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Prologue

“Are you fucking kidding me?!”

As in a dream, Heidi slowly shook her head. Her long, white veil swished gently at the edges of her vision.

“No.” She mumbled. “No, I’m really not. Darren’s…”

She swallowed. It was like being in a nightmare. A nightmare she’d had many, many times before.

“…he’s gone.”

On the other side of the room, her best friend Anna turned as white as a sheet. She gently raised one hand to her dark, perfectly-sculpted hair, as if wondering why they’d all gone to so much effort when the groom was just going to vanish.

“You’re sure?” She asked in a deathly whisper.

“Of course I’m sure!” Heidi couldn’t help it. The tears were starting to form in the corners of her eyes.

“I-I went outside to call and ask where he was, and he just…”

She broke off, suddenly unable to go on.

“Well… look!”

She held up her phone in one white gloved hand. Anna stepped forward, her eyes growing wide as she read the message there.

‘I’M SORRY,’ the text read, ‘I’M SO SORRY HEIDI. BUT I CAN’T DO THIS. NOT WHEN I STILL LOVE RACHEL. WE’RE GOING TO GO AWAY TOGETHER. WE’RE GOING TO GET MARRIED. YOU’LL NEVER SEE US AGAIN. I’M SO, SO SORRY.

And, underneath, as if the sender hadn’t realized how devastating his text would be:

LOVE, DARREN X

“You see?” whimpered Heidi.

Her maid of honor nodded slowly. A dark cloud passed over her green eyes.

“He’s got some nerve…” Anna whispered.

“It’s all my fault,” Heidi was saying now, her beautiful face pale with shock. “I should’ve known… How could Darren have ever loved me over Rachel?”

Big, salty tears poured down the bride’s face. Her cheeks turned red and splotchy.

“Heidi!” Anna instinctively pulled her bestie into a hug. “Don’t you dare… it’s that fucking shitbag’s fault, not yours!”

“I was so stupid…” Heidi whispered in her ear. Then a thought struck her and she pulled back, a look of terror on her soft, round face.

“Oh my God…” Her tear-stained eyes flitted over to the door, the door that led through to the long hallway she’d practiced walking down only a week beforehand. The hallway that ended at the back of the church.

The church currently filled with members of Heidi and Darren’s families.

“What am I going to tell them?” Her voice was trembling with fear. “Even Darren’s parents don’t know…”

“You leave it to me.” Anna said, her voice suddenly firm. “I’ll let everyone know. And then, I’m going to have a word with Darren.”

Heidi sniffed and gave a little nod. At that moment, Anna thought she looked heart-breakingly beautiful.

“Thanks, Anna…” Heidi hesitated. “But how…? I mean, Darren won’t answer his phone to you…”

“Leave that to me.” Anna pulled her friend into one final hug, holding her tight. Like she was trying to protect her simple, naïve bestie from the horrors of the world.

“You stay right here,” she whispered fiercely in her ear. “And don’t you dare start blaming yourself or excusing that bastard again, got it? He deserves everything that’s coming to him.”

Heidi pulled back. She blinked at Anna.

“What do you mean?” She gasped. “You’re not going to-?”

But it was too late, Anna was already heading for the door. For the hallway. For the church.

For her victim.

“Let’s just say,” she called over her bare shoulder, her voice filled with savagery, “that’s there’s going to be a wedding today after all!”

“No, don’t!” Heidi shouted. “Anna. No! I still love…”

Her pleas fell on deaf ears. Anna stormed out the door, walking with that strange, powerful walk Heidi had come to recognize back when they were teenagers.

That walk that spelt trouble for whoever had dared hurt one of Anna’s friends.

“Oh, Darren,” Heidi mumbled to herself, looking at her former fiancée’s face, still smiling from the backdrop of her phone. “Oh, Darren, you’ve really fucked up this time.”

Deep down, the scorned bridge knew that she should call Darren and warn him. That she should chase after Anna and beg her not to do this (whatever this would turn out to be). Deep down, she knew she could still save her fiancée from her best friend’s wrath. 

Instead, Heidi put her phone away, and gently lowered herself into the sparse room’s only chair. As in a dream, she closed her eyes.

And then the scorned bride began to smile.


I

“Darren…”

Darren gave a soft groan. The world was dark. His head felt groggy, like he’d been out slamming tequila shots all night.

Where the hell am I? He wondered, vaguely.

The last thing he could remember was getting out the car at that gas station. He’d wanted to stretch his legs and send Heidi the final text. The one he’d been dreading sending.

“We’ve gotta let her know,” Rachel had said, an embarrassed smile on her gorgeous face. “She’s meant to be marrying you any minute now!”

“Darren…”

He frowned. That was right. He’d got out the car, sent the text and stopped off to grab a coffee. He’d been just heading back when it had happened.

Whatever it was.

“For fuck’s sakes, Darren, wake up you asshole!”

Darren’s eyes flew open. There was a shadow above him, a pair of luminous green eyes peering from its midst. Sunlight played across the ceiling. He was in a large, wood-paneled room somewhere.

“What’s happening?” He muttered, trying to collect his thoughts.

“Jesus,” the shadow replied, “the magic really fucked you up, huh? Hold on a tick, you’ll be back to normal.”

Its green eyes darkened.

“For now,” it added, ominously.

Darren wasn’t listening. His head was still swirling like a drunk on a carousel. He tried blinking several times and was pleased to see the room swim into view around him.

“There.” His ex-fiancée’s friend Anna smiled down at him, her curvy body enclosed in a pretty bridesmaid’s outfit. “Isn’t that better?”

With a start, Darren sat up. He looked around, his mouth dangling open, aware Anna was watching him with a dreadful smirk on her face.

“Where the heck are we?” He asked, wonderingly.

Beside him, Anna stifled a giggle.

“Just some hotel I found,” she smiled at him. “An old, converted country house, I think. Actually kinda neat. And it’s the ideal place for a bride to get ready!”

She stopped, a look of delight in her eyes. At the word ‘bride’ Darren had stiffened, his eyes growing wide.

“I’m at the wedding?” He whispered.

This couldn’t be right. He’d left! He’d run away like a guilty dog, his tail between his legs. Run away from the tuxedoes, the party, the dresses…

Run away from Heidi.

He shook his head.

“I’m dreaming. I have to be. I can’t be at the wedding, I was-!”

“You were where?” Asked Anna, innocently.

Darren looked at her for a moment, then slowly closed his mouth. His head was still groggy, but he was awake enough to know something was very, very wrong.

What the hell’s going on? He thought, wildly.

“I thought so.” Anna sighed. “You were running away, weren’t you? You were running away like a naughty little boy.”

She gave him a poisonous glare.

“Running away, and breaking poor Heidi’s heart.”

“Don’t be dumb,” Darren replied automatically. “How could I still be here if I was running away?”

But inside, his mind was reeling.

How can I be here? Was that all a dream? Is Heidi waiting in the next room right now?!

He realized in his groggy state he couldn’t even say for certain whether he and Rachel had really got back together. It all seemed so distant and far away.

As he was trying to arrange his thoughts, Anna got up and drifted over to an ornate wooden dresser, a long, figure-length mirror beside it. She perched on the edge, still smiling her infuriating smile.

“Oh. And where do you think here is?”

“Where do you think?” Muttered Darren in exasperation. He didn’t like his fiancées’ freaky friend at the best of times. While he was nursing what felt like an apocalyptic hangover, he couldn’t stand her.

“We’re at the hotel Heidi booked for the reception.” He looked around, suddenly puzzled. “Sure looks expensive, though…”

Anna’s smile grew wider.

“We’re at a hotel, no doubt about that.”

Darren waved his hand irritably.

“You just said we’re in the bride’s… room, or whatever you call it.”

His head was clearing a little now. He still couldn’t remember much about that crazy dream with Rachel and the gas station, but thoughts were starting to pierce the fog now. Thoughts about Heidi. Thoughts about his wedding…

Darren suddenly sat up straight like he’d just been given an electric shock. By the dresser, Anna’s smile grew more shark-like than ever.

“The bride’s room!” Darren turned to the bridesmaid, “I have to get out of here! It’s bad luck to see the bride before the ceremony. What if Heidi comes in?!”

“Oh, so now you want to marry Heidi, do you?” Anna gave a little tsk. “I do wish you’d make your mind up.”

Her green eyes fixed Darren with a piercing look.

“Well, it’s too late for that now.”

“What do you mean?” Darren was frantically pulling himself to his feet.

It had to be a dream, he thought uneasily, running away with Rachel. I’m here to get married to Heidi. I’m here to become a husband…

Yet the memories of fleeing his wedding with Rachel weren’t fading as he woke up, like dreams should.

On the contrary, they seemed to be getting stronger.

“I mean,” Anna drew out the word with relish, “that you won’t be marrying Heidi today. Or any other day. Not after you ran away like that.”

Her eyes flashed, dangerously.

“She deserves better than you. Even if you promised to ditch that bitch of yours and be faithful to her forever, I still wouldn’t let you go back.”

Her words cut through Darren’s rush. With a jolt, the big, strong man turned and looked at the short, eerily beautiful girl watching him with hatred in her eyes.

“Rachel…?” He whispered.

“Was that her name?” Anna shrugged. “Well, not anymore. Besides, we’ve got more important things to talk about.”

Darren wasn’t listening. A rage was rising in him, cutting through his dazed mind.

“Where is she?” He took a couple of steps towards Anna, his face suddenly black. “Rachel! What have you done to her?”

“Nothing she didn’t deserve.” Anna barely reacted to the threat in Darren’s voice. “Now. Ask me.”

“Ask you what?” Panic was seizing Darren. It was all flooding back now. The party six months ago where he and Rachel had shared a kiss for the first time in five years. The two of them fucking in cheap motels, Darren’s dick drilling into his beautiful redhead ex even as Heidi sat at home planning their wedding.

The text he’d sent. Just before everything had gone strange.

“Where is she?” He practically yelled at Anna. “Where have you taken her?!”

“Wrong question.” Anna crossed her arms before her pert little breasts. “The right question is ‘where have I taken you’?”

“You already said.” Darren snapped. “The damn hotel. Heidi’s bride room or whatever you call it. Now where is…”

The words died in his throat.

Anna was laughing. Not just giggling. Loud, hysteric laughs tore out her throat, echoing around the cramped room. Her dark hair bounced off her bare shoulders. Her chest rose and fell.

A trickle of ice began to run up Darren’s spine.

What is this crazy bitch playing at? He wondered uneasily.

At long last, Anna got herself under control. She giggled at Darren, the back of one hand pressed to her red lips to stifle more laughs.

“Sorry,” she purred. “It’s just that when you said this was Heidi’s bridal suite…”

“It is, isn’t it?” Under the surface Darren was starting to feel deeply worried. He’d never seen Anna like this before. So determined. So in-control.

So powerful.

Still trying to hold back giggles, Anna shook her pretty head.

“Heidi’s very, very far away. So far, in fact, that I doubt you’ll ever see her again. No, this bridal chamber,” she smiled again. Quick. Savage.

“Is for someone else entirely.”

“Well, where is she then?” Darren asked, trying to get a sneer into his voice. It didn’t work. The words came out in a helpless quaver.

And what am I doing here? He wondered.

“She is already here,” Anna said, measuring her words out with obvious pleasure. “She is in this room right now. She is about to put on her gorgeous wedding dress.”

“You?” Asked Darren, incredulously. There was no-one else in the room.

Anna shook her head, a mischievous light in her eyes.

“She doesn’t realize it yet, but today is going to be her big day. In fact,” her eyes narrowed, settling on Darren’s worried face, “I’m looking at her right now.”

In the silence that followed, neither of the two people in the large, expensive hotel room made a sound. Darren simply stared, goggle-eyed at Anna, who watched him impassively.

“You’re crazy,” Darren muttered at last. “That’s it, I’m going to find Rachel this instant!”

“Rachel?!” He yelled, turning to the door.

Behind him, he heard Anna giggle.

“You’re not going anywhere.”

Then she clicked her fingers and suddenly Darren’s legs froze.

He tried to move. Tried to storm out the door and into the depths of this big hotel to find Rachel. But his legs refused to budge. It was like there was a barrier between his brain and his muscles.

“Now turn around.”

The world lurched sickeningly. In fright, Darren realized his body had obediently swung round to face Anna.

What’s she doing?! He thought, frantically, has she hypnotized me?

“I didn’t use up a week’s worth of magic bringing you here just so you could fuck off whenever you felt like it.” Anna said, coolly. “And trust me. That’s got nothing on the magic I’m about to use on you now.”

