
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

   
   
   
 This book copyright Lisa Change, 2019 © 
 Extract copyright Lisa Change, 2019 © 
 All rights reserved.  
 Front cover image via Pixabay. Used under a Public Domain license.    
   
 This ebook was made possible by my $3+ Patrons: 
 Kim Madcock 
 J-SYN 
 Dustin Chen 
 Memorandist 
 Paul Stephen Howard 
 Neoc128 
 FLA 
 Jeanna Lawrence 
 




It was a chilly evening as Andy stepped out the front door of his apartment, the cool breeze making his bare legs shiver slightly and teasing at the hem of his short, revealing black dress. 
 For a second, he dearly wished he could go back upstairs and pluck one of those expensive fur coats from his closet, but he dismissed the thought almost as soon as it had formed. 
 He could no more dress warm tonight than he could suddenly start flying. He needed to look his best, and that meant looking revealing. Sexy. 
 Anything less and he might fail in his mission. 
 And failure would mean… 
 Well. He just had to focus on the weight on his head or the clasp of the lacy bra strap closed under his chin to remember what failing meant. 
 No, better not to think about such things. Better just to start walking. 
 After all, you never knew who was listening. 

Tapa…tapa…tap

 The long, stiletto heels of Andy’s new shoes tapped out a rhythm on the sidewalk as he wobbled on them, still a little unsteady, even after all these years.  
 His long, dark hair flowed out behind him, framing his supermodel looks. 
 With a dazzling smile fixed to his face – a face that was all sharp cheekbones and button nose, and seductive dark eyes – Andy made his way along the tree-lined street, towards the city center. Trying to ignore the way his hips were wiggling with each step. The feel of his lacy panties, clinging tight to his bum. 
 Trying to ignore the way his outsized breasts bounced and jiggled with every step, wobbling in their two bras. 

Dear Leon, I thank you for this beautiful evening, Andy thought automatically, barely even aware his mind was forming the words, I thank you for my date tonight, for giving a silly slut like me something to live for…

 Strangers passed him on the street, identical smiles fixed to their faces. Men and women, all beautiful, all dressed in the skimpiest of clothes. 
 All of them thinking their own happy, positive thoughts too. As everyone on the planet did, every waking moment of every single day. 
 You just had to look around you to see what happened if you ever forgot to stop praising Him. 
 High above the city street, electronic billboards shone, beaming down images of the day’s transformations, intercut with the few adverts Leon still allowed. 
 Coming to a stop at an intersection, Andy happened to glance up, felt his smile twitch slightly. 

Oh wow…! He thought, consciously trying to sound enthusiastic, they’re finally showing it!

 High above, a dark-haired woman was posing seductively on the giant screen, an angel in the city’s darkness. 
 She was slender, with olive skin, long legs and eyes that were like two pools of night.  
 Her long, dark hair fluttered out behind her, an effect the ad guys had created by sticking an electric fan right under his nose, Andy dimly recalled. 
 She was dressed only in a matching 3 piece set of lacy pink underwear.  
 As she pouted, the supermodel ran her hands over her perfect wide hips, up over her swollen, GG breasts, and up through her dark hair. 
 Far below on the street, Andy watched with eyes that weren’t his own – that hadn’t been his own for decades – as the billboard lady’s hands finally clasped the huge, heavy breasts growing from her head, squeezing them together inside their bra as she gave the camera a smoldering look.  
 LEON’S PERFECT GIRLS, the blocky white words swept across the screen. YOU’VE GOT MORE, SO FLAUNT IT. 
 On the street, Andy gave a little snort, pressing the back of one dainty hand to his lips. 
 “God, I actually remember filming that…” He said, barely even aware he was talking out loud. 
 Beside him, the crowd that had gathered, waiting for the light gave him terrified smiles, edged slowly away, not wanting to associate with one of Leon’s creations. With one of his freaks. 
 Not that Andy noticed.  
 He was still too lost in his memories of that day. 

It looks so sexy up there, but trust me, making it was anything but…

 He could still remember the chill in the studio as he’d gotten changed into that lacy underwear, slowly slipping those panties over his smooth legs as the all-male crew leered at his naked, feminine form. 
 Still remember how weird it felt, trying to sexily run his hands across his heavy breasts for the camera, like a natural-born supermodel. 
 Even though this had been his tenth commercial since Leon had punished Andy with head tits, it had still taken something like a bazillion takes to get right. 
 It had been his fault, of course. Andy guessed that, after two centuries trapped as a heart-stoppingly beautiful woman, he should be used to acting sexy. To posing.  
 But he’d found he just couldn’t pout and smolder like that without cracking up. 
 The faces of the crew hadn’t helped. The way their lecherous smiles had transformed into half-hidden horror as they realized they might not finish on schedule. That they may have to tell one of Leon’s Earthly representatives that they’d failed him. 
 That they might end the day looking like Andy. Or even worse. 
 The light changed. The people stood at the intersection quickly crossed, looking away from Andy, desperate not to catch his eye, those wide, scared grins still attached to their faces. 
 With a little giggle, Andy crossed behind them, half tempted to call out to one of them, to watch as they jumped with terror.    
 But he wasn’t cruel. Not these days. So he just kept on walking, barely even noticing the way all the billboards he passed suddenly switched to playing his advert, as if by magic. 
 LEON’S PERFECT GIRLS… 
 The tagline was a tease, one that was meant to make Andy feel like screaming (or so he guessed, it was always hard to tell with Leon, even when he was still human). 
 The words the God of this world had spoken, right before his first-ever transformation. Right before he changed the universe. 

“You were a bad man, Andy, and a bad friend. So, guess what? Now you’re going to be the perfect girl.” 

 And then the click of his fingers, followed by the horrible feeling as Andy’s 18-year old male body warped and twisted itself to his God’s will, becoming the curvy, feminine, beautiful form he’d been forced to live in ever since. 
 LEON’S PERFECT GIRL… 
 Andy shook his head, making his black hair flick outwards like a fan and his head tits wobble mockingly. 

Leon’s first transformation. How much has changed since then…

 All he needed to do was glance back up to see how the city skyline had changed beyond recognition since they were teenagers together. 
 How gigantic statues of Leon now stood on every street corner, a cruel little grin on his handsome, marble features as he pointed down at the scuttling humans below, frozen in the act of transforming someone. 
 How the stars now spelt out his name, glowing so bright they were visible even in the day. 
 How every surface broadcast endless images of the people transformed in the last twenty four hours, for breaking the rules, or for thinking bad thoughts, or just because Leon thought it was fun. 
 But Andy didn’t glance up. What would be the point? 
 Instead, he kept on walking, his cold, bare arms clasped across his swollen chest, his purse clutched in one hand as he made his way towards what he hoped would be his last date. 
 Not that there was much chance of that…

 A yellow cab swished by, blaring its horn. The muscular hunk of a driver leaned out and yelled something, probably at him.  
 Andy gave a tiny sigh.  
 This was still something he was getting used to, the level of abuse random strangers sometimes gave Leon’s freaks, probably hoping they were currying favor with their God.  
 Oh well, let them shout. It’s not like he hadn’t sometimes laughed at or spat on these poor unfortunates, back before Leon had clicked his fingers again and made Andy’s heavy new tits erupt from his head. 
 Now it was his turn to discover what life was like as one of the damned. 
 Andy’s high heeled feet automatically came to a stop. The gorgeous young woman who’d once been an 18-year old boy blinked, ran a hand through his long hair.  
 Before him, the fancy restaurant gave off a warm glow, its wide picture windows tastefully half-obscured by hanging plants and iron railings. 

Well… Andy thought, suddenly feeling nervous. Here we are, I guess…

 Somewhere in there was the man waiting for him. The man who it was his mission to seduce. To fuck. To fall in love with. 
 The man who could save him from all this madness. 
 As Andy hesitated on the doorstep, awkwardly playing with a strand of dark hair, a faint breeze blew past him, teasing at the hem of his dress, making him give a little squeal and pull it back down before the world could see his pert bum. 

Is that you, Leon? Andy thought, are you deliberately mocking me now?

