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Sneak Preview

(Skip this bit to avoid spoilers)

With dazed movements, feeling like I was in a crazy, fucked up dream, I swung my slender new legs out of the bed. Felt the morning cold of the wooden floor beneath my feet. Stood up, started hesitantly crossing the room towards where I knew the mirror was, the big, full-length mirror I’d glimpsed Natalie trying on jackets in.

With each step, I felt my new hips automatically curving, my new butt wiggling in a seductive, feminine way. Felt my heavy breasts, wobbling slightly, making me wish I was wearing a bra.

I crossed to the expensive, modern closet with its familiar wood finishing. The light from the vast picture window looking toward the lake flooded in, only slightly diffused by the thin white curtains.

I stopped on the soft, white rug just before the mirror. Looked down, my dark hair tumbling past my eyes, its tips tickling at my cleavage, looked down at my toes, their nails painted red, nervously playing with the thick fibers of the rug.

Knowing already what I was going to see, but not wanting to see it.

We have to, an unhappy voice whispered in my brain, we need to know. We need to know how bad this really is.

I already know! I wanted to yell. But the voice was right. There was still a tiny – a tiny – chance that things weren’t quite as insane as I thought they were. And the only way to know was to-

I looked.

And what I saw made me want to start crying.

There, reflected back from inside the mirror, a scared, miserable look on her beautiful, 37-year old face…

Was Natalie.

She was dressed only in a tight white tank top that barely contained her breasts and left a slip of stomach on display, and a pair of white, lacy panties with delicate little frills around their edges.

Her dark hair was mussed from a long night’s sleep, lazily swept back so it tumbled down between her shoulders.

Her heavy, hipster glasses sat awkwardly on the bridge of her nose, magnifying her eyes ever so slightly, making them look bigger and cuter than ever.

Traces of last night’s makeup were still visible around her eyes, her lips. She looked tired but beautiful. Disheveled but sexy.

She looked as she had always looked in my dreams of waking up beside her, gorgeous and homely all at once.

And she was me.

“No…” I heard myself whimper in my soft new voice, Natalie’s lips moving in time with mine, “no, please…”

I slowly raised one hand, palm out, up to head level. Watched in horror and misery as Natalie raised her hand in perfect sync with me.

I gently shook my head. Ran my hands over my prominent new hips, my kinked-in sides, over my swollen boobs. Grabbed hold of my long new hair and screamed.

Everything I did, the Natalie in the mirror did in perfect time with me. There was no doubting it.

My wish, the wish I made to have complete control over Natalie, had come true. Her body, her mind, her life were now mine, in a terrifyingly literal sense.

I was now the 37-year old beauty of my dreams.

I was my girlfriend’s mom…

(Now turn over and start reading…)


I

“Annabel!”

At the sound of her mom’s voice, I felt my girlfriend tense against me. Freeze up. With a cocky look, I pulled slightly back and raised one finger to her lips.

Quiet, I mouthed, a grin on my handsome teenage face; the very male face I still had back then. Pretend you can’t hear.

Pressed up against my chest, I saw doubt flicker across Annabel’s shyly beautiful features. Nonetheless, she stayed silent, just as I’d known she would.

There was no way I wanted anyone to interrupt us now.

“Annabel! Where you guys at?”

I gently began to squeeze with the palm of my hand, the hand I still had down Annabel’s pants. Even as her mom kept calling, I slowly worked away at my girlfriend’s pussy, feeling the dampness of her crotch. Annabel’s hand was frozen around my cock, as if she was scared the slightest sound would alert her mom and get us found out.

I mentally shook my head.

Dumb bitch, I thought, vaguely.

Outwardly, though, I simply leaned towards her, placed my lips right against her ear.

“Keep doing it,” I whispered. “C’mon, it’ll be fun.”

It was one of those hot, lazy July days you get in New England. School was out, and I’d cycled over to Annabel’s that morning, nominally to get her to go swimming in the lake with me, but mainly to see if I could get in her pants.

At least, that’s what I told the top layer of my brain, the part that made conscious decisions. Deep down, in one of the lower layers, I was hoping for something else entirely.

For someone else.

“Annie! Come on, girl, I gotta talk to you!”

I’d been seeing Annabel on and off for about three months by this point. I still remember what I used to think of her back then. Stuff about how… bangable she could be, if only she lightened up. Shameful stuff like that, stuff I’d never dream of thinking about now I’ve been turned into-

Well. Let’s not get ahead of the story, huh?

Like, don’t get me wrong. Annabel wasn’t the hottest girl in school. Not by a long shot. She wasn’t even the hottest girl I’d gone out with.

But she wasn’t bad-looking. She had this wavy blonde hair – which always helps – and a babyish face that actually looked pretty cute, when she remembered to put her makeup on.

She had a pretty sweet rack, too. C cup, judging against the other girls I’d gone with; a nice pair of tits that usually strained at those thin pink cardigans she liked to wear, even in summer. I’d told the guys that it was those puppies that were the sole reason for me spending half the year chasing after her, and I wasn’t totally lying.

But I wasn’t totally telling the truth, either.

There was another reason I was wasting so much time on Annabel, wasting time on this quiet, kinda boring chick when I could’ve been banging a cheerleader who liked to party.

And it had less to do with Annabel herself than where she lived.

And who she lived with.

“Hey… what the hell?” The words came out under my breath. I tried to look surprised, offended, even. “You can’t just…”

Annabel had let go of my dick. Now the poor guy was standing stupidly to attention, pointing right up into the air on his own, like he was trying to spot a friend over a crowd or something. I slowly, but firmly, took one of Annabel’s slender arms in my big, jock fist.

“Aiden…”

“Shhh… it’s cool. No-one’s gonna find us here.”

‘Here’ was the back of the wooden boatshed, right down at the bottom of Annabel’s family’s endless lawn, where it led right onto the lake.

Oh yeah, did I forget to mention? Annabel’s folks were stinking rich.

I gently pulled my girlfriend towards me. She looked up at me, those blue eyes of hers all doubtful and her pouty lips set. She was 18, just like me, but the way she acted, and her tiny, 5ft2 frame, always made me feel like she was younger.

“You don’t know that…” she muttered, but she also didn’t try to pull away.

Good. I wasn’t gonna force her to stay here – I’m not a total meathead – but there was also no way I wanted her to leave without finishing me off.

“Sure I do.” I slipped my hand out her pants, looped it round her waist. Let the other run through her long, golden hair. “It’s, what, a three minute walk from the house down here?”

“So?”

Her voice was slightly sulky – real, spoiled rich girl vibes – but she let me hold her, her innocent eyes even drifting down to my upright cock.

“So… I’m nearly done here,” my voice was barely a murmur. “Like, thirty seconds. I mean, we’re having fun, right?”

Annabel hesitated. Then she nodded, her expression as overly-serious as always.

“I am, but…”

“C’mon, just do it…” I leaned in, my lips almost touching her ear, while I simultaneously took her unprotesting hand and placed it against my cock, “just do it, OK? Don’t be boring Annie. Be fun Annabel.”

I guess you could kinda call this coercion, or being pushy, or whatever SJWs are calling it these days. Call it what you want, it worked. Annabel was still for a moment, then her fingers closed round my boner.

“Quickly,” she whispered, starting to pump her wrist, “seriously, be quick.”

“Sure.” I had a thought. “Hey… can I touch your boob?”

Annabel gave a tiny sigh. But she leaned forward and I quickly slipped a hand down her top. Felt the hard wire of her bra press against the back of my hand. Felt the heavy weight of her pert, ripe breast in my palm, the nipple no longer hard with arousal but soft with worry.

Whatever, I thought, gently squeezing the skin of her tits. I’d got what I wanted.

I leaned my head back, closed my eyes, a faint grin on my face.

And I began to imagine who I was really interested in.

Natalie…

I’d first heard of Annabel’s mom when I was, like, 14. I barely knew Annabel at that stage, but there were always rumors going round the school. Rumors about this gorgeous milf who dropped her daughter off every day. Of this mom who was as hot as the girls you saw on Instagram.

Ah, fuck, Natalie…

I still remember my first glimpse of her. Unlike Annabel, who was pretty and well-stacked but timid, Natalie was everything a teenage boy could ever dream of.

Where her daughter was short, Natalie was tall, with long legs that ended in a perfect butt; maybe 6ft in those killer heeled boots she sometimes wore.

Where Annabel was blonde, her mom had this flowing dark hair that fell down her back and always perfectly framed her supermodel face, the same color as the blocky, sexy as hell glasses that perched on the tip of her nose.

Where my girlfriend dressed and acted in this slightly-frigid, buttoned-up way, like she was trying to hide all the good parts of her body, Natalie seemed to know exactly how guys liked to see her, and dressed up to it.

The first time I saw her, she was wearing these tight, black jeans that clung to her legs and made her ass look big and round and… and perfect. She wore a tight, white top above that only just covered her belly, and left a ton of cleavage on display.

A black leather jacket hung casually off her shoulders, the collar pulled up, making her look stylish. The heels on her dark boots were at least six inches, and still she walked with a grace no girl at school could have hoped to pull off.

When I saw her like that, looking every bit like some supermodel from back in her family’s home country of Russia, I knew I was never gonna look at any girl my age again. The way she stood so confidently, that mysterious little smile on her ruby lips. Her dark eyes, her prominent chest, even bigger than her daughter’s would grow to be…

Bro, what else can I say? I was in love.

“Hurry,” Annabel’s whispered voice cut through my reveries, annoying me, “she’s coming. Aiden, please hu-”

“Shut up!” I hissed at her, “you’re making me lose it!”

Annabel fell silent, even as her wrist started tugging harder. Trying to make me come before her mom could get here. Unaware her boyfriend wasn’t thinking of the girl he was stood with, but of the gorgeous woman who was coming down the path, calling her daughter’s name.

The woman I’d thought of almost every single day for the past four years.

Come on, dude, concentrate…

I tried to imagine Natalie again, dressed as she’d been that day I’d first seen her. 37-year old Natalie, who’d had Annabel with an older man when she was just 19, and was now so much younger and fitter than any of the moms I knew.

Natalie, who sometimes rode a motorcycle. Who kinda embarrassed Annabel by not acting like a real grownup. Who all the guys I knew thought was so cool and so hot they’d give anything to trade lives with her husband for a day. 

Well, I’d settled for the next best thing.

As Annabel pumped away, I imagined I was standing in the living room of her big house, the room with the glass wall that looked down onto the lake and the woods around it.

I imagined Natalie was leaning against that glass, one leg crossed over the other, a mischievous look on her older face, the tiny lines already showing round her eyes only adding to her allure.

“What are you waiting for?” I made my fantasy Natalie whisper, “isn’t it time you got over here and showed me what a man you are…?”

Then in my daydream I was stood in front of her. Slipping that leather jacket over her shoulders, letting it fall to the wood paneled floor.

Wrapping my beefy arms around her tight waist, pulling her closer, until our lips were touching, and she let out a low gasp.

Tearing her top off her perfect body. Clawing at her bra strap as she breathlessly kissed my naked shoulders, her hair mussed up as I pulled her up, up into a desperate embrace, her legs wrapping around my waist as I shoved one finger into her ass crack and was rewarded with a whimper.

And then we were naked together, on the sofa. Natalie facing out the window on all fours, her big tits dangling and swaying as I pounded my cock into her from behind, listening in dazed pleasure as my girlfriend’s mom moaned and gasped for my dick.

“Oh God, Aiden… oh fuck me… fuck me. Oh God, FUCK ME!”

“Aiden!”

“Fuck-!”

At the sound of her mom’s voice, calling my name, nearly on top of us, Annabel had let go of my dick with a squeak. At the exact same moment I came, the image in my head of Natalie freezing for a second before shattering into a billion pieces and fading into the sunlight.

I doubled over, grunting and holding my dick as I squirted come out onto the grass, trying desperately to finish before we were caught.

“Aiden…?” Natalie, amusement in her voice, “you haven’t got my daughter doing anything…?”

“Right here, mom!”

Annabel hadn’t even waited for me to finish. She was round the corner, on an intercept course, brightly meeting her mom before she could see this 18-year old boy leaning against the boat shed, his spunk cooling on the grass.

I breathed in, trying to squash the last tremors of my orgasm down. Hurriedly stuffed my dick back in my pants as I half-listened to mother and daughter talking. I was seriously glad I’d worn my jeans today, so much better for hiding a hard on in.

“Annie?” A laugh, “Oh, God, Aiden’s dragged you behind the shed has he? I’m not interrupting…?”

“Mo-om! Don’t be gross… we’re just looking at the lake.”

I rolled my eyes. What a dumb fucking thing to say. It was all trees and grass and uncleared vegetation back here, you could barely see the lake. There was only one reason to be back here.

And it involved the dull warm feeling still throbbing in my cock.

“Look at my little girl, with her boy-friend.” Natalie’s voice was teasing. She knew what we’d been up to. “What? Don’t give me that look, Annie. I think you’re both cute…”

I scowled at that. I didn’t want the woman of my dreams thinking I was something as boring as cute.

“Mom, I swear to God, are you trying to ruin my…?”

Laughter.