Magic? Darren thought, what the hell’s she jawing about?

Outwardly, he tried his best to stay cool.

“Look…” he whispered. “Anna. I don’t know what’s going on or why you’re doing it…”

“Oh, that’s simple.” Anna’s eyes burned with power. “I’m a witch, did Heidi never tell you that? And you’re a pathetic excuse for a man.”

The humor faded from her voice, replaced by a cold darkness.

“A pathetic little man who leaves his fiancée at the altar. So guess what? I’ve decided you don’t deserve to be male anymore.”

She shook her head.

“No. I think it’s time you learned a lesson or two the hard way. You want to break a bride’s heart? Then you can try being one!”

And she pointed at Darren and whispered something under her breath. There was a far-off sound like fairy dust falling.

“Wait!” Darren yelped, holding up his hands as it to ward off Anna’s spell. “What do you mean I can try being one?”

But it was too late. Anna simply smiled a secretive smile. And then Darren saw it.

His hands were changing. Where they’d once been large, masculine things dusted with dark hairs, they were now small and pale and dainty.

As he watched, his wrists narrowed down, there was a tugging at his fingertips, and suddenly ten nails sprouted out, long and perfectly manicured. To Darren’s horror they immediately turned a glossy pink.

He looked up at Anna in wordless fright.

“Please!” He shouted. “Anna, make it stop!”

But Anna simply smiled and shook her head.

“Why would I want to do that?” She purred.

The changes were spreading now, travelling up Darren’s arms, making them lose muscle and become slender, delicate things.

A grinding sensation tore through his body. His shoulders tugged in toward his neckline, losing their broad, masculine shape. At the same time, his hips were thrusting outwards, growing away from his crotch to make room for his new birth canal. Darren urgently ripped his shirt open and was horrified to see the fat dribble away from his sides, leaving him with a curved, hourglass figure.

“Not bad.” Anna nodded, appreciatively. “But your figure needs a little work, I think. Maybe we should hurry it along?”

She clicked her fingers. Immediately, Darren’s entire body began to twitch, like he was clay and an invisible giant was sculpting him to Anna’s specifications.

The fat from his sides ran in little rivulets under his skin, down beneath Darren’s pants. He could feel the dribbles swarming around his back, making his hips feel ticklish, and vanishing into his body. There was a pause, and then his ass suddenly jumped up and leapt out, filling out and becoming pert and smooth.

He immediately clapped one hand over each new cheek and was horrified to feel how big they were in his tiny hands. How large and firm. He looked to Anna in fright.

“Stop it!” He yelped. “You’ve given me a… a woman’s ass!”

“Not just an ass,” Anna smiled. “Though you do look like you could star in music videos with that thing. But don’t worry.”

She folded her arms.

“I’m not gonna leave you looking like that.”

What does she mean? Darren thought helplessly. Then he felt it. A painful little ache in each of his nipples. Like they’d been stung by a bee and were swelling up.

With a moan he tore his shirt open and gaped in horror at his chest. Fat was collecting around his pecs, turning into breast tissue. There was a feeling of pressure and then two beautiful, ripe boobies came bursting out, the nipples turning long and pink.

Darren helplessly tried to push them back in, but they kept on growing, becoming round and full and ripe. They filled his hands, dangled from his frame and suddenly Darren was the proud owner of an enormous pair of titties.

“Wow.” Anna raised an eyebrow. “You got lucky, girl! Those puppies have gotta be a Double-E at least!”

The changes were coming faster now, so fast that Darren could barely keep track.

His legs shed muscle and telescoped upwards, becoming long and smooth and slender, even as the rest of him shrank. At lightning speed, he felt himself go from being a 6ft4 male to someone the size of Anna. Then he kept right on shrinking until he was at least 4 inches shorter than her 5ft7 frame.

By now, his shirt was like a bedsheet, drooping from his shoulders. His pants got so loose that they fell down from his waist, collecting around his ankles on the floor. His feet were lost inside his male shoes, now like two vast, leather caves.

Even his watch was dangling loose from his wrist, tugging it downwards with a sudden heaviness he’d never noticed before.

Not that Darren noticed. Even as he was shrinking, his body was twisting and changing in new and disturbing ways.

There was a feeling of pressure and his lips plumped up. His jawline lost its masculine shape, becoming round and soft. His eyes widened into two large, doe-like things and suddenly there were things fluttering in the corner of his vision like angry blackbirds! It took Darren a good five seconds to realize they were his long new eyelashes.

A intense itching passed across his scalp, making his head feel as if it was on fire. He threw up his arms with a girly shriek, then suddenly waves and waves of long, blonde hair were cascading over his fingertips, falling across his vision. His new hair came to a halt just above his breasts, cute little gold ringlets bouncing above his tender new nipples.

“Please!” He tried one last time, fixing Anna with a pleading look. “You can’t do this to me! I’ll do anything you want. Anything!”

Anna smiled.

“You already are,” she said, sweetly. “I wanted you to turn into a girl. And look at that. You did.”

At the word ‘did’, there was a tremor in Darren’s cock. He gave a high-pitched shriek and yanked down his boxer shorts, just in time to see his penis give a last twitch, like it was waving goodbye.

It shot back up inside his body, taking his balls with it. For a second, Darren could only stare in horror at the smooth space between his legs, then there was a sound like Velcro ripping and a vertical slit opened up and formed into two plump lips dangling either side of a moist and tender hole.

With trembling movements, Darren gently stroked this new line between his legs with the tip of one long fingernail. The touch was enough to send a shudder up his spine and make his brand new pussy shiver with delight.

At long last, it was over. A final tremor passed through Darren’s body, making his big new boobies wobble and bounce around, and then the spell was finished.

Wordlessly, Darren looked down at his new body. At the two heavy breasts dangling from his frame, obscuring his flat stomach from view. At the long, hairless legs leading up to the soft pink mound between his wide hips. At the long, blonde hair dangling over his eyes, demanding to be swept back and hooked behind an ear.

Experimentally, he reached up and grasped his boobies. They were firm to the touch, the nipples slightly sore and tender. He squeezed them and the flesh pushed back against his fingertips.

Darren let his new breasts go and ran his hands over his transformed figure. Over his curvy hips. Over his narrow waist. Over his pert and hairless ass. His body shivered to the touch and Darren was mortified to feel a distant warmth in his crotch.

It was as if his new, girl body could become aroused simply through being caressed.

He looked back up at Anna, watching him with a sneer. Anna, who now towered above him, like some terrible, distant god.

“What-?” He began, then immediately clamped a dainty hand over his pretty mouth.

His voice was wrong. Wrong, wrong, WRONG! Where it should have been filled with masculine bass that vibrated in his chest, it was soft and wispy and musical. Where it should have been deep, it was high-pitched. Earnest. Whimpering.

Oh God, Darren realized in horror, I sound like a spoiled teenage girl!

“Sorry, Dianna?” Anna giggled. “I didn’t quite catch that.”

Darren barely heard her. He raised one hand to his slender, swan like neck and felt the smooth place where his Adam’s apple used to be.

“Come on, girl. We haven’t got all day.”

Darren’s eyes settled on Anna’s smiling face. He lowered his hands.

“What the fuck did you do to me?” He whispered, trying to ignore the hateful sound of his soft new voice.

Anna simply smiled and gestured the full-length mirror beside her.

“Take a look,” she said, sweetly.

Darren would’ve given anything not to have to look in that mirror. Anything to instead turn and run out that door as fast as his new legs would carry him, away from Anna’s dreadful smile, away from this nightmare.

Instead, he slowly stepped across the room, trying to ignore the way his dainty new feet swam about in his male-sized shoes. Trying to ignore the way his brand new breasts wobbled in the bottom of his vision.

Then Darren took a deep breath. And looked.


II

The first thing he noticed was how big his shirt was. Where it had fit him snugly as a man, drawing subtle attention to his broad shoulders and muscular arms, it now dangled off him, like he was a little kid playing dress-up.

Along with his shoes, socks and watch, it was the only item of clothing to have stayed on him throughout his transformation. As a result, he looked both half-naked and kinda silly, like he’d been surprised while slipping into a giant’s wedding suit.

But that wasn’t what really drew his eye and made him want to scream.

The girl staring back at him was gorgeous. She had high cheekbones, a dainty little nose, plump, pink lips and perfectly-sculpted eyebrows. Her blonde hair naturally curled into cute little ringlets as it tumbled over her shoulders. Her skin was flawless, cream white, smooth.

She looked like a supermodel, or an actress. The sort of girl teenage boys put up posters of. The sort of girl who appeared on the cover of Vogue or Cosmo.

Yet her body told a different story. If the girl’s face was beautiful in a classy way, her body was like a 14-year old male’s fantasy of a woman.

Her boobs were enormous. Even with his male shirt still dangling open over his chest, Darren could tell that his new body was seriously well-endowed. Her legs were long and smooth, her pussy shaved, her body curved. It was the sort of figure you only ever saw in pornos.

And now it belonged to him. He was the one with a pornstar’s body.

A female pornstar’s body.

“Well?” Anna’s breath tickled one ear. Darren had been so wrapped up in his reflection that he hadn’t heard her come over.

“What do you think? Pretty, isn’t she?”

Darren shook his head, strands of long blonde hair flicking in the corners of his vision. In the mirror, the girl shook hers in time with him, a look of horror on her beautiful face.

She can’t be more than 19, Darren thought miserably. A pretty teenage airhead… that can’t be me!

But there was no denying it. Even as examined the girl’s face, he could feel her wordlessly staring back at him. Impulsively, Darren stuck out his tongue. The girl in the mirror stuck hers out, too – an adorably stroppy expression on her pretty face. He wiggled his frame. In the mirror, the girl moved hers in time, making her big boobies wobble.

He was her.

“You’ll get used to it.” Anna glanced down at him with a pleased look on her face. Darren wasn’t used to being smaller than anyone, and to find one of his fiancée’s friends suddenly towering over him was disconcerting.

With a flash he realized Anna didn’t even need magic to hold him here against his will. In his new body, she could simply use her superior size and strength to keep him trapped in this room while she did whatever she liked to him.

“Personally, I think it’s a huge improvement,” Anna was saying. She reached out and grasped his new breasts, weighing them up in her hands. Darren let out a gasp and shrank back from her touch.

“Don’t fucking touch me!” He spat, not caring how high-pitched his voice sounded. “You- you fucking bitch!”

There was a loud crack. The world lurched like Darren was drunk. Pain flared across one of his pretty new cheeks. In a daze, he raised a hand and gently touched it.

Did she just hit me? He wondered in shock.

“Cool it, girl, or you’ll get another slap,” Anna warned, her voice stern. For a second, Darren was terrified she’d grab his brand new titties again, and he’d have to simply stand there and meekly take it. Instead, Anna took a step back, satisfied.

“It’s a good start,” she said. “No doubt about that. But we’re still not done yet!”

“What do you mean?!” Darren shrieked. In the mirror, the girl was staring out with a look of rage in her doe-like eyes.

“I mean what I said, you stupid bitch.” Anna sneered. “I promised to turn you into a bride, didn’t I? Well then! Let’s get that wedding dress on!”

No… This was too much! With a girly squeal, Darren turned and ran for the door, not caring if he had to escape only wearing this stupid, oversize man’s shirt! Only caring that he should get away from this madness before…

Then Anna clicked her fingers. His feet froze to the spot, and he realized to his utter horror that he was already too late.

There was another, distant tinkling of fairy dust. Darren’s shirt, shoes, socks and watch vanished, leaving him stood naked in the middle of the room. Darren had just enough time to hope nothing would happen. And then he felt it.

A faint itching in his crotch made him look down. A tiny white thread was whizzing back and forth over his brand new pussy, furiously weaving itself into a lacy pair of see-through panties. As Darren watched in fascination, a dainty little bow appeared on the top, standing out against his soft white skin.

Two invisible hands seemed to grip his big new boobies in a vice-like squeeze. Darren just had time to wonder what the hell was going on, then his large breasts leaped upwards – nearly hitting him in the face – and mashed together into a soft, deep cleavage. A matching white push-up bra formed over them, its straps fastening across his slender shoulders.

Now the hands were gripping Darren’s long, blonde hair. With a sharp yank that made him gasp out loud in his girly voice, his ringlets jumped up and rearranged themselves behind his ears into a waterfall of curls that tumbled gracefully over one shoulder. Two long, straight strands dropped down either side of his head, resting against his cheeks.

Furious, Darren tried to reach behind his head and pull his elegant new hairstyle to pieces, but those same invisible hands grabbed his wrists.

