesh.

“There’s no time for that,” Katie said firmly, grabbing his hand and dragging him out into the room. “Trust me, you’ve no time to be a shy, Candy. You want to get that ten thousand? Then here are your first customers!”

With rough hands she shoved Jack toward a table. His heels gave out and with a little girly squeal he crashed against it, going sprawling, his big boobies knocking drinks over. 

He heard a group of men laughing and looked up, desperately trying to rearrange his pretty face into a welcoming, servile smile. Instead, it froze into an expression of horror. 

“What’s your name, tits?” 

“God, look at the legs on her.”

“Hey, big tits, how about a dance?”

No! Jack thought, a white hot rage building up inside him. She wouldn’t. She couldn’t!

Then he felt a strong, calloused hand slap his ass and stuff a note into his skirt. Hopelessly, he turned and gazed into the face of his handsome young assistant Brett. 

“Hey, what’s your name?” He said casually, “Wanna give me a private dance?” 

A trickle of ice ran down Jack’s spine. He gazed wordlessly at his colleagues. At the guys from work he’d invited to meet him here. At the guys who he’d spent countless hours with in bars like this, leering at semi-naked women. 

At the guys he was now going to have to wiggle his sexy new body for if he ever wanted to become a man again. 

“Here you are, honey,” he heard Katie whisper in his ear. “Your first clients. Now dance.” 

With a feeling of utter humiliation, Jack pulled his gorgeous new body upright. Then, with the eyes of everyone he knew from work locked on his chest and ass, he miserably began to dance.

*

The next hour was the worst of Jack’s life. 

His work buddies were like animals. Every time Jack bent forward, his tiny skirt riding up to expose his bare ass and shaved pussy, he’d hear loud jeering and feel thick fingers urgently pinching at his flesh. 

Every time he gave one of his colleagues a lap dance, they’d leer at his gorgeous breasts, practically salivating onto his titties like they were starving men suddenly confronted with two big hocks of ham. 

Worst of all were the comments. Although his buddies were experts at throwing their cash around, they treated him like utter shit. When they wanted his attention, they’d shout something like ‘big tits’ or give a whistle. When they wanted a drink, they’d simply stuff a fifty into Jack’s skirt and order him to go get them a vodka. When he finally came back, they’d take the drink with a muttered ‘thanks, slut’.

It was like he was suddenly no longer human. Trapped in his delicate woman’s body, Jack wasn’t someone his buddies would talk to, or even just a girl they’d leer at in the street.

He was simply their property. A dumb bimbo too stupid to do anything else with her life but thrust her tits in men’s faces for money. He was worthless, except as a piece of eye candy.

And his buddies took special care to make sure he knew that. 

About ninety minutes after his transformation, Jack found himself stood at the bar, waiting for Sandy to give him an expensive vodka to take back to the guys. 

His body was killing him. He’d had no idea being a stripper was such hard work! His feet ached from walking in these stupid high-heels. His legs and torso ached from all the dancing he’d been forced to do. His face ached from being forced to smile all the time. 

Katie had told him the one golden rule, seconds after he started: don’t smile and don’t get paid. It was simple as that. 

And Jack needed that money.

“Tough crowd?” 

Jack turned as Sandy set the tray down for him, a sympathetic look on her beautiful face. With her pert breasts, short dark hair and delicate face, Sandy used to drive Jack wild. 

Now, though, he found he wasn’t remotely attracted to her at all. On the other hand, he couldn’t stop casting secretive glances at the strong black bouncer stood near the door. 

The old crone’s magic had done more than simply turned Jack into a beautiful woman.

It had turned him into a beautiful straight woman. 

“Tell me about it,” Jack replied, trying to ignore how high-pitched his voice sounded. “Those guys are complete assholes.” 

Sandy nodded, wrinkling her nose.

“God yeah. There’s this one guy who sometimes comes in with them, Jack or John or something. Anyway, he’s a total creep. Always groping, acting like he can just grab your tits and get away with it. Worse part is, some of the girls do let him get away with it.” 

She shook her head at the distant table full of Jack’s drunken workmates. 

“You’re lucky he’s not here tonight. A blond looking like you do?” She glanced at Jack’s new breasts with a wry smile. “He wouldn’t leave you alone.”

For a second, Jack didn’t know what to say. He was half-tempted to grab Sandy’s hair and give her a ringing slap.

