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What the hell is this?

Casey glanced up from the folded, handwritten note and nonchalantly looked round the canteen. The sea of familiar faces ignored her, the jocks too busy chatting up cheerleaders, the serious kids too busy with their homework, and the geeks way too shy to meet a pretty girl’s eyes.

No-one was watching her. No-one gave her a sidelong glance, a hidden smile on their face. No group of girls whispered furtively.

It was like she didn’t exist.

With a frown, Casey turned back to the note clasped in her hands. The one she’d found, hidden in her bag, put there by some anonymous prankster.

Or maybe my guardian angel… Casey thought. At least, if this isn’t all some big joke…

She gave herself a little shake.

Hey, you’re a big girl, remember? Guardian angels don’t exist.

But she couldn’t help thinking that, if they did, they’d leave a note exactly like the one she was holding now.

Especially after the week I’ve had…

It had been one of those weeks more suited to some shrill teenage soap opera than real life.

On Monday, her jock boyfriend Chad had dumped her in favor of Veronica, the star cheerleader. By Tuesday, they’d been holding hands as they walked round school, and by Wednesday, they’d been necking in Chad’s car.

Now it was Friday, and the muscular, square-jawed football player and his blond, big-boobed girlfriend were acting like they’d just gotten married or some shit, and it was driving Casey up the wall.

It didn’t matter that she’d stolen Chad in the same way from Gloria Jackson just last year. This was friggin’ traumatic.

She knew she was pretty. Ever since she’d turned 15, three long years ago, she’d noticed how boys liked to turn to watch her pass in the corridor. Noticed how a small, well-timed smile could make big strong men crumble before her.

She had good legs, decent tits, shoulder-length blond hair and sparkling blue eyes. She was a freakin’ catch, damnit.

And yet, somehow, she always felt like the elephant man’s sister next to supermodel Veronica and her cheerleader friends.

Casey glanced up from the note, across the canteen to where Chad and his dumb jock buddies Channing and Preston where talking and laughing and eyeing up the passing girls.

As she watched, Chad turned and winked at Veronica, stood in costume with her fellow cheerleaders over by the food counter. She gave him a perfect little twinkly wave, then Chad turned away and was straight back to eyeing up some passing redhead’s ass.

Casey shuddered to herself.

What the hell did I see in that douchenozzle?

If it had just been Chad and Veronica who’d made her life suck so much this week, she could’ve handled it. But everything else had got messed up too.

Just glancing round the canteen, she could see at least half-a-dozen people who had made her miserable.

There, at the teacher’s table, was Mr. Bachmann, the bald asshole who’d flunked her in chemistry. He was eating with Miss Jones, the leggy art teacher who’d had it in for Casey since day one, and had held her work up for ridicule just that morning.

Over there, in the far corner, looking out broodingly from under his dark locks was wannabee bad boy Stu, her “friend” who’d grabbed her ass at that party on Saturday and tried to kiss her and not taken no for an answer.

And over there, chatting with her new friends was Chantelle, Casey’s one-time bestie who’d blown her off after Chad dumped her to hang out with the rich girls.

They were jerks, all of them. If Casey had magic powers, she’d have gladly turned them all into toads.

Which brought her back to the note…

She’d found it in her bag when she sat down. It was clearly torn from some old exercise book, and had been hastily scrawled.

At first, Casey had been tempted to just chuck it away, thinking it was probably just some dumbass insult one of Chantelle’s bitch friends had slipped into her bag.

But for some reason, she’d taken it out and discreetly opened it.

And felt a chill run up her spine.

HELLO CASEY, it read, YOU DON’T KNOW ME, BUT I KNOW YOU. I COULD SENSE YOUR PAIN, AND I DECIDED TO HELP.

INSIDE THIS NOTE YOU WILL FIND A RING. IF YOU PUT IT ON YOUR INDEX FINGER, YOU WILL BE ABLE TO MAKE ANYTHING HAPPEN. ANYTHING AT ALL. ALL YOU NEED TO DO IS WISH SOMETHING WOULD HAPPEN AND IT WILL.

THERE WILL BE NO LIMIT TO WHAT YOU CAN DO.

YOUR POWER WILL ONLY LAST UNTIL THE END OF THIS SCHOOL DAY. IF YOU CHOOSE NOT TO PUT THE RING ON NOW, YOU WILL LOSE THIS OPPORTUNITY FOREVER. BUT I MUST WARN YOU, WEARING THE RING IS DANGEROUS. YOU MAY FIND YOURSELF WISHING THAT YOU’D NEVER READ THIS LETTER.

THE CHOICE IS YOURS. I LEAVE IT UP TO YOU.

And then, folded into the bottom of the note was a small, silver ring.

As she read the letter for the second time, Casey felt the skin tingling all over her body. She glanced surreptitiously around, wondering who the hell could’ve given her such a weird-ass note.

It’s gotta be a joke. Some dumb prank Chad or Chantelle dreamed up to humiliate you.

But even as she was thinking it, Casey didn’t believe herself.

There was no way Chad or Chantelle had the imagination to write something like this.

Sitting there, Casey began to feel like the canteen was suddenly becoming very dim, like everyone was drifting far, far away. The snatches of conversation that reached her ears seemed to be coming from the depths of some distant cave.

“…like, she’s just such a loser sometimes…”

“…thinks he’s so cool. Oh my God, can you believe the way he…?”

“…seriously, bro. Just check out the ass on her…”

Slowly, Casey slipped the ring off the table, held it in her palm.

It seemed strangely heavy. More than that, it was warm to the touch, like it’d just been forged in the heart of some furnace.

As Casey watched it, she thought she saw a tiny crackle of blue electric dancing around the rim, like the ring was thrumming with magic.

It’s just your imagination. Put that ring on and you’ll be the laughingstock of the school…

Yet no-one was looking in her direction, not even the loser guys who usually liked to creep on her tits while she was eating.

She was completely unobserved. All she had to do was slip the ring on under the table and make a wish.

I mean, nothing’s gonna happen. Of course. But y’know, just as a way to blow off steam…

For a second, Casey dithered. It was like an invisible presence was whispering in her ear, urgently telling her to just throw the ring away and pretend she’d never got that stupid note.

Am I really gonna do this…?

Abruptly, Casey took the ring and slipped it on over her index finger.

It fitted perfectly. Like it had been made for her. The moment its weight was on her finger, Casey felt a little shiver run through her 18-year old body, like she’d been given a faint, pleasant electric shock.

She quickly glanced up to make sure no-one was laughing at her. The canteen was carrying on as normal.

If anyone was playing a trick on her, they were awesome at hiding it.

Her ring finger was tingling, as if just itching to make a wish. With a kind of casualness she didn’t really feel, Casey tried to think what she should do.

I mean, it’s obviously just a joke. But, still, what’d be a good joke wish, y’know? I mean, maybe I could wish for bigger tits, or nicer legs, or…

At that moment, a voice cut across her private little reveries.

“Ugh. Are they still letting trash in here?”

Casey glanced up as Veronica stalked past her, her cute little nose wrinkled into a sneer. Behind her, her cheerleader girlfriends Amy and Heather gave derisive little laughs.

