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Introduction & Author’s Note

Hello lovelies…

Lisa here, wishing you all a warm welcome to my latest TG fantasy novel.

The idea for this one comes from somewhere very close to my heart, and it’s a place I’m sure is close to the hearts of all TG fans. The idea of a shy and lonely teenage boy getting a chance to start afresh as the girl he’s secretly always wanted to be is one I’m sure will ring many bells among my loyal readers. But beware, this isn’t a tale of pure wish-fulfilment. There will be difficulties and mistakes and heartbreak along the way…

This is the first TG book I’ve written in a looong time that doesn’t have an erotic edge, which made it a wonderful challenge. Instead of painting a picture of forbidden pleasure, I had to try and weave something together from all those emotions we felt so strongly as teenagers. All the heartbreak. All the warm dizziness of love. The shyness. The regret. And, most of all, the desire to be someone else. I hope you’ll agree with me that the result was worth the effort. As always, please leave a review and let me know what you thought of it. Your feedback – and the feedback of all my wonderful fans – means a lot to me.

Lastly, I wanted to let you all know that I’ve got a shiny new blog. I’ll be using it as a place to record my thoughts about being a TG writer, and as somewhere to post news about my latest releases. As a little incentive, I’ll also be posting a new exclusive free TG short story there every fortnight. The first one is already available, and features strange goings on at an all-girl’s summer camp…

You can find my new blog at: https://lisachange.wordpress.com.

Make sure to sign up for my blog’s mailing list to receive exclusive free TG stories direct to your inbox.

That’s all from me, my darlings, except to say I hope you enjoy my latest tale. Lisa out!

x


It was 9am when Liam’s life changed forever.

He was in the front hall, getting ready to go out and meet Ryan when his sister Alex came padding down the stairs.

“Going somewhere, big bro?” She asked casually, draping herself over the bannister.

“Gotta meet Ryan,” Liam grunted, pulling on his Converse sneakers, “we’re catching a movie.”

Ryan was his best friend from high school, a large, muscular lacrosse player with bulging biceps, fair blond hair and a winning smile. Although he towered over small, slender Liam, the two made a good pair, cruising around town like they owned the place.

Liam was under no illusions that his friend was the star of their partnership. But he didn’t mind. So long as he got to go to parties. Meet some girls.

In fact, Ryan had promised just that when he WhatsApped him about meeting for the movie. Two sisters.

In other words, thought Liam, lacing his sneakers, one each.

Alex folded her arms and gave her brother an exaggerated pout. At just 17, she was the younger of the two by exactly a year, and she liked to play up to it.

“What about my birthday?” She asked. “You can’t just leave me in the lurch, you dick.”

“You’ve got friends, haven’t you? Go hang out with them.”

At his words, Alex gave a long sigh.

“Jen’s not free till three, and Charley’s gotta get some stuff done first. C’mon,” she needled, “I wanna go to the mall. Mom said…”

“It doesn’t matter what Mom said,” Liam declared, finally turning to his sister, who watched him with an expression of resentment. “Mom’s not here, right? So I’m in charge. And I say you’re old enough to go to the mall by yourself.”

At his suggestion, Alex’s eyes went wide.

“By myself?” She crossed her arms, “do you have any idea what a friendless wonder I’ll look like? Jesus, I’m always doing stuff for you!”

Liam gave a shrug. He was done with this.

“Hey, it’s my birthday too, remember? There’s no way I’m traipsing around, watching you try on clothes and shoes and… and whatever the hell girls do at the mall.”

He spread his hands wide in a helpless expression.

“You’re on your own. Deal with it.”

For a long, long moment, Alex just glared at him.

“Christ,” she said at last, “you’re such a douchenozzle. Why did I have to get lumped with an older brother? I bet if you were a girl…”

“Yeah, well, I’m not.” Liam stepped past her, heading up the stairs. “Now leave it, OK? I gotta get ready.”

For a moment, his younger sister gave him a glare that could melt lead. Then, unexpectedly, her frown dissolved away. A tiny smile started tugging at the corners of her thin lips.

“You know what, big bro?” She said, “maybe I will. I’ve still got my birthday cake to eat after all.”

Then, with a strange little laugh, she set off for the kitchen, her dressing gown pulled tight around her.

Liam stared after her, wondering what the hell his sister was on. For a second, he even thought about following her out to the kitchen and maybe promising to go the mall with her just for a bit…

The feeling passed. With a shake of his head, Liam set off for the upstairs bathroom to do his hair.

Why are girls such a pain in the ass? He wondered vaguely as he trooped into the upstairs corridor. Must be all the hormones…

He felt a little bit bad, leaving Alex in the lurch – after all, it was her birthday – but the thought of going to the mall with her was just… urgh.

There’ll be boys. There’s always boys.

Even though Alex was his sister, Liam was painfully aware that she was scary-attractive. With her long, flowing dark hair, slender frame and sculpted face, she was shaping up to be a beauty.

Which meant that, wherever she went, there were always older boys circling her like vultures.

Where the hell does she get her looks from, anyway? It’s not like I got anything passed down…

Well, that wasn’t strictly true. Despite being definitely, 100%, completely male, Liam had inherited the same sort of slender, willowy frame as Alex had. But whereas it looked great on a girl, it looked kinda… wrong on a boy.

That was why Liam was starting to spend more and more time down the gym with Ryan, the two guys lifting weights together, grunting with exertion, beads of sweat running down their pecs.

If only he could get enough muscle, Liam would one day be able to look like a proper man.

Like Ryan.

That’s how a guy should look, he thought idly as he turned on the bathroom light, grabbed hold of his hair gel, strong… powerful…

Downstairs, he could vaguely hear Alex saying something. FaceTiming one of her besties, no doubt. But Liam was too busy thinking of Ryan, his muscles straining as they exercised together, to pay his sister much notice.

One day. One day, that’ll be us…

He gave himself a practiced smile in the bathroom mirror, imitating the sort of casual grin he’d seen on Ryan’s features dozens of times before. As he did so, a warm gust of wind blew through the bathroom, whipping through his hair. Gooseflesh unfolded across Liam’s skin, the air seeming to hum with energy.

He shivered and tried to ignore it.

Yep, one day…

With practiced movements, Liam opened the tub of gel, raised a hand to his hair…

And froze.

In the mirror, he saw his eyes go wide. Saw the color slowly drain from his face.

That’s… that’s not possible…

He blinked. Tried to convince himself it wasn’t happening.

But it was.

Before his eyes, his hair was growing.

As Liam watched, it slowly grew, going from a short-ish, messy cut to a waterfall of hair that cascaded past his ears, tumbled down to his shoulders. At the same time, it began to weave itself into gentle, lazy dark curls that bounced and shone in a way his hair never had before.

“Hey… what?” Liam whispered softly to himself, unable to believe what he was seeing.

I must be hallucinating…

He closed his eyes. Shook his head. It was no use. The movement made his long new hair fly out and flick around his face. With a feeling of dread, Liam opened his eyes…

And let out a tiny yell.

His hair was shoulder-length now, a long, flowing black river that framed his face and made his dark eyes stand out. But that wasn’t what caught Liam’s attention and made him feel like he was going mad.

His face was changing.

Even as his hair grew, the shape of Liam’s face was beginning to subtly rearrange itself. In horror, he watched as his eyes grew wider, becoming deep and mysterious.

Watched as his lips swelled up gently, until they were two pretty, bud-like things.

Watched as his jawline began to grow softer, his cheekbones became more prominent, and his nose shrank down to a cute little button.

With a feeling like a man going mad, Liam frantically reached up, touched his new face. Felt its smooth cheeks, suddenly devoid of teenage stubble. Grasped frantically at his winnowing jawline.

And then he caught sight of his hands in the mirror and all hell broke loose.

Gone were his manly hands, narrower than Ryan’s but still dusted with little dark hairs. In their place were a pair of impossibly dainty, slender things with narrow wrists and long fingers.

As Liam watched, the nails began to grow, elongating with a painless, tugging feeling, turning a bright, sparkly pink.

“No…” he whimpered to himself, “oh please, no, no, no…”

But it was far, far too late.

The changes were happening across Liam’s entire body now. As he stood there, gaping at his hands, he felt a gentle tugging as his shoulders pulled inwards, losing the masculine broadness puberty had only just given them.

At the same time, a grinding sensation signaled his hips were growing, pushing away from his groin and becoming wider and curvier.

There was a feeling like someone was tightening a belt around his midriff. In panic, Liam ripped open his shirt and goggled at his newly-narrow waist, suddenly tight enough to fit his fingers around.

“Holy fuck!” He shrieked, his voice shooting up in pitch as he did so. “What’s happening to me?!”

There was a small sigh like air escaping from a balloon. The biceps Liam had been slowly building up this past year collapsed and disappeared, leaving his arms weak and willowy. At the same time, his legs began to shed muscle, growing slightly longer as they did so, even as his torso shrank down.

With hysterical movements, Liam yanked his pants down, watched in horror as his legs elongated, suddenly hairless and smooth and slender. Before he could even finish taking it in, there was a feeling of pressure in his butt, and suddenly his ass jumped up and filled out, becoming round and pert and peach-like.