That fucking cunt! He thought angrily, I give her four hundred dollars and she has the cheek to talk about me like that?

But he was pretty sure Sandy was stronger than he was in his new body, and lashing out would just get him an ass-kicking. Besides, he couldn’t risk getting thrown out and failing to make his money.

Not unless he wanted to be stuck shaking his beautiful titties for leering men for the rest of his life.

“Thanks,” he said in his high-pitched voice, picking up the tray, “I’ll watch out for him.”

“Don’t mention it,” Sandy shrugged. “Candy, was it?”

“That’s me,” Jack flashed her a brilliant smile, desperately wishing that it wasn’t. 

“Nice to meet you, Candy. How much you made so far?”

Not enough, Jack thought grimly. Outwardly, he simply winked.

“That would be telling.” 

Sandy snorted with laughter. 

“OK, whatever. You have fun, Candy.” 

Jack gave her another smile then wiggled his way back through the crowd, his mind in turmoil.

Why did she emphasize my name like that? He wondered as he squeezed through groups of men who openly stared at his tits. Christ! Does she know it’s me in here? Katie was talking to her earlier…

Would Katie really do that? Would she tell all the other girls what had happened to their most-hated customer? 

Did the whole world now know that Jack was stuck as some silly, sexy stripper? 

“Big tits. Hey. I’m talking to you.”

Lost in his reverie, Jack hadn’t noticed the man beside him saying his female name. He summoned up a brilliant smile and turned, letting his eyelashes flutter.

God, what now?

“Sorry, sir,” he said in his soft voice, deliberately letting a seductive note creep in, “how silly of me. I definitely should have noticed a handsome young stud like you.”

He let himself roll his new hips, showing off his curves. Then just for good measure, he bit his lower lip and giggled. 

I’m turning into such a little cocktease. 

Beside him, Brett smiled, hands casually slung into his pockets. Jack had always known his blond young assistant was handsome, but it was only now in his new, female body that he began to appreciate exactly how handsome.

The sight of his tall frame, broad shoulders and strong arms was like a magnet for Candy’s eyes. Jack felt himself appreciatively taking in his square jaw, piercing blue eyes and stylish stubble. Felt his eyes briefly linger on the bulge in his pants.

I wonder how big his dick is?

Angrily, he gave himself a mental shake. 

Snap out of it! He commanded. He’s your assistant, remember? And you’re a man, a straight man! It’s the magic forcing you to have these thoughts!

Nonetheless, he couldn’t stop himself from picturing Brett naked, his muscular body slick with sweat as he pounded his enormous cock into Jack’s delicate little pussy. 

Brett smiled, like he’d just read Jack’s mind and liked what he saw.

“I’ve been watching you work,” he said. “You’re hot, y’know.”

To his mortified surprise, Jack felt his cheeks flush red. He gave a girly giggle. 

Oh my god, I wish I had his dick in my mouth… 

“I was thinking.” Brett stepped closer to Jack, towering over him. It was a weird feeling for Jack, who usually looked down on everyone else.

“How would you like to make some real money?”

Jack’s ears pricked up. Could this be it? His salvation?

“What did you have in mind?” He asked, a big, beautiful smile still etched on his soft face.

Brett merely winked at him, making Jack’s legs go weak. He leaned in close.

“Let’s go somewhere private,” he whispered.

*

The private booth was red and dingy. As Jack tottered in on his high heels, he could still hear the bass thumping through the thin, painted walls. 

“Here we are.” He turned and flashed Brett a sultry smile. “What would you like to do? I could dance, or maybe…”

Jack trailed off, his blood running cold. Over by the closed door, Brett had reached into his pants and pulled out his long, hard, thick cock. Now he gently stroked the end, eyes fixed on Jack’s big, round tits. 

“I think you know what I want.” Brett whispered.

Jack nervously shook his pretty little head, blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision.

“Sorry, I don’t…”

“Of course you do.” Brett smiled. “A little slut like you must get it all the time.”

Jack couldn’t respond. There was something about the sight of Brett’s dick, all nine inches of it, that was strangely mesmerizing. He tried to tear his eyes away and found he couldn’t.

God, what an incredible dick, he thought, hungrily. I’d give anything to feel that inside my mouth…

Horrified at the thoughts flooding his brain, Jack forcefully shook his head again. 

“I only do dances,” he said. “If you want, I can get one of the other girls?”

