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I

It wasn’t possible. 

Jon looked in horror at his wife’s new face, inches from his, her brow dripping with sweat. Sophie was still breathing hard, exhausted by their passionate fuck. Her dark eyes looked deep into his. Her handsome, newly-square jaw split into a gigantic grin. 

“How’d you like that?” She whispered in her deep voice. 

Jon closed his eyes. He tried to ignore the pain in his breasts. The strange dampness in his crotch. The way his ass stung where Sophie had spanked him as he loudly climaxed.

He had to be dreaming. He couldn’t bring himself to believe this was really happening. 

But, deep down, he knew it was true.

His wife had – somehow – turned him into a beautiful woman. A woman with big tits and a tight little pussy. A woman who loved rough sex. 

And that wasn’t all she’d changed…

He opened his eyes. Sophie’s masculine face was inches from his. A mocking light danced in her eyes. She knew exactly how much he’d enjoyed it. Knew exactly how much pleasure he, Jon, the alpha male, had got from having his newly-muscular wife fuck him with her enormous black penis. 

“Remember,” Sophie grinned, “you can no longer lie to me. The magic forbids it.”

“It was…” Jon swallowed. His new voice sounded disgusting to his ears. It was too high, too girly.

“It was amazing,” he confessed, feeling a deep shame welling up inside himself. “I loved it.” 

“I know you did.” Sophie reached out and caressed his breast with one large hand, smiling all the time. “And you know what I’m going to do? I’m going to fuck you like that every night until you learn your lesson.”

Her eyes flashed.

“Until you get pregnant.” 

A soft moan escaped Jon’s lips. He wanted to plead, to beg Sophie not to do this, to tell her didn’t want to get pregnant.

But it was no use. He could no longer lie. And deep down, in a place he didn’t want to admit existed, he knew part of him was dying to feel a baby growing inside him. 

“And when you finally get pregnant,” Sophie continued, idly tweaking his sore nipples with her thick thumb and forefinger, “do you know what I’m going to use my next wish for?”

Jon nodded miserably. He could already guess.

“I’m going to give you triplets. How does that sound…” Sophie paused. “…wife?”

Jon closed his eyes.

“It sounds amazing.” He whispered in shame.

Deep down, he was wondering how the hell he let this happen. How the hell did he let his partner turn him into her horny, fertile wife?

But he already knew the answer.

And it was entirely his fault. 

*

The nightmare had started the moment Jon got home from work. Sophie had been waiting for him in the hallway, a dark expression on her face and her hands clasped behind her back. 

“I know what you’ve been up to,” she snapped the moment he entered, “so don’t try to deny it.”

“What the hell are you jawing about?” Jon had grunted. He’d had an exhausting day at the office. His black boss had been giving him a hard time, and Jon had spent the entire journey home thinking dark thoughts about ‘African-Americans.’

If anyone had asked, Jon would never have said he was a racist. All the same, he’d never felt entirely comfortable with the idea of black people having power over him.

“I got a call from Catalina,” Catalina was their maid, a 20-year old Guatemalan beauty with soft skin and enormous breasts, “she said she can’t come in today. Or ever.” 

“Why not?” Asked Jon, wondering what it had to do with him.

“Because she’s pregnant.” Sophie glared at him. 

Jon froze by the coatrack. He forced up a smile he prayed to God was convincing.

“That’s wonderful-” he began.

“With your child.” Sophie scowled, her blue eyes flashing beneath her long, blonde hair. “Don’t deny it, she’s already had a paternity test.” 

“There’s got to be some mistake…” Jon kept the false smile plastered to his face, his mind racing.

But we were so careful! He thought, helplessly. 

“Oh, really? Well, let’s find out, shall we?” 

From behind her back Sophie pulled out a battered old metal lamp. It was an old-fashioned, Arabian Nights-style thing. It looked hundreds of years old.

“Do you know what this is?” His wife asked, sweetly. 

Jon shrugged. It was one of those antiques Sophie sometimes ordered off eBay, the ones he never paid much attention to.

“It’s a magic lamp,” Sophie declared. “I bought it off some idiot who was selling it as a stage prop. But it’s the real deal, alright, and it gives the owner five wishes.”

“That’s crazy…” Jon began.

“Is it?” Sophie shrugged. “Let’s see.”

And then she was furiously rubbing the side of the lamp, glaring at him.

“I wish this swine would never lie to me again,” she spat. 

There was a faint tinkling, like the sound of distant wind chimes. Jon thought he felt a brief tickle in his throat. He coughed nervously, he didn’t like where this was going. 

“C’mon Soph, give it a rest. I never-”

‘Touched Catalina’ was what he meant to say, but suddenly there was a burning heat and the words died in his throat. Jon raised a hand to his mouth and looked at his wife in horror.

“Good, it’s working.” Sophie crossed her arms and smiled at him. “Now, tell me the truth. Did you fuck Catalina?”

“Yeah.” Jon struggled to keep his mouth shut, but it was no use. The words came tumbling out. 

“Fifty times, at least. I used to fuck her in our bed when you were out of town.” 

Sophie raised an eyebrow. Jon clasped his hand across his mouth, his eyes wide with fright.

I didn’t mean to say that, he thought wildly, how can she do that?

But he already knew. 

The magic lamp was real.

“I knew it.” Sophie was angrier now than he’d ever seen her before. “All those years you said you didn’t want a baby, and you go and have one with the fucking maid. Well, guess what? Now you’re not going to have any choice about having kids.”

She rubbed the lamp angrily. 

“I wish you’d turn into the perfect housewife!” She shouted. 