“Did you see the way she was looking at Chad Vero? Sooo tragic…”

“It’s fine,” Veronica gave Casey a sweet little smile, “Chad’s not interested. If he wanted someone with a fat ass and big plastic tits he wouldn’t have chucked her.”

She gave a laugh, and then the three cheerleaders were past, heading off with their trays for the jocks’ table, leaving Casey stewing with rage.

That fucking bitch! She thought, furiously. She’s such a dick. I’d give anything to show her-

Her mental voice trailed off. A small smile crossed her teenage face.

I think I know what my first wish is gonna be…

Trying not to attract attention, Casey casually slipped her hand under the table, and pointed her index finger at Veronica’s retreating back.

“I wish…” she whispered, desperately hoping no-one would see her lips move and start laughing, “I wish that bitch would get exactly what she deserves.”

The moment the words were out her mouth, the ring started to thrum. It grew hot, uncomfortably hot. There was a faint tingle of electric in the air.

Oh my God, is it really…?

Like a girl in a daze, Casey looked up at Veronica, chatting away with Chad while her drones hovered around Preston and Channing.

Come on… come on!

Then, suddenly, the heat in the ring died away. The air stopped thrumming. Veronica carried on talking. Casey felt herself untense, disappointed.

Well, what did you expect, bozo? Wishes don’t really-

And then she saw it. The thing that completely derailed her train of thought. The thing that made the room seem to spin and made Casey feel like she was going to faint.

No way. No freakin’ way…

Across the room, Veronica was changing.

Before Casey’s eyes, her boobs were gently swelling up, growing bigger and bigger as she obliviously talked to Chad. At the same time, her butt was growing too, its outline starting to expand under her short, cheerleader skirt.

As Casey watched, her mouth dangling open, Veronica’s boobs went from a B-Cup, to a C, and then up to D, until they were squashed into her bra, her flesh straining around the cups.

“…and so Amy was all like, ‘for real?’ And I was like, yeah…”

She suddenly broke off with a frown.

“What the fuck…?” She tried to hotch her shoulders, “my bra feels kinda…”

Around her, the boys and the two cheerleaders were staring at her with wide eyes. Across the room, Casey watched them with an open mouth, unable to believe what she was seeing.

“Veronica…?” she faintly heard Chad ask, his voice worried.

In slow motion, Veronica looked down.

And screamed.

Her boobs were enormous. A great big pair of Double-Gs that thrust away from her chest, pointing outwards. Her ass, too, was stupid big, so big it lifted the back of her skirt up, exposing her panties to the world.

Look at that, Casey thought with an evil smile, she looks like she should be in music videos…

She knew she should feel sorry for Veronica. Knew that she’d have never made a wish like this if she’d known it would work. No way!

But now she had made that wish…

…well. She was suddenly feeling kinda glad she’d put the ring on.

With a feeling of cruel contentment, Casey settled back to enjoy the show.

Across the room Veronica had clasped her hands to her ass, looking over her shoulder in horror.

“What’s happening to me?!” She squealed, a look of helpless terror on her face.

She span to face Amy and Heather.

“Help me!”

But the two cheerleaders were frozen in horror, their eyes fixed on Veronica’s chest.

There was a popping sound and the strap broke on Veronica’s bra. A tearing noise and her panties ripped. Her breasts were now bigger than any boobs Casey had ever seen, even in those dirty pornos Chad used to insist they watch together. They had to be Double-Js by now.

And still they kept growing.

“No! Stop! Please God, make it stop!”

The whole canteen was now staring as Veronica desperately tried to push her breasts back inside her perfect body.

They watched as she squealed and cried and begged for mercy. Watched as her butt became so big it poked out from under her skirt, exposing her naked ass to the world.

Sat at her table, Casey felt a tingling in her finger, and a faint warmth spreading in her crotch.

She didn’t know if it was the ring, or her sadistic side or what… but watching Veronica suffer like this was weirdly hot.

“Chad!” Veronica was crying now, tears streaming down her sculpted face. She turned to her new boyfriend miserably, her arms held out.

“Please, baby… help me!”

But Chad didn’t come running. Didn’t play the hero.

Instead he backed away, his hands thrown up, a disgusted look on his handsome face.

“What the fuck are you doing, Veronica?” He shouted, angrily. “Stop it. Everyone’s staring!”

Casey had to stifle a giggle at the sight of Veronica’s hurt face.

Oh Chad, she thought, gleefully, you always were such a fucking asshole…

She clenched her hand into a fist, feeling the ring, feeling its power.

Just you wait till it’s your turn.

By now, Veronica’s tits were twice the size of beach balls. They loomed so big before her, wobbling and jiggling, that the cheerleader could barely see over them. Her top was stretched impossibly tight, the school logo now like some distorted, impressionistic painting.

As Casey watched, she gave one last, helpless whimper and then there was a loud ripping noise and Veronica was topless, howling in misery as the entire world watched her naked breasts magically swell up.

Free from the constraints of her top, Veronica’s boobs accelerated their growth. In no time at all, they were the size of an elephant’s head, weighing so heavily on their owner that Veronica was forced to bend forward, resting them on the canteen floor.

With eyes filled with fear and misery, she looked up and happened to glance in Casey’s direction. A look of understanding dawned.

“C-Casey…?” The cheerleader whispered, her voice pleading. “Please…”

Casey shook her head, a demonic smile on her pretty face.

No chance, she silently mouthed.

At last, it was over. Veronica gave one last, inhuman scream, her boobs doubled in size, and then finally stopped growing.

They were gigantic now, the size of two zorbing balls, so big they completely dwarfed the girl they were attached to. Behind them, the gigantic cheeks of Veronica’s house-sized ass poked out round the edges.

There, Casey thought, viciously, now who’s got the fat ass and plastic tits, huh, Veronica?

The silence that followed was broken only by the sound of Veronica’s whimpers. The entire canteen was staring in open-mouthed shock at the surreal, monster tits attached to Veronica.

Each nipple was the size of a person’s head. The skin stretched across both of them. Gigantic veins crisscrossed under the surface.

They were hideous. They were hilarious.

And, Casey thought, they’re exactly what that bitch deserves.

She looked at the horrified faces around her with a strange feeling of smug satisfaction. At Mr. Bachmann on his feet, his eyes goggling. At Stu, looking like he was wondering if he was high. At Chantelle, her pretty mouth dangling open.

At the nerds in the corner, looking like they were seriously turned on by this.

Good. I’m glad someone other than me is happy…

Across the hall, Chad was on his feet, staring at the mountainous breasts before him. With slow movements, he turned around.

“Casey?” He whispered.

As one, the entire hall turned to face her. Casey tucked her ring hand under the table and assumed an innocent expression.

“What?”

Chad’s brow darkened.

“Don’t what me, you… you… you witch!” He yelled. “You heard Veronica. She said your name just before she-she turned into this!”

Behind her gigantic breasts, Veronica let out an affirmative howl that made Casey want to burst out laughing and hug herself.

Finally… I’ve finally gotten back at her. Oh man, this is seriously amazing!

Outwardly, though, she managed to keep her expression naïve.

“You’re blaming me?” She protested. “Why? Vero probably got on the wrong side of some genie and wished she had bigger boobs or-”

“Stop lying!” Chad snapped, his handsome face distorted with rage. “We all heard her!”

