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Introduction & Author’s Note
 
   Hello my lovelies…
 
   Lisa here, hoping to welcome you all to my latest smokin’ hot TG fantasy novel. The idea for this one came from something one of my girlfriends once told me, about a certain dream she had involving her and her boyfriend. I probably don’t need to tell you that it involved lots of taboo sex, and men magically being forced to become beautiful women… 
 
   I was attracted to this idea, because I think all of us must sometimes wonder what it’d be like to spend a day seeing the world through our partner’s eyes. What would we see when we looked at other people? What would we see when we looked at ourselves? The idea of a man being forced to see himself exactly as his girlfriend sees him was one I couldn’t resist. I only hope you enjoy reading the result as much as I did writing it.
 
   Secondly, 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/. 
 
   Lastly, 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. Enjoy my latest story and, as always, leave a review and let me know what you think. I hope you enjoy it. 
 
   Lisa out! x
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   “Surprise, honey!” 
 
   Dillon’s eyes flew open. He blinked at his girlfriend’s face, inches from his.
 
   “Jasmine? Wha…? It’s early, baby.”
 
   His girlfriend smiled at him, a mischievous look on her pixie face. With her long blond hair, green eyes, bewitching smile and porn-star cleavage, Dillon was aware his partner was scary-hot at the best of times.
 
   When she smiled like that, though…
 
   …well. Let’s just say even a guy as muscular and square-jawed as Dillon was aware he was lucky to have her.
 
   “I know,” Jasmine whispered, her body pressed right up against his in their king-sized bed. “I wanted to make sure we got as much time as possible today.”
 
   Despite the hangover gnawing at his temples, Dillon felt his own body responding to the nearness of his girlfriend. Blood rushed into his big cock, making it long and erect. A sleepy smile crossed his face.
 
   Of course. It’s Saturday…
 
   “Well,” he whispered, slipping a strong hand between Jasmine’s thighs, “if you insist on waking me up…”
 
   To his surprise, Jasmine gently batted his hand away.
 
   “Hey, c’mon…”
 
   “There’s plenty of time for that later,” Jasmine giggled, “after we, y’know…”
 
   Dillon frowned.
 
   “After we…?”
 
   For the first time that morning, he saw a look of disappointment flicker across Jasmine’s beautiful features. 
 
   “You don’t remember?” The upset in her voice was palpable. “I mean, we talked about it last night.”
 
   Last night? Dillon thought. Now what were we…
 
   In a flash, little bits and pieces started to come back to him. 
 
   He dimly recalled the two of them doing tequila slammers in a dingy bar in town. Dimly recalled tumbling into a cab, both of them giggling their heads off. 
 
   Dimly recalled Jasmine whispering something to him as he kissed her neck, murmuring agreement, not really listening. Concentrating only on getting in her pants.
 
   What was it? What was it she said?
 
   Dillon struggled to recall, but it was like his brain was inside a gray cloud. Why had they been drinking like that? What were they celebrating?
 
   Then Jasmine gently reached out and stroked his cheek with her long, pink nails, her emerald green eyes looking deep into his.
 
   “You promised, remember?” She whispered. “You said it’d be a…”
 
   The memory came back to Dillon just before she could finish her sentence. Of himself laughing and shrugging as Jasmine suggested… something to him, that wonderful, mischievous look on her hypnotizing features. Something weird, something he’d thought was strange, but agreed to because it’d be a…
 
   “…a birthday treat,” Dillon finished for her.
 
   He forced up a smile, pretended to latch onto a memory.
 
   “Oh yeah, of course, baby. Sure, I remember. Just a bit disorientated.” 
 
   He gently kissed his girlfriend’s soft, bud-like lips.
 
   “Of course I remember,” he whispered, reassuringly. “Let’s do it.”
 
   A smile lit up Jasmine’s face, one brighter than Dillon had seen in the whole 11 months they’d been together. 
 
   “You really mean it?” She whispered, clutching her lithe young body against his older, muscular one.
 
   “Really.” Dillon said, firmly. “Whatever my baby wants for her birthday…”
 
   He hesitated.
 
   “She’s gonna get.”
 
   No sooner had he finished than Jasmine gave a little squeal of joy and started showering his face in kisses.
 
   “I’m so happy,” she breathed, “I’ve always wanted to try this, but my other boyfriends always said no!”
 
   With a laugh she leaped out of bed, her dynamite body clad only in a see-thru pair of lacy white panties and an old sweater she’d borrowed from Dillon.
 
   “I’ll go get ready!” She called, padding across the deep white carpet to the door, “by the time I get back…”
 
   She giggled and hugged herself like she couldn’t believe what was happening. At that moment, Dillon thought she looked like a kid at Christmas.
 
   “This is so amazing…” She smiled at Dillon, then suddenly ran back across the room, her big boobs bouncing and making Dillon’s cock go hard, and planted a big kiss on his lips.
 
   “God, I love you,” she whispered. “Most men wouldn’t even dream of doing this.”
 
   Oh shit… what have I agreed to?
 
   But outwardly he just forced up a smile. There was no way he could admit now that he hadn’t been listening. That he’d forgotten his girlfriend’s birthday after less than one year together.
 
   “Well,” he shrugged his broad shoulders casually, “I’m not just any man, am I?”
 
   At his words, Jasmine gave a giggle.
 
   “No. I guess not,” she laughed, a knowing look in her eyes that Dillon did his best to replicate, like he was in on the joke.
 
   Then they were kissing again and then Jasmine was skipping out the door, her cute ass curling in her panties, her laughter echoing around their big apartment. 
 
   After she’d gone, Dillon sat there, clutching his head, trying to remember what the hell he’d just agreed to. 
 
   He knew it had been something weird. Something that cut through the fog of his drunkenness and nearly made him stop kissing Jasmine and rubbing his hands over her deliciously curvy body. Something that he’d have rejected if any of his old girlfriends had said it.
 
   But Jasmine wasn’t one of his old girlfriends. She was dynamite. Even after moving in together a month back, Dillon still couldn’t keep his hands off her hot little ass. Off her big boobies. She still made him feel like a horny 14-year old making out with his first girl. 
 
   So he’d sucked his objections back in, casually agreed, and gone right on necking with her.
 
   Shaking his head, Dillon threw back the sheets and clambered out the bed, his muscles taut and defined in the morning sunlight, his big erection jutting against the fabric of his boxers.
 
   I hope she doesn’t come back up with a strap on or something… he thought as he made his way to their en-suite bathroom, Oh man, my head…
 
   He seemed to remember thinking Jasmine’s request was a joke. Something not to be taken seriously. 
 
   But then again, his new girlfriend was weird like that. Only six weeks ago, she’d confessed that she wrote dirty ebooks and sold them on Amazon, a confession that both aroused and startled Dillon. 
 
   In their 11 short months together, he’d already discovered she was into some slightly-weird sex shit. He knew she sometimes jerked off to lesbian porn in secret. Knew she couldn’t cum in positions where he was in control. 
 
   You’ve probably let yourself in for some real 50 Shades style shit… Dillon thought as he yawned before the toilet, reached into his underpants and pulled his cock out, she’ll probably come back with some whips and chains and… and…
 
   And then he saw something that made him freeze and derailed his entire train of thought.
 
   His cock was getting smaller. 
 
   Before his eyes, it was shrinking, retracting into his body, becoming narrower and thinner. Dropping from an impressive 7 ½ inches to a pathetic 4 inches in a matter of seconds.
 