The moment she’d finished speaking there was another faint tinkling. Jon urgently tried to plead with his wife.

“No, Sophie, you can’t!” He shouted. But it was too late. He could already feel himself starting to change.

The first thing he noticed was the hallway getting bigger. The walls rose gently up either side of him as the floor came up to meet him. His work clothes, too, seemed to grow. Suddenly his shirt was hanging from his frame. His pants felt looser.

I’m getting smaller, Jon thought, helplessly. 

There was another faint tinkling and then he didn’t have to worry about his clothes anymore. His jacket, his pants, his shirt, everything disappeared, leaving him cowering naked under his wife’s gaze. 

Across the hall, Sophie sneered at his naked body. 

“I put up with that stupid, fat, pathetic body of yours for far too long,” she said. “I think it’s time we replaced it with something a little easier on the eye.”

No sooner had she finished speaking than Jon felt a ripple running through his torso. He looked down in time to see his belly deflate, the fat falling away from his sides as his hips grew and pushed outwards. His body twisted, and suddenly he had a perfect hourglass figure, curved and sexy. 

There was a faint grinding in his shoulders as they narrowed down, losing their broadness. A ripple ran through his arms. His large biceps, leftovers from his gym days, shrank away to almost nothing. 

Jon gaped at his newly-slender arms and was horrified to see the short black hairs that dusted them disappear, turning downy and smooth and invisible. 

A feeling of pressure grew at the top of his legs, and his ass jumped out, becoming smooth and round. The hair fell from his legs, collecting in a little pile on the carpet. Jon bent forward to watch them fall and let out a low groan.

His large feet were now half their normal size, their ankles thin and dainty. As he watched, a spot of nail paint appeared in the middle of one toenail and started to grow, turning them a deep, womanly red. 

There was a loud click, then Jon’s jaw was retreating, it’s masculine edge softening into female roundness. He reached up his hand to feel his newly-smooth cheeks and gasped in fright as he saw his fingers – now long and elegant and tipped with long red nails. He shot his wife a pleading glance.

“Sophie,” he shouted desperately, “I’m sorry! For the love of God, please don’t do this!”

“It’s too late for that,” Sophie curled her lip contemptuously. “You’ll just have to be a good boy and accept your punishment.”

Then she shook her head and laughed.

“What am I saying? You’ll have to be a good girl.”

The moment she said the word ‘girl’ Jon’s body gave another spasm. There was a feeling of pressure in his chest and suddenly he was growing a large, pert pair of breasts. He reached up to stop them but instead they grew out and filled his hands, full and supple, the nipples long and tender.

A mild electric current seemed to pass through Jon’s scalp, and suddenly waves of long blonde hair were tumbling past his vision, cascading over his shoulders. They came to a rest above his cream white breasts, lying seductively across his skin. 

And then it happened. The moment Jon had been dreading. 

A tremor passed through his cock. With a girly scream he reached out to grab it, but it was no good. His dick shot back inside his body, taking his balls with it. For a split-second there was nothing between his legs but smooth skin. Then there was a sound like Velcro ripping and two plump lips formed beside his new vagina, already moist and trembling to his touch. 

Finally, a hideous sensation of nausea rose up. Jon felt his insides slosh around noisily before at last settling down, his internal organs reorganized to make way for his womb. 

Then it was over. Jon looked up at his wife in fright. 

“Sophie…” he whispered, then stopped. 

His voice had changed. Where it had once been deep and masculine, the voice of an Alpha male, it was now soft and high-pitched and feminine. The sound of it made him want to scream, but he knew that would only make him sound even-more female. 

“What did you do?!” He squeaked at last. 

From her position by the stairs, Sophie smiled and nodded at the hallway mirror.

“Take a look,” she said. 

Trembling, Jon turned. Then he let out a deep, horrified moan.

It was worse than he could have possibly imagined.

Gone was big strong Jon, still looking powerful even as he slid into middle age. In his place was a trembling young waif of a girl with flowing blonde hair and shy blue eyes that sat above pouty lips. Her body was delicate, curved, her breasts large and pale. She looked young, maybe twenty at most, and nervous.

No, that wasn’t right, not nervous. There was something else in her eyes, in the way she held herself. She wasn’t scared. She was…

Then Jon hit on the word. In the mirror, the color drained from the girl’s face.

Inexperienced, he thought, numbly.

The girl in the mirror was a virgin. 

“Quite an improvement, don’t you think?” 

Jon gave a yelp. He’d been so engrossed in his new self that he hadn’t noticed Sophie wander over to him. 

“Very pretty.” His wife gently reached out and brushed Jon’s long hair back from his forehead. Jon’s new body trembled at her touch. 

“What have you done?!” Jon whispered in fright. In the mirror, he saw the girl mouth the words in time with him, her blue eyes round as saucers. 

Beside him, Sophie shrugged. 

“I turned you into the perfect little housewife. Pretty. A virgin. Extremely fertile. And…” She smiled savagely, “desperate to get pregnant.” 

“I’m not-!” Jon started to shout, but then a burning heat forced him to close his lying mouth.

Deep down inside him, like some elemental force, he could feel his body crying out. A craving that was now as much a part of him as his need for food or water. A powerful desire to have his womb invaded by cocks and pumped full of sperm.

An overwhelming urge to get pregnant. 

“I’ve taken away your attraction to girls,” Sophie whispered in his ear. “From now on, you’ll be one hundred percent straight. Every night, you’ll dream of men fucking you with their enormous cocks. Every time you close your eyes you’ll secretly wish you were being raped.”

“Go ahead,” she smiled. “Try it.”

Thinking he had to be dreaming, Jon closed his eyes. 

