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Prologue

“Are those guys bothering you?”

Natalie raised her head and glanced over at the two bros stood by the bar, whispering to one another and repeatedly glancing her way. She nodded.

“Man,” Laura leaned back on the dark leather couch, hugging one of her slender legs, “I could just tell they were creeps the minute we walked in, y’know?”

“They’re just looking,” shrugged Casey, “so what? I kinda like it.”

The rest of the girls rolled their eyes theatrically. It was just like Casey to play Devil’s advocate.

“They’re not just looking though, are they?” Laura gave the bros a hard stare, her lips curled into something between a smile and a sneer. “They’ve been saying shit about Nat all night. Just listen.”

The group fell silent for a second. Each girl tilted her head slightly towards the distant bar, where the two college guys talked, confident the table of girls in the corner couldn’t possibly hear them over all this pounding bass.

“…rape her if I got the chance,” one whispered in his friend’s ear, “just look at her tits…”

“ Bro!” The other replied, “You gotta make a slut like that suck. I bet she’s great with a dick in her mouth…”

“Dude! Check it out… she’s looking this way!”

As the bros turned and stared across the bar at Natalie, Laura lounged back in her seat with an air of triumph.

“See?”

“Well, I guess…” Casey muttered. She was always reluctant to concede an argument.

“Well nothing. You heard them, right guys?”

“I dunno why we’re arguing about this anyway,” Casey was visibly irritated now, “we can just go somewhere else…”

Laura raised her eyebrows.

“And let those assholes win? Nu-uh.” She shook her head. “I think we should teach them a lesson.”

“Not again,” Casey groaned. “Laura, you can’t keep turning people into toads…”

“Who said anything about toads? Pigs would be a much better fit…”

The last girl in their foursome raised her hand.

“OK you guys, enough.”

Immediately, Casey and Laura fell silent. They looked at the dark-haired woman in their midst with a mixture of respect and fear.

“We came out to get a buzz on and unwind,” the dark-haired girl said firmly, “we’re not using our magic unless there’s a majority vote, OK?”

“C’mon Jen…” Laura began.

Jen gave her a warning look.

“We’re a democratic coven,” she said in a voice that was soft and low but still somehow full of steel, “and we don’t just transform people on our own.”

“Even if,” she went on, her eyes not leaving Laura, “they’re jerks and double park us.”

Laura rolled her eyes.

“I already said I was sorry…”

“You turned him into a slug!”

“Casey, for the last time…”

“OK, we agree,” Jen cut over the two squabbling girls. “A vote. Casey?”

Casey glanced uneasily over at the two bros. She swallowed and shook her head.

“They’re dicks, but I just…”

“That’s a no then,” Jen cut in. “Laura?”

Laura gave Casey a defiant look.

“Definitely.”

“One no, one yes. Me? I’m abstaining.”

The two girls went to protest, but one look from Jen silenced them.

“Nat?” Jen prompted. “It’s your call.”

During the whole conversation, Nat hadn’t stopped looking at the two guys. Now, she allowed her magically-enhanced hearing to eavesdrop on their conversation again.

“…fuck her up the ass. Dude, she keeps looking at me…”

“She fucking wants it, man. She’s a total slut…”

At long last, she turned back to her coven, her wavy blond hair shimmering slightly in the club’s retro neon lighting.

“Do it.” She whispered.

Laura laughed and clapped her hands, Casey put her head in hers.

“Not again…” she whined.

“Too bad!” Laura was already standing up, smiling savagely at the helpless bros, “two little toads, coming up…”

“But not into animals.”

Laura froze. She glanced down at Natalie with visible annoyance.

“Nat. Girl. Come on…”

Natalie shook her beautiful head. At 18, she was the youngest member of the coven by a good five years and usually kept quiet. But this time, she was determined to have her say.

“There’s no point just… turning people into stuff,” she whispered, not meeting the others’ eyes. “Where’s the lesson in that?”

“The lesson is don’t be a dick,” Laura snapped. “Now let me…”

“No.” Nat said, surprised at her own firmness. “Not this time.”

In the silence that followed, a slow smile began to creep across Jen’s face. She leaned towards her newest protégé with her dark eyes twinkling.

“Then what do you suggest?”

“They’re jerks alright,” Nat said. “Jerks who hate women. And they’re irresponsible. That’s why they’re acting like that.”

Laura gave a mock-yawn.

“What’s your point?”

In response, Nat glanced back over the crowded bar at the two bros. One caught her eye and winked. The other mouthed the word slut at her.

“Let’s teach them a real lesson. One that will give them some responsibility. One that will show them what it’s like to be a woman…”

All around the coven now, smiles were starting to creep over the witches’ faces. They glanced at one another, wondering if Nat – sweet, young Nat who said she wanted to be a white witch – could really be suggesting what they thought she was.

“You don’t mean…?” said Laura at last.

When Nat nodded, she clamped a hand to her mouth to stifle her laughter, her eyes all lit up like a little girl who has just been told a schoolroom secret.

“Oh my God, that’s so perfect!”

“Don’t say the G-word,” Jen reminded her, but she was smiling too. “Casey, are you onboard?”

Reluctantly, Casey gave a little nod. As hard as she tried, she couldn’t keep the smile off her face.

“It’s not a bad plan…”

“In that case,” Jen interrupted, “another vote. All those in favor of Nat’s plan? Raise your hands!”

Immediately, four hands shot up into the air. Four pale, white things piercing the gloom of the club.

Across the bar, the two bros watched the four girls cackling with a mixture of amusement and contempt, unaware their cruel fates had just been hideously sealed.


I

It was nearly morning by the time Bruce and Harrison staggered drunkenly back to their frat house. The ghostly, blue light of dawn was just starting to stretch across the sky, making their small town seem pale and magical.

Not that the two jocks noticed.

“Dude, did you see that skank?” Harrison asked as he jumped up the steps to their front door, shaking his head.

“No way, bro,” Bruce tottered up behind his best friend, shaking his head. Of the two, he was both the smaller and the drunker.

“I swear man, her titties were falling out her top!”

“A whore like that needs a bit of D every now and then, y’know?”

The two exchanged a fist bump in the cold light. It had been a good night. They’d got an eyeful off that blonde’s chest in the club, chatted up some skanks while waiting for a taxi, and groped some hot chick’s ass in the crowd round the cloakroom.

The only way it could’ve been better would be if that blonde out with her three friends had let them talk to her.

The key turned in the lock. With a push, Harrison staggered inside, still talking to Bruce about every dirty thing that had flashed through his mind during the night.

“These bitches are all the same man, all of them just want you to throw them down and put something nice and big up their ass…”

Click.

The two bros froze as the lights sprang on, illuminating the corners of their battered frat house.

There were beer cans on the floor. Football jerseys scrunched up on the sofa. Old plates of nachos that hadn’t been cleaned balancing on precarious surfaces.

But none of that was what made the two jocks fall silent in shock. None of that was what made their eyes go wide and their mouths dangle open.

Lounging lazily on the sofa before them was the hottest woman they’d ever seen.

She was slender, with long, dark hair that flowed and shimmered and fell in two straight lines down either side of her sculpted face.

Her waist was tight, her breasts pert but not too large. Two long, slender legs poked out from beneath a short black dress, idly crossed over one another.

Her skin was pale, like porcelain, her cheekbones sharp and high. She had dark lips, flashing eyes and a secretive smile.

“Why hello,” murmured Jen, “you must be Bruce and Harrison.”

The silence that followed was broken only by the sound of the two jocks’ heartbeats. In numb confusion they stared at Jen, who smiled back at them with practiced malice.

At long last, Harrison shook his head.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“Me?” Asked Jen, innocently. “I’m just your friendly, local, neighborhood witch.”

She winked at something over their shoulders.

“And that is my glamorous assistant, Natalie.”

As one, the two jocks turned round, their jaws dangling open. What they saw made their eyes go wide with disbelief.

Sat on the lower step of their stairs was Natalie, her wavy blonde hair tumbling over her shoulders, her slender arms wrapped round her smooth legs.

She’d ditched her clubbing clothes, swapping her dress for a pair of denim shorts and a warm, shapeless sweater with their college logo on it. Even dressed down, she still looked stunning.

“Hi.” She smiled, a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “So you’re the guys who think I’m a slut, huh?”

Harrison and Bruce exchanged a glance, one that carried a simple message:

Dude, what the hell is going on here…?

Bruce gently leaned in toward his best friend.

“Hey,” he whispered, “isn’t that the girl from the…?”

“The club?” Natalie cut in, clearly enjoying the way Bruce jumped at her voice. “So you do recognize me. Great.”

Her blue eyes narrowed.

“Tell me. Do you remember saying you’d like to rape me?”

Her gaze seemed to bore deep into Bruce’s forehead, like she was reading his mind. He weakly shook his head, wondering what the fuck was happening, wondering how these two weird girls got into their house.

This is all shades of fucked up… He found himself thinking, helplessly. We didn’t mean anything. It was just playing around…

Then Harrison suddenly spoke up and Natalie’s eyes flicked away, to Bruce’s relief.

“Alright bitches,” Harrison was saying in his deep voice, “I dunno who let you in, or what you think you’re doing…”

A laugh cut him off. A dark, menacing cackle that chilled both the bros to their very core.

Wordlessly, Harrison turned to look at Jen.

“Whoops, sorry,” she smiled. “I get carried away sometimes. But what you said was very, very funny.”

Her dark eyes glinted.

“Nobody let us in. There’s nobody here to let us in, even if we needed them to.”

“Bull-shit,” Harrison sneered. “The guys are all upstairs.”

“Hey!” He suddenly shouted. “Blake! Chester! Duke! Get down here!”

Bruce glanced sideways at his powerful, commanding friend, so confidently shouting out to their roomies. Then he glanced back at Jen, watching Harrison holler and swallowed.

There was something wrong here, something Harrison wasn’t seeing. Jen wasn’t looking at him like some mad bitch who’d just snuck in.

She wasn’t even looking at him like a powerful, determined woman.

She was looking at his strong friend like a cat watching a helpless little mouse, just waiting for the right moment to leap forward and bite its head off.

“GUYS!” Harrison bellowed. “Guys, c’mon!”

Silence. His words echoed round the vast house, bouncing off walls, through dusty corridors.

With a start, Bruce realized with absolute certainty that the house was empty.

“I don’t get it,” Harrison muttered, “they can’t all be out still…”

“Oh, they’re out alright,” Jen said, airily, “but not in the way you bozos think.”

She gave another giggle as Bruce and Harrison both stared at her again.

“Nat, would you care to explain, dear?”

The blonde girl on the stairs smiled at Bruce.

“We got here and they tried to make us leave. So we clicked our fingers.”

She giggled.