 He waited for another sign, for a fierce wind to rip his dress right off and leave him squealing in his underpants, for his body to spontaneously wet itself, or any of the other trillion and a half cruel little things Leon could do to him if he wished. 
 To his surprise, though, nothing more happened. The breeze died away, leaving Andy stood there uncertainly, wondering what it all meant. 

C’mon, girl, he thought uneasily to himself, don’t be so jumpy. It’s just a coincidence.

 He wished he could believe himself. 
 For a long moment, the transformed girl who was really a boy stood there, casting wary glances around her. 
 Then she abruptly tossed her hair back, adjusted the boobs on her head, and strode confidently into the restaurant. 
 No-one passing on the street noticed the way the wind now sounded faintly like mocking laughter. 
 * 
 “Name?” 
 “Autumn.” Andy replied, fighting his natural urge to use his old, male name. “Miss Autumn Glenn.” 
 The skinny waitress wrinkled her nose, looked up from her list of reservations. 
 “Urgh. You’re that bitch.” 
 She crossed her arms over her tiny chest, sneered up at Andy’s big, ripe head tits. 
 “What’s a four tit freak like you doing in here?” 
 Andy blinked at this 20-something girl with her pretty, pinched face, long neck, upturned nose and curled blonde hair done up in a stylish top knot. 
 Then he noticed the pin on her crisply ironed uniform and gave an internal sigh. 
 The tiny little silver model of Leon’s penis with MY GOD, written across it in loopy writing. 

Oh great, a zealot…

 “I’m meeting someone here,” he said, struggling to keep his soft voice level. “I have a reservation.” 
 “Yeah, for twenty minutes ago.” 
 The waitress shook her head in disbelief. 
 “That poor guy, waiting all this time, and he’s gonna get a freak. I feel sorry for him.” 
 Anger started to rise in Andy’s gut, creeping across his flesh like a million little hot needles.  

Who does this little shit think she is…?

 With great effort, he swallowed it back down. 
 “Look, your sign says…” 
 “I know what the sign says.”  
 The girl glared resentfully at the discreet FREAKS WELCOME sign tacked by the door, as if it had personally done her some great injury. 
 “I know what the damn sign says,” she repeated, “but you know what? If it was up to me…” 
 “Well, it isn’t.” 
 Andy crossed his arms over his enormous breasts, fixed the girl a challenging glare. 
 “You guys took my damn reservation. Now do your job and show me to my damn table.” 
 For a second, he really thought the girl might try and throw him out. To call security and have him manhandled and dumped unceremoniously in a back alley. 

Just you dare… 

 The moment passed. The blonde girl’s shoulders untensed. She picked up her leather bound book with a sigh. Gestured through a discreet wooden doorway. 
 “This way, ma’am.” 
 “At last.” Andy muttered. 
 He plucked his fashionable clutch up off the desk, was about to step through when he realized the girl was smirking at his head tits again. 
 He fixed her with a glare that would have looked threatening on his male face, but mainly looked cute as on his female one. 
 “See something you like?” 
 “I was just hoping that it really hurt,” the girl replied, softly. “I hope you felt humiliated, like the worthless piece of trash you are.” 
 The venom in her voice was breathtaking. It was all Andy could do to keep himself from trying to scratch her, pull her hair. 
 But that definitely would get him chucked out. So he simply stuck his cute little nose up in the air at her. 
 “You don’t know shit about me. All I did was…” 
 “Who gives a shit? You broke the rules, His rules. And now everyone knows it.” 
 The waitress let out a deliberately grating laugh. 
 “You deserve to be treated like shit. Even if you are some kind of big TV star.” 
 A grin split her youthful, innocent features. 
 “I just wish He’d done something worse. Like given you a butthole for a mouth. Then you might have learned your lesson.” 
 A tiny smile tugged at the corner of Andy’s mouth. He leaned in close to the girl, who flinched but looked defiant. 
 “Are you saying,” Andy murmured in his sultry female voice – the voice he still couldn’t get used to thinking of as his, “that our wonderful God made a mistake when he punished me?” 
 There. Deep in the girl’s eyes. A tiny flicker of fear. 
 A fear that He was listening and He might decide to take offense and make this little bitch of a waitress look like… like… 

Like me. Andy thought, grimly. 
 The flicker passed. Quicker than he would have liked. The girl drew herself up to her full height. At 5’10’’ she towered over Andy’s petite, 5’5’’ frame. 

If I was still a man she wouldn’t treat me like this…

 “I don’t have to answer to you, trash.” The waitress declared. “I’m one of his disciples. He knows my heart is pure. Unlike yours.” 
 She stepped back. 
 “Now, are you taking your seat, or am I calling security?” 

You watch it. Andy wanted to say. I know Leon better than you do, and if you dare humiliate me again…

 But there was no way he could finish that sentence without exposing himself to more ridicule. 
 So he simply gave the girl a last glare, swept his hair back, and stalked into the dining room. 
 The restaurant was small and low-lit, with exposed brick walls and iron lanterns hanging from wooden beams. 
 Dimly, in the back of his mind, Andy thought it maybe used to be here even before Leon got his powers and the world changed forever. 
 But, as he walked ahead of the girl past tables crowded with friends, couples, business workers, he was only vaguely thinking about the past. 
 He was way too relieved to see he wasn’t the only freak here. 
 Although it wasn’t exactly like going to one of those freak bars on the bad side of the city, the clientele was at least ten percent people who’d been cursed by Leon. 
 In a dimly lit corner, a group of fashionable young women were drinking cocktails and picking at starters, making private jokes that sent them into hysterics. 
 As they passed, Andy noticed that one of them – short and skinny with raven hair – had a gigantic penis growing out the middle of her forehead, its swollen tip all shiny and glistening, dripping come down onto her plate. 
 Elsewhere, a man with a butt for a face was sitting alone, reading the newspaper, occasionally letting out little farts from his extra anus. 
 There was a young boy who’d been turned into a jack in the box, his head bouncing on a coiled spring as his family patiently spooned some food into his mouth. 
 There was a strong-looking man, his mouth attached by magic to the ass of a pretty, curvy young woman, his arms and hands turned into an extra pair of legs and feet so he could trot along behind her wherever she went. 
 There was a teenage girl who looked like she’d once been attractive, but now had the snout, ears and tail of a pig. 
 In one corner, a beautiful and bored-looking French maid stood before a table of women, her dress obediently held up while between her legs, growing where her pussy should have been, another woman’s face chatted away with those sat around the table. 
 As a waitress with leaking udders growing from her stomach pushed past them, Andy felt like his jaw was constantly dangling open. 
 He’d simply never seen so many people like him in this wealthy part of town. 

I guess this is just about the only freak friendly restaurant this side of the river, he thought, his pretty head spinning. No wonder we all wash up here.

 All these people who’d thought bad thoughts about Leon… or broken one of his rules… or who just had the misfortune to catch his eye when he was bored… 
 Here they all were. 
 In a weird way, it was almost like coming home. 
 “Here we are, freak.” 
 Andy gave the waitress what he hoped was a withering look. Summoning his supermodel smile back up, he turned to the man stood beside the table. 
 “Hey,” he said with a girlish flutter of his eyelashes. “I’m Autumn. You must be…” 
 “Hampton.” The tall black man placed one hand one Andy’s bare arm, leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. “You look gorgeous, by the way.” 
 “Thanks,” Andy gave the waitress a little sidelong glance. “Not everyone thinks so.” 
 Hampton grinned. Nodded at the skinny waitress. 
 “Two glasses, miss. And a bottle of red. Dornfelder, 2017.” 
 He turned back to Andy. 
 “I know German wine is a little unusual, but trust me, it’s better than its reputation.” 
 “Thanks, but…” Andy gave a helpless smile. “I’m not actually… Since my transformation, I can’t…” 
 He sheepishly turned to the waitress, who sneered at him. 
 “One dick, please,” he muttered. “Black.” 
 He sat down quickly to avoid her nasty little grin, sweeping the hem of his dress under the backs of his long, smooth legs. 
 “Hey, so this is actually my first time here. Guess I’ll have to start coming more often now I’ve got these babies…” 
 He gestured his head tits, already feeling embarrassed. 