“You’re not going anywhere.” Brett took a step forward, dick still clasped in his hand. Jack shrank back, raising one protective arm across his breasts. His heart thumped in his chest.

I’ve got to get out of here… He thought. 

But not all of him agreed. Even as he was thinking about escaping, the other, female part of his brain was thinking:

Ohmygod I want to suck his cock.

A trickle of moisture ran down the inside of his leg. To his embarrassment, Jack realized his new pussy was dripping wet.

“We’re going to fuck,” Brett was saying, his eyes alive with power, power over Jack. “I’m going to stick my big dick in your slutty little cunt and cum all over your stupid fat tits. And afterwards…”

He sneered.

“You’re going to thank me.” 

Jack wanted to run. Every part of his male brain was screaming at him to just run and get away from his assistant, then fire Brett the minute he got his old body back.

The only trouble was, he wasn’t sure if he would get his body back if he ran.

“You’ll need to pay.” He said at last, amazed that he was now doing deals for men to fuck his gorgeous tight pussy. 

“Five hundred,” said Brett.

“No way!” Jack yelped. “Two thousand!” 

“Seven fifty, or I walk,” came the reply.

Jack wanted to scream with frustration. It was true, Brett held all the cards. But if he wanted to make his target and get his old body back, there was no way he could settle for less than a thousand. 

“One thousand,” he whispered after a moment’s hard thought.

Brett shook his head and turned to go, zipping his cock back into his pants.

“…and you get to rape me.” 

For a second, Brett didn’t move. Jack’s heart was beating wildly. He needed Brett to take his offer. Needed it!

At the same time, he almost hoped he wouldn’t. 

Even if the witch turned him back into a man, he’d never be able to lose the memories of his handsome young assistant raping him like the little slut he was. 

Finally, Brett turned back round. A slow smile crept over his face.

“Deal.” He said. 

“Great.” Jack smiled, shyly. “This is actually my first time, so maybe we could-?”

That was as far as he got. 

With sickening speed, Brett strode across the room and gave him a backhand slap. Jack’s entire world flashed red, then he was falling, falling into a heap on the floor.

He landed badly, bruising his arm. His skirt flipped up, exposing his pussy to the world. He tried to sit up.

But it was too late. In a flash, Brett was on him, his strong male body pinning Jack to the floor. One large hand grabbed both of Jack’s dainty hands and thrust them up above his head, pinning him. 

“That’s it, slut. Struggle!” Brett hissed, his breath hot and wet against Jack’s soft, female cheeks. “Struggle like the little whore you are!” 

Oh my God no, please God please! Jack thought in horror, but it was no use. 

Even as he squirmed, he felt Brett tear his nipple tassels off. Felt him pinch his tits hard, making him cry out. Felt him rudely grab his smooth legs and yank them apart, exposing his pussy to the world. 

“Look at you, you fucking whore,” Brett grunted, jabbing his thumb into Jack’s helpless cunt. “You’re already wet. Maybe it’s time you got some fat dick in you, huh?” 

Then he grabbed hold of his cock as Jack moaned and squealed and shoved it deep into pussy. 

It was the weirdest thing Jack had ever experienced. Brett’s big dick pushed its way into his pussy, into his womb. He felt the skin of his lips stretching like rubber. Felt the swollen ridges and bumps of Brett’s cock as it slid deeper inside him. 

He opened his mouth to scream, to let out a shriek of pain. To beg Brett to stop, tell him he’d changed his mind, tell him he couldn’t do it. 

But then Brett started roughly thrusting and Jack’s unborn scream was transformed in his throat into a moan of pleasure. 

Having a dick in his pussy felt fantastic! Each twitch of Brett’s hips was enough to make him gasp out loud. It was like every thrust unleashed a wave of pleasure that rolled over his body, making it feel like it was thrumming with pink electricity. 

Holy fuck, Jack thought, why did no-one ever tell me how good being a girl was?

He tried to block out the feeling of pleasure, to concentrate on the humiliating aspect of being raped by his own subordinate. He didn’t want to enjoy this! Didn’t want it to become a fond memory! He wanted to hate it!

Well too bad, the new, female side of his brain retorted because this is fucking fantastic!

Brett was thrusting faster now, his balls slapping against Jack’s pussy as he drove ever deeper into him. Each thwack made Jack moan out loud, his high-pitched female voice echoing around the room. 