“And now they’ll never try to make anyone do anything ever again.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Harrison roared. “This is fucking dumb! HEY! DUKE! CHESTER!”

But even as he bellowed away, Natalie kept right on smiling at Bruce. A secretive, almost naughty smile. One that made him feel woozy, like his legs were turning to rubber.

“You-you did something to them…” he whispered, unable to believe the words coming out his mouth. “Didn’t you? Something bad.”

“Huh?” Harrison glared at his friend. “Dude, don’t listen to these crazy chicks. The guys are just in town or asleep or…”

“They’re asleep alright,” Jen laughed. “All tucked up in their beds with their dollies, dreaming about unicorns and ponies and princess dresses.”

She gave Bruce a look that made him want to scream.

“Getting all rested before their big play dates tomorrow.”

“Stop talking!” Harrison shouted, but his voice sounded strained now. “You’re not making any goddamn sense.”

“No?” Jen shrugged her slender shoulders. “Well, it makes perfect sense if you believe in magic.”

She stifled another giggle.

“You want to know where your little friends are? Here.”

And she clicked her fingers.

Immediately, an image appeared in the air before Bruce and Harrison. Of Duke and Chester, stood stock still in the living room, trembling. A slice of the past that seemed to glow like a hologram.

“Wait.” Said Harrison. “How the hell did you…?”

“Quiet!” Hissed Bruce.

He had a horrible feeling he knew where this was going.

An image of Jen stood before the two jocks in the hologram, a cruel smile on her handsome features. Beside her, an image of Natalie sat on the sofa, trying not to laugh.

“I’ve read your minds,” hologram-Jen was saying. “You’re all bad little boys who think bad thoughts about women and deserve to be punished. Isn’t that right, Nat?”

“Yes, ma’am,” hologram-Nat giggled.

“So here’s what’s gonna happen.” Hologram-Jen held up one hand, her thumb and forefinger poised together. “I’m gonna click my fingers. And you’ll all start new lives as something much… nicer.”

“You can’t do this!” Hologram-Duke yelled. He seemed to be struggling, like he desperately wanted to leap up and punch his tormentor, but was powerless to move.

“Duke!” Harrison yelled. He looked wildly from the hologram to Jen.

“What did you bitches do to my bro?!”

In response, Jen simply raised one finger to her lips and pointed back at the magical hologram.

“This is wrong,” Hologram-Duke was sobbing, “we didn’t do anything!”

“Tough titty,” replied Hologram-Jen. “You jocks were just as nasty to girls as those two creepy friends of yours. So. Let the punishment fit the crime!”

Then she clicked her fingers and suddenly the two bros were screaming.

They screamed as their shoulders lost their broadness and narrowed down, becoming slender.

They screamed as their bodies shrank, their faces grew softer and smaller, and their arms and legs shed their muscle at horrifying speed.

They screamed as their manly bodies disappeared, replaced by delicate, tiny ones about a 5th of their original size.

Lastly, they screamed as pigtails erupted from their heads, and their bodies were magically encased in princess outfits.

In horror, Bruce watched his two former friends stare down at their new bodies with shocked expressions on their adorable faces. He watched as they looked as one up at Hologram-Jen, their sweet little mouths dangling open.

“What did you do?!” Squeaked the one that used to be Hologram-Duke, in a voice like syrup and honey.

And then Hologram-Jen laughed and said the words Bruce had been dreading, the words that made his blood run cold and made him want to scream and cry and go mad.

“Isn’t it obvious?” She crooned. “I turned you into little girls.”

As one, the two adorable little poppets that used to be Duke and Chester looked at each other and burst into tears.

“That’s quite enough of that.”

There was another click and the hologram vanished. In its place, Jen lounged on the sofa, smiling up at the two stunned jocks.

“Enjoy our little show?” She asked, sweetly. “I know I did.”

“That was bullshit,” Harrison mumbled. But he no longer seemed sure.

His voice was weak. Uncertain. Glancing at him, Bruce saw to his shock that his best friend looked terrified.

“Was it?” Jen asked.

She turned to Bruce.

“What about you? The quiet one. What did you make of that?”

“You… you…”

Bruce struggled to say it. The words wouldn’t come. It was just too crazy. All of it.

But at the same time, he knew Harrison was wrong. This was no lie. No cheap conjuring trick.

Somehow, against all the laws of nature, these two women were able to turn men into anything they wanted.

“You turned them into little girls,” he whispered at last.

Jen gave him a chilling smile.

“I could tell you were the smart one,” she said. “Natalie? Could you explain further?”

“We didn’t just turn them into girls,” the blonde witch giggled.

She gave Bruce an amused look.

“We took one woman from both of their lives who they’d insulted or degraded or made to feel bad, and you know what we did?”

Bruce shook his head.

“We made them into their mommies.” Natalie smiled. “Now those girls can dress your douche friends in princess outfits and make them go on playdates and set their bedtimes and smack their bottoms and completely control their lives.”

Her eyes flashed dangerously.

“And there’s nothing they can do about it. They can’t even grow up. The spell won’t let them.”

She tittered.

“They’ll spend the remaining 80 years of their lives trapped as five-year old girls.”

A silence settled over the room. Cold. Shocked.

Bruce nervously glanced from the blonde witch’s smiling blue eyes to the cruel sneer etched across her dark-haired companion’s face. The room suddenly seemed darker than he remembered it. More claustrophobic.

“What about Blake?” He whispered. His other jock friend had been missing from the video.

Jen shrugged.

“You’ll find out later. Maybe. But really, you should be concentrating on the horrible trouble you’re both in now.”

It couldn’t be true. None of it. It just wasn’t possible. Bruce refused to believe it.

Nobody could turn a grown man into a-a little girl.

Could they?

If they can do that to those guys, Bruce found himself thinking, uneasily, think what they could do to you and Harrison…

“Oh, don’t worry,” purred Jen, smiling at Bruce. “We’re not going to turn you into little girls…”

It was like she’d read his mind.

“Well. Not exactly. No,” she leaned forward, not taking her predator’s eyes off him, “we’ve got something much more entertaining planned for you two. Something that will involve you learning a real lesson.”

The drunken warmth that encased Bruce’s brain was ebbing away, replaced by cold, clammy horror.

He wanted to run away. Wanted to scream and run out the door, and keep running until he was away from this madness.

But there was something about the eyes of these women. Like they were hypnotizing him. Like they were forcing him to stay put, forcing him to await his punishment…

At that moment, Harrison’s voice cut across Bruce’s brain, temporarily breaking the spell.

“This is fucking bullshit!” The strong jock laughed. “You chicks throw together a video and think we’re gonna shit our pants and beg for forgiveness? No way, man!”

He clapped a meaty hand on Bruce’s shoulder.

“C’mon, bro, I’m getting outta here!”

With confident steps, he started back towards the front door.

“Freeze,” whispered Jen.

And she clicked her fingers.

Immediately, Harrison’s feet stopped working. Before Bruce’s eyes, his entire body simply froze up.

Bruce could see him straining. See him trying to carry on walking as if nothing had happened. But it was impossible.

The witch’s magic had taken control of him completely.

“Now turn around.”

With an obedience Bruce had never seen in his friend before, Harrison turned his large body so it faced Jen, a look of horror etched across his face.

Jen smiled up at the big, helpless jock, a cruel look on her china white face.

“Aww, look at the poor old man. So big. So strong. And…”

She gave a small, happy sigh.

“Now so completely helpless.”

Bruce could see Harrison’s eyes, wild and confused. His mind desperately trying to make his body turn round again. He shuddered.

How can they do that to Harrison? He marveled. Harrison! He’s the biggest, strongest guy I know!

“Don’t think for a second,” Jen turned sternly towards him, “that we’ve forgotten about you. Natalie?”

From somewhere behind Bruce came a distinct click.

At once, Bruce felt his muscles freeze up. Felt his arms grow stiff, his legs seem to take root to the ground.

He felt his entire body involuntarily tense up, as if it was preparing to fight his brain, to stop it from leaving without the witch’s express permission.

Gamely, Bruce tried to struggle. Tried to move his body. But he knew it was hopeless.

His body no longer belonged to him.

He was now just the plaything of these cruel, vindictive witches.

“Excellently done, Nat,” Jen said. “You’re coming on in leaps and bounds.”

Behind him, Bruce heard the blonde witch laugh.

“No problem, mistress Jen! This is fun!”

Jen? Bruce thought, numbly, what sort of name is that for a witch…?

“Goddamit!” Harrison growled through teeth that were magically clamped together. “What the hell do you bitches want?”

Jen smilingly raised one finger, indicating he be patient.

“All in good time, my darling. But first, let’s get you both into position!”

Once again, she clicked her fingers. Immediately, Bruce felt his body lurch. Felt himself obediently turn and stomp across the room, like some toy robot being inexpertly controlled by a clumsy child.

Out the corner of his eye, he saw Harrison spin round and start stomping off in the other direction, cursing under his breath as he went.

Maybe he’ll be able to break the spell… Bruce thought dully, as his body carried him across the living room with heavy steps, maybe he’ll be able to get us both out of here.

“And turn.”

The world span, its contours blurring together into an indistinct mix, like gray treacle. Bruce’s body whirled round and stood ramrod straight, as if at attention, facing the other side of the room.

Through eyes that were no longer his own, he saw Harrison likewise stood, waiting for orders, facing Bruce.

The two male friends looked at each other with eyes that were helpless, Bruce’s flecked with flight, Harrison’s shining with anger.

Jen was now sat, smiling, between the two men. From his position by the far wall, Bruce could still see the blonde witch – Natalie – watching them with laughter in her eyes.

“You know,” Jen said, thoughtfully, “we could make them do anything we wanted to right now.”

She giggled.

“We could make them kiss. We could make them have sex. We could even…”

Her smile grew cruel.

“We could even make them give each other blowjobs.”

At the look of shock in Bruce’s eyes, she burst out laughing.

“Fancy swallowing your bestie’s sperm, little boy?” She crooned. “Like a bitch? Oh, I bet you’d love that, wouldn’t you?”

“What the hell do you mean?!” Bruce squeaked through magically-closed teeth.

Jen raised an eyebrow at him.

“I think we both know, don’t we now…?”

She gave herself a little shake.

“But, sadly, that’s not the plan. No…”

She winked at Bruce.

“I think we’ve got something much more interesting in store for you two. Isn’t that right, Nat?”

“That’s right, mistress,” Nat sang from her position on the stairs. To Bruce’s mind, she looked like some demonic kid sister suddenly empowered to get revenge on her mean older brother.

“For Chrissakes!” Growled Harrison, “just tell us what you’re gonna do already!”

“Tell you?” Jen asked in mock-annoyance. “Haven’t you ever heard the golden rule of fiction? Show, don’t tell. So.”