In terror, Liam grasped his new cheeks with his dainty hands, and was astonished to feel how smooth they were. How firm.

“Alex!” He screamed, “HELP!”

With an expression of utter misery, he looked in the mirror. At the changing face looking back at him with its long eyelashes, pretty features and round face.

It was all too obvious where this was going now.

There was a feeling of intense pressure in his chest. Looking down, Liam saw with a moan that his faint pecs were losing their muscle, becoming flabby and wobbly.

No, not wobbly. Jiggly. As Liam watched, trying desperately not to cry, his pecs began to inflate, growing bigger, his nipples becoming long and pink and pointed. With a loud, feminine squeal, Liam threw up his hands, desperate to force them back in…

…and watched in horror as the pressure reached a crescendo and two big, beautiful breasts came bursting out, knocking his hands away.

The swelled up, protruding from his chest, filling with breast tissue as they got bigger, bigger, bigger; two large pink things rising in the bottom of his vision.

“Stop!” Liam sobbed in his new, high-pitched voice, “stop growing… please!”

His brand new breasts did the opposite. Before Liam’s eyes, they swelled until they were as big as Alex’s. There was a pause, then  they suddenly came alive again and swelled some more, until Liam’s jaw dropped open in disgust.

He had tits. Not just any tits, but big tits. A nice, large pair of puppies that most guys would kill to get their hands on.

Liam had only the vaguest notion of cup sizes, but he was pretty sure Alex was a B. That meant the monsters suddenly hanging from his slender frame had to be a C-cup at the very least, and possibly a D.

No! I can’t have tits! What would the guys at school say? What would Ryan say?!

And then came the last, worst change, and Liam didn’t have time to think of anything at all.

Between his legs, his cock gave a little mournful twitch, like it was saying goodbye. Liam reached down, frantically trying to grab it, but he was too slow.

With a speed that frightened him, his dick shot back up into his body, dragging his balls with it. For a moment there was nothing between Liam’s slender new legs but smooth skin. Then there was a sound like Velcro ripping and Liam was suddenly the horrified owner of a plump pair of lips demurely hiding a tight little hole.

Oh God… I have a pussy…

Then it was over. A last spasm shot through Liam’s body, making his brand new boobs and ass jiggle around, and the magic was finished.

The silence that followed was broken only by the sound of the soft, feminine gasps coming from between Liam’s pouty new lips.

With a feeling like someone about to step off the edge of the cliff, he gently raised his wide new eyes from his transformed body to the bathroom mirror.

And looked.

The first thing he noticed was that he was slightly shorter. Not by much, three or four inches, but enough to make the bathroom look subtly wrong, as thought he’d slipped into a parallel universe.

But that wasn’t what made the breath catch in his throat and made him moan in despair.

Staring back at him from inside the mirror was one of the cutest girls he’d ever seen.

She was about his age, with long, flowing dark hair that bounced and curled over her shoulders and framed her pale face and dark eyes perfectly. Her body was slender, her legs long, her boobs a bit too big for her frame, but not oversized.

Her face was pretty. Soft. Round-ish. The sort of face that would never launch a thousand ships, but would make most guys feel very pleased its owner was talking to them. Her eyelashes were long, her eyes dark and wide and innocent, her lips pouty.

But this wasn’t a stranger staring back at him. The girl’s features were all-too familiar.

After all, hadn’t Liam seen them, thousands of times before, screwed up in anger at him, laughing at some joke, dismissively ignoring him?

Those same features, imprinted on the face of his sister. On the face of his mom. On the faces of his aunts.

The magic – if that’s what it was – hadn’t just turned him into a random girl.

With a sensation of vertigo, Liam realized it had turned him into a girl-version of himself. Of what he’d look like as a girl.

The girl before him was who he’d be if he’d been born Lily instead of Liam.

With a horrified moan, Liam stepped back, clasping his dainty new hands over his mouth as he did so. His open shirt fluttered gently in the breeze, the fabric scratching against the tender flesh of his swollen breasts.

It was impossible! All of it! He couldn’t just magically turn into a-into a girl. That didn’t happen in real life. It was crazy! Nuts!

How did this happen? Who-?!

Then something clicked in his brain. In the mirror, Liam saw Lily’s eyes go wide.

Of course…

With a strangled cry that came out sounding way too high-pitched, Liam spun on his heel and stormed out the bathroom. He clattered down the stairs two at a time, trying to ignore the way his big new breasts bounced up and down as he did so. With gritted teeth, he ran down the hallway…

….and burst into the kitchen.

“Alex!” He yelled, trying to ignore how wrong his voice sounded. How soft. How musical.

How girly.

“What the fuck have you…?”

The words died in Liam’s throat. He blinked once. Twice. Unable to believe what he was seeing.

That’s crazy, real life doesn’t work like that…

Alex was sat at the table, still in her dressing gown, part way through eating a slice of cake, the fork frozen before her lips. On the table in front of her sat the chocolate birthday cake their great aunt Sally had baked, the words NOW MAKE A WISH! written in icing.

Atop the icing sat a single candle, still smoking from where Alex had evidently just blown it out.

Like a man moving through treacle, Liam looked from the blown-out birthday cake, to his younger sister, staring wide-eyed at his new body. At his big, naked breasts, long hair, and smooth, slender legs.

“We need to talk,” he said

*

The cool fall wind blew across the parking lot, scattering leaves in its wake and making gooseflesh rise on Liam’s exposed legs.

He clutched his slender arms tight across his breasts and shivered.

“Can we hurry the fuck up?” He hissed at Alex, the high-pitched girl-voice grating on his ears. “I’m freezing.”

Beside him, his sister shrugged and gave him a mocking smile.

“Hey, you chose those clothes, remember? ‘Sides,” her smiled broadened, “you look cute in them.”

Liam scowled, his soft new face wrinkling in distaste. He didn’t want to look cute.

Up ahead, the mall loomed into the air, a white giant white mollusk clinging on to the hillsides. Liam wrapped his arms tighter and scowled some more, his bracelets clattering on his bare wrists.

“It’s not fair,” he whined, desperately trying to keep his long black hair from whipping round his face, “why couldn’t I wear my boy clothes?”

Alex didn’t even bother to respond.

They both knew why.

*

For a long time after Liam burst into the kitchen, the two sisters had stayed frozen in place, staring at one another.

Then, at long last, Alex had slowly shaken her head, like a girl in a dream.

“Liam?” She’d whispered.

It had been like a valve had been released in Liam’s pretty little head. Suddenly, all the anger he’d felt at his sudden transformation, all the terror and misery as he watched himself magically turn into a girl, came bursting out.

“I knew it!” He’d squeaked, pointing one slender finger accusingly at Alex. “You did this to me! You turned me into a… into a…”

He hadn’t wanted to say it. To say it out loud would’ve meant to make it real. And there was no way a day as crazy as this could be real.

“Well,” he’d finished, lamely, “look at me.”

He’d expected Alex to deny it. Or apologize. Or something.

Instead, he’d watched as a slow smile spread across his sister’s teenage face.

“So it does work…” she’d murmured.

Then suddenly she’d been laughing, her hands pressed over her mouth as she giggled hysterically, looking at Liam with eyes alive with amusement.

“It’s not funny!” Liam had snapped. “Look at me! I’ve got tits!”

At the word tits, Alex had started laughing all over again. Liam had glared at her, waiting for her to finish.

“Sorry,” his sister had got out between giggles at last, “it’s just, I didn’t expect a birthday wish to… to…”

“To work?” Liam had supplied, irritably.

Alex had nodded, tears of laughter running down her cheeks.

“Oh my God, this is so perfect,” she’d breathed, “you even still look like you. You even look like me!”

Her eyes suddenly lit up.

“Holy cow, I’ve got a sister!”

“Not for much longer,” Liam snarled. Then he’d marched over to his sister, grabbed the cake, and started frantically searching the tabletop.

“I’ve got a big sister,” Alex was repeating in wonder. “With some seriously nice boobs. What are you doing?”

“Your stupid birthday wish made me like this, right?” Liam had growled, trying to sound tough. With his soft, almost musical new voice, it didn’t work.

“So it’s my birthday too. Which means I can wish myself back!”

He’d held up the lighter triumphantly, gone to light the cake…

…and stopped when he’d seen Alex’s expression.

“What?”

“It’s a birthday wish, bozo,” Alex said, her words hard but her eyes lit up with delight.

“So?”

“So…” Alex had rolled her eyes, “you only get one a year, right? And last night you definitely made a wish at Dad’s dinner thing.”

The night before, they’d met their Dad in town for a quick birthday meal. As always, Dad had ordered them a big joint cake to share. As always, he’d told them to make a wish.

And, as always, only Liam had felt guilty enough to make a dope out of himself in public and actually do it.

Now he was wishing he’d wished for something better than ‘a fun 18th year’.

“That shouldn’t count. It wasn’t even really my birthday!”

“And magic shouldn’t really exist,” Alex shrugged. “Deal with it.”