   As Dillon watched in disbelief it shrank from 4 inches to 3 inches… to 2 inches… to 1 inch… until his fingers could no longer clasp it and it looked like a tiny little stub.
 
   Holy fuck! He gaped at his disappearing manhood, what the hell…?
 
   In fright, he turned from the toilet, scrabbling at his dick, panic coursing through his mind.
 
   Then he accidentally glanced in the mirror and let out a scream. 
 
   His face was changing. In the hazy morning sunlight, he watched in disbelief as his manly jawline magically softened, his cheekbones became sharper, and his face took on a roundness and… softness he’d never seen before. 
 
   In horror, Dillon threw his hands up to his twisting, shifting face.
 
   Oh Jesus Christ, what is this? Am I hallucinating? Is this alcohol poisoning?
 
   Then he saw his hands and felt the last traces of his sanity blow away like leaves on the wind. 
 
   His hands were no longer his. Where seconds ago they’d been two big, manly things with thick fingers and dark hair dusting big knuckles, they were now small and dainty, with slender fingers and long nails. 
 
   As Dillon watched in disbelief a tiny speck of pink appeared in the middle of one nail, grew outwards, and suddenly he was wearing sparkly pink nail polish. 
 
   “Stop!” He yelled at his fingers, his mind whirling. “I-I order you to stop!”
 
   But it didn’t make any difference. 
 
   If anything, the changes picked up speed. 
 
   There was a hiss and Dillon’s big biceps deflated, leaving him with weak and willowy arms. A popping sound and his shoulders jumped inwards, losing their masculine broadness. A loud grinding and his hips pushed outwards, stretching away from his crotch. 
 
   A feeling gripped Dillon’s midriff, like someone tightening a belt. His sides yanked inwards, leaving him with a tight waist he could have almost fit his fingers round. There was a pause, then his six-pack dissolved, leaving a flat, soft belly that was springy to the touch. 
 
   I’m going mad… Dillon thought as he experimentally touched his new body, there’s no other explanation…
 
   But, deep down, he knew that wasn’t true. 
 
   Everything that was happening just felt too real.
 
   A sudden sensation of falling made him gasp out loud, like he was in an aircraft that had dropped 100ft without warning. He threw out his dainty new hands and realized he’d just lost over a foot in height. 
 
   He glanced at the bathroom and was distressed to see how alien it suddenly looked, like someone had hiked everything 13 inches up the walls while he wasn’t looking. 
 
   The changes had reached his lower-half now. With a painless crack, his feet snapped in towards his ankles, becoming two absurdly tiny things, their nails pink and polished. His legs elongated, shedding muscle and hair, until Dillon dizzily thought his entire body must basically be leg. 
 
   There was a sound like a wobble board and Dillon felt his butt suddenly inflate, jumping up and filling out, becoming pert and round and peach-like.
 
   Turning around, Dillon goggled over his shoulder at it and was horrified to see how it poked out, thrusting away from his body, smooth and hairless and… and sexy.
 
   Holy fuck, that’s the sort of ass you see in music videos! That’s not a man’s ass, that’s a… a…
 
   And then the penny dropped. 
 
   Slowly, unable to believe what was happening, Dillon looked down at his shrunken cock, now only a quarter of an inch long. It gave the tiniest twitch, like it was waving goodbye.
 
   “No…” he moaned out loud, “no… please don’t…”
 
   But it was too late. Before his eyes, his cock vanished inside his skin, taking his balls with it. 
 
   For a moment, there was nothing between Dillon’s legs but smooth skin. Then, with a sound like a zipper being undone, a line opened up; a slit with two plump lips guarding a moist little hole.
 
   It was now only too obvious where things were going. 
 
   He was turning into a girl.
 
   In dumb horror, Dillon looked up into the mirror.
 
   And screamed.
 
   He screamed as his stubble vanished, his nose shrank and his lips plumped up.
 
   He screamed as his eyes turned green, his hair turned blond and then exploded out his head, cascading over his shoulders and down his back like a waterfall. 
 
   He screamed as his Adam’s apple vanished and his voice shot up two octaves, until his scream was loud and high-pitched and feminine. 
 
   Lastly, he looked at his chest.
 
   In the excitement and horror of his transformation, he hadn’t noticed his pecs losing their hardness, becoming softer, flabbier. 
 
   Now, Dillon watched as they started to grow, swelling up gently, their nipples becoming long and pink and pointed.
 
   “No!” He squealed in his new, female voice, “for fuck’s sakes! Please not that!”
 
   Desperately, he grabbed at his expanding pecs with his dainty hands, tried to squash them back inside his skin. But it was useless.
 
   There was a sudden tension, and then Dillon’s pecs inflated like two balloons being blown up, knocking his hands away. They grew before his eyes, wobbling and jiggling as they expanded until they dangled from his chest, no longer pecs but breasts. Big, ripe, firm breasts.
 
   I’ve got tits! Dillon thought in numb horror, I’ve got fucking titties! Boobs. Breasts. Call ‘em what you like… I’ve got them!
 
   They kept right on growing before his eyes, passing a B Cup, passing a C cup… until they finally seemed to stop somewhere around a Double D. 
 
   Dillon looked at them in disbelief. His titties were so big that he could see them even looking directly ahead!
 
   With trembling hands he reached up and held them in his palms and was surprised to feel how firm they were. How pert.
 
   How tender they were. How good it felt to have them in his hands.
 
   Then it was over. His body gave one final spasm that made his big new boobs and butt jiggle like crazy and then the magic was gone. 
 
   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. 
 
   *
 
   “Jesus, Dillon! Are you OK?!”
 
   The deep, male voice cut through Dillon’s screams, making the hairs rise on the back of his slender new neck. There was the sound of footsteps pounding down the apartment, getting closer, closer…
 
   With a feeling of numb shock, like a girl in a dream, Dillon turned towards the bedroom…
 
   …and watched with a feeling of madness as he came bursting in. 
 
   “I heard you screaming,” Dillon’s own body panted before him, “I thought you might be…”
 
   His double cut off with a frown as Dillon shrank back from him, holding one girly hand out to ward him off, the other clutched across his big new boobies, trying to hide their pointy nipples from prying eyes.
 
   “Stay away from me!” He squeaked, cowering against the sink. “I-I’m warning you…!”
 
   “Jesus, Dillon,” his double frowned. “What the fuck has gotten into you?”
 
   In the depths of his fear, Dillion still had time to quickly marvel that he was getting called out for acting irrationally. 
 
   There’s nothing rational about any of this… how can I be over there? How…?
 
   And then Dillon’s double stepped forward, and Dillon saw what he was wearing.
 
   His muscular torso was encased inside an old sweater, his bulging biceps stretching the seams, pulling the sweater taut, showing off his muscles. 
 
   But his penis on the other hand…
 
   Inside his curvy new body, Dillon goggled at his double’s crotch. At the badly-stretched pair of lacy white see-thru panties encasing his big, thick cock. The pair of panties that belonged to…
 
   “Jasmine?” Dillon whispered in Jasmine’s voice.
 
   The other-Dillon before him grinned. 
 
   “Of course it is, dumbo. Who else could it be?”
 
   Dillon felt his pretty little mouth drop open. He gaped at Jasmine, smiling back at him from inside his own body, and gently shook his gorgeous little head. 
 
   “How…?”
 
   “Like I told you last night,” Jasmine grunted, stretching and experimentally flexing Dillon’s muscles as she did so. “Magic. I found that old spell book on eBay, remember?”
 