She smiled at each boy in turn, clearly enjoying the beads of sweat on Bruce’s forehead, the bulging, angry veins on Harrison’s.

“I guess it’s time we showed you what we’ve got in store, don’t you? I think it’s time we showed you what we’re going to transform you into.”

Transform?! Thought Bruce in panic. Oh God, she can’t mean…!

Already he could imagine how it would feel. How his body would suddenly shrink. How the princess dress would magically unfurl around him. How his screams would go up, up, up! in pitch as he shrank.

But hadn’t the witches just said they wouldn’t turn him into a little girl?

What then? Bruce wondered, his body trembling with fear. What the hell are they gonna do to us?

“Nat!” Commanded Jen, smiling at her protégé. “Ready to have some fun?”

“Yes, mistress!” Came the reply.

“Right then…” Jen purred, looking from Bruce’s frozen face to Harrison’s. “In that case, I guess we’ll start with…”

Bruce sweated in silence as the witch looked Harrison up and down, a strange smile on her face. Suddenly, she gave a snort and turned away, her evil smile coming to rest on Bruce.

“I guess we’ll start with you,” she whispered.


II

For a second, the fear was so great that it swamped all other thoughts in Bruce’s brain.

Then the horrible reality of his predicament asserted itself. Like some pathetic subject cowering before an ancient, terrible Goddess, Bruce began to plead for mercy.

“No!” He warbled through gritted teeth. “Please! I-I don’t know what you’re gonna do but please just… just don’t!”

At the sound of his voice, Jen theatrically yawned, raising one delicate hand to her open mouth.

Helplessly, Bruce glanced across at Harrison and was shocked to see his bro starting back at him with contempt in his eyes.

“Bro, stop being such a fucking pussy!” Harrison growled. “These bitches can’t do anything to us…”

“No?” Jen suddenly frowned. “Hmm. Well. I guess we’ll see about that, won’t we?”

And before Bruce could do anything, she clicked her fingers.

On the stairs, the blond witch called Natalie let out a hideous, screeching laugh.

“Oh Bruce!” She purred in delight. “You’d better hold on… you’re in for one hell of a ride!”

Bruce was shrinking. Before his eyes, he saw the room rise up, as if he was slowly being lowered through the trap door in a stage.

He tried to scream, tried to throw out his hands and stop himself from hitting the floor, but the magic refused to let him move.

It was like he’d been turned into a living statue.

“God… look how scared he is already,” sighed Jen. “I can’t wait until he figures out where this is going.”

But Bruce barely heard her. He was too busy staring at his body in shock.

Bruce’s body was changing. Before his eyes, his pecs were losing their definition, his arms were shedding muscle, and his torso was narrowing.

There was a loud grinding sound, and Bruce’s shoulders tugged in, losing their masculine broadness and becoming narrow and slender.

There was a noise like a corset tightening and Bruce’s waist leaped inwards, becoming extremely narrow.

There was a hissing sound and all of Bruce’s muscles – muscles built up over years of hard gym sessions – deflated and vanished, leaving his arms and legs slender and willowy.

“Harrison!” Bruce managed to squeak out his magically-sealed mouth. “Help, dude!”

But big, strong Harrison didn’t come to his rescue. Didn’t even make a sound.

Instead, he simply stared at his transforming friend with a look somewhere between pity and overwhelming disgust.

A crack like a gunshot broke the cold morning air. Bruce’s wrists and ankles snapped inwards, becoming small and dainty. For a second, his big, calloused male hands held on, making him look freakishly disproportioned, and then they began to shrink too, their nails elongating and turning a beautiful shade of shiny pink.

In dumbfounded fright, Bruce glanced down at his feet and saw they were now tiny. Little things with brightly-painted toenails.

As he looked, all the hair suddenly sucked back into his legs, leaving two long, smooth things poking out the bottom of his shorts. With a sensation of vertigo, Bruce realized that his new legs looked strangely sexy.

Hey, what’s happening? He thought, miserably. That’s not right! A-a man shouldn’t have legs like that!

And then it dawned on him. A thought all the more horrific because it was so painfully, blindingly obvious.

Of course no man had legs like that. Bruce only had them because he wasn’t male anymore.

The witches were turning him into a girl.

There was a sudden flash of light; white hot, burning. Bruce squealed and closed his eyes. When he opened them again, he was astonished to find he was standing naked in the middle of the room.

“God, look at that tiny little cock,” Jen sneered.

Bruce automatically tried to cup his hands over his three-inch dick, but the magic wouldn’t let him move an inch.

“It’s so pathetic. Just like you. Oh well. Time to replace it with something much more fitting.”

Then Jen raised her hands and clapped them together.

Immediately, Bruce felt his worthless little dick begin to twitch. Looking down with a feeling of numbness, he watched as it gave one goodbye jerk then shot back inside his body, dragging his balls with it.

For a long second, there was nothing between Bruce’s legs but smooth, pink skin. Then a sound like Velcro ripping filled the frat house and the skin split, forming into two plump little lips that hung either side of a tight and moist little hole.

Bruce goggled down at the-the thing between his legs. He wanted to scream. Wanted to scream and scream and keep screaming until he woke up from this nightmare.

But it wasn’t a nightmare. Like it or not, it was really happening.

Bruce was now the proud owner of a tight, shaved pussy.

A laugh made him glance up. Sat on the stairs, the blond witch was pointing at him and giggling, tears streaming down her cheeks at the sight of poor little Brucie with his pussy. Across the room, Jen smiled.

“My, my,” she smiled. “Isn’t that better?”

No! Bruce wanted to scream. No, it’s not better. It’s horrible!

But no words escaped his mouth. The shame, combined with the magic, was just too strong.

Instead, he cast a helpless glance at Harrison, and was mortified to see his bro staring at his brand new pussy with a look of repugnance on his handsome features.

“Harrison…” he started to whisper through gritted teeth, then suddenly stopped his eyes going wide.

No… please. Anything but that!

At the sight of his strong, handsome and manly roomie, Bruce had felt a little twitch go through his nice, new cunt.

It seemed his new form was destined to be deeply attracted to men.

Then the changes started speeding up and all of Bruce’s thoughts were obliterated on a wave of terror.

There was another grinding sound and his hips pushed outwards, giving his new body a seductive, hourglass figure.

His ass leaped up and filled out, becoming round and pert and smooth.

His spine suddenly curved, automatically thrusting his chest forward and his sexy new butt out.

With a cry, Bruce turned two miserable eyes towards Jen. He knew what was coming next.

“Please…” He managed to squeeze out.

Jen calmly shook her head.

“Not a chance.”

No sooner had she finished speaking than a pain in Bruce’s chest made him look down. His nipples were hard and pointed, growing longer and turning pink. Around them, the flesh was starting to swell, like he’d just been stung by two little bees.

Desperately, Bruce tried to will his body to stop. To refuse to play the evil witch’s cruel games.

Unfortunately, his body wasn’t listening.

There was a sensation of pressure that built up and up and up. Just when Bruce thought it was about to pass, it hit a crescendo and suddenly two big, beautiful breasts came bursting out his chest.

With tears in his eyes, Bruce watched as his brand new boobies swelled up, becoming firm and heavy and ripe. They grew until they dangled from his frame, their nipples hard and pointed at the sky. Grew until he could feel the weight of them, tugging gently on his back. Grew until they entirely filled the bottom part of his vision.

And still they kept on growing.

“Jesus, Jen!” Natalie giggled. “How big are you gonna make them?!”

In response, Jen gave a mysterious little smile.

“The bro said he liked big tits. So. Let’s give him the biggest pair on campus!”

With a feeling of helpless misery, Bruce watched his chest grow bigger and bigger and bigger. Finally, when he thought they were about to get so big he’d topple over, they stopped growing.

They hung from his slender new frame. Two large, ripe melons, just waiting to be squeezed and pinched and fondled by the nearest man.

Oh my God… he whimpered inside himself. Look at them! They’ve got to be Double-G at least!

“They’re Double-H,” Jen called from across the room. “Just in case you were wondering.”

A deliciously dark look flitted across her brow.

“All the better for being spunked on, my darling little whore.”

Bruce barely heard what she was saying. He was too busy staring at the – the things dangling from his chest! Things that drove men wild. Things that bros like him drooled over, whispering to one another what a slut the owner was.

Well, now that was him.

He, Bruce, was a big-titted slut.

And still his transformation wasn’t over. As Bruce stared at his brand new titties, he felt a terrific itching across his scalp.

Seconds later, a waterfall of shiny blond hair tumbled over his naked shoulders, cascading down his back. The ends up into ringlets and came to a halt just beneath his vast and pendulous breasts, tickling at the skin. To Bruce’s amazement, his new hair bounced and shone in a way his male hair never had.

At long last, the changes reached poor Brucie’s face.

In quick succession, he felt his jawline soften and his cheekbones sharpen, transforming the shape of his face.

He felt his eyes widen, becoming innocent and doe-like, long, dark eyelashes fluttering in the corners of his vision.

His lips plumped up, his nose shrank into a cute little button, and freckles exploded across his cheeks.

Finally, his Adam’s apple gave a spasm and rolled back into his throat, disappearing inside him.

Bruce’s body gave one last, enormous jiggle that sent his new breasts bouncing wildly, and then it was over.

The silence that followed was broken only by the ragged sounds of Bruce’s breathing. To his shock, he realized his breath was coming out lighter now. Softer.

Oh God… oh please God don’t let this be true…

He glanced down at his new body. At how soft it was. How curvy.

Bits poked out here. Folded in there. Gone were his muscles. Gone was his reassuring, manly shape.

In their place was the delicate, slender body of a girl.

Not just any girl, either…

Wordlessly, Bruce turned and looked at the mirror hanging on the wall, the one he always checked his hair in before heading out. At the sight of what was in it, he let out a piercing, girlish shriek.

The girl staring back at him in horror was hot. She had a tiny, almost waif-like body equipped with two impossibly big breasts that hung from her frame and bounced and jiggled with each movement. Her ass was big and round, her waist nice and tight, her pussy shaved and on display.

But it wasn’t just her body that was attractive. Her face was… well, it was beautiful.

The girl in the mirror had wide, innocent eyes and soft little cheeks that were dusted with freckles. She looked almost Germanic, with her flowing blond hair, child-bearing hips and pouty lips (perfect for sucking dick, Bruce thought, numbly).

She wasn’t a day older than 18. A shy, inexperienced girl with big fat titties and a cunt that desperately needed violating. A girl who was sexy and homely all at once. A girl you could just as easily screw as take home and marry.

No… Bruce thought, weakly, that can’t be me…

He shook his head. As in a dream, the girl in the mirror shook hers too, little strands of loose blond hair drifting beside her.

She was him. He was her.

He, Bruce, was now the hottest girl on campus.