Ugh. This is so not a cool start…

 Luckily, his date seemed to be one of those guys who are just masters at putting women – even transformed men who are now stuck as women – at ease. 
 “I was going to say ‘oh, I didn’t even notice those’,” Hampton said, sliding smartly into his seat, “but then I figured that would sound so fake you’d probably make an excuse and climb out the nearest window.” 
 He fixed Andy with eyes that were alive with amusement. 
 “So how about I just tell you you look beautiful regardless and try my best not to drool over them, huh?” 
 It was the perfect moment for Andy to toss back some good, feminine banter of his own (the golden rule he’d learned over the last 200 years was to be flirty and funny, but about fifty percent less funny than the guy or they tended to get uncomfortable), but Andy’s voice just wouldn’t come. 
 He was too busy staring at his date. 
 In the confusion of being surrounded by other freaks, and in his desire to appear unbothered by the waitress, Andy hadn’t got much of a look at Hampton, beyond registering that he was black and handsome, as the men he was forced to date tended to be. 
 Now he was actually looking at him, though… 
 He felt like his stomach was in freefall. 
 Hampton was extremely dark, with almost charcoal skin that made Andy’s heart feel like it was skipping a beat. His hair was wiry and close cropped, with the first flecks of gray just dusting its tips. 
 He was tall, at least 6’5’’ – a whole foot taller than Andy’s female body – with forearms that were thick and muscular and biceps that bulged even through his casual jacket. 
 He was dressed in an almost careless way that was fashionable without being cocky, expensive without being showy. His middle-aged face was alive with amusement, so handsome it made even someone like Idris Elba look like a troll in comparison. 
 But the thing that really stopped Andy’s breath, made him feel dizzy and horny and like he was swooning all at once, were Hampton’s eyes. 
 There, twinkling good naturedly beneath his short hair, were the bluest pair of eyes Andy had ever seen. 
 As Andy stared at the man he was on a date with, Hampton let out a little snort of laughter. 
 “OK, here’s the deal, Autumn. I promise not to drool over you…”  
 He sat back. 
 “But you’ve gotta promise to keep your mouth shut when you stare at me.” 
 It took a moment for Andy to decipher the sounds coming from this angel of a man as legible words.  
 Then his brain focused on them and reality hit him like a slap. 
 “Oh!” He clutched his slender fingers to his pouty lips in embarrassment. “Oh sorry, I just-!” 

Oh my God, was I really just staring at him like some slack-jawed yokel? 


What the hell is wrong with me?!

 Way back, when Leon had first transformed him from a jock boy into a beautiful woman, Andy had been relieved to discover his sexuality was still intact, that he still fancied women. 
 Then, as the decades had slipped by, and Leon’s curse had forced him to go on more and more dates with hunky guys, Andy’s relief had turned to horror as he discovered he was starting to find these men attractive on some weird, biological level. 
 By the time you reached the here and now, he guessed he was probably a straight woman, who enjoyed looking at men’s bodies as much as she’d once enjoyed looking at women’s. 
 But even so, until this very moment he’d never felt anything like this.  
 Never felt like he was in the presence of a man so attractive it was all he could do not to fall into his arms like the heroine in some Harlequin novel. 
 “Can we do a reset?” He asked, blushing furiously. “God, I swear I’m not normally like this…” 
 Luckily, Hampton was smiling, clearly amused by this gorgeous girl’s embarrassment. His electric blue eyes traced over the outline of Andy’s bust, over his pretty face, before finally coming to a rest on his big, ripe head tits, nestled away inside their lacy black bra. 
 “Tell you what,” Hampton murmured, “I’ll tell you all about the secret of how I got to be so attractive, if you tell me what you did to deserve those. Deal?” 
 Sat across the table from the man of his dreams, Andy couldn’t help it.  
 He giggled. A proper, girlish giggle. Sat back, swept his dark hair back so Hampton could get a real good look at his second pair of breasts. 
 “Let me add something to that. I’ll let you stare at these as much as you like – and this pair, too – if you forget me making such a-a douchenozzle of myself just then. Likewise a deal?” 
 At the word douchenozzel, Hampton’s eyebrows raised a fraction. He smirked, clearly amused by the playground word. 
 “Deal,” he said. His blue eyes twinkled again, sending shivers down Andy’s spine. 
 “Deal,” the transformed boy repeated in his sexy, female voice. 
 By the time the blonde waitress with her Leon pin returned with their drinks, the two were already laughing away like they’d known each other for years. 
 * 
 “You seriously used to be male?” 
 “Mmm? Mh-hmm! Wait, sorry, hold on a sec…” 
 Andy held the thick, black penis up to his lips again, ran his tongue delicately around the rim before wrapping his lips around the head. 
 The shaft of the disembodied cock pulsated in his hand, warm and soft. He was just about to roll his eyes at Hampton, gesturing how long these damn things took, when the dick suddenly spasmed and the salty taste of come filled his mouth. 
 With a delicate groan, Andy swallowed the whole lot. Wiped a bit of seed off his lower lip and put the cock back down beside his plate where it stood erect, pointing into the air. 
 “Sorry, I still can’t get used to those things…” 
 It had been one of the other curses Leon, in all his infinite power and wisdom, had placed on Andy the day he gave him boobs on his head. 
 That, from that moment on, he would drink nothing but come, and that he would love the taste of it. 
 The very next day, everywhere in town had suddenly started selling dicks to suck while you ate. 
 Andy dabbed at his lips with a napkin, peered at Hampton. 
 “Jeez, it’s weird how you get used to stuff, isn’t it?” 
 “Like being female?” 
 “It was two centuries ago. I’ve technically been female for ten times as long as I was male.” 
 Andy suddenly gave a sigh. Looked down at his pert GG breasts, straining at his super low-cut neckline. They seemed to rise up out of him, swelling in the bottom of his vision like an alien pink wave. 
 “Actually, no, that’s not true. You get used to it, in that sometimes I forget what it’s like not to have these things-” he gave his breasts a quick bounce with his hands, ignoring the jiggling feeling in his chest “-poking out in front of me, or to not pee sitting down, or… 
 But sometimes, I still catch myself in a mirror, or see one of those dumb ads I’m in, and I find myself thinking: y’know, is that really me?” 
 Hampton nodded sympathetically. 
 “Two hundred years is a long time to have body dysmorphia.” 
 “Yeah.” Andy plucked the dick back up off the table. “I guess I’m not the only one, though.” 
 He turned and glanced over at the young, professional woman with the penis growing from her forehead, still laughing away with her friends. 
 “We’re all suffering here.” He said. 
 For the first time that evening, Hampton looked a little uncomfortable. 
 “It’s not really suffering though, is it? I mean, everyone here deserves what happened to them.” 
 “Do they?” 
 Andy gave the cock a sensuous little lick, tasting some precome. Turned back to Hampton. Noticed his guarded look. 
 Even without Leon’s ability to read minds, he knew exactly what his date was thinking. 
 He was thinking something like: what if He overhears this woman talking, and me agreeing? What if he decides to transform me too, for questioning his judgement?

 It was the sort of thought everyone had been keeping locked up in their heads for two centuries, quietly trying to drown it out beneath multiplication tables, or by mentally singing Leon’s praises. 
 Anyone who accidentally let one of these thoughts get too loud… 
 Well. Andy was living proof of what happened. 
 “I’m sorry,” he said, putting his drink back down and squeezing Hampton’s hand. “We can talk about something else, I know this kinda stuff is scary.” 
 Hampton forced up a smile. It didn’t quite reach his eyes. 
 “I’m not scared… I’m just amazed you can talk about it so openly.” 
 He quickly added, seemingly worried about who might be listening: 
 “Not that we shouldn’t talk about Leon’s transformations or anything. They’re amazing. Everyone loves him. Praise him.” 
 “Praise him,” Andy softly echoed. 