Immediately, he wished he hadn’t. No sooner had the world vanished into darkness than his new body was conjuring up images of strong black men, their bodies glistening with sweat, holding him down and raping him. Fucking his pussy until it was dripping with come. Filling his womb with so much sperm that he had to be pregnant. 

He opened his eyes again with a cry and turned to his wife. With a feeling of misery, he saw that Sophie was now at least four inches taller than him. 

“Please,” he whimpered in his girly voice, “you can’t do this.”

“I can do whatever I like,” Sophie’s eyes twinkled. “I have the lamp, remember? And the first thing I want to do is get you pregnant.”

Jon looked up at her incredulously. 

What does she mean? IVF? Are we going to be a lesbian couple from now on?

Sophie laughed at his thunderstruck expression.

“Believe me, I have no desire to be your wife,” she smiled. It was like she’d read his mind. “And IVF would take way too long. No, I’ve got a simpler solution.” 

Then she stepped back and waved the lamp at him.

“You know, I always used to wonder what it’d be like to wear the trousers in our relationship. I guess we’re going to find out. Literally.”

She gave the lamp another rub, smiling evilly.

“I wish I was your big, strong, handsome husband,” she declared. 

“No!” Jon squeaked in his female voice, but it was too late. He could already hear the distant tinkling. And then Sophie was changing. 

Jon watched in horror as his wife began to grow, her body stretching up toward the ceiling, her shoulders broadening out. Her tight white top began to rip at the seams then her clothes suddenly disappeared and she was towering naked over him, at least six foot four. 

“Oh, that feels good,” Sophie sighed, then winked at him. “I can’t wait to see what sort of husband I make.”

As she spoke, her breasts deflated, turned into pecs and hardened up with muscle. Her shoulders grew out away from her neckline, giving her body a masculine ‘v’ shape. Her hips narrowed down, her sides filled out, and suddenly his wife had a perfect man’s torso, strong and muscular. 

With a start of horror, Jon realized that he couldn’t look away from her broad new chest. Already, with the transformation only half-complete, he was feeling deeply turned on by his wife’s new body.

There was a hissing sound, like air being blown into something, and Sophie’s arms grew larger, her biceps inflating to an enormous size. Her thin hands trembled, then filled out, becoming large and strong. A dusting of dark hairs danced across the surface as testosterone flooded through her new body. 

In quick succession, Sophie’s legs grew sturdy and sprouted hairs, her jawline became hard and rugged, and her hair leapt back into her scalp, leaving a stylishly-shaved head. 

Her neck shivered and then an Adam’s apple popped out, swelling up beneath the flesh. Sophie laughed. A deep, masculine laugh. 

“God, all that testosterone. I had no idea. It’s like…” She gave Jon a hungry look. “It’s like you’re just an object. One I’m going to hold down and fuck with my brand new cock.” 

As if on cue, Sophie’s vagina closed up. There was a pause, and then a huge penis came bursting out, growing longer, longer. Jon watched in fright as it grew further and further out from Sophie’s body, dangling between her legs, its tip turning dark and bulbous. 

Oh my God, He thought to himself, It’s massive!

Sophie’s dick was easily nine inches, and still it was growing. As Jon watched, its end became darker and darker, until it looked almost black. He gave the strong man standing over him a puzzled look. Sophie grinned.

“I didn’t just want to change my gender.” Her deep new voice made Jon’s legs go weak with desire. “I decided to change everything.”

And then it happened. As Jon watched, Sophie’s Caucasian features shifted slightly, then her entire body turned darker. Her skin went from pale and white to a smooth ebony that made Jon’s brand new pussy tingle with urgent desire. 

No! He thought, desperately, she can’t!

But it was too late. Sophie’s transformation was over.

His small, blonde wife had turned into a tall, muscular black man. 

A very sexy black man. 

For a long time, the two simply stood there, staring at each other’s new bodies. 

It was incredible, though Jon. Impossible. They’d gone from being husband and wife to… well, husband and wife. Only now he was the wife. And Sophie was…

Sophie was gorgeous, he realized with a jolt. He felt his new eyes flitting across her broad, strong frame, taking in her enormous biceps and washboard abs. Felt a warmth spreading through his crotch that seemed to radiate out to every single part of his body.

It seemed his new body was helplessly attracted to black skin.

Jon idly glanced down and gasped. Sophie’s cock was erect from the sight of his soft, female body. It jutted up against her new stomach like a heavy wooden club, hard and thick. 

The sight of it made Jon’s face flush red with embarrassment and his legs start to tremble. His new, virginal body was terrified of the thing hanging between his wife’s legs. Terrified of its thickness, of its power to split his hymen. 

But it wasn’t just terror he was feeling…

“What do you think?” Sophie’s voice was low. It almost seemed to vibrate inside Jon’s body, making gooseflesh erupt across his soft, female skin. 

What do I think?! Jon wanted to yell. I think you’re sick, Sophie. I think you’re a crazy bitch and you need to turn me back right now! 

Instead, he heard his new body give a simpering giggle. There was a burning heat in his throat. And then the awful truth came.

“I think,” he heard himself whisper with a feeling of horror, “that you’d better take your new wife upstairs and fuck her.”

*

This can’t be happening.

The thought clattered round Jon’s head as he led Sophie up the stairs, his dainty female hand clasped around her thick new cock. 

It has to be a dream.

They stopped outside their bedroom, and Jon felt Sophie’s strong, male arms wrap around his body. He felt one large hand brush the blonde hair back from his shoulders, then Sophie’s lips were pressed up against his long neck, the rough feel of her stubble enough to make his nipples go as hard as bullets. 