If Anna’s spell wanted him to have a certain hairstyle or look a certain way, then his body had no choice but to obey her whims entirely.

A fluttering filled the air, like a dozen birds flapping their wings. A beautiful white veil flew down from the ceiling and fastened itself on Darren’s hair, the satin dropping over his vision.

He threw up his hands to pull it back and saw to his terror that he was now wearing a pair of satiny white gloves. They had delicate patterns woven into them and covered his wrists and arms, but left space for his long, elegant fingers to poke through.

There was a bump, and suddenly Darren shot up four inches into the air. For a split-second he thought he was growing again – like a character from Alice in Wonderland – but then he looked down and saw he was now wearing a pair of beautiful white stiletto heels. There were elegant little patterns on the sides, and a big white bow that covered his tiny little toes, leaving only the pink-painted nails poking out.

He tried to kick them off, but they wouldn’t leave his feet. It was like they were as much a part of him as his new boobies or pussy.

“Looking good, Dianna!” Anna called. “But don’t get too comfortable, girl, you’re not done yet. Not by a long shot!”

No sooner had she finished speaking than there was a rustling of fabric, like silk being dragged over leaves. Darren looked up just in time to see a white dress pulling itself across the floor towards him.

“No!” He squeaked in Dianna’s voice. “Please!”

He threw up his hands as if to ward it off, but the dress twitched then leaped through the air. A blur of white surrounded Darren. He lashed out with his tiny fists, trying to tear it away, but it was no use.

The dress magically fastened itself to his new curves, pulling in here, tightening there. Five seconds later, Darren was staring down at his body, now encased in a white wedding dress, with a feeling of disgust.

It was strapless, it’s white folds stopping over his big new breasts, leaving a ton of cleavage on display. A black garter belt with a large flower-shape scrunched into its fabric hung just below his boobies, accentuating his curves.

But it was the bottom half of the dress that really made Darren whimper. Anna had magicked up a dress that looked like something from a fairy tale. Folds of satin swept out away from his body in waves, trapping him in a sea of white.

How the hell am I supposed to walk in that? Darren wondered. But there was another feeling too, one he hated himself for feeling.

At the sight of his wonderfully old-fashioned wedding dress, the female part of his brain had immediately started cooing over how pretty it looked.

Finally, there was a weight on Darren’s ears that seemed to pull his new head downwards. Reaching up, he realized he was now wearing two very expensive diamond-studded earrings, each about the size of his palm.

There was another faint sound of fairy dust, and an engagement ring appeared on Darren’s right hand ring finger; a simple, silver band that looked heart-stoppingly expensive. Then it was over.

“Wow. You look stunning.”

Like he was in a dream, Darren turned and looked back at his tormentor. At the witch who had taken his manhood and turned him into a beautiful, blushing bride.

“What did you say?” He whispered.

Anna smiled. She pushed off from the old oak dresser and made her way towards Darren. About five feet away she stopped and looked admiringly at her own handiwork.

“When your husband sees you, he’s gonna have a heart-attack,” she murmured. “I’m almost choking up just looking at you.”

“Husband?” Squeaked Darren.

“Well, duh. I mean, I turned you into a bride, right? A bride on her wedding day.” Anna looked at him like he was an idiot. “Who did you think you were gonna marry?”

Darren’s jaw dropped open. No. This was too horrible!

“I can’t marry a man!” He shrieked. “That’s disgusting! I’m not gay!”

“You’re more right than you know.” Anna smiled. “Right now, you’re one hundred percent straight. Unfortunately for you, you’re also a girl. Which means…”

Her smile widened.

“You’re very attracted to men.”

“But I’m not-!” Darren started to say. He slowly closed his pretty mouth.

What’s happening to me? He thought in fright.

The moment Anna had told him he was attracted to men, an unbidden thought had risen in his mind. Images of a strong-chested, muscular black man, tearing the wedding dress from his delicate little body. Images of the handsome black man yanking his panties off while he sobbed and pleaded for mercy.

Images of the black man with his enormous dick, holding Darren down and raping his little pussy.

A low, feminine moan escaped Darren’s lips. He clenched his hands, driving his nails deep into his palms, trying to chase away the images. But already, he could feel a warmth stirring in his crotch. A sort of moistness, brought on by thinking about having sex with men.

He was getting wet.

Anna was watching him struggle with a look of amusement on her features.

“Not what?” She asked innocently. “Not attracted to men? I don’t believe that for a second. But there might be one teensy little problem…”

Darren gaped at her.

What now? He moaned inside himself. What else could this bitch do to me?!

“I turned you into the perfect bride,” Anna was saying, a look of delight in her eyes. “Too bad for you, I’m kinda old fashioned. For me, the perfect bride isn’t some tart whose had her panties round her ankles since she was twelve. No, I think a bride should be a bit more, well… innocent.”

Her eyes twinkled.

“If you catch my drift?”

She can’t mean what I think she means…

Yet Darren already knew he was right. He could feel the tightness in his chest. The nervousness. Holding out his delicate new hands, he could see them trembling.

His new body might have an extremely active fantasy life, but it was becoming all too clear that the reality was very different.

Oh my God! Darren whimpered in his head. How could she do this?!

There must’ve been something in his eyes, because the moment he realized what was happening, Anna began to laugh. A cruel, cold laugh that delighted in Darren’s helplessness.

The witch hadn’t just turned him into a pretty young bride on the day of her wedding.

She turned him into a pretty young virgin bride.


III

The frightened silence that followed was finally broken by Anna yawning theatrically.

“Gee, is that the time?” She asked, pretending to look at her watch. “Time for me to go, I think.”

She gave her handiwork with Darren one last, appreciative look.

“I can’t wait till Heidi hears about this,” she murmured. “This is gonna cheer her right up.”

“Wait!” Darren shouted in his female voice. “You can’t leave me here like this! I-I’m not a-!”

Girl! Is what he’d meant to say. But the magic wouldn’t let him. It was like he suddenly couldn’t lie about his new gender, his new sexuality, or the fact he was a virgin again.

Without thinking, he grabbed the edges of his beautiful, flowing dress and ran over to Anna. He sank down on his knees before her, tears in his eyes, and looked up into the eyes of the woman who’d cursed him to lose his manhood.

“Please,” he sobbed. “I’ve learned my lesson! I should never have run out on Heidi. If you turn me back I’ll apologize to her… I-I’ll make it right! I’ll even marry her if you want!”

“Just please,” tears were rolling down his soft cheeks now, his large chest rising and falling with each ragged breath. “Don’t make me spend the rest of my life as a bride!”

For a long time, Anna watched him with an inscrutable expression.

“What about Rebecca?” She said, at last. “Would you abandon her to whatever fate I’ve cooked up for her, in return for becoming male again?”

“Yes!” Darren fixed his large, doe-like eyes eagerly on Anna’s sly, green ones. “Anything! I’ll even break up with her if you want, just tell me what to do!”

A smile flitted across Anna’s face. Gently, she reached down and stroked a lock of blond hair back behind Darren’s ear.

“And that answer,” she said quietly, “is why you don’t deserve to be a man. You’d sell out the woman you loved, just to make your own life a bit better.”

She straightened up, fixing Darren with a terrible grin.

“Well, lucky for us girls you’ll never have a relationship with another woman again. You’re into men now, darling. Or at least one specific man.”

Her eyes glanced down at the engagement ring on Darren’s elegant finger.

“I just hope he treats you better than you treat women. Not that you deserve it, but you’re just looking so pretty in that dress I’d hate to see you cry.”

“No…” Darren whimpered. He tried to grasp Anna’s hands in his own girly ones, but she roughly pulled them away.

“Goodbye, Dianna,” she sneered. “Enjoy your wedding.”

A giggle escaped her lips.

“What am I saying? Enjoy the honeymoon! Your first taste of cock!”

Then she was pointing at herself and whispering something under her breath. There was a sound like fairy dust falling. A wind began to blow.

“Wait!” Darren shrieked, hardly even noticing how high-pitched his voice was. “Don’t leave me here! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

For a second, he could still see Anna through the blowing wind. Still see her, even as his long blond hair whipped across his vision, obscuring her from view.

To his horror, Darren realized she was laughing at him.

Then the wind picked up, Darren’s long hair and dress blew around, blinding him, and by the time it dropped, Anna was gone.

For a long, long time, he simply sat there. Trying to hold back tears. Trying to ignore the stupid breasts hanging from his chest. Trying to ignore the feeling of his panties, brushing delicately against the lips of his pussy.

Trying to ignore the fact he was now a girl.

Not just a girl, Darren thought, bitterly, a bride.

There was no denying it. He was a beautiful, trembling, virgin bride on her wedding day. Just waiting to be led down the aisle to where a strong man would be waiting for her. Just waiting to tie her life to his forever.

Just waiting to enter the dark embrace of the honeymoon suite and have her virgin pussy violated by a long, fat dick.

I hope he’s gentle, Darren thought, his delicate new stomach sick with nerves. But there was another thought in his mind. Simmering below the surface. A thought much more suited to his new brain’s fantasy life.

I hope he has a big dick, he found himself thinking with a hint of longing. A big dick he’ll make me suck like the little bitch I am, then stick in my pussy and fuck me ‘till my womb is full of sperm and I’m pregnant!

It was too much. Without realizing he was about to do so, Darren opened his pretty, painted mouth and screamed.

It was a scream of frustration. A scream of horror. A scream that came from the very depths of his soul and should’ve come out all deep and powerful, but instead came out high-pitched and hysterical.

What’s wrong with me? He sobbed. I don’t want to be a girl! I don’t want to be attracted to men! I don’t want to be a bride!

He screamed until his vocal cords were raw, then collapsed across his large, flowing dress and buried his face in his slender arms. Hot tears poured down his cheeks.

Even my arms are different! Even my tears are different! That bitch took everything from me!

As he lay there crying, there was an urgent knock at the door.

“Go away!” He shrieked, without thinking. “I’m not getting married today. Fuck off!”

“Darren?!” The deep voice cut through his fear-fogged mind. “Darren! Open up!”

His male name…

Darren pulled himself to his feet and ran over to the door. His mind was whirling.

Someone knew his name! His real name! That meant – oh God, please let it be true – that they might be here to rescue him!

He had no idea who it was – the voice was completely unfamiliar – but at least they knew he was a he! That had to be a good start!

It was only as he reached the door that he suddenly remembered who he was. What he was. He looked down at his new body with a mixture of disgust and worry.

What if the person outside knew he was here, but didn’t know what Anna had done to him? What if they asked for Darren and only found Dianna? How would he ever make them believe him?

“Darren!” The guy, whoever he was, was knocking frantically now. “For God’s sakes, I know you’re in there! Open up, I’m here to rescue you!”

“One moment!” Darren deliberately tried to lower his voice, but was mortified to hear it still came out sounding female.

He was trapped. On the one hand, if he didn’t open the door, he’d lose perhaps his only chance of escape. On the other, if he opened it and the guy outside didn’t recognize him, he would see his last chance at salvation cruelly snatched away!

Did she plan this? He wondered. Is this some new way to torture me?

“Darren!” The man’s voice was strained, urgent. “There’s someone coming! Don’t worry, I know what she’s done to you. Just open the fucking door!”

He had no choice. His heart jackhammering in his generous new chest, Darren quickly yanked the bolt back and opened the heavy wooden door.

Almost immediately, a tall, strong black man with muscular arms and a handsome face creased with worry forced his way inside, slammed the door and locked it. He leaned back against it, loosening the collar on his wedding suit.

“That was close,” he panted. “I’ve been trying to avoid them, but they’re everywhere in this hotel.”

His dark eyes locked onto Darren’s face. A frown flitted across his handsome brow.

“Are you OK?” He asked, his deep voice reverberating deep inside Darren’s new body. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

Darren could barely make out what the strong black guy was saying. He was too busy backing away and trying to pretend this wasn’t happening.

This can’t be real, he sobbed, this can’t be real.

His new visitor looked identical to the muscular black man haunting his new brain’s fantasies. The one Darren had pictured holding him down and raping him only minutes ago. The one Dianna’s fantasy life seemed fixated on.

“Darren?” The guy pushed off from the door and approached him, a tender look in his eyes that made Darren’s new legs go like water.

God, he’s so handsome! The female part of his brain thought, weakly.

“Darren!” The black guy suddenly darted forward and grabbed Darren’s hands in his own. “I know it’s you in there, Darren. What’s wrong?”