The words had hit Liam like a thunderbolt. He’d let out an involuntary yelp.

“You mean I’m stuck like this till you turn 18?!”

In panic he’d glanced down at his new body. At its softness. At its curves. At the way it tucked in and pushed out in all the wrong places. Tried to imagine looking down and seeing it every day for a whole year.

Oh Jesus… I’m gonna have to start peeing sitting down… A horrible thought occurred to him, I’m gonna have periods…

At her new sister’s terrified expression, Alex’s giggles had subsided. She’d reached out and gently touched Liam’s arm.

“Hey, Lily,” (is that my female name? Wondered Liam. How come we both know it?), “relax, OK? It’s not so bad…”

“Maybe not for you,” Liam had whimpered, “you’re used to being a girl. I’m meant to be a man!”

“Fuck, calm down, that’s not what I meant,” Alex had frowned for a moment, as if thinking about something.

Finally, her expression had cleared.

“OK, I wasn’t gonna tell you this, coz it’s so much fun watching you freak out, but,” she’d sighed, “I didn’t wish for you to be my sister an entire year.”

“No?” Liam had asked, trembling. Almost afraid this was all part of Alex’s wish.

“No. I kinda wish I had, now.” Alex smiled, looking his body up and down with a trace of envy. “You make a great girl, y’know? I always thought that skinny body was wasted on boy-you, and now here’s proof.”

Liam had kept silent, not wanting to derail his sister’s train of thought.

“Anyway,” Alex had sighed, leaning back from the table and crossing her arms, “when I made that wish just now, I just wanted to teach you a little bit of a lesson about being nice to me on my birthday.”

She’d briefly let the word hang in the air.

“So,” she went on, “I just wished that you’d be my sister for my birthday. No longer than that.”

It was like someone had thrown Liam a lifesaver. He let out a breath he didn’t know he’d been holding inside his generous new chest.

“You mean…?”

Alex had nodded.

“Yep. I guess so. Midnight tonight, you’ll turn back into my douchey older brother. More’s the pity.”

Liam had barely been listening. With a feeling of vast relief, he’d looked down at his horrible new body, with its bits that wobbled and jiggled when he ran, and felt himself exhale.

It was horrible, being a girl. No doubt about it. And there was no way he was gonna get through the rest of the day without needing a pee or experiencing other reminders of his forced gender-swap.

But it also wasn’t as bad as he’d feared. It was just him and Alex at home today; he could close the drapes, hunker down in front of the TV, and just wait it out till midnight. Sure, it’d be weird, knowing he was a girl, but it wouldn’t be too bad…

Then Alex had said something that shattered  his plans and left him standing there, his pretty mouth dangling open in shock.

“Of course, that wasn’t my whole wish…”

At her words, a trickle of ice had begun to make its way up Liam’s spine.

“What do you mean?” He’d whispered, his mouth dry.

“Oh, just details,” Alex had said, airily, stretching her arms, “details like how I wished you’d spend the day at the mall with me. And how I wished you’d dress and think and act like a girl the entire time.”

Her eyes had flashed with a hint of what Liam took for pure evil.

“And how I wished that, if you didn’t do that, you’d never, ever be a boy again.”

Trapped inside his awful new body, Liam had slowly shaken his pretty little head. He’d clasped his dainty hands together, pleadingly.

“Alex,” he’d whimpered, “please don’t make me go out there…”

The thought of other people seeing him as Lily was nauseating. If he had to be a girl, fine, he could live with it for 24 hours.

But to be seen by other people…

What if I meet someone I know? What if a boy starts flirting with me? What if he wants my number? What if he tries to kiss me? What if he touches my ass…?

With a start, Liam realized he’d been standing there for a good five seconds with a faint, faraway smile on his bud-like lips and a warm feeling in his belly.

He’d angrily shaken his head, trying to dislodge the alien thought.

It must be the magic… thank God Alex didn’t notice…

He definitely didn’t want his sister to tease him for the rest of his life about how he’d once thought about kissing boys.

“You have to go out, it’s my birthday,” Alex had been saying, “and my birthday wish. So. Whaddya say, Lily?”

She’d winked softly at him.

“How about a girls’ day out?”

And with a reluctant shudder, Liam had closed his eyes… and nodded.

After all, what choice did he have?

Besides, how bad could it really be?

*

“Oh, bro, look at the ass on her!”

As they stepped through the doors into the warm, airy mall interior, Liam froze in his tracks. His heart thudded in his large chest.

No way, you’ve gotta be imagining it…

Then the young male voice came again, and Liam knew it was real.

“Oh shit… that’s it baby, you know you wanna come back for some!”

Only seconds ago, the two sisters had passed a small gang of macho 18-year old guys lounging around a souped-up car.

At the sight of them, all muscle and attitude and tight tops, Liam had felt a strange fluttering inside his girl body. Like he was both scared of these leering, posing douchebags…

…and strangely interested in them.

“OK, sis. Keep your head down,” Alex had whispered as they passed.

Immediately, Liam had stared at the floor, trying to ignore the eyes crawling over his new figure. Cursing the very obvious way his tits seemed to bounce with each step. The way his ass curved naturally as he threw one leg in front of the other.

He’d been aware of the guys all nudging each other and gesturing him and Alex, but he’d let his long black hair fall past his face as a sort of curtain, cutting him off from them.

It had been a weirdly tense moment, but they’d passed without a word. Liam had just lifted his head back up with a tiny sigh of relief, when…

“Hey girl, can you touch your toes? I wanna see that ass!”

Beside him, Alex gently took his arm.

“C’mon, Lily,” she murmured, “let’s keep moving…”

But Liam was paralyzed. His head was swimming. His body seemed strangely unresponsive.

It was like all he could do was stand here, rooted to the spot, and let those guys leer over his pert new butt.

B-but I’m just shopping… his mind helplessly moaned, what did I do? They wouldn’t just start shouting at me for no reason…

Part of him wanted to turn round and yell right back at the guys. If he’d been out with Alex in his male body and someone said that about his sister…!

Then he realized. It would never have happened. Not because he was especially tough-looking, but because that sorta shit just didn’t happen when you were a guy.

No, the only reason these jack-offs felt comfortable yelling at him was because he was a girl now. And girls didn’t fight back.

Fucking jerks… Liam grit his teeth, his pretty new face pale with anger, I’ll show them… I’ll show them they can’t…

“Hey bitch, what you waiting for? Wiggle that butt for me!”

Suddenly, all the fight went whistling out of him, like air escaping a balloon. With a feeling of humiliation, like he was the most-pathetic thing ever, Liam slowly put one foot forward.

Eyes lowered, he walked away, all too aware that the guys were still laughing and whooping and fistbumping and pointing at his beautiful ass.

“All OK, Lily?” Alex asked beside him, her voice deliberately light. “You shouldn’t worry about it, it happens all the time…”

Does it? The thought startled Liam, no… that can’t be right. She’s gotta be exaggerating…

“…just shrug it off. Hope one of them loses his dick in a car accident or something,” Alex was saying. “Now, which shop we gonna…?”

“You shoulda given me some better clothes,” Liam growled, his voice tight.

Alex raised her eyebrows.

“Hey, you chose that outfit. If you didn’t want skimpy…”

Liam had had enough. He snapped.

“I didn’t choose!” He shrieked, whirling round to face his sister, “you… you made me dress like this. With the magic. You changed my brain…”

There was a faint titter. Over by the plastic fountain a group of tweens were smirking at them. With a start, Liam realized he’d been talking loud enough for everyone to overhead.

“Whatever,” he whispered, lowering his voice. “The point is, I didn’t have any choice!”

“Bullshit,” Alex snorted. “My wish just made you act like a girl, remember? It didn’t make you dress like the cutest hoe in Texas. ‘sides, you kinda enjoyed trying my clothes on.”

“Did not!” Liam protested, faintly aware of how much like a teenage girl he sounded.

But it was a weak, unconvincing response.

They both knew that Liam had taken an almost perverse delight in dressing up his new girl-body.

*

No sooner had Liam agreed to go to the mall with his sister than he was being whisked upstairs to put on some new clothes.

Obviously, his guy clothes had been out of the question, so the two girls had trouped into Alex’s room, Alex with a big smile on her face, Liam with a wary look on his.

“Here you go, Lily,” Alex had announced, throwing open her closet doors, “take whatever you want!”

And Liam had let out an audible gasp at the sight of all those shoes and dresses and tops. Tight pairs of jeans, stuffed onto shelves. Long, flowing summer dresses, hanging from coat hangers. Pairs of ripped denim hotpants, tank tops, cute little booties…

He’d always known his sister was a hoarder, but this was insane.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” Alex had demanded, giving him a shove, “pick something!”

With trembling hands, Liam had reached out and gently clasped the hem of a dress. Felt its satiny surface between his fingertips, the texture making a little thrill run through him.

Am I really gonna do this? He’d wondered, am I really gonna play dress up like a girl?

But what choice did he have?

He was a girl now.

And girls wore girl-clothes.

So, with a deeply weird feeling, Liam had slowly slipped off his guy shirt, slipped off his guy pants and underwear. Shivering, naked, he’d stood in front of his sister, his arms awkwardly crossed over his heavy boobies, wondering what the hell she would say.