Can’t anyone hear us? He wondered, vaguely. But he knew the truth was they probably didn’t care.

After all, it wasn’t like he’d never paid for a girl to come back here with him. 

There was a sudden flash of pain that made him yowl. Brett had squeezed Jack’s bare ass with one hand, then drove his thumb deep into his asshole. 

It should have been horrible. It should have felt like an alien invader, even to Jack’s newly-slutty female body. Yet the pleasure in his pussy was so great that it hardly mattered. If anything, the pain sharpened the pleasure, making it even better. 

“Fuck yeah,” Brett grunted in his ear. “Oh fuck yeah, bitch, tell me you love that dick!”

“I love your dick!” Jack heard himself gasp, powerless to stop the words from coming. “Oh God I love your big fat dick!”

The pleasure was threatening to consume him. His blond hair lay across his face in streaks. Sweat glistened on his soft, female skin. He looked down at Brett’s big, strong body squashing his little, girly one and felt a thrill run through him. 

This is the best sex of my life! Jack realized with shock. 

That’s when he felt it. Something large and unstoppable. A giant wave, rearing up from the wet warmth of his pussy. A wave that would obliterate everything in its path. 

Oh fuck, I’m about to come! Jack realized. He just had time to wonder what it would be like to have an orgasm as a girl, then Brett bit down hard on one of his nipples and the shock of the pain tipped him right over the edge.

Jack came with a loud, girly scream that seemed to tear its way out of his throat. His whole body felt like a bolt of electric was flowing through it, radiating out to every single inch of his skin. He threw his head back, closed his eyes and sobbed with happiness. 

Seconds later, he felt Brett suddenly go stiff. He yanked his dick out of Jack’s dripping pussy, grabbed Jack’s long hair and pulled him into a sitting position. 

Jack had just enough time to wonder what was happening, and then waves of white hot, delicious come were splattering over his lips, over his face, across his enormous tits. He opened his mouth happily and caught great blobs of its on his tongue, on his lips. Without thinking, he swallowed. The taste was musty, tangy.

Jesus, come tastes delicious! 

Absent-mindedly, he let a hand drop down and smear it over his big tits. His body was now covered in sticky come and it felt wonderful. 

Brett had rolled over and collapsed on the floor, panting hard, his dick sticking up high in the air. Automatically, Jack felt his body crawl forwards and plant a kiss on Brett’s cock with his plump and painted lips. 

So that’s what my new pussy tastes like, he thought deliriously. 

Lying on the floor, Brett turned and grinned at him, a grin that made Jack’s female heart melt. 

“Not bad,” his former assistant whispered. “How about I go and get the guys. Whaddya say? Thousand each?”

Fuck that, thought Jack, after that, I’d give it away for free!

Wisely, he kept his mouth shut. He nodded his pretty, come-splattered head.

“Great,” Brett got to his feet. “We’ll do it group style, yeah? Don’t go anywhere.”

Then he was out the door, leaving Jack all alone in his come-stained new girly body.

Lying on his back, Jack was aware that he’d just had the most-humiliating experience of his life. He’d been raped. Now he was lying here, covered head-to-toe in another man’s come, his pussy throbbing and his boobies sore. And more men were on their way.

More men who would rape him and make him eat their spunk, like the beautiful little cumslut he was. 

Slowly, without Jack even realizing it was happening, a smile rose up on his face. A great, delirious, happy smile. 

“Oh my God!” He said out loud, enjoying the sound of his new female voice. “I’m such a cumslut!” 

Then he happily closed his eyes and waited.

He couldn’t wait to be raped again. 

*

Outside in the corridor, Katie listened at the door with an evil smile on her beautiful features. She turned to Sandy, stood beside her. 

“What a little slut he’s become,” she whispered in delight. Sandy nodded.

“Do you think he’ll make the ten thousand?” She asked.

Katie nodded, one dainty hand held to her lips to stifle giggles. 

“He’ll get there alright,” she said once her laughter was under control. “And I can’t wait to see his face when he discovers the spell is permanent!”

A smile broke across Sandy’s features. Her eyes grew wide.

“So it was all a trick?” She whispered excitedly, “Grandma never was going to turn him back!”

“Of course not,” Katie said. “Grandma doesn’t even know how, the magic’s impossible to undo.”

“Besides,” she added, regarding Sandy with playful eyes, “it’s not like she ever offered to turn you back.”