“OK, I’m sorry, OK? You gotta let us older chicks have some fun. Come here…”

There was a faint rustle. When Annabel spoke again, her voice was faintly muffled. I guessed the two of them were hugging.

“What do you want?”

“To embarrass you a bit? Aww, kotyonok, come on…” my ears pricked up at the foreign word. Even though I knew Natalie had been born in the States, I still found it hot as hell when she used Russian. “I made some lunch for you two. Even put a cold beer out for your man. What say you?”

“Thanks, mom.” Annabel’s voice was a monotone.

That’s it, I thought. I quickly checked my fading boner wasn’t too obvious, then stepped out from behind the boat shed.

“Hey, Mrs. Greenleaf.”

At my voice, the two women glanced over at me, gently stepped out of their hug. They were stood just at the front of the shed, where the sunlight poked out from behind the trees, making them both almost glow. Annabel gave me a tiny frown I pretended not to notice. Natalie gave me an amused smile.

“Hey, Aiden, great to see you. Looking after my little girl?”

“Mom, please…”

“Always,” I smiled back, ignoring my girlfriend, “how’s things with you guys?”

The other guy I meant was Annabel’s dad, Harlan, a handsome older guy who had this sort of strong/distinguished thing going on, even though he was almost fifty. I always secretly dreamed that Natalie would leave him one day when he got too old and come seeking out a younger man.

Who am I kidding? I dreamed she’d come seek out me.

“Pretty good,” Natalie put her hands on her curvy hips, turned back to the house with a tiny sigh. “Harlan’s working on some new paper, something the museum sent him. Very important for him, super boring for me.”

She turned back.

“I was just asking Annabel if you two felt like joining me for lunch. Help an old woman pass the time.”

You’re not old, I so desperately wanted to say, but I was incapable of speaking.

It was a hot day, and Natalie was wearing only a loose-fitting, flowing white top and a pair of old cut-off denim shorts she must’ve bought when they were still in fashion. The moment she’d turned round I’d gotten a view of her butt looking so tight and pert that it was all I could do to stop my boner from coming racing back.

You know that phrase, mutton dressed as lamb? Bitchy girls my age use it to describe an older woman who dresses young. Well, Natalie didn’t just dress young. She owned those clothes. Made them sexy as hell.

Compared to her, the girls at school looked like babies playing dress-up.

Like lambs to the slaughter.

Annabel’s mom was still smiling at me, waiting for my response. So I nodded, smiling awkwardly.

“Uhh… sure,” I managed at last, my voice weak, “that’d-that’d be awesome.”

Annabel was watching me closely, like she was almost aware of what was going through my mind. I didn’t dare look at her. Natalie, though, simply gave me a cheery smile, her eyes twinkling behind her heavy glasses.

“Great! I’ll go tell Harlan, just in case. Five minutes, huh?”

And then the woman of my dreams was off, walking away barefoot across the lawn to the cool, distant house, her butt wiggling seductively with every single step she took.

I wanted to gaze after her, greedily trace the outline of her ass with my eyes. Instead, I forced myself to smile at the chick who was supposed to be my girlfriend.

“Thanks, babe,” I whispered, stepping forward and taking her in my arms, “that was so awesome.”

She let me kiss her, but she still looked a little troubled. Inside, I wondered if she was worth all this effort, and then I figured I could survive this… this frigidity all summer if it meant seeing Natalie most days.

Besides, like I said, Annabel did have one of the best racks at school. It wasn’t like I’d saddled myself with a troll or anything.

I could keep this up a little longer.

“Hey… hey. I’m sorry we nearly got caught, OK? But you gotta admit…” I kissed Annabel once more, then leaned back, summoned up a devilish grin, “that was a lot of fun, huh?”

For a moment, I had a weird feeling that she was gonna say something. Something maybe she didn’t want to say. Something maybe I didn’t wanna hear.

Then her expression changed. It was like watching someone forcibly shake off a dark cloud. She forced up a tiny smile.

“Yeah…” she said at last. “Yeah, I guess it was.”

I cheekily let one hand slip down her back, squeezed her ass. She didn’t try to stop me.

“You’re so Goddamn cute, you know?” I murmured, kissing her again, “I’m serious, you’re like the hottest girl I’ve ever gone out with…”

To my surprise, she pulled away. Slipped out of my arms. Just about all the other girls I’d used that line on had loved that shit.

“Annie?”

“I’m cool.” She shot me a quick smile. “I’m just… I guess we should go find mom, huh?”

I shrugged, deliberately letting my disappointment show.

“Sure. Why not?”

But she was already taking off across the grass, following in her mom’s footsteps. For a second I hesitated, then I ran up beside her and took her hand in mine. Gave it a squeeze. Trying not to think too hard about Natalie. Trying not to pretend the girl walking beside me was really the woman I lusted after.

It was only later, when I was trapped in my curvy new body, my manhood gone, a heavy pair of gorgeous tits growing from my chest and a trembling pussy hidden away inside my lacy new panties, that I began to wish I was back there again, holding hands with Annabel like nothing had ever happened.


II

“Abbasid or Umayyad?”

“What?”

“Come on,” the older man winked roguishly at me, his broad shoulders almost touching mine. “You’re training to be a history buff, right? So.”

He nodded again at the object in front of me.

“Abbasid or Umayyad?”

It was an hour or so later. We – me, my secret love, and the girl I was supposed to be in love with – had just been finishing lunch when Harlan finally walked in and said he wanted to show me something.

At those words, I’d groaned inside. Ever since I’d started seeing Annabel, I’d gone out of my way to act the dream boyfriend around her dad. I’d even pretended to be thinking about doing history at college, just to get on his good side.

The dumbest part? I needn’t have bothered. I’d acted so friendly coz I was kinda nervous he’d somehow find out about my feelings for Natalie, and coz he was muscular enough and tall enough for that thought to scare the shit outta me.

But really? Harlan was always too busy with his damn antiques and papers to have noticed even if I’d porked his wife right in front of him.

The only thing he did notice were people with an interest in history, like him.

And, right now, that apparently meant me.

“Uhh, sure. Gimme a second…” I looked away from Harlan’s handsome face, with its knowing blue eyes and dark stubble flecked with gray, and down at the-the thing before me. “Hmmm… let’s see…”

The thing I’d been dragged away from Natalie to come see was some stupid old lamp the museum claimed to have found out in Desertstan or wherever and had sent to Harlan.

It was bronze, I could see that, and clearly old. Someone had buffed it up a little, but its surface was all faded and dark. Its spout was bent and twisted. Its handle snapped. It looked like a prop from Aladdin that had seen better days. 

I decided to trust to luck.

“Umm… Umayyad.”

Harlan laughed – a deep, throaty sound – and clapped me on the back, hard enough to almost knock the wind outta me. For a fifty year old dad, he was in ridiculously good shape.

“Ahhh, Aiden! We’re gonna have to keep your training wheels on a little longer, aren’t we?”

Inside I swore at myself. Damnit. Now I was gonna be stuck in this study even longer.

“It’s from the Abbasid dynasty, of course,” Harlan gently lifted the antique up to our eye level, his short-ish peppery hair and strong arms half-reflected in its dull surface. “Smuggled out of Iraq, but thankfully saved from the black market by a Kurdish dealer. Look, you can tell from the detail here, see?”

He gave me the sort of knowing, masculine smile that would’ve made most girls my age feel dizzy, but just made me wish I was back chatting with its owner’s hot wife.

“Know what else it does?” He asked.

I shook my head.

“It grants wishes.” When he saw my expression he gave that handsome grin again. “So they say. Some old story about it having the power to make five things come true, but… well, I tried it, and…”

He broke off for a moment with a shrug and a laugh. I stole a quick dance through the open doorway to where Natalie and Annabel were still chatting and felt a pang of longing.

“… you think, Aiden?”

I suddenly realized Harlan had been talking for like five seconds while I’d been staring openly at his wife. I quickly shook myself back to reality.

“Oh, my bad. What?”

Harlan glanced sidelong into the airy dining room, grinned and looked back to me.

“Annabel will be OK spending ten seconds without you. Go on.” He held the lamp up to me, eagerly. “Try it.”

“Try what?”

“What else?” Harlan’s eyes were alive with amusement. “Make a wish. It’s your turn.”

I forced up a smile.

“Haha. Great, I get it.” I waited for him to say something, then forced myself to continue when he didn’t. “Umm… should, I mean, should I really be touching…?”

“Perk of the job,” Harlan said. “Go on, try it. Don’t worry about the wish, just thought I’d give you a chance to hold a real ancient treasure. Get some practice in before you go professional.”

What else could I do? I took the stupid lamp off him – nearly crapping my pants with fear that I was gonna drop it and have to pay a bazillion dollars – and held it in my hands.

The lamp was heavier than it looked, a lot heavier. Sat in my hands, it even seemed to thrum slightly, like it had a battery inside and was trembling with energy.

I don’t know how to describe it. It almost felt…

Well. It almost felt like it was alive.

“There. She’s really something, huh?”

I nodded, for once unable to find any words. I couldn’t even look at Harlan. It was like I was unable to take my eyes off the old piece of junk sat in my hands, almost like I’d been mesmerized by it.

“There’s an inscription on the side,” Harlan’s voice was little more than a murmur now, hushed with reverence. “I can’t read it all, but it says something like…

“To the holder, all he ever dreamed of – they probably didn’t expect any women to ever get their hands on it – all he ever dreamed of, and four times more. But be warned, all dreams come at a price. To learn this lesson, all one must say are two simple words…

I wish.”

I suddenly felt the lamp give a little tremble in my hands. I almost cried out but managed to stop myself.

Dumbass, you’re imagining things. There’s no such thing as magic lamps…

Yet I no longer felt so sure.

“Well?” Harlan’s low voice caressed my ear; I hadn’t realized the older man was standing so close, so close I could almost feel the warmth of his breath. “Gonna try it?”

I tried to laugh, but it came out flat, weak. Unconvincing.

“Do…” I swallowed and started again. “Do I have to say it out loud?”

Harlan shook his head.

“Doubt it. The inscription doesn’t specify, so…”

My whole body was tingling now, tingling just from holding the lamp. Part of me desperately wanted to put it down, but it was almost like I couldn’t let go of it.

Almost like I had to make a wish to break the spell.

Alright, fine. A little voice inside me snapped, its bravado barely hiding its nervousness. If we have to, let’s just do it already.

I nodded. Closed my eyes. Suddenly I wanted nothing more than to give this damn, stupid antique back to Harlan and get back out into the bright sunlight of the dining room.

Tentatively, feeling slightly stupid, I let one of my hands rub the side of the lamp. The thrumming didn’t get worse, but nor did it stop.

“I wish…” I muttered, hoping against hell Natalie wouldn’t hear me, “I wish…”

For what?

Then it hit me, with sudden clarity.

I wish… I thought firmly to myself, that Natalie Greenleaf belonged to me. That I could control her every move, her every thought. That she was mine, and I could do whatever I liked with her.

For a split second, I felt dizzy. The moment the thought finished in my head, the world seemed to lurch. The lamp suddenly seemed to get very hot…

Oh, fuck! Is it-?!

And then it instantly died away. I opened my eyes. I was still standing in the darkened study with Harlan. The lamp was still in my hands, suddenly lighter and less-interesting than it had seemed before.

Out in the dining room, I could still see Natalie, chatting away to my girlfriend like nothing had happened.

“Interesting, huh?” Harlan plucked the lamp out my trembling hands. “Your very first antique.”

“Uh, yeah, that was…” I shook my head, suddenly feeling like a fog had settled over my brain. “That was… fun. Yeah.”

“Seeing your first piece of real history always is.” Harlan was carefully lowering the lamp back into its museum box, all lined with sawdust. “I might let the girls have a go later, if they fancy it.”

He turned and gave me a tiny wink over one broad shoulder, his handsome face amused.

“Go on, get back to your girlfriend. Her dad won’t keep you any longer.”

Thanks, I meant to say, but nothing came out. Instead, I turned and walked silently back into the dining room, to where Natalie and Annabel were cleaning up from lunch.

“Harlan done boring you?” Natalie asked without looking up.

“History isn’t boring, honey!” Harlan’s yelled voice drifted into the room, made Natalie smile.

“Yeah. No. I mean, nah, it wasn’t boring,” I said, trying not to look down Natalie’s top as she bent forward to wipe the long oak table. “I had fun.”

For a moment, I thought I could feel that tingling again. Felt weirdly like, if I concentrated, I could make Natalie suddenly stand up straight – terror in her eyes as she lost all control of her own body – walk round the table, throw her arms round my neck and stick her tongue down my throat; like she was just my toy and nothing else.

Like I could force her to get on all fours on the sofa, and helplessly moan with pleasure as I slipped my cock inside her, just like in my fantasy.

Just like my wish had come true.

The tingling passed as soon as it had come. I shook my weird thoughts off, reached out to grab the cloth Natalie was wiping with.

“Hey. Lemme help you with that…”

“Ah, don’t worry about it.” Natalie smiled impishly up at me, looked over at her daughter. “You two go enjoy your summer. Leave us oldies to do the cleaning.”

“Speak for yourself,” Harlan yelled from the study, “some of us are still young at heart!”