Please God, let this be a dream.

He could feel Sophie’s dick pressed against his bare ass, an enormous club-like thing that would split him in half if he tried to put it inside himself. Feel her hot, stale breath on his cheek. 

The masculine smell of her sweat this close was enough to drive him wild. 

“You’ve got such a perfect little ass,” Sophie growled in his ear. “I can’t wait to throw you on the bed and fuck you like a little bitch.”

At the sound of her words, Jon felt an unconscious moan escape his lips. Not a moan of despair or horror. The moan of a woman who is desperate for a fuck. 

Get a hold of yourself! He snapped. You’re a man. Don’t let this bitch treat you like a sissy little girl.

But then Sophie spoke again and the last traces of Jon’s masculinity blew away like leaves on the wind.

“I can’t wait to get you pregnant.”

It was like all the desires of Jon’s new body suddenly came swirling up, threatening to overpower his mind. 

He needed Sophie’s cum. Needed it. He needed her to fuck him until his fertile womb was drowned in sperm. Until his belly started to swell up and his breasts got heavy and full of milk. Until he was trapped as a mommy permanently.

Without even being fully aware he was doing it, Jon turned and wrapped his arms around his wife’s broad shoulders. Then he was kissing her passionately, thrilling at the way her stubble scratched his cheek.

Jon clutched his female form against Sophie hard. Felt her muscular chest squash his large, supple breasts against his body. Felt her dick press against the folds of his pussy. He leaned back, a horrible, burning feeling in his throat. 

Don’t! A distant voice inside him screamed. Don’t you dare say it!

But Jon couldn’t stop himself. The magic was too powerful. He was going to spill his innermost desires and there was nothing he could do about it.

He smiled uncertainly up at his sexy new husband. The smile of a virgin girl desperate but ashamed of her desires. Then he said it.

“Rape me.” He whispered.

A vast grin split Sophie’s masculine features.

“I’m serious,” Jon moaned, half in tears at the horrible truths the magic was forcing him to admit to. “Please baby, I want you to rape me!”

“I know you do,” Sophie laughed. “Boy, that wish really did make you submissive, didn’t it? In that case…”

She gave him one last, lingering kiss, then abruptly pulled back, her dark eyes flashing.

“Your wish is my command.”

Before Jon knew what was happening, this powerful black man had grabbed him roughly by the arms and thrown him on the bed. He tried to sit up, but a large hand grabbed his wrists and thrust them above his head, clamping them to the bed. 

A knee was shoved crudely between his legs, pushing them apart so his pussy was exposed to the world. Then Sophie was on top of him, pinning Jon to the bed with her muscular frame. 

“God, look at you,” she whispered, a thick finger jabbing painfully against the folds of his pussy. Her breath was hot and ticklish against Jon’s ear. “You’re wet already. A sloppy little bitch who needs her husband’s dick. Say you want it.”

There was another flash of burning heat, then Jon heard his female body moan. 

“Oh baby…” Jon moaned through gritted teeth, sickened at the sound of his own voice. “I want your dick.”

“I bet you do.” Sophie sneered. “Christ, who knew it was this much fun being a man?”

“Right,” she finished, smiling hungrily at his pussy. “Let’s see what all the fuss is about.”

A burst of pain that tore through Jon’s lower body. He opened his mouth to let out an agonized scream, only for it to transform into a moan of pleasure. 

With a start, he realized Sophie had shoved her enormous dick inside him. 

“Oh my god,” he heard her grunt. “That feels so fucking good. I think I’m going to rape you every day from now on, wife, until you give me a baby.”

Then, before Jon could respond, she began thrusting, drilling her dick deep into his tight new pussy, sending shockwaves of pleasure through him. 

Please! The male part of Jon sobbed deep inside his brain, please stop! Kill me now. Anything but this!

But the rest of his body ignored him. As Sophie fucked him like a little bitch, Jon opened his trembling virgin lips and let out the loudest, most-female moan he’d ever heard. 


II

The rest of the night passed in a blur of weirdness.

After Sophie fucked him, they lay together on the bed for an hour, Jon dozing in his wife’s strong arms. Then Sophie had slapped his ass and ordered him to get on all fours and next thing he knew he was being fucked from behind, Sophie’s big dick pounding into him as her hips slapped against Jon’s ass. 

It was even weirder than when she’d raped him. While Jon had been disgustingly aware of his femaleness with Sophie on top, in this new position it was almost overwhelming.

His great big boobies dangled from his frame, wobbling with each smack of Sophie’s hips against his ass. His pussy stretched wider than ever, and having his face pressed into the sheets and his butt raised high in the air made him feel almost painfully exposed.

But worst of all was how submissive he felt. As a man, he had occasionally lain on his back while Catalina rode his dick. It was different now he was a woman – very different – but at least it was a position he had a kind of experience with. 

Nothing in his male sex life had prepared him for being fucked doggystyle. 

They’d fucked like that for a solid hour, until Jon’s pussy was sore and his tits were tender from Sophie pinching them. Then Sophie had finally grunted, gone rigid and Jon had felt waves of sperm squirting inside his pussy. 

Instinctively, he pulled off her dick and rolled over on his back, raising his legs against his chest. For a moment, he’d vaguely wondered why his body was doing this.

And then it hit him. 

Lying like this would increase his chances of getting pregnant. 

They’d lain there together for twenty minutes, until Jon was positive his womb had been fertilized. Then he’d leaped out of bed and, like a good little housewife, obediently run downstairs to grab his sexy new husband a beer as a reward. 

Sophie had been half asleep when Jon got back. She’d smiled as he primly placed the beer on the nightstand, watching his big boobs through half-lidded eyes.

