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‘That’s your problem, Will,’ Rachel said. ‘You just don’t understand how hard it is to be a woman.’

She was curled up on the couch with a hot water bottle pressed tight against her belly and her eyes drowsy from the painkillers she had been shovelling down her neck since the middle of last night, when the cramps had got so bad that they had woken her up.

‘Are you sure you’re not overselling it just a little?’ I said. ‘I mean, men have pain too, you know. You’ve got no idea what it’s like to take a shot to the balls.’

The glare she gave me made it clear that she didn’t think it was a fair comparison. ‘You’re an asshole,’ she hissed. She always did get cranky when she was on her period.

‘I’m sorry,’ I said. ‘I don’t mean to be condescending. It’s just…’

‘It’s just what?’

I shrugged. ‘I don’t think it’s a big deal, that’s all. Women can’t possibly have it as hard as they claim, and I don’t think there’s anything you can say that will convince me otherwise.’

I should have let it go – I know I should have. She was just cranky and irritable, that was all. Would it really have killed me to agree with her, just that once?

As soon as the words were out of my mouth, I knew the fight was coming. I was bracing myself for tears and shouting, the kind of argument that we usually had when she was on and she thought I was being ‘insensitive’, whatever that was supposed to mean.

Instead, the only thing she said was, ‘We’ll see.’ I was grateful enough to avoid the confrontation that I didn’t think anything of it.

At least, not until later.

It was a week or so later before it came up again. Rachel had gone out to pick up a couple of things from town at eleven o’clock, but it was almost five by the time I heard the door open.

‘Where were you?’ I asked. It wasn’t like her to just disappear for a few hours, especially without calling first.

She manhandled her purchases through the front door: five or six brimming carrier bags. Some of them were filled with groceries, I could tell, but others were clothes. Even though money was a little tight, she looked happier than I’d seen her in a long time. If a little retail therapy was all that was needed to cheer her up after our little fight, I could live with that. She’d been in a grump with me for days, and it had started to get to the stage where I was just waiting for the shoe to drop – for one little thing to spill over into a colossal argument. Now, for the first time in what felt like forever, that didn’t seem to be a worry.

‘Sorry,’ she said as she put the bags down in the hallway. ‘I know I should have called, but I guess I just lost track of time.’

‘Where were you?’ I asked again.

‘In town,’ she said.

‘For six hours?’

She nodded. ‘Do you remember my friend River?’

I thought for a minute. ‘Lesbian girl?’ I asked. ‘The hippy?’

‘The Wiccan,’ she corrected. ‘But yes.’

I had met her once or twice before, back when Rachel and I had started dating. She wasn’t anything special to look at, but her partner Tamsin was a drop-dead beauty. I had never seen anyone like her before. With her long blonde hair, plump lips and the most amazingly pert breasts I had ever seen outside of the internet, she looked like every man’s stereotypical lesbian fantasy. I couldn’t even begin to understand why she might be with someone as plain and earthy as River, but each to their own.

‘Vaguely,’ I said. ‘What about her?’

‘I bumped into her on my way into town. We’ve been trying to arrange a meet up for months, and we’ve always been too busy, and yet there we were – so we decided to make a day of it. We went out for coffee…’

‘… and then to every shop in town, it looks like.’

She smiled at me. ‘Don’t worry,’ she said. ‘I was thrifty. Besides, I bought something for you. River helped me pick it out especially.’ Great, I thought. I had been hoping that she might at least have picked up a sexy little number, but judging by her friend’s taste the best I could hope for would be lingerie made out of hemp. ‘I think you’re going to love it.’

Still, anything was better than nothing, and it was nice that she had bought something with me in mind. Maybe it wouldn’t be terrible. ‘When do I get to see it?’ I said, peeking into the top of one of the bags.

She pulled it closed, keeping me from snooping. ‘It’s for tomorrow,’ she said. ‘You’ll just have to wait until then, OK?’

‘You can’t just give me a little hint?’

Rachel shook her head, and began putting the groceries into the kitchen cupboards. ‘Nope,’ she said. ‘You have to be patient – but I can promise you, it will absolutely blow your mind.’