Darren tried to pull his hands away. But it was useless. The guy was enormous. 6ft6 if he was an inch. His hands were like two enormous slabs of meat, completely engulfing Darren’s small, dainty ones.

He could rape me, Darren suddenly thought, he could hold both my hands in one of his and do anything he wanted to me.

He wasn’t sure if the thought was a scared one from his male brain, or a lustful one from his female side.

“Don’t you recognize me?” The guy was begging, his handsome face and shaved head inches from Darren’s. This close, Darren could smell his male sweat. A sweet, pungent smell that made his pussy tingle with warmth.

He shook his pretty little head, suddenly wishing he’d never opened the door. A look of confused hurt crossed the guy’s features.

“I know we’ve changed,” he said, “but it’s still us in here. I can still tell it’s you in that girl’s body!”

“What do you mean?” Darren squeaked, trying to wrestle his hands back from this powerful, handsome man. Still trying to ignore the way his muscular body was driving Darren’s new, female form crazy.

“What do you mean, we? What do you mean, us?”

A light dawned in the black guy’s eyes. He slowly released his grip. Darren yanked his delicate hands back and clutched them to his enormous boobies, backing away as he did so.

Who is this guy? He wondered.

“You really don’t recognize me, do you?” The handsome guy asked sadly. “You think I’m just some random man.”

“Tell me, then,” Darren’s voice sounded stupidly high-pitched to his ears. “Who are you? Tell me!”

A sad smile spread across the black guy’s features, a smile that made Darren’s body almost want to fall into his arms.

“It’s me.” The guy said in his deep voice, holding out one giant hand. “Darren, it’s me.”

He hesitated. For a second, Darren felt like he was standing on the edge of some great abyss, about to be pushed off into the screaming blackness below.

“It’s Rachel.”

Darren’s pretty new mouth dropped open. He shook his head, long blond hairs flicking in the corner of his vision.

No, he thought, please God, no…

“Anna brought me here with you,” the black man was saying, softly. “I woke up first and she turned me into a-a man. She turned me into…”

The man stood before Darren swallowed and gave him a pleading look.

“She turned me into you fiancée.”

For a second, Darren thought he could glimpse something in the strong man’s eyes. A flicker of something he knew from his previous life. A look of tenderness he’d seen a thousand times before.

“Rachel…?” He whispered.

Before him, the black man nodded.

Darren tried to step forward, to take his mistress’s large new hands in his tiny, girly ones, but it was too late. The world lurched, Rachel’s masculine new face dimmed, and then Darren was falling, falling into the abyss.

At least I’m not alone… he just had time to think.

And then there was nothing but blackness.
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For the second time that day, Darren found himself lying in a warm darkness that went on forever.

He was vaguely aware of distant shouting, of feet pounding on floors. But it came from far away and didn’t seem to concern him.

“Darren!”

The deep voice tickled against his ear. Darren mumbled something and tried to roll over and go back to sleep. He was surprised at how hard his bed felt; surprised also at the strange clothes he seemed to be wearing.

When did I start wearing pajamas? He wondered vaguely.

“Darren, baby,” the low voice sent a wave of warmth washing over him, making him smile. Whoever it belonged to made him feel warm and safe inside. Warm and safe…

…and womanly.

“Please, you have to wake up!”

Suddenly, it all came rushing back. His transformation. Rachel’s appearance. The big new boobies he could feel resting against the wooden floor. The faint moistness he could feel between his legs.

The wedding dress he was trapped in, flowing out all around his small and girly body.

Darren opened his eyes with a low moan. Rachel’s handsome, masculine face was only inches from his, her brown eyes soft with concern.

“Shh!” She whispered, placing one large, thick finger against his soft and painted lips.

The touch made Darren shiver slightly. He resisted a strange urge to playfully put the tip of her finger in his mouth and suck on it, making innocent doe eyes at her as he did so.

Fuck me, that would be hot…

Instead, he blinked twice and looked around him.

They were in a different room now. No less ornate and expensive, but smaller. Darker. Someone had pulled the curtains closed, enveloping them in gloom. From his position on the floor, Darren could just make out a large, four-poster bed, it’s white linen seeming to glow with a spooky light.

“You fainted.” Rachel was whispering, alert to every sound passing by outside their door. “I had to carry you here. I think they heard you screaming… What’s so funny?”

She frowned, her handsome new face creasing in a way that made Darren’s heart just melt. He tried to stifle his giggles.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered in his girly voice. “Just the idea that you would carry me…”

He’d carried Rachel hundreds of times before, hoisting her into his arms and throwing her down onto motel beds. Holding her lithe, curvy body against his muscular chest as they kissed, her long legs wrapped round his waist.

The giggles dried up in Darren’s throat. Those days were long-gone now. Even if he wanted to hoist the handsome black man before him into his arms, his new body would be incapable of lifting him.

Trying to ignore the feeling of desolation that rose up in him, Darren gently pushed himself into a sitting position. He felt one of Rachel’s strong hands gently rest against his back, ready to catch him in case he fell again.

Don’t do that, he thought angrily to himself, I’m a man, I can take care of myself!

But secretly, he was pleased at how attentive she was being.

God, it’s so hot the way men look after girls…

“Try not to make too much noise,” Rachel whispered. “If they discover us… well. I guess you will be getting married today after all.”

She suddenly stood up, held out one strong hand.

“Here.”

“Thanks.” Darren gratefully took Rachel’s big black hand in his small, girly one. His former mistress gave a pull and he rose into the air, landing on his feet.

That was so easy for her, Darren marveled, look at those biceps. She’s not even trying!

He tried to ignore how warm the thought made him feel inside.

On his feet, the differences between his and Rachel’s new bodies were starker than ever.

Only that morning, Rachel had had to stand on tip-toes to kiss him. Now she towered over him, at least fourteen inches taller than he was. She was broader, too. So much broader. Being stood before her was a little like being stood before a wall. In his tiny new body, Darren couldn’t believe anyone could be that big and muscular.

“Here’s the plan,” Rachel murmured, not taking her eyes off the door, “any second now they’re gonna raise the alarm. We should try and get out a window or something. Then we make a run for it, try and get someplace we can figure all this out without being interrupted.”

Suddenly, she shook her head, an expression of disbelief on her male features.

“Listen to me!” She muttered. “I’m even acting like a man now. Taking charge, giving orders.”

“Good,” Darren whispered. “Someone has to.”

Deep down, he was shocked at how easily they were adjusting to their new gender roles. It seemed like the most-natural thing in the world that Rachel should take control in a crisis. That she should give him orders and make a plan while he obediently listened.

With a sickening jolt, Darren realized that in this story, he was the damsel in distress. And Rachel was his knight in shining armor.

“I know,” Rachel nodded. “It’s just so… fast.”

She looked down at her new body, at its strong arms, broad chest and strong legs.

“I sort of feel like I have to be in charge,” she confessed in her deep voice. “Like you’d fuck it up somehow. Is that sexist? I can’t even tell anymore.”

“It’s called being a man,” Darren responded, trying to put a firm edge into his soft and delicate voice. “And it’s not like you’ve got much choice right now. So. What do we do?”

“We get out of here.”

With decisive steps, Rachel strode over to the window and ripped the curtain’s open. Through her white formal shirt, Darren could see the broad muscles of her shoulders rippling under the fabric. The sight of them made his heart skip a beat.

“It’s not too far down,” Rachel was saying. “We can shimmy down the drainpipe. There’s a wood about three hundred yards away. We can cut through there, try and find a road, maybe. Get out of here.”

She turned and frowned at Darren’s angrily crossed arms and annoyed expression.

“What?”

“What do you mean ‘what’?” Darren hissed, his arms crossed over his cleavage. “How the hell am I meant to shimmy down a drainpipe?! Look at me!”

He opened his arms, gesturing his soft, delicate new body. His stupidly impractical clothes.

“I’m not a man anymore! I’m a fucking girl. How the hell am I meant to climb down that wall?!”

“I’ll go first,” Rachel said with a shrug. “Catch you.”

She turned back to the window.

“For fuck’s sakes!” Darren stamped his foot, nearly falling over in his stupid high heels. “Don’t you get it? I can’t go out the window. I just can’t!”

His face was flushed red, his large chest rising and falling in anger. He’d never felt so… mad at someone in all his life.

Why doesn’t she listen? He thought, bitterly, just because I’m a girl!

At the window, Rachel turned toward him with an exasperated sigh.

“You don’t have a choice.” She said in a weary, male voice. “Either you get over here right now, or you’ll be walking down that aisle with me and then finding out what it’s like to have a big, black cock in that tight little pussy of yours!”

For a long moment, the two lovers just glared at each other. Darren with his blue, doe-like eyes, Rachel with her strong brown ones.

“Look at us!” Rachel suddenly said, her strong shoulders sagging. “We’re already acting like I’m the man and you’re the girl. I was even thinking about giving you a slap just then to cut out your hysterics!”

“It’s the magic,” Darren whispered in his female voice, aghast at how girly he’d just been acting. “We have to fight it. Or else…”

He couldn’t finish. Rachel was right. Or else he’d spend the rest of the night making love to her male body, having his hymen split by her brand new cock.

And the worst part was a large part of him thought that sounded like a great idea.

“Please,” Rachel gestured the window. “Just come over here and take a look.”

Darren bit his lip, gave a jerky nod with his pretty little head, picked up the edges of his wedding dress and crossed the room.

He leaned out the window, trying to ignore the masculine presence of Rachel beside him, and swallowed.

It was only two stories, but it looked like quite a drop.

“I know it’s gonna be difficult,” Rachel was saying in her deep voice, “but you can lower yourself a bit, and I’m pretty tall these days…”

“Pretty strong, too,” Darren said without thinking. He immediately clammed up.

Did she hear the way I said that? He wondered, mortified. Like I was trying to flirt with her!

“Yeah.” Rachel nodded, experimentally flexing her big biceps. “Jesus, I must work out all the time.”

“So,” she concluded, “I’m pretty sure I’ll be able to catch you.”

For a long moment, Darren hesitated. Then he closed his eyes and nodded his pretty head.

“Great.” Rachel was already climbing up onto the windowsill, lowering her strong frame out. “I’ll be fast as I can.”

Darren avoided her eye. The mere sight of her muscles as she started climbing down the drainpipe had been enough to make his pussy tingle.

“What you said just now,” he suddenly said, “about your big cock. Was it… was it true?”

Rachel stopped climbing, her shaved head now level with the windowsill and looked at him. Darren tried not to squirm under her gaze.

Finally, she nodded.

“Yeah. I had a look just after Anna cast her spell. It’s like having a snake in my pants. I’m surprised you can’t see it through the fabric.”

Then she was climbing, shimmying down to the ground, leaving Darren with an embarrassed flush on his cheeks and a horrible craving for his mistress’s new dick.

Seconds later, he heard her calling up from below.

“OK. Hurry!”

Darren took one last, reluctant look around the room. He really didn’t want to go. What if he slipped? What if Rachel’s new body wasn’t as strong as she thought it was? What if…

Then he caught sight of himself in the room’s wall-mounted mirror. Saw the trembling, virgin girl dressed in her big, white wedding dress.

Rachel’s right, he thought, grimly climbing onto the windowsill, we’ve got to get out of here!

Then he lowered himself over the edge – horrified at the thought of how dirty his beautiful dress was getting – took a deep breath, and let go.

For a split second, Darren was sure he’d made the worst mistake of his life.

The world seemed to rise up around him. Overhead, he caught a quick glimpse of the sun, sparkling in a clear blue sky. He felt his stupid big wedding dress ballooning around him as he approached the ground. Thought he heard someone screaming in the distance. He closed his eyes…

…and landed with a flump in Rachel’s big, strong arms.

Gently, Darren opened his eyes. His tiny, girl body was clasped to Rachel’s strong, muscular chest. One broad arm was hooked under his knees, the other supporting his slender back. His own delicate arms were wrapped round Rachel’s neck, his pretty head resting by her shoulder.

Dimly, Darren was aware that the screaming had stopped. He realized with a feeling of shame that it had been him screaming, but the thought no longer bothered him.

Rachel was looking at him with her soft, brown eyes and he could feel himself getting lost in them.

“Are you OK?” She whispered, tenderly.

Darren gave a little nod. Without realizing he was about to do it, he lowered his pretty little head and fluttered his long eyelashes shyly at his new fiancée.

“Sorry I screamed,” he murmured in his soft, girly voice.

“Don’t worry about it,” a gentle smile spread over Rachel’s handsome black features. “That was a heck of a fall you took.”

“Good job I’ve got a big, strong man to catch me,” Darren whispered.