With his shy and innocent new eyes, Bruce glanced over at Jen. He was surprised to see the witch now looked both taller and older than him.

She’s probably half a foot taller than me… he thought, miserably. I’ve gone from being 6ft to maybe 5ft2.

“What the fuck…” he began through gritted teeth, then suddenly stopped with a tiny squeal.

His voice was wrong. Wrong, wrong, wrong!

Where it should have been deep and bass-y, it was now high-pitched and soft. Where it should have been strong and powerful, it was now innocent and submissive.

In fright, Bruce tried to lower his voice, tried to talk normally. But it was no use.

“What the fuck did you do to me?!” He squeaked in his girly new voice.

In response, Jen gave him a sadistic smile. She lazily turned to Natalie.

“Shall we, dear?”

“If you think it’s a good idea, mistress.”

Jen shrugged.

“What harm can it do?”

And she clicked her fingers.

Suddenly, Bruce felt his muscles un-tense, the stiffness vanish from his limbs.

With a grateful cry, he fell forward, landing on his hands and knees, burying his head in his soft new arms, against the ground, and breathing deeply.

“Well?” He heard Jen call, “what do you think of your new body?”

New body… Bruce closed his eyes, refused to listen. He wouldn’t believe what had just happened to him, he wouldn’t! It was crazy. Impossible!

But there was no denying it. Even curled up here, he could feel the weight of his new breasts, tugging at his back. Feel their soft firmness, bumping up against his hairless legs.

He could feel the long, blond hair trailing over his shoulders, falling down beside his face, tickling his bare skin. Feel the distracted craving between his legs, of a hole that needed to be filled.

With the sensation of a woman about to step over a cliff edge into a roiling sea of madness, Bruce slowly raised his pretty little head. Looked at Jen through eyes half-hidden behind a curtain of golden hair.

“You turned me into a girl,” he whispered.

Jen simply shrugged.

“Deal with it,” she said. “Some of us have been girls since the day we were born. You don’t see us whining.”

“That’s not the point!” Bruce squeaked, angrily. He was annoyed to hear how high-pitched his voice went when he was upset.

I sound like a spoiled little brat… he marveled.

“I’m supposed to be a man,” he went on in his shrill new voice, “not some… some slut!”

At the word slut, Jen’s eyes narrowed.

“Oh dear,” she whispered. “Oh dear, oh dear. You’re showing your true colors now, Brittany…”

Brittany?! Bruce thought, wildly. Then he realized.

He was a girl now. And that meant having a girl’s name. He was no longer Bruce, except in his own head.

From now on, the rest of the world would know him as stupid, sexy Brittany.

“I had hoped,” Jen was saying, “that turning you into a girl would make you less of a douche. I can see you’re still a chauvinist pig, though.”

“That’s not fair!” Bruce squealed, his mind swimming with anger.

He turned to his best friend for support.

“Harrison!” His shouted in his soft voice, “tell her what…”

The sounds died in his throat. With a feeling of dazed shock, Bruce looked up from his position on the floor at his handsome best friend, still frozen to the spot by magic.

No… he whimpered deep inside his own mind, no, he can’t. He wouldn’t…

To his side, Bruce heard a distant giggle. He looked up into Harrison’s face, now brick red with embarrassment, and wished he could just disappear.

“Like what you see?” He dimly heard Jen ask, mockingly. “Most girls I know would.”

Weakly, Bruce tried to shake his pretty little head. But it was all an act. Already, he could feel the dryness on his pouty lips. Feel his bare nipples hardening. Feel the moistness in his crotch.

It’s no good pretending, he thought, helplessly, I can’t keep my eyes off it!

Jutting out against the fabric of Harrison’s pants was the biggest boner Bruce had ever seen.

It was enormous. A huge tent of fabric that stretched away from Harrison’s waist a good nine inches. Even with its true shape still hidden by folds of material, Bruce could tell his roomie’s dick was big and thick and long.

A tiny bead of moisture slipped out Bruce’s cunt and ran down the inside of one leg. He helplessly looked from the enormous dick before him to Harrison’s humiliated face.

“I couldn’t help it,” Harrison grunted through his magically-closed mouth, avoiding Bruce’s eyes, “you’re… you’re…”

He scowled, looking down at Bruce’s naked body. At its great big titties, dangling free and loose.

“Christ, just look at you!” He exploded.

A wave of nausea flooded through Bruce. He gently shook his pretty little head, strands of blond hair drifting across his soft, beautiful face.

No… it couldn’t be true. None of it! There was no fucking way that Harrison – his friend, his bro, his roomie – could-could want to fuck him.

But at the same time, there was no denying the physical evidence.

In Bruce’s new body, he wasn’t just attracted to Harrison.

Harrison was wildly attracted to him, too.

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

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

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

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

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

Sexy.

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

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

Admiring his handsome face and kissable lips.

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

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

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

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

Jen gave an audible sigh.

“Natalie? Would you?”

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

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

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

A cruel note of humor entered her voice.

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

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

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

“Yes.” He muttered.

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

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

“No.” He whispered.

Then suddenly, to both their shock, he added:

“It’s kinda a turn on.”

Bruce felt his pretty mouth drop open. He weakly turned to give Jen a pleading look, only to see the witch smiling at him with an air of pure malevolence.

“That’s good to hear,” she whispered. “Now, tell me. If we were to let you go right now, would you fuck this little bitch?”

“Yes.” Muttered Harrison.

“Would you stick your dick in her?”

“Yes.”

“And would you enjoy it?”

“For God’s sakes yes!” Harrison exploded.

He looked wildly at Jen.

“I want to fuck her, OK? I don’t care that she’s Bruce. I want to fuck that little whore and cum on her tits and spank her ass and make her suck my dick. If I could move right now, I’d take her upstairs and fuck her until she was full of my sperm. I’d fuck her-”

He suddenly stopped, his face white as a sheet.

Jen tilted her head.

“Go on, macho man. Remember. The magic forbids you to lie to me.”

“I’d… I’d fuck her,” Harrison whispered, looking shocked at the words coming out his mouth. “I’d fuck her like I always dreamed of fucking Bruce.”

For a long, long moment, nobody moved. Bruce just stared at his best friend, his pretty head swimming, his heart pounding in his generous chest while Harrison stared at the floor, a look of shame on his handsome features.

“Is…” whispered Bruce at last in his new, female voice, “is that… is that true?”

Harrison nodded, his head able to give a little twitch despite the magic freezing his muscles.

“Yeah.” He suddenly started roaring again, “Goddamit, you fucking bitches!”

“Well, well…” Jen giggled, “now that was unexpected. So the big, manly man has a secret fairy side, does he?”

She turned her smirking face upon Bruce.

“What about you, you little slut? Natalie!”

There was another click from the blond witch. Bruce felt a sensation of heat in his throat, like saying the wrong words would burn him horribly.

“You can now no longer lie to me either,” Jen purred down at him. “So. Here goes.”

Her lips curled up into a cruel sneer.

“Do you, Brittany, want to let Harrison fuck you like the little bitch you are?”

Before Bruce could even think, the burning increased in his throat, and he heard himself eagerly answering.

“Yes! Oh fuck, yes! That’d be so hot!”

He gave a squeak and clamped his dainty new hands over his pretty mouth. His long nails gently scratched his soft cheeks.

I didn’t mean to say that…

He turned toward Harrison, hoping to plead with him, to let him know it wasn’t true. But his best friend was looking at him with venom in his eyes.

“Really? Do you want to suck his dick? Do you want to let him cum on your tits? Do you want him to…?”

Jen hesitated.

“Do you want him to get you pregnant?”

With a moan, Bruce tried to stop himself from speaking. Yet the words came without his bidding, burning with the suffocating fire of truth.

“Yes, ma’am,” he whimpered. “Oh God yes. I-I want his babies!”

“I always have,” he confessed, miserably trying to stop himself from speaking, but powerless to fight the magic. “Even when I was still a man, I-I dreamed of Harrison getting me pregnant.”

There was another shocked silence. With sad eyes, Bruce looked up at his disgusted roomie.

“Sorry,” he whispered. “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be.” Harrison grunted, “thinking about you carrying my babies is making me fucking hard.”

His eyes went wide. He looked away from Bruce and scowled.

“Fucking magic…” he muttered.

As the handsome boy and his beautiful girl talked, the two witches exchanged an amused glance. The blond one dropped her mistress a secret little wink.

“In that case, then,” said Jen as she at last turned back to Bruce. “I think perhaps it’s time we all went upstairs and investigated the bedroom.”


III

This can’t be happening…

Completely naked, Bruce slowly ascended the stairs of their frat house, his naked breasts wobbling with each step. The cool morning air caressed his pussy, making the invisible downy hairs around it rise gently upwards.

There’s no way this can be happening…

As they climbed, Bruce tried to ignore the thing clasped in his hand. The long, thick thing that throbbed gently, one long vein bulging down its side. The thing the witches had insisted Bruce hold as he led Harrison to the bedroom.

Please don’t let this be happening.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Harrison grunted behind him, his eyes clearly fixed on Bruce’s ass. Bruce clutched his friend’s penis tighter and gave a happy little sigh that made him sick with disgust.

“I can’t wait to fuck you,” Harrison continued in his monotone, unable to do anything but speak the truth, but unwilling to put any emotion into these horrible words.

Bruce swallowed. He didn’t want to say it. Didn’t want to admit to it.

“Your cock feels so good in my hand,” he whispered, surprised at how seductive he sounded. How female.

He hesitated. Was he really going to say it?

“It’d feel much better in my pussy,” he added, unhappily.

After her comment about the bedroom, the witch Jen had snapped her fingers again and suddenly Harrison had collapsed, his body no longer held in place by magic.

“Harrison!” Bruce had screamed.

He’d run over to his best friend, trying to ignore the way his boobies kept jiggling, and put his arms round him.

“Harrison, fuck Harrison, are you OK…?” He’d squeaked in his girly voice.

In response, Harrison had rudely shoved him away and staggered to his feet, his back turned.

“Bro, what the fuck?!” Bruce had whimpered, the frat-boy words sounding ridiculous on his female lips.

He felt sick. Miserable. His new body was desperately attracted to Harrison. No, more than that.

In his new form, Bruce realized he was helplessly in love with his roomie.

And now his roomie was rejecting him.

“Stay away.” Harrison had grunted, not looking at him. “If I let you touch me…”

He’d hesitated, then let out a helpless growl.

“I’ll want to fuck you,” he’d finished.

For a second, Bruce had said nothing. His heart was pounding in his generous chest. His mind was swimming.

That’s right, his brain had kept whispering, just stay away from one another… you know it’s for the best…

But Bruce had been incapable of listening. He was a girl now. A beautiful, curvy, horny girl who was madly in love with her roomie.