When I woke up the next morning, I was alone in bed. That was strange: Rachel was usually the last one up, which left me to go downstairs and make coffee for the both of us. I took the opportunity to stretch out in bed. Somehow the linen sheets felt different against my skin: smoother and more gentle, as though Rachel had suddenly switched to a new sort of fabric softener.

Strange.

In fact, everything felt a little different. My feet normally reached down right to the bottom of our bed, but even stretched out to my fullest I could barely touch the edges. It wasn’t possible, obviously, but if I didn’t know better I would have said that I was shorter than I was when I went to bed.

Suddenly the door pushed open and there was Rachel, standing in the frame and smiling down at me. She was wearing a pale pink wrap that stopped midway down her thighs and had a tendency to show off her ass when she bent over – which, when I was around, was often. Normally, the sight of her dressed like that would have driven me wild, but there was something off about that morning and it was too much of a distraction to ignore.’

‘Hey, baby,’ she said. ‘I was wondering when you’d be up. Are you ready for your surprise?’

I had forgotten all about that. Maybe whatever it was she had planned for me would help get me centred again.

‘You bet I am,’ I said, but the voice that came out wasn’t my own. It was high and girlish, and had an airheaded Valley Girl lilt to it. I cleared my throat and tried again, but nothing changed. I sounded like a bimbo. ‘What’s going on?’ I asked.

‘Now I don’t want you to get mad,’ she said. ‘Remember when I told you I bumped into River yesterday?’

I nodded. I didn’t want to hear my voice again. It was all a little too much for me to take in.

‘Well, once I told her about how horribly insensitive you were about how tough it is to be a woman, she suggested that I let you find out for yourself. We ended up going to a little store she recommended. One of her witch-friends runs it. Can you imagine that such things even exist in the modern day? Anyway, it was mostly to humour her – I didn’t think it would actually work or anything – but she told me about her experiences with white magic and teaching people a lesson, and so I decided to give it a try.’ She gestured to my body. ‘And here we are.’

I stepped out of bed and ran over to the mirror. It couldn’t be true. It was the stuff of fantasy, not reality – it simply wasn’t possible that things like witchcraft could really exist.

The body that stared back at me said otherwise.

It was short, about five feet and four inches, and completely nude. There wasn’t a single hair below the neck, but on the top of my head sat a cascade of long blonde hair, tousled from a night tossing and turning in bed. Full pink lips – cocksucking lips, I would have called them if I’d seen them in a porn movie – and high feminine cheekbones sat where once there had been a strong jaw and a crooked smile. My eyes were the same bright blue as ever, but my eyelashes were longer and thicker.

I ran my eyes down the body of the figure in the mirror, watching with fascination as my movements were matched in the glass. My breasts – because it was becoming increasingly impossible to deny that they were, in fact, mine – must have been at least a D-cup, and my nipples were erect from the chill in the room. I brought my hands up slowly, running them across my soft skin, amazed at the way this new body seemed to react to every touch.

‘You didn’t understand how hard it was to be a woman,’ Rachel said. ‘So I decided to show you. Aren’t you lucky?’

I was gobsmacked. Nothing I could think of to say would have even come close to capturing my confusion.

‘Don’t worry,’ she said. ‘It’s not permanent. River assured me it came with a counterspell – of course, she’s never used it herself. Tamsin loved being a girl so much that she never had the heart to turn her back, poor thing.’

‘Tamsin?’ My mind went back to the image of that beautiful woman. ‘Are you saying…?’

‘That she wasn’t quite as womanly as you thought?’ Rachel snickered. ‘I’m afraid so, sweetie. Tamsin was Robert, originally. He used to work with her, and he was kind of a creep. Personally, I think he’s much improved by letting his feminine side out. Of course, that doesn’t change the fact that you’ve spent two years lusting after someone who would have been a man, but for River’s intervention, but I’m happy to let that one slide if you are.’