“Thanks, babe,” she grunted, then sat up, blinking hard. “Christ. What is it with you men and falling asleep after sex? I can hardly keep my eyes open.”

Jon simply shrugged. The phrase ‘you men’ didn’t exactly apply to him anymore. 

Sophie was surveying his body as she drank her beer, a predatory look in her eyes.

“Well?” She asked. “Enjoy yourself?”

There was that burning heat again. Jon gamely tried to grit his teeth, but he already knew it was useless.

“Are you kidding?” He heard himself say. His body dropped to its knees, rested its head on his husband’s leg.

“That was the best sex of my life,” Jon whispered, shocked at his own words. “I love being your wife, Soph.” 

“I’ll bet you do.” Sophie’s deep voice seemed to echo inside him, making him feel warm and giddy. “And don’t call me Soph anymore. I want a man’s name.”

Jon waited patiently, one finger running through Sophie’s leg hair while his former wife sat thinking. 

“From now on,” she said at last, “I want you to call me Sam. Got that?”

“Yes baby,” Jon whispered.

“And I think I’ll call you…” There was a pause. “Josephine. What do you think? Sam and Josephine? I like it.”

Inside, Jon felt himself rage.

How could she do this to him? She’d taken away his body, taken away his masculinity, and now she’d taken away his name. His identity. It wasn’t fair! It was awful, it was…

“Amazing,” Jon heard himself say, his throat hot from the magic, “I love it.”

“Good.” Sophie had run a hand through his long hair, tender and strong. “You’re such an obedient little wife, Josephine. You’d do anything I wanted, wouldn’t you?”

Jon nodded. There was no point in lying now. 

“In that case, there’s something I’ve always wanted to try.”

A thick black finger curled under Jon’s chin, lifting his head up. He looked into Sophie’s dark eyes with a feeling of absolute submission.

“Suck my dick,” she whispered.

This time, Jon didn’t even try to fight it. He simply crawled between Sophie’s strong legs. Deeply inhaled the pungent aroma of her crotch, and felt his own pussy tingle in return. 

Then he’d grasped his husband’s enormous penis, parted his lips, and greedily plunged the whole thing into his mouth. 

*

Forty minutes later, Jon was in the bathroom, trying not to gag.

After Sophie came in his mouth, his body had leaped to its feet and sprinted for the toilet, his huge breasts bouncing in the bottom of his vision. For a second, Jon had hazily wondered if he was going to be sick, but instead Josephine had delicately spat her husband’s sperm into her cupped hands. Then she’d sat down on the edge of the bath, spread her legs wide, and started rubbing it into her pussy. 

The sight of his fingers, eagerly working Sophie’s sticky white cum into his cunt, was almost too much to bear. Combined with the smell and the faint taste still swimming round his mouth, it had made Jon feel ill. 

But there was nothing he could do. Josephine was so desperate to get pregnant. He couldn’t let a single drop go to waste. 

He was in a foul mood by the time he stepped back into the bedroom. 

From her position on the bed, Sophie watched him disinterestedly, swigging her beer.

“What’s with you?” She grunted. 

“Nothing.” Jon snapped. He subconsciously walked over to Sophie’s old dresser and sat before her vanity mirror. Without even realizing he was doing it, he started to run a comb through his long hair. 

“For fucks sakes…” He heard Sophie mutter behind him. “Just tell me what’s bothering you.”

“I told you,” Jon seethed. “Nothing. I’m absolutely fine.” 

On the bed, Sophie gave an exasperated sigh. 

“Give it a rest. You’re acting like a-”

“A what?”

“A girl.”

“Oh, gee, really?!” Jon span round and glared at his husband. “You think?”

Sophie clasped her face in her hands.

“I don’t need this,” she groaned. Then she scowled at him.

“That’s it, I’m using the magic. Tell me what is wrong.”

There was a burning feeling in Jon’s throat, then before he could stop himself, his stupid body had blurted it out. 

“I want a baby.”

There was a second of shocked silence. Jon’s face turned a deep crimson. 

He’d had no idea he was about to say that. None at all. But now it was out there, there was no denying how true it was.

He was a young housewife. The perfect housewife. And that meant his body was crazily, desperately, wildly craving to get pregnant. 

He’d give up everything to be a mommy.

From her spot on the bed, Sophie watched him with a small smile. For the first time, Jon could see sympathy in her expression, jostling for place with affection and masculine amusement at her silly wife. It was an extremely male expression, and Jon felt slightly ashamed at how unbearably attractive he found it. 

“Baby…” She murmured, “why didn’t you say?”

“I don’t know.” Jon felt silly now, like a silly little woman. “I just…”

“I just want your babies,” he said to his beautiful husband, hardly noticing the heat in his throat. “I want to be a good little wife and carry your children around, and look after them and grow old with you. I don’t want to wait. I don’t want to sit in the bathroom poking cum into my cunt. I want to be a real woman.”

Sophie nodded. Deep down, Jon wasn’t sure how much of what he was saying was due to the lamp’s magic. Not that it mattered. It was true, all of it. 

If Sophie was going to keep him as a wife, then his new body wanted him to be the best wife in the history of the world. 

“We’ve only just fucked this evening,” the handsome man on his bed said gently. “We’ll keep trying until we get there.”

“I don’t care.” Jon was horrified to discover he was close to tears. “I don’t want to wait. I want to get pregnant now.”

“In that case…” Sophie sighed, plucking the lamp off the bedside table. “I hope you know you’re wasting one of my wishes. Here.”

Then she rubbed it, looking straight at him.

“I wish my wife was heavily pregnant.” She said, loudly. 