Natalie rolled her eyes for mine and Annabel’s benefit.

Go, she mouthed.

But I want to stay here with you, is what I should’ve mouthed back.

But, of course, I didn’t. Instead I just smiled, then turned to Annabel and said some bullshit about checking out the woods, all the time wishing I was seeing her mom smiling back at me and nodding, that flirtatious smile she sometimes gave Harlan on her lips, and now directed only at me.

If I’d known back then that I’d soon be seeing beautiful, sexy Natalie all the damn time, every single time I passed a mirror or looked out a reflecting window, I would’ve cried with laughter.


III

The morning it happened, I knew something was wrong from the moment I opened my eyes.

I’d gone to bed early the night before, feeling kinda… weird. Around 9pm, I’d just suddenly got all tired and dizzy and faintly nauseous, like something was off with my entire body.

My mom said it was probably from spending all day out in the sun with Annabel – I’d dropped her back home only an hour before then cycled back to my place – and I should go lie down.

So I had. Not knowing it would be the final time I went to sleep in my childhood bedroom, I’d collapsed on the sheets and almost instantly fallen asleep.

If I’d known what was gonna happen next, I’d have probably at least given my dick a quick tug. Enjoyed having the little fella one last time.

But, hey. We all have regrets, right? And, honestly? I wasn’t thinking about any of this when I opened my eyes the next morning.

I was too busy wondering why the fuck I couldn’t see.

The room around me was fuzzy, unfocused, like I was seeing it through a pair of binoculars adjusted for someone with wildly different vision. But that wasn’t all that was weird.

Where I’d gone to bed in a medium-sized room with sport trophies on the walls, posters of famous athletes, and the endless detritus of teenage boy life, I was now somewhere very, very different.

Even with my whacked out vision, I could see that this room was bigger. Airier. The distant walls painted white, fuzzy, dark wooden beams crisscrossing the ceilings.

Shit, did I stay round Annabel’s last night…?

The moment I had the thought, I knew it was wrong. There was no way Annabel’s room was as big as this.

I blinked, trying to get my vision back, furiously blinked away, trying to fight the rising tide of panic. But my eyesight refused to return, refused to snap back to my normal 20:20.

What the fuck…?

I sat up, tried furiously rubbing my eyes. My long, dark hair fell across my delicate hands. I swept it back with a feeling of irritation…

And then I noticed several things at once, and my sleepiness was replaced by an ice cold feeling of horror.

No. I thought weakly, no… I can’t…

The room I was in was so big because I wasn’t in Annabel’s room, I was in her parents’. The sheets were warm and wrapped around me, mussed from a long night’s sleep.

And the room? The room was blurry because I wasn’t wearing my glasses.

Trembling, I held out my hands in front of me. Looked at their dainty wrists and tiny palms, their elegant fingers ending in long, painted nails, in need of a retouch now.

Took in my arms, suddenly hairless and devoid of muscle. Yanked the sheets aside and saw my naked, blurry legs, hairless and smooth and slender and-and sexy.

No, please…

With a lurch, I realized I could feel my body around me. Feel how different it suddenly seemed. How much lighter, like I had hollow bones. How much heavier around the chest.

I could feel the long hair falling down my back, tickling my shoulder blades.

Feel the delicate fabric of my new, lacy panties, clinging to my butt and hips.

But worst of all was what I couldn’t feel. There, between my legs, where my mental map of my body assured me I should have a nice, fat cock, I now felt…

…nothing.

A faint whimper escaped my throat. It came out sounding soft, way softer than I was used to, higher in pitch. I stayed looking straight ahead, my brain fizzing with terror, not daring to look down, not daring to see what had happened to me.

What I had become.

Ohpleaseohpleaseohpleaseohplease….

Still looking straight ahead, I jerkily reached out to the oak bedside table. Scrabbled around helplessly with one hand, trying not to scream, not to cry out with frustration.

At last, my small new hand closed on something plastic and blocky and cool in the bedroom’s air.

I picked up my glasses. With slow, steadying breaths, put them on. I felt their plastic settle heavily on the bridge of my nose. Watched as the room suddenly snapped into focus, like a fog had been lifted.

I was right. Natalie and Harlan’s room. A tiny sob escaped my throat.

Which meant I now was…

I looked down.

And nearly screamed.

The old t-shirt I’d gone to bed wearing the night before was gone. In its place was a tiny, tight white vest top that clung to my curves and matched my white panties.

But it wasn’t the top itself that sent me into freakout mode, that nearly gave me a meltdown.

There, dangling from my frame, were the biggest tits I’d ever seen.

They were huge! Two heavy breasts that thrust outwards from my chest, straining against the tight, white fabric of my new top.

They were slightly sagged, their youthful firmness gone, but still big and alluring and with enough lift to drive the guys wild.

Their nipples were dark and pointed, their tips scratching at the cotton fabric in a way that made me shiver slightly.

Instinctively, I reached up and grabbed them. Felt their flesh press back against my fingertips, soft and supple. For a moment I hesitated, then I suddenly lifted them up and dropped them, and let out a tiny wail as I felt a horrible jiggling in my chest.

This wasn’t a hallucination. This was no sick joke. I had tits now. Tits, and a tight waist, and wide, female hips, and long, flowing hair, and a-a…

The world seemed to swim around me. I looked down at my crotch, at the tiny slip of underwear now only just obscuring what lay there, having to angle my head so it fell within the frame provided by my new hipster glasses.

I reached out. My hands – whoever’s hands these were – were shaking. They hovered for a moment, uncertain. And then I reached down…

…and immediately jerked back like I’d been stung.

Oh Jesus, no… my horrified brain babbled, no it can’t be…

There, where I should have had a dick, a big, proud thing that marked me out as a big, strong man, the palm of my new hand had felt nothing but smoothness. Nothing but flatness.

Nothing but the demure lips of my brand new pussy.

With dazed movements, feeling like I was in a crazy, fucked up dream, I swung my slender new legs out of the bed. Felt the morning cold of the wooden floor beneath my feet. Stood up, started hesitantly crossing the room towards where I knew the mirror was, the big, full-length mirror I’d glimpsed Natalie trying on jackets in.

With each step, I felt my new hips automatically curving, my new butt wiggling in a seductive, feminine way. Felt my heavy breasts, wobbling slightly, making me wish I was wearing a bra.

I crossed to the expensive, modern closet with its familiar wood finishing. The light from the vast picture window looking toward the lake flooded in, only slightly diffused by the thin white curtains.

I stopped on the soft, white rug just before the mirror. Looked down, my dark hair tumbling past my eyes, its tips tickling at my cleavage, looked down at my toes, their nails painted red, nervously playing with the thick fibers of the rug.

Knowing already what I was going to see, but not wanting to see it.

We have to, an unhappy voice whispered in my brain, we need to know. We need to know how bad this really is.

I already know! I wanted to yell. But the voice was right. There was still a tiny – a tiny – chance that things weren’t quite as insane as I thought they were. And the only way to know was to-

I looked.

And what I saw made me want to start crying.

There, reflected back from inside the mirror, a scared, miserable look on her beautiful, 37-year old face…

Was Natalie.

She was dressed only in a tight white tank top that barely contained her breasts and left a slip of stomach on display, and a pair of white, lacy panties with delicate little frills around their edges.

Her dark hair was mussed from a long night’s sleep, lazily swept back so it tumbled down between her shoulders.

Her heavy, hipster glasses sat awkwardly on the bridge of her nose, magnifying her eyes ever so slightly, making them look bigger and cuter than ever.

Traces of last night’s makeup were still visible around her eyes, her lips. She looked tired but beautiful. Disheveled but sexy.

She looked as she had always looked in my dreams of waking up beside her, gorgeous and homely all at once.

And she was me.

“No…” I heard myself whimper in my soft new voice, Natalie’s lips moving in time with mine, “no, please…”

I slowly raised one hand, palm out, up to head level. Watched in horror and misery as Natalie raised her hand in perfect sync with me.

I gently shook my head. Ran my hands over my prominent new hips, my kinked-in sides, over my swollen boobs. Grabbed hold of my long new hair and screamed.

Everything I did, the Natalie in the mirror did in perfect time with me. There was no doubting it.

My wish, the wish I made to have complete control over Natalie, had come true. Her body, her mind, her life were now mine, in a terrifyingly literal sense.

I was now the 37-year old beauty of my dreams.

I was my girlfriend’s mom.


IV

“Natalie? Nat, are you OK up there?”

The split second I heard the voice I slammed both hands over my pretty new mouth, held the scream inside. In the mirror, Natalie looked at me with wild eyes, her tiny fists gagging her.

Oh shit…

I became very still. Hardly even dared breathe.

Not now, I can’t deal with this now…

For a moment, there was nothing. Then, from within the bowels of the house, I head a distant door open. Footsteps.

And then that strong, male voice again, closer now, echoing up to me from somewhere downstairs.

“Nat! What’s happening, honey?”

In the mirror, I saw Natalie weakly shake her head as I shook mine, pleading in her beautiful dark eyes.

Don’t come upstairs… oh, please, Harlan, don’t come upstairs…

It was a useless wish, of course. I mean, what else would my new husband – the husband my stupid wish had forced on me – do?

He’d just heard his wife screaming. He’d be a pretty shitty husband to ignore it.

Oh Christ, Harlan’s my husband now…

I stopped the thought right there. I couldn’t deal with that knowledge just now.

“Nat?” Concern in his voice, concern that made me feel oddly warm and comforted inside, “Nat, are you OK? Hey!”

Footsteps. Sudden, hurried. Coming up the stairs. I could see Harlan now, see him picking up speed as he went, his handsome face suddenly creased with worry as he rushed to see if his younger wife was OK, if the love of his life was hurt.

I wanted to cry out, to scream at him not to come. But that would only make things worse. When he realized who was in his bedroom, when he found out about the stupid wish I’d made, the stupid wish that had taken me and turned me into his…

 “It’s fine!” I suddenly yelled, freaked out by the new pitch of my voice, by the new way it vibrated in my throat. “I’m fine! I just… I just saw something is all.”

The footsteps stopped. Seemed to hesitate. In the mirror, I watched Natalie staring back at me, her beautiful face lined with worry.

“Saw something…?” Harlan’s voice was very close now, scary close. “Saw what?”

“Nothing,” I called back. “A spider, that’s all.”

The moment I said it, I realized how stupid I’d been.

“Since when are you scared of spiders?” Amusement. “Must’ve been some spider.”

“Yeah…” I started, then quickly decided to change tack, “I mean, no. Nu-uh, it wasn’t. It just got on the pillow, startled me.”

There was something mesmerizing about hearing Natalie’s voice come out my lips. About knowing any move I made she would make in the mirror also.

“Yeah?” Harlan sounded unconvinced.

A pause. I held my breath.

“Hey, are you OK, honey?” The footsteps started again, slower. “You sound a little…”

“I’m fine!” I quickly yelled. “Don’t bother coming up!”

At the thought of encountering Annabel’s strong, masculine dad while trapped in this body, my brain started fizzing with fear.

Annabel… holy fuck, Annabel is my daughter now!

I pushed that thought away, too.

“I-I’ll be down in half an hour, OK?” I shouted, “just… just leave me to get freshened up.”

Freshened up. It was a phrase I’d heard women use in movies as code for like a bazillion things. But I couldn’t for the life of me figure out if it was something Natalie might say or not.

Harlan seemed to wonder this, too, because there was silence from outside. Hesitation.

“Seriously, it’s cool. I’ll be right down.”

I closed my eyes. Knew that this was it. Knew that if Harlan decided to come in and see his wife now then there was no way I was gonna be able to stop him.

What if he tries to kiss me…? Oh God, what if he tries to touch my boobs…?

The thought should have been revolting. Instead, it made my new body give an involuntary smile. I wiped it off my face with a mixture of nausea and horror.

I really didn’t wanna go down that road right now.

We stood there for what felt like forever, man and wife, only a few meters apart, hidden from each other by a single ajar door. Then I faintly heard Harlan give a little sigh.

“Jesus, babe, you can’t have me racing up and downstairs all day at my age.”

I fake-laughed in what I hoped was a vaguely convincing way.

“Sorry Ha-” wait, would Natalie call Harlan by his name? “-Hot stuff. See you downstairs.”

I felt like kicking myself again.

Out in the corridor, Harlan laughed.

“Hot stuff? Now I know you’re trying to get rid of me.”

But at the same time, I could hear him walking away again, walking downstairs, back to his study.

With each step I felt myself untense a little. My body relax. I glanced down and realized I’d automatically wrapped my slender new arms around my chest, hugging my big boobs for comfort.

“I left coffee in the pot,” Harlan called back up, “get that gorgeous ass of yours in gear if you don’t want me to drink it all.”

I felt like throwing up. The idea that my girlfriend’s dad now thought I had a gorgeous ass – worse, a gorgeous ass he’d probably touched hundreds of times before – was almost too weird to handle.

At last, there was the distant slam of a door, and the danger was over.

For a long time, I simply stood there, relief washing over my brain, staring at the woman in the mirror, staring at Natalie, who I’d wanted for so long, staring right back at me.

Fuck. Now what are we gonna do…?