I was shocked. Tamsin was a perfect specimen of womanhood – but then again, so was I. I examined myself in the mirror again. There were no imperfections on my new body – not even so much as a freckle. I looked as though I had been photoshopped into existence. I reached up a hand to touch my long blonde hair, curling a strand of it around my finger. With my perfect pout, I could have been a model. This was a body that belonged on the cover of a magazine.

I looked hot: insanely hot.

‘You certainly seem to like it,’ Rachel said as she came up behind me. She wrapped her hands around my torso, and for the first time I realised that she was now taller than I was. It felt so strange, having my girlfriend stand a few inches taller than me, but it was a good kind of strange. Rachel’s skin moved against mine with barely any friction at all, two perfectly smooth bodies working in a tandem embrace.

‘It’s reversible, though?’ I said. ‘You’re absolutely sure about that?’

She nodded. ‘I have the spell tucked away somewhere safe. It’s specially assigned to you. All I have to do is read it and you’ll be back to your old self. Simple.’

Wow.

My shock was beginning to fall away, and instead I was rapidly becoming obsessed with the possibilities. I had a whole new body to play with – a gorgeous body – and a girlfriend who wanted to help me explore it.

‘Where do we start?’ I said.

‘With a name, I think. Let’s call you…’ Her voice trailed off as she thought about it. ‘Hmm. Difficult. Something cute, but something I can moan as I fuck you. Something innocent, and yet slutty. Dina? Kelly?’ She smiled as the idea came to her. ‘Sophie,’ she murmured. ‘Yes, that’s right. My slutty little Sophie. My desperate little fuckdoll. How does that sound?’

It sounded insane. The whole fucking thing sounded insane – and yet as I looked down at my new body, it was hard to deny it. This was real. It was happening.

‘I asked you a question, Sophie,’ she said. ‘How does it sound?’

There was a hard, dominant streak to Rachel’s voice. I’d never heard anything like it before. She was usually so soft and gentle when it came to me, leaving me to make the decisions about everything, but now there was a take-charge undertone to her words that kind of turned me on.

‘I… I like it,’ I stammered. ‘I think.’

‘You think?’

‘I mean, I do. I like it.’

‘Good,’ she purred. ‘I think it suits you. A slutty name to match your slutty new body. Now, on the bed. I think it’s time we had some fun, don’t you?’

I nodded. This new Rachel was something I could definitely get behind.

I laid down on the bed and within seconds Rachel was kissing my stomach. She seemed to be paying so much more attention to me now than she ever had when I’d had a male body – not that I could blame her. I had always tried to keep myself in shape, but now I had a natural, effortless beauty that seemed to be without any imperfection whatsoever. If I had the opportunity to explore a body like this, I would have seized it with both hands too.

Natural, I snickered to myself. This is about as far from natural as you can possibly get.

As I felt Rachel’s teasing kisses work their way up to my breasts, though, I didn’t much care.

‘Hands above your head,’ she said at last. ‘I want to enjoy you properly, and that means putting you on display a little.’ I didn’t mind that: with a body like this, I wanted to be seen. As soon as my hands touched the wrought iron of our headboard, however, Rachel reached into the bedside cabinet and pulled out a pair of handcuffs I had never seen before in my life.

‘What are you doing?’ I asked, but by then it was too late: I was firmly secured. ‘And since when do you have handcuffs?’

‘You didn’t think it was just the spell I bought, did you?’ she grinned. ‘Oh no. I stocked up on a whole bunch of things while I was out. I want to give you the full feminine experience.’

‘And that means tying me up, does it?’

‘It means making you feel helpless.’ She clicked the ratchets one notch tighter, and I winced as the steel cut into my delicate wrists. ‘Poor little Sophie,’ she said. ‘I bet you’ve never felt helpless before, have you? Not properly, I mean. Not like this.’

She was right. I was far from a small man – or at least, I had been far from a small man, before that morning – and so there were few times in my life I had ever felt truly threatened. Seeing the predatory glint in my girlfriend’s eye was one of them, though. She straddled me, pinning my hips against the bed, and ran her hands across my breasts. I couldn’t do anything to stop her – and yet that helplessness just made me so turned on. I could feel an increasing wetness between my legs where I knew that once-upon-a-time an erection would have been starting to form. Sophie’s pussy was dripping, and the rougher Rachel was with me the more turned on I seemed to get.