Their faces were close. Kissing close. It suddenly occurred to Darren that Rachel was holding him as a groom would hold his bride as they crossed the threshold of their new bedroom. The thought filled him with a strange warm glow.

“You’re so cute in that new body of yours,” Rachel murmured. “Look at you. Those big, sweet eyes. Those sexy little lips. Those great boobies. I kinda wanna…”

She trailed off, leaning closer to him. Butterflies fluttered in Darren’s stomach. He closed his eyes, parted his pink lips.

Here it comes, he thought…

Then suddenly there was a distant shout from deep inside the hotel. The search party. Rachel snapped her head back. The spell was broken.

“Sorry,” she muttered, gently lowering Darren to the ground, “guess I got carried away with all this testosterone.”

“Don’t be,” Darren leaned a hand against one of Rachel’s broad arms, whether to balance himself or just to touch her, he wasn’t sure. “It’s the magic. It’s not our fault.”

“Too right.” Rachel sniffed. “Good job that guy shouted. I’m not exactly eager to find out what it’s like to fuck a woman.”

“I know what you mean,” Darren said in his ethereal voice.

But his damp crotch, swollen boobies and rock hard nipples told a different story.

“C’mon,” Rachel took his dainty hand in one of her big, black ones, “let’s get outta here.”

The couple set off across the grounds for the tree line, Rachel looking out for other people as they went, Darren concentrating on holding up his wedding dress. At long last, they reached the woods and, with one last, backward glance, slipped inside.

To anyone watching, it would have looked like the bride and groom were going off for one last, romantic walk before their wedding.


V

“That’s it.”

Rachel looked round as Darren dropped down onto the grass, lying on his back.

“I can’t take another step.”

“We’ve only been going for an hour.” Rachel’s deep voice with tense with irritation.

Darren shrugged and closed his eyes, letting the sun play across his pretty face.

“Don’t care. These shoes are hell to walk in.” He pouted his plump lips. “It’s alright for you. How the hell am I supposed to walk in this gear?”

There was a sigh, followed by footsteps, and then a shadow fell across Darren’s face. He opened one eye and looked up at Rachel, standing over him with her arms folded.

“Get up.” She commanded.

“Shan’t.” Impulsively Darren stuck his tongue out at her, then giggled, his laughter soft and musical.

“For fuck’s sakes, you’re acting like a child.”

“What did you expect?” Darren asked, looking down at his body. “Look at me, I can’t be more than nineteen, if that. I basically am a child. You should’ve married someone your own age. What are you, now? Like forty?”

“Thirty five.” Rachel’s voice was menacing. “And you’re an adult. Now. Get up.”

“Christ, lighten up, Rach,” Darren whined. “I’m tired OK, let’s take a break. We’re miles away, no-one will find us here.”

For a second, he thought Rachel was going to use her strong new body to hoist him up and carry him. Instead she let out another sigh and sank down onto the grass.

“Five minutes,” she warned Darren. “And you’re lucky you’re cute.”

I don’t want to be cute! Darren thought angrily. But secretly he was flattered.

He loved the way Rachel complimented him, making him feel loved and girly.

They’d come to a stop in a meadow in the far reaches of this country estate. There was a lake nearby, along with some old follies in the shape of Roman ruins some previous owner had put up. It was a peaceful place. The perfect place for whiling away a lazy afternoon.

Darren had no idea where they were.

As they’d walked, he’d tried to mentally place them. Usually he was good at geography, but now it suddenly seemed much more difficult. He wasn’t sure if this was part of being a woman, or if he was just tired.

I guess at least I’ll find out how truthful all those ‘Men are from Mars, Women are from Venus’ books are now, he thought, idly.

Somehow, that didn’t seem to make up for all he’d been through.

“You should sit up,” Rachel muttered, watching insects play over the lake. “You’ll get your dress all messed-up.”

“Like it matters,” Darren sighed, “I’m not getting married, am I?”

Nonetheless, he pulled himself into a sitting position. Without realizing he was going to do it, he leaned his pretty head on Rachel’s broad shoulder. Automatically, he felt his old mistress reach out and start gently stroking his hair.

“Look at us,” Darren murmured. “Only this morning we were talking about getting married. Now we’re running away from our wedding.”

Rachel gave a snort.

“It’s not our wedding. It’s some trap that bitch friend of your ex set for us.”

“Worse traps out there,” Darren said in his soft voice. “At least I’d get to be with you.”

Impulsively, he planted a gentle kiss on her bicep. He could taste her sweat, salty and masculine.

“You’re looking pretty cute yourself these days,” he whispered cheekily.

Rachel shook her head.

“Enough.”

She rose to her feet, leaving Darren on the floor feeling bewildered and slightly upset. His big, black fiancée turned and started to head back across the clearing.

“No more bullshit.” She said in her low voice. “We keep walking till we find a road.”

“What’s your problem?!” Darren shouted after her retreating back. “We’re still in love aren’t we? It’s not my fault I’m a girl now!”

A few meters away, Rachel gave a hollow laugh. She stopped and turned to face him with an incredulous look on her face.

“Then whose fault is it?” She asked. “Who abandoned Heidi at the altar, huh? Who used his smooth talk on me at that party six months back? Who insisted we start seeing each other behind Heidi’s back? Tell me that Dianna.”

“Don’t call me that!” Darren was on his feet in a flash, his cheeks hot. “I didn’t force you to act like a tramp. You wanted it as much as I did!”

Rachel rolled her eyes at him.

“Yeah. Sure. You were just scared, Dianna, that’s all. Scared of getting married. I went along with it because I still loved you, but I knew.” She suddenly thumped her broad chest, her eyes alive with rage. “I knew you’d never marry me, either. I just let myself believe what I wanted to.”

The color drained from Darren’s face. He felt like he’d been slapped.

“That’s not true.” He said, weakly. “I didn’t want to marry Heidi, sure. And I was a total shit about it. But that’s only because I loved you.”

Rachel gently shook her head.

“Dianna…”

“Stop calling me Dianna!” Darren screamed. “My name is-!”

His eyes went wide. He raised a trembling, gloved hand to his pink lips.

“Well?” Rachel folded her strong arms. “I’m waiting.”

He couldn’t remember his name. Try as he might, Darren couldn’t remember what he’d been called only a couple of hours ago.

As far as his brain was aware, he’d always been Dianna.

“The magic.” Darren whispered in fright. “But why is it only affecting me? I still know you’re called Robert!”

Rachel frowned at him.

“What did you call me?”

“Robert. That’s your name. Oh God!” Darren clutched his beautiful head in his dainty hands. “That can’t be right! You’re not a man…”

Rachel had gone the color of ash. She violently shook her head, as if trying to dislodge a memory.

“It’s gone!” She groaned. “All of it! Oh fuck… I can’t even remember what it’s like to be a woman!”

“We’re forgetting.” Darren whispered in fright. At that moment, he wanted nothing more than to feel Rachel’s strong arms around him again, comforting him.

“We’re going to forget! Then we’ll be stuck this way…”

“Calm down,” Rachel growled. “It hasn’t happened yet. If we keep walking…”

“I’m going to stuck as a girl,” Darren whispered in horror, looking down at his female body. “I’m going to forget I was a man, and then I’m going to marry you and spend the rest of my life as a wife!”

A look of terror stole across his beautiful face.

“And you’re going to be my husband! Oh God…” He looked around wildly. “Help me get this dress off!”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Rachel snapped. “You think I want to be stuck as a man? Looking after a silly little housewife, going to work while she’s lying at home all fat and pregnant? Only looking at women like they’re objects to fuck?”

She broke off with an exasperated sigh.

“What the fuck are you doing?”

Darren was tearing the wedding dress from his curvy new body. Pins popped out. Satin ripped in his dainty hands. He desperately clawed the black garter off his figure, throwing it to the ground with a tiny sob.

“Don’t do that, babe” Rachel protested. “It’s expensive.”

“So what?!” Darren yelled at her, his female face soft and trembling with terror. “We’re forgetting! Any minute now we’ll suddenly… change, and you’ll be Robert and I’ll be Dianna and we’ll go back and get married!”

“Unless,” he added, kicking the last remnants of the dress off his slender legs, “there’s a reason why we shouldn’t. Like somebody ruining the wedding dress!”

At last, the damn thing was off. Dressed only in his lacy panties, bra and gloves, Darren took a triumphant step backward…

…and toppled onto his pert ass as his heels caught in the folds of fabric.

“FUCK!” He shrieked, then shot Rachel a deadly scowl.

“What’s so funny?” He demanded in his petulant, teenage girl voice.

“Nothing.” Rachel watched him with a faint grin. “It’s just…”

“Just what?”

“I know I shouldn’t say this. I know that if someone had said this to me when I was a girl, I would’ve killed them. But…” She hesitated.

“Oh, just say it already.” Darren glared at her, trying to ignore the cool autumn breeze tickling his bare legs and making gooseflesh rise along his slender arms.

“Well. I was just gonna say…” Rachel fixed him with a very cheeky, very male smile. “You look hot when you’re pissed.”

At the sight of Darren’s expression she burst out laughing.

“I know,” she said in her deep voice, unable to control her laughter, “I’m sorry. But seriously. You look so cute right now.”

Her eyes were serious. Darren felt his anger draining away. He looked down at his new body.

“Yeah?”

Rachel nodded.

“Yeah. Christ, it’s like… it’s like you’re a supermodel or something,” she confessed. “I can’t keep my eyes off you.”

Darren allowed himself a secret smile. Looking at his body, he couldn’t really see what the big deal was. Sure, he knew his breasts were bigger than average. He knew he had nice legs and a good butt, but really…

Well, it was just a woman’s body, wasn’t it? A body like any other. He couldn’t see why men like Rachel got worked up about it.

Not that he was going to tell her that…

“Thanks,” he mumbled. “It is kinda nice, looking like this. Looking…”

He hesitated.

“Looking sexy.” He blushed. “I kinda like the way you look at me, too.”

Rachel raised her eyebrows.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” Darren giggled. “Those little sidelong glances. The way you sometimes fall back and walk behind me, just so you can get a good look at my ass.”

“Don’t deny it!” He laughed when Rachel went to protest. “You’ll be telling me next that you’re not checking out my tits right now!”

“I’m not!” Rachel said, unconvincingly.

“No?” Darren smiled mischievously. “How about now?”

And without realizing what he was about to do, he reached behind his slender back with one dainty hand and undid his bra strap.

The bra dropped to the grass. Immediately Darren felt his large boobies drop a little, free of its confines. The autumn air made his nipples go as hard as bullets.

He gently bit his lower lip and looked Rachel right in the eye.

“Like what you see, Mr. Big Man?” He asked, innocently.

Rachel’s soulful brown eyes drifted down to his enormous chest. Darren could see the hunger in her eyes.

The way she was looking at him… it was like she was a starving man and he was a piece of meat. Like she wanted to just grab his blond hair and titty-fuck him right here in the middle of this wood.

And Darren loved it.

Slowly, not taking his eyes off his mistress, he climbed to his feet. He gently placed his hands on his hips and let his body curve, smiling cheekily.

I bet I look stunning right now… The thought filled him with happiness.

Rachel looked from his erect nipples to his slender legs. Her eyes drifted up and down his body, taking in Darren’s pussy – still hidden away inside its lacy panties – and his curves, before finally coming to a rest on his face.

“You sure you want to do this?” She whispered.

“You sure you don’t?” Darren’s eyes came to rest on Rachel’s crotch, where an erection was unmistakably growing.

The handsome black man before him didn’t answer. Instead, Rachel carefully unbuttoned her shirt and pulled it over her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor.

The sight of her broad chest made Darren whimper. He felt a dampness in his crotch matched only by the faint, warm longing in his heart.

She’s so strong… he thought helplessly.

“Remember,” whispered Rachel as she slowly unzipped her pants, “if we do this now, there’s no going back.”

She gave her waistline one final tug and her formal pants dropped around her ankles. Now she was only clad in a pair of tight boxer shorts that clung to her muscular legs. With a little gasp, Darren realized he could see the outline of her penis through the fabric, long and hard and strong.

She’s right… His mind urgently whispered. We shouldn’t do this. We’re a man, remember? Not some silly, horny girl!

But even though he knew it was true, Darren just couldn’t believe the words.

He didn’t feel like a man. He felt like a girl. A beautiful, sexy, horny girl who wanted only one thing from her future husband…

“Just shut up already,” he whispered. “And fuck me.”

Rachel smiled. She reached one thick, black hand inside her boxers and clasped hold of what was in there, rubbing the skin back and forth, back and forth.