He turned to the canteen as a whole.

“I dunno how she did it, but this,” he pointed an accusing finger at Casey, “this witch did… did this to Veronica!”

“Chad,” Casey pleaded, “you’re talking shit. I mean, how could I even…?”

“Shut up!” Chad’s eyes were alive with fire. “Either you turn Veronica back now, or… or…”

“Or what?”

Chad swallowed, his face deadly calm. His large, meaty hands bunched into fists.

“Or I’ll make you,” he whispered.

Then suddenly, he was striding across the canteen, straight for Casey. He raised his fists…

Casey sighed. She rolled her eyes.

“I wish Chad wouldn’t take another step,” she said, loudly.

Immediately, the ring on her finger got hot. Immediately, Chad’s feet froze to the floor, stopping him so suddenly he nearly fell over.

With wild, helpless eyes, the big jock started tugging at his legs, trying to free them. When they wouldn’t move he glared at Casey with boiling hatred.

Sat in her chair, Casey smiled. She turned to look round at the rest of the canteen.

“I was kinda hoping no-one would figure it out yet,” she said, loud enough for everyone to hear. “It was gonna be so much fun watching you all freak out.”

Her mind was humming, like someone had filled it with bees. Pinpricks of heat danced across her skin, radiating out from the ring. Her lips seemed to be moving of their own accord.

Hey, what’s going on? That doesn’t sound like me…

“But now this douche,” she indicated Chad, “has blown my cover, I guess I’m gonna have to speed things up.”

She pointed her ring at the entire canteen with a lazy gesture.

“I wish no-one would leave this room, or do anything without my permission.” She said.

There was a tingling of electric in the air. The atmosphere in the hall changed. Students looked at one another, clearly worried. Teachers tried to exert some control over these crazy events.

But it was hopeless. Now Casey had made her wish, they could no more walk out the door than they could start flying. They couldn’t even think about leaving.

They were all now trapped here until Casey was done with them.

“Good.” With a smile, Casey turned back to poor, helpless Chad. “How’s Mr. Big Jock enjoying himself?”

“Fuck you, Casey,” Chad growled, still gamely pulling at his frozen legs. “You always were a crazy bitch.”

Casey raised her eyebrows.

“Wow, that’s totally not the way I would talk to an all-powerful goddess.”

A thought crossed her mind, one that made her smile. A demonic, shit-eating smile.

“But I guess you’re too immature to think about stuff like that, huh? Well, in that case…” She calmly raised her ring hand and pointed her finger at Chad. “Maybe you don’t deserve a big, grown-up body like that.”

“Casey, I’m warning you…”

“Whatever. Like you even matter anymore.” Her face suddenly turned serious. “So, I wish this whiny little bitch would turn into something more suitable.”

Once again, the ring grew hot. Once again, the air crackled with electricity.

Casey giggled at Chad’s helpless, furious male face.

“Oh man, I can’t wait till you figure out where this is going.”

In horrified, obedient silence, the hall watched as Chad sneered back at Casey. Watched as he opened his mouth to respond.

And watched as his eyes grew wide in fright.

“Casey, stop being such a bitch!” Was what Chad said. But the voice that came out wasn’t anything like Chad’s booming, masculine one.

Instead, it was higher-pitched. Softer. Squeakier.

And younger.

Casey giggled as Chad clamped a hand to his mouth in fright. He turned to face her, his face deathly pale.

“What have you done to me?!” He squealed in a voice like syrup and honey.

Casey shrugged right back at him.

“Guess you’re gonna find out.”

Chad was shrinking. Before everyone’s eyes, the 6ft4 jock shed inches at an incredible rate, becoming smaller, skinnier.

His broad shoulders magically tugged inwards. His biceps deflated with a hiss. His legs muscles contracted and the raw athletic power drained from his torso.

Casey watched as Chad panickily held up a pair of tiny, delicate hands and stared at them. Stared at them as his feet shrank down, his head grew smaller and his features began to rearrange.

“Casey…” he squealed in his new voice, a voice so whiny and high-pitched it almost hurt to hear, “please… stop this!”

But Casey merely laughed and shook her head.

“Sorry, Mr. Jock Douchebag. You gotta pay for shacking up with that big-titted bitch.”

The changes were getting faster now. In quick succession, Chad’s broken nose set itself straight then shrank down to a cute little button. The dark hairs dusting his entire body disappeared, leaving him with soft, smooth skin, and his face became softer, rounder, his eyes wide and innocent.

His clothes too began to shift, turning pink and frilly and shrinking in time with him. As Chad looked down at them in horror, two long, blond pigtails came bursting out the side of his head, dropping down past his newly-slender shoulders.

With a feeling of sheer delight, Casey watched as the coin dropped. As Chad’s eyes grew wide. As he figured out where this was going.

With a look of utter misery, her former boyfriend opened his tiny mouth and let out a loud, piercing scream.

He screamed as his body shrank down to a mere 3ft, shedding fat and muscle all the way.

He screamed as his cheeks turned rosy and freckly, his baby teeth reappeared, one adorable gap in their front, and his voice shot even-higher in pitch.

He screamed as clothes turned into a pink, frilly tutu, stockings unfurled up his legs, and a sparkly princess crown appeared on his adorable little head.

And, finally, he screamed as the last trace of his manhood shot back inside his body, leaving him trapped forever as the opposite gender.

Then the wish was over. The ring grew cool. The electric faded from the air. Casey lowered her hand…

…and smiled at the little cutie pie now stood before her.

“Hey, princess,” she said, sweetly, “how’d you like your new body?”

The girl that used to be Chad was simple adorable. She was five years old, with big, blue eyes, long blond pigtails, freckled cheeks and a gap between her teeth. She was dressed in a cute princess costume that made Casey wanna just pick her up and squeeze her and smother her in kisses.

She was an angel. A sweetie. A poppet.

And she was Chad.

This is crazy… A voice whispered uneasily in the back of Casey’s mind. We can’t have just turned our ex into a little girl…

But, at the same time, another voice spoke over it. One that sounded like the buzzing of bees. That seemed to drown out Casey’s other voice, seemed to come from a very dark place deep inside her:

We just turned Chad into a little girl. That’s so awesome!

The little poppet was looking down at herself in mute horror, examining her body. Now, she slowly looked up at Casey…

…and burst into tears.

The canteen was silent as the little girl who used to be Chad wailed and blubbed helplessly, the only other sound the tiny whimpers Veronica was still making behind her monster-sized tits.

With a feeling like a girl in a dream, Casey turned to the rest of the canteen.

“I want y’all to meet my baby sister, Charlotte.” She turned back to Chad with a savage smile. “Say hi, Charlotte.”

The poppet before her wailed, her face screwed up, her eyes streaming with tears. With a cruel feeling of satisfaction, Casey noted that looked more adorable than ever when she was having a tantrum.

“Aww, come on, princess. Don’t be shy.”

“H-how…” sniffled the little girl who used to be Chad, “how could you do this to me?!”

Casey laughed. She couldn’t help it. It was like every dream she’d ever had of getting revenge on Chad had suddenly come true.

“You’re kidding, right? Do you have any idea how many girls would kill to turn their douche bro ex into a little sweetheart like you?”