‘That’s right,’ she said as she continued to grope me. ‘You like that, don’t you? You like being my little slut. You love it.’

‘Mmm,’ I moaned. It was about all I could manage.

She took one of my nipples between finger and thumb – so much more sensitive than they used to be – and she rolled it gently around. ‘When I ask you a question,’ she said, ‘I expect an answer. I thought I’d made that clear already.’ She pinched it hard between her nails, and suddenly it exploded into a deep burst of agony. I gasped and pulled against my restraints, but the chains held firm. ‘Or are you too much of a stupid little bimbo-whore to understand that?’

‘No!’ I whimpered. ‘I’m not. I understand. I’m sorry.’

‘Well?’ she said, still pinching. ‘Do you like me being rough with you?’

‘Yes… yes. So much.’

She released me then, and grinned as I closed my eyes against the pain as the blood rushed back into my nipple. ‘I guess this all seems a little out of the blue, doesn’t it?’ she said. ‘You’ve never really seen my kinky side before.’

I had no idea Rachel had such depths. Whenever we had sex, it was always relatively boring, normal stuff: satisfying, sure, but nothing like this. Apparently whatever spell had turned me into a woman had transformed my girlfriend into some sort of sex-crazed sadist.

She leaned in close and whispered in my ear. ‘It’s never something I wanted with a man,’ she purred. ‘It’s just never interested me – but the idea of having a pretty little girl all tied up and helpless for me to use? That definitely turns me on. More than I could even begin to tell you.’

‘I… I didn’t know,’ I said. ‘I didn’t know you felt that way.’

‘About women?’ She tutted. ‘I mentioned the fact that I was bi when we started dating, Sophie,’ she said. ‘Do you remember that? No, of course you don’t. You made a joke about it and then asked for a threesome. Such a charmer, as ever. You never did take what I wanted seriously.’

‘It was a joke,’ I said, but even in my new voice it sounded like a petty retort. ‘I didn’t mean anything by it.’

‘You certainly did a lot of joking, didn’t you? Slapping my ass. Making wisecracks about my breasts.’ She looked down at me with nothing but scorn on her face. ‘It’s funny that they were just jokes. It was always so easy for you to tell me I was being irrational when I complained. Why couldn’t I have a sense of humour? Why couldn’t I just laugh it off? Why did I have to be such a bloody woman all the time?’ She ran her hand over my pussy and I shivered. It was so much more sensitive than my cock had ever been, and she knew just how to tease it. ‘Well, it looks like you got your wish, my darling,’ she said, a cruel smile crossing her face. ‘Because I find this absolutely hilarious.’

She began kissing her way down my body again until her lips were just above my pussy. Even the feeling of her breath against my skin drove me wild. Surely this couldn’t be normal? Surely all women weren’t this ridiculously sensitive?

‘Please,’ I said.

‘Please what?’

‘I want you to… you know. Go down on me.’

She smirked again. ‘Well, well,’ she said. ‘My desperate little slut wants to feel my tongue – and to think, you always seemed so reluctant to go down on me. It’s funny how the tables have turned, isn’t it? Now that you’re just a greedy whore, I mean. I bet you’d do just about anything to have me taste you, wouldn’t you?’

I nodded. ‘Anything,’ I said.

‘Good girl. You’ll take anything I give you?’

‘Whatever you want. Just… please. Please let me come.’

She smirked. ‘I think we can do better than my tongue for that, little Sophie,’ she said. ‘I want your first time in your new body to be special.’

She rolled off me and began rummaging in one of the bags from yesterday. A familiar looking logo caught my eye: the sex shop in town. I had never thought Rachel would set foot inside anywhere so sleazy, but apparently there were a lot of things I didn’t know about my girlfriend. It had been a day full of surprises.

The large black cock she pulled out was the most recent of many. It was surrounded by leather straps, and it took me a moment to recognise it for the strap on it was – and that meant only one thing.