“Your wish,” she growled, “is my command.”

They were in each other’s arms before Darren could even remember how it happened. Kissing. Biting. Their hot bodies pressed hard against each other’s.

Rachel’s tongue swirled around the inside of Darren’s mouth, making his pretty little head giddy with desire. He clung to his male fiancée and tried to drink her in, little feminine gasps escaping from his throat.

Oh my God, this is so good…

Dimly, Darren was aware that his new boobies were hot and swollen with desire, that his crotch was dripping wet and his skin more sensitive than it’d had ever been before in his life.

He could feel Rachel’s erection pressing against his belly. Without thinking, he reached down and grasped it in one dainty hand and started urgently rubbing the foreskin back and forth, earning himself a groan from Rachel. It was enormous in his tiny hands, like trying to hold a club.

But it felt so good.

“Take your panties off.” The command cut through Darren’s excitement. Rachel was looking at him with a powerful expression. With a thrill, he realized disobeying her simply wasn’t an option.

“Yes master,” he whispered. Then he reached down and pulled his lacy white panties to the floor, leaving his pussy exposed to the world.

A grin spread across Rachel’s handsome black face.

“Good. Now come here.”

“Not yet. Please,” gasped Darren, “there’s something I want to try.”

And before Rachel could give him an order his submissive brain would have to obey, he dropped down onto his knees. He grasped Rachel’s boxers in his dainty fingers and pulled them down so her cock was free. It bobbed in the afternoon sun, a large, black thick thing that seemed to go on forever.

Jesus, Darren thought, it’s nine inches at least!

Rachel was looking down at him from high above with her soulful brown eyes. From his position on the floor, she looked like a giant towering over poor, tiny Darren.

“Dianna…?” She whispered.

“Shh,” Darren smiled at her. “I’ve got a present for you.”

Then he parted his pink lips, leaned forward and took Rachel’s big black dick in his tiny mouth.

At first he didn’t think he was going to be able to do it. Rachel was too big, too large. But then he started bobbing his pretty little head back and forth and it became the easiest thing in the world.

Rachel’s big dick slipped right to the back of his throat, nestling there, making him feel dirty and slutty and wonderful, all at once. Without realizing he was doing it, Darren reached up and grasped her balls in one dainty hand, gently massaging them, earning himself a low groan from Rachel.

“Oh, fuck yeah!” He heard her growl, “that’s it, bitch. Suck that dick!”

Don’t call me that! Darren wanted to snap, but it would’ve ruined the moment. Besides, it felt strangely good to be insulted during sex.

The magic had obviously made him even more submissive than he’d thought possible.

With a feeling of abandonment, Darren leaned back, pulling Rachel’s enormous dick out his mouth. He swirled his tongue around the rim – earning himself another groan – then he impulsively rubbed the tip of her cock all over his soft, pretty face. Beads of pre-cum stuck to his skin, leaving little silver trails.

Oh God I hope she comes on my face… Darren thought deliriously, then there was no more time to think as Rachel grabbed his arm and roughly hauled him to his feet.

“You’re not gonna make me cum yet, you little slut,” she growled, the insult alone making Darren moan out loud. “Not till I’ve seen everything this new cock can do!”

Her strong hands grasped Darren around his tiny waist, then he was been lifted into the air. He instinctively wrapped his slender arms round Rachel’s neck and leaned in, kissing her like crazy, his pink lips parted to invite her tongue in, desperate for her to take complete possession of him.

This is crazy, the fast-fading, male part of him thought weakly, I can’t be kissing a man!

Darren shoved the thought aside, clutching his legs round Rachel’s strong torso, loving how she was powerful enough to hold him up there for as long as she liked. He stroked a lock of blond hair out of his vision then planted kisses across her broad chest, reveling in the taste of her sweat.

“Fuck!” He heard himself gasp in his female voice, “you’re so fucking hot!”

Then he felt one of Rachel’s strong hands close on his crotch. Darren just had time to wonder what the hell she was going to do, then she placed her fat thumb over his brand new clit and pressed.

Pink stars exploded in the back of Darren’s mind. He opened his pretty mouth and let out an involuntary gasp.

He’d never felt such a concentrated burst of pleasure in his life before! This wasn’t like being a man, where each stroke of your cock was simply a step on a path to climax. This was like an explosion of pleasure all in its own right.

Why didn’t anyone tell me this before? He marveled inside himself, Why didn’t they tell me having a pussy was so good!

Then Rachel began to work her thumb across his clit and all Darren’s thoughts were washed away on a tidal wave of pleasure.

He clung to his boyfriend with his female arms, staring into her face through eyes half-lidded and blurry with pleasure. Deep, female gasps rolled out from his throat like he was powerless to stop them. His chest and body were slick with sweat. It was like some alien force was in control of his body and pushing it to experience more pleasure than he’d ever thought possible.

“You like that, don’t you, slut?” Whispered Rachel, watching him with a smile. “Say it. Go on. Say ‘I’m a little slut’.”

“I’m a little slut!” Gasped Darren. Hearing those words in his new voice made his nipples go harder than ever.

“Oh fuck I’m a little SLUT!”

“Good,” snarled Rachel, “and you know what we do with little sluts?”

Darren blearily shook his head, strands of blond hair flicking in the corners of his vision. His mind was whirling, tumbling along a roaring stream of pleasure, unable to get its moorings.

“We fuck them.”

“Wait!” Darren called, suddenly anxious. “No, Robert, please! I’m a-!”

He’d meant to say virgin, but he didn’t make it that far. Rachel grabbed his waist, shifted her hips, then shoved her long, black dick deep into his trembling, virgin pussy.

There was a moment of pain so searing, so agonizing that it cut through Darren’s pleasure, making him cry out. He bit down hard on Rachel’s bare shoulder, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes.

Stop! Stop please, it hurts, oh my God, it hurts…

He’d just been about to beg her to stop, when something amazing happened. As Rachel’s magnificent cock punctured his hymen and sank deeper and deeper into his womb, the pain subsided, giving way to an intense pleasure.

“Oh fuck,” Darren heard himself whisper. “Oh fuck, baby, that’s it…”

Then Rachel grunted and started thrusting her hips and Darren couldn’t talk any more.

The sensation was intense, incredible. It was like his entire body, mind and soul had been reduced to nothing more than the throbbing in his clit. Dimly, Darren was aware that his body was arching and writhing like it had a mind of his own. That it was crying out in wonderful, female sobs.

But mostly he was just aware of how much he enjoyed having Rachel’s brand new dick in him.

At last he came with a shriek that seemed to tear out from the depths of his soul, his entire body shivering. He threw his pretty head back and screamed as the world went blurry around him, unable to believe how intense female orgasms were.

Oh my God! He’d thought as he drifted back to Earth after what felt like forever, that was incredible!

Then Rachel had growled something about not being done yet and spanked his bare ass and Darren had been coming again.

It was like the laws of reality had been shifted. You weren’t supposed to come more than once in a row, everyone knew that!

But Darren was a girl now. And that meant Rachel could hold him here and make him have as many orgasms as she wanted him to.

He peaked once, twice, three more times. Then finally Rachel went stiff. She gave a terrific grunt and then waves and waves of white hot cum were flooding into Darren’s pussy, coating the walls of his womb with sperm. Making him feel hot and sticky and wonderful.

Without thinking, he clutched his future-husband tight against his body, not wanting to spill a single drop.

I hope I get pregnant… he thought, delightedly.

Deep down, he knew it was the magic making him think and act like this. But at this point, he found he no longer cared.

Then it was over. Rachel gently lifted Darren off her cock and set him back down on his feet, causing Darren to give a soft moan. He hadn’t wanted her out his pussy just yet.

He was starting to discover how being female and having something in that hole, something stretching the walls, can make you feel more complete – more right – than you’ve ever felt in your life.

“That…” Rachel gasped, looking down at Darren through heavy lidded eyes.

“…was amazing,” finished Darren in his girly voice. His legs were weak and wobbly, his vision blurred. Like he was drunk, but good drunk, wrapped in a soft, pink cloud.

Gently, he leaned forwards and planted a kiss on the tip of Rachel’s dick. He could taste himself on her, the taste of his pussy, and also the taste of her salty, male cum.

I’ll have to give her a proper blowjob later, he thought distractedly, a wife should be happy to swallow her husband’s cum.

At the word ‘wife’, his pretty face lit up with a wonderfully sexy, feminine smile. He straightened back up, enjoying the way his new boobies dangled and fixed Rachel with a teasing look.

“I have an idea,” he whispered. “What’s say we head back, say sorry to our new families. And then…”

He swallowed. Was he really going to say it?

“What’s say we get married?”

For a long time, Rachel said nothing. Her eyes were suddenly tired, her body clearly sleepy after their brisk fuck. The memory of that sleepiness that used to hit after every screw as a man made Darren smile inside.

At least I’ll never have to worry about that again.

“Are you sure?” Rachel asked at last, looking at her broad, muscular black body. She absent-mindedly reached down and grasped her enormous new cock, playing with the tip.

“I did… I did like being female,” she mumbled in her low voice.

Darren nodded. After their fuck, he understood perfectly.

“So do I,” he said.

Rachel smiled at him. A tried, handsome smile. A smile that made Darren’s heart melt.

I’m in love with him, Darren realized, holy fuck, I’m actually in love with a man!

“But then again…” Rachel said, “you do look fucking hot in that body.”

She grinned.

“And I do like the idea of having an obedient little wifey to come home to. Someone who’ll make my food and tidy up after me. Someone who’ll carry my little black babies in her womb.”

“And I like the idea of having a big, strong husband,” Darren smiled coyly, “someone who’ll order me around, take care of stuff for me, and treat me like a princess.”

“In that case…” Rachel gazed around the clearing, as if giving her previous life one last, lingering glance. Inside his new body, Darren waited patiently.

“In that case,” she said, taking Darren’s dainty hands in her large, black ones. “Let’s go back. In fact. Dianna…”

The strong man before Darren sank to his knees, a serious look suddenly on his handsome features.

“Will you be my bride?”

“Oh, Robert…” Tears were forming in Darren’s eyes. He nodded helplessly.

“I will.”

A smile broke across Rachel’s male face, a smile of perfect happiness. Impulsively, Darren reached down and gave her the biggest, longest kiss he’d ever given anyone in his life.

“It’s going to be weird at first,” Rachel whispered. “Getting used to being a man. Getting used to you being a woman. You haven’t even had your first period yet.”

Darren nodded.

“I know,” he whispered. “But it’s going to be worth it. Being a woman. It’s…”

He hesitated, unsure whether he should say it.

Why not? His brain whispered. There’s no point keeping secrets now.

“It’s what I’ve always wanted,” he confessed, unable to believe he was really saying this, to Rachel of all people. “Ever since I was a kid. I dreamed of being a…”

He gestured his new, female body.

“I guess that’s why I kept running away,” he whispered, “I knew what I really was. And I knew finding out would kill my girlfriends.”

“Well, we don’t have to worry about that anymore,” Rachel smiled. “I’m glad, you know? I always loved you. Even if it’s in a woman’s body, it’s you I want.”

Darren smiled.

“Thanks, Rob.”

“Don’t mention it.” Rachel hauled herself to her feet, her height sending Darren dizzy with desire. “Besides, it’s not so difficult when you’re looking like that. You could be a supermodel, you know?”

“Maybe that’s my new job,” Darren smiled, linking his slender arm around one of his husband’s big, strong ones. It felt weird, standing there so formally when they were both completely naked.

“We don’t know anything about our new lives,” he said, as they headed across the clearing to a little pile of clothes they’d thrown into one corner. “We could be famous. We could be rich. We could even…”

He giggled.

“Be cousins.”

“I hope not,” Rachel growled, glancing at her dark skin. “Luckily, I don’t think it’s too likely. Now come on.”

She gave his ass a playful slap. It felt wonderful.

“What’s say we go back to the hotel and become husband and wife?”

“That,” declared Darren with a smile, “is the best idea I’ve heard all day!”

They were halfway across the clearing when Darren suddenly gave a girly shriek. He turned, trembling, to Rachel.

“The dress!” He gasped. “Oh God, the dress… I ruined it, remember?”

A slow smile spread across Rachel’s handsome features. She winked at her tiny, sexy fiancée, so pretty and young and innocent.

“Leave everything to me,” she whispered, enjoying her deep voice. “I’ve got a plan.”


Epilogue

“Are you sure about this?”

Janice sighed and shook her head, looking up and down Darren’s body with wary disapproval.