Immediately, there was a distant tinkling. Jon just had enough time to flash his husband a quick smile, then it happened.

His belly was growing, swelling up like someone was inflating a beach ball. It grew and grew, then kept on growing until it was resting heavily on Jon’s thighs. Instinctively, he put up a hand and clasped the end, holding it gently in place. There was a faint popping sound, and his bellybutton was suddenly poking out, the skin of his stomach stretched tight as a drum.

There was a ripple that passed across Jon’s soft flesh, then his breasts started to inflate too. They became pendulous and heavy, dangling from his frame, full of milk. Jon felt a wetness around his nipples, and realized with a shock that he was already lactating. Weak, watery milk dribbled from his tits. 

A wave seemed to unroll across his entire body. Josephine was imperceptibly putting on weight. Jon’s cheeks became fatter, his thighs puffier. Stretch marks unfurled themselves across his expanded belly. His ass gained at least three pounds, becoming wobbly with fat stored up for carrying his baby.

His baby…

Inside, there were changes happening too. Something was growing in there, moving about in such a way that Jon struggled not to be sick. It filled the entire inside of his womb, until his body felt weighted down by it. Jon felt heavy in a way he hadn’t experienced as a man, even when he hit middle age and started piling on the pounds. 

The veins were standing out on Jon’s swollen breasts now, bright and blue. As he looked at them in fascination, he felt a faint kick from inside him as his unborn child jolted to life. A feeling of warmth and utter contentment spread over him, making him giddy with happiness. 

There it is, he thought, excitedly, I’m going to be a mommy!

Then it was over. Jon’s body spasmed once more, then the magic stopped. With slow, heavy movements, he glanced shyly up at his husband. 

Looking at Sophie now, as a pregnant woman, was breathtaking. Ever since their transformation, he’d known his husband was gorgeous, but now he couldn’t help but note approvingly the fantastic genetics he’d pass on to their child. 

Tenderly, Jon clasped one hand across his giant belly. He summoned up a nervous smile.

“How do I look?” He whispered.

Sophie didn’t answer. Instead, she put her beer down and hauled her strong frame off the bed. She strode naked across the carpet to him, bent down, and gave Jon the sexiest, most-tender kiss he’d ever had in his life.

“You look beautiful.” She murmured, clasping his head in her masculine hands. 

Tears started to prick at Jon’s eyes. His pregnancy was making him emotional. 

“Thanks, baby,” he managed to get out. Then Sophie was on her knees and the two of them were kissing, and then Jon was melting into his husband’s strong arms, thinking how perfect everything was. Thinking what a lucky girl he was to have such a handsome, protective man in his life. 

In that moment, his belly weighed down by their unborn child, Jon couldn’t help but think how glad he was that Sophie had found that magic lamp. 


III

The next morning, Jon stood in the bathroom, surveying himself in the mirror.

It was hard to believe how much he’d changed. Less than twenty four hours ago, he’d been a strong, middle-aged man with a secret distrust of black people.

Now, on the other hand…

Well, things couldn’t be more different.

He let one delicate hand trace the contours of his heavy stomach, swollen with pregnancy. Somewhere inside him, a baby was growing. A baby his new body dearly hoped would look like its gorgeous father. 

It was impossible. All those secret thoughts he used to harbor about black men – thoughts about crime and attractiveness, dark thoughts he’d never dare admit to in public – all of them had simply vanished. 

He was a young woman now, with a black husband, and a mixed-race baby growing inside him. The idea that he’d ever been anything else already seemed ridiculous. Like a strange fantasy he’d had while half asleep.

No! A distant voice shouted from deep inside of him. It’s the magic, it’s taking away your memory. It’s turning you into Josephine. You have to fight it!

In the mirror, Jon rolled his pretty blue eyes.

“For god’s sakes, shut up,” he whispered to the voice. He didn’t want to be reminded of the man he used to be.

He was enjoying his new life way too much. 

“Oh, sure,” he heard Josephine mutter, unaware he was talking to himself “it hurts to walk and throwing up this morning was not my idea of fun. On the other hand…”

He fell silent, his hand drawing tiny circles across his belly.

On the other hand, I’m going to be a mommy, he finished, silently. 

Far away, in a distant corner of his mind, he thought he could hear a man sobbing. A middle-aged, unhappy man, who hated his job and avoided his wife in favor of their maid. A sad wreck of a man who deserved his punishment. 

“Josephine?”

Sophie’s deep voice cut across his reverie, bringing him back to reality. The sobbing disappeared, leaving only Jon in his wonderfully female body.

“Who you talking to in there?”

“Oh, nobody,” Jon called back. “Just a sec.”

Then he flushed the toilet, pulled his dressing gown over his distended stomach, and padded back into the bedroom.

Sophie was stood before the full-length mirror Jon used to use in the mornings, fastening her tie with strong, dark fingers. Jon’s heart fluttered when he saw her.

Dressed for work, her long-sleeved shirt tucked into her expensive pants, Sophie looked almost heart-stoppingly handsome. 

“Talking to yourself?” Sophie asked as Jon lowered himself onto the bed with a grunt. In his new condition, he seemed to find everything exhausting. 

“Maybe.” Jon gave his husband a sly look. “I was just thinking about how sexy baby’s going to be if he looks like his daddy.”

Over by the mirror, Sophie laughed.

“You don’t say.” She stepped back and admired herself, arms folded across her broad chest. “Christ, I look so fucking hot like this. Who would ever want to be a woman?” 

Jon’s face flushed red at that. He quickly changed topic, embarrassed that Sophie might notice and realize how much he was enjoying his new body.