‘I… I’m not sure about this, Rachel,’ I said. ‘I mean, I’ve never…’

‘Taken a cock before?’ she said brightly. ‘Don’t worry about it. You’ll be a natural, a slutty little thing like you. In fact, I know you’re going to be a natural. I made sure of it. I didn’t just play around with your body, my little slut. The woman River introduced me to let me perfectly cater your mind to my needs, too. Have you not noticed your old personality just drip, drip, dripping away?’

I shook my head. ‘No,’ I said. ‘I mean, I don’t think so.’

‘You will,’ she said. ‘That’s what this is all for, you see. It’s to give you a taste of how other people think and feel. You can’t really understand people until you’ve walked a mile in their shoes and lived the experiences they’ve lived. That’s why I asked her to make you nice and slutty – and to bring your intelligence down a few notches, too. Before long you’ll be a mindless sex-starved bimbo who can only think about cock. Doesn’t that sound fun?’

That couldn’t be right… and yet perhaps she had a point. Why was my first reaction on seeing my new body to play with it? Why had I been so eager to have Rachel’s hands and tongue on my skin? Why did every little movement seem to be turning me on so much?

The answer was obvious: I did it because I was a slut. Whatever I had been before, this new body – my body, or Sophie’s body, depending on how you wanted to look at it – needed to be used. As she worked the strap on up into position, fastening the buckles around her hips, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it. It wasn’t horror anymore, but a feeling of lust. I wanted it – I wanted her – inside me.

I wanted to be fucked.

‘It’s starting, isn’t it?’ she said, tapping my thighs apart. I didn’t protest as she moved herself between my legs and rested the head of her cock against my pussy. ‘You’re starting to find it hard to resist your new body’s natural urges. You can’t think about anything but cock, can you? How good it’ll feel when I fuck you like a little whore.’

The moan that escaped from my lips was all the answer she needed.

‘You’re going to beg for it, baby girl,’ she said. ‘My slutty little Sophie. You’re going to beg for my hard cock, or you’re not going to get it – and that would be such a shame, wouldn’t it? Almost unbearable, in fact.’ She ran the head against my clit and I gasped. If she could get such a response from just teasing me with it, how would it feel when it was buried in me right up to the hilt?

‘Please,’ I moaned. ‘I need it. Your slutty girl needs your cock. Please.’

‘You can do better than that, Sophie,’ she said, pulling away. The second the rubber left my skin I was overcome by a tremendous feeling of loss, as though something had been snatched from me and that I wouldn’t be complete until it was returned.

‘Please,’ I said again. ‘I’m your desperate little whore. I’ll do anything. I’ll let you fuck me in my mouth or my cunt or my ass. You can stick it anywhere you like. You can ride my face until I can barely breathe, I don’t care, just… please.’

‘Poor baby,’ she said. She reached across to brush the hair away from my eyes, and then put her hand lightly against my throat – and then not so lightly. It was an unmistakeable act of dominance, of her claiming me for her own. ‘You’re mine,’ she said simply. ‘My little slut. My toy. My plaything. If you want this cock, you’re going to make me the centre of your fucking world, do you understand?’

I nodded. ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘You’re everything. I’m nothing. Whatever you say.’

She pressed down harder, her tiny frame perfectly position for maximum leverage. ‘Mistress,’ she hissed. ‘I own you. You’ll address me properly. From now on it’s Mistress or Mistress Rachel to you. Got it, slut?’

‘Yes Mistress,’ I said. My high new voice was choked and strained under her weight, and so the word came out a dull croak, but it was enough to satisfy her. She eased off my throat and I felt a tremendous sense of relief as oxygen filled my lungs once more.

There was no time for me to savour the moment. A second later, she pushed her hips forward and filled my cunt with rubber. There was no gentleness, no attempt to mitigate the force of her desire. In one thrust she was inside me, but I was so naturally wet that there was no resistance at all. She knew just how eagerly I’d accept the gift of her strap on, and I found myself drawn to match her thrust for thrust, bucking my hips against her.

‘That’s right, slutty Sophie,’ she said. ‘Take it. Take my cock, just like you were born to do.’