   Dillon simply stood there, saying nothing, his pouty red lips pressed shut.
 
   At the sight of Jasmine, flexing her bulging new biceps, he’d felt a strange little thrill run through his body that he wasn’t at all sure he liked. 
 
   “Man…” Jasmine was looking down at her new body now, a big grin on her face that made Dillon’s old body look slightly goofy, “I can’t believe it worked. This is incredible. I’ve always wanted to try having one of these.”
 
   At the word these, she reached down with one thick hand and grabbed at her fat new cock, bouncing it around in her palm. 
 
   To his distress, Dillon realized that he couldn’t take his eyes off his old body’s penis. There was something about its sheer size, something about its power…
 
   Before he could stop himself, Dillon realized that he’d gently crossed his bare legs, as if protecting his delicate new body from being invaded by Jasmine’s dick. 
 
   That’s not Jasmine’s dick, he thought, angrily, it’s mine. She… she stole it!
 
   “And all this testosterone!” Jasmine laughed, suddenly looking right at Dillon with a weird, almost wolf-like intensity, “looking at you, it’s like you’re not even human any more. Like you’re just some… some sweet piece of ass.”
 
   To Dillon’s astonishment, her eyes cheekily flickered down to his bare breasts, causing him to wrap his arm across them tighter. 
 
   Hey! He wanted to snap, my face is up here, remember?
 
   Not that Dillon could really talk. How many times had he openly leered at Jasmine’s breasts during an argument? How many times had he told her to get your sweet ass over here? 
 
   How many times had he thought of his girlfriend not as a human being, but as a great piece of ass to show off to his friends?
 
   With a scowl, Dillon opened his mouth,
 
   “Jasmine, what the fuck have you done to us?” He demanded, his voice high and shrill. 
 
   “Whaddya mean?” Jasmine still hadn’t taken her eyes off Dillon’s big new boobies. It was like she was hypnotized.
 
   “What do I mean?!” Dillon threw out his arms helplessly, “I mean, look at us! I’m you, and you’re… you’re…”
 
   Jasmine was looking at him with a strange smile on her face. For a second, Dillon had no idea what was going on. And then it struck him.
 
   While he was arguing, he’d taken his hands off his breasts. Now they dangled from his frame, ripe and loose and free, their nipples erect and pointing up into the air. 
 
   “For fucks’ sakes,” Dillon growled in his soft voice, putting his hands on his curvy hips, “they’re your tits! Can’t you stop staring and listen to me?”
 
   Jasmine shook her handsome head slightly, as if coming out of a daze. She glanced up at Dillon’s soft new face with a dashing smile.
 
   “Sorry, honey, wasn’t listening.”
 
   God, did I always look that handsome…?
 
   Dillon shook the thought away. Now wasn’t the time. 
 
   “You swapped our bodies,” he said, accusingly. “What the… I mean… I don’t even know what I mean! How could you do this, Jaz? It’s wrong!”
 
   For a second, Jasmine looked taken aback. Then suddenly her male brown darkened.
 
   “Damnit,” she growled, her deep voice vibrating through Dillon’s belly, making him feel all warm and tingly, “I knew you weren’t listening to me in that cab!”
 
   Now it was Dillon’s turn to look surprised.
 
   “What cab? Where?”
 
   And then, suddenly, the memory came flooding back. 
 
   Him and Jasmine, necking in the back of the taxi. Jasmine leaning in as he kissed her neck, whispering in his ear.
 
   “Hey, wouldn’t it be great if we could swap places?”
 
   “You mean the seat?” Dillon frowned, starting to hotch over, “sure…”
 
   “No, dummy,” Jasmine giggled, placing one tiny hand on his chest, “I meant, like, biologically.”
 
   As Dillon blinked drunkenly at her, she smiled her mischievous smile, leaned in again.
 
   “I’d be the man…” she whispered, letting her fingernails trace little circles across Dillon’s pecs as she did so, “and you…”
 
   Another giggle. 
 
   “You’d be the girl.”
 
   She started nibbling at his earlobe as she talked.
 
   “Just think,” Jasmine murmured, “I’d have your big, fat cock, and I’d use it to fuck your tight little pussy while you squealed and begged me for more. And when I was done, I’d pull out and cum right over your big, fat titties.”
 
   Her crotch was slowly grinding against Dillon’s, giving him a terrific boner. He tried to concentrate on the crazy shit his girlfriend was saying, but it was slipping away on a wave of drunkenness. 
 
   “How about it?” Jasmine was whispering, “how about we try it tomorrow…?”
 
   “Jasmine?” She whispered, playfully, in his ear. 
 
   The memory faded, vanishing beneath the waves of alcohol amnesia. Trapped inside the very body that had gotten him so hard last night, Dillon blinked at his girlfriend. 
 
   “But, you mean…” he whispered in Jasmine’s voice, “that was real…”
 
   Jasmine shrugged her broad, masculine shoulders, a carefree grin on her handsome face.
 
   That’s my handsome face,  Dillon corrected himself.
 
   “Of course it was. Don’t you remember me telling you about the spell book?”
 
   Dillon couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Spell books? Magic? It was horseshit. It had to be!
 
   Then he glanced down at the two big, pink breasts wobbling in front of him and decided to think about something else. 
 
   “In that case,” he said, pointing an accusing finger at his former body, “turn me back right now! I’m not spending another minute in your body, Jasmine! I want… I want to be me again!”
 
   “You don’t have a choice.” Jasmine clocked Dillon’s expression and sighed. “The spell lasts for 24 hours, OK? There’s no undo spell, so we’ve both just gotta wait it out. Besides…”
 
   A mischievous grin flitted across her features. It looked totally out of place on Dillon’s face.
 
   “You have to admit you look pretty hot right now.”
 
   Dillon started at his girlfriend in disbelief. Hot…?
 
   “Are you flirting with me?!” He snapped, surprised at how high his new voice went, “this is your body, remember? You can’t want to have sex with it!”
 
   “It used to be mine,” Jasmine corrected him, “but when I switched us, I switched more than just our bodies, you know.”
 
   A cocky look came into her brown eyes.
 
   “I switched our sexualities, too. That means I now want what you wanted: to see that body,” she pointed at Dillon, “on all fours, moaning as I pound this big, fat cock of mine into it.” 
 
   Her grin widened. 
 
   “And that means you now want…”
 
   But she didn’t have to finish. Already, Dillon knew exactly what she meant. 
 
   Images rose in his mind. Images of Jasmine fucking him roughly from behind while he squealed and moaned. Images of Jasmine, roughly twisting his nipples.
 
   Images of Jasmine, towering over him in her new body while he crouched on all fours and begged to suck her cock. 
 
   With a cry, Dillon clutched his hands to his head. He gave Jasmine a pleading look. 
 
   “It’s not true…” he whimpered, “I’d never… not with my own body!”
 
   “Bull-shit.” Jasmine smugly folded her arms, the sight of her thick, hairy forearms sending urgent signals deep into Dillon’s newly-female brain. “I’ve been watching you. You keep checking out my pecs. Looking at my shoulders.”
 
   “Don’t lie,” she added, as Dillon opened his mouth to protest, “that used to be my body, remember? I know exactly what it likes.”
 