And he knew how to get exactly what he wanted.

With slow movements, Bruce had climbed to his feet. He’d swallowed, his eyes trained on Harrison’s muscular back. Then, with a feeling of unreality, he’d started to walk towards his roomie, his hips naturally curving with each step, his tiny feet padding gently on the floor.

At last, he’d reached Harrison. Reached out with one trembling hand. Held it inches from Harrison’s back, afraid to go any further. Afraid to do what needed to be done…

Then Harrison had started turning, turning, his dark eyes zeroing in on Bruce’s pretty new face. Bruce had leaned back, unconsciously parted his lips…

…and the next thing he’d known they’d been kissing.

It had been wonderful. Amazing. The best thing that had ever happened to him.

Harrison’s tongue had swirled around the inside of Brucie’s mouth, possessing him, making him his. Bruce had closed his eyes and gently nibbled on it, savoring it like a strange, exotic delicacy.

He’d whimpered with delight as Harrison’s stubble scratched against his soft cheeks. As his erect penis pressed against his tight waist, as if seeking out his womb.

The smell of Harrison’s sweat – musky, masculine, male – had made his new, girl-body dizzy. The feeling of his strong torso, pressed up against Brucie’s pert breasts had made him want to sigh and fall into his roomie’s arms.

His nipples had been hard as bullets. His pussy had become warm and wide and wet.

At that moment, everything else had vanished. The sun had winked out, the Earth turned to dust and the universe exploded and dissipated into silence. There was nothing but his sensitive, delicate new form and his powerful roomie, kissing him like he never wanted to let go.

I don’t want this moment to ever end… Bruce remembered thinking. There had been a sudden surge of heat in his throat and he’d pulled back, looking dreamily up into Harrison’s eyes. Into the eyes of a man who was suddenly a good foot taller than he was. Of a man he was completely in love with.

“I don’t want this moment to ever end…” he’d whispered, smiling dizzily at his roomie. An infatuated, girly smile.

For a split-second, he remembered seeing Harrison try to fight it. A shadow had flickered across his features, a dark feeling of helpless terror.

Then it had passed. Harrison had placed one hand, palm-flat against Bruce’s soft cheek. He’d slipped an arm around his waist and pulled his beautiful best friend towards him, until their lips were almost touching.

“Me neither,” he’d whispered, the shame audible in his voice. But also the lust. The lust he felt for Brittany’s body, for its tight waist, huge boobs and perfect ass.

The lust he now felt for his best friend.

For Bruce.

What are you doing? The male part of Bruce’s mind had protested weakly as they started kissing again. It’s the magic making you think like this. You have to fight it!

Clinging tight to Harrison’s strong torso, feeling his tongue swirl around the inside of his pretty new mouth, Bruce had desperately wanted to agree.

You’re right… I have to… to fight. I have to…

Then there had been a distant click, a flash of light, and all Bruce’s worries had been swept away by a surge of raw, animal desire.

The feeling of fabric pressed against his naked breasts had vanished. Now he only felt warm, masculine skin. Opening his eyes, Bruce had seen that the witches had made Harrison’s clothes vanish, too. His best friend was looking down at his naked body with weary surprise, as if he couldn’t decide whether to be angry or just to accept this latest development.

Slowly, Bruce pulled himself back from Harrison’s arms. He looked his best friend’s body up and down, taking in its strong form. Taking in its powerful arms, rippling muscles and broad shoulders.

Taking in its ten inch cock, dangling thick and strong and heavy between its legs.

I’ve never seen Harrison naked before… Bruce had thought, dazedly, as his new body broke into a helpless smile.

For some reason, the thought now seemed odd. After all, Harrison was a man. And he was a girl. Why had they never done this before?

“You…” Bruce had started.

He’d stopped, shook his head, unable to believe what he was about to say.

“You look amazing.”

“Thanks,” Harrison had muttered, awkwardly.

Suddenly, one free hand had jumped to his throat as a look of pain rippled across his handsome features.

There’s the magic again…

“OK, ow, fuck man! I’ll say it. Jesus!” Harrison had scowled at Jen, then turned his attention back to Bruce, who was waiting, waiting for him to say the words that would make him the happiest girl alive.

“Bruce… Brittany… whoever you are. You look…” Harrison had closed his eyes and shook his head. “Nah. Here’s the truth.”

And he’d taken innocent, virgin Bruce in his protective arms again and looked deep into his eyes.

“You’re the most-beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” he’d whispered. “I don’t know if it’s the magic or-or what but…”

He’d sighed.

“I think I want to marry you.”

And Brucie’s heart had jumped for joy, even though he knew it was just the magic. And he’d kissed Harrison harder than he’d ever kissed anyone before, all while not knowing if he wanted to laugh or cry.

Then the witches had laughed too, and clicked their fingers, and Jen – the powerful one – had been saying something about how this new spell meant it wasn’t enough to admit their fantasies, they now had to act them out, too.

So Bruce had smiled up at Harrison, trying to ignore the battle brewing in his soul, the fight between what his male brain thought he should feel for his best friend, and the simple truth.

Gently, he’d wrapped one of his tiny new hands round Harrison’s big, fat dick and winked at his best friend.

“C’mon.” He’d whispered. “How about you take me upstairs and…”

He’d giggled, suddenly aware of what he was about to say. Aware, but not caring.

“…and get me pregnant,” he’d finished with a happy, carefree laugh.

And Harrison had tried to fight his urges – Bruce had seen it in his face – but the magic had been too strong. At long last, he’d given up.

“Yeah.” He’d whispered, gently cupping Bruce’s large breasts as he did so, sending sparks shooting through Brittany’s body. “How about we do that?”

And now here they were, climbing up the stairs together. Towards their new fates as lovers. Towards Bruce’s new destiny as the mother of his best friend’s babies.

“Here we go.” Bruce pushed open the door and confidently led Harrison by the cock into his bedroom.

The room was large, filled with the detritus of college life.

There were open books, rarely looked at, piled on the desk. There were empty beer cans beside the bed. Plates on the floor. Clothes strewn across the room.

Urgh, Bruce found himself thinking with a mental shudder, you can tell a boy lives here.”

He stopped himself with a little shake. He was meant to be that boy.

Behind them, there were footsteps and the witches clattered into the room.

“Is this it?” Bruce heard the blond one gasp. “It’s not very… well… romantic, is it?”

You read my mind, Bruce found himself thinking.

“God no, it isn’t at all, is it?” He heard Jen agree. “I think it’s time for another change, don’t you?”

A trickle of ice began to climb its way up Bruce’s naked spine. He span round to face the witches.

“Wait!” He squeaked in his high-pitched voice. “What do you mean, change-?”

It was too late. Even as he was turning, Bruce had heard the click. Now he could only watch in open-mouthed wonder as the world reshaped itself around them.

The walls of the bedroom gave a rumble and pushed outwards, making the room about three times bigger.

All the mess gave a twitch, then jumped up into the air and flew away out the window.

A thick white carpet unrolled across the floor. The walls changed color, becoming a delicate peach. Soft new drapes unfurled over the windows.

There was a cracking noise, and Bruce’s bed began to grow. It grew until it was Queen-sized, then suddenly four pieces of wood leaped from each end and joined a great wooden canopy spontaneously growing above it. Tasteful white satin curtains fell down either side of it.

Bruce blinked in amazement. He was suddenly the proud owner of a four poster bed.

Finally, there was a noise like rubber being stretched, and a wooden baby’s crib magically squeezed itself into existence. It dropped down at the end of the new bed, the motion making it rock slightly from side to side.

With a feeling of disbelief, Bruce stared at his new room, unconsciously clutching his vulnerable, female body tight against Harrison’s protective, masculine one.

He happened to glance over at his old desk – now transformed into a tasteful bedside table – and saw to his mixed horror and delight that his old course books had turned into books on having babies and giving birth.

“What do you think?” He heard Jen ask. “The perfect home for a young couple about to have their first baby, no?”

An involuntary sigh escaped Bruce’s lips. He smiled in happiness at the room around him. Gently curled his toes in the nice, new carpet and was amazed to feel how deep it was.

“It’s perfect…” he whispered.

“Very good. Harrison?”

“I suppose it’s alright,” muttered Harrison.

Again his hand flew to his throat.

“Argh, Jesus! OK. It’s awesome. Happy now? Fuck.”

“Happy enough.” Bruce could practically hear the shrug in Jen’s voice. “I mean, it is pretty good, isn’t it…?”

“There’s one thing missing.” Bruce suddenly cut in.

He span round to face his best friend and was surprised to see that Harrison looked… different. Older. More mature. No longer like a 19-year old kid. Like a man in his late-twenties.

It’s the magic… they’ve made him more like-like… Well. Like a dad.

“What’s that, dear?” Jen asked, smiling at the two naked male friends.

In response, Bruce gently bit his lower lip. He looked up at his best friend with wide, innocent blue eyes.

“A baby,” he whispered.

For a second, he thought Harrison was going to avoid his gaze again. Or that he was going to try and fight the magic and ruin their special moment.

But then his best friend simply smiled. Smiled and shrugged his broad, masculine shoulders.

“What the hell?” He laughed, his deep voice – even deeper now he’d been magically aged – vibrating in the pit of Bruce’s belly and make him squirm with delight. “Guess there’s no point pretending now, is there? That fucking magic…”

He turned to the two witches, who were watching them with identical, evil smiles on their faces.

“Can you two leave us alone? My wife and I have a baby to make.”

Wife?!! Bruce glanced down at his hand and felt his mouth drop open in shock.

Wrapped round his finger was an expensive platinum wedding ring, engraved with Harrison’s name and his new, female one.

But how? He wondered. Even if they’ve cursed us to be husband and wife, there’s no way Harrison could afford that!

Yet he thought he knew what had happened. Already, his memories of Harrison as a 19-year old college bro were fading. In their place were different ones. Of Harrison, heading off to work at the tech company he was CEO of. Of Harrison, giving him expensive gifts for his birthdays.

Of Harrison, dropping down on one knee at an expensive restaurant and proposing, making Bruce burst into tears of joy in front of all the other diners.

They haven’t just changed our bodies, Bruce marveled. They’ve changed everything. Our memories. We’re-we’re a real couple now. I’m going to be married to Harrison, this version of Harrison forever.

Even though he’d been his male self only an hour earlier, Bruce still felt an inexplicable happiness rising in him.

This can’t just be the magic… It’s more than that. I should’ve known. It’s everything I’ve ever secretly wanted and been too afraid to admit to…

“So, if you’d just jump on your broomsticks and fly away, we’ll get down to business.”

Jen and Natalie exchanged a smirk. Natalie rolled her eyes.

“Didn’t I say this would be easy?” She asked. “Men… it’s like half of them have always wanted to be girls, y’know?”