He hadn’t been naked in front of Alex since they were little kids and used to play in the bathtub together. Doing it now – when he had a pussy and breasts and a curvy girl’s body – was even weirder.

But Alex had barely mentioned it. With an unconcerned look, she’d dropped back on her bed, picked up her phone and started flicking through somebody’s feed on Facebook.

“Lemme know when you’re ready, Lil.” She’d said, disinterestedly, “oh, and just ask if you want some advice or something.”

And so it had begun.

The first thing Liam had wanted was to get something on those big new breasts of his.

In his short time as a girl, he’d already discovered that going around braless could be a total pain in the ass. The two times he’d run upstairs and downstairs, he’d been horrified to feel himself jiggling as he went.

If he was gonna have large boobs, they were gonna have to be strapped firmly down.

“I need a bra,” he’d muttered in embarrassment, his back to Alex.

“Top right,” came the reply, “you might have to squeeze.”

Squeeze? What the hell does she mean by that?

It hadn’t taken him long to find out.

Alex’s boobs were at least a cup smaller than his. Holding one of her lacy white bras up to his big chest, Liam had noted unhappily that the cups were too small.

“Haven’t you got anything bigger?”

“What, like, in case my tits magically start growing again? Don’t be dumb.”

“Alright, alright,” Liam had muttered under his breath, “I was only asking.”

Then he’d dug through Alex’s box of underwear until he found a bra he thought looked a little bigger than all the others; a lacy pink one with a tiny satin bow between its cups. He’d hesitated, wondering if this was crossing some sort of a line, then the feeling had passed and Liam had slipped his new bra on.

The feeling of the straps settling over his shoulders had been oddly comforting. Reassuring, almost. With a great effort, Liam had wrestled his new tits into the cups and – somehow – managed to shut the clasp against his back.

Jesus, that’s tight…

He’d looked ridiculous, of course. His breasts had been squashed together into a ginormous cleavage that poked out over the wire, which in turn dug into his sore and tender flesh.

But it had worked. The clasp fastened, Liam had experimentally jumped up into the air. His breasts had wobbled, alright, but it was nothing like the hideous jiggling of before.

“Hey, sis” he remembered hearing himself ask in his girl-voice, “couldn’t you have wished me to have smaller boobs?”

On the bed, Alex had shrugged.

“It wasn’t part of my wish, sis. Blame mum’s genes.” She’d given her own chest a casual glance. “All of us Ouellette girls are pretty stacked.”

Yeah, and none more-so than me…

The next item had been underwear.

At first, Liam had vaguely hoped he’d be able to stick some man boxers on and just pray they’d do. But as he’d stood there, looking at the frilly, lacy panties in Alex’s underwear drawer, he’d suddenly got a weird urge to try some on.

After all, Liam remembered thinking as he plucked out a pair, Alex did wish for me to dress like a girl… I couldn’t very well just wear my boxer shorts…

The pair he’d chosen were a subtle, delicate pink that matched his bra. Slipping them on had been the strangest sensation in the world. They’d slipped up Liam’s long, smooth legs, the silk feeling almost heavenly against his skin.

When he’d pulled them all the way up, they’d been just as weird. Where Liam was used to underwear hanging kinda loose, Alex’s pink panties clung to his curves, accentuating the roll of his hips, the pert swell of his ass.

Glancing down, Liam had marveled at the way they fitted so snugly against his pussy, making him feel oddly sexy.

“Are these Victoria’s Secret?” He’d heard himself ask in wonder.

“Whatever they are, remind me to burn them once you’re done with them.”

“C’mon, Alex, don’t be a dick.”

“You want my real opinion, sis?” Alex had lowered her phone with a sigh and studied Liam’s new body for what felt like a long time.

Weirdly, it hadn’t felt at all strange, being examined like that.

We’re both girls, after all, Liam had thought, there’s nothing we haven’t seen before.

“You look good, OK?” Alex had said at last. “You’ve got the ass for a pair like that.”

To his surprise, Liam had let out a little giggle. His body had stuck its hands into his smooth armpits, and hugged itself with pleasure.

Whoa… what the hell was that about?

But there hadn’t been time to find out. With a strangely contented feeling, Liam had turned back to the closet and begun rooting through again for the perfect outfit to wear.

Over the next half hour, he’d tried on everything.

At first, he’d gone with a pair of ripped denim hotpants and a white tank top with some brown ankle-length boots that made him look like a farm girl.

Then he’d discarded all that and switched to a simple black dress that hugged his frame, combined with a killer pair of heels.

But looking in the mirror, something had felt wrong. Like the clothes weren’t quite right. Like the girl looking back at him wasn’t really him.

Of course she isn’t, Liam had thought uneasily, as he pulled the dress off over his head, mussing up his long hair in the process, we’re a boy, remember?

Nonetheless, he’d gone right back to the drawing board.

It was like his body needed a certain outfit to feel comfortable in itself, only his newly-female mind wouldn’t know which one it was until he tried it on.

As he dug through the various boxes, Liam began to appreciate just why girls took so long getting ready.

As he guy, he just threw on a shirt and some shorts and was done.

As a girl, it was like he was trying to find the perfect way to express himself.

Eventually, Alex had got up and started dressing too, until the two sisters were side-by-side, getting dressed for their big day out like it was the most natural thing in the world.

It’s like we do this all the time… Liam had thought, distractedly, as he squeezed his body into a short little denim skirt, like I’ve always been a girl and we’ve always been sisters…

To his shock, he’d found the thought strangely comforting.

At long, long last, they’d been ready.

With a happy sigh, Liam had stood before Alex’s body-length mirror. Without being aware of what he was about to do, he’d let one hand drop to his hips, his torso bend slightly, and the other dangle free, adopting the sort of pose he’d seen female models do in magazines.

One hand running a brush through her long, black hair, Alex had stepped up beside him and let out a low whistle.

“Damn, sis,” she’d whispered, “you look…”

“I look freakin’ great,” Liam had finished.

The girl in the mirror had been transformed. Where Lily had seemed faintly ridiculous with her big breasts dangling free, she now looked spectacular.

With subconscious skill, Liam had dressed her in a tiny, patterned red skirt that clung to her ass, showing off a lot of leg. He’d topped this with a dark tank top that stopped halfway down his torso, leaving a slip of belly and a decent amount of cleavage on display. Over this, he’d casually thrown a denim jacket, its sleeves rolled up halfway up Lily’s forearms.

Bracelets dangled from his wrists. A large, pale brown, wide-brim hat balanced on his head, providing a contrast to his dark hair. His feet had been encased in casual, ankle-length boots. A necklace dangled above his large breasts.

She’d looked like a model. Like the perfect archetype of a fashion-conscious girl in her late teens.

And she was him.

Beside him, Alex had nodded approvingly.

“You look gorgeous,” she’d whispered.

“Thanks.” Liam had mumbled in his soft voice. A sudden urge to compliment Alex back overcame him.

“It’s nothing, they’re all your clothes anyway,” he remembered hearing himself prattle, “you look so awesome in that dress.”

And Alex had glanced down at the figure-hugging black dress encasing her curvy body with a smile.

“Jesus, Lily,” she’d giggled, then stopped herself.

“What?”

“Nothin’. It’s just…” Alex had smiled, reached up and delicately brushed a strand of long, dark hair back behind one of Liam’s ears. “You’re such a natural at being a girl, you know?”

Liam hadn’t known what to say. He didn’t want to be a girl, obviously. And it was weird that Alex should think he was good at being one.

On the other hand…

On the other hand, you kind of liked playing dress up just now, didn’t you, Lily? A nasty little voice inside him whispered. Can I call you that? Lily… the sissy girl who loves to wear ladies’ clothes…

Shut up, Liam had snarled at it. Outwardly, he’d simply given a dazed shake of his head, smiling unsurely at his sister.

“Too far?” Alex had asked with a smile. “Oh well, we’ll get there soon.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Nothin’. Oh, gee, look at the time!” Alex had suddenly yelped, “we won’t have any time left for shopping!”

And with that, she’d frantically started grabbing up her bag and stuffing little lipstick tubes and tiny mirrors and tissues inside it, leaving Liam all alone, looking at his new body in the mirror, and trying not to admit that he liked what he saw.

*

And now here they were. Two teenage sisters, out at the mall together. Having fun.

“Seriously, Lily, those nails are great!”

“You really think so?” Liam looked down at his hands, unconvinced.

“Do I?” Alex giggled, touching Liam’s arm as she did so. “Lil, you look so cute.”

The two girls had just spent a half hour or so kicking back inside a nail bar, sipping on coffees while smiling blond assistants gave their fingertips a going over unlike anything Liam had ever experienced before.

As he sat there in the chair, lazily flicking through a magazine aimed at teenage girls, and idly chatting with his sister, Liam had been forced to admit that it was kinda fun.

In his boy-body, it would never even have crossed his mind to do something like this. In his girl-body, though, it felt like the most-natural thing in the world.

Not that he was gonna tell Alex that.