   It was a lie. It had to be. There was no way Jasmine could make him turned on by his own body. No way she could make him dream of falling into those strong arms. Of kissing those lips… of letting himself be taken into the bedroom, pinned down and… and…
 
   With a helpless cry, Dillon realized that he was already fantasizing about the big, strong man stood before him. The 6ft4 athlete with the big biceps, bulging pecs, enormous cock and hairy legs. He was seeing himself as Jasmine saw him.
 
   And he couldn’t help but like what he saw. 
 
   “No…” he whimpered, miserably, “no… you can’t make me. I won’t…”
 
   In response, Jasmine slowly stepped forward. She stopped just in front of Dillon, looking down at his tiny body with a smirk on her handsome features.
 
   Trembling, Dillon looked up at her, aware that something elemental was happening inside of him. Aware that the magic was warping his weak, female mind.
 
   No… fight it, you have to fight it…
 
   Gently, Jasmine reached out. Clasped Dillon’s delicate new wrists in one of her large hands. She slipped the other around his slender waist, pulling him closer.
 
   Dillon tried to fight, tried to pull back. But it was a half-hearted effort.
 
   Slowly, he let himself be pulled into Jasmine’s embrace. Felt the hard muscles of her torso press up against his soft, tender breasts. Felt her big cock dig gently into his stomach. Let the masculine aroma of her sweat invade his nostrils, making his knees go week. 
 
   Jasmine reached up and ran a hand through his long blond hair, keeping Dillon’s hands pinned to his side. She slipped a finger under his chin and raised his pretty little head so he was looking deep into her eyes, her thumb pressed lightly against his pouty lips. 
 
   Dillon miserably tried to shake his head, but his movements were weak, mere token efforts.
 
   It was like Jasmine’s brown eyes, chiseled torso and handsome face had hypnotized his female body, drawing him in like a moth spiraling to its death in the soft glow of a flame. 
 
   Inside her new body, Jasmine gave Dillon a tender look, both vulnerable and masculine. He trembled in her arms, a weak, helpless girl at the mercy of a muscular god. 
 
   “You look so beautiful right now,” Jasmine whispered in Dillon’s voice, making his heart flutter in his generous chest. 
 
   I don’t want to be beautiful… Dillon thought, but the thought was lost on the drum of his heartbeat, on the blood coursing to the surface of his skin, in the gentle swelling of his new breasts.
 
   Like a girl in a daze, Dillon gently tilted his head back, feeling his long, blond hair tumble down his naked back, tickling him between his shoulder blades.
 
   His nipples were hard as bullets. A strange, soft warmth was enveloping his crotch. His legs were weak with desire.
 
   No… this was wrong. So, so wrong. He couldn’t be about to kiss another man. Especially when that man was himself. He couldn’t!
 
   So why did it feel so, so right?
 
   Dillon closed his eyes, feeling like a man falling off a precipice. Felt his bud-like lips gently part. 
 
   “Jasmine…” he whispered. 
 
   “Shh…” he heard his girlfriend reply in her deep, masculine voice. “Not another word…”
 
   She leaned forward, her body squashing against Dillon’s, sending a little thrill through him. Dillon had just enough time to wonder if this was really a good idea…
 
   And then they were kissing. 
 
   They kissed for what felt like forever, Jasmine’s tongue swirling roughly round the inside of Dillon’s mouth, her stubble scratching at his cheeks, while Dillon moaned and gently nibbled on her tongue, willing her to possess him, to make him hers. 
 
   This is wrong… Dillon thought helplessly as Jasmine held him against the sink, letting her tongue invade his throat, I can’t be getting turned on by kissing myself…
 
   But his body told a different story. 
 
   Already, Dillon could feel his new pussy becoming warm and wide and wet. Already, he could feel his nipples becoming as hard as bullets.
 
   Already, he could feel a desperate craving between his legs, a deep-seated desire to have Jasmine inside him. 
 
   At long last, the boy and girl broke apart, Jasmine with a cocky smile on her handsome face, Dillon with a dazed expression on his beautiful features. 
 
   As they looked at one another, Jasmine slowly let her free hand drift down Dillon’s back, until her fingertips were kneading the flesh of his pert new ass, each little squeeze stretching the walls of Dillon’s pussy, making him feel woozy with desire. 
 
   “We’re stuck in these bodies for the next twenty four hours, you know…” Jasmine whispered, her warm breath tickling Dillon’s soft cheeks, “and it is my twenty first birthday…”
 
   “So…?” Dillon breathed, desperately trying to concentrate as his new, female body came alive, reacting to Jasmine’s expert touch. 
 
   “So…” Jasmine smiled down at him, gently caressing his ass.
 
   She leaned down until their lips were almost touching again.
 
   “What’s say we have some fun?”
 
   *
 
   The bedroom looked different as Dillon padded back in, his big breasts jiggling softly with each step, like someone had subtly rearranged the furniture while they were in the bathroom. It took him a moment to realize that it was because he was now shorter than he had been.
 
   “Are you sure you wanna do this?” He whispered, wrapping his arms tight around his slender frame. Beneath his feet, the deep carpet felt almost supernaturally soft.
 
   It’s like I’m feeling things in 3D… he wondered, dazedly, are girls always this sensitive to touch, or is it just Jasmine…?
 
   “I’m sure.” Jasmine stepped up behind him, wrapping her newly-masculine arms around Dillon’s tight little waist. “Are you?”
 
   For a second, Dillon hesitated. Wondered if he shouldn’t just say no. Shouldn’t stop this charade and demand Jasmine apologize for transforming him without his permission.
 
   Then the feeling passed, swept away by the craving between his legs. He bit his lower lip and gently nodded. 
 
   “Good.” Jasmine’s voice was low in his ear, charged with masculine desire. “In that case…”
 
   Dillon suddenly felt her straighten up behind him.
 
   “Get on the bed.”
 
   Feeling like he was moving through treacle, Dillon climbed slowly onto their big double bed. He knelt on all fours, dazedly aware of the way his new body curved his ass high into the air. Of how his big breasts dangled so low their nipples grazed the bedsheets. 
 
   Is she gonna fuck me like this? Like a little bitch?
 
   “Roll over onto your back.”
 
   With a strange thrill at his newfound obedience, Dillon rolled over onto his back, his legs dangling off the edge of the bed, his long hair spreading out in a fan around him.
 
   He stared at the ceiling, dimly aware that he could feel a tiny bead of moisture trickling down the inside of his leg, from where his pussy was dripping wet.
 
   “Perfect.” 
 
   As Dillon lay there, looking up at the ceiling, Jasmine stepped forward, her strong, masculine body rising in his vision until she towered over him, like some ancient statue of a God, sculpted from purest marble. 
 
   At some point she’d taken her sweater off, and now her naked torso glistened in the morning sunlight, as strong and tempting as the most-powerful of drugs.
 
   “Now take your panties off.”
 
   “Yes master,” Dillon heard himself whisper. 
 
   With gentle hands, he reached out and slipped off his old, gray boxers, feeling them slide down his smooth legs to bunch up at his ankles.
 
   He kicked them off his dainty feet, then looked up at his muscular new boyfriend with a nervous, pleading expression. 
 
   “God…” Jasmine whispered in Dillon’s old voice, “you look so fucking hot like that. I had no idea how attractive I was…”
 
   Her words alone were enough to make Dillon whimper slightly, the female noise escaping his lips before he could stop it. 
 
   Gently, he reached up, let his long fingernails stroke Jasmine’s hips, trail across her muscular groin. 
 