I was trapped as my girlfriend’s mom. I’d made a stupid wish, and now I was paying for it.

I looked down at Natalie’s big boobs in the mirror, barely noticing how my reflection was now gently biting her lower lip, thinking.

The wish…

This was fucked up – seriously fucked up – but at least I knew what had got me here. What had caused me, my soul, my essence or whatever, to leave my regular, 18-year old boy body and settle in Natalie’s curvy, female form.

Harlan’s stupid lamp. The lamp that claimed to grant five wishes.

The lamp that had specifically told me it would fuck with my desires, just like it had.

I gently tapped my new teeth with the tip of my tongue, as if beating out the rhythm of my thoughts.

Tap… tap…

Harlan had said he’d made a wish too (whatever it was, I couldn’t see any evidence for it). He’d also said he was going to offer Natalie – the real Natalie – and Annabel a wish each, too (although maybe he’d forgot, who knew?)

That meant the lamp had used a maximum of four wishes yesterday. Meaning there was still one left.

One I could use to get back to my old body.

Tap… tap…

The cold air of the bedroom caressed my skin, making all the invisible downy hairs stand up along my arms. I shivered slightly and hugged myself, surprised at how sensitive to the cold Natalie was.

I had an escape route. A way to quickly end this madness.

All I had to do was get hold of that damn lamp.

Tap… tap…

Harlan was probably in his study right now. That meant I would have to wait. Unless I wanted him to comment on my ass or maybe even try to kiss me.

But maybe if I hung out up here… until he went out or stopped for lunch or something. I could go in there and grab the lamp. Run, if I had to.

And I could wish myself back to normal without ever having to see him.

In the meantime…

Tap… tap…

Well, in the meantime, I was trapped in the body of the woman I’d lusted after my entire teenage life. Trapped with her legs, her breasts, her supermodel face and tender pussy.

And it wasn’t weird for a girl – even if she was just a temporary girl – to touch her own boobs, was it?

Tap…

I felt a thought bubbling up in my newly-female brain. One I was ashamed of, one that felt kinda wrong…

But when was I gonna get an opportunity like this again?

Tap.

A smile was starting to creep over Natalie’s face in the mirror. Reflecting the dizzying, delicious and very bad thought I’d just had. The bad thought that just seemed too alluring for my teenage boy brain to resist.

“So, I’m Natalie until I get my hands on the lamp again, huh?” I whispered, thrilling at the way Natalie whispered in time with me.

Gently, I squeezed my thighs together, like I’d read about women doing in those kinky books my mom secretly liked to read. Natalie’s body responded by sending a little thrill of pleasure through me.

“In that case…” my smile was a dazed grin now, like I couldn’t believe my luck. “In that case…”

I hesitated. Then I lowered my head. Peered seductively at myself over the top of my new glasses.

“Maybe this is my chance to have some fun.”

*

The hot water cascaded down onto my new body, almost scalding. Tiny, warm droplets ran down the curve of my breasts, dangled gently from one nipple before dripping to the floor.

This is wrong…

I leaned back against the slate-tiled wall of the shower, my long hair – Natalie’s long hair – lying in wet streaks over my naked shoulders, hooked behind my delicate ears. My glasses were lying over by the white porcelain sink and the whole world now had a dreamy, out of focus look.

This is so wrong…

My wet hips bucked gently. Between my thighs, my hand was balled into a fist, pressed up against my new pussy. With each movement, I felt the faintest waves of pleasure rolling out over me, caressing Natalie’s body.

We should stop…

…shouldn’t we?

I reached up with my free hand, gently caressed my own breasts. The feeling in my chest was weird and… I guess beautiful, all at once. I tweaked my nipple gently, surprised at the little jolt of pleasure that shot through my female form.

Fuck, so that’s what it’s like to have your tits felt…

The warmth in my crotch. The vague, dreamy feeling washing through my mind. The drumbeat of the water, the steam, having Natalie’s breasts, clasped in my hands…

My lips dropped open slightly. I heard a little moan escape my throat, beautiful and shameful, all at once.

This. This was what I’d wanted for so, so long now…

My hips bucked gently against my fist, my wet pussy grinding against my knuckles. Slightly rough. Weirdly pleasurable.

One of the first things I’d noticed when I made Natalie pull down her panties and inspect her – my – pussy was that she had a timid little tuft of dark hair on her crotch; wasn’t clean shaved, like I’d always imagined.

But, hey, it didn’t seem to be obscuring my pleasure. If anything, knowing such an intimate thing about my girlfriend’s mom only made my arousal so much greater.

Oh God, Natalie…

I closed my eyes as the dreamy, sleepy waves of pleasure washed over me. Began picturing the fantasy I’d projected inside my mind so many times before.

The fantasy of the woman whose body I now knew as intimately as she did herself.

I was standing in the living room, facing that big picture window. Natalie was stood against it, as she always was, a seductive look in her dark eyes. Only now she was dressed as I’d seen her in the mirror that morning, her long legs on display, her pussy – with its demure tuft of hair – hidden only by the flimsiest pair of panties, her big tits straining inside her cotton white top.

“There you are, hot stuff,” she whispered, winking at me. “I’ve been waiting for you all my life…”

Then suddenly we were kissing. I was pushing her roughly back against the glass window as she moaned, spreading her legs, leaning towards me, inviting me into her, desperate for me to-

I opened my eyes, suddenly aware that my arousal was fading rather than heightening. I frowned down at Natalie’s naked, wet body.

“Come on…” I muttered.

I tried again, closing my eyes.

I was holding Natalie now, her panties torn off by my strong hands, her legs now wrapped around my waist as I kissed her neck, her chest, her tits. She was rubbing her cunt against my dick, getting wetter and wetter-

“Argh!”

My eyes flew open. I glared down at my new body, almost as if it was betraying me. Clenched my thighs tighter around my fist.

“Come on you stupid bitch…” I hissed.

My eyes slammed shut again. I furiously conjured an image of Natalie on all fours, moaning and squealing as I fucked her from behin-

GROSS!

And then I was suddenly leaning back against the shower wall, my eyes open, my mouth dangling wide with shock, as an awful, awful realization dawned on me.

Of course. The fucking lamp…

Each of those fantasies, fantasies that had made me thick and hard without fail as a man, had done nothing for me in my new body.

I could no longer get turned on by thinking about Natalie. Could no longer feel attracted to my girlfriend’s mom.

I was Natalie now. And that meant I could no more be attracted to her than my boy body could have the hots for itself.

As the hot water drummed down onto me, I desperately looked down at Natalie’s naked form; at her wet and soapy boobs, her tight, curved waist, her pussy.

Nothing. Nothing at all, beyond the disorientation I was still getting from seeing a completely new body attached to me. That vague arousal I’d felt earlier was just the same as I’d have got in my male form if I idly started playing with my dick. Mechanical and nothing more.

If I wanted to steal a little orgasm from Natalie’s body, I was damn well gonna have to do it while thinking about someone else.

The pointless cruelty of it all almost made me laugh. A bitter little chuckle escaped my pouty lips.

Here I was, completely in control of the woman of my dreams, able to make her do anything, able to look at her naked whenever I wanted to and touch her tits and play with her cunt…

…and I was unable to enjoy it any more than I would’ve enjoyed masturbating in front of a mirror in my boy body.

Natalie’s pussy – my pussy – was still slightly damp, my crotch still filled with a kind of tension. I closed my eyes again, frantically searching for an image to jerk off to, suddenly desperate not to let my one – and probably only – chance of experiencing a female orgasm go to waste.

Annabel. There.

Annabel naked. Tied to a bed. Helpless and beautiful, moaning for me to fuck her tight little-

“Urgh!” My eyes flew open again. I felt physically sick.

Of course. The last thing Natalie, the real Natalie, would want to think about would be screwing her own daughter.

I hadn’t just inherited Natalie’s natural disinterest in her own body. I’d inherited her mind, too. Her mind and sexuality.

Which meant suddenly all of my hottest fantasies were now strictly off limits.

I was starting to get desperate now. It would feel shameful enough when I wished myself back, knowing I’d acted like a creep and used Natalie’s body for my own pleasure.

But to feel all that shame without at least getting the benefit of an orgasm? No fucking way.

I clenched my jaw. Screwed my eyes shut. Tried to lose myself in the drumming of the water, in the scalding heat on my skin.

Images appeared. Girls I knew at school. Chicks from movies. Supermodels. Each one crumbled and fell apart as my body rejected it, not even remotely interested.

Come ON!

I was starting to get sore now, a dull ache joining the faint waves of pleasure radiating out from my clit. I had to finish, though!

Then, just as I thought the cruelty of my wish would drive me mad, it happened.

I’d dredged up something from the depths of my brain. An image from a porno I’d quietly watched at night on my phone about a week ago. A tiny redhead chick with big boobs getting banged by a big, beefy blond dude with designer stubble and a hairy chest.

Only it was slightly different, now. When I’d watched it as a boy, I’d concentrated on the chick, imagining I was the one banging her.

Now I was replaying it in my head, I was imagining I was the one being banged. That it was my boobs that were jiggling in time with each thrust. That it was my pussy being violated by this muscular stud.

That I was the girl, and I was getting treated just how a horny straight girl liked to be treated.

A faint little gasp escaped my lips. That sleepy pleasure began to build between my legs again.

Wait, whoa, hold on. We can’t jerk over a man. We’re straight, remember?

But it was like I couldn’t hear myself. The more I bucked against my own fist, the clearer the image became, the more my body’s feelings of pleasure became harder to resist.

The beefcake guy was towering over me. I was standing on tiptoes and giving him a kiss, his stubble scratching at my face. Then he was hoisting me roughly into the air, my slender legs wrapped round his hips as I grinded my wet cunt against him, desperate to be fucked.

My fist was sticky with dampness. I could feel my brand new hole loosening, a strange feeling that also made me feel gorgeously dizzy. I spread my legs slightly, began to moan softly, losing myself in my new fantasy.

The images got faster. Dirtier.

I was Natalie now. Pinned to the bed by this beefcake. One of his strong hands closed around my wrists, naked and helpless, at his mercy.

I was writhing, begging him no, pleading with him not to do it. But he just grinned, took his big dick in one hand, and angled it towards my dripping wet hole. Smiled wolfishly, enjoying my cries. Leaned forward so his lips were almost touching my ear, and said-

“Enjoying yourself?”

An involuntary scream escaped my lips. My eyes flew open. I instinctively threw one arm over my new tits, placed a covering hand over my pussy. My brain whirled with terror.

Oh no… please God, no!

Standing at the door to the shower, his handsome face and laconic smile slightly fuzzy in my blurred vision, was Harlan.

He was naked except for a pair of tight, gray boxer shorts that clung to his crotch, the bulge of his dick very visible. Dark hairs coiled over his muscular chest, shockingly defined for a man of fifty. His intense blue eyes were gently tracing the shape of my nude body, an amused light dancing in them.

“Thought I’d pop up and see if you’d recovered from your spider encounter.” That mysterious smile again. “Guess you have.”

“H-Harlan…?” My voice was little more than a squeak, higher and more-scared than I’d ever heard Natalie before. “What are you… you have to get out of here!”

But even as my male mind was screaming at him to go, I could feel my female body starting to respond. Feel my eyes, hopelessly tracing the broadness of his shoulders. Settling on the thickness of his forearms. Greedily drinking in the bulge of his dick.

Hidden away behind my arm, I felt my nipples begin to harden, becoming pointy. Felt my pussy getting puffy and wide, ready to invite my husband in.

I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry.

“Harlan…” the voice was more like Natalie’s usual voice now, “please, I’m… I’m not in the mood…”

Harlan laughed, nodded at the hand covering my crotch.

“Yeah, you definitely didn’t look in the mood just now.”

“Harlan, I’m serious…”

And then something happened that made my voice dry up in my throat. Made me unable to do anything but let out a tiny little squeak, even as I felt a dizzy rush of desire wash over me.

With a mischievous smile, Harlan reached up, clasped his boxer shorts, and gently pulled them down over his powerful, hairy legs. He kicked them off then stood up straight, his thick cock now erect and pointing up at the sky.

“Mind if I join you?”

Like a girl in a dream, I gently shook my head, desperately wanting to scream no! but suddenly unable to make a sound.

Desperately wanting to open my eyes and escape this shameful fantasy, but all too aware I was already in reality.

Oh God, please don’t let this happen…

With slow movements, Harlan stepped into the shower. Closed the door behind him. His dick was fully erect, its tip pressed up against his belly, longer and thicker than any cock I’d ever seen before. He took a gentle step towards me, took me in his arms.

I wanted to tell him to stop. At that point, I’d have wasted the lamp’s remaining wish just to make him go away.

But I didn’t have the lamp with me. And so I simply trembled in his arms, suddenly smaller than I was used to being before Harlan, suddenly weaker.

I trembled as he gently moved our bodies together, pressed his strong torso against my soft and feminine form. I could feel the raw power in his big arms, clasped around my waist. Feel the tip of his dick, prodding the flesh of my stomach.

I rested my hands against his chest, let my fingers coil through the dark hair there, feeling the shape of his muscles, playing with his chest hair. I tilted my head back, looked up at his smiling blue eyes, framed by his peppery hair, looked at that lined face that was somehow even more handsome for being older.