“Well, if you’re sure…” he said, doubtfully.

For some reason, when the blond assistant asked him what he wanted done, Liam had asked if she could do patterned nails.

He wasn’t sure why. He just knew that was the first thing that had come into his head.

And now he was the owner of ten, long, sparkly pink nails, with alternating patterns etched into the surface.

He held out his hands before him, as if trying to figure out if they were really his. He was still staring at them when Alex grabbed his wrist and started dragging him across the food court.

“Wha…? Where are we going now?” He protested.

“You’ll see,” called back Alex. “I always wanted to have a sister I could take here!”

Liam tried to pull back, but it was a weak effort. Deep inside, he was kinda worried about how much he was spending. Before the nail bar, the two girls had gone shopping in Forever 21, and before that they’d spent half an hour sipping Frappuccinos outside Starbucks and watching the world go by.

Now that had been a weird experience. As they sat together, glancing casually over the balcony at the people on the floor below, Liam had realized with a start that he wasn’t just watching random people.

Where before, as a guy, he’d have been checking out the bimbo girls in tiny shorts clustered around the soda fountain, he found that his new body only looked at them with a kind of superiority tempered with envy.

Instead, his eyeballs were more interested in following a slightly… different kind of person around the mall.

Without realizing it was happening, Liam had spent nearly the whole time they were at Starbucks casually checking out boys.

The moment he’d realized what he was doing, he’d tried to stop himself. He was a boy. A straight boy!

But it was like his eyeballs had a mind of their own. One moment, he’d be trying to force himself to look at an attractive girl, and unconvincingly think romantic thoughts about her; the next minute, he’d be slyly watching one of the muscular jocks strut past the fountains, unable to take his eyes off the broad spread of his shoulders, off the muscles in his back.

Urgh… I shouldn’t be looking at guys. Goddamn Alex and her stupid birthday wish!

At one point, Alex had glanced at him, followed his eye line, and struggled to suppress a smile.

“Hey, Lily, check you out, girl,” she’d purred. “Seen something you like?”

And Liam had instantly shrunk back in his seat with a gabbled protest about how he was just people watching, and that wasn’t illegal, was it?

“Whatever,” Alex had smiled. She’d frowned down over the balcony.

“Oh shit, he’s waving,” she’d added, “I guess he likes you.”

Before he could stop himself, Liam had turned round in his seat, an all-too eager expression on his pretty face that quickly drained away.

The jock wasn’t even looking in their direction, much less waving. He’d got distracted by one of the bimbos by the soda fountain. With a dark expression, Liam had turned back to his sister.

“Oops,” Alex had smiled mysteriously, “my mistake. Still, look on the bright side. At least everyone watching knows how desperate you are.”

And she’d drained her Frappuccino with a practiced smile while Liam silently cursed himself for being tricked.

“Alex…” Liam whined as his sister dragged him across the food court, “can’t we stop for a bit. I’m almost out of… out of…”

He’d meant to say money, but then he’d seen the sign, realized where Alex was taking him, and felt his stomach drop out.

It was one of those vast, low-lit stores that sell lingerie and other… well. Female products. The kind that have a stack of 50 Shades books in the window.

The kind that specialize in toys for women.

The kind of store that Liam had never been in, and had no intention of going in now.

“Alex!” He yelped in his high-pitched whine, “c’mon, not there…”

Alex giggled.

“It’s my birthday, remember, sis?”

Then she let go of Liam’s hand, winked at him, and vanished inside the store.

For a long, long time, Liam stood outside, wondering what the hell he should do.

On the one hand, he knew plenty of his male friends would love the idea of exploring a lingerie store without the fear of being caught and chucked out.

On the other, Liam was already wearing lingerie. He didn’t need to see inside some weird-ass girls’ store to check it out. No, this was too far. He’d wait here for Alex. He’d…

Then he glanced down at his pink, patterned nails. At the clothes he was wearing that made him look “cute.” He sighed.

“Oh OK,” he mumbled in his soft voice, “but just for a minute.”

Then he took a deep breath. And stepped inside.

The lights were low in the shop. Tinted red. A half-dozen single women were spread out through the black-lined interior, along with three couples and a small gaggle of girls about his age. Faint music kept the silence from getting awkward.

Nervously, Liam wandered further into the depths of the store, eyeing up the lingerie, the bras, the panties, the little plastic handcuffs. All designed with his new body in mind.

I guess this is the sort of stuff I should be interested in now… he thought, vaguely, as he looked around for Alex. Do girls really enjoy looking at this kinda stuff?

He stopped by a wall of tastefully displayed sex toys. Tiny little bullets for stimulating your clit with. Big, powerful-looking pink dildos. Rabbit vibrators. Toys that would’ve done nothing for his male form, but had the power to send his female body into throes of ecstasy.

Look at that… Liam marveled, allowing his hand to reach out and touch one of the rabbits. Look at the size of it. It can’t really be nice to have something like that inside you.

He delicately swallowed.

Can it?

There was something hypnotic about the shape of the vibrator. Something that seemed to speak to a very deep, elemental part of Liam’s new brain.

Almost unconsciously, he began to compare it to the tight little hole that now existed between his legs. Wondering if it’d really fit in there. Wondering if it’d hurt.

Trying to imagine how it must feel to have something slipping inside of you. Trying to imagine how it would feel, vibrating against his new clit, while he closed his eyes and bit his lower lip and gasped and begged for more…

“Can I help you, ma’am?”

It took Liam five seconds to realize the voice had been addressing him.

Oh, that’s right, I’m not a ‘sir’ anymore…

He turned round to see a pleasantly-chubby shop assistant smiling at him. She was shorter than Liam’s new body, with blond hair and a professional smile. Liam was weirdly pleased to note her boobs were even bigger than his.

Guess I’m not the only one who has bra problems…

“No, it’s OK,” he said with a forced smile, his actions become overtly girly in his surprise, “I’m just looking for my…”

He trailed off, suddenly aware that he was still clutching the rabbit in his hands, like a woman determined to spend her evening doing some heavy masturbating.

Oops…

“Don’t worry about it,” the assistant smiled, “we’re not shy here. If you’re looking for someone, you might want to try that corner over there, it’s kinda hard to see from here so they might be there.”

“Or if you were maybe looking for some retail therapy, we’ve got a deal on that model now. Batteries included for twenty bucks. Just tell them Jackie sent you at the till.”

“Uh, thanks Jackie,” Liam smiled, “but I really am looking for my…”

“No problem,” Jackie gave him a professional look that didn’t betray anything, “let me know if you need anything, ma’am.”

There’s that ‘ma’am’ again…

Then Jackie was off, vanishing into the depths of the store, leaving Liam clutching his dildo, wondering where the hell Alex had gotten to.

Jesus, that was weird… Liam sighed to himself, imagine if I’d still been a guy. No way would she have talked to me like that…

He went to put the rabbit back on the shelf…

…and paused.

Hey, what are we doing? Let’s get outta here…

Yeah. That was right. He should definitely leave now. Leave and go wait for Alex outside somewhere. All he had to do was put the rabbit down and…

But something made Liam hesitate. Something about its shape. The feel of it in his hands.

C’mon, a tiny part of his brain whispered, just ditch it. We’re not gonna blow 20 bucks on a dildo are we? We won’t even be able to use it after midnight. Not that we would want to anyway!

“Yeah,” whispered Liam in his soft voice, “yeah, you’re totally right. That would be crazy.”

He stood there for a second longer. Then, abruptly, he turned, and with the rabbit still clasped in his hands, made his way across the store to the clerk.

“I’d like to claim my free batteries,” he said in the most matter-of-fact voice he could muster as he handed it over. “Jackie sent me.”

The till jockey nodded, a brisk smile on her face.

“Sure. That’s twenty dollars, ma’am.”

Liam handed his money over in a daze.

It’s OK, we’re just buying it as a joke. It’s not like we’re gonna sneak upstairs later and have a quick play with it before we turn back or anything like that…

At the sound of the male part of his brain wittering away, Liam gently shook his head in wonder. Even he didn’t believe his own excuses anymore.

*

Five minutes later, Liam stepped outside the lingerie store, his mind whirling.

It was getting harder and harder for him to pretend that his transformation hadn’t deeply affected him. He’d been a girl for less than five hours, and already he was enjoying dressing in women’s clothes, getting his nails done, eyeing up guys as they walked past, and buying sex toys to excite his brand new clit with later.

It’s gotta be the magic…he thought uneasily as he walked, the branded bag containing the rabbit swinging from one hand, Alex wished me to play the part of a girl perfectly, so here I am…

But, deep down, Liam wasn’t so sure. His transformation in everything from his sexuality to his habits felt more profound than that. Like it came from somewhere deeper. Like it came from somewhere…

“Lily! Hey, Lil, c’mere! There’s someone I want you to meet!”

At the sound of his sister’s voice, Liam immediately stopped walking, and began to turn around, already preparing himself for the sight of Charley or Jen walking towards him, a big smile on their face.

Oh man, I don’t want someone else to see me like this…

The thought of playing the part of a girl around his sister’s friends was faintly horrifying. What if he let something slip? What if they figured out it was Alex’s dopey older brother trapped in this body?