Chad was crying uncontrollably now, the sort of tears only a spoilt little brat can muster. Snot ran from his nose. A string of dribble dangled off his bottom lip.

“WHY?!” He screamed, stamping his foot.

“Coz you humiliated me, ass-face. Now I’m gonna humiliate you.”

Casey suddenly pointed her ring finger at the canteen.

“I wish all of you would find what I did to Chad hilarious.”

There was heat. Electric. A pause…

…and then suddenly the entire canteen was howling with laughter.

Kids pointed at Chad, laughing at his little poppet form. Girls looked at him with a cross between amusement and broodiness, giggling behind their hands. Boys pulled out smartphones and started filming. Teachers nudged each other and pointed.

Casey watched with smug amusement as the whiny little girl before her looked round the hall, her mouth dangling open, then screamed and started running.

She tottered on her tiny legs over to Preston and Channing, bawling her head off.

“Bro, look at what a pathetic little bitch Chad’s turned into!” Preston crowed, grinning at the helpless girl.

“Dude, seriously, we’ve gotta get this on YouTube,” Channing declared, whipping out his phone.

Casey smiled as a look of incomprehension crossed Charlotte’s cute little face. She turned helplessly to Amy and Heather, who both took a simultaneous step back, giggling behind their hands.

“Oh my God, that’s sooo funny! He totally deserved that…”

“Ugh, but look what a little crybaby she is,” Heather sneered. “She’s so tragic.”

Wherever sweet little Chad turned, people were laughing at him. His old friends. Girls he’d once screwed. Teachers. Kids who’d feared him only twenty minutes ago.

Casey watched with delight as a table of nerds in the corner started chanting “Chad’s a little gi-irl, Chad’s a little gi-irl!”

Finally, the poppet gave one last, ear-piercing scream and ran to Veronica, hiding behind her massive breasts from the taunts and laughter and humiliation.

“OK, seriously, you can all shut up now,” Casey said with a flick of her finger.

Once again, the canteen fell deathly silent.

Well, what now…?

Casey glanced around at the sea of anxious faces. At the people she’d enchanted to wait here until she was done with them. They looked back at her with a mixture of weak smiles, shifty eyes, and sheer terror.

Maybe I should just let them go now… We got back at Veronica and Chad, right? That should be enough…

But even as the thought crossed her mind, Casey felt it being drowned out by that strange buzzing again.

Hey, what is that? Is it coming from the ring…?

It was like her head was filling with hornets. Pinpricks of heat danced across her skull, making her feel very far away from the real world. A cruel feeling was welling up in her, a desire to use the ring, and keep using it until the day ended and the magic would work no more.

Inside herself, Casey shuddered.

This isn’t right… it’s going too far now. We can stop there, and… and…

The buzzing increased. The dark feeling welled up. Like a puppet being jerked upright, Casey felt herself get to her feet. A nasty, evil smile flashed across her features.

“I’ve been thinking,” she heard herself say. “Maybe I should let the rest of you go.”

There was a sigh of relief. Casey held up one hand.

“But then,” she said, as she began to walk across the room, “I decided screw that, I wanna have some fun.”

She turned a shark-like smile onto a nearby table of junior girls. They shrank back from her like she was some kind of monster.

Maybe I am… I sure don’t feel right…

The ring was burning on her finger now, even without a spell being cast. So hot it hurt. Yet there was no way Casey could take it off.

Then the magic would stop and she’d be defenseless.

“You were all assholes to me,” she said, loudly, trying to ignore the pain in her finger. “All of you. So.”

She took a deep breath.

“I guess it’s only fair that you all get punished. Right, Stu?”

With a jerk, the wannabee bad boy looked up at her, his dark eyes surprised under his mop of dark hair. Casey stopped right before him and folded her arms.

“What was it you said when you grabbed my ass at that party? When you tried to make me kiss you, which, by the way, was super gross.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“Hurry up.”

Her former friend shifted uncomfortably in his seat. He looked around for support, but everyone refused to catch his eye.

“C’mon, Case…” he muttered at last.

Casey sighed. She held up her ring hand.

“Am I gonna have to wish you to say it?”

For a moment, Stu didn’t move. Then he slowly lowered his head, avoiding her eyes.

“I called you a slut,” he mumbled, shamefacedly.

Casey nodded.

“You’re goddamn right you did. What gives you the right to grab me, huh, and then call me the slut?”

She could feel the anger rising inside her again. That reckless, hot anger that made her sometimes do strange things.

Stu shook his head, weakly.

“Case, I mean, dude, we used to be friends, right? So…”

“Friends, huh? Ever grab your guy friends’ asses? Ever try and force them to kiss you?”

The buzzing in Casey’s head was like a roar now, drowning out all caution, all pleas for mercy.

“Well, maybe you will now, asshole. And maybe you can see what it’s like.”

She pointed her finger at Stu, a brutal smile on her teenage face.

“I wish this little perv would turn into a skanky female stripper.”

Stu’s eyes went wide. He held up his hands, as if hoping to ward the magic off.

“Case! C’mon, please…”

But it was too late.

The ring burned hot. Hotter than it had ever burned before. Hotter than a thousand suns. The air flickered and crackled and sparked. Somewhere behind her, Casey heard little Charlotte whimper.

“Let’s see how you like being treated as a piece of meat.” She snarled.

Before she’d even finished talking, Stu was changing. In the blink of an eye, his cute male face morphed into a cute female one, his shaggy black hair grew until it flowed down his back like a waterfall, and his waist grew tighter and tighter until his torso looked like an hourglass.

With a helpless moan, Stu stared down at his rapidly-changing body, then turned two newly-soft, feminine eyes onto Casey.

“Case…”! he whispered in a voice that was already high-pitched and female, “I’m sorry, OK?”

Casey shook her head.

“You shoulda thought of that earlier.”

There was a loud crackle of electricity, and suddenly Stu’s clothes shredded, leaving him sat naked. As he trembled, the magic lifted him up into the air, and dumped him on his feet on the table, so he stood where everyone could see him.

Casey nodded, approvingly.

“Sweet. I want the whole world to see this.”

Before the eyes of everyone in the hall, Stu’s hips pushed outwards. His ass jumped up and filled out, becoming round and firm and peach-like. His legs lost muscle and elongated, until he had the curvy body of a female porn star.

There was a click and his spine snapped inwards, curving his body so his chest and ass were thrust out. A hiss like two balloons inflating, and a large pair of breasts suddenly swelled up, dangling from Stu’s frame, their nipples long and pink and pointed at the sky.

As Stu helplessly tried to wrestle his big tits back into his body, tiny black tendrils began creeping across his skin, coiling just under the surface like smoke.

They flowed out along his arms, down his slender, hairless legs, across his lower back, over his belly. For a moment, they simply hung there, strange, mysterious. Then suddenly they solidified into a collection of trampy, misspelled tattoos.

With cruel satisfaction, Casey noted the worst of them. The trampstamp above Stu’s big ass that simply read SLUT. The badly-drawn dragon, curling across his left shoulder blade.

The scrawled writing next to an arrow pointing at his crotch that read HEAVEN THIS WAY.

“Almost done,” Casey shouted. “Here we go!”