“Harlan…” I managed to get out.

He firmly shook his head. Raised one finger to my pouty lips, softly pressed it against my flesh. No talking. I weakly shook my head too. Opened my pretty little mouth to speak.

And then it was too late.

Harlan leaned forward. For a split second I could feel his breath, hot and masculine, against my lips. I instinctively tilted my head back…

…and then we were kissing.

We kissed for what felt like forever, husband and wife, pressed against one another as the hot water of the shower drummed down on our flesh, kissing as though our lives depended on it.

My eyes were closed. Harlan’s tongue swirled around the inside of my mouth, possessing me, making me his. I whimpered in his arms and kissed him back, inviting him in, wanting him to utterly control me, even as I wanted nothing more than to push him away and end this madness.

What are we doing?! The part of my mind that was still Aiden wailed. He’s Annabel’s dad!

It was wrong. So wrong, and I knew it. Yet it also felt so right. Harlan was Annabel’s dad? Well, I was Annabel’s mom now. I was his wife.

And at that moment I needed a strong husband to seduce me more than anything in the world.

At long, long last, Harlan pulled back. We stopped kissing. I looked up at him with eyes that were blurred – from pleasure, from worry, from the steam, from losing my glasses, I couldn’t tell.

All I could tell was that looking into that handsome face, with its stylish beard and little wrinkles around the eyes, was making my new body dizzy with desire.

Harlan reached up with one broad, calloused hand. Gently stroked my soft cheeks with his fingers. Then he suddenly pushed me back against the wall, and then he was kissing me all over, his face buried in the crook of my neck, kissing my shoulders, my chest, my breasts while I clutched his head against me and moaned out loud.

The water cascaded over our two bodies. As he kissed me, Harlan’s hair became wet, plastered against his skull. I ran my hands through it, obsessed with the thought of touching him, of him touching me.

I could feel his beard, scratching softly against my chest as he kissed my tits, his tongue flicking over my nipples, making me shudder. With one strong hand he frantically worked at my crotch, rubbing my slit, making my new clit tingle and making me dizzy.

The older man kissed my neck. Squeezed my cunt in his palm. Pressed me against the bathroom wall with the sheer strength of his body, making me feel weak and helpless.

I ran my hands down from his head down over his shoulders, letting my palms explore his powerful torso. Clutched him to me like a drowning woman holding a lifesaver. Gasped for breath that seemed to be escaping my body as fast as I could draw it in.

For the briefest moment, Harlan raised his head, looked at me, a smile on his face that I knew was reflected in my own.

Please… I felt myself mouth, weakly.

Then we were kissing again. Kissing like two horny teenagers, unable to be apart for even the briefest moment.

No, not like teenagers. With all the passion of teenagers, but the technique and experience of grownups. Of a man and wife who had lived together for twenty years and knew exactly what they wanted.

It was incredible. It was like Natalie’s body was guiding me, making me experience more pleasure from another human than I’d ever had as even a relatively experienced teen.

Even as my brain kept screaming that this was wrong, I let Harlan kiss me as I’d always wanted to be kissed, gently bucking my hips, rubbing my pussy up against his cock in a way I instinctively knew would make us both feel as horny as hell.

Harlan pulled me against him. Wrapped his strong hands under my thighs and pulled me up into the air. I gasped between kisses, but didn’t let my lips leave his face, wrapping my legs around his muscular, dad-torso even as I helplessly nibbled on his tongue.

“Harlan…” I heard myself breathe in my seductive, female voice, “Oh God, Harlan…”

“Shh.” My lover said firmly. “Not another word.”

Then he shifted his position under me, angled his hips, I just had time to wonder what new avenue of pleasure was about to open, and then he slipped his big dick deep inside me.

Harlan’s cock slid in until its tip was buried in my womb. It went in easily, the looseness of my new snatch suddenly reminding me that Natalie had had kids, that Annabel had once come crawling out of this very hole.

Then Harlan was thrusting and I thought about nothing at all.

With one strong arm he held me, his wife, in the air, my back pressed against the wall of the shower, droplets of warm rain splashing down onto my naked breasts as he fucked me, gently at first, then faster and faster until I was helplessly moaning out loud, unable to stop myself from making those noises even if I wanted to.

As a guy, I’d always assumed girls were so noisy during sex as a way of stroking my ego, of letting me know when I was doing the right thing.

As a girl – as a woman – I realized just how off I’d been. Those noises were just part of what sex was, part of being female, as natural as my pussy getting wet or my nipples getting hard. Holding them in would’ve been like lying to myself.

So I didn’t even try. With a feeling of dark abandonment, I threw my head back and squealed as Harlan fucked me. Squealed as I felt his big dick go lancing deep inside me, again and again. Squealed as each thrust made my big titties bounce and jiggle.

Squealed and clasped Harlan’s wonderful, powerful shoulders in my arms. Looked helplessly into his eyes and listened to the deep, masculine grunts he was making with a feeling of utter bliss.

We came together, our pleasure peaking in a single, breathless moment. One moment, I was simply moaning with desire, the next something impossibly big, impossibly powerful was rushing up, swamping over my body.

I had just enough time to scream, and then it washed over me, completely obliterating me, leaving me hanging in endless space, my entire body alive with pleasure and weightless, like I was floating high above the Earth.

At the same time, I heard Harlan give a deep, almost animal growl and felt him go stiff inside me. There was a pause, and then waves and waves of something hot and sticky were squirting inside me, squirting into my brand new womb.

I instinctively clutched Harlan tight against me, drawing his dick deeper in, not wanting to waste a single drop of his sperm. I felt my pussy clench around his cock and wished he would remain inside me forever.

Finally, though, it was over. My orgasm ebbed away, leaving me breathless, dizzy, a dazed smile on my beautiful face as I returned to Earth.

I leaned forward and kissed Harlan again, one last time, savoring the taste of him, not wanting to let go. As we kissed, he gently lowered me. I regretfully put my legs out, slipped off his dick, stood on the shower floor.

I could feel his sperm, sitting inside me, sticky and damp but slightly cooler now, lining my womb. It was both kinda gross and utterly wonderful.

I’ll still be able to feel that a quarter of an hour from now… I thought, vaguely, part of him will still be inside me…

I wasn’t sure why, but the thought made me faintly dizzy.

Harlan leaned against the wall with one strong arm. He looked as dazed as I felt. With his free hand, he reached out and flicked off the shower. Suddenly it was silent in the bathroom, the only sound our ragged breathing and the faint drip, drip of the last drops of water.

“Jesus…” my girlfriend’s dad muttered, “that was…”

“That was incredible,” I breathed.

It wasn’t even the magic making me say that. In all the times I’d had sex with girls over the last two years, nothing had come even remotely close to making me feel like Harlan just had.

Weird as it was to think, my greatest sexual experience was now with another man. An older man.

Annabel’s dad.

Impulsively, I stood up on tiptoes, took his face in my dainty hands and kissed him again. A long, lingering kiss I never wanted to end.

“That’s for being an incredible husband,” I heard myself say, as if from very far away.

I reached down and gently clasped his still-erect cock. Having it in my hand felt so strangely, wonderfully right.

“And for having an incredible cock.”

The words sounded so natural in Natalie’s voice. So seductively normal. With a rush of dizziness, I realized I could now do and say so many things that had been forbidden to me before.

If I wanted to, I suddenly thought, I could get down on my knees right now and kiss this man’s dick and put it in my mouth and suck on it and taste his sperm, and no-one would care. There wouldn’t be anything wrong with it.

But, at the same time, a different part of me was slowly starting to wake back up. Starting to wake back up and freak out about what had just happened.

I’d just had sex with a man. Worse, that man had been Annabel’s dad. I’d made a stupid wish and possessed her mom, and now I was forcing her mom’s body to do things with her dad that I shouldn’t even be thinking about.

Even if I went downstairs now and grabbed the lamp. Even if I wished myself back to my old body, I would never be able to forget this, never be able to pretend to myself it didn’t happen.

Whenever I saw Harlan from now on, I would be thinking of this moment, right now, when he fucked me in the shower and left his sperm inside me and made me feel like the sexiest woman alive.

If these thoughts were causing worry to show on my face, Harlan didn’t seem to notice. He leaned forward and kissed my forehead, then laughed and shook his head.

“That was the best workout I’ve had all year. I guess my wish came true.”

I blinked, suddenly aware I was stood naked with Annabel’s dad, but trying not to let the weirdness show.

“Huh? What do you mean.”

“What? Oh. Nothing.” Harlan suddenly turned away, stepped out the shower. “Forget about it.”

“Wait!”

I stepped out the door after him, grabbed his arm. I tried to spin him round then realized I was nowhere near strong enough to do so. He picked up a towel, draped it over his shoulders, back still to me.

“What did you mean, your wish?” I asked, trying not to let the fear I was suddenly feeling show in my voice. “What wish?”

“I was just being dumb,” Harlan said, stepping over to the mirror, “don’t let it bother you.”

With his back to me, I could see his naked ass now, as firm and taut as the rest of him, even if it was finally starting to succumb to the sag of middle age. It was all I could do to drag my eyes away and look at his reflection in the mirror.

Shit, I can barely make out his expression, why didn’t I put my stupid glasses on?

“Please, Harlan,” I made myself say in a steady voice, “uh, baby. I’m not gonna go weird, I just…”

I took a deep breath. My breasts rose gently in the bottom of my vision.

“I just need to know, OK?”

Harlan sighed. Looked down at his toothbrush, not meeting my eye.

“I’m sorry OK, I was just being dumb. I just… look, remember when I showed you the lamp?”

“Sure.” It was only later that I realized Harlan must’ve shown Natalie the lamp after I left, and we were each thinking about two different times.

“Well, I kinda made a wish with it. Yesterday. Just as a joke.”

“What wish? Harlan…?”

Annabel’s dad sighed again. At last, he turned to face me.

“I wished… I just wished that we’d have more sex, like when we first moved in together.” He was watching me closely, as if expecting me to get mad. “That’s all. It was a stupid little joke, and I didn’t wanna ruin the morning – ruin this – by telling you.”

I barely noticed his apology. The bathroom suddenly seemed much wider than I remembered, much darker, like everything was coming through from very, very far away.

I remembered the strange decision I’d made to amuse myself with Natalie’s body – wrong and weird even for a teenage boy. Remembered the sudden desire I’d had in the shower to keep masturbating, even if it meant picturing a guy, a desire that had so naturally turned into unbelievably hot sex with Harlan.

The way the objections of my male mind had just been brushed aside. Almost like my new body was fated to be fucked by Harlan, no matter what I wanted.

Fated as if by magic.

“That’s… that’s, uh, interesting,” I heard Natalie saying somewhere, her voice sounding like it was being beamed in from another universe. “Hey, can I ask you something?”

Harlan was watching me, like he could tell something was wrong. I fought back against the weird feeling of unreality washing over me, desperately tried to stay calm.

“Can I make a wish today? Just as a joke. But soon. Like, right now.”

A look of confusion passed across Harlan’s features. I suddenly felt desperate.

“I thought you already made a wish. Last night, you said you…”

“Then I need another one. Please. It’ll be fun. But I need to do it right now.”

I could hear hysteria edging into my voice, felt like I was about to go mad. Then Harlan frowned some more and I wanted to scream.

“Jesus, Nat, maybe try listening when I talk about work, huh?” At my expression, his awkwardly jokey voice became tired, serious. “OK, sorry. But… you really don’t remember. What I told you last night?”

“What,” I said through gritted teeth, “did you tell me?”

He shrugged, suddenly looking apologetic.

“The lamp. It’s gone. Off to Doctor Pitman in Delaware. The UPS guy picked it up first thing this morning. She’s gonna scan the carvings, then send it on to the museum for…”

But I was no longer listening. I was trying not to scream.

The lamp was gone. For the next couple of days – at the very least – it’d be out of my reach, hundreds of miles away.

Which meant I couldn’t make another wish. Couldn’t escape the two wishes that had already been made.

I was stuck as my girlfriend’s mom, as Natalie. As Harlan’s wife.

And the magic meant I wasn’t going to be able to keep my hands off my gorgeous new husband no matter how hard I tried.


V

“Mom!”

At the sound of my daughter’s voice I froze. Harlan froze behind me, his big dick still buried deep in my pussy, one strong arm leaning against the wooden wall of the boat shed. Neither of us dared breathe.

“Mom… Mom, I gotta talk to you!”

I closed my eyes. Felt the tiniest whimper escape my throat. Behind me, Harlan hesitantly stroked my naked ass, unable to pull out of me even if he wanted to.

“Shh…” I heard my husband whisper. “Be very still…”

I swallowed delicately. I didn’t need telling twice.

I could still feel that insane buzz in my brain, those magical orders, telling me to thrust my hips backwards, to draw Harlan further inside me, to not stop fucking until we both came loudly, for the third time that day.

The orders that I’d found out could only be disobeyed for so long.

“Mom…” A sigh, then footsteps, crossing the distant decking, heading for the lawn, “OK, I’ma come find you.”

I’d have given anything to get off Harlan’s dick at that point. To dismount, quickly yank Natalie’s tight denim cutoffs up, stuff my dangling tits back inside my top and try and look presentable.