Sandy nodded, smiling ruefully at the memory. 

Only six years before, she’d been Simon, a straight alpha male who loved to treat women like shit. 

Then she’d had a run in with ‘Grandma,’ and been turned into the raven-haired beauty stood before Katie. Now she spent all her time stripping, sucking off men and loving every minute of it. 

The punters didn’t know it, but every single girl in the club had an identical story. 

And now their new girl would too. 

“Candy…” Sandy rolled the name round on her tongue. “She sounds quite trashy. Maybe we should get her doing this rape stuff permanently.”

“That’s up to Grandma,” Katie said. “She’ll know what punishment is best. She always does. After all, that’s why I’ve been stuck as a teenage stripper for twenty years.” 

Sandy nodded sympathetically. Katie had been there longer than nearly anyone else. It was only now that Grandma was finally letting her finish the nursing degree she’d started as a man. The one she’d had to put on hold after Grandma found out about her history of groping women in the street and transformed her. 

Sandy smiled. 

“Well, I can’t wait to tell Candy how we tricked her,” she said. “That little slut is gonna fit right in here.”

In the next room, Candy lay on her back, listening to the girls’ whispered conversation as if from very far away. Idly, she swiped some come off one of her big boobs and started massaging it into her cunt, moaning softly as she did so. 

She couldn’t wait to spend the rest of her life as a dirty little cumslut. 

The End.
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Changed! From Sexist to Sex-Object

At that moment, a commotion broke out by the hall doors. There was a crash and six female protesters barged into the room, placards in their hands. In the corridor, Sam could see the sole security guard the hotel had laid on desperately trying to stop another five from following them. 

“Look out,” Sam sneered at his audience. “Here come the feminists.”

“You’re damn right,” one of them, who Sam took to be the leader, snapped. She pushed to the front. Dark hair fell in waves over her shoulders, coming to rest over a pair of pert breasts. Heavy-framed glasses balanced delicately on her nose. 

If she hadn’t been in the process of interrupting his speech, Sam would have thought she was hot.

“We’re here to ask you to stop this convention,” the leader said, folding her arms across her tits. “This is a pro-rape rally and you’re endangering thousands of women with your talks.”

Oh boy, Sam thought. He was going to have fun taking this silly little bitch apart.

“Suck it up, slut,” he sneered through the microphone. “This is a free country. And there’s absolutely no evidence linking my men’s rallies to rape.”

The men in the audience cheered, glaring at the feminists. The leader scowled at him, her dark eyes flashing.

“I have a name,” she said. “It’s Gemma. And you’ve given dozens of rallies in the past month telling angry young men it’s OK to grope women and rape them. How do you think that makes us feel, huh?”

“Now this,” said Sam, turning innocently to his audience, “is what I’m talking about. This bitch clearly needs some dick. You can tell just by looking at her that she wants a cock to suck. Pity no man’s dumb enough to give it to her.”

To his surprise, Gemma didn’t start shouting. Instead, she smiled at him, a calm, powerful smile. Either side of her, the other feminists broke out in gigantic grins. 

Disconcerted, Sam tried to press on. 

“All of these whores,” he shouted, “are just in need of a good fucking. I mean, if I was lucky enough to have a big black dick in my mouth, you wouldn’t hear me complaining!” 

A murmur passed around the room. The men in the audience glanced at one another. On the low stage, Sam turned white as a sheet.

I didn’t mean to say that… he thought, worriedly. 

He nervously glanced at Gemma, now watching him with a predatory grin. Trembling, he raised the microphone again.

“You wouldn’t hear me complaining because I love dick. In fact, I wish I was sucking a nice fat dick right now!”

The hall was silent now. Everyone’s eyes were on Sam as he looked at the microphone in horror, then raised a hand to his throat. 

What the Hell is going on?! He thought, frantically. Have those bitches hypnotized me?

Then, before he could stop himself, he was talking again. 

“Hands up if you think I’m a stupid slut!” He shouted, immediately raising his arm. “Come on, get those hands up! I’m a cock-loving whore and everyone needs to know it!” 

Sam dropped the microphone with a gasp, throwing it away as if it had suddenly turned into a snake. The men were looking uncomfortable now. At the back, one of the feminists began to giggle. Stood before her Gemma curled her lip contemptuously.    

“What have you done to me?!” Sam gasped.

“I forgot to mention,” Gemma sneered cruelly, “We’re not just feminists. We’re also witches.”