It’s cool, we can handle this. Just play it cool and we can-

That was as far as he got. At that moment, Liam caught sight of Alex and her companion…

…and felt his heart stop in horror.

No… he whimpered inside himself, his eyes growing wide with fear, please no, anything but that…

Approaching him alongside Alex with a smile on his handsome face was Ryan.

He was wearing a tight, white t-shirt that clung to his muscles, showing off his biceps, his chest, his broad shoulders, and a pair of casual shorts that left his strong legs on display, the sunlight playing gently through their golden hairs.

His hair was mussy, like he’d just had it styled. A sweater was casually tied around his shoulders. He was chatting to Alex, the two of them laughing and smiling as they approached Liam.

He looked incredible. A tall, muscular God, carved out of purest marble. Everything a man should be.

In short, he was the absolute last person Liam wanted to see while trapped as Lily.

“Hey, Lil,” Alex smiled as the pair walked up, “you sorta vanished in there. You remember Ryan?”

Beside her, Ryan smiled down on poor little Liam, his 6ft3 frame towering over his tiny new body.

“Hey,” his best buddy said, casually, “Lily, right? I’m friends with Liam. He’s told me all about you.”

Told you what? Liam wondered in mortified horror. He looked at Ryan’s big, strong body, at his distant, handsome face with its square jaw and real, honest-to-God stubble, and felt his legs turn to water.

He wanted to kick Alex! To grab her by the hair and beat her head against the floor and yell how could you do this to me, you bitch?!! Didn’t she know Ryan would be the last person he’d want to see?

But he couldn’t do any of that. Alex’s wish had forced him to play a part. And if he wanted his male body back, he was going to have to play it to perfection.

Ryan was still waiting for a response. Liam summoned up what he hoped was a neutral smile and stuck out his hand.

“Hey, nice to finally meet you. I’m Lily. Liam goes on and on about… about you…”

Both Ryan and Alex were staring at Liam’s dainty, outstretched hand. With a sinking feeling, Liam followed their eye line…

…and saw to his horror that he’d just stuck out the hand carrying the rabbit. The end of the box poked out the bag, the branding unmistakable. A siren, screaming out to everyone in the mall Hey, check me out! I like to masturbate! I LIKE THINGS IN MY VAGINA!

The pause that followed seemed to last forever. Trapped in his mortified body, Liam could have sworn eons passed. Civilizations rose and fell. Stars collapsed, became black holes. Universes were born and ended in that one, eternal moment of burning shame.

Oh God, how could I have been so stupid…?

Followed by:

Fuck. Say something. Laugh it off. Anything!

But nothing came out. The two male friends just stood there, staring at one another, Liam from inside his curvy new girl body, its cheeks flushed pink, Ryan from inside his strong man-body, a confused look in his eyes.

“Oh, I forgot!” There was movement, and Liam saw the bag lifting out his hands, as if by magic.

Dazedly, he watched as Alex plucked it away from him and held it under one arm, a forced nonchalance on her features.

“Thanks for carrying that for me, Lil,” Alex said, offhandedly, “I’ll need it at the party tonight.”

She flashed Ryan a smile.

“We’re having a Hoes and Bigger Hoes party for my birthday, I asked Lil to pick me up a prop that would make me look like the biggest hoe on Earth.”

“Ah,” Ryan looked unconvinced, “a party. Sure.”

He nodded, giving the back of his head a confused rub.

“Well, have fun, I guess.”

“We will,” Alex assured him, before turning back to Liam, “umm, Lil? Your hand…”

With a start, Liam realized he was standing there with his tiny hand still outstretched, looking like he’d seen a ghost.

He quickly snatched it back, shooting Ryan an awkward smile.

“Right,” smiled Alex, “if that’s all the awkwardness done with, how about you ask us girls to join you for a latte or something?”

Ryan smiled a bashful smile.

“Can’t. I meeting Liam. Maybe some other time…”

“Ah, don’t worry about Liam,” Alex smiled, shooting her sister a conspiratorial glance, “I’ve got a strange feeling we won’t be seeing him for the rest of the day. Right, Lil?”

Liam blinked. Then nodded over-eagerly, his hands held in front of him, fingers laced together.

“Uh, yeah. He’s… uh…”

Jesus, stop acting so weird! It’s just Ryan.

But it wasn’t just Ryan. In his new body, Liam knew he would never be able to look at the muscular, handsome jock before him as ‘just Ryan’.

Even just standing near him was enough to make his new body start sending urgent little signals to his brain that Liam wasn’t at all sure he liked.

“Awesome, that’s settled then.” Alex smiled from Liam, to Ryan, then back to Liam. “Let’s get that coffee.”

*

The marble of the fountain was cool under Liam’s exposed skin. He subconsciously shifted his weight, crossing one smooth, slender leg over the other, clutching his latte in one hand, trying not to let his nervousness show on his beautiful face.

“…across the pitch, the rain so hard I could hardly see, and then there’s this voice…”

He’d never been so self-conscious in all his life. As Ryan sat casually beside him, telling his lacrosse stories, Liam’s body was secretly turning into a madhouse.

The nearness of Ryan’s strong, male form was making his heart flutter in his large chest. The faint smell of his masculine sweat was sending strange little signals into the depths of Liam’s newly-female brain.

The sound of his deep voice was vibrating through his slender body, making the downy hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. For some reason, Liam kept getting a horrible, overwhelming urge to giggle.

Calm down… this is Ryan, remember? We’ve sat next to him loads of times before. What’s wrong with you?

But Liam already knew the answer.

What was wrong was that he’d was now a girl. A straight girl.

And Ryan’s powerful body, gentle blue eyes and winning smile were like a drug for his female form.

“…and then coach shouted, no, the other left!”

Ryan finished his story with a flourish and a smile. Immediately, Liam heard himself let out a high-pitched, musical laugh. Without meaning to do so, he gently reached out and touched Ryan’s strong arm, his eyelashes fluttering as he did so.

It hadn’t even been that great a story. Just some dumb mix-up while playing lacrosse, yet it was like Liam’s body was forcing him to respond in just the way Ryan wanted him to.

Like he was a star-struck girl, unable to get enough of the hunk sat next to him.

“That’s such an awesome story!” He heard himself giggle, unable to break eye contact with his former buddy, “oh my God, you’re so funny.”

Ryan smiled back at him, a roguish, winning smile that made Liam’s heart beat slightly faster.

I’m putty in his hands, he thought, dazedly, and he knows it.

Followed underneath by another, irritable thought:

When the hell is Alex coming back?

No sooner had they got their coffees and sat down than Alex had gotten a message from Charley and gone running off to meet her, leaving Ryan and Liam sat all alone together.

At first it had been awkward. Liam had found himself watching everything he said, terrified of giving the game away. Terrified of Ryan discovering that it was him trapped inside this cute body.

But, as time wore on and Alex still didn’t come back, it had begun to seem less tense. Until Ryan was talking away, and Liam was laughing beside him like it was the most-natural thing in the world.

“So,” Ryan asked, his blue eyes twinkling, “how come I’ve never seen you round before?”

Liam raised his eyebrows playfully.

“You gonna tell me something like ‘you’d remember someone as pretty as me’?”

Ryan laughed, Liam’s question not even throwing him for a second.

“That’s a pretty high opinion of yourself you’ve got there.”

Liam casually shrugged his slender shoulders.

“No problem. So long as it’s justified.” He casually tossed his hair back, glanced up at Ryan with a smile. “What d’you think?

Ryan watched him with a little smirk on his features.

“I dunno…” he said at last. “Maybe.”

Liam felt his pretty mouth drop open, an exaggerated expression of shock on his girly features. He gently punched Ryan on the arm.

“Hey! That’s not nice!”

Ryan leaned back, playfully rubbing his arm.

“Ow! Hey, you asked. You can’t expect me to lie.”

He gave Liam a tiny wink.

“’Sides, you don’t need some dope like me to tell you how cute you are.”

At the unexpected compliment, Liam felt himself break into a smile again. Like a girl in a dream, he shook his head, giving Ryan a look of affected incredulity.

“Oh my God… I can’t believe it. You totally planned that.”

Ryan shrugged.

“Maybe. “ His eyes twinkled again. “Who knows?”

Deep down, Liam knew this conversation was weird as hell. He was flirting. With Ryan. And Ryan was flirting right back at him.

Ryan! The guy he’d spent the best part of his teenage years with. Talking about girls, working out at the gym together. That Ryan!

Yet it was like he was powerless to stop it. Lily was in control now, and he, Liam, would just have to go along for the ride until he turned back.

At least, that’s what he told himself.

As the conversation slipped into a peaceful lull, Ryan leaned back and glanced casually around the mall. Liam couldn’t help but notice how the muscles in his chest stood out against the fabric of his t-shirt.

“Hey, Alex has been gone a while, hasn’t she?”

“Has she?” Liam asked in his soft voice. “Oh. Yeah, I guess she has.”

He sighed, casually uncrossing his long, slender legs. Out the corner of his eye, he saw Ryan’s gaze briefly flick down to them and felt a warm feeling inside.