“And who can blame them?” Jen retorted. “Who’d want to live like a man? All that sweat and hair and having a stupid cock dangling between your legs. Urgh.”

She visibly shuddered, before turning back to Harrison.

“OK, we’ll let you love birds get on with it. But before we go, one last thing…”

And she clicked her fingers.

Harrison blinked, looking around.

“What did you do?”

“Oh… you’ll find out soon enough,” Jen replied, coolly. “Think of it as a… treat lying in store for you.”

She turned back to Natalie.

“Ready, Nat?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Good. Well then.” She winked at Bruce. “Enjoy your new life, my dear. And make sure you get pregnant, you hear? Or we’ll be back to turn you both into little girls!”

Then she gave a loud cackle, clicked her fingers and suddenly the witches were gone.

Harrison turned back to Bruce.

“Damn…” he began. “Those witches sure were…”

He didn’t get any further.

With a feeling of abandonment, Bruce leaped up into his arms. He wrapped his slender, smooth legs around his handsome roomie’s waist. Wrapped his delicate arms around his broad shoulders.

And then they were kissing. Kissing like a couple at the end of the world. The passionate kiss of a girl and a boy who are desperate to fuck.

Still kissing, they collapsed down onto the mattress, falling through the white curtains surrounding their bed, landing with a soft flump.

Bruce opened his eyes. His female mind was dizzy with desire. He placed one long-nailed hand against Harrison’s broad, muscular chest. Gently played with his hair. Gazed deep into his former-bro’s eyes.

“Fuck me,” he whispered.

A smile split Harrison’s magically-aged face. A cocky, happy smile. The smile of a confident, strong man who has left his college bro days behind him. Of a mature, secure guy pushing 30 who knows he’s about to become a daddy for the first time.

“Your wish…” he murmured, leaning in and kissing Bruce, “is my command.”

Then with surprising strength he swept Brucie’s tiny new body into his strong, manly arms, pinned him to the sheets and drove his dick deep inside him.

The feeling was incredible. Shocking. Wonderful.

Harrison’s dick slowly slipped up the inside of Bruce’s pussy, leaving a strange feeling of warmth in its wake.

The sensation of having a cock inside him should’ve been enough to make Bruce retch. He was meant to be a straight guy, an alpha male. No way should he enjoying having a-a man inside him!

But the reality was very different. As Harrison’s magnificent dick invaded his cunt, Bruce threw his head back and moaned.

He couldn’t help himself. The sound escaped his lips involuntarily – high-pitched and female. It was like an audible expression of the pleasure he was feeling, radiating out from his pussy in waves.

The tip of Harrison’s dick pushed deep into Bruce’s womb. A powerful, sleepy warmth began to unfurl across his crotch. Dreamily, he clutched his soft, sexy body against his roomie’s sculpted, powerful one.

“Are you OK, Brittany?” Harrison whispered, gently stroking a lock of blond hair out Bruce’s eyes.

Bruce bit his lower lip. Nodded at his bestie.

“I-I’m OK.” He whispered. “It just feels… weird, y’know?”

He giggled.

“Having your cock inside me.”

“Good weird, or bad weird?”

Bruce shrugged his slender shoulders, lowered his head and fluttered his long eyelashes at his new husband. He knew he was acting flirty, but he couldn't help himself.

“Good weird, I guess,” he whispered.

A grin split Harrison’s handsome features. He leaned forward, until his weight was pinning Bruce against the mattress, until his broad, strong shoulders filled Bruce’s vision, making him gasp.

His lips brushed against his ear. In a daze, Bruce realized he could feel his best friend’s warm breath tickling the nape of his neck.

“In that case…” Harrison murmured. “You won’t mind if I do this.”

At the word this, he suddenly bucked his hips back, nearly drawing his cock all the way out of Bruce’s pussy. Then he thrust forward, sending his dick pounding back inside poor Brucie, and suddenly the two male friends were fucking like their lives depended on it.

For Bruce, it was liked being trapped in a delicious nightmare. Harrison used his body weight to pin him to the bed, one thick hand laced through his long hair, one clasped to Brucie’s pert little ass.

With loud, almost angry grunts, he sent his cock drilling into him, his balls thwacking against Bruce’s asshole, like he was trying his best to hurt him. But Bruce wasn’t in pain.

He was experiencing more intense pleasure than he ever had in his life.

Each thrust of Harrison’s enormous dick sent pink sparks lancing through his body, making every inch of his skin tingle. Each thrust stretched the walls of his new pussy, making him gasp out loud.

And all the time, Harrison’s strong body was squashing him, holding him in place, making him feel weak and feminine and wonderful.

Why did no-one ever tell me how good this feels? Bruce thought, dazedly, as Harrison hammered his dick into him.

He clutched his hands to his roomie’s shoulders, letting his long nails dig into the skin, unaware of the loud, female groans escaping his pouty lips.

Oh God… if only I’d been born a woman. This is incredible. I wish I’d never been a man!

The thought made him suddenly smile. How many other men must’ve thought that before? How many secret sissies were out there, silently wishing they could be women?

And here he was. Lucky enough to have been magically transformed into a girl.

Well, he wasn’t going to let it go to waste.

“Wait!” Bruce heard himself gasp in Harrison’s ear. “Oh baby, please, please…”

Harrison’s dick lanced deep into him again, cutting him off with a moan. Sobbing with happiness, Bruce clasped himself tight against his friend and tried to finish.

“Oh God… oh fuck yeah!... Baby… please, turn me over…”

No sooner were the words out his lips than Harrison’s dick was slipping out of him, leaving a sad little craving in Bruce’s pussy.

For a second, he lay on his back, his big boobies wobbling in the bottom of his vision as he smiled helplessly up at his best friend, then Harrison was turning him over, roughly pulling him up onto all fours.

With dazed movements, Bruce raised his ass high up into the air, his pussy suddenly exposed to the world. He let his head rest on the pillow, his long hair billowing out around him like a fan, his breasts dangling heavily from his frame.

Smiling, he turned around just in time to see Harrison clamber onto his knees and take his cock in his hand.

“Right,” Harrison grunted. “You asked for this. Let’s see how Bruce likes getting fucked like a little bitch.”

Then he gave Bruce’s ass a stinging slap that made him cry out loud and sent bolts of pleasure arcing through him, and then the two best friends were fucking again, Harrison driving into Bruce from behind while Bruce closed his eyes and screamed with pleasure.

As Harrison thrust away, Bruce began to feel something rising in his new body. Something more powerful than the constant jiggling of his breasts. Something more elemental than the thwack of Harrison’s balls, banging up against his clit.

With a sudden feeling of shock, he realized he was on the brink of orgasm.

No… wait! He squeaked inside himself. Please… I don’t wanna…!

But it was too late. Harrison grunted and gave his naked ass another hard slap and suddenly Bruce was coming, his face scrunched up as screams of pleasure tore out his throat, filling their new marital home.

Brittany’s body came with the force of a thousand suns, a transcendent, tingling feeling washing over every inch of her skin.

Bruce felt his nipples go hard, his pussy clench tight around Harrison’s dick, and his mind go blank.

It was like he was falling through space. Falling through an endless pink cloud of pleasure that would never end. Never dissipate.

This was nothing like the quick squirt and finish he remembered from being a guy.

This was like his whole body had been transformed into a pleasure centre that couldn’t stop coming.

At long, long last, Bruce’s orgasm peaked, bringing him drifting back down to Earth on a wave of sleepy pleasure. With foggy eyes, he looked round, over his own soft body, and smiled at Harrison, still pounding away at his cunt, his sculpted chest slick with sweat.

God, that was good… Bruce thought, hazily, we’ll have to do that again sometime…

He waited for the sleepiness to overtake him, the sleepiness he always felt after coming. Waited for Harrison to slow down, stop, and ask him how it’d been.

But to his surprise, none of that happened. Instead, Harrison gave him a vicious grin and started thrusting harder, and suddenly Bruce was being pushed right back towards the brink of orgasm again.

“Wait!” Bruce gasped, “No, please… I can’t… Oh YES! Oh God baby, YES!”

The moment he started protesting, Harrison had slipped one hand round his waist and started playing with Bruce’s clit. Now the pleasure was firing through Bruce’s female body again, sharper and more-powerful than ever before.

It was like the laws of physics had been turned on their head. Like Bruce had just finished a skydive only to find himself magically transported back to the freefall stage. It was impossible. Crazy.

Yet there was no denying it.

Bruce was now only moments away from having his second orgasm as a beautiful girl.

The wave of pleasure hit again, bigger and hotter than the first time. Dimly, Bruce was aware that he was screaming Harrison’s name, his face pressed against the sheets, his eyes screwed closed, his pretty mouth open wide as scream after scream of pleasure tore out of him.

At long last, Harrison went stiff. He stopped thrusting, gave a little sigh, and suddenly something hot and sticky was flooding the inside of Bruce’s womb, making him sigh with happiness.

Wave after wave of come splattered deep inside him, fertilizing his eggs, making him pregnant. Bruce gently slipped his hips backward and forwards, using his pussy to pump all of Harrison’s sperm inside him, not wanting a drop to go to waste.

There… He thought to himself. Now I’ll be good and pregnant, just like a wife should be.

The thought that he was now somebody’s wife should’ve been enough to set Bruce off screaming. But he no longer seemed to care.

It was like the last vestiges of his male-self had been washed away by his double-orgasm, leaving a happy, pregnant woman in its wake.

“Oh fuck Bruce,” he heard Harrison whisper from behind him. “Oh bro… that was…”

“That was incredible,” Bruce finished in his soft, high-pitched voice.

A warm smile spread across his pretty features. He could still feel Harrison’s dick, deep inside him, keeping his pussy nice and stretched.

Soon he’d have to gently move his haunches forwards, leaving his friend’s dick dangling and his pussy empty of everything but sperm. For now, though, Bruce was intent to simply crouch here, his perfect ass on display for Harrison to see, his roomie’s rock-hard dick poking into his womb.

“Y’know,” he heard Harrison say playfully, “you’ve got such a perfect little ass…”

As he spoke, he began gently kneading Bruce’s behind with his fingers, squeezing the flesh, making Bruce sigh and whimper.

Harrison didn’t know it, but playing with his ass like that was making Bruce’s pussy stretch wider than ever.

“…I’m beginning to think I never want to see you as a man again.”

“Good,” Bruce sighed. “I never want to be a man again. I want to be…”

He swallowed, delicately.

“I want to be your wife,” he confessed. “Your pregnant wife.”

“Speaking of which,” Harrison said. “Do you reckon…?”

“I dunno. There’s a lot of sperm in there,” Bruce said, gently clenching his pussy against Harrison’s dick, silently marveling at all the stuff his new body could do. “I guess we just wait and…”

He suddenly broke off, a look of concern on his beautiful features.