But I could no more stop mid-screw than I could escape back to my own body.

Our wishes had seen to that.

It was about 40 hours since I’d gone to bed feeling sick, and woken up to discover I was now magically trapped in Natalie’s body. In that short space of time, I’d gone from thinking I was merely unlucky to thinking I was cursed.

Harlan’s wish was forcing the two of us to screw like rabbits, unable to stop, even when we wanted to.

After our fuck in the shower, we’d wound up having a blistering row about the lamp, one all the more confusing for me coz Harlan kept bringing up stuff Natalie had obviously done before, but which I had no clue about whatsoever. It had gotten even more confusing when my new body had burst into tears and gone and flung itself down on the bed, its naked skin still slightly damp, its tear-stained face buried in my tiny hands.

As I’d lain there, I’d felt a presence behind me. Felt the bed creak. Then Harlan had been kissing my back, kissing my bare shoulders, kissing my slender neck and telling me how sorry he was, over and over again.

And I’d eventually kissed him back. And then I’d raised my hips, and we’d been fucking in Natalie and Harlan’s bed, my face pressed weakly into the pillows as my girlfriend’s powerful dad fucked me from behind, his dick drilling deeper and deeper into me as I moaned and sighed and clutched the sheets and wished this moment would never end.

Afterwards, we’d joked about makeup sex, and I’d run my fingers through his chest hair while he promised to call Dr. Pitman and get the lamp sent back…

(“I’ll think of an excuse”, he’d said as he let me gently kiss his pecs, kiss his taut stomach, kiss the gorgeously defined shape of his groin…)

…and I’d smiled and giggled and told him:

“You better, or we’ll be back to only fucking once a week.”

(I had no idea if Harlan and Natalie fucked once a week, or once a month, or only once a year.)

And we’d treated it like a joke, and even got dressed. It was only a half hour later that we’d realized it was no joke, when I’d found myself on all fours on the cream living room sofa, wailing helplessly as Harlan fucked me with vicious thrusts, smacking my naked ass while also yelling that he was sorry, but he couldn’t stop.

That was when we realized just how bad things really were.

Harlan’s wish had come true. Come true as the lamp had specified it would, in a way that would turn his desire into a nightmare.

And now the two of us were now incapable of going more than an hour without fucking each other’s brains out.

“Baby…” I whispered in Natalie’s soft voice, “what if she catches us…?”

The wooden wall was rough against my palms where I was leaning against it, scratching at my soft skin. I’d have given anything to be able to let go of it, to disobey the magic.

“I’m trying to stop,” Harlan grunted, I could feel the vibration from his voice inside me. “The goddamn wish…”

My first full day as Natalie, we’d wound up having sex – or something like it – twelve whole times.

We’d fucked in the kitchen, my lithe body pressed up against the counter, my boobs dangling from my frame, bouncing gently up and down while Harlan took me from behind.

We’d sat in Harlan’s study, him in his leather writing chair, looking dazedly up at me while I sat on his lap, moving my body up and down with helpless wails.

We’d even fucked in Annabel’s room – I’m ashamed to say – my new husband’s bearded face buried deep between my thighs, feasting on my pussy while I sucked on his long cock, horrified by the fact there was a guy’s dick in my mouth, but unable to do anything but enjoy it more than I’d ever enjoyed anything.

It had been a marathon of sex. A nonstop, magically enforced screwing that left us exhausted, but somehow never stopped being pleasurable, never made us too sore to go on, never felt like anything less than amazing.

I’d just been so grateful that Annabel had been out the house the whole day, and hadn’t come back.

Forcing my girlfriend to watch as her mom and dad screwed like a couple of sex addicts would’ve been too sick even for me.

At times during that long, endless orgy, I’d felt like I’d died and gone to Heaven. Like when Harlan and I both woke up at 3am and, in the pitch black, rolled toward each other and started kissing, started fondling, started biting and pinching.

When Harlan had put his strong hands on my shoulders in the dark, pinned me to the bed, and then fucked me so slowly, so gently, so perfectly, that I thought I was going to cry with happiness. At those moments, I’d almost thanked God Harlan and I had made our wishes.

Other times, like now, I’d have given anything to have turned back time and reversed these last two days.

Even if it meant giving up my own soul or something.

“Mom? Mom, are you down here?”

Annabel’s voice was close now, way too close. I closed my eyes, stifled a cry of frustration.

Harlan’s dick was still in me. Hard as iron. The magic was already fogging my brain, making me gently buck my hips; making him squeeze my naked ass and knead its flesh. Any second now. Any second, we were gonna start fucking again, and we wouldn’t be able to stop till we came.

No matter who caught us.

Why did she have to come back now?

I turned my head to look back at Harlan, my dark hair falling across my face as I did so. I could see him stood behind me, a helpless expression on his handsome face even as he clasped my naked ass.

It was a ridiculously strange thing to see, but I couldn’t think about that right now.

“Are you close?” I whispered, mentally trying to figure out long it’d take Annabel to reach us.

“Sort of,” Harlan grunted.

He started thrusting again, his hips gently slapping up against my ass and making my mouth hang open in soundless pleasure, even as he kept talking.

“But I don’t know if I can make it in time…”

“Why… ah, God… why not?”

My new husband looked embarrassed. Even in the depths of my worry, I had time to realize I found the expression strangely cute.

“It’s not…” a sigh. “It’s not tight enough. I’m sorry, Nat, but…”

“Mom! Dad?”

Annabel’s voice was closer now. Maybe 90 seconds away from discovering her parents like this. I closed my eyes.

“OK, I’ve got an idea. Just this once, understand? There’s no way I want this to become a regular thing, but we’re outta options.”

“What? Nat, what are you…?”

I took a deep breath, unable to believe what I was about to say.

“Fuck my ass.”

There was silence from behind me.

“I’m serious.” Inside I was railing at the damn lamp, but outside I kept calm. “It’s the only way we’ll finish. Fuck my ass now, Harlan. Do it!”

I could sense Harlan’s hesitation. For one wild second, I thought maybe he’d say no and we could leave that one taboo unbroken.

There was no way I wanted to learn what it felt like to receive anal, even if I was in the body of a woman at the time.

Then I heard Harlan give a sigh.

“OK. If you’re sure…”

I grit my teeth. Nodded.

“I’m sure.” This was gonna hurt.

“Yeah.”

A brief hesitation.

“Nat, I’m…”

“Just do it!” I hissed. “Fuck. My. Ass. Now!”

Nothing for a moment, then I felt Harlan pull his hips back. An emptiness inside me made my magically-charged brain want to wail and scream. Then there was something resting against the nub of my anus. Something impossibly hard, impossibly big.

I just had time to thank a God I didn’t believe in that we’d brought lube down with us, and then Harlan was pushing, I was biting down on my lower lip and whimpering, and then suddenly I was doing anal, my last virgin hole being filled by a man, my last taboo broken.

It was painful, humiliating. Degrading. Necessary.

As Harlan fucked Natalie’s pert and gorgeous ass, I kept my eyes screwed close and shouted at myself again for being such a stupid, horny dick.

Isn’t this what you wanted, jerk-off? To make Natalie do shit like this, to give her no choice but to use her body for pleasure?

Well, guess what, dipshit? Your wish came true. And now you’re gonna have to deal with it.

Harlan was picking up speed, his big cock like an invader inside me, hurting me, making me feel like shit. It was like a parody of the sex we’d just been having. My big tits were still bouncing, I was still moaning, but now only Harlan was getting any pleasure, only Harlan was…

“You’ve got such a fucking great ass,” I heard my girlfriend’s dad growl behind me. “Oh fuck, Nat, I’m gonna…”

Then suddenly he went stiff, I pulled forward – not wanting to get any sperm inside my asshole – and leaned against the wall of the shed as Harlan’s white hot spunk spattered down onto my naked ass. I quickly stuck my hand down between my legs, started rubbing.

“Call me a slut,” I gasped. “Quick, before…!”

Harlan roughly grabbed my ass, leaned over me, until the bristles of his beard were almost scratching at my ear.

“Slut!” He snarled. “Stupid, worthless, fucking whore…”

That was all it took.

I came with a quick shudder that made my legs go weak, biting down on my tongue so I wouldn’t cry out. It was a small one, a quick clit-gasam instead of the deep, full-body orgasms I’d got used to having with Harlan, but it was enough to satisfy the spell.

I wiped Harlan’s spunk off my butt, yanked my cut-off denim shorts up, trying not to think about how much my ass hurt, trying not to think too hard about how I’d needed to be humiliated to get off just now.

“Natalie…” Harlan was still standing with his dick out, it would’ve looked funny in other circumstances, “babe. Sorry. You know I hate calling you a-”

“I know, I know.” I waved towards the garden, towards Annabel. “Just go! I’ll come in two minutes…”

He nodded, doubt on his handsome, lined face. But he quickly wrestled his big dick back inside his jeans – squashing it down so the bulge wouldn’t show too much – and slipped out from behind the shed, onto the lawn.

“Hey, there’s my girl!” I heard him say. “Where’ve you been all my life?”

I leaned back against the shed, buttoning my stupid-tight shorts with difficulty, trying to ignore how fucked up my life now was.

Was that Natalie asking to be called a slut, or was it me?

I could no longer tell. The wish had so totally made Natalie’s desires my own that I wasn’t sure if I was now shaping them, or if they were shaping me.

All I knew was that I couldn’t wait to get back to my own body.

With a tiny sigh, I bent down and scooped my loose, tiny white top off the floor, tucking my long hair behind my ears as I did so. I could feel my bare breasts dangling, pulling on my chest, forcibly reminding me of my impossible transformation. I could vaguely hear Harlan and Annabel talking.

This is so fucked up…

It was during our first afternoon together that Harlan and I had realized our free will had vanished, been snatched away by the lamp.

It had been a slow-dawning realization, rather than a sudden flash, but it had been no less horrible for that. As awesome as the sex we were having was, discovering we couldn’t stop even if we wanted to had been a sobering experience.

By the time we were sat naked in the living room, streaming hardcore fuck films on the family’s massive TV while I played with Harlan’s dick and he fingered my slit, we’d both come clean and agreed we needed to get the lamp back.

Well. I say we came clean. I mean Harlan came clean and, when he asked what I’d wished for, I pretended to be Natalie and just made up some shit about wishing my life was more exciting.

Which meant there was still at least one more wish out there. The wish the real Natalie had made, wherever she was.

I just hoped she wasn’t still inside this body, trapped and unable to do anything but watch as her daughter’s boyfriend screwed up her life for her.

“…mom back there with you?” Annabel’s voice. Amused.

Shit. She probably knows exactly what we’ve been doing…

“Let’s ask her, shall we? Mom!” Harlan called, his voice playful, no sign left of the worry and stress we’d both just experienced, “hey, mommy, your daughter’s deigned to drop by for a visit.”

“Dad, you are actually the funniest man alive.”

I pulled my loose top down, wondering for the zillionth time why I hadn’t but a bra on, quickly yanked my hair back into a ponytail and stepped out from behind the shed to join them.

Harlan and Annabel were standing together in a patch of dappled sunlight that left Harlan half in shadow but made my girlfriend seem to glow. They both looked up as I came round the corner, smiled.

“Hey, mom,” Annabel’s smile was more mischievous than I’d ever seen it, “looking at the lake?”

Hearing my girlfriend call me mom was almost enough to make me start laughing. Or crying. Or just go mad.

Instead, I forced up a smile.

“Hey, uh, kotyonok,” I said, briefly struggling to remember Natalie’s pet name for her daughter, “how, um, how’s it going?”

The moment I’d said it, I knew it sounded weird. Moms don’t awkwardly ask their daughters questions like that.

“Whoops. I mean, where have you been, young lady?” I asked, putting my hands on my curvy new hips, hoping to get off the back foot in this conversation.

Annabel rolled her eyes.

“Mo-om. I’ve been gone for like one night.”

“Come on, Nat.” Harlan frowned at me. “We don’t want our daughter hanging round here all day, do we?”

His voice was loaded with meaning, probably relating to the stuff the lamp’s magic was forcing us to do.

You keep the conversation going, then! I wanted to yell at him. I’ve got no idea how to be a mom, OK? Shit, I’m only eighteen myself!

But I was already only too aware that I’d be in Harlan’s arms again within the hour. So instead I forced myself to smile and act like I imagined Natalie would.

“Hey, I’m only joking Annie,” I said, holding out my hands. “Here. Give mom a hug.”

If my words sounded unlike Natalie, Annabel didn’t seem to notice. She exchanged a quick smile with Harlan, then seemed to shrug and came forward into my embrace.

“There,” I said loudly over her shoulder, “that’s better, right?”

Inside though, I was a mess.

I’d hugged Annabel before, of course, both as a friend, and as a boyfriend, but this was completely, totally, horribly different.

For one thing, the way she held me was just… wrong. As friends you sorta hug loosely. As boyfriend and girlfriend, you kinda press your bodies together.

But this was like neither of those things. It was both gentle and strong, intimate yet still slightly distant.

My body, too, was giving me a whole different experience, one that made me want to start crying, and wish for the zillionth time that Harlan had never showed me his stupid lamp.