Her eyes twinkled. 

“And you’re about to get a taste of your own medicine!”

No sooner had she finished talking than Sam realized he was shrinking. Before his eyes, the walls of the convention hall began to slide upward, the floor rising to meet him as his 6ft5 frame shed inches at an alarming rate. 

In horror, Sam held up his hands, hoping to beg with Gemma and make her stop. And then he saw it. 

His hands were changing. Where only seconds ago they’d been big, calloused, manly things, they were now small and soft and dainty. His fingers had narrowed, becoming elegant and slender. Long nails now stretched from the tips. As Sam watched a tiny blot appeared in the middle of one and suddenly expanded, turning them a dark, slutty red. 

There was an itching in his scalp and a feeling that someone was pulling on his hair. Then waves and waves of long, blonde hair were cascading down his shoulders, coiling into beautiful little ringlets that bounced and twirled. Sam grabbed a strand and held it up in front of his eyes, unable to believe what he was seeing. 

“What’s happening!” He squeaked, shocked to hear his voice had suddenly leapt up two octaves. 

“Isn’t it obvious?” Gemma purred. Beside her the giggling feminist had picked up a phone to film Sam on. In the audience the men watched in slack-jawed amazement. 

“I’m turning you into the thing you hate most in the entire world.”

Sam was hardly listening. The changes were picking up speed, shooting out to every corner of his body, leaving no part of him untouched. 

There was a grinding sensation and his shoulders began to draw in, becoming narrow and slender. Simultaneously his hips started to stretch away, jutting outwards, becoming big and curved and womanly. The fat trickled away from Sam’s sides, his spine snapped forward with a click, and suddenly he was the horrified owner of a sexy hourglass figure. 

A feeling of pressure grew in Sam’s backside. He frantically clasped his hands against his cheeks and felt them leap up and fill out, becoming round and pert and smooth. He turned and gaped at his brand new bum and was startled to see how good it looked. 

“Better already.” Gemma said with an approving nod. “But we’re not done yet, not by a long shot. Ladies?”

The giggling feminist smiled up at Sam. She was tomboyish with short hair and an evil smile that spread across her face as she held her thumb and forefinger together.

“Help you with those clothes, babe?” She asked sweetly, then she clicked her fingers and Sam’s suit vanished, leaving him stood naked onstage. 

“Urgh,” the witch said, shuddering at the sight of his semi-male figure. “That’s disgusting. Hurry it up, Gemma!”

“My pleasure.” Gemma murmured, hungrily watching Sam’s mounting helplessness.

There was a sound like a balloon deflating. Sam’s biceps, reminders of when he used to hit the gym three times a week, shrank back into his body, leaving him with thin and delicate arms. The dark hairs that dusted his forearms turned downy and soft and invisible. His armpits became smooth. 

Sam’s legs were stretching now, the muscle falling away as the pulled upwards, becoming smooth and slender even as his torso kept shrinking. Sam gaped down at them and was horrified to see his feet were tiny now; two dainty little things with narrow ankles and red-painted toenails. 

A burst of pain swept through his jaw and suddenly the bone was softening, losing its hard, masculine edge and making his face round and pretty. In quick succession, Sam felt his lips plump up, his eyes widen and earrings appear in his earlobes. There was a pause, and then long, dark eyelashes sprouted out and fluttered at the edges of his vision like the fronds of tiny palm trees. 

By this time, everyone could see where Sam’s transformation was going. Yet it still had a few adjustments left to make to get there. Thirty eyes settled on his chest, the men with a kind of perverted fascination, the women with expressions of glee. 

“Please,” Sam whispered helplessly in a soft, feminine voice that wasn’t his own, “Please, no…”

But there was nothing he could do. Before his eyes his nipples started to jut out from his chest, the tissue round them swelling up like a bee sting. There was a feeling of intense pressure and then two large, beautiful breasts came bursting out, growing bigger and bigger until they dangled from Sam’s frame, the nipples long and pink. 

Desperately, Sam tried to wrestle them back inside him, but they just kept on growing until they were bigger than his hands. He cupped one and it felt pert and ripe and firm. 