“What’s wrong?”

“Oh God…” Bruce whispered. “I think… Oh fuck, oh Christ! I’m gonna-!”

He didn’t need to finish.

Already, the two male friends could see Bruce’s new breasts starting to swell up, the nipples becoming sore and wet with watery milk.

Already, they could see his face becoming softer, his cheeks taking on a rosy glow.

Already, they could see his stomach swelling, as Bruce’s womb grew to accommodate the baby now growing there.

With a cry, Bruce pulled himself off Harrison’s dick. He collapsed on his side on the bed and watched in shock as his belly and boobs swelled up and up and up, until his stomach hung from his frame, like someone had inserted a beach ball beneath the skin.

There was an audible little pop and Bruce’s belly-button suddenly popped out, a little one-inch nub of flesh, protruding from his skin.

That’s the closest I’ll ever get to having a cock again… Bruce thought dazedly.

Five seconds after it started, the witches’ final spell stopped. In shock, Bruce stared down at his newly-changed body; at its stretch marks. At its heavy belly. At its breasts, all swollen and sore with milk.

Gently, he reached one long-nailed hand up and let it rest on his stomach. To his shock he felt something inside him give a little kick.

Wordlessly, he looked up at Harrison, tears shining in his beautiful eyes.

“The baby,” he whispered.

For a long moment, Harrison simply stared at Bruce’s pregnant form in amazement. And then he leaned forward, took his beautiful new wife in his arms and started kissing her with a passion that made Bruce want to burst into tears.

“Look at me,” he sniffed, a big smile on his soft new face, “I’m being such a girl…”

“Shhh…” Harrison whispered in his ear. “Don’t say that… Just think of the baby.”

He pulled back and smiled down at Bruce’s gorgeous little face.

“Our baby.”

At that moment, trapped as a naked, pregnant woman, wrapped in his best friend’s arms, his breasts all heavy with milk and his stomach stretched, Bruce realized that he was happier than he’d ever been in his life.


Epilogue

Five years later, Brittany lay curled up in bed beside her wonderful husband, thinking about what a lucky woman she was.

Ever since that fateful day with the witches, Brittany had been living the sort of life most women only get to dream about.

She’d been pregnant four times already, and now had four beautiful, bouncing baby daughters to look after. On top of that, she was pregnant again, her belly big and swollen with the twins she was now expecting.

And her husband. Well…

…well he was still everything a woman could wish for.

“I can’t believe you’re pregnant again,” Harrison murmured softly in Brittany’s ear, one large, calloused hand gently stroking her belly. “We’re so lucky.”

“Yeah,” whispered Brittany, a weary smile on her beautiful face. “We are.”

Being a mommy was exhausting, she’d discovered. Back when she was still a man (she couldn’t even remember what she used to be called, these days. Bryson. Brett. Something like that) she’d sort of assumed stay at home moms were just lazy.

Now, though, she’d finally come to realize just what a full-time occupation being a mommy was.

She and Harrison were constantly tired. Both of them had permanent bags under their eyes from getting up in the night to change diapers.

Brittany’s back ached constantly from walking around with a heavy belly all the time. Her nipples were sore and slightly cracked from feeding four separate mouths over the years.

Her pussy was looser than it used to be, and she noticed that sometimes a little dribble of pee would escape when she least-expected it.

They were mentally-drained from the moment they awoke till the moment they went to bed. Weekends were now taken up with arranging playdates and herding a brood of girls out on family adventures together.

They had no time for themselves. Doing anything as absurd as clubbing just seemed like a distant dream, now. They were slaves. Slaves to their children.

And Brittany had never been happier.

With a blissful smile on her face, she curled up against Harrison, gently resting her pretty head on his sculpted chest. She smiled at the warmth of his skin, at the way his body rose and fell in time with his breathing.

Inside her, something kicked.

“Maybe this time it’ll be a boy,” she whispered. Not that she believed it herself.

Ever since their first daughter, it had seemed she and Harrison were destined to have nothing but girls. It was almost like someone had put a curse on them, a curse designed to teach the two bros how to respect women.

Well, if they did, it sure worked, Brittany thought. There’s no way I’d let any asshole college kids call my wonderful girls dirty names.

The mere thought of what men might want to do to her children when they were all grown up and beautiful was enough to make her blood boil. Whenever she thought back to how she used to be, she wanted to punch something.

If anyone acted like that around her darling girls…

…well, let’s just say they’d suddenly find their smile short of a few teeth.

There was a knock at the door, faint, hesitant.

“Mommy…” a syrupy voice whined, “I had a nightmare…”

Harrison gently ran a hand through Brittany’s hair, playing with one loose strand.

“Want me to deal with it?” He asked.

Brittany always marveled at how much he’d changed since his college bro days. In some ways, he’d changed even more than her.

“Nah, it’s OK,” Brittany sighed, sitting up. “What’s up, honey?”

The door opened a crack. An adorable little face peeked through from beneath long blond bangs.

“I had a bad dream,” Bernadette whispered, sounding all of her five years. It always pained Brittany a little bit to see her first baby growing up so fast.

Maybe that’s why I want so many…

Brittany forced up a reassuring look.

“My poor baby,” she whispered. “Was it the same one again?”

Hesitantly, Bernadette nodded her adorable little head. They all knew the dream, alright.

“I dreamt I was a yucky boy, mommy,” Bernadette said with a look of revulsion. “My name was Blake and I was friends with daddy…”

Brittany sighed. The witches may have changed her life for the better, but she sometimes wished they could have wiped all their memories.

“It was just a dream, sweetie,” she said, looking into the eyes of the little girl who used to be her frat-buddy. Into the eyes of Blake, who the witches had transformed into a baby girl, growing in Brittany’s womb.

She looked, as she always did, for a trace of recognition. For a sign that Bernadette remembered her previous life. But, as usual, there was nothing there.

“Little girls can’t turn into boys,” she said, firmly. “It’s impossible. You’re my little girl, OK? And you’ll stay that way forever.”

“I hope so,” Bernadette said, looking down at her Princess Elsa pajamas. She may have only had a hazy idea of what being a boy meant, but she was certain it didn’t involve princesses.

“I promise,” Brittany said. “Now, come here and give you mom a big kiss.”

Bernadette rolled her eyes. But she still crossed the room, leaned over and planted a big kiss on Brittany’s cheek; a kiss that made Brittany’s heart swell with happiness.

“Good girl. Now, off to bed, OK? And don’t wake the others!”

“OK,” Bernadette muttered. Still looking troubled, she sloped towards the bedroom door. Then suddenly she stopped, turned, ran, and flung herself into Brittany’s arms.

“I love you, mommy,” she whispered, her face buried against Brittany’s swollen chest.

And Brittany couldn’t help it. Like the silly girl she was, she started crying.

“Hey, you two, don’t leave daddy out of this,” Harrison said, putting his tablet aside with a smile.

He scooched over and took his two beautiful girls in his powerful arms. They lay there on the bed together, the perfect family, destined to be together forever.

“I love you so much, sweetie,” Brittany whispered to her little girl, kissing the top of her head. “You and your beautiful sisters. I love you so, so much.”

“I love daddy too,” she added, giving Harrison a guilty little look.

But Harrison just smiled, like the strong, perfect husband he was.

“I love you too,” he whispered.

He leaned closer, until his lips were brushing Brittany’s ear, and whispered in a voice so low Bernadette couldn’t hear it:

“I’m so glad we met those witches.”

Five miles away, on the other side of town, a gang of bros in a crowded bar nudged each other and winked at the stunning blond witch laughing away with her gaggle of friends, unaware that they, too, would soon find out how it felt to have babies growing inside of them.

The End
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She Forced Him to Get Pregnant

For the rest of the day, Dan kept himself locked away from his husband. If he stepped outside in this hormonal state, there was no way he’d be able to avoid makeup sex with Jack.

By the time night rolled round, he was cold, cramped, thirsty and miserable. At ten pm he heard the TV go off, then footsteps and the sound of Jack knocking on the door.

“Fuck off!” He yelled. “Fuck off and leave me alone!”

There was another silence, then the sound of footsteps fading away towards the bedroom. He waited in the toilet another half hour, until he heard the sound of snoring, then quietly let himself out and lay down on the sofa.

The moon was bright, its blue shadows making everything in the trailer look alien, unreal. Shivering, Dan pulled his knees up to his chest, not daring to take his clothes off. Not daring to run the risk of oversleeping and being caught by Jack with his pert new tits out.

Then, feeling worse than he had in years, he drifted off into an uneasy sleep.

That night, Dan dreamed he was being led through a jungle somewhere. There was a heavy iron hoop around his neck, and his hands were tied behind his back. A muscular black man was leading him by a chain, taking him somewhere. He was completely naked, and his breasts wobbled in the bottom of his vision with each step he took.

I’m having one of Tiffany’s dreams, he thought faintly. He didn’t know why, but the thought made him vaguely excited.

At length, the strong black man led him into a clearing. In the middle lay a narrow iron bed, manacles attached to its foot and head. All round the edges stood a line of naked men, their thick, black cocks erect and pointing at the sky.

“What is this?” Dan heard himself gasp in Tiffany’s voice.

A murmur passed through the crowd. The strong black man turned to face him, a faint smile dancing on his lips.

“This?” He spread his arms, indicating the bed. “This is your new home. You’re to be left here, where any of us can use you. Any time, day or night, we shall come here and fuck you like the little slut you are.”

“No!” Dan shrieked. “You can’t…”

But he was already getting wet. The thought of these strong men using him as their plaything, as their sex slave made him desperately horny.

“We can.” The man’s voice was firm. “And we will. We will fuck you until every man has left his sperm in you. And then…”

His lip curled contemptuously.

“We will make sure you get pregnant.”

The thought alone was enough to make Tiffany’s pussy drenched. Dan trembled before the man’s gaze, desperate not to let it show how much he was enjoying himself. How much he was dying to be chained up and abused.

The man’s eyes drifted down his body, lingered on Dan’s breasts, on the nipples already hard as bullets. He smirked.

“And once you have your child, we shall make you pregnant all over again.” He said. “Do you understand, woman? You exist only to be a mother. To get fucked and give birth. That is all you are good for. Understand?”

“Yes.” Dan nodded. His lips were dry. He could feel his heart hammering in his chest.

“Good.” The man sneered at him. “In that case…”

He turned to the waiting crowd, all watching Dan with their cocks clasped in their hands. All ready to fuck him at a moment’s notice. The man raised his hands.

“Let the impregnation begin!”

There was a roar and the next thing Dan knew he was lying on the bed, bucking and moaning as strong man after strong man rudely pushed his legs apart and thrust deep into him. Sobbing with happiness as his pussy drank in more and more sperm until his womb was drenched in come. Until he was sure he was pregnant.