As if on cue, Stu’s dangling cock gave a little twitch. As its owner moaned in horror, it shot back inside his body, leaving only smooth skin. There was a pause, then a line appeared between Stu’s legs, and Casey’s former-friend was suddenly the proud owner of a tight, shaved pussy.

There was a final surge of magic. Dizzyingly-high silver stiletto heels appeared on the bottom of Stu’s feet, almost making him topple over. A rhinestone-studded thong formed over his crotch. Two nipple tassels attached themselves to his heavy, Double-G breasts and dangled there, their ends stroking against his smooth skin.

Then it was over. The ring cooled down. The buzzing grew quieter in Casey’s head, and she smiled up at her latest creation.

Gone was Stu, dressed in his leather jacket and acting like a young Christian Slater.

In his place was the trampiest girl Casey had ever set eyes on.

She had a sculpted face, with high cheekbones, plump lips and dark, scared eyes, hidden under a waterfall of black hair.

Her slender neck led down to two heavy breasts, a cheap diamond necklace dangling between them.

She had heavy metal song-lyrics tattooed on her arms. A shaved pussy that was barely hidden by her stupid thong. She had long legs, a big ass, a tight waist, and stretch marks from where she’d obviously been pregnant before.

She was a bimbo. She was cheap. She was a dumb whore who was good for nothing but flashing her big tits at horny men.

She was perfect.

As Casey admired her handiwork, the stripper who used to be Stu looked down at her, trembling all over.

“Casey…” She started, then clamped one hand over her painted lips, her long nails a dark, slutty red.

Casey smiled to herself.

I know exactly what he’s thinking…

Stu’s voice had changed. Once it had been low, kinda tough, Yankee through and through. Now it was soft, bubblegum dumb, and tinged with a Southern trailer trash accent.

“Man, you turned out even better than I expected!” Casey crowed. “You’re like the perfect stripper!”

It was true. If you’d seen Stu outside at that moment, you’d have known without even glancing twice that this was a girl who made money by showing off her figure.

“You’ve got the tits for it, the ass for it, the dumb, bimbo brain for it…” Casey hugged herself. “Oh my God, this is so freakin’ cool!”

Stood on the table above her, Stu looked down at himself in horror. He hesitantly reached up, touched once of his breasts and then drew his hand back, as if afraid it might bite him. He tried to remove his nipple tassels, tried to kick off his heels, but it was useless.

Casey had wished he would look exactly like that.

Which meant he’d never be able to take off his tramp gear or put on any extra clothes for as long as he lived.

“I’m not done yet,” Casey said, raising her hand again. “I turned you into a stripper, right? So.”

Her eyes narrowed. Her smile got more vicious than ever.

“I wish you’d act like one!”

Before her eyes, Stu opened his mouth to protest. Then the ring grew hot and his face went blank.

With a smile, Casey watched as a titanic battle unfolded inside Stu’s mind, as he tried to fight the magic. Tried not to just become Casey’s puppet. Tried to escape his humiliating fate.

Let him struggle. It’s fun to watch…

Then Stu’s face suddenly cleared. He put one hand on his hips, curling his curvy new body and winked down at Casey.

“You wanna dance, huh?” He said in his trashy new voice. “Well, why didn’t you say?”

And, before the entire hall, Stu’s new body began to dance.

He danced slowly, sensuously, curving his hips, thrusting his big ass out, sinking down until his pussy was almost brushing against the table.

He ran his long-nailed fingers through his flowing hair, over his bare breasts. He bit his lower lip and whimpered, moving to an invisible beat.

As the canteen watched, he bent right down to Mr. Bachmann and coiled one slender finger through his tie.

“Wanna show, hot stuff?” Casey heard him murmur.

Then Stu thrust his chest forward, so his big tits were dangling in Mr. Bachmann’s face, and started wiggling his torso, making his nipple tassels spin round and round and round.

This, thought Casey with a little sigh, is perfect.

The way Stu’s slutty new body gyrated… the shocked, yet hopelessly-aroused look on Mr. Bachmann’s face… the way all the boys in the hall were suddenly trying to hide boners…

But best of all was that look. The tiny look Casey alone could make out, deep within the slutty stripper’s eyes.

The look of a straight man, trapped inside a body he cannot control, forced to look on in horror as he dances like a slut and offers his body up to horny men.

Deep in her crotch, Casey felt a drop of moisture trickle out and down her leg. She smiled with pleasure. There was no doubt about it.

All this power was making her horny as fuck.

As Stu helplessly wiggled his tits and thrust his ass, his internal screams lost behind his new body’s smiling bimbo face, Casey turned to the rest of her captives.

OK, surely she was done now? Surely that was enough? Maybe she should just…

But these thoughts were just token efforts now. The ring burned. Her mind was lost in a crowd of buzzing, gibbering locusts.

She smiled at Veronica’s vast breasts, nearly reaching up to the canteen ceiling, and their owner, helplessly trying to move them. She smiled at the syrupy sweet little girl who used to be Chad watching her with a look of naked fear on her adorable little face.

A desire to laugh rose up in her. A desire to laugh and keep on laughing.

Finally, she thought, my week is starting to improve…

Outwardly, she put her hands on her hips. Let her eyes give a little twinkle.

“Right,” she said, sweetly. “Who’s next?”

*

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur of ecstasy for Casey, and a whirlwind of horror for everyone else.

After turning Stu into a stripper and making him dance like a slut with his tits out, Casey had turned smilingly to Preston and Channing, still frozen in place beside Veronica’s planet-sized breasts.

“Time for the two bros to learn their lesson, too,” she’d said, unable to suppress a giggle. 

“B-but we didn’t do anything,” Preston had whispered, hoarsely.

Casey had shrugged.

“Maybe not. But I kinda always thought you were buttholes anyway. Hanging out together, talking about girls behind their backs, joking about the size of each other’s dicks.”

She’d pointed her finger at them, a slow smile creeping across her face.

“I always thought you were kinda like a married couple. A couple of married douchebags. So. Let’s make it official.”

And then she’d made her wish, and the ring had gotten hot, and Channing and Preston had both begged her to stop, but it’d been no use.

As they whimpered, Preston’s hair had started to grow. His muscles had vanished. His hips had pushed out, and his face had become soft and baby-like.

His shoulders had narrowed down, his waist tightened, his chest expanded into a pair of perky, C-cup breasts, and his legs elongated.

His cock had vanished, his voice shot up in pitch, and his butt become big and round and peach-like.

Less than a minute after she’d made her wish, Casey had been laughing at a hot 30-year old blond woman with a warm, motherly face and a deep-seated desire to be a housewife.

“Wow, you look great as Penny,” she’d laughed, before turning to Channing. “What d’you think?”

And Channing had looked at this foxy older woman in bewilderment.

“Dude…” he’d whispered to Preston, “you’re a… you’re a…”

“Shut up!” Preston had snapped in a soft, maternal voice, looking angrily down at his perky breasts and child-bearing hips. “I know what she’s done!”

“You’re a fucking milf!”

And Preston had blushed bright pink, a shade that made her look cuter than ever.

“She’s more than that, asshole,” Casey had crowed. “She’s your wife.”

In horror, Channing had looked down at the new wedding ring on his fat, male finger, and then at the identical one on Preston’s slender, female one. He’d shook his head.