“No,” she admitted, “but Rob was very insistent.”

What’s he up to? Darren wondered, looking down at himself.

His gorgeous new body was squeezed only into its white bra and lacy panties. A veil perched on top of Darren’s pretty little head, his tiny feet were squeezed into beautiful shoes and he still had his gloves on.

Beyond that, though, he was wearing nothing but underwear.

I’m going to be a laughing stock… he thought, uneasily.

He looked up into Janice’s pretty face.

“I’m having second thoughts,” he whispered.

“Dianna,” Janice gave him an encouraging smile. “It’s OK, it’s your wedding. If you want to ditch the dress, it’s up to you.”

A grateful smile flitted across Darren’s soft face.

“Thanks, Janice,” he said.

Janice rolled her eyes.

“Whatever,” she laughed. “Just trying to keep my brother’s wife-to-be happy!”

They’d returned to the hotel to find their new friends and families searching for them, worried sick. It’d been hard as hell at first, apologizing while also trying to guess who was who, but Darren thought they had the families sorted now.

He’d been surprised to discover he’d picked up some brothers from somewhere, not to mention a plethora of female cousins who told him over and over how jealous they were of him.

But he thought his favorite new person might be Rachel’s new sister, Janice. In the couple of hours he’d known her, Darren had decided she was one of the nicest people in the world.

“There it is,” Janice murmured, craning her head round as the organ started playing. “Time to go.”

“Right.” Darren took a deep breath. “How am I looking. Honestly?”

Janice’s eyes ran over his exposed figure again.

“Honestly…?” Her eyes twinkled. “Kinda slutty. But mainly you’re looking hot as fuck. Damn, Di, if I was into girls, I’d be all over you right now.”

“Thanks,” Darren giggled. “I think. But I’ll probably pass.”

Only yesterday, as a man he’d have found Janice utterly fuckable. As a girl, though, he didn’t seem to have more than a passing interest in the female form.

I thought all girls were meant to be a bit bi-curious, he thought as he picked up his bouquet and went and stood by the door. Guess not.

The thought that he’d never again kiss or fall in love with a woman made him feel faintly sad. But mostly he was just looking forward to spending the rest of his life with his hot new husband.

“Right,” he murmured in his female voice. “Let’s do this.”

Janice impulsively leaned forward and planted a kiss on his cheek

“Good luck, girl,” she whispered.

Then the door was opening and Darren was stepping out into the hotel’s chapel.

Dozens of heads turned to crane at him. Old folks, young kids, middle-aged women. White faces on his side of the aisle. Black on Rachel’s.

For a second, Darren didn’t want to move. He was uncomfortably aware that he was a curvy girl wearing nothing but a pair of panties and a bra, about to walk down the aisle in front of over fifty people.

Oh fuck, his mind whimpered, I can’t do this. Not looking like this!

He was on the verge of turning and just running when he saw her.

At the altar, Rachel was waiting for him, a big grin on her handsome face. But that wasn’t what caught Darren’s attention and made him feel like giggling and rolling his eyes and gasping all at once.

His big, strong husband to be was wearing nothing but a pair of boxers.

Grinning and shaking his pretty head, Darren walked up the aisle. As he passed each pew, he became aware that others were just in their underwear too. Not everyone; some had evidently refused or were so old or naturally dignified that Rachel had been too embarrassed to ask them.

Yet at least a third of the congregation had played along. Around twenty five people were sitting there in nothing but boxers or bras and panties, their cheeks flushed red with embarrassment, but grinning for all they were worth. Happy to be there.

Happy to be making the bride feel that much less self-conscious about her ruined wedding dress.

Darren couldn’t help it. As he headed up the aisle to the solemn music, a big, silly smile broke across his face. He caught Rachel’s soulful eyes and shook his head.

What? Rachel mouthed, evidently pleased with herself.

You idiot. Darren mouthed back with a smile.

Then, I love you.

Rachel nodded, her expression suddenly serious.

I love you, too.

Darren reached the head of the aisle. The music stopped playing. He looked into Rachel’s strong, handsome face; the face he would be seeing every day for the rest of his life.

The face he would see in their children one day.

“You look amazing,” Rachel murmured, careful not to let the rest of the hall hear her.

“I feel amazing,” Darren confessed with a tiny laugh. “I can’t believe it. Only this morning I was meant to be getting married…”

“Shh,” Rachel whispered with a wink. “You still are. This is your wedding day, Dianna. And you’re the most-beautiful bride I’ve ever seen.”

A feeling of love rose up in Darren so intense it almost knocked him off his feet.

He’s wonderful, he thought, looking at Rachel. I’m such a lucky girl…

Then the pastor was clearing his throat and stepping forward. The congregation fell silent. Rachel shot him one last wink.

And then the lucky bride’s wedding finally began.

The End.
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Turned Into His Best Friend’s Girlfriend

In a flash, Will realized what he had to do.

Slowly, not taking his eyes off Chris, he reached behind his back. With one flick of his wrist, he undid the clasp of his bra. It tumbled to the floor.

Chris’s eyes grew wide. He looked down at Will’s large, bare breasts. At their ripeness. At the long, pink nipples, hard as bullets and pointing at the sky.

“Wendy…”

With slow movements, Will stepped over to his best friend, letting his hips roll seductively. He reached out with one dainty hand and clasped the waistband of Chris’s boxers, then he steeled himself and pulled.

There was a soft flump as Chris’s boxers fell to the floor. Yet it was lost under the audible gasp Will had let out.

Jesus Christ! He thought, no wonder girls like Chris so much! I had no idea…

Chris’s dick wasn’t just big. It was enormous. Poking upwards in the sunlight of the kitchen, it looked like a thick, wooden club. The end was bulbous and dark. The shaft long and thick and swollen.

It was so much bigger than Will’s cock had been. And it still wasn’t fully erect.

That’s got to be nine inches at least… Without meaning to, Will raised one dainty hand to his painted lips. He couldn’t stop staring at Chris’s dick. No matter how badly he wanted to tear his eyes away, there was something mesmerizing about it. Something…

… something wonderful.

“Wendy…”

Will looked up into his best friend’s handsome features. He shook his head and put a finger to Chris’s lips, shushing him. With his free hand, he reached out.

For a second, Will hesitated. He felt like a man standing on the edge of a precipice. If he went any further, he would’ve gone to a place no male friends should ever go.

But what choice did he have? Closing his eyes, Will took Chris’s fat dick in his hand and stepped over the edge.

He landed with a gentle bump on his knees. His eyes opened, and he saw he was face-to-face with his roomie’s dick. The sunlight glinted through his blond public thatch. A drip of pre-cum glistened on the tip of his penis. Down here, Will could see his friend’s balls for the first time, dangling free and heavy.

The sight of them sent a strange shiver through Will’s female body. As a man, he’d always thought cocks and balls were weird, ugly things and couldn’t get his head round how girls could stand to be near them.

As a girl, though, he suddenly found them fascinating.

With gentle movements, he reached out and clasped Chris’s balls in his dainty new fingers. He squeezed them gently, loving the way they felt in his hands, loving their weight.

He looked wordlessly up at his best friend. Chris was watching him with eyes half-closed with desire. In Will’s other hand, his cock felt harder than ever.

“Good girl,” Will thought he heard Katie whisper, deep inside his ear. “Now for the next step. I order you to start sucking.”

Will nervously looked back at his best friend’s enormous cock. At the big, fat thing that dangled between Chris’s legs. At the thing that made Chris a man, a man who fucked girls like Will.

No, I can’t. Will thought weakly. This isn’t right. I’d rather be turned into a pig than suck off Chris!

“Rubbish,” Katie seemed to murmur in his ear. “You’re just in denial is all. Now stop being a naughty little bitch and start sucking!”

Slowly, almost reluctantly, Will parted his pretty, painted lips. He leaned forward, his exposed boobies dangling closer and closer to the floor. He gently kissed the tip of Chris’s dick, savoring how it felt against his lips.

Then he took a deep breath, opened wide, and took his best friend’s cock deep inside his mouth.
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Like what you’ve read? You’ll love this free extract from Lisa Change’s bestselling  novel-length tale of gender-swap revenge and romance…

Trapped as His Best Friend’s Wife

Karl’s lips were dry. The blood pounded in his ears.

“What do you mean?” He whispered.

“I mean,” Ginny giggled. “Ben wants a wife? Then I think I’ve found the perfect wife for him.”

And she clicked her fingers.

For a long moment the two simply stared at each other, Karl frozen by the fridge, Ginny watching him impassively from the sofa.

Finally, Karl let out a breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding.

“That’s it,” he said firmly, “I’ve got a vacation to pack for. Either you leave now or I’m calling the-” 

Across the room, Ginny laughed out loud as he broke off in horror.

“You’ve got a vacation coming up alright,” the genie smiled, “but I think you’ll be packing very different clothes to the ones you were expecting!”

Karl was shrinking. The walls of his apartment rose up as his body shed inches at a dizzying speed.

“Stop!” He yelled, pointing a furious finger at Ginny. “You… you witch! I order you to-!”

Then he saw it.

His finger was changing. Where it had once been thick and strong, it was now slender and dainty. As Karl watched in fright, the nail began to extend outwards, away from his hand, turning a lurid red. 

“Oh my,” whispered Ginny, “I think I’m in for a treat with this one.”

The rest of Karl’s body was starting to alter now, his flesh rippling and warping like clay in the hands of an invisible sculptor.

His muscular pecs lost their definition, sinking back into his body and becoming flabby. The short, dark hairs coiled across his chest sucked back inside his skin, leaving a smooth surface.

As Karl stared at his torso in horror, his pecs began to re-inflate, filling with fatty tissue. They grew bigger and firmer, blowing up like a pair of balloons, until Karl was the proud owner of a pair of ripe, firm breasts.

“Please!” He begged, “please, make it stop!”

“I can’t,” Ginny retorted, “not unless my owner makes a wish.”

She smiled savagely.

“And since he’s already used his three wishes up, I’d say there’s zero chance of that happening.”

There was a grinding sensation and Karl’s shoulders tugged in toward his neck, losing their masculine broadness. At the same time his hips pushed outwards, away from his groin, giving him a sensual, curvy hourglass figure.

A strange, tickling sensation passed through Karl’s torso. All the fat that had accumulated round his belly over the years – the result of a few too many beers and not enough gym – dribbled away, leaving him with a flat stomach. The old belly fat ran down to his hips, disappeared under his skin, then suddenly Karl’s ass jumped outward, filling out and becoming pert and smooth.

Karl clasped it in his newly-dainty hands, marveling in horror at how firm and womanly it felt. He craned over his shoulder, and saw that his bottom now poked out in a way it never had before, straining at the fabric of his boxers.

“Wow,” he dimly heard Ginny giggle, “that’s one sexy little tush you’ve got there, girl!”

But I’m not a-! Karl thought to himself, but it was too late.

No sooner had Ginny said the word ‘girl’ than Karl’s cock began to tremble. He just had time to let out a horrified moan and then it shot back into his body, dragging his balls with it.

With panicked movements, Karl yanked down his boxers and stared at the strange, smooth space between his legs. There was a sound like Velcro ripping, and a vertical slit opened up, the skin forming into plump lips dangling either side of a moist little hole.

His mind numb with wonder, Karl gently brushed his brand new pussy with one of his long, red fingernails. It trembled to his touch, making little sparks of pleasure shoot through his body.

“Not long now!” Ginny called.

The changes were coming faster now. Karl’s legs lost their beefy male muscles, becoming long and slender and smooth. His feet shrank to about half their size, his toenails turning a painted red. His arms narrowed, his wrists got smaller, and suddenly Karl had a perfectly female body.

Frightened, Karl turned and looked into the faintly-reflective glass surface of his oven. For a second, he saw himself as an awful grotesque; his own masculine head gaping above a curvy, female body.

Then the final part of Ben’s wish began.

There was a feeling like giant, invisible hands were molding Karl’s face. As he whimpered in fright, bits squashed in, other bits rearranged and his features began to change.

His masculine jawline lost its definition, becoming soft and round. His lips plumped up, his nose got smaller, and his eyes became wider and decorated with fluttering eyelashes. A tingling ran through his scalp and long, dark hair tumbled across his bare shoulders like a waterfall, hanging in cute curls above his big new boobies.

Finally, there was an itching in his crotch as Karl’s boxer shorts rewove themselves into a pair of lacy black see-through panties. Then his body gave one final shudder and it was over.

In the silence that followed, Karl tremblingly turned and looked at Ginny, watching him with a smirk.