At one point he looked up through his pleasure-fogged eyes and was surprised to see Jack towering over him, his naked torso glistening with sweat.

“Jack…?” He whispered dreamily.

“It’s going to be ours,” his husband replied, smiling. “Dan, it’s going to be our baby.”

Then he yanked Dan’s legs apart and fucked his pussy till he screamed...

Continue reading at Amazon.com…
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She Turned Him Into a Pregnant Housewife

After Sophie used her new man-body to come in his mouth, Jon had leaped to his feet and sprinted for the toilet, his huge breasts bouncing in the bottom of his vision. For a second, he’d hazily wondered if he was going to be sick, but instead Josephine had delicately spat her husband’s sperm into her cupped hands. Then she’d sat down on the edge of the bath, spread her legs wide, and started rubbing it into her pussy.

The sight of his fingers, eagerly working Sophie’s sticky white cum into his cunt, was almost too much to bear. Combined with the smell and the faint taste still swimming round his mouth, it had made Jon feel ill.

But there was nothing he could do. Josephine was so desperate to get pregnant. He couldn’t let a single drop go to waste.

He was in a foul mood by the time he stepped back into the bedroom.

From her position on the bed, Sophie watched him disinterestedly, swigging her beer.

“What’s with you?” She grunted.

“Nothing.” Jon snapped. He subconsciously walked over to Sophie’s old dresser and sat before her vanity mirror. Without even realizing he was doing it, he started to run a comb through his long hair.

“For fucks sakes…” He heard Sophie mutter behind him. “Just tell me what’s bothering you.”

“I told you,” Jon seethed. “Nothing. I’m absolutely fine.”

On the bed, Sophie gave an exasperated sigh.

“Give it a rest. You’re acting like a-”

“A what?”

“A girl.”

“Oh, gee, really?!” Jon span round and glared at his husband. “You think?”

Sophie clasped her face in her hands.

“I don’t need this,” she groaned. Then she scowled at him.

“That’s it, I’m using the magic. Tell me what is wrong.”

There was a burning feeling in Jon’s throat, then before he could stop himself, his stupid body had blurted it out.

“I want a baby.”

There was a second of shocked silence. Jon’s face turned a deep crimson.

He’d had no idea he was about to say that. None at all. But now it was out there, there was no denying how true it was.

He was a young housewife. The perfect housewife. And that meant his body was crazily, desperately, wildly craving to get pregnant.

He’d give up everything to be a mommy.

From her spot on the bed, Sophie watched him with a small smile. For the first time, Jon could see sympathy in her expression, jostling for place with affection and masculine amusement at her silly wife. It was an extremely male expression, and Jon felt slightly ashamed at how unbearably attractive he found it.

“Baby…” She murmured, “why didn’t you say?”

“I don’t know.” Jon felt silly now, like a silly little woman. “I just…”

“I just want your babies,” he said to his beautiful husband, hardly noticing the heat in his throat. “I want to be a good little wife and carry your children around, and look after them and grow old with you. I don’t want to wait. I don’t want to sit in the bathroom poking cum into my cunt. I want to be a real woman.”

Sophie nodded. Deep down, Jon wasn’t sure how much of what he was saying was due to the lamp’s magic. Not that it mattered. It was true, all of it.

If Sophie was going to keep him as a wife, then his new body wanted him to be the best wife in the history of the world.

“We’ve only just fucked this evening,” the handsome man on his bed said gently. “We’ll keep trying until we get there.”

“I don’t care.” Jon was horrified to discover he was close to tears. “I don’t want to wait. I want to get pregnant now.”

“In that case…” Sophie sighed, plucking the lamp off the bedside table. “I hope you know you’re wasting one of my wishes. Here.”

Then she rubbed it, looking straight at him.

“I wish my wife was heavily pregnant.” She said, loudly.

Immediately, there was a distant tinkling. Jon just had enough time to flash his husband a quick smile, then it happened.

His belly was growing, swelling up like someone was inflating a beach ball. It grew and grew, then kept on growing until it was resting heavily on Jon’s thighs. Instinctively, he put up a hand and clasped the end, holding it gently in place. There was a faint popping sound, and his bellybutton was suddenly poking out, the skin of his stomach stretched tight as a drum.

There was a ripple that passed across Jon’s soft flesh, then his breasts started to inflate too. They became pendulous and heavy, dangling from his frame, full of milk. Jon felt a wetness around his nipples, and realized with a shock that he was already lactating. Weak, watery milk dribbled from his tits.

A wave seemed to unroll across his entire body. Josephine was imperceptibly putting on weight. Jon’s cheeks became fatter, his thighs puffier. Stretch marks unfurled themselves across his expanded belly. His ass gained at least three pounds, becoming wobbly with fat stored up for carrying his baby.

His baby…

Inside, there were changes happening too. Something was growing in there, moving about in such a way that Jon struggled not to be sick. It filled the entire inside of his womb, until his body felt weighted down by it. Jon felt heavy in a way he hadn’t experienced as a man, even when he hit middle age and started piling on the pounds.

The veins were standing out on Jon’s swollen breasts now, bright and blue. As he looked at them in fascination, he felt a faint kick from inside him as his unborn child jolted to life. A feeling of warmth and utter contentment spread over him, making him giddy with happiness.

There it is, he thought, excitedly, I’m going to be a mommy!

Then it was over. Jon’s body spasmed once more, then the magic stopped. With slow, heavy movements, he glanced shyly up at his husband.

Looking at Sophie now, as a pregnant woman, was breathtaking. Ever since their transformation, he’d known his husband was gorgeous, but now he couldn’t help but note approvingly the fantastic genetics he’d pass on to their child.

Tenderly, Jon clasped one hand across his giant belly. He summoned up a nervous smile.

“How do I look?” He whispered.

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Still after more male pregnancy tales? Try this free extract from Lisa Change’s 3rd tale of gender-transformation and male pregnancy…

Cursed to Become His Pregnant Wife

“How do you like that?”

Will couldn’t help it. A gasp broke out his mouth, loud and high-pitched and feminine. He looked up into those familiar green eyes and was horrified by how attractive he found them.

“I love it,” he whispered, tears of humiliation rolling down his cheeks. Ever since his transformation, he’d been unable to lie to her.

“I love it when you fuck me like a little slut.”

Claire grinned down at him, enjoying his helplessness. She leaned forward and planted a strong kiss on Will’s dainty lips, her stubble scratching at his soft cheeks.

“I know you do,” she whispered. “Just like I know you’ll love it when I do this.”

Will let out a girly scream. One of Claire’s strong fingers was digging into his asshole, forcing its way inside his smooth, naked bum.

He tried to twist away, but his wife held him in place with her strong hands, enjoying the way he wriggled.

“Don’t play coy,” her deep voice vibrated through every inch of Will, making his nipples go hard as bullets. “I know you enjoy it. I know you love having something in your cute little ass, just like I know you love being called a slut.”

No! Will wanted to scream, No I don’t. How could I enjoy this? You’re a sick woman, Claire!

Instead he bit his bottom lip, looked up at his big strong wife with his doe-like eyes and nodded in shame.

There was no way he could hide his desires from Claire. His new, secret desires his wife had forced on him, along with his new body. His shameful, dirty, secrets.

Claire knew all of them.

“I’m gonna fuck you like a whore,” Claire whispered in his ear. “I’m gonna fuck you like a whore and get you pregnant. And you’re going to thank me, aren’t you, whore?”

Weakly, Will nodded his pretty new head. Strands of long, blonde hair fell across his eyes, plastered to his face. He looked at the all-too familiar man fucking his pussy and wondered how he’d let his happen.

Only that morning, he’d been William Stern, advertising executive. A rich, alpha male with strong muscles, a big dick and a pretty blonde trophy wife.

Now, everything had changed. He was the pretty blonde wife. And Claire, Claire was…

“Swapping bodies with you might be the best thing I’ve ever done,” Claire snarled into his ear. “You’re so strong.”

She grinned savagely.

“I can’t wait to pin you down and fuck that gorgeous ass of yours.”

“Claire…” Will begged, weakly. “Claire, please…”

“Quiet!” Claire snapped angrily. “From now on, I’m William Stern. And you’re…”

Her grin widened.

“You’re my trophy wife Claire.”

Will closed his eyes. Madness threatened to wash over him.

He was trapped in Claire’s beautiful, young body. Worse, he was trapped with her desires. He had her sexuality, her desire to get pregnant, her attraction to her handsome husband.

And there was nothing he could do about it.

Claire stiffened, and suddenly Will could feel his new pussy being flooded with come. Without meaning to, he clutched his wife closer and moaned loudly in his newly female voice, encouraging her to pump as much sperm into his womb as possible.

Stop! He sobbed helplessly inside himself. Please stop. I don’t want to be pregnant!

But deep down, he knew that wasn’t true.

Deep down, a dark and secret part of him wanted exactly that.

And thanks to Claire’s wish, there was now no chance left that he wasn’t.

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Also by Lisa Change

Remember, you can download any of Lisa Change’s back catalogue of naughty gender-swap novels just by visiting her Amazon page.

*

She Turned Him Into Her Little Princess

“Sometimes I wish you were my little girl!”


Alpha male Rob has it all: a high-powered job, a demure wife and a mistress who will do whatever he wants. Then one day his wife Vicky makes a careless wish that will change all three of their lives forever. She wishes Rob would turn into her darling little girl.


Against all the laws of nature, Rob finds himself trapped as an adorable poppet with blond pigtails, freckled cheeks and a deep-seated love of princess outfits. Forced to play the part of Vicky’s daughter to perfection Rob must attend school, make friends with other girls, and learn to enjoy playing with dollies. Will this former macho man be able to convince his scorned wife to turn him back? Or will he be forced to spend the rest of his life as her adorable little princess?

Buy now at Amazon.com.


Turned Into His Wife’s Teenage Daughter

Hank is a spoilt bully who terrorizes his wife Jo. When his latest outburst causes her to break down in public, a local witch steps in with the perfect cure for Hank’s abusive ways. She uses a magic spell to turn Hank into Jo’s teenage daughter!


Permanently stuck as 16-year old Hannah, Hank will have to learn how to wear makeup, dress in girls’ clothes, and put up with the boys at school fancying him. But the witch has plans for Hank. Plans that won’t be over until he has a teenage boyfriend, and has been transformed into the best daughter in the world!


Lisa Change’s new novel of gender swap revenge and magical age regression will take you on a journey with Hank as he slowly changes from strong, abusive male to loving teenage daughter. Will Hank be able to escape his fate? Or will he find life as a 16-year old schoolgirl too much fun to resist?

Buy now at Amazon.com.


About the Author

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


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

To see hot new releases and keep up to date with news follow Lisa at her Amazon page.

*

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