Just like you were born to do.

Was that possible? It felt too good to deny it. Perhaps this was my purpose in life. Perhaps everything that had come before was a prelude to this moment, with my Mistress’s cock buried deep inside me. Perhaps this desire had been part of me all along, and I had just never known until she took control.

Perhaps, perhaps, perhaps.

I could feel her cock pounding into my pussy, over and over again. It seemed to fill me completely, every thrust driving it deeper into my desperate, greedy hole. Was this how all women felt? I thought as the pleasure of it overcame me.

No.

Not all women. Just slutty little bimbos like me.

‘Beg me to come,’ she said as she fucked me. Her words were distant and dreamlike in my ears

‘Please…’ I begged. ‘Please, Mistress. Please let your little slut come.’

She lowered her body down to mine, placed her lips by my ear, and whispered the one word I needed more than anything else in the world.

‘Come,’ she said. ‘Come for me, you pathetic little whore. Come for your Mistress.’

Everything after that first instruction was lost in my convulsions. My body writhed underneath her, held in place by the handcuffs and her weight. It was so much more intense than it had ever been as a man, where one squirt of come and a wet spot on the bed had been the only result. This was like an explosion that started deep inside me and spread out along my entire body, setting every inch of my nervous system alight. Just as the sensation seemed to ebb away, another thrust would start the whole process again, each one more intense than the one before. I came time and time again until my new body was a ragged mess and only one thought filled my brain.

You’re a slut, I thought. I couldn’t help myself. A slut lives for pleasure.

You’re a slut for your Mistress. Nothing else matters.

And then, what felt like an eternity later, it was over. My body collapsed back in its bonds, and Mistress smiled down at me.

‘Good girl,’ she said. ‘You earned that.’

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ I purred. She pulled the cock from my cunt and I gasped again at how tender I was. Even the slightest touch threatened to send me over the edge again.

All I wanted in that moment was for her to unfasten my cuffs and hold me, but Rachel seemed to be in no mood for romance. Instead she reached into her bedside cabinet and pulled out a small box and a piece of paper. It was old and yellowed, and the handwritten markings on it were in no script I recognised. ‘You know, I was still in two minds about this until I got you all tied up for me,’ she said. ‘I want you to know that this wasn’t my plan all along. I mean, River recommended it, but she’s had Tamsin for years, so of course she’d be biased…’ She broke off, thinking to herself. ‘I guess I just want you to know that you had a fair chance of it. I just decided I prefer you as my little slut, that’s all.’

Rachel stood up and crossed over to the waste bin in the corner of the room. It was only once I saw the flash in her hand that I realised just what she was doing, but my orgasm-drowsy state would have made it impossible to do anything about it even if I hadn’t still been handcuffed to the bed.

She touched the match to the corner of the paper and I watched as it crackled and blackened immediately. The corner of the manuscript curled around itself, and then a streak of fire shot straight up its edge.

‘No!’ I shouted. ‘Please, stop it!’

‘Shh, darling,’ she said softly. The flames reflected in her eyes. ‘You might even find you prefer your life this way. It’s hard to be a woman… but sometimes it’s so rewarding.’

She threw the burning paper into the steel can at her feet, watched as it reduced itself to ashes, and smiled at me. The smoke that came out of it wasn’t grey but a deep, rich purple.

Slowly, she reached across to the glass of water she kept on her bedside cabinet and drained it into the trash. ‘There,’ she said. ‘All done. All destroyed. Now you’re all mine. My beautiful little slut-slave, forever.’

I knew I should have been more upset about it, but as I watched the smoke drift upwards to the sky, all I could think of was how much I needed Mistress’s cock. As long as I had that, nothing else could possibly matter. Why had I even been so stressed out about it, anyway?

Silly girl, I thought to myself. You should let Mistress worry about things like that. She knows best.

‘Yes Mistress,’ I said.

‘Good girl.’ She walked towards me, stroking her cock as she did so. ‘Don’t worry… we’re going to have so much fun together, you and I.’

And as she pushed the hard rubber between my eager lips, forcing it against the back of my throat, I knew that she was right.
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