“No… I mean, Casey… she’s a-a…”

“Too bad,” Casey had said, airily, pointing her finger again. “She’s gonna love you, and you’re gonna love her till the day you die.”

And then she’d whispered something, and suddenly Channing and Preston had been kissing. Full on French kissing in front of everyone, tears streaming down their cheeks.

“Oh God, you’re so hot…” Preston had whimpered in his female voice between kisses. “I-I can’t help it…”

“It’s the magic, dude,” Channing had whispered unhappily, clasping Preston’s soft cheeks tenderly in his strong hands, “you gotta fight it!”

But even as he spoke, he’d started kissing Preston’s neck, holding him by the waist, pulling his female body close to his male one.

“Fuck! I love you, Penny… I love you so, so much…”

“Me too…” the woman who used to be Preston had whimpered, closing her eyes. “I-I want your babies!”

Then she’d let out an unhappy scream.

“No! We have to fight it! We’re dudes. We’re both dudes…!”

But it had been too late. With a growl, Channing had ripped Preston’s top off over his head. He’d grabbed his breasts, buried his face between them, kissing and nibbling and sucking. Preston had weakly grabbed his new husband’s head and started stroking his short hair.

“I love you…” they both whispered, “I love you, I love you, I love you…”

And before Casey could think to stop them, they were both naked on the floor, Channing’s big dick pounding into Preston’s new womb while he sobbed and screamed with happiness.

No condom, Casey had noted, idly, she’s definitely gonna get pregnant…

Then she’d giggled and made another wish under her breath.

With triplets…

Next up had been Heather and Amy.

“Casey…” Heather had warned as she approached, “don’t be a dick, bitch. Or I’ll-”

“Do what?” Casey had smiled. “All you bitches are gonna do is whatever I want you to.”

Then she’d pointed at them and made another wish and laughed at their identical expressions of horror.

“What?!” Amy had squeaked. “Like… no! Can’t you just turn us into strippers, or kids, or-or…”

And then the skin around her face had started to sag, to grow jowly and flabby. Beside her, Heather’s face had puffed up, causing her to moan in fear.

Waves of fat had unrolled across every inch of the two cheerleaders’ bodies. Their arms had inflated like balloons, big folds of skin dangling from under their biceps. Their legs had thickened, becoming the size of tree trunks.

Their chins had blended with their necks. Their ankles with their calves. Their breasts had gotten bigger and bigger until they sagged down near their knees. Their tight cheerleader outfits had twitched with magic, then transformed into the sort of loose-fitting dresses you saw obese people wearing down Walmart.

Rolls of fat collected on their backs. Their stomachs had leapt outwards until they hung down near their knees. The two girls had screamed and begged for mercy, but it had been too late.

The ring grew cool, the electric faded, and Casey had been stood smugly before a pair of 500lb girls.

The two former cheerleaders had gaped at each other. They’d looked down at their enormous new bodies, then looked pleadingly up at Casey, their lungs already wheezing.

“Tell me, huh,” Casey had smiled, putting her hands on her hips, “who has got the fat ass again?”

“We have!” Fat-Amy had screamed, nodding her head eagerly, her jowls wobbling. “It’s not you Casey, it was never you!”

“Too right, fatso,” Casey had sneered. “But don’t think I’m gonna turn you back.”

Then she’d laughed at their identical expressions of anger, and turned to her next victims.

And so it had gone on and on and on, each new punishment crueler and more-amusing than the last.

With one wish, Casey had turned Mr. Bachmann into an 18-year old bimbo schoolgirl, magically destined to flunk all her exams, and interested only in sucking cock and growing up to be a waitress.

With another wish, she’d turned elegant Miss Jones into a hairy fat man with a scraggly beard and biker tattoos and a long, greasy cock that dangled between his legs. Then she’d made her fall in love with Stu’s stripper body, and before anyone could stop them, the two transformed people had been fucking roughly over one table, Miss Jones driving her big dick into Stu’s tight pussy, while the stripper moaned and begged for more, her big titties bouncing with each thrust.

At long last, Casey had come to Chantelle, her former bestie who’d ditched her to go hang out with those rich bitches.

First, she had turned all the rich girls into toads, laughing as their skin turned green and they shrank and their pleas for mercy turned into ribbits and croaks. Then she’d pointed her finger at Chantelle.

By now, the ring was so hot it glowed with an unearthly white light that hurt to look at. Chantelle had thrown up her hands to protect her eyes and squealed something about being sorry.

But whatever it had been was lost on the buzzing in Casey’s mind. So she’d simply shrugged and smiled.

“Guess this’ll teach you not to be a bitch.”

And then she’d made a wish and Chantelle’s body had started to stiffen. She’d looked at Casey in horror as her skin turned into rubber, as her lips automatically opened wide, and her eyes took on a shocked, dead expression.

Seconds later, Casey had been laughing at the blow-up sex doll that used to be her friend, with its look of utter horror permanently etched across its badly-designed features.

“Take that home with you when you’re done,” Casey had called gleefully to the hairy biker who had once been Miss Jones. “And make sure you pass it round to all your biker friends!”

For her final trick, Casey had swapped the genders of everyone else in the hall. And, just for fun, she’d swapped their social groups, too.

The gang of male nerds in the corner became a gaggle of hot cheerleaders who were obsessed with boys and clothes.

A group of clever, rich girls were turned into dumbass trailer park boys who liked beer and hookers.

The male Young Republicans were turned into weed-smoking skater chicks, while the hippie girls were given cocks and stubble and suits and parents who made $500,000 a year.

Lastly, Casey had made all of them fall madly in love with one another, and watched with glee as boys who used to be girls roughly grabbed girls who used to be boys, and dragged them giggling into passionate embraces.

Then the school bell had rung and her time as an omnipotent goddess had been up.

With a feeling of regret, Casey watched as the ring fell from her finger, hit the floor and vanished. The buzzing in her head went with it.

As they left, Casey felt oddly drained, like all of her energy was running out of her. She wanted to scream at the ring to come back, but she knew it was too late.

All around her, gender-swapped couples were making out, making love, or just full-on fucking. In the corner, Veronica moaned from behind her mountainous breasts, tears running down her cheeks. Beside her, five year old Charlotte covered her eyes and screamed with humiliation.

The afternoon had been insane. It had been grotesque…

…and it had been everything Casey had ever dreamed of.

As she surveyed her handiwork, Casey noticed a note lying on the floor. Picking it up, she saw it was scrawled in the same handwriting as the note that had given her the ring.

WELL DONE, CASEY, it read. I’M VERY IMPRESSED WITH YOUR WISHES. THE RING HAS GONE ON NOW TO A NEW OWNER. EVERYONE HERE WILL HAVE THEIR MINDS WIPED AND FORGET THAT THERE WAS EVER A TIME WHEN THEY WEREN’T THE GENDER OR AGE OR BODY SHAPE OR IN THE RELATIONSHIP YOU’VE WISHED THEM INTO.

BY TOMORROW MORNING, THE ONLY ONE WHO WILL REMEMBER ANYTHING OF THIS IS YOU.

At this, Casey had giggled. The idea of Chad forgetting that he’d ever not been a 5-year old girl was awesome in the extreme.