   Her new body was incredible. Dillon wanted to do nothing but touch it and keep touching it until he had explored its every nook, every crevice. He’d always known he was a good-looking guy, but seeing himself through the eyes of a girl for the first time, the eyes of a straight girl…
 
   …well, let’s just say he’d had no idea just how hot he truly was.
 
   As Dillon lay there on his slender new back, letting his fingertips trail across Jasmine’s strong flesh, Jasmine slowly raised one large hand. She placed it, palm flat between Dillon’s legs, pressing its ball against his crotch. 
 
   The feeling of pressure was enough on its own to make Dillon let out a little squeak. Gooseflesh rose across his skin, tiny little pinpricks of pleasure that radiated out across his entire body. 
 
   Oh God, that felt so good…
 
   He raised his head slightly. Looked out from under his blond bangs at Jasmine’s strong torso. At her hand, pressed up against his newly-female crotch. At his own, large breasts rising upwards, awkwardly blocking his vision, their nipples pointed at the sky. 
 
   He looked at Jasmine’s big, fat cock, as hard as iron, jutting 7 ½ inches into the air, and felt a thrill run through him. 
 
   And then Jasmine started working her wrist, and all of Dillon’s thoughts vanished on a tidal wave of pleasure. 
 
   His girlfriend gently massaged his cunt, rubbing her large hand up and down against his mound, applying pressure with expert precision. At the same time, she ran her fingertips round the entrance to Dillon’s moist pussy, sending little shockwaves through his body that made him buck his hips and writhe and moan. 
 
   “There…” Jasmine smirked, looking down at him with delight in her eyes, “how does that feel?”
 
   Dillon closed his eyes, gasped and nodded his pretty little head. 
 
   He couldn’t lie. It felt wonderful. Every movement of Jasmine’s hand seemed to make his entire body shudder. Each time her fingertips teased his wet little hole, it was like a tiny pink firework had just exploded in his brain. 
 
   This was nothing like the pleasure you got from rubbing the tip of your cock as a man.
 
   This was like Dillon’s entire body was sinking into a warm pink cloud of pleasure that subsumed him entirely. 
 
   “Good?” Jasmine crooned. “Then, I guess my cute little girlfriend won’t mind if I do this to her.”
 
   At the word this, Jasmine suddenly sent a finger lancing deep inside Dillon’s pussy, making him open his eyes and cry out; a sharp, high-pitched gasp that echoed around their bedroom. 
 
   In dazed shock, Dillon looked down at his crotch, his blond hair lying across his vision in streaks, unable to believe what was happening.
 
   He had a finger inside him. A man’s finger. In his pussy. 
 
   And, God help him, it felt fantastic.
 
   Jasmine was curling her knuckles gently, letting her index finger slide slowly out of Dillon’s hole, then sending it firing back in. Each movement made Dillon’s breathing get shallower, more ragged. Made the warmth in his crotch spread out, becoming more urgent. 
 
   This is amazing…
 
   Not realizing he was about to do it, Dillon closed his eyes and raised his hands. He grasped his big new titties in his palms, shocked at how tender they were. Then, as Jasmine worked his pussy, he began to play with them. 
 
   It was a weird feeling at first. Unlike anything Dillon had ever felt before. 
 
   As a man, he’d never really thought of his chest as an erogenous zone. He was proud of his pecs, but that was about it.
 
   Now, however, it was like his breasts had a hotline direct to his brain’s pleasure centers. 
 
   With soft gasps escaping his pouty lips, Dillon gently squeezed his breasts, pinching his nipples, squashing his big boobies together. 
 
   The effect was electric. The feeling in his chest combined with the sensations in his crotch to make his pleasure sharper. Stronger. 
 
   Without any input from his brain, Dillon’s new body began to buck its hips. Arch its back. To writhe. To moan. 
 
   Whether he liked it or not, Dillon could no longer deny that he was a woman in the throes of overwhelming pleasure. 
 
   “Fuck…” Jasmine’s deep, male voice lanced through him like electricity, making him feel tingly all over, “oh fuck, looking at you play with those big fat tits of yours is making me so fucking hard…” 
 
   At the sound of her words, Dillon’s eyes flew open. He lifted himself up and looked helplessly down his body, at the enormous prick Jasmine was working with her spare hand.
 
   There was something about it… something about its shape… Just looking at it was making Dillon feel tingly, but also lacking… like there was something missing…
 
   Then, suddenly, he realized exactly what his new body wanted to do. 
 
   With a force that surprised both of them, Dillon let go of his beautiful breasts, pushed himself into a sitting position on the edge of the bed. 
 
   Jasmine’s thick finger was still lancing into his pussy; Dillon could feel it stretching the walls. He looked at his new boyfriend through woozy eyes, aware his breasts were hot and swollen, aware he must look so fucking hot right now.
 
   Then he gently pulled his hips back, letting Jasmine’s finger slide out his cunt, leaving a dull craving between his legs. She stood up straight, looking at Dillon through eyes half-lidded with desire.
 
   “Dillon…?” She began.
 
   Dillon put a finger to his pouty lips, amazed to hear a little giggle escape his throat. Then he reached out and grasped hold of Jasmine’s enormous cock, pulling her towards him. 
 
   Dillon’s old dick was like a club in his new hands. A big, fat thing that throbbed and glistened and made him feel dizzy. A big, thick vein stood out on one side, pulsing in time with Jasmine’s heartbeat. 
 
   Inside his pretty little head, Dillon realized what his body was about to do at the last second.
 
   Wait… no… we can’t…
 
   But the voice seemed to come from somewhere far away and unimportant. 
 
   With a smile, Dillon leaned forward, kissed his boyfriend on the tip of the cock. Then he smiled up at Jasmine, bit his lower lip.
 
   “Happy birthday, baby,” he whispered. 
 
   Then he parted his red, bud-like lips, leaned forward, and took Jasmine’s dick deep inside his mouth. 
 
   The sensation was odd at first, unlike anything Dillon had ever experienced. He could see Jasmine’s fat shaft, sticking out from between his ruby lips. See her pubic thatch, coiled right before his eyes.
 
   Oh my God, I’m sucking dick. I’m actually sucking dick!
 
   For a second, he was tempted to spit it out. To shake his head and say to Jasmine no!
 
   The feeling passed. Wrapping his lips round his teeth, Dillon began to bob his head back and forth, taking his boyfriend’s cock deep inside him. 
 
   The moment he started, Dillon’s objections immediately crumbled. Sucking dick was fantastic! The feeling of having someone’s cock in your mouth was wonderful, like you existed only to give them pleasure. 
 
   High above he heard Jasmine let out a low groan, a sound that sent tingles running through his pussy. 
 
   With a feeling of abandonment, Dillon grabbed hold of Jasmine’s hips and started thrusting his head, determined to deep throat, determined to suck that big, fat cock like the whimpering little sissy bitch he was. 
 
   He moved his pretty little head rhythmically, savoring the strange, salty taste of dick. Savoring the feeling of feminine servility washing over him. With each jerk, he felt Jasmine’s balls bounce off his chin, felt her prick tickle the back of his throat.
 
   It was the most demeaning thing he’d ever done. The most utterly, horribly female moment in Dillon’s whole 36 years of life.
 
   And he was loving it. 
 
   With a little whine, Dillon slipped Jasmine’s cock out his mouth, rubbed it all over his face, luxuriating in the beads of pre-cum that stuck to his cheeks, to his lips. 
 
   His gently ran his tongue around the edge of Jasmine’s bell, smiling happily when he heard her groan loudly. 
 
   Then he opened his mouth and took her right back inside. 
 