I could feel Annabel’s breasts, resting gently against me. But I could also feel my breasts, squashed against her skin by our closeness. We were so close I could smell her, too, and that little sniff was enough to send these weird, uncomfortable feelings of warmth and-and protectiveness washing over me.

Part of me suddenly never wanted to let her go. To hold her tight and protect her from the world and from scumbag creeps like me who only liked her because of her tits.

It was this almost overwhelming rush of… love, I guess, unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. The sort of rush you probably get used to as a parent, but as a teenager suddenly trapped in the body of a mom, is strong enough to almost make you start crying.

At the same time, the male side of my brain couldn’t stop thinking about how I’d once kissed these lips, how I’d once touched these boobs and slipped my hand inside this girl’s pants.

Like I say, it was a super confusing hug.

At long, long last Annabel gave a little giggle and pulled back, breaking out the hug. As she did so, I felt a faint wash of sadness in a corner of my brain.

“Mom… are you trying to suffocate me?” My girlfriend – my daughter – suddenly blinked at me. “Whoa, mom, are you…?”

I blinked back the tears that had formed, unwanted in my eyes.

“Nah… I mean, no. It’s cool. Uh, it’s OK.” I smiled again, a smile I hoped didn’t show my sadness. “Just allergies. I Think maybe the pollen…”

I stepped back, away from my new daughter, horrified by the strange emotions wracking my mom-body.

I had no idea… I had no idea someone like Natalie could feel stuff like this…

With a horrible jolt I suddenly saw that I’d spent all this time looking at Natalie as nothing but an object, a beautiful robot I’d wished I could control. It was only now, when I was her, that I was learning she was a real human being.

“Anyway. How’s your day been, kiddo?” I asked, forcing a fake brightness into Natalie’s voice. “Out with your man?”

The man who should be me, I thought, bitterly.

I realized I had no idea what had happened to my old body after I changed into Natalie. If it was just lying back at my parents’ house, an empty vessel, waiting for me to return, or if it was running on automatic, talking and acting like me, but without a soul inside it.

For all I knew, Natalie could be trapped inside it, as perplexed by her new dick and big biceps as I had been by my new tits and pussy.

“Aiden?” There was a sudden, slightly-shifty look in Annabel’s eyes. “Yeah. He’s, umm, changed a bit recently. A lot, actually. Um. Good changes, though.”

Harlan was looking puzzled, I felt a little trickle of ice run down my spine.

“What do you mean, changed?”

In response, Annabel gave me a quick, embarrassed smile then turned back to the distant house.

“Hey. Aid!” She yelled. “Mom wants to talk to you!”

For a moment, nothing. Then movement in the house, on the decking. A shadow, walking out onto the lawn, coming towards us, a bashful smile on its face.

As I watched the figure approach, I felt my knees go like water. The sunlight suddenly seemed too bright.

At least, a dazed voice whispered inside me, we know what Annabel wished for…

The boy walking down the path towards us was on the short side, with a sweep of black hair that fell in a half-fringe across his cute, youthful face. His arms and legs were thin, almost willowy, his body slight, hidden inside a flowing black t-shirt.

He looked feminine. Androgynous. His jeans were tight. He wore a pair of heeled boots. He looked like he could have been a girlish boy, or even a tomboy girl. He had a nose ring in one nostril. Eyes that were shy and innocent.

He looked nothing like me. Nothing like my old body at all. The only similarities left were in the shape of the eyes and nose, but they were less like me and more just like my family. Probably closer to my mom than my dad.

The boy crossed the lawn, an awkward smile on his face as he saw us. I felt myself awkwardly smiling back. As he approached, Annabel turned back to us.

“Dad, remember how you…” she hesitated. “You know the lamp you-?”

“Yeah. It really works.” Harlan sounded dazed. “We know.”

Annabel blinked.

“Wow. So what did you two…?”

“Nothing much.” Harlan shot me a meaningful look. “Just to spend more time together.”

I was barely even listening.

“Annabel.” I whispered, urgently. “Annie. What did you do? To Aiden. Tell me!”

My girlfriend shuffled awkwardly.

“Mom, I know this is gonna sound weird…”

“Just tell me!”

She sighed. Gave me and Harlan a goofy, bashful grin.

“I wished…”

At that moment, the boy approaching us gave a wave and called out, and I felt my stomach drop out.

“Hey Mr. Greenleaf, Mrs. Greenleaf. How’s tricks?”

The voice was soft. High pitched. Almost musical. At the same time, I noticed the feminine curve to his gait. The way his hips were a little too big. The tiny bumps of his breasts, only half-hidden by his flowing shirt.

The soft, female shape of his face no amount of boyish clothes could ever hope to hide.

“We’d had a weird day,” Annabel was saying, “he’d been a bit of… a jerk, I guess. I was kinda mad, so I wished he knew what it was like to be a girl like me, all shy and nerdy.”

She took a deep breath.

“And now he does. Mom. Dad. Meet Adrianna…

…my girlfriend.”

The androgynous girl who looked faintly like me stopped beside Annabel, awkwardly took her hand, smiled at me and Harlan.

“Hey,” she said, “so, I know this is weird….”

But I was barely listening. Barely listening as the tomboy girl who’d taken my place talked about how she and Annabel had used to be friends, but had decided yesterday they actually wanted to be lovers. Barely listening as she talked us through this whole new backstory the wish had given her.

I was too busy staring at the body that used to be mine, and trying not to burst into tears.

It was like the lamp was mocking me, was letting me know that, even if I managed to undo my wish, I’d still be trapped as a girl.

Only now I wouldn’t remember having ever been a boy.

As Harlan made polite noises to his daughter’s coming out, I simply stared down at my feet. At my big breasts, poking out in front of me, where I was helpless to ignore them. At the female body it seemed I was destined to never be rid of.

When Adrianna finally turned to me, she was shocked to see that I was crying.

*

That evening, I lay on Natalie’s bed, my legs spread wide, staring at the ceiling as Harlan slowly fucked me missionary-style, the weight of his body squashing me against the sheets in a way I couldn’t help but find hot as hell, even when I tried to be disgusted by it.

My fingers ran over his broad shoulders, played with the manly hair growing all over his body. But inside I was lost, too busy thinking to be in the moment.

Finally, as Harlan started kissing me, I took his face gently in my hands and looked right at him.

“Harlan. We’ve gotta find that lamp.”

Harlan was still thrusting, unable to stop making love to me. I had to bite down to stop myself from moaning out loud. I definitely didn’t want my daughter and her new girlfriend overhearing us.

“I know.” Harlan nodded, paused. “Don’t get me wrong, I liked Aiden, but if Annabel’s wish is making her happy…”

I shook my head.

“No. We’re not leaving me stuck like that.” I realized what I’d said. “I mean, us stuck like this and him stuck like that. We’re going to get that lamp. Tomorrow.”

“Yeah. You’re right.” A pause. “God, I love you.”

I grimaced as Harlan started kissing my neck, wishing I could stop this madness. But a second later my will had crumbled, my resistance to the magic was over, and I was clutching Harlan to me and whispering over and over that I loved him too.

Just before we went to bed, I let my handsome husband try anal again. I’m not sure why, I just suddenly felt like it.

This time, I even managed to come.


VI

“She’s not here.”

“She’ll be here. I called ahead.”

“Then why doesn’t she answer the fucking door?”

I crossed my arms over my breasts and let out a sigh of frustration that threatened to turn into a sob. All around us, the sparse fields of the Delaware countryside stretched away, edged by woodland. In the far distance, a vague haze that might have been Wilmington rose up.

It had been one hell of a drive.

We’d set off at dawn, quietly making breakfast and slipping out the house before Annabel or her girlfriend had a chance to wake up.

As Harlan piloted the car away from the lake and towards the interstate, I’d silently looked out the window at the dark outlines of trees and houses, trying not to think too much but unable to stop myself.

Not only had I lost my body, my gender, and my sexuality, but now my old life had gone, too. Poof, erased by a careless wish, leaving just some stranger in its place.

I found myself wondering if my parents had been changed by Annabel’s wish, too. If they now thought they’d always had a tomboy daughter; if they remembered only Adrianna. If all those photos on the walls now just showed a smiling girl.

My first little league… that time we all went camping in the woods and dad sat in poison ivy… my first day at school…

Did all those memories just exist in my head now, like some weird dream I’d had that no-one else wanted to hear about? Did my friends, my ex-girlfriends, all just have this invisible hole in their lives where I used to be?

If we couldn’t find the lamp, would anyone even be aware that a boy called Aiden used to exist?

I’d been thinking these unhappy thoughts, when Harlan had suddenly swung off the road, pulled over in a darkened layby.

“What’s up?” I’d murmured. “We’ve got hours yet.”

“I know.” Harlan had agreed, unbuckling his seatbelt and turning his powerful frame towards me. “But we’re about to hit the interstate, so let’s get this outta the way.”

It had taken a moment for the penny to drop.

“Oh. Right. Sure…”

I’d sighed, unbuckled my own seatbelt, started unbuttoning my top.

“Want to come on my tits this time?”

And so we’d had our first orgasms of the day on the backseat, me squashing my big boobs together and bouncing them up and down on Harlan’s cock until he came and covered them in spunk. Then I’d licked them clean and masturbated, finally firing off another quick clit-gasm just as the sun started to break over the horizon.

And so our day had gone. The two of us, driving for an hour, before quickly pulling over and screwing when the magic finally meant we could drive no more.

Each time, I’d been terrified that we’d get caught. Terrified that we’d end our days in a police cell, fucking helplessly through the bars like a pair of exhibitionists.

But we’d somehow got lucky. And now here we were, in Delaware, standing on the porch of Dr. Pitman’s old country house, desperately waiting for someone to answer the damn door.

I stamped one heeled boot on the wooden porch impatiently. Without meaning to, I’d dressed exactly as Natalie had when I’d first seen her, all those years ago. I pulled my leather jacket tighter around me, turned back to Harlan.

“She’s not here, Harlan. Let’s just force the door and…”

And at that exact moment, the door swung open. A short, professional-looking blonde woman in her mid-40s opened the door, gave us both a quick glance.

“Doctor Pitman?” Harlan gave his most-charming smile. “Doctor Greenleaf. We spoke on the phone last night.”

“Nice to meet you, Doctor Greenleaf. Please, call me Amy.”

The blonde woman turned to me, her icy blue eyes flitting over my face, as if looking for something. I shuffled under her gaze, surprised to see it coming from such an elegant, sculpted face. For a museum professor, she was unexpectedly attractive.

Don’t go falling for another milf… my brain muttered to me. We still haven’t cleared up the mess from last time…

“This is my wife,” Harlan was saying, “Natalie. She…”

Then something happened that made my already screwed up day even more screwed up.

“No.” Amy said, interrupting. She glanced back at Harlan, “I’m sorry, doctor, but she’s not.”

“Not what?”

“Your wife.”

There was a frozen moment. I felt like I could barely breathe, like my chest was tightening. Harlan gave an uncomfortable laugh.

“What do you mean? Nat and I have been together since…”

“You have,” Amy agreed. “But this isn’t Natalie.”

She turned back to me.

“Are you, miss?”

More silence. Long, agonizing. I wanted to deny it, to tell this woman she was crazy, that of course I was Natalie…

But what would be the point? I wasn’t Natalie. And if I wanted to get back to my own body, perhaps it was time to stop lying.

I was still frozen, trying to ignore the way Harlan was staring at me, his mouth slowly dropping open as I didn’t answer. At long, long last, Amy broke the silence with a sigh. She leaned against the wooden doorway.

“I think,” she said slowly, “that perhaps you’d better both come inside.”

*

The living room was silent except the ticking of an old grandfather clock. Old papers were piled haphazardly on tables, chairs, stools. When we’d first come in, Amy had made a little show of sweeping some aside and saying that she should really get a maid.

Now, she’d gone upstairs to get something, and it was just me and Harlan, sitting in separate chairs, awkwardly trying to avoid each other’s eye.

After a few minutes of this, my husband gave a low sigh.

“Who are you?”

I ignored him, my hands clasped in my lap, my head bowed. Upstairs, I could hear the distant sound of voices, of Amy talking to someone.

“I need to know.” Harlan’s voice was gentle, but there was an edge to it. “Please. Are you just some fake-Nat the lamp created for my wish, or…?”

I gave my head a jerky shake.

“No.” I whispered in Natalie’s voice. “No, don’t think it’s your fault, Harlan. It’s nothing to do with you.”

“Right. OK.” Another pause. “Then are you-?”

That was as far as he got.

The door opened, Amy came in, left the door slightly ajar. I could faintly see a figure out there. I sat up straighter in my chair.

“I’ve got the lamp upstairs,” Amy was saying. “But first, I guess you’re wondering how I knew this wasn’t your wife.”

She was talking to Harlan, almost as if I didn’t exist. I wanted to shout at her, but I couldn’t really blame her.

I was an imposter, and everyone here now knew it.

Harlan hadn’t taken his eyes off me.

“The thought did cross my mind.”

“I’m not surprised.” Amy leaned back against the wall. “As I’m assuming you’ve all gathered by now, the lamp really does grant wishes. But it also screws up those wishes quite badly. I’m guessing you’ve…?”