“Praise him,” the words rippled out across the restaurant as everyone heard them and became afraid of what might happen if they didn’t repeat them. Even the freaks joined in. 
 Over by the bar, Andy saw with a feeling of mild disgust the way their waitress echoed the chant with a look of bliss and a semi-orgasmic sigh. 

Pious bitch…

 He shrugged his slender shoulders, not realizing quite how cute the simple action made him look. 
 “It’s not a big deal for me. No, really. Look…” 
 He leaned forwards, accidentally giving Hampton an excellent view of his cleavage. 
 “I know I got turned into a chick, OK? And I know I’ve got these… things growing on my head, and that I have to drink come, but Leon and me… 
 We’ve got, I guess you’d call it history. He sorta looks out for me.” 
 He held one hand up before Hampton could open his mouth. 
 “I know, you’re gonna say he looks out for all of us. We have to say that. But for me it’s true.  
 I mean, sure he likes to humiliate me, but if stuff got really bad and I begged him to do something…” 
 He sighed. He could see he wasn’t getting through to his date. 
 “I can get away with stuff sometimes. Stuff you could never say. Watch.” 
 His pouty lips were suddenly dry. He took a deep breath. Hampton looked alarmed. 
 “Whoa, hey, you don’t have to…” 
 “Life was better before Leon became a God.” 
 The entire restaurant immediately fell silent.  
 People froze, their food held halfway to their mouths.  
 Freaks’ faces went gray, the memory of their own transformations suddenly very fresh. 
 The waiting staff stood like statues, terrified smiles fixed to their faces. 
 No-one dared look at the gorgeous woman with tits on her head who’d just uttered such blasphemy. 
 No-one but Hampton, whose dark skin had suddenly gone an ash-like gray. 

Any minute
now, they all seemed to be thinking, any minute now, there’ll be that magical tinkling and she’ll start to change…

 The silence lasted ten seconds. Twenty. 
 After thirty seconds had passed, Andy let out a breath he didn’t know he’d been holding. Sat back in his chair again. 
 “See?” He said, his voice fake-light as he raised the dick to his lips. “Nothing to it.” 
 No-one else was moving yet. Andy drank some more come and waited, curious to see how long it would take them. 
 At long, long last, someone at a distant table let out a hysterical little laugh. Someone else followed up by saying something, and then the restaurant was alive again. Moving, talking, drinking, flirting. 
 The only sign that anything had happened was the part-terrified, part-curious glances the other patrons kept throwing at their table. 

How did she get away with that? Andy could almost hear them thinking. Why hasn’t she been turned into something even worse…?

 He was pleased to note their waitress glaring at him with pure hatred. 
 Across the table, Hampton untensed a little. 
 “OK, I believe you. Praise Leon. But, um, would you mind…” 
 “Not doing that again?” Andy gave the gorgeous man before him a flirty little wink. “So long as you can keep me entertained, I promise to be good.” 
 A thought suddenly popped into his head, an idea to say the most ridiculous thing imaginable. 
 “If I’m not, you can always spank me later.” 
 The moment he’d said the words, he wished he could take them back.  
 The image that rose in his mind, of being bent over this strong man’s knee, his dress flipped up and his panties yanked down, moaning in pain and ecstasy as Hampton spanked his bare ass was too wonderful, too close to what he really wanted to make a joke out of. 
 With a sick feeling, Andy searched his date’s piercing eyes, looking for traces of shock, for the telltale signs of a thought like Oh, shit, this chick is coming on strong…

 To his relief, though, Hampton smiled again, the last signs of wariness fading away. He let his gaze slide down over Andy’s curved, feminine body. 
 “I’d like that,” he murmured.  
 “Keep being so understanding and you’ll get your chance.” 
 He pushed his chair back, got abruptly to his feet. 
 “I gotta go take a leak. Promise to be here when I get back?” 
 “Can’t promise anything,” followed by a cheeky wink. 
 As Andy tottered on his high heels over to the ladies’ restroom, stopping to kiss the penis of a statue of Leon, he realized he was actually having a good time. 

Maybe Leon’s finally really come through for me. Maybe Hampton’s the guy I’ve been searching for this whole time…

 He was so wrapped up in his thoughts that he didn’t notice the skinny waitress, watching him with a look of pure loathing in her eyes. 
 * 
 The rest of the date passed in a pleasant blur. 
 Hampton was charming and funny and flirty, as Andy had known he would be. As all the men who he’d been cursed to date, every Friday night until he found his perfect man and broke the spell, had been. 
 But he’d been something else, too. 
 He’d been genuinely interested in Andy’s life.  
 With a feeling of warm surprise, Andy had realized this was the first time in all his long years as an attractive female that a man had asked him personal questions not as a way of making him feel vulnerable, or breaking down his defenses… 
 …but as a way of getting to really know him. 
 By the time they’d finished their starters, he’d told Hampton all about his modeling work and how it really made him feel, appearing as only a sex object freak to the entire city. 
 By the time mains arrived, he was opening up about the difficulties he’d faced when he’d first become female. 
 By the time of dessert, he was telling this strange man all about his childhood and teenage years not as a girl called Autumn, but as a boy called Andy. 
 It was something none of the men he’d ever dated before had wanted to talk about.  
 In many ways, he didn’t blame them. They were straight guys who wanted him because he looked like a smoking hot chick. They didn’t want to be thinking that the gorgeous girl before them had been born with a penis. 
 But now Hampton was showing such genuine interest, letting him talk… 
 It was like a whole flood of bottled up memories were spilling out of Andy. 
 “…used to go swimming there in summer. There would be all these chicks watching guys jump off the cliffs. Real hot ones.” 
 Andy nodded, chewing thoughtfully. He was so wrapped up in his story that he wasn’t even aware he was mimicking the male speech patterns he’d had back then.  
 “I was actually buff back then. Like, still 18, but clearly gonna be a hunk. Those girls were all over me. They barely even noticed Leon, that skinny little dweeb.” 
 “Wow.” Hampton listened, encouragingly. “So you knew Him even before he got his powers?” 
 “Knew him?” Andy spread his arms wide, the action making his huge breasts appear even bigger. “We were friends. Like, besties. I was the only person who looked out for his skinny ass. 
 I used to get him girls and everything.” He said, taking another mouthful of come. “He got a blowjob this one time off a fat chick in the woods. We ripped him for months.” 
 He coughed. 
 “Sorry, that sounded so… bro, didn’t it.” He faked a posh English accent. “I mean, we teased the poor bugger.” 
 As Hampton watched him closely, Andy gave a regretful smile. 
 “Obviously I regretted it later, though. When he became God.” 
 The beautiful woman sighed, looked down at her dynamite body. 
 “I was the first one he transformed. He turned me into Autumn and said something like, If you wanna laugh at my girls, maybe you should be my girlfriend.” 
 A faraway look came into Andy’s dark eyes as he relived that time. 
 “That first day, he did nothing but make me have sex with him, over and over and over. It was fantastic. I couldn’t stop coming. I mean, obviously it was the magic, but still… 
 We went into town together and he told people what he’d done, and all I could do was hold his hand and squeeze my new boobs up against his arm and tell him how sexy and clever he was and beg him to take me home and do me up the ass. I think he thought he was humiliating me, getting revenge on me, but the curse was so strong I really meant it. 
 That was literally his first day as God. He didn’t start transforming other people until the next morning.” 
 “Sounds like,” said Hampton, pouring himself another glass of wine, “you guys had a complicated relationship. Or should that be have?” 
 Andy nodded, rolled his eyes. 
 “Tell me about it. You know he tried to kiss me once, back when we were both male?” 
 The vanished traces of the bro he’d once been flooded back into his female voice. 
 “I actually shoved him over, called him a faggot or something.” 
 A tiny sigh. 
 “Joke’s on me though. I spent the next fifty years desperate to be kissed by him, to feel his hands on me, to have him fuck me. I must have sucked his dick fifty thousand times, and my Autumn body always wanted more.” 

I still do, Andy added, silently. Even now I no longer live in that palace of his. Even now he’s exiled me, put me under these curses, found a new wife. I wish I was still there beside him.


I always will.