   The feeling of warmth was building up in Dillon’s crotch now. As he kept thrusting his head, he dropped one hand down between his thighs. Felt the marshy warmth of his pussy beneath his palm.
 
   For a second, Dillon hesitated. Not knowing how far he was prepared to go. Not knowing what sort of memories he’d be comfortable with once he was back in his own body.
 
   Then he mentally shrugged, curled his wrist, and sent two fingers plunging deep inside himself. 
 
   The sensation was enough to make him cry out loud, almost gagging on Jasmine’s dick. Dillon’s long fingers lanced deep into his new womb, curling up inside his body, making him feel like fainting. 
 
   He was being invaded in two holes at once, and it was wonderful. The warmth in Dillon’s pussy, the sensation of Jasmine’s dick in his mouth… all of it combined to give him the greatest feeling of pleasure he’d ever experienced. 
 
   Why has no-one told me this before? Dillon mentally sobbed to himself as he slobbered over Jasmine’s dick, why has no-one ever told me how amazing it is to be a girl?
 
   Instinctively, he opened his two fingers, gently scissoring himself. The feeling was enough to make him cry out all over again, the sound muffled by Jasmine’s thick cock as it drove ever-deeper into his throat, making Dillon gag, the watering of his eyes mixing with his tears of happiness. 
 
   “Oh God, baby…” he heard Jasmine growl, “you’re so good at sucking dick…”
 
   Dillon felt one hand reach down, start stroking his long, blond hair.
 
   “But I’ve got something else I wanna try…”
 
   Then her fingers gripped Dillon’s hair so tight he cried out, and then Jasmine was pulling her penis out his mouth, leaving Dillon to look pleadingly up at her, his fingers still darting in and out of his hole.
 
   “But…” he whimpered in his high-pitched voice, “but…”
 
   Then Jasmine winked at him, grabbed him by the shoulders and threw him onto the floor.
 
   He landed on the soft, white carpet with a bump, his big breasts dangling, getting his hands out to break his fall just in time. Confused, Dillon pushed himself up onto all fours…
 
   Then felt Jasmine lower herself onto the carpet behind him.
 
   “I’ve always wanted to do this…” he heard her growl. 
 
   A hand gripped his hip, raising his pert, naked ass up. At the last second, Dillon realized what was about to happen.
 
   “Wait!” He yelped, “no… I’m not ready for-!”
 
   That, he’d meant to say. But it was too late.
 
   As Dillon squealed and protested, Jasmine roughly angled his nubile body, shifted her weight, and then her dick was plunging deep into Dillon’s pussy, deep into his womb. 
 
   Unable to pull himself away from Jasmine’s grasp, unwilling to beg her to stop, Dillon had no choice but to bury his face in his arms, close his eyes, and let his new boyfriend fuck his tight little pussy as his body screamed and moaned and writhed. 
 
   I have to be dreaming…  Dillon whimpered inside himself, this has to be a dream…
 
   Then he opened his eyes and saw his big boobies bouncing with each thrust of Jasmine’s hips. Felt her heavy balls thwacking up against his clit. Felt her big dick, drilling into his womb, making him scream with pleasure; and he knew.
 
   No dream was ever this good. 
 
   Dillon finally came with the force of a thousand suns, his entire body trembling as he closed his eyes and screamed and screamed and screamed for what felt like eternity. 
 
   This wasn’t the pathetic little squirt you got as a man. 
 
   This was like his whole body was coming and would never stop.
 
   His orgasm peaked once, twice, three times, and then he was floating down to earth, wrapped in a blissful pink cloud, his vision woozy and his entire body tingling. 
 
   For a second, he was confused to find Jasmine still pounding away at his pussy, and then he remembered: sex was different as a girl. As a man, he’d stop the second he orgasmed. 
 
   As a girl, he could go right on getting fucked for as long as Jasmine felt like screwing him.
 
   He’d just had this weird thought, when suddenly Jasmine went stiff behind him. She gave a ferocious grunt, and then she was pulling out of him, leaving Dillon feeling confused and dizzy and horny.
 
   “Baby?” He whispered, his breath coming out in gasps. “Wha-?”
 
   And then Jasmine’s rough hands were grabbing his hips, urgently rolling him onto his slender back. Dillon had just enough time to look up at her powerful, muscular form and then Jasmine gave a tiny sigh and jets of sticky white cum were shooting over Dillon’s big fat titties, covering him in spunk. 
 
   Instinctively, Dillon sat up, squeezing his breasts together, letting Jasmine come all over his cleavage, coating him in white hot sperm.
 
   She shot jets and jets off the stuff over his chest, and when she was done, Dillon leaned forward and greedily lapped it all up, licking Jasmine’s cum off his tits like the horny housewife in some dirty porno.
 
   Oh God… oh God that tastes so good…
 
   And then it was over. As one, the happy couple collapsed in each other’s arm, falling onto the deep carpet in a tangle of limbs, goofy grins splitting both their faces.
 
   Without realizing he was going to do it, Dillon nestled his pretty head against his old chest, shivering in delight at the way Jasmine automatically held him in her arms, making him feel small, protected, safe. 
 
   How was I ever into being a man? He dazedly wondered, being a girl is so much better…
 
   For a long time, the two lay there in silence, the only sound the sound of their ragged breathing, coming out Dillon’s mouth in girly gasps, coming out Jasmine’s in manly grunts. 
 
   Then, at long last, Jasmine began to laugh.
 
   “Know something, baby?” She said, absent-mindedly stroking Dillon’s long hair, “that was the best birthday sex I ever had!”
 
   Nestled in her strong arms, Dillon felt a thrill run through his body. He closed his eyes and smiled.
 
   “Me too,” he whispered in his soft new voice, “me too.”
 
   To his astonishment, he realized that he really meant it. 
 
   *
 
   The next morning, Dillon lay curled up in bed with a smile on his face, lazily watching out the corner of his eye as Jasmine flipped through her spell book, looking for the reverse spell.
 
   Jasmine’s birthday had been incredible. In the last 24 hours, Dillon had had more, and better, sex than he’d ever had in his life.
 
   After their first fuck, the two had lain together in each other’s arms until they were ready to go again. Then Dillon had clambered onto Jasmine’s cock, and rode it until he had an orgasm stronger than anything he’d ever experienced.
 
   And that had only been the beginning. As the day unfolded, Dillon had given Jasmine a blowjob (which had been wonderful), a handjob, jerked her off by pressing his big boobs together and rubbing them up and down her cock (which had been mainly weird), and let her fuck him in endless kink y positions. 
 
   Now, lying here, his pussy all sore, waiting to be turned back into a man again, Dillon found himself vaguely wishing that they’d got a chance to try anal.
 
   Oh well, there’s always next year...
 
   The thought made him smile. He had no doubt they’d do this again. 
 
   “Uh-oh.”
 
   At the sound of his old voice, loaded with worry, Dillon gently raised his head.
 
   “Something up, baby?” He asked in his high-pitched, girly voice.
 
   I’m gonna miss talking like this… he thought, idly. For some reason, he was already starting to think of Jasmine’s female voice as ‘his’.
 
   “Erm… I don’t want you to panic,” Jasmine said, still staring at the spell book, “but I might have said the spell kinda wrong…”
 
   At her words, Dillon pulled himself into a sitting position, hugging his bare legs, his heavy, naked breasts dangling from his slender frame. 
 
   “How so?”
 