BUT REMEMBER, the note went on, I TOLD YOU THAT THE RING WAS DANGEROUS. IT IS. JUST AS YOU HAVE GOT REVENGE ON ALL YOUR ENEMIES, SO MAY SOMEONE ONE DAY GET REVENGE ON YOU.

WATCH OUT CASEY, AND PRAY YOU HAVE NEVER HURT ANYONE AS BADLY AS YOUR VICTIMS HURT YOU. AND IF YOU HAVE, PRAY THAT PERSON NEVER FINDS THE RING.

And that was it. The moment Casey had finished reading, the note turned to ash.

With a strange feeling, Casey looked at the erotic chaos around her. At the transformed boys and girls hopelessly necking. At Preston and Channing, now naked and cuddling, Channing gently squeezing Preston’s perky breasts, while Preston’s pussy quietly leaked a drop of Channing’s come.

At the two enormous fat girls, weeping against each other’s shoulders.

Casey realized she felt like a girl waking from a bizarre dream.

Maybe I went too far… she thought, uneasily. Some of these people had never even spoken to me…

The thought of one of them getting the ring made a chill run up her spine. If that happened, they could turn her into a toad. Into a man. Into a little, snot-nosed boy who’d never even realize he’d once been a pretty girl with an awesome rack.

A shadow seemed to flit across the canteen, making everything seem cold and dim. Casey shuddered.

Cool it, girl… she thought to herself, the note said their memories would be wiped, remember? Even if they do find the ring, they won’t remember what you did to them.

Casey nodded to herself. Yeah, that was true. In that case, she was probably in the clear.

…so why did she still feel kinda nervous?

*

At that moment, on the other side of town, Gloria Jackson was reading the handwritten note with a savage little smile on her face. The ring that had just magically appeared in her bag now glinted on her finger, already hot with magical energy.

As she read the note, Gloria started to laugh. A loud, ecstatic laugh that made the other people in the diner turn and give her uneasy looks.

But Gloria didn’t care. She had a score to settle.

After all, she still remembered how her handsome, wonderful boyfriend Chad had been torn from her arms by that big-titted bitch Casey.

And now it was payback time.

“Oh Casey,” Gloria whispered to herself, her eyes wide with delight, “I can’t wait to try out my first wish on you.”

She giggled and looked at the plastic menu before her. At the picture of the cartoon pig, offering diners a deal on bacon.

“And I think I know exactly what I’m gonna turn you into,” she crooned, happily.

Then she closed her eyes and made her wish.

Back in the canteen, Casey frowned as the air began to crackle with electricity. She looked at the sparks dancing around her hands. Watched with wide eyes as her fingers began to bunch together, turning into trotters.

There was a ploink and a curly pigs’ tail shot out above her bum. A tingling and her nose expanded into a snout that dominated the bottom of her vision.

In horror, Casey looked down at her transforming body. At the undeniable evidence of what she was about to turn into.

“Please…” she whispered. “No…”

At least, that’s what she meant to say.

What came out instead was something very different.

“Oink!” Gasped the pig that used to be Casey. “Oink, oink, oink!”
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Cursed to be a Schoolgirl

“Stacey!”

At the sound of her name, Stacey jerked her head up, guiltily. She quickly slipped her phone away and gave her teacher, Mr. Barter, an innocent smile.

“What, Mr. Barter?”

“Don’t you what Mr. Barter me,” her teacher glowered at her. At 45, he was exactly triple Stacey’s age.

He sure looks it, Stacey thought, her eyes drifting over Mr. Barter’s bald head, fussy glasses and terrible attempt at a mustache, he looks like he was old even when he was being born.

“I saw you playing on your phone,” the old man before her was saying, “that’s the fifth time this week. Hand it over.”

“But sir!” Protested Stacey, “I wasn’t doing nothing!”

Mr. Barter gave a theatrical sigh and turned to look at the rest of the class. Twenty-five teenage faces blinked back at him.

“In that case, Stacey, perhaps you’d like to regale us all with your knowledge of the topic at hand.”

A cruel little smile passed across his tubby face.

“What date, pray tell me, did the Vandals sack Rome?” His smile didn’t reach his narrowed eyes. “Just the century will do.”

Stacey sat silent in her seat, her cheeks flushed pink. It was just like Mr. Barter to humiliate you for screwing around.

Asshole, Stacey fumed to herself, he never does this to the boys…

Outwardly, she cleared her throat.

“I, um, I dunno. Sir,” she added, hastily.

That should have been it. With any other teacher, it probably would have been (minus maybe the confiscation of her cell).

But not with Mr. Barter.

“I dunno,” Mr. Barter repeated, incredulously, turning his mocking smile to the entire class. “Well, it seems Miss Stacey isn’t perhaps the genius she thought she was, hmm? Let’s try again.”

He turned back to Stacey, arms folded.

“Who was emperor at the time?”

A few of the other girls in the class were giggling now. Stacey looked angrily down at her hands, feeling a hot flush creep over her.

“I dunno, sir.”

“Gosh, what incredible powers of observation you have. You clever girl. OK, something else. Maybe you can tell me the date of the Punic War?”

“No, sir.”

“Or when Caesar crossed the Rubicon?”

“No, sir.”

“Or when Augustus…”

“I don’t know, sir!” Stacey yelled, her head hot and heavy with anger. She glared at her teacher with her emerald green eyes, as if she hoped the force of her gaze alone would be enough to disintegrate him.

It wasn’t fair! All she’d been doing was asking Marsha what happened with Chris last night… OK, it wasn’t exactly history, but then so what? It was all old, dead people anyway. Who cared about that?

I hate the way he treats me like a moron, Stacey thought, her knuckles turning white as she gripped the desk, I hate the way he humiliates me…

Then a dark thought surfaced in the back of her mind.

Someone should show him how it feels…

On the other side of the classroom, her annoyingly cute dark-haired bestie, Marsha, was urgently trying to catch her eye, give her a warning look. Stacey ignored her.

“Oh, what a surprise,” Mr. Barter was saying in his lilting, mocking voice, “Stacey doesn’t know something. Imagine that. Tell me, queen of ignorance…”

He folded his arms, looked right at Stacey.

“Is there anything you do know? Your own age, perhaps? The names of all the pretty-boy vampires in Twilight?”

Half the class were openly laughing now. Pinpricks of heat were creeping over Stacey’s skull.

“There’s one thing I do know,” she growled through gritted teeth.

“Oh yes? What’s that? Come on. Speak up!”

Marsha was urgently trying to signal her friend now, shaking her head like a girl having a seizure. Stacey knew she should pay attention to her. Knew she shouldn’t do it…

Knew she shouldn’t use her powers to turn her teacher into a pretty teenage schoolgirl…
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Turned Into the Billionaire’s Wife

Oh my God… Phil thought in fright, I sound like a bimbo!

Nervously, he lowered his hands slightly.

“What the fuck did you do to me?”

He’d tried to lower his voice, to make himself sound more male, but it was no good. It was still obviously a girl’s voice. Still obviously a bimbo’s voice.

No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t get rid of his new accent any more than he could suddenly start levitating.

Across the room, Ginny smiled at him, a powerful, mocking smile. With lazy movements, she nodded at the bank of mirrors behind Phil.

“Why don’t you have a look and see for yourself?”