Finally, a tremor passed through Sam’s tiny dick. He looked down at his 3-inch cock with a low moan, just in time to see it shoot up into his body, taking his balls with it. For a second, there was nothing but smoothness between his legs, and then with a loud ripping sound the skin split in two, leaving two plump pussy lips dangling either side of a moist little hole…
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He Became His Wife’s French Maid

Then it was over. Johnny’s new body gave one last, tremendous jiggle that made his brand new boobies bounce up and down in the bottom of his vision, and the magic stopped. 

Annabel’s wish had come true. 

Trembling, Johnny looked down at his body. A sad gasp escaped his throat. 

There, where there should have been a strong man’s body, there was now only a soft girl’s one. Two enormous boobies dangled in the bottom of his vision, rudely cutting the rest of his torso off from sight. Below them a flat stomach led down to two shapely hips. A delicate little pussy sat at the top of two long, slender legs that ended in feet with toenails painted the cutest shade of pink. 

“Well?” He dimly heard Annabel ask, “what do you think?”

Johnny’s mind was too blank with shock to do any thinking. He turned round and craned over his shoulder, horrified at the way his long, blond hair fell across his vision. He stared at his smooth new ass, pert and round and sexy.

Feeling like he was in a dream, Jonny let one dainty hand drop down to gently brush its surface. The skin felt unnaturally soft and smooth. He squeezed one cheek then pinched it hard and was amazed at how good it felt. 

“Husband.” Annabel said firmly. “I’m waiting.”

Slowly, like he was moving through treacle, Johnny turned and looked at his wife, watching him with a cruel smile on her lips. With a jolt he realized that with her 5ft7 frame she now towered over him. 

“What did you-?” He began, then suddenly stopped, clutching his throat. 

His voice was wrong, wrong, wrong! Where it should have been deep and masculine, vibrating through his throat as he spoke, it came out soft and wispy and musical. 

At some point in his transformation it had leapt up two octaves. The result was a voice that now sounded differently in his ears, that vibrated strangely on his tongue. 

That’s going to take some getting used to, he thought, numbly. 

Annabel shrugged her shoulders. 

“I turned you into a girl,” she said, matter-of-factly. “But that’s not all I wished for, remember? I wished you would spend the rest of your life as my French maid.”

She let the words hang in the air, eyes twinkling. 

“So what are we waiting for? Let’s get that uniform on!”

Immediately there was a tinkling of fairy dust. The maid’s costume twitched on the floor where Johnny had thrown it, then leapt up in the air and shot across the room at him. He had just enough time to throw up his hands and let out a girly shriek and then the black fabric was flapping around him, sending his world briefly dark. 

He tried to fight it, he really did. Johnny waved his dainty fists and tried to tear at the rustling, whirling fabric, but Annabel’s wish was too strong. Five seconds after the his wife’s last words, Johnny was dressed in his skimpy new uniform, looking down at his body in wordless horror. 

The outfit was horrible! Just horrible. A tiny black dress clung to his figure, showing off his brand new curves. Its crinkled hem was barely long enough to cover his pussy, its bust cut open to leave his generous cleavage permanently on display. A frilly white apron was clasped around his newly-flat stomach, its strings tied into a big bow behind his back. 

Johnny angrily reached out to undo them, but his hands refused to grasp the strings, the magic forbidding him to take off his costume. As he lowered his arms, Johnny saw his wrists were sporting two frilly see-through white garters that clung to his soft white skin.

“Oh my God, you look amazing!” Annabel clapped her hands delightedly. “The stockings suit you so well!” 

Glancing down, Johnny felt his heart sink. His legs were clad in patterned white stockings that stopped just below the hem of his dress. On his feet were two adorable black little shoes with a killer pair of stiletto heels.

As he looked down, he instinctively reached up to brush the blond hair out of his vision. But there was nothing there. His long hair had been magically swept back behind his ears and arranged into beautiful little curls that dangled over his shoulders. Tentatively, Johnny reached up and discovered to his disgust that he was wearing a frilly white maid’s cap. 

There was a final tinkling, then Johnny felt a weight in his right hand. Glancing over, he saw he was now holding a cute, pink little feather duster. He tried to hurl it away in disgust, but his fingers refused to open.

It was like his beautiful new maid’s uniform was part of him.

“What are you waiting for?” His wife asked. “Go check yourself out!”

Knowing it would be awful, but unable to stop himself, Johnny meekly turned toward the large mirror hanging on the living room wall. He took a deep breath. And looked.

It was worse than he could have possibly imagined. 

Gone was handsome ladies’ man Johnny, sliding toward middle age but still looking good for it. In his place was a nightmare.