“Maybe we should go look for her?”

“Maybe.”

For a moment, Ryan simply sat there. Then he suddenly leaned across so his head was right next to Liam, his lips nearly brushing his ear.

This close, Liam could almost feel the heat from Ryan’s body. His warm breath against his cheeks. He felt his own body stiffen at their closeness, felt a strange warmth spreading through his chest and crotch.

He’d never been this close to another guy before. Never.

And it felt strangely good.

“Hey,” Ryan whispered, his breath tickling Liam’s elegant neck, “I think I’ve got a better idea.”

Liam knew he should lean away. Laugh it off and insist they go look for Alex.

Instead, he slowly turned until he was facing Ryan. Until his best friend’s blue eyes seemed to fill his vision. Their lips were close, almost kissing-close.

Without any input from his mind, Liam felt a smile slowly rise onto his face. He delicately licked his lips, suddenly aware of how dry his mouth was.

“What did you have in mind?”

*

The large metal door creaked open, flooding the stairwell with sunlight. His hands jammed nonchalantly in his pockets, Ryan sauntered out onto the roof of the mall.

Look at him. He thinks he’s so cool…

Behind him, Liam hung back nervously in the stairwell.

“Are you sure this is OK?” He asked in his high-pitched voice.

Ryan glanced back at him, shrugged and gave a little smile.

“Maybe not. But when you weigh it up against this…”

He turned to the wide vista that had opened up before them. The fields, sweeping away toward the distant suburbs. The trees, turning golden and orange in the fall light. The sun, beginning its descent toward the horizon.

Liam had to admit that it did look pretty cool.

“Well… OK,” he murmured, stepping out onto the roof beside his best-friend, “but if we get caught, I’m saying you took me hostage.”

It was cool out here. The wind whipped across the exposed rooftop, making Liam draw his arms tight around his chest, trying not to shiver. He didn’t know if it was just the clothes he was wearing, but his girl-body seemed freakishly susceptible to the cold.

“Oh, hey, have this.” Ryan unhooked the sweater from round his broad shoulders and gently wrapped it round Liam’s slender ones.

Any other time, Ryan’s slightly affected manner would’ve made him burst out laughing. Up here, though, it didn’t seem to matter. Like the roof of the mall was a whole other world where the normal rules would never apply.

“Thanks,” Liam smiled up at the strong man towering over him, “guess it’s a bit late in the year for skirts, huh?”

Ryan shrugged, smiling one of his mysterious smiles down at his transformed friend.

“Maybe. But you look good like that.”

Liam rolled his eyes, but the smile stayed on his beautiful face.

“You’re a real flirt, aren’t you?”

“Can’t help it,” Ryan winked at him, “not when I’m with a girl this pretty.”

Abruptly, he turned and sauntered across the roof towards the edge, leaving Liam to scuttle after him on his smaller legs.

He’d never heard Ryan flirting before, and being on the receiving end of it was weirder than he might of liked. Yet at the same time, it was also… good. Fun.

Be honest, a tiny part of his brain whispered, it’s more than that. It’s natural. You’ve never felt this flirting with girls, have you? Never felt so comfortable.

Liam ignored it. He really didn’t want to go into all that deep stuff right now.

“I bet you bring all the girls up here,” he said instead, catching up with and matching Ryan’s pace.

“Nah.” Ryan said beside him, “most of them aren’t interested. They think I’m gonna bring up a crate of beer and start acting like a total bro.”

Liam let a snort escape his lips.

“Tough life, being the star lacrosse player,” he said, with another theatrical eye roll.

Beside him Ryan smiled.

“Maybe.”

They came to a stop at the edge of the roof. The late afternoon light gently bathed their faces, like God himself was watching their actions, curious to see where it would all lead.

Liam closed his wide, innocent eyes and turned his soft face to the sun’s rays.

If you really are there, God, send me a sign. Coz right now, I don’t know if I’m in heaven, or I’m in hell.

But of course, the sun just kept right on shining, like it had every day for billions of years.

“It’s peaceful up here,” Liam said at last, not opening his eyes, “I like it.”

He could sense Ryan stood very close beside him, and the thought made chills run down his spine.

We’re outside the world now. Up here, it’s just us and the air and nothing else… just one confused girl and her strong chaperone…

“I come up here sometimes to think,” Ryan was saying. “When everything gets too much, y’know. I like to just stand here.”

“And think about throwing yourself off?”

In the darkness behind Liam’s eyes, Ryan gave a faint chuckle.

“Something like that.”

There was a long pause, broken only by the sound of leaves scraping over the rooftop, carried on a gust of breeze.

“It’s like this,” Ryan said at last, his voice low. “There’s this… person I know. A friend, I guess. And, well…”

He gave a sigh.

“I think they’re in love with me,” he said. “Not that I can blame them…”

“Modest, aren’t you?” Liam murmured, cocooned in the soft darkness. He wasn’t sure why, but he felt like he was floating, like he was about to break free of a tether that had held him down for a very long time.

“Yeah, it’s one of my many qualities.” Ryan paused for a moment. “It’s like this. I think this person is… I dunno. Awesome. The best. They’re, like, the only person I can feel comfortable around. The only person I’m happy to chat about deep stuff with.”

He seemed to hesitate.

“You know, they’re wonderful, I guess. The best person there is.”

Beside him, Liam waited. Not wanting to speak. Not daring to breathe.

“Like, part of me thinks maybe I do love them, too.” Ryan’s voice had a tiny strain to it now, like he was wrestling with something hard to admit, “not that I could ever tell them that or anything.”

“Why not?” Liam’s soft voice was barely a whisper.

“Because…” Ryan stopped, sighed. “Because it’s not right. This person, they’re… well, there’s something about them that sort of means I can never really love them.”

Liam waited, waited for his best friend to go on.

“And it’s not their fault, that’s just the way it is. Nature.” Ryan let the word hang in the air, before adding, “but, y’know, if that thing were to… if nature just happened to change.”

He hesitated.

“If the thing stopping me loving them back kinda disappeared… if they sorta turned into someone else…”

Gently, Liam opened his eyes. Looked up at his best friend, who was watching him with a look Liam had never seen on his handsome features before.

The look of a man terrified of having his heart broken.

“Ryan?” He whispered in his girl-voice, hardly able to believe what he was hearing. Hardly able to believe what might be about to happen.

Before him, Ryan visibly hesitated. Looked as if he might just turn and run. Looked as if he was one wrong step away from having a breakdown.

Trapped in his beautiful girl-body, Liam waited. Waited for him to say the words that would change both their lives forever.

“OK,” Ryan said with an exhalation, “I’m just gonna say it. And if it’s wrong… I mean… are you…?”

Without waiting for him to finish, Liam nodded.

A flicker of something passed over Ryan’s face. A mixture of fear. Of hope. Of awe.

Of love.

“Yeah,” Liam whispered. “It’s me in here. I-I dunno how…”

That was as far as he got.

Before he could finish, Ryan took two steps forwards. Leaned down. Liam stood up on his tiptoes, reached his arms around Ryan’s strong shoulders…

…and suddenly the two best friends were kissing.

They kissed for what felt like eternity, Ryan’s tongue swirling round the inside of Liam’s mouth, while Liam pressed his soft, female body tight against Ryan’s strong male one.

When at last they finished, they both looked at each other with dazed smiles on their faces.

“Jesus, Ryan,” Liam whispered, horrified to feel tears pricking at the corners of his eyes, “I mean… how did you…?”

Ryan shrugged, trying to force up his casual smile again. But his face was too full of emotion.

“Alex told me. Last night… she said she was gonna do something special for Liam – uh, for you – for her birthday.”

A frown flitted across Liam’s soft face.

“Last night? But she didn’t… it wasn’t until this morning…”

Then suddenly, it all hit him. He felt his eyes go wide. Felt his pretty mouth drop open.

I’m always doing stuff for you…

Alex’s words echoed round his mind, seeming to come from somewhere very far away.

Then that means…

“I mean, it took a lot to convince me,” Ryan was saying, “when I said your name just now, I still thought it was maybe a joke, you know, and that you’d just laugh at me, or…”

He trailed off at Liam’s urgent expression.

“Last night,” Liam whispered, “did she say anything about me, uh, turning back at midnight?”

Ryan shook his head.

“No, she, um…” he swallowed, “she said the spell would last a whole year. Long enough for us to try to make a go of it.”

A thought seemed to strike him.

“Oh, shit,” he murmured, “she did ask you, didn’t she? I mean, Liam, you’re cool with being a girl for a year aren’t…?”

He didn’t get any further.

Before he could finish, Liam leaned forward and started kissing him again, pressing his soft, girly lips against Ryan’s thin male ones. Delighting in the taste of his best friend. Delighting in the feeling of his stubble scratching his girly cheeks.

I’ve dreamed of doing this for so long… he thought, numbly, Christ, why could I never admit to myself how I felt about Ryan?

His female body was coming alive. A warmth spread through his crotch. His heavy breasts seemed to swell slightly, the blood rushing to the surface of his skin. All over his new body, Liam felt himself tingling with desire.