Phil would’ve given anything not to turn round. Would’ve given anything to stand there with his eyes closed and tap his heels and whisper there’s no place like home… over and over and over.

Instead, he slowly turned toward the mirrors, like a girl moving through treacle. His big, pink breasts wobbled slightly in the bottom of his vision. His hips curved unnaturally with each movement.

Then Phil took a deep breath.

And looked.

And looked.

And screamed.

The girl in the mirror was awful! The worst thing a guy could hope to see!

She was young, maybe 18, with a soft, innocent face, wide, doe-like blue eyes, and plump, pink lips that looked designed for sucking dick. Long, platinum blond hair fell in straight lines past a long, swan-like neck, settling over her bare shoulders.

She had long, heavenly legs. A tight waist. An ass that would drive men wild. Her fingernails and toenails were painted a sparkly pink. Her breasts dangled from her frame, bigger and fuller than they had any right to be on such a skinny woman.

She doesn’t look real… No-one could ever look like that outside a porno…

Everything about her screamed bimbo. Everything about her screamed arm candy.

She was young. She was beautiful.

And she was him.

“Well?” Ginny purred in his ear. Phil gave a start. In the shock of seeing his new body, he hadn’t noticed the genie approach.

“What do you think?”

Phil weakly shook his head.

No… that girl couldn’t be him. It was impossible. It was-!

But the girl in the mirror was shaking her head slowly in time with him, a horrified expression on her soft, beautiful features.

With a feeling of madness, Phil raised a one hand. The girl in the mirror did likewise. He stuck out his tongue, trying to conceal his mounting panic when the girl stuck hers right back out at him.

She was him. He was her.

Ginny had turned him into a girl…

Continue reading at Amazon.com….


Swapped for Her Birthday

The silence that followed was broken only by the short, sharp, feminine gasps escaping from Dillon’s pouty new lips. He stared down at his new body, a wave of unreality washing over him.

He was a girl. Not just any girl, either. A sexy girl.

The way his new body curved, the suppleness of its skin, the heft of its breasts and its long, slender legs…

There was no doubt about it.

In his new body, Dillon was dynamite.

How did this happen? Why did this happen?!

His blond hair tumbled over his forehead, dangling in front of his face, its curled tips tickling the skin of his breasts. With a subconsciously girly movement, Dillon swept it back over his shoulder, delicately tucking a loose strand behind his ear.

“Oh God…” he whispered miserably in his soft new voice, “I’m going crazy…”

There was something about the way his new, girl-voice echoed inside his head that disturbed him. It didn’t feel right. It was too soft. It didn’t vibrate so deeply in his chest, his throat.

But it was more than that. There was something about his new voice, something maddeningly familiar…

“What’s happening?!” Dillon suddenly squealed, unable to control his horror at seeing his new body, his utter repulsion.

And then his brain noticed two things at once and everything clicked into place.

The first was a tiny mole at the bottom of his soft new belly, just above the waistline of his now-too-big gray boxers. A mole he’d seen hundreds of times before.

The second was his new voice, its sound slightly-distorted by hearing it from inside his own head, but still utterly, unmistakably familiar.

With a feeling of dread welling in him, Dillon raised his eyes. Turned toward the bathroom mirror.

And looked.

On the other side of the glass, a familiar, female face gazed in shock out at him. A beautiful, pixie face with emerald eyes, pouty lips and an air of mischief even her horror couldn’t entirely eclipse.

No… Please… anything but that…

His temples pounding, trying not to faint, Dillon gently swallowed. Held up his hand. Touched those soft cheeks he’d caressed hundreds of times before. Touched those pouty lips that had been wrapped around his cock only two nights ago. Watched helplessly as the familiar girl in the mirror copied his movements exactly.

Watched helplessly as Jasmine copied his movements exactly.

There was no doubt about it.

He’d been turned into his own girlfriend.

Dillon couldn’t help it.

He screamed.

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Becoming Zoe

When his fiancée Melina leaves town for the weekend, Zach decides to amuse himself by playing dress-up in her clothes. But his cross-dressing experiments soon take a wild and sexy turn. After putting on a pair of lacy black panties, Zach finds himself magically transformed into a horny 18-year old girl! 


Trapped as busty blond bisexual Zoe, Zach suddenly finds himself deeply attracted to men and women alike. At first he tries to resist, but as the weekend rolls on, this transformed man’s defenses begin to crumble. As the temptation becomes too great, Zach finds himself dressing in women’s clothes, seducing his muscular hunk of a neighbor, and gleefully experiencing all the forbidden pleasure a woman’s body has to offer…


It looks like Melina’s magic panties will make this a weekend Zach will NEVER forget!


This complete, collected edition of Lisa Change’s fun, kinky 3-part A Mile in Her Panties series features a detailed transformation scene so believable, you’ll feel like YOU are the one becoming a beautiful girl. Join Zach as he starts exploring his magnificent new girl body… and discovers all the HOT and NAUGHTY things it is capable of!

Buy now


She Swapped Him Into a Cheerleader

Alpha-male Chuck is a high school football star with big muscles and a bigger disdain for women. But when he insults the girls on the cheerleading squad, he lets himself in for a cruel and kinky punishment. The girls decide to show Chuck how it feels… by turning him into one of them.


Trapped as busty, blond cheerleader Chelsea, Chuck must now lead the cheers and parade his HOT NEW BODY in front of all the kids at school! Dressed in a frilly little skirt and clutching a pair of pompoms, this former-macho man is about to discover what it’s really like to be lusted after by a gang of beefy man. And the guys now desperate to get in Chuck’s panties are VERY familiar…


Lisa Change’s fun, kinky new gender-swap fantasy takes you from the football field into the depths of the locker room as Chuck struggles to escape his nubile cheerleader form. With an exquisitely-detailed transformation scene, every word is perfectly calibrated to make you feel as if YOU are the one becoming a gorgeous high school cheerleader… and experiencing all the forbidden pleasure a cheerleader’s body has to offer.

Buy now


Becoming Katie

Middle-aged bachelor Eric thinks women are good for only three things: cooking, cleaning and sex. So when his friend Marcus introduces him to his beautiful, obedient, and sex-crazed mail order bride, it's a no-brainer. Eric contacts the agency, who ask him to describe his perfect girl. Eric's answers will plunge him headlong into a kinky nightmare. 


Somehow - against all the laws of nature - Eric finds himself magically transforming into his own ideal woman. Trapped as a busty blond Russian bimbo named Katie, Eric discovers he suddenly has an insatiable urge to act like the perfect little housewife. He'll clean for his new husband, cook for him, and service his every sexual whim. Worst of all, his sexist new husband looks worryingly familiar... 


Will Eric escape the agency's cruel curse and get his body back? Or will he find life as a beautiful, obedient bride too delicious to resist...?


Lisa Change’s darkly erotic 2-part tale of gender-swap revenge and servitude is presented here for the first time in one discount bundle. This brand new edition charts Eric’s descent into the depths of feminized humiliation with a perfect eye for erotic detail that will leave readers gasping for more. From his inexplicable transformation, to his breathtakingly erotic sexual encounters, to his new life as the perfect housewife, each part of Eric’s suffering is perfectly crafted to make you believe it is happening to YOU…

Buy now


About the Author

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

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

To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her brand new blog.

*

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