“Why do you have to go to work?” He pouted. “It’s not fair. I’m stuck here all alone.”

“Because, my darling,” Sophie smiled, “you’re a housewife now. Your job is to stay home and make my dinner and tidy up my crap. Besides, you’d be on maternity leave.”

“At least let me suck your dick before you go,” Jon heard himself beg. “Please baby, I’m gonna be bored.”

“No time, babe.” Sophie carelessly checked her expensive watch, a watch that had once belonged to Jon. “I’m late enough as it is. Too bad, though. You’ve got perfect blowjob lips.”

A giddy sense of pride washed over Jon. He felt strangely delighted to know he was good at sucking cock. 

You sissy, a distant part of him snarled. But it was a half-hearted reproach. Jon knew every part of him had enjoyed Sophie’s dick last night. 

“I gotta go.” Sophie pulled on her sharp navy blue jacket, strode over and planted a tender kiss on Jon’s lips. She let a hand carelessly slip beneath his dressing gown and massage one of his breasts. 

“You be good, OK?” Sophie whispered. “No giving birth while I’m away.”

“Would it bring you back quicker?” Jon asked with a cheeky smile.

“You bet.” Sophie was halfway out the door now. “But don’t. Not when I’m starting a new job! Love you.”

“Love you,” Jon shouted back. It was too late. There was a bang as the front door slammed closed, then the sound of a car starting and backing out the driveway. Jon listened as it revved then sped off down the road, the sound fading into the background noises of the house.

At last, he was completely alone. 

With a sigh, Jon flopped back on the bed, his heavy breasts wobbling in the bottom of his vision. He closed his eyes and the images rose up again. Images of strong black men, slick with sweat, raping his little pussy while Jon squealed and begged them to never stop. Images of dark cocks shooting white sperm across his tits. Of men forcing him to lick it up and thank them.

A smile crept across Jon’s face. With his husband out, he could think about this all day.

Sophie’s wish had transformed her into the CEO of a Fortune 500 company. It was her first day today, but already he knew the magic would make her perfect at her job. A month from now, they’d have enough money to move out their modest, three bedroom home and into somewhere bigger.

When that happened, the last traces of his life as Jon would disappear. The magic would alter his memory, and then he’d simply be Josephine. Pretty, pregnant Josephine, married to an alpha male with a big wallet and a bigger dick. It should have been the ultimate humiliation.

Yet Jon only felt a warm and fuzzy contentment when he thought about it. 

“So long as she doesn’t start sleeping with her secretary,” he muttered. 

Not that it mattered. He’d have a baby to look after soon; triplets if Sophie ever got round to making her final wish. 

An image reared up in Jon’s mind. An image of fifty men lining up to fuck him, to fill his womb so full of sperm that he would get pregnant a billion times over. He smiled faintly then gently pushed the image away. He wanted to think more about his pregnancy.

Already, the thought of lying in the hospital with his legs wide open, screaming with pain as he pushed a baby out of him, into the world, made him feel deliriously happy. 

He was desperate to hold his baby in his arms. Desperate to raise its little head up to his chest. Desperate to feel it biting into his nipple, sucking out the milk his gigantic breasts were storing up for it. 

“Just you wait,” he whispered, stroking the vast, flesh-colored dome surrounding his womb. “I’m going to be the best-damn mommy in the whole wide world.”

Idly, he started to think of Catalina. How angry she must be, waiting for him to call her back and acknowledge their baby. The thought made him feel a tiny bit guilty.

Maybe I’ll ask Sophie to use her last wish on that, he said to himself, to make sure Catalina finds a husband, and…

He didn’t get any further. Something far more-important had just derailed his train of thought with a crash. Something he should never have let slip his mind.

Her last wish…!

Slowly, as if in a dream, Jon opened his eyes. He pulled himself upright and looked at the nightstand, a feeling of unreality washing over him.

The lamp…

There it was. Right where Sophie had left it the night before, after using its magic to make Jon pregnant. The magic lamp she’d used to turn him into a housewife who couldn’t lie. The magic lamp she’d used to turn herself into a strong and sexy man. 

The magic lamp that would grant its owner five wishes.

Carefully, so as not to upset baby, Jon pulled himself to his feet. Then, with one hand clasped across his belly, he wobbled over to the nightstand and stared at it. 

Up close, the lamp looked almost dull. There was nothing magic about the way its clouded sides refused to reflect light. Nothing mystical about its wonky spout and damaged handle, beaten out of shape by decades of neglect. 

Nonetheless, he knew what it really was. And if anyone should know what it was capable of, it was Jon.

Trembling, he reached out. The lamp was heavy in his hands, unnaturally so. He let it dangle from one delicate finger, fascinated by its weight. At that moment, a thought rose in his mind, dark and unbidden.

What are you waiting for?! A male voice howled from deep within him. Make a wish right now and turn us back! Then turn that bitch into a dog and magic us up a new wife, some sexy little whore who’ll never question us about the maids we fuck!

For a moment, Jon was sorely tempted. He placed his small, feminine hand against the lamp’s surface. He’d do it, he really would. He’d make a wish now and get rid of Josephine’s disgustingly female body. Then he’d…

As if on cue, the baby kicked. A soft little bump that came from inside Jon and almost bought tears to his eyes. Not because of pain. Because of what it was.

My baby…

Jon lowered the lamp. How could he have let the voice get to him like that? How could he have been so eager to throw everything away? For what? A chance to be a fat, miserable man again? 

Jon looked round the room and thought about how much his life had changed. About how Sophie had pinned him to the bed with her masculine frame and raped him. About how he’d sucked her dick and loved it. About how she’d sweetly used her wish to give him what he wanted, to make him pregnant. 