The girl in the mirror was ridiculous. She was absurd, like something out of a porno. Her face was soft and round and young, with two big, startled, doe like eyes and plump blowjob lips. She looked stupidly young, 18 if she was a day, and extremely naïve. 

Johnny had a horrible feeling she might be virgin. 

Her body was even worse. Her boobs were enormous, two great big melons that had been magically squashed into a lacy white push-up bra. Her legs were long and sexy, her ass pert. Her uniform barely covered her curvy hourglass figure from prying eyes. It was more lingerie than clothes.

If he hadn’t been trapped inside her, Johnny would’ve thought she was super hot. 

That can’t be me, he thought, wildly. There’s no way that can be me!

Hesitantly, he reached up and touched his brand new breasts. The girl in the mirror did likewise, a cheeky look suddenly on her beautiful face. On impulse, Johnny stuck out his tongue. He was shocked when the young girl before him followed suit. There was no doubting it.

He was a girl. 

“Not just any girl,” Annabel purred from beside him. “A maid. My maid.”

“From now on,” she whispered in his ear, one fingernail idly running down his back, sending shivers down Johnny’s spine, “you will have to do everything I tell you to. How do you like the sound of that, maid?” 

Continue reading at Amazon.com… 


Keep reading for a free extract from Lisa Change’s novel-length tale of gender-swap revenge and servitude…

He Became Her Slave Girl

Charley leaned back with a look of satisfaction. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

She tilted her head. “You may speak.”

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

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

Charley yawned theatrically. 

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

“A what?” She asked, innocently. 

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

“A man.” He answered, firmly. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Continue reading at Amazon.com… 


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

Lisa Change Gender-Swap Bundle

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

Includes…

Turned Into His Sister’s Maid

Turned Into His Wife’s Teenage Daughter

She Turned Him Into a Pregnant Housewife

Becoming Christine (Book one)

Turned Into His Sister’s Pussy

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

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

Buy now at Amazon.com…


Why not try Lisa Change’s complete trilogy of gender-swap revenge and male pregnancy tales…

Her Spell Will Make Him Pregnant

Three men. Three scorned wives. Three delightfully naughty books… 


Dan, Will and Jon are different men living different lives in different towns. But they all have one thing in common: they’re sexist macho men who cheat on their wives and insult women. When the women in their lives are granted magic powers, they use them to exact a kinky collective revenge. They separately transform Jon, Dan and Will into beautiful, heavily pregnant women! 


Now these former alpha males are the ones having to deal with swollen bellies, stretch marks and breasts that are heavy and sore with milk. Worse still, they’ve got demanding new husbands! Will the three reluctant housewives escape their curse? Or will they discovering the idea of being a beautiful mommy too alluring to resist? 


Her Spell Will Make Him Pregnant collects all three books in Lisa Change’s male pregnancy trilogy for the first time. Join these three very different men on their similar journeys as they are forced to adjust to life as pregnant women. From being impregnated by their new husbands, to the agonies of childbirth, to breastfeeding their newly-born children, each moment of the trio’s experiences is rendered in exquisite erotic detail. 


Includes the previously-published novels:

 She Forced Him to Get Pregnant 

She Turned Him Into a Pregnant Housewife

Cursed to Become His Pregnant Wife. 

Buy now at Amazon.com… 


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

Turned Into Her Sexy Asian Secretary

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


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


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

Read more at Amazon.com…


Like what you’ve read? Why not try Lisa Change’s brand new novel-length tale of gender-swap romance and sex with male friends…

Turned Into His Best Friend’s Bride

“If you love your best friend so much, why don’t you marry him?!” 


They should have been a joke. But, somehow, those words cast a spell that changes macho Matt’s life forever. From a sexist alpha male who cheats on his wife, he finds himself transformed into a beautiful blonde bimbo on her honeymoon. Stuck in a gorgeous bridal dress at an expensive hotel, Matt’s about to find out what it feels like to be the scorned woman in a marriage. Even worse, his cheating new husband looks VERY familiar… 


Lisa Change’s new, novel-length tale of gender swap revenge features a transformation scene so real, you’ll feel like it’s happening to you. Join Matt on his vividly-described journey from big strong man to beautiful bride forced to marry – and fall in love with – his own best friend. 

Read More at Amazon.com…


About the Author

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


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

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

*

If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon. 
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