   “Well…” Jasmine went on, “it looks like there are different, uh, levels of the spell. The lowest changes you for a day, but the next one up changes you for a whole week.”
 
   “A week?!” Dillon yelped.
 
   He looked down at his new body. At its curves and kinks and soft, squishy bits. He shuddered slightly. 
 
   He’d enjoyed himself alright, and had wanted to stay in this body longer, but the idea of being stuck as Jasmine for a whole week was…
 
   “Yeah, about that.” Jasmine’s deep voice derailed his train of thought, “I might have, erm, got things upside down.”
 
   She gave Dillon a guilty look.
 
   “I said the highest level spell by accident,” she said. “The one that takes the, uh, longest to undo.”
 
   “How long is that?” Dillon asked, a feeling of unreality washing over him.
 
   Am I gonna have to be Jasmine for a month? A year? Oh God, I’m gonna have periods! We didn’t use protection yesterday… what if I get pregnant? That’s long enough to have a baby!
 
   An image flashed through his head, of his legs help up in stirrups while he forced a baby out from his birth canal. 
 
   Oh God…
 
   “Tell me!” He squeaked when Jasmine stayed silent, her face drawn and worried. “A year? Two years?”
 
   “Worse than that.” Jasmine gave him an apologetic look. “The highest level is meant to be used on your enemies, I guess. People you hate. As such…”
 
   She sighed. Her broad shoulders slumped.
 
   “It lasts for one hundred years,” she whispered.
 
   In the silence that followed, Dillon looked down at his new body. At the body that would be his until the day he died. 
 
   He was Jasmine now. Beautiful, sexy, mischievous, horny Jasmine. Her body would now be his for the rest of his life. 
 
   Like it or not, he was permanently trapped as a girl. 
 
   With slow movements, Dillon looked up at Jasmine, watching him from inside her handsome, muscular male body with a shocked expression that matched how Dillon felt. 
 
   He gently licked his lips.
 
   “So…” he whispered in his soft voice, “you’re saying that we’ll be stuck like this until 2116?”
 
   Jasmine nodded.
 
   “Yeah, if we live that long.”
 
   “In that case…” Dillon looked at his old body, at the body that had been stolen from him. The sculpted male body with its broad shoulders, bulging biceps, visible six pack...
 
   …and big, wonderful cock.
 
   A slow smile crept over his face. He leaned back against the pillow, spread his legs wide, showing his new boyfriend his pussy; the pussy he was stuck with from now until the day he died.
 
   “In that case,” he purred, “how about we have some fun?”
 
   For a second, Jasmine simply stared at him. Then a big smile broke across her handsome face.
 
   “Y’know something?” She said, shaking her head, “I had a feeling you were gonna say that.”
 
   Then she got to her feet, pulled down her boxers and took something long and hard and thick in her hands. 
 
   Thirty minutes later, as Dillon lay on his back, trying not to cry with happiness as his boyfriend fucked his tight little pussy, he realized how glad he was that Jasmine had got the spells mixed up.
 
   The End.
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   Free Story: the Goodest Girl at Summer Camp
 
   It was a hot July night when Ben made his terrible mistake. 
 
   He’d left the staff cabin at Summer Falls in disgust after Amy brought out her bottle of gin. The 18-year old blond was always doing stuff that would get them in trouble, and it drove Ben up the wall.
 
   “Damnit, Amy!” He’d yelled in exasperation, not caring that the other camp leaders were rolling their eyes behind his back, “we’re not supposed to drink. That’s the rules, OK?”
 
   “Jesus, Ben, chill out!” Amy’s light little laugh had made him even more annoyed, “the senior leaders are all gone, right? So. Let’s have some fun.” 
 
   “Breaking the rules,” Ben had snapped, “is never fun.”
 
   “Christ, Ben,” Amy’s boyfriend Josh had muttered, “don’t you ever unwind?”
 
   Ever since he started working at the camp, 22-year old Ben had gotten a reputation as a guy with a stick up his ass. He policed the dorms religiously at night, making sure none of the young girls they were in charge of were talking. When he found girls breaking the rules, he always called their parents. 
 
   “You need to go easy, OK? Tracey and Mattie are already scared of you.”
 
   Tracey and Mattie were a couple of 10-year old brats who liked to giggle when Ben was trying to teach them how to whittle wood or play guitar. Ever since he’d caught them playing at being witches one night, Ben had done his utmost to make sure the duo behaved. 
 
   Why, just this morning, he’d forced them to go in different teams for the hike. The two besties had stared at him with a hatred Ben wasn’t sure he liked, but what were they gonna do, right? 
 
   “The only kids who have to be scared of me,” Ben had replied, loftily, “are the ones who won’t behave. The good girls have nothing to fear.”
 
   “Now.” Ben had crossed his arms. “Are you gonna put that away, or do I have to report you all?”
 
   The gales of laughter that followed had sent Ben storming off into the night, angry at having been shown up.
 
   Now here he was, stomping through the dark towards the girls’ cabins, swearing under his breath.
 
   “Fucking little bitch… thinks she’s so cool… just wait, just wait till I report them…”
 
   As he passed like a shadow between the cabins, Ben noticed a light in one window. A kind of blue, thrumming light that seemed to pulse and crackle. 
 
   That’s Mattie and Tracey’s cabin… He thought, uneasily, what are they up to in there?
 
   Then his expression hardened.
 
   Gossiping after lights out, huh? I’ll show them!
 
   His thick hands bunched into fists, Ben quietly crept over to the cabin. He gripped the door handle with his fingers, took a deep breath…
 
   …and burst into the room!
 
   “Hey, you two better… what the hell?”
 
   On the floor, Tracey and Mattie sat looking at him in their night clothes with strange grins on their faces. But that wasn’t made Ben’s mouth drop open or his eyes go wide as dinner plates.
 
   In the space between the two girls was a glowing ball of blue light. It hung above the floor, shimmering and pulsing, like a globe made of pure energy. 
 
   Ben stared at it and weakly shook his head.
 
   “What is that?”
 
   The two girls gave him a malevolent smile.
 
   “It’s magic,” Tracey declared, a glint of something dark and terrifying in her eyes.
 
   “And we made it just for you,” Mattie added.
 
   “Don’t be silly!” Ben snapped, “there’s no such thing as magic. Now get to bed, both of you. Only bad girls stay up and talk like this!”
 
   The two girls exchange a smile.
 
   “We’re not bad girls,” Tracey giggled, “we’re witches. Real witches. And you…”
 
   She pointed an accusing finger at Ben.
 
   “Are a bad man who ruins our fun!”
 
   “That’s enough!” Ben shouted. “I’m… I’m going to get you both thrown out of camp. I’m not a bad man!”
 
   Mattie giggled.
 
   “You’re right.” Her eyes flashed as she spoke, “when we’re finished with you, you definitely won’t be a man anymore…!”
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   Like what you’ve read? Then you’ll love this free extract from Lisa Change’s kinky series of gender-transformation and taboo sex…
 
   A Mile in Her Panties
 
   Without a word, Dwight gently closed his fingers round the bottom of his t-shirt. Then he pulled the whole thing off over his shaved head, and Zach heard himself gasp out loud.
 
   Dwight’s body was magnificent. His torso was like that of a God, an Adonis, sculpted from black marble and meant to be worshipped.
 
   He had a visible six pack, muscular pecs, and shoulders that were so broad and powerful they made Zach in his little girl-body feel like fainting. His biceps were enormous, the veins in his arms standing out like dark cords wrapped around his muscles.
 