“What the fuck did you-?” He began, then instantly clamped a dainty hand over his pretty new mouth.

His voice was wrong! Where it should have been deep and playful and masculine, it was now soft and high-pitched and womanly. Everything about it; the way it vibrated in his throat, the way it sounded in his ears was just… wrong!

Panicked, Karl grasped one hand to his elegant new neck and realized his Adam’s apple had vanished.

Of course, he thought, numbly, now I talk like a girl, too.

Ginny was watching him with ill-disguised pleasure.

“Did you mean to say ‘what the fuck did that beautiful genie do to me’?” She asked, sweetly. “Sorry, honey, I didn’t quite catch it.”

“Don’t call me honey,” Karl tried to snarl. In his newly-female voice it sounded less like a threat, and more like a whimpered plea.

But there was something else, too. Something even worse than the soft and musical way his voice sounded to his ears.

He thought his new voice sounded somehow familiar…

“Why not?” Ginny smirked. “It suits you now, doesn’t it? Isn’t it the sort of childish pet name you used to give women? Or maybe I could go for something more insulting?

Her eyes drifted down to his chest.

“What do you think, tits?”

Karl quickly clasped his hands across his big new boobies, ashamed at his nakedness, at his femaleness.

What’s wrong with me? He thought, miserably.

As a man, he’d never been embarrassed to strut around his apartment semi-naked. Now though, in his newly-female body, he felt… different. Like there was something worrying about being seen topless.

Like he was somehow vulnerable.

“Don’t call me that!” He squeaked, hating the way his firm breasts pushed back against his slender, coiled arms. Hating the way strands of long, dark hair dangled in the corners of his vision.

“I have a name!” He snapped. Inside, he was reeling.

Where do I know that voice from?! He wondered, wildly.

“Of course you do, how silly of me. Tell me,” Ginny smiled, “would you like me to use the long form, or the short one?”

What the hell does she mean? Karl thought. And then the penny dropped.

Slowly, like he was moving through treacle, Karl turned and stared at his reflection in the oven door. Stared at the firm, ripe breasts. At the olive skin and dark hair. At the brown eyes he’d gazed into so often as he climaxed.

No. His brain whispered numbly. She wouldn’t. She couldn’t.

“Well, if you’re not going to answer me,” Ginny drawled, “I guess I’ll just use the long version. So.”

A note of dark amusement crept into her voice.

“How do you like your new body… Rebecca?”

In the glass door, Karl watched as the woman reflected there slowly shook her head in time with him.

It was impossible. It was wrong.

But there was no denying it.

He was no longer Karl Peters, advertising executive who cheated on his best friend Ben with his smokin’ hot wife.

Now he was the smokin’ hot wife.

He was Becca.
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Like gender transformation stories featuring big, strong men unexpectedly turned into beautiful, blushing brides? Try Lisa Change’s novel-length tale of gender transformation…

Turned Into His Best Friend’s Bride

With a start, Matt realized someone was watching him. He whirled around and let out a strangled moan.

Wrapped up in his thoughts, he’d forgotten to lock the bathroom door. Now it stood ajar, Will peering through the crack, watching him shower.

“Will!” Matt squeaked, automatically throwing his hands over his exposed breasts. The water from the shower pounded down on him, hot and hard.

“What are you doing?”

Will didn’t answer. Instead, he slowly stepped into the bathroom. He was naked except for his boxer shorts, a huge erection visible behind the fabric. He locked the door, and turned to face Matt.

“Will,” Matt said, urgently, “you have to go. You have to get out of here and leave me alone!”

“I’m not going anywhere.” Will whispered.

A fresh wave of horror rose up in Matt. He desperately wished he wasn’t naked and could hold up a hand to ward Will off. Instead, he squeezed his legs together, hiding his pussy, and clasped his hands tighter across his breasts.

Across the room, Will smirked.

“I don’t know what’s gotten into you, babe,” he said softly, “but I love you. And I’m here to prove it.”

Then he slowly lowered his shorts and Matt felt his knees go weak.

He’d never seen Will’s dick before. It was enormous. At least three inches longer than his had been, and Matt used to think he was pretty well-equipped. It stood hard and firm, its fat tip pointing at the sky.

Slowly, Matt realized he couldn’t take his eyes off it.

“Will…” His mind was racing. He wanted to say something, anything, to get this –this man out of the room!

“Will…”

Will quietly crossed the bathroom, opened the shower door. Matt shrank back behind the curtain of water. He felt the tap digging into his slender, girly back.

“Please…”

But Will simply smiled. Then he stepped into the shower, reached out his hands and pulled Matt gently towards him.

Under the low bathroom lights, Will looked stronger than ever. The water ran in little rivulets over his pecs, along his abs, down to his enormous cock. His black skin was taut and strong, the veins visible under his biceps. Matt felt his body go dizzy with desire.

“I can’t…” he whispered. Will put a finger to Matt’s lips.

“Shh.”

His dark eyes stared into Matt’s, seemed to drink in his soul. Inside his mind, Matt screamed at his body to get out of there, but it was like he couldn’t move. He felt Will’s strong chest press up against his tender breasts. Felt his large, masculine hands slip down to his waist. This close, he could feel Will’s breath on his face, warm and intoxicating.

“Emily…” Will whispered.

And then they were kissing. Will’s tongue rudely thrust between Matt’s painted lips, swirling around the inside of his mouth.

Matt clung tight to his muscular best friend, no longer trying to fight, but trying to drink him in. The hot water cascaded over both of their bodies, carrying them off into a private world of bliss.

Please, no… Matt whispered inside himself.

But it was no use. His body was screaming at him. He was in love with his new husband, and he was determined to show it.

Gently, Matt let one hand glide down Will’s stomach. His fingers clasped delicately around his shaft. Between Matt’s tiny, dainty fingers, Will’s dick looked bigger than ever. He held it tight, then looked back up at his husband. His heart pounded in his chest. His mind urgently cried out.

Don’t say it. Don’t say it!

But there was no way he could ignore his body’s anguished cravings any longer. Feeling like a man stepping over the edge of a cliff, Matt took a deep breath and stared deep into Will’s soulful brown eyes.

“Fuck me.” He whispered.
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Enjoy gender transformation tales with a romantic plot? Why not try Lisa Change’s kinky novel-length tale of a homophobic college bro transformed into a beautiful lesbian…

She Turned Him Into a College Lesbian

Gemma was speaking softer now, a tender light coming into her eyes.

“I love you, babe,” she said. “And I know that you love me. So how about we forget about all this shit, huh?”

Gently, she raised one hand and stroked a strand of blond hair away from Brett’s face. She smiled, a genuine, beautiful smile. With a shock, Brett realized that his new body was head over heels in love with her.

How did I never realize how amazing she is? He wondered faintly.

“Now,” Gemma’s face was inches from his, a cheeky look in her eyes. “How about my hello kiss?”

And before Brett could react, before he could even think, they were kissing.

It was a soft kiss. Slow, sensuous. Gemma’s tongue swirled round the insides of Brett’s mouth, making his nipples go hard as bullets.

The two girls clutched against one another, holding their bodies tightly. Brett felt Gemma’s large breasts press up against his own pert boobies. Felt her hips gently squash against his. Felt her hand run down his back, making him shiver, and clutch his sexy new bum.

Oh my God, he thought, I’m having a lesbian kiss!

But there was no time to think about it. Gemma pulled back and gave him a hungry glance, her eyes drifting down to his breasts.

“Take your top off.” She suddenly commanded.

Before Brett could stop himself, he’d reached up and pulled his skimpy white top over his head. He stood there, dressed only in his bra and skirt, smiling uncertainly at his beautiful, dominant girlfriend.

Gemma arched an eyebrow playfully.

“All of it,” She smiled. “Bitch.”

Don’t call me that! Brett wanted to snap, but his body refused to say the words. Instead, he casually reached behind his back, and with an expert flick of his fingers undid his bra strap. Then he was pulling his bra off over his shoulders, his new boobies dangling free and loose, their nipples already painfully erect.

“Perfect.” Gemma gazed at his bare breasts. Confidence was flushing into her. A sort of sexy power Brett had never known she possessed. With a feeling of vague fright he realized that his new body had an overwhelming desire to submit to her, to let her do anything she wanted to him.

“Now,” Gemma’s eyes were playful, yet also cruel. “Get those panties off.”

Obediently, Brett reached down to his skirt.

“No.” The command froze his hand. He looked uncertainly up at his girlfriend.

“Leave the skirt on,” Gemma whispered.

Understanding dawned in Brett’s mind. With slow, deliberate movements, he pulled the hem of his skirt up, exposing his lacy white panties to the world. Then he took hold of their frilly edges and slipped them off over his long, slender legs, not taking his eyes off his girlfriend the entire time.

“Good,” Gemma eyed his legs through half-lidded eyes. “Now. On the bed.”

Without even waiting for a command from his brain, Brett’s body leapt backwards onto the bed, the jump making his new breasts wobble wildly. Deep down, he knew he should be disgusted with himself. Deep down, he knew this was wrong. He was the man, and he should be the one giving orders, the one towering over Gemma as she tremblingly obeyed his every command.

But there was also another feeling stirring. One Brett didn’t want to admit existed, one he wanted to pretend wasn’t real.

He was secretly enjoying being the bottom in this relationship.

“Spread your legs.”

Brett did as he was told, spreading his legs wide, showing his mistress his pussy. There was a warmth already radiating through his crotch that felt so strange, so wrong, yet also so good.

Rather than becoming long and hard at the thought of fucking Gemma, Brett’s new body was becoming puffy and wide. He could tell without even checking that he was dripping wet.

This is wrong, he thought, dazedly. I’m not a girl.

But the warmth in his crotch and his tender, pointed nipples told a different story.

Gemma smiled down at Brett’s trembling pussy, still partially hidden by his absurd little skirt.

“Now, bitch,” she breathed. “Touch yourself.”
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Also by Lisa Change

Cursed to Become His Pregnant Wife

Will has everything a man could want: a good job, a hot trophy wife, and an even hotter mistress. But when his wife Claire discovers he’s having an affair, she uses a magic ring to exact a dark and kinky revenge. She swaps their bodies and uses her new penis to get Will heavily pregnant! 


Stuck as his own trophy wife, Will is forced to have sex with his male body and enjoy every minute of it. Even worse, he’s forced to play the housewife and carry their baby in his swollen belly. Can Will overcome Claire’s twisted curse and regain his male form? Or will he discover that being a heavily pregnant woman is what he secretly wanted all along? 


Lisa Change’s twisted new novel features not one but two vivid transformation scenes, as Claire and Will are magically forced into one another’s bodies. With its exquisite erotic detail, this book will make you feel like you’re the one being turned into a beautiful girl… and forced to carry another man’s baby. 

Buy now at Amazon.com


She Forced Him to Get Pregnant

When rude, middle-aged Dan publicly insults a breastfeeding young mother he gets the shock of his life. The woman is a witch and uses her powers to turn Dan into a horny and fertile bimbo! 


Trapped as trailer trash Tiffany, Dan must put up with a low class husband and his body’s insatiable cravings. Because the one thing Tiffany wants most in the world is to get heavily pregnant. And the witch’s spell means a single drop of sperm will turn Dan from a red blooded male into a pregnant young mommy… permanently. Will Dan be able to ignore his body’s new desires, or will he find the idea of being a pregnant woman with swollen breasts and a heavy belly too tempting to resist? 


Lisa Change’s sexy new tale of gender-swap revenge and forced pregnancy is a kinky delight. It follows Dan on his path from macho man to pregnant woman with a perfect eye for erotic detail. 

Buy now at Amazon.com


Changed Into His Own Mistress

After decades stuck with his boring wife Alex, Sam is finally embarking on a steamy affair with a 19-year old blond named Trisha. Or so he thinks. Unfortunately for Sam, a freak accident has just given Alex God-like powers… and his scorned wife has the perfect revenge in store for her cheating husband! 


Magically transformed into his own mistress, Sam is forced to spend the rest of his life as a beautiful blond who loves being dominated. From being a macho, powerful male, Sam suddenly finds himself having to submit to other men and be their female slave. Worse, Alex’s powers mean he’s loving every minute of it! 


Lisa Change’s brand new tale of gender swap revenge features not one but two detailed transformation scenes, as Sam is forced to become sexy bimbo Trisha and Alex transforms herself into a strong and handsome man. With its perfect erotic detail, this novel will make you feel like you’re the one turning into a beautiful, submissive woman… and experiencing everything a woman’s body has to offer. 

Buy now 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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