I wish this kiss would never end…

Eventually, though, they pulled apart. Liam looped his slender arms around Ryan’s neck, aware of his best friend’s hands, clutched around his tight waist, so strong, so powerful.

He smiled. The biggest, happiest smile of his life.

“Yeah,” he murmured, “she asked. And it’s not Liam anymore…”

He bit his lower lip, looking up at his strong new boyfriend. At the man he’d been in love with for almost his entire life.

“It’s Lily.”

A slow smile spread across Ryan’s features. Like he couldn’t believe his luck.

He playfully let one hand drop down to Liam’s pert ass. Gave it a squeeze that sent a thrill running through Liam’s girl-body.

“Well then, Lily,” he said, his deep voice making Liam’s legs go like water, “I guess we’d better make the most of this year, hadn’t we?”

Liam smiled. A happy, carefree, girly smile. He ran a hand through Ryan’s short hair, looked deep into his piercing blue eyes.

“Yeah,” he whispered. “I guess we had.”

*

Far below in the mall, Alex smiled to herself as she perched at the soda fountain, watching the world go by.

If all had gone to plan, Ryan and her new sister would be up on the roof right now. Provided Ryan hadn’t chickened out, they were about to have a conversation that would change both their lives forever.

Alex casually watched a couple, a tall boy and a curvy girl, maybe a year older than her, as they passed, completely wrapped up in each other. Oblivious to the rest of the world.

She smiled to herself. A small, secretive smile.

There was one thing she’d neglected to mention to either Ryan or her older sister. One little thing about the wish she’d made that morning.

Well, two little things, really, that connected to form one not-so-little thing.

The first was that she’d wished they’d stay together forever, and that they’d always be happy and make one another happy, no matter what.

The second was that her sister would never go back to being a boy again. No matter how long she lived, no matter how many birthday wishes were made, she would always be a girl.

Just like Alex knew she’d always wanted to be.

The couple passed, laughing away. Alex watched them go, then turned her attention back to her soda.

She felt bad about lying to Lil this morning, about the spell only lasting 24 hours. But she hadn’t wanted her sister to freak out or anything.

Besides, it was all for the greater good.

“Happy birthday, Lily,” Alex whispered into her soda, a smug little smile on her face, “don’t say I never do anything for you, huh?”

High up on the roof, Lily rested her face against her new boyfriend’s chest, unable to believe what a wonderful day she was having. Unable to believe how awesome her sister was.

At that moment, she felt like the luckiest girl in the world.
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Swapped for the Prom

The other two guys laughed an agreement, peeling off their shirts. From his vantage point hidden in the locker, Ryan could see their muscular chests, their bare, bulging biceps, their broad, naked shoulders…

At the sight of all this powerful, male flesh on display, he felt his mouth go strangely dry.

“I’d get her down like this. Hoo! Yeah!”

The other guys laughed as Chester started jerking his hips, pretending to fuck an invisible Barbie. If he’d been out there, with his bros, Ryan would’ve been laughing, too.

But locked away here in the darkness, the cool air of the locker room caressing his female skin, laughter was the last thing on Ryan’s mind.

There was something about the shape of Chester’s body… about how powerful it was. How-how masculine.

As Chester kept up his stupid charade, Ryan couldn’t help but notice how his biceps bulged, the veins standing out on his thick forearms, like someone had wrapped a cord taut around them.

Look at him… he thought in wonder, he’s so… so…

Well. Manly.

There were howls of laughter. Chester stopped thrusting, turned, and slapped one of the guy’s outstretched hands. Seen through the narrow slits in the locker, the sight of his back sent an odd shiver running through Ryan’s new body.

As a guy, he’d never even thought of backs and shoulders as attractive. Now, though, he could feel his eyes involuntarily tracing a little line over Chester’s shoulders. Admiring how broad they were. How weirdly perfect.

Ryan gently shook his head.

This is ridiculous. That’s Chester out there! He’s your best friend. Stop thinking about him like a…

Then Chester stretched his arms back, making the taut muscles of his shoulder blades and back bunch and contract, and the thought was washed away as Ryan’s new body began to respond.

He became aware of a faint warmth in his crotch. Of his nipples hardening. His breasts slightly swelling.

Just close your eyes… just close your eyes…

But it was like they’d been taped open. As his shallow breath caught in his throat, Ryan watched in dazed amazement as Chester turned back towards him, his powerful torso rippling, imprinting itself on his newly-female brain.

How did I never notice before? How did I never notice how ripped Chester is?

Almost unaware he was doing it, Ryan gently squeezed his thighs together. The action made the warmth in his pussy increase; a beautiful, lazy warmth that embraced his whole body.

Wait… I can’t be… I’m not gonna…

Am I?

With a feeling like a girl in a dream, Ryan squeezed his thighs tighter, enjoying the feeling of his hairless legs squashing together. Enjoying the feelings its sent flooding through his crotch.

Enjoying the strange, terrifying, wonderful thoughts whirling through his mind.

“Hey, Chester. Hey, bro. Show Dwight your guns.”

Outside the locker, Chester struck a pose, like some Adonis sculpted from the purest marble.

At the sight of his former friend’s biceps, Ryan let out a tiny squeak. Suddenly, the darkness of the locker felt very warm, very oppressive. An insatiable gnawing was starting to take hold deep inside his brain, like an itch that would overwhelm you if you couldn’t scratch it.

Ryan desperately tried to clear his head, but it was like his body was beyond his control now. He was getting turned on. By his friend.

And there was nothing he could do about it…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


The Pregnancy Curse: Impregnated by His Best Friend

A red flush began to spread up Bruce’s soft new cheeks. A feeling of shame. Of embarrassment.

He wanted to look away from Harrison’s dick, but he just couldn’t bring himself to. There was something about it. Something hypnotic. Something alluring…

Something that made Bruce want it deep inside his brand new pussy as soon as possible.

With a little scream, Bruce clutched the sides of his head and closed his eyes.

What’s happening to me? He thought, miserably. I don’t want to fuck Harrison! He’s my friend. He’s my bro. He’s…

Sexy.

The thought rose unbidden in Bruce’s brain. He tried to fight it. Tried desperately to wrestle it away.

But his mind was too weak. The magic too strong. Before he could figure out what he was doing, Bruce had opened his eyes again, and was gazing at Harrison’s torso with a dreamy look. Admiring his strong arms. Admiring his broad shoulders and masculine poise.

Admiring his handsome face and kissable lips.

I wonder what he’d be like in bed… Bruce found himself thinking. It’d be amazing to curl up in those strong arms of his… to kiss him all over that beautiful body…

God, what I wouldn’t give to suck that dick.

“Mmm… I think she likes him,” he heard Jen whisper. “And I think he likes her. Don’t you, Harrison?”

“No way!” Harrison snarled, still refusing to meet Bruce’s eye. “That’s-that’s Bruce in there! It’s sick! It’s wrong! It’s disgust-!”

Jen gave an audible sigh.

“Natalie? Would you?”

There was another click from the stairs and suddenly Harrison’s voice cut off mid-sentence. Bruce watched numbly as his strong friend tried to struggle, tried to keep talking.

He looks so perfect like that, he suddenly realized. Struggling. Fighting. That’s how a man should look…

“We’ve taken away your ability to lie,” Jen was saying. “From now on, you can only answer questions with the truth, no matter how unpalatable that truth may be. Now.”

A cruel note of humor entered her voice.

“This girl before you. Brittany. Do you want to fuck her?”

Like a girl in a dream, Bruce watched as his tall, strong friend struggled. Struggled to fight the magic. Struggled not to let the awful truth out.

Eventually, he gave up. Before Bruce’s eyes, Harrison’s shoulders went slack. He lowered his gaze.

“Yes.” He muttered.

“Good,” the amusement in Jen’s voice was palpable. “Next question. Does it bother you that she’s really your male friend?”

For a moment, Bruce thought Harrison would start struggling again. But he seemed to realize it was pointless.

“No.” He whispered.

Then suddenly, to both their shock, he added:

“It’s kinda a turn on.”

Continue reading at Amazon.com…
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Turned Into His Best Friend’s Bride

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


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


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

Buy now


Trapped as His Best Friend’s Wife

Sometimes, miracles do happen…


It should have been impossible. But, somehow, a careless wish manages to change macho Karl’s life forever. From a sexist advertising executive who sleeps with his friends’ girlfriends, Karl finds himself transformed into a stunning Latin beauty named Rebecca. Trapped on an expensive cruise ship and sporting a gorgeous wedding ring, Karl’s about to find out what it’s like to be the lusted-over partner of a big, strong man. Worse, his macho new husband looks VERY familiar…


Lisa Change’s new, novel-length tale of gender swap revenge features a transformation scene so detailed, you’ll swear it’s happening to you. Join Karl on his detailed erotic journey from cheating Casanova to beautiful, obedient wife, as he’s forced to confront his dark sexual desires –and unspoken love for – his own best friend. 

Buy now


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
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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.

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
(a transgender tale of teenagj 4
gender transformation & tab
romance)