But most of all, he thought about how right it had all felt. 

For the first time since he could remember, Jon wasn’t worried anymore. All that crap about work, about Catalina, about being a provider, all of it had vanished. He had the best, most-handsome husband in the world, and he knew Sophie would look after him from now until the day he died. 

Listen! The voice urgently piped up in him. It’s the magic, she’s changed you. I’m the real us. Listen to me and we’ll be back to how we were, only happier than ever!

“I don’t think so,” Jon muttered to himself. Then he frowned.

“You tried to take away my husband,” he said, angrily, unaware he was speaking out loud in Josephine’s soft, feminine voice. “You wanted to take away my baby. You wanted to turn us back into that- that fat asshole.”

But I’m you! The voice protested. I’m the last bit of you left. She’s turned you into a sissy little bitch. I’m your last goddamn hope!

“You may be part of the old me,” Jon whispered, “but I’ll be damned if you’re going to make me throw away my new life.”

And then, as the voice screamed and wailed inside him, he rubbed the lamp and started speaking out loud.

Two minutes later, chimes tinkled distantly on the wind. Two minutes after that, it was all over.

*

Everyone agreed that the wedding was the best they’d ever been to.

The pregnant bride stood before the handsome groom, a blissful smile on her face. It was a bright day, a little blowy so the bride’s veil kept fluttering around her face, making her giggle, but otherwise it was perfect. 

The story was impossibly romantic, too. Out of nowhere, this perfect couple had appeared. She the perfect housewife, already carrying their child, he the owner of a new Fortune 500 company. They’d suddenly stepped onto the social scene, fully formed, and everyone agreed they were wonderful. 

You could see that from the crowd. Three months ago, none of these people had ever heard of them. Now, all six hundred were smiling and clapping, the women overcome with emotion, the men valiantly holding back tears. 

People said they were like a fairy tale couple. That all this had come together through magic. 

Sat near the back, her body clad in a tasteful, figure-hugging dress, Josephine reflected that they had no idea how right they were.

“Here we are.” The deep voice made a thrill run down her spine, a thrill she would never tire of so long as she lived. Turning round, Josephine let a big, goofy grin split her face.

“Here’s mommy.” 

Sam was making his way toward her, pushing the baby stroller containing their triplets with his big, strong hands. With the wind blowing through his shirt, he looked like something out of a modelling catalogue.

Josephine had finally given birth two months ago, in a night of pain and terror and wonder. Lying there with her legs wide open, she’d thought she was going to die. But once her beautiful babies were out and placed in her hands, she’d felt a feeling of peace wash through her body, greater than anything she’d ever experienced. 

Even now, she still sometimes woke up thinking about that night, a smile on her tired face. 

“There you are,” she winked as Sam slid down into the empty seat next to her, enjoying the way the other women turned and looked at him with ill-disguised lust, “what kept you?”

“Work.” Sam said, apologetically. “I know, I’m sorry. But we’re doing good this year. So good I might be able to retire by the time I’m thirty-five, spend the rest of my life taking care of my beautiful wife.”

Josephine smiled, then leaned over and let her sexy black husband kiss her, enjoying the feel of his stubble brushing her cheek. They kissed for what felt like forever, the wedding party fading away around them.

“How was it?” Sam asked at long last, nodding toward the bride, “did I miss anything?”

“Oh, not much,” Josephine turned to look at the couple. “Catalina read her vows and us girls had a good cry. Then Tim read his and I cried all over again.”

Sam shook his head, amused.

“Tell you something,” he murmured. “They’re one lucky couple. How did they meet?”

Josephine pretended she hadn’t heard. She knew alright. 

She was the only one here who did.

That morning three months ago, the old Josephine (she couldn’t remember his name) had made five wishes. Five wishes that had changed everything.

First she’d magicked up a husband for Catalina, gave him a good job and a winning personality, and made them fall in love. Then she’d made them rich to boot, and used up a whole extra wish ensuring they’d always be happy. 

After that… well, here things got fuzzy. 

Josephine knew she’d wished she’d forget something permanently. An old life, she thought. A person she no longer wanted to be. She could be damned if she could remember who that was now. All she knew was that she’d done the same for Sam, and now the two of them could hardly remember a time when she hadn’t been his wife, and he hadn’t been her husband.

Then she’d made her last wish. The one she was happiest of all with. 

Sam tenderly let one large hand drop down to her belly. He smiled, one of those warm and caring smiles that made Josephine want to drag him into the nearest bedroom and let him rape her all night long.

“I can’t believe you’re expecting again,” Sam whispered, his eyes damp with badly-hidden tears. “I love you so much, baby. We’re going to be such a perfect family.”

“I know,” Josephine smiled. And she did. The wish would make certain of it. 

It had been simple, her final wish. She’d wished she would never go more than a month again without being pregnant. That she’d spend her life popping out babies for strong and masculine Sam, and that they’d all be happy together, no matter how big their family got.

After all, Sam’s company was raking in a fortune. They could afford as many kids as they felt like. 

Idly, she clasped Sam’s hand, then let her own hand drop to her belly. She thought about the tiny child already growing inside her. How her breasts would swell up again with milk for it. How she’d squeeze it out after nine months and hold it in her hands, and feel that same impenetrable feeling of pure contentment. 

At the front of the crowd, Catalina was kissing her new husband. Beside Josephine, Sam started to clap, then everyone was clapping too. 

As she applauded, a blissful smile split across Josephine’s face. She closed her eyes and looked up toward the sun.

She couldn’t wait to be a mommy again. 

The End.
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