 But even in a conversation this open, there were some things better left unsaid. 
 “A direct line to the big guy, though” Hampton was saying, “you must be doing pretty well.” 
 A thought seemed to occur to him. He gave Andy a cheek little smile. 
 “Say…Did you pray to Leon for a tall, black hunk of a man to sweep you off your feet?” 
 “Nu-uh.” Andy took another bite of dessert, wrinkled his nose at Hampton. “But now he’s here, I’m kind of glad he is.” 
 The two males smiled at each other across the table. The rest of the dining room was nearly empty now, the other patrons having left in a hurry when Andy started talking openly about Leon and his teenage years together. 
 Now there was just the two of them, their waitress, and the party of girls with the freak friend, still laughing in the corner. 
 If you could ignore the fact that Andy was the wrong gender, the wrong age, and trapped in a body built for ritual humiliation… 
 It was almost romantic. 
 “So…” Murmured Hampton, glancing around the dimly lit room. 
 “So…”  
 “What happens now?” 
 Andy pretended to think for a minute. 
 “Hmm… we could finish eating, split the bill, shake hands, and then both go our separate ways.” 
 “Noted. Or…?” 
 “Or you could be a gentleman, pay the lot, and offer to escort me back to my apartment.” 
 “Interesting offer. What’s in it for me?” 
 Andy raised one perfect eyebrow. 
 “Good company, good wine – I mean, I think it’s good, I can’t personally drink it anymore – and maybe, just maybe… 

Please let this work…

 “…a naughty little girl who needs to be spanked.” 
 Hampton’s ice blue eyes raised to the two breasts growing on Andy’s pretty little head. 
 “How would that naughty little girl feel if I wanted to touch her newest additions?” 
 “She probably wouldn’t mind. They’re meant to be punishment, but she might just occasionally masturbate sometimes while playing with them, so…” 
 Hampton shook his head a little. 
 “Seriously, though, what’s it like having those up there? I’ve never got on Leon’s bad side, praise him.” 
 “What’s it like? Mostly heavy.”  
 Andy reached up, ran his hands through his thick hair, clasped the boobs growing from his skull, put there by Leon’s magic.  
 “I can’t go too many hours without lying down and taking the weight off my neck. And wearing this stupid bra on my head is a pain in the ass.” 
 He suddenly squashed them together. They were still so new that it felt extremely weird, being able to feel the pressure from his hands within his extra breasts, the pressure of one boob pressed against the other. 
 “On the other hand, the nipples are super sensitive, and they seem to turn on a certain subset of guys.” 
 “The best subset, right?” 
 “I wouldn’t still be here if that wasn’t true.” 
 Hampton laughed. 
 “That settles it, we’re getting the bill. Waitress?” 
 He slipped one hand inside his jacket, pulled out a money clip as their waitress made her way over, her heels clacking against the wooden floor. 
 “I gotta admit, for a woman who used to be a straight guy, you sure know how to flirt with men.” 
 “Know your enemy,” Andy said in reply. “Plus, practice makes perfect.” 
 The two of them were so busy chatting that they didn’t notice the knife until it was too late. 
 There was a glint of silver in the corner of Andy’s eye. A blur of motion. He turned to smile up at the waitress and felt a pressure in his chest, like someone had just shoved him. 
 “Hey…” He started to frown. “What the hell did you …?” 
 And then he heard Hampton yell, saw the waitress’s triumphant look, and knew something terrible had just happened. 
 “You crazy bitch!” Hampton was yelling. “She was meant to help me!” 
 But Andy could barely hear him. 
 With a feeling like his neck was on rusted gears, he looked down at himself. At his swollen breasts, nestled in their push-up bra. At the flimsy black dress clinging to his feminine figure. 
 At the long handled kitchen knife, sticking out his sternum. 
 There was no pain. Nothing but a faint feeling of unreality as Andy touched the handle, felt how stuck inside him the weapon was, how immovable. 
 A little rivulet of blood began to trace its way down from Andy’s chest, across his breasts. He watched it for a moment, then looked up at the waitress in wonder. 
 “I told you, freak,” the waitress whispered, her eyes burning with passion. “He should have punished you properly. He’s too kind. 
 So now I’ve done the job for him.” 
 Gently, Andy shook his head. Tried to reach up for the waitress’s hand, felt his fingers close on empty air as she stepped back. 
 Hampton was still shouting somewhere, his voice getting harder to hear. 
 “What have you done?” Andy heard himself say in Autumn’s voice. 
 The waitress sneered down at him. 
 “Something I should have done the moment you walked in here.” 
 “Please, you’ve made a mistake…” 
 “No mistake. Now hurry up and die, bitch, and think about how you blasphemed Him with those stories.” 
 The world was getting darker now. Fading. 
 “No…” Andy’s tongue was fuzzy, thinking seemed hard. “No, I mean....” 
 He grabbed hold of the knife’s handle again. Pulled it out his chest. 
 “You’ve made a mistake.” 
 As Hampton and the table of girls watched in horror, the blade slipped out Andy’s skin, which magically sealed itself up behind it, making him whole again. 
 “You shouldn’t have done that,” Andy said, strength flooding back into his voice. “Like I said, he might humiliate me and torture me, but he still likes me, in his own way.” 
 The waitress’s mouth was dangling open. She shook her head, looking in shock at the bloodless knife. 
 “But… but…” She suddenly threw her head back, wailed at the sky. “But Lord! I heard her! She was saying the worst things about you! That you were-!” 
 “He doesn’t care.” Andy said quietly, not taking his eyes off the girl as he placed the knife calmly on the table. “I know him, he doesn’t. All he cares about is punishing people he thinks are bad.” 
 An ugly smile split his lips as an all-too familiar tinkling sound filled the air. 
 “And you’ve just been a very bad girl.” 
 The waitress was shrinking. Before their eyes, her body shed inches, reducing in height from 5’9’’ to barely 4’10’’ in a matter of seconds. 
 The blonde girl held up her hands in fright, looked around her in miserable incomprehension. 
 “N-no… no, master! No, I don’t deserve this! I love you! I-!” 
 But it was too late. 
 As the remaining patrons watched in silence, the waitress’s hands started to bunch together, to turn into paws. 
 Her body trembled. With a squeal, she suddenly fell forward onto all fours, her legs shrinking and becoming the same length as her arms, which were beginning, in turn, to transform into forelegs. 
 “No!” Screamed the waitress. “Please! No, you can’t!”