   It was the body of a real man. A man who could make women do whatever he wanted them to. The sort of man Zach could never have been.
 
   And the sight of it made him feel extremely glad he’d been turned into a girl.
 
   Without being aware he was doing it, Zach gently raised one long-nailed hand. He placed it, palm flat, against Dwight’s powerful chest, feeling the black man’s raw power. Let his fingers drift down over his torso, his mouth suddenly dry.
 
   Between Zach’s legs, a tiny bead of moisture trickled out his wet cunt. In his bra, his nipples were hard as bullets.
 
   Dear God, he’s so fucking hot…
 
   “Like what you see?” Dwight’s deep voice seemed to vibrate in the pit of Zach’s stomach, making him shiver. “White girls usually do.”
 
   “What about…” Zach swallowed. His mouth was dry. He was dizzy. He couldn’t think straight.
 
   It was like the sight of male flesh was sending his girl-body crazy.
 
   “What about the rest of it?” He whispered at last. He slipped his hand hopefully inside the elastic of Dwight’s sweatpants.
 
   Oh fuck… I could touch his dick right now if I wanted to. I could take it out and put it in my mouth and he wouldn’t even try to stop me…
 
   Dwight grinned down at helpless little Zach. He slowly shook his smooth, shaved head.
 
   “Not yet,” he whispered.
 
   Zach had to stop himself from moaning out loud in despair. He’d never felt this horny in his life before. Never felt this much trepidation.
 
   The smell of Dwight’s sweat was in his nostrils, confusing him, making his body come alive with female, animal passions. If the black man were to suddenly turn him away now, he thought he might go mad.
 
   Instead, Dwight reached out. His two large, thick hands settled over Zach’s curvy hips. With remarkable ease, he gently pulled Zach towards him. Pulled him closer until their bodies were touching. Until Zach’s face rested against his powerful chest, and he could feel Dwight’s erect penis pressing into his soft belly.
 
   With woozy eyes, Zach looked up at the strong, powerful man holding him. Felt his rough, thick fingers, gently kneading the flesh of Zach’s pert little ass. His heart hammered in his chest.
 
   “Dwight…” he managed to squeak.
 
   “Shh.” The black man responded.
 
   Then he gently leaned forwards, and suddenly they were kissing.
 
   It was the first time Zach had ever been kissed by another man before. Dwight’s tongue swirled around the inside of his mouth, rudely pushing his pouty lips apart, possessing him, making him his.
 
   Zach gently nibbled on it, devouring it like a foreign delicacy, shocked at how good it felt. How incredible it felt it be roughly kissed by a strong and dominant male.
 
   Why did no-one ever tell me this? He thought, wildly, why did no-one ever tell me how amazing men are? I would’ve gone gay years ago!
 
   At last, the two men pulled apart, their breathing ragged. Zach looked up at Dwight through eyes fogged with pleasure, taking in his handsome face, his muscular chest, the vast erection straining at the fabric of his pants.
 
   Between Zach’s legs, his pussy had opened its hole nice and wide. His panties were soaked through, and his cunt was desperate for dick.
 
   “Now.” Dwight growled, his eyes alive with fiery passion. “Take it off.” 
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   Swapped for the Prom
 
   As his shallow breath caught in his throat, Ryan watched in dazed amazement from inside the locker as his best friend 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.
 
   I thought girls weren’t meant to get like this, he thought, dizzily, the sight of Chester’s strong arms seeing to invade every part of his brain, do they lie about it or something?
 
   This craving he felt right now was stronger than any he’d ever felt as a man. It seemed to light up the edges of his consciousness with a fizzing fire, making rational thought impossible.
 
   Suddenly, Ryan realized what he was about to do. 
 
   With slow, careful movements, he felt his dainty hands drop down to his crotch. Felt the rough weave of his pink panties beneath his fingertips. 
 
   Like a girl in a trance, he slipped his fingers inside his panties, until his pussy sat in his palm, warm and soft and moist. 
 
   A drumbeat seemed to echo around inside Ryan’s skull. Outside his bros were talking again, but it was like their voices were coming from another dimension. In here there was nothing but his muffled breathing, the warm, forgiving darkness, and the hypnotic warmth inside his crotch. 
 
   Ryan hesitated, knowing he should stop right now. Knowing he should close his eyes and wait until Chester had left, then get out this locker and go running back to reality.
 
   But he also knew he was too far gone for that now. 
 
   Gently, Ryan began to rub the ball of his hand up against his crotch. He did it on instinct, guided by his new body. 
 
   For a second, he was surprised that he hadn’t just snuck a finger inside himself – that was what girls liked, wasn’t it? Then the pleasure hit and he didn’t think of anything at all…
 
    
 
   Continue reading at Amazon.com…
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Also by Lisa Change
 
   *
 
   She Turned Him Into a Virgin Bride
 
   (The #1 Amazon Bestseller – transgender erotica)
 
   If you could give up everything you’ve ever known to become the woman of your dreams, would you do it?

For regular guy Darren, the choice isn’t his to make. After abandoning his fiancée at the altar, he runs away with his new girlfriend, only to discover an impossible curse has been placed upon them. Somehow, Darren is being magically transformed from a macho male into a beautiful, blushing virgin bride. Dressed in a gorgeous wedding dress and trapped at an expensive hotel, Darren’s about to find out what it’s like to be the one waiting at the altar. Even worse, his handsome new husband-to-be seems VERY familiar…

Lisa Change’s brand new novel-length tale of gender swap revenge features a transformation scene so wonderfully detailed, you’ll be convinced you are the one turning into a girl. Join Darren on his heart-stopping erotic journey from cheating alpha male to blushing bride forced to marry, and fall in love with, the man of his dreams. 
 
    
 
   Buy now at Amazon.com. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Belonging to the Billionaire
 
   Billionaire Blake Stonehouse is used to having it all: cars, clothes, girls. But when a casual fling with his secretary gets out of hand, his trophy wife Karen unleashes a curse that will change this macho man’s life forever. She turns him into a beautiful 22-year old girl!

Trapped as submissive blond bimbo Maria, it’s now Blake’s turn to find out what it feels like to a billionaire’s piece of smokin’ hot arm candy. But his new boss has some kinky plans in store for Blake. Plans that involve him turning him into the perfect secretary: A busty bimbo who will do anythinga strong man tells her to… 

Will Blake be able to escape Karen’s cruel curse? Or will he spend the rest of his life trapped as the billionaire’s bimbo secretary?
 
    
 
   Buy now at Amazon.com. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Turned into His Best Friend’s Girlfriend
 
   Sometimes, the impossible can happen…

For college Casanova Will, it seems like a nightmare. Somehow, an unbelievable curse placed on him by his ex-girlfriend is forcing him to slowly change into the prettiest girl on campus. Once a sexist player who cheated on his partners, Will now finds himself trapped as the beautiful, bimbo girlfriend of a macho male. Worse, his dashing new boyfriend looks VERY familiar…

Lisa Change’s latest novel-length tale of gender-swap revenge and taboo romance is one of her longest yet! It features a deliciously detailed transformation scene, as Will slowly loses his manhood and becomes cute college chick Wendy. Join this uncomprehending male on his kinky erotic journey from cheating chauvinist to beautiful, obedient girlfriend, as he’s forced to fall in love with – and sexually service – his own best friend.
 
    
 
   Buy now at Amazon.com.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   About the Author
 
   Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression. 
 
   If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you... 
 
   To see hot new releases, 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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