 “He can,” whispered Andy. “And he did.” 
 There was a tearing noise as the waitress’s clothes ripped off her back. They flew up her asshole, making her wail in misery and leaving her crouched naked before them. 
 And then the real changes came. 
 There was a shiver, and a wave of gray fur unfurled across the waitress’s body, covering everything except her head and breasts. 
 A grinding, and her spine elongated, raising upwards, leaving her body long and thin and agile. 
 “Stop! Please Lord, make it stop!” 
 A loud POP! filled the air, again and again. With each POP! a heavy new tit exploded out of the waitress’s belly, until she had six enormous human breasts dangling from her frame, their nipples pointing at the ground. 
 “Oh my God,” Andy heard one of the women at the distant table say, “I’m gonna be sick…” 
 But it was far, far too late now. 
 Leon had clicked his fingers somewhere. 
 And the waitress would never be the same again. 
 As the remaining patrons watched the poor girl, a pair of floppy dog ears unfurled, replacing her original ones. A tail shot out above her ass. 
 As the waitress screamed for help, her voice got all distorted and mushy, and then a long, pink tongue was dangling from her lips, its tip almost touching the ground. 
 With a tinkling of magic, her vagina sealed up. A gigantic pair of testicles, each the size of soccer balls dropped down in its place. A three foot penis unrolled from her crotch, long and thick and white, its tip already dripping with come. 
 Two more dicks erupted out the cursed girl’s head like horns, pointed at the sky. Her nose swelled up, became the bright red nose of a circus clown. 
 As the waitress wept in horror, a white ruff appeared around her neck. A dunce’s cap popped into existence on her head, the words DUMB BITCH scrawled on it. Her hind feet turned into honking clown horns. 
 Finally, the waitress’s transformed body gave a tremendous shake that set all six of her enormous tits jiggling and made her fat balls wobble between her hind legs.  
 Her gigantic main penis squirted in her face, her two head dicks ejaculated into the air… 
 …and then it was over. 
 In silence, the people in the restaurant looked at the dog creature standing in their midst. The freak with the waitress’s head, a dog’s body, six human breasts, and the outfit of a clown. 
 With eyes that were dulled by shock, the waitress blinked some sperm out of her eyes. Turned, looked down at her transformed body, taking her punishment in. 
 Then she slowly turned, looked back up at Andy, watching her from inside his human form. 
 “Wuff?” Asked the thing that used to be the waitress. 
  The freak girl with the penis on her head was the first to break the silence. 
 With a little squeal, she jumped up on the table. Her friends stared at her with terrified smiles, wondering if she was about to snap, to wail with fear at their horrible lives trapped at a sick God’s mercy, and be transformed in turn.  
 Instead, the professional looking woman summoned a wide grin onto her face. Fixed the dog-creature with horrified eyes… 
 And started to clap. 
 For a moment, her friends looked confused, the girl’s desperate claps echoing hollowly around the near-empty restaurant. 
 And then all of them were suddenly on their feet, jumping and screaming and clapping as loud as they could. 
 “Oh my God, that was amazing…” 
 “…he’s so clever…” 
 “I’m so glad he transformed her!” 
 “All hail Leon!” They started to shout as one. “All hail Leon!” 
 Hampton was clapping too, a terrified grin on his face as the dog-waitress-thing let out an unearthly howl, burst into tears and ran out the room on all fours screaming like a banshee. 
 “ALL HAIL LEON! ALL HAIL LEON!” 
 “I deserve this!” The dog-thing wailed as it went, tears staining the waitress’s pretty face. “I DESERVE THIS!” 
 Andy watched her go, his own dainty hands resting in his lap. He numbly looked at the girls whooping and screaming and praising Leon. 
 Then, quietly, Andy leaned across the table. Took one of Hampton’s big, muscular hands in his.  
 The handsome black man turned his horrible rictus of a grin towards him. 
 “Hampton? Please,” Andy whispered. “Let’s go.” 
 He thought he’d never seen another man look so relieved before. 
 * 
 Later, Andy would realize he had no memory of getting home. 
 All he remembered was a sensation of movement, of walking, of streets and sound and noise. 
 Every time he closed his eyes, he’d seen the waitress’s young face as she started to transform, heard her wailing, heard her screaming I deserve this!

 He’d wanted to run, to run so fast he left that awful image behind. To scream and cry and wail at his fate, at the fate of all humanity. 
 But that would have been suicide. 
 So, instead, he’d walked. Aware of nothing but this strong, protective shape beside him. Aware of nothing but his female body’s burning desires, so strong they scared him. 
 Aware of nothing but his own need for something good to come out of this night. 
 They’d kissed at his front door, he remembered that.  
 Remembered the sensation of Hampton’s hands on his hips, of the way he’d had to tilt his pretty little head back and stand on tip toes. Of the way it felt to have this man’s tongue in his mouth, swirling around the inside of his cheeks, making his pussy all damp and his four nipples hard. 
 He remembered, too, giggling as he bent over to unlock the door to his penthouse, breathing so hard he could barely fit the key in the lock. Aware the whole time of Hampton caressing his pert ass, driving his mind wild. 
 Finally, the lock had clicked. The door had swung open, and they’d been inside. 
 Everything after that was just a blur again. 
 If Andy concentrated, individual images rose up in his mind, like photos flipping by in a scrapbook. 
 His female body, sat on the marble kitchen counter, its long legs spread and wrapped around Hampton’s waist as the strong black man roughly kissed his lips, his neck, his swollen chest. 
 Being carried by this strange man through the hallway of his apartment, clutched to his naked chest, kissing him over and over as his free hand stroked Hampton’s muscular torso. 
 Suddenly being sat across Hampton, wearing only his flimsy panties, grinding his wet pussy up against the black man’s eight inch dick, Hampton’s face blurred and distorted by the pleasure he was feeling. 
 A frozen image of this man kissing his naked, female body. Giving the flesh of his breasts, his stomach teasing little bites while Andy threw his head back and moaned. 
 He knew he’d made Hampton stand beside the bed at one point, then sat up and taken his black dick fully inside his mouth, playing with his balls as he did so, his female mind fascinated by their shape, their feel. 
 Knew, too, that he’d let the man throw him over his knee and spank him, until his pert ass was all sore and he felt hornier than he ever had in his life. 
 He even had faint, delicious memories of Hampton’s strong hands, squeezing his gorgeous head tits, flicking his tongue over their ultra-sensitive nipples while Andy grinded his pussy up against the black man’s leg and whimpered helplessly. 
 Then there was nothing but a half-remembered sensation of pleasure so bright it seemed to eclipse the sun, and a feeling of falling back to Earth, opening his eyes and discovering he was on all fours, his ass pointed high into the air as Hampton roughly fucked him from behind, his balls slapping up against Andy’s clit as he pounded into him, making the transformed man’s big tits bounce and jiggle with each thrust. 
 When Hampton at last came over Andy’s head tits, the boy trapped as a woman thought he’d died and gone to Heaven. 
 And now here he was, standing dazedly in the bathroom, wiping the last traces of spunk off his head boobs, a goofy smile on his female face as he watched himself in the mirror. 
 “Oh my God…” Andy laughed out loud, watching as Autumn’s reflection moved its lips in time with his. “That was just the best…” 
 Impulsively, he gave his reflection a flirty little wink, was pleased with how seductive, how utterly hot she looked. 
 At moments like this, he really felt that maybe his new life wasn’t so bad after all. 
 “I haven’t had that many orgasms in one night since I was Leon’s wife,” he called out, flicking a tissue into the bin and turning around to examine his ass. 
 For a moment he closed his eyes, inhaled deeply, pleased he could still smell Hampton’s scent on him. The tangy smell of his sweat and pheromones. 
 He could leave off showering for now, he guessed. 
 “Man, my clit is gonna be throbbing for days…” 
 “Always happy to help,” the black man called back drowsily from the bedroom. Andy rolled his eyes, giggled. Why did men nearly always fall asleep after sex? 
 “Well you certainly helped me out,” he declared, slipping his panties back on. “Tonight was just the craziest. I think I really needed to… needed to…” 
 He stopped. Frowned into the mirror. Autumn frowned back at him. 
 “Hey, Hampton?” He said. 
 “Autumn?” Came the reply. 
 In the mirror, Autumn’s happy expression had faded, replaced by one of wariness. 
 “Back in the restaurant…” Andy said, slowly, watching Autumn’s lips move in time with his, “when the waitress… when she stabbed me…?” 
 “Let’s not talk about that. Sorry. I would rather forget…” 
 “What did you mean when you said I was meant to help you?” 
 Silence. Andy kept watching Autumn, didn’t take his eyes off her. 
 At last: 
 “What do you mean?” 
 “Before Leon saved me.” Andy turned, poked his head out the bathroom door. “You said: She was meant to help me. Why did you say that?” 
 Hampton was where Andy had left him, lying naked on the bed, his big cock thick and still semi-erect. 
 But there was a guardedness in his eyes that hadn’t been there before. 
 “I dunno, I was in shock. I was…” 
 “I don’t believe you,” Andy said, softly. 
 For a long moment, Hampton held his gaze, defiant. 
 Then something in him seemed to give. Before Andy’s eyes, the man he’d just spent the most magical evening of his life with crumpled, the energy draining out of him. 
 Those two piercing blue eyes locked onto Andy, defeated, pleading. 
 “Please…” Hampton whispered, suddenly sounding very tired. “Don’t be mad…” 
 “What do you mean?” Andy took an angry step towards the bed, barely even noticing the way it made his big boobs jiggle. “What the fuck is…?” 
 But he already knew the answer. 
 “Leon.” Andy heard himself say in a voice that wasn’t his own. “You were using me to get to Leon…” 
 On the bed, the black man gave a hopeless nod. 
 “That’s why you asked all that stuff about before…” A chill washed over Andy’s skin. “Oh my God, you were using me!” 
 “Please,” Hampton said, gently. “Please, it’s not what you think. My wife is ill. She needs a miracle. I thought…” 
 “You have a wife?!” 
 Andy stepped back, raised up his dainty hands. He suddenly felt like crying. 
 “You shit! You utter shit! You…” 
 “Autumn!”  
 Hampton was out the bed in a single bound, standing before Andy, his face earnest. His wilted cock bounced as he moved in a way that probably would’ve been amusing in other circumstances. 
 “Autumn, you have to understand… you’ve got a direct line to God. You can save her, you can do anything…”  
 “Damn right I can!” Andy shrieked, pushing the tall man away. “Just watch!” 
 He slapped his hands together in prayer, closed his eyes, his mind sick with anger. 
 “Hold on!” He heard Hampton yell, felt his date grab his hands, try to pry them apart, “you have to let me-!” 
 But it was far, far too late.  
 “Leon! Please teach this bastard a lesson he’ll never forget!” 
 The split second the words had left Andy’s lips, he heard Hampton scream. There was a tinkling sound of magic… 
 …and then the bedroom was silent. 
 For a long time, Andy simply stood there, his eyes closed, feeling his huge breasts fall and rise with each ragged breath, feeling the way his body trembled: with anger, with hurt, with fear. 
 At last, after what felt like forever, he let his hands drop to his sides. Took a deep breath. 
 He opened his eyes. 
 Hampton was gone, the apartment as empty as it had been that morning, before Andy’s date. 
 The bed sheets were still mussed, male clothes were still strewn on the floor, but of the man who’d been here, there was no sign. 
 Andy stood uncertainly in his apartment for a moment, wondering what to do next. Then something on the floor caught his eye. Something small and dark, standing out against the white of the carpet. 
 Slowly, Andy lowered himself onto his haunches. Brushed a long strand of hair out of his eyes. Focused on the strange object. 
 It was made of rubber, that he could see, with a tapered top and a round, circular base. 
 It was dark, verging on the color of charcoal, just like it had been when it was still human. 
 But the worst part was the face. 
 It made up the bulk of the object’s length. A hyper-realistic recreation of Hampton’s features, molded in plastic. Forever frozen in a scream of terror. 
 Leon had turned Hampton into a butt plug. 
 “He’s still alive in there,” the male voice said. “He can still think and see and smell. He can even taste, which will be fun.” 
 Gently, Andy scooped the object off the floor, held it in his hands. Sat back on the floor with a sigh, turned to face his guest. 
 “Hello, Leon.” 
 In the corner of the room, the 18 year old boy smiled, his naked skin glowing with heavenly light. 
 He was stood up straight, his feet floating six inches above the floor, his hands turned outwards at his side. 
 He looked exactly as he had the day he woke up with his powers, the day he’d permanently turned Andy into Autumn.  
 His face was soft, effeminate, even beautiful. His hair a thick, luscious blond mop. 
 His body was slender but strong, his taut muscles clearly defined. His twelve inch cock pointed straight up in the air, thick and erect. 
 His expression was kind. Serene. Radiating benevolence. Radiating power. 
 At the sight of his God, of his former lover, Andy felt a shiver pass through his body. 

God, I wish I could be his again…

 “You can be,” Leon’s smile twitched as he read Andy’s mind. His voice was musical, hypnotic. “All you have to do is say it.” 
 His green, glowing eyes fixed on Andy’s. 
 “Just one thought, Autumn. One thought from me and you’ll be my wife again. You’ll have power over all of these little ants. You’ll never suffer, never want. You’ll bear my children, spend every day in eternal happiness. 
 You just have to say it.” 
 His back propped up against the bed, Andy nodded. Sighed. 
 “What about Hampton?” he asked, holding up the butt plug. 
 “He’ll spend eternity inside a stripper’s butt,” Leon shrugged. “Completely aware of his surroundings, but unable to do anything about it.” 
 Although his voice was still soft, Andy could feel the power radiating from this God’s words. Feel the way reality twitched to obey them. 
 Once Leon said something would happen, the fate of the universe was set. 
 “Don’t feel bad,” the teenage God said, detecting the emotion almost before Andy felt it. “He lied to you. He deserves his fate.” 
 “I know. I just…” 
 Andy swallowed delicately, looked defiantly at his God. 
 “What about his wife?” 
 “She’s slowly turning into a donkey,” Leon said, matter-of-factly. “The process is taking ten years. That’s what this worm wanted me to stop, by getting you to beg me. But it was a waste of time.” 
 His smile grew wider. 
 “Her suffering and misery gives me the tiniest fraction of pleasure whenever I think about it. I want her to experience the helpless fear of becoming a braying ass. So, she will.” 
 Andy nodded. It was true. 
 They were all just Leon’s toys. If he wanted something to happen, there was no point trying to stop it. 
 What right did a toy have to protest against its owner? 
 “Can I ask, oh Lord…” he wet his lips, “can I ask what she did to upset you?” 
 “Nothing.” Leon’s face was calm, not even needing to show defiance. “I saw her in my mind one day and felt it would amuse me to curse her. It did, and so I know my choice was wise.” 
 He waited for Andy to say something. When the transformed boy remained quiet, he went on, in gentle tones. 
 “You could have that power, too, Autumn. This entire universe could be yours. You would have to answer only to me, and I would pledge to never hurt you. 
 Remember how it felt to be worshipped? To be so powerful that only your whims and desires mattered?” 
 “Of course.” Andy smiled, gently stroked Hampton’s transformed face, frozen in its rubber mask of fear. “I think about it every day.” 
 “Then why not say it? Be my wife again. I’ll reset things so these last 150 years never even happened.” 
 “Because…” 
 Before the thought had even finished forming in Andy’s brain, Leon had read it, understood it, better than Andy did himself. 
 The young God nodded. Sighed. 
 “Because you can’t bear the thought that I was right before, in the days when I didn’t have my powers. You can accept curses and transformation and me being all knowing now. 
 But not when I said that to you.” 
 “I wasn’t gonna put it like that,” muttered Andy, “but yeah.” 
 As he sat there, semi-naked, his pussy still throbbing from his fuck with Hampton, Andy felt that same old memory rise in his head again. The one from that summer day, all those eternities ago. 

Leon, still just a boy, stepping back from Andy in hurt, looking like he might cry. Andy, still in his muscular, male body, shaking his head in rage and glowering at his former friend.


“Don’t you ever fucking try and do that again!” Andy yelled. “I’ll break your goddamn neck!”


“Isn’t…?” Leon asked, bewildered. “Isn’t this what you want? Andy, I know you, I know you’re not straight, that you like…”


And then he fell silent as the big jock stepped up to him, grabbed him by the shirt front.


“You’re a goddamn liar, Leon. I like girls, just like you do. And don’t say different!”


But Leon didn’t say different. Instead, he said the words that would make Andy punch him, knock him to the floor.


“Say what you like,” the angry teenager growled, “but you’ll never find a guy as good as me again!”

 And then there was nothing but the rush of memories.  
 The way, three months later, Leon had used his powers to turn Andy into Autumn, declaring If you won’t be honest about being gay, maybe I’ll just have to make you into a straight girl!

 The day that followed, as Andy did things to Leon he’d only ever dreamed of before. So glad to be female now, so glad to be this God’s plaything. 
 So glad to be Leon’s lover. 
 The next fifty years as wife of the ruler of the Universe, being whatever Leon wanted him to be, enjoying near-unlimited power. 
 And, finally, that argument they’d had, while walking on the surface of Mars, when Andy had responded to Leon’s reminisces about that day by telling him he would have come out eventually, and that he would’ve probably found a guy even better than Leon was before he got his powers. 
 One silly, off the cuff comment that had turned into an argument that destroyed solar systems and shook the universe. 
 That ended with Leon stripping Andy of his powers and banishing him to Earth as a mortal, if ageless, woman. 
 With Andy being cursed to forever walk the Earth, dating a new man every single week, until he either found his elusive, perfect man, or apologized to Leon. 
 Well, here they were, three lifetimes later. 
 And he still wasn’t ready to give up. 
 “You’re so awkward sometimes, Autumn,” Leon said with a trace of sadness. “I could just think about you apologizing to me, and you immediately would. You’d grovel at my feet, come home…” 
 “But you don’t want to make me do that.” Andy gave his God a defiant grin. “You want me to come back of my own accord. Well, I’m not going to. Not till I’ve tried every man on this damn planet.” 
 Leon smiled. 
 “Stubborn woman. But watching your failures does give me some satisfaction, so I shall let you continue. With some changes…” 
 He held up his hand, thumb and forefinger poised to click. 
 “I told you when I gave you those wonderful breasts on your head that I’d curse you every time you defied me. Now you must accept your newest transformation.” 
 Andy bowed his head. 
 “Of course, oh Lord.” 
 There was a distant click, the very walls of the universe seemed to shake… 
 …and then Andy was feeling in horror the tender pussy growing where his mouth used to be, its hole already damp and ready to be violated. 
 “There,” said Leon. “This should make your suffering even more amusing.” 
 He gave a tinkly little laugh. 
 “I can see all of time, Autumn. I already know you will return to be my wife and that I will impregnate you and create a family of Gods. You could just skip all this pain and misery and say you’re sorry.” 
 Andy defiantly raised his head, sent an angry thought to his master. 
 Leon laughed again. 
 “Have it your way. I’ll be back when you next call me.” 
 And then he was gone, leaving no trace that he’d ever been there. 
 Slowly, Autumn picked herself up off the floor. Glanced down at her palms, saw Hampton had vanished along with Leon, off to start his new life in some girl’s ass. 
 With unsteady steps, she returned to the bathroom, turned on the light, went and stood before the mirror, examining her latest change. 
 Where her pouty lips had once sat now lay the long, vertical slit of a pussy, its plump lips lying either side of a secretive little hole, its clit resting just under her nose.  
 Hesitantly, Autumn reached up, ran one finger down her new slit. A muffled cry escaped her throat. 
 That had felt so good. 
 In the mirror, the future Goddess regarded herself silently. She knew Leon was right, she always had. She knew she would crack one day, there was no question of that at all. 
 But she also knew that she was gonna make that bastard work to get her back, even if it took eternity. 

I love you, Leon, the freak whispered to herself. I always did, even when we both were male. 


But I’ll be damned if you’re getting me back without a fight.

 Then, with a twin feeling of foolishness and satisfaction, Autumn went, picked up her phone and opened Tinder.  
 She was going to find the perfect man to date if it killed her. 
 * 
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Alternatively, keep reading for some kinky bonus material…

   
 




Free Extract:


The Man who became a Pregnant Teen

 “I wish…” 
 “You wish what?” 
 Drake opened his eyes. The memory of his transformation faded. He blinked in the gloom of the bedroom, gently touched his swollen womb. 
 Inside he could feel his unborn baby, kicking faintly. Could feel the way his belly was now swollen into a pregnant bump. The shape of it made him shudder. 
 But that wasn’t all he could feel. 
 He could feel, too, the way his breasts, all swollen and heavy with milk, rested against one another as he lay on his side. 
 He could feel the way his long blonde hair trailed down his back, swept over one narrow shoulder. 
 And he could feel, too, the thing pressing into the soft flesh of his pert little ass. The long, hard thing that pressed against the lacy panties Rita’s stupid wish had forced him to wear. The thing that was making his new pussy feel all damp, even despite him being nine months’ pregnant. 
 Justin’s rock hard cock, all firm and ready for sex. 
 Drake shut his eyes again as he felt his new husband stir behind him. As he felt one strong hand gently squeeze his hips, so tender, so loving. 
 He forced himself not to sob out loud as Justin – dark skinned, beautiful Justin, with his chiseled pecs and gentle smile – brushed a lock of hair away from Drake’s soft, feminine cheeks and softly kissed his neck. 
 It was wrong, he knew. So wrong. All of it. 
 And yet… and yet… 
 And yet even now, filled with misery as he was, suffering under this awful curse, he couldn’t help but notice the way his nipples were hardening at Justin’s touch. The way his body was signaling him desperately to kiss this beautiful man back. 
 “You wish what?” Justin whispered in his ear, his breath warm and ticklish against Drake’s skin. 
 He playfully slipped his big, strong hand off Drake’s hip, let it slide around his feminine body until it, too was clasped across Drake’s pregnant belly. 
 Or rather, until it was holding Drake’s own, girly hand against his bump, gently squeezing his fingers. Comforting, supportive. 
 Just how a husband should be. 

I wish none of this was happening! Drake felt like screaming. I wish you’d let go of me and fuck off! 


I’m a man! I shouldn’t be here. I shouldn’t have a husband…


And I shouldn’t be pregnant!

 But, of course, Rita’s wish was too strong. The magic wouldn’t allow him to say such words, even if he wanted to. 
 So instead, he helplessly squeezed Justin’s fingers back, a wave of misery washing over him at how big and thick his husband’s fingers were compared to his.  
 “I wish…” he whispered in his soft, feminine voice, “I wish…” 
 Drake blinked back girly tears. 
 “I wish this moment would never end,” he sighed, his contented words a strange counterpoint to the emptiness howling within him. “I wish I could just lie in your arms forever… 

…husband.” 
 In response, Justin gently kissed the crook of his neck again, making Drake sigh involuntarily.  
 He tried to force himself to feel disgusted, to feel grossed out, but he couldn’t stop that same blissful feeling from washing over his female form, from making him feel loved and protected and… and… 
 And like the beefy guy lying in bed with him was going to make an excellent father… 

Continue reading at Amazon.com…

 




Also by Lisa Change


*


Swapped by Magic


“Oh my God…” Chester thought, looking at the gorgeous, confused-looking girl he’d just turned Bryan into. “I really can do anything at all…!”

Chester is one of life’s losers, unlucky in love, spurned by women, still bullied by the same guys who tormented him at high school. He’s a nobody with zero prospects.

Until now.

One day, a freak accident gives Chester the power to make anything happen just by thinking about it. For the guys and girls who made his life hell, that means payback time!

In no time at all, Chester is using his new powers to turn his bullies into whatever he feels like. Guys who beat on him become obedient, busty maids. Girls who laughed at him find themselves trapped as lust-filled bimbos with an insatiable appetite for his body! 

As Chester’s powers grow, so do his plans for revenge. Can his enemies work together to stop him? Or are they all doomed to be swapped by magic?  

Buy now

 




Gender Swap Land

 Something’s happening to the men of Sissyville. An evil Queen has entered their midst, and one by one she’s turning them into girls! In no time at all, this powerful witch has forced the men into hiding and declared the town male-free. 

Now it’s up to former-teenage jock Tyler to lead the men in resistance. Trapped in the body of a beautiful, busty French maid, Tyler must convince his former Coach to join forces and help him end the Queen’s kinky reign of terror!

But as more and more men are swapped into skirts, time begins to run out. Can Tyler and his Coach defeat the Queen and regain their male bodies? Or will they find themselves trapped at the mercy of a vengeful Goddess with the power to transform them into anything she wants to?  

Buy now

 




Turned into Her Bride


“Look at you now,” Chloe whispered, mockingly stroking one of Frank’s cheeks, “the big, strong man. Now trapped forever as a beautiful bride…”

Middle aged Frank never respected women, treating them like trash. But now the high heeled shoe is on the other foot. After one of his victims makes an angry wish, Frank wakes up to find himself trapped as a beautiful young bride!

Trapped in the petite, curvy body of 18-year old blonde cutie Francine, Frank must suddenly learn to deal with life as a pretty bride on her wedding night! Dressed in a flowing wedding dress, this trembling, innocent young virgin must now fulfill her wifely duties and consummate her marriage. Or else the next wish might turn him into something even worse…

Will Frank get his body back? Is he doomed to spend eternity as her virgin bride?


Buy now

 




About the Author

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