“Our daughter found herself turned into a lesbian. Among other things.” Harlan muttered. “Yes, we’ve experienced it ourselves.”

“Well. Quite.”

Amy seemed to think for a moment.

“See, here’s the deal. I got another visitor yesterday. She’d come one hell of a long way after waking up in a strange bed. She said she remembered her husband was going to send the lamp here, but she needed it as quickly as possible, because no-one would believe she was really her.”

Harlan was sat up straight, staring at Amy.

“Natalie? Where is she? What’s happened to-?”

Amy held up a hand.

“In good time. I just need to… prepare you, I guess.”

At that word, Harlan’s face went gray.

“What did she wish for?” His voice was hoarse.

“It took her a while to convince me she was who she said she was,” Amy was saying, “but when she did, it all kind of made sense. She said she’d been spending time with a friend of your daughter’s recently, a boy called-”

“Aiden,” Harlan interrupted. “He’s, uh, he’s not exactly a boy anymore…”

I kept my pouty lips pressed shut.

“No? God…” Amy shuddered slightly. “Anyway, Natalie told me she’d made a wish after talking with him. One that came from a romantic, wonderful place, but an unfortunate wish nonetheless…”

“What wish?” Harlan got to his feet. “Did the lamp-?”

Amy gave him a frank look.

“She wished she was young again, Doctor Greenleaf. She wished she was a girl again, like she used to be. And. Well. See for yourselves.”

She turned to the door.

“Natalie? It’s OK, honey, you can come in now.”

As one, the three of us turned to the ajar door. Watched in silent horror as it swung open. Watched as the girl behind it hesitantly stepped into the living room, a miserable expression on her adorable face.

No… my mind whispered feebly, no, she can’t…

“Doctor Greenleaf.” Amy murmured. “Say hello to your wife.”

Stood in the doorway was the cutest kid any of us had ever seen.

She was about 8 years old, with long dark hair hanging loose either side of her impish face. Her dark eyes were big, innocent, shiny with tears.

She was slight, her kid-body clothed in a stylish jacket and jeans combo that spoke of extremely fashion-conscious parents. She held herself with a sort of confidence that seemed completely alien in such a young girl.

She looked like she’d grow up to be a beauty. Like she could have posed for kids’ fashion shoots.

But most of all, she looked just like Natalie.

Looked just like me.

As the adorable young girl looked round the room, I saw Harlan out the corner of my eye, his handsome face as white as a sheet.

“Natalie…?” He whispered.

There was a pause, and then the little girl nodded. She looked like she might burst into tears.

Still stood at the door, Amy looked over at Harlan.

“Better sit down, Doctor Greenleaf,” she said, quietly, “this is where things get really hard.”

*

And so we talked.

I can’t remember how long for, all I know is it must have been a while, as Harlan and I kept having to excuse ourselves to go and have sex.

The first time, we screwed in angry silence, Harlan fucking me from behind in Amy’s spare room while I kept my eyes focused on the wall and tried to pretend this madness wasn’t happening.

The second time, after I’d finally been forced to confess my identity, Harlan kept shouting at me. Even as he lay on top of me, powering his big dick into my slit, making me gasp and moan, he kept yelling that I was a sick freak and he’d never let me near his daughter again.

By the time we slipped away for the fifth time, my husband seemed completely defeated. He simply stood there wearily as I unhappily sucked his dick, muttering that he wished we’d never found that stupid lamp.

Bad as our liaisons were, what was happening in the living room was even worse.

I’ll spare you the details. I’ll spare you from reading about all the times Harlan shouted, about all the times my new body suddenly burst into tears, making me feel like a silly little girl.

I’ll spare you from the screaming tantrum Natalie threw when she realized who was in her body, a tantrum that seemed to embarrass her as much as it did the rest of us.

No thanks, I don’t want to relive all that again. Instead, I’ll just give you the highlights of what Doctor Pitman said, her soft, serious tone never changing no matter what dreadful news she was giving us.

She’d been studying the lamp ever since it arrived, a few hours before Natalie. Backed up with some reading, she’d come to one, horrible conclusion.

Any wish made with the lamp could never, ever be undone.

I still remember hearing her say those words. The way I saw Harlan’s face crumple. The way I felt like I was about to faint.

The way I looked down at the curvy, 37-year old body attached to me, and realized that there would never be a time again when I was not a girl. Never be a time when I wasn’t Natalie.

That was the first time I burst into tears.

All this meant, Amy quietly assured us, that Annabel was doomed to be gay for the rest of her life. That Aiden would remain only a memory shared by those who had used the lamp, while Adrianna took his place in real life. It meant Harlan and I were doomed to fuck each other’s brains out, endlessly, from now until the day we died.

The one possible ray of hope was that at least Natalie would slowly get to grow up again. Amy didn’t think her wish would force her to remain a child. Another 29 years, and she’d probably look exactly like she had before we found the lamp.

By which time, I would be an old woman in her mid-sixties, and Harlan…

Well, if he was lucky, Harlan would be approaching his mid-eighties. If he was unlucky…

I mean, you do the math.

“So what are we meant to do?” I remember wailing at one point. In Nat’s voice the sound came out high-pitched, almost squeaky. It struck me that this was now my voice, and would be until the day I died.

Harlan had been cradling Natalie on his lap, holding the young girl against him while she sniffled. Now they were both glaring at me, as if all this was somehow my fault.

“Well,” Amy said, “we can’t use the last wish to undo the other four wishes, I’m sorry to say.”

At this point, she took a deep breath.

“But there might be a way we can make this a lot more bearable for all of you.”

And then she told us her plan.

It was a simple one, hopefully so simple that even the lamp couldn’t screw it up.

Instead of wishing us back to our real bodies, we’d just wish that we thought we’d always been like this. That we’d forget our past lives, and this thing with the lamp, and each think and act like the person we were supposed to be.

“So you, Aiden,” Amy said, “you’d think you were always Natalie. You’d have her memories, her body, you’d always act like her. In a sense…

…you would be her.

“And Harlan, you’d forget it’s really Aiden in there. You’d be convinced she was really Natalie, just like your daughter would be convinced she was always gay and always had a thing for her best friend Adrianna.

It would be fake, sure. But you wouldn’t know it was fake, any of you. Nor would anyone else. And maybe that’s about as close as we can hope to get.”

“What about Natalie?” Harlan asked. “I mean the real Natalie. Not him, or her, or whatever it is.”

He’d glared at me in disgust. It had been all I could do to stop myself from crying again.

Amy had looked uncomfortable.

“It’s not ideal, I know, but I was thinking…

“What if she was your second daughter? What if we gave you new memories, Aiden, of getting pregnant a second time? You’d both be convinced you were her parents, she’d think she was your little girl, and you could raise her back to adulthood.

I know it’s a bit weird, but it’s likely the best we can do.”

And so we’d argued about that. And Natalie had wailed and screamed that she didn’t want to think she was just a little girl, and Harlan had yelled that the idea of spending the rest of his life in love with me was-was sick! And I’d just cried to myself and asked hopelessly why I couldn’t just be a boy again.

But, in the end, we’d all agreed it was the only way.

And so – finally – Amy had gone and got the lamp, and it had just been the three of us, sat alone in the living room.

At last, Harlan had turned to me.

“I’m going to do my very best to hate you, Aiden,” he said, quietly. “I’m going to try to make damn sure I remember to hate you and treat you like crap, even if I can’t remember why I’m doing it. I’m gonna try my hardest to make you miserable, you little shit. Know why?

Because you deserve it.”

And I’d just nodded. Of course he hated me. I’d stolen his wife’s body. I’d let him have sex with me without ever telling him who I really was. I’d mentally betrayed his daughter and tried to use a wish to turn his wife into my sex slave puppet.

Of course he hated me.

Then Amy had been back down with the lamp. And we’d fallen silent. And she’d told us to close our eyes. And then she’d rubbed it and read out the wish she’d carefully written down, the wish that – we hoped – even the lamp wouldn’t be able to screw up.

And then we’d gone to bed, one by one. Me and Harlan in the spare room where we could screw without disturbing the others, Amy and Natalie sharing Amy’s bed.

And, at long last, we’d all fallen asleep.

And, when we woke up, everything had changed.


Epilogue

And that’s my story.

The day after Amy used up the lamp’s last wish, I woke up back in Natalie’s bed beside Harlan. And he woke up and smiled to see me and told me how much he loved me, and we screwed gently, looking into each other’s eyes, and I realized we were really in love.

Then we showered together, I gave him a quick blowjob and swallowed, and then we went downstairs together to make breakfast for our two kids.

Our two kids, Annabel and Natalia, our gorgeous 8-year old who is named after her old mom, the little bundle of energy I can’t ever imagine not having in my life again.

Over breakfast, Annabel came out as gay, and told us she was in a relationship with Adrianna, her best friend.

And Harlan and I had made supportive noises and told her we still loved her. But later, when we were alone again, we winked and laughed and joked about how we’d seen this coming for years.

Since that day, we’ve never looked back.

Now, eighteen months later, this is our lives. We’re a family now.

I’ve got used to being a mom, to having a brilliant husband – whose dick I just can’t get enough of – and of dealing with two daughters of different ages.

I’ve got used to the arguments with Annabel. The arguments that sometimes get so personal I almost want to cry, unable to believe that I can love someone this much and be so exasperated by them at the same time.

She’s finally thinking about heading off to college, after deferring for a year to spend more time with Adrianna, volunteering at that local LGBT charity. When I think about her leaving, I get so sad I almost feel hopeless, until Harlan takes me in his strong, hairy arms, cuddles me and kisses my neck and tells me that it’ll all be OK, we’ll see our girl again.

I’ve got used, too, to life with Natalia, with an excitable ten year old who loves fashion and makeup and dressing up. We go shopping together in town all the time, two girls out on a spending spree, and I can’t wait until she’s old enough for me to start taking her out for girly spa days together.

That’s another thing I’ve got used to, too. Being female. Having these breasts and this odd body shape and this little hole between my legs.

It’s actually… kinda fun. I don’t just mean the sex. I mean, having a husband to hold me, instead of being the one doing the holding. Being able to dress in these awesome clothes and not be afraid of anyone calling me a sissy.

Sometimes, when I’m alone and Harlan’s gone over to the museum for the day, I simply stand in front of the mirror, admiring my feminine form.

It just feels so… right, being a girl. Being a mommy. I can’t even remember why I wanted to go back to being a boy, now.

Things have improved between me and Harlan, too. After going to a counsellor, we managed to learn some techniques to control our insane horniness, enough to live a normal life, at least.

Don’t get me wrong. If we’re at home alone together, it’s almost guaranteed we’ll spend the entire day fucking. But on work days or when the kids are around, we’ve managed to limit ourselves to three good screws a day.

I know, I know, it’s still a lot. But at least it’s survivable now.

Besides, holding out for as long as we can just seems to make the sex we do have seem hotter than ever.

And so that’s my life. Me, Natalie Greenleaf, 38-year old proud mom and housewife who, if I do say so myself, is looking great for her age. I’m secure. Comfortable. Even happy.

Or, at least, I think I am.

Because now we get to the last bit, to the final twist of the knife.

You’ve probably been wondering, haven’t you, about how I was able to write all this if, as I say, my memory was wiped.

Well, that’s just it. When Amy made her wish, she wished that we would all act like nothing had ever happened, and like we were all in our proper bodies and like we were in love with each other.

That’s the key word, there. Act. Not that we were convinced nothing had happened. That we merely acted that way.

And acting is all we do now.

Every day, I sit inside this body of mine, unable to stop myself as I act as Natalie would have, as I think the thoughts she would have, and feel the emotions she would have.

Sometimes, the act is so convincing that even I’m taken in by it. But other times…

Other times, I’m all-too aware that I’m trapped in here. The real me. The boy-me. Trapped and unable to look away as this gorgeous body walks around on autopilot, forcing me to play the part of Natalie to perfection.

I think they’re all the same, the rest of them.

Sometimes, when I’m stroking Harlan’s bearded cheeks, looking deep into his eyes, and telling him I love him, I think I see something. A tiny flash, in the corners of his eyes. Of an overwhelming hatred that even he’s not consciously aware of. The hatred of a man forced to keep loving and keep screwing a wife he knows isn’t real.

Sometimes, when I’m working in the kitchen and Natalia has come home from school, I catch her looking wistfully at my body, as if wishing she could swap places with me. But when I ask her about it, her expression just goes blank, and she starts acting like a real 10-year old girl again.

Even Annabel. Sometimes, when I see my darling daughter kissing her girlfriend, I think I see a flicker of something. The shock of a straight girl, doomed to forever act like a lesbian, wondering if perhaps she should have made that wish.

But these moments are rare and, more often, I spend my days wondering if it’s only me who remembers. If it’s only me who is both Natalie and Aiden at the same time, forever trapped between the two.

Now I’ve managed to write all this down, I’ll probably delete it, like I do all my stories. Turns out Natalie was a secret writer all along, but she never shows her work to anyone – not even Harlan – and that means I won’t be able to, either.

If I’m lucky, I might be able to make the Natalie part of my brain publish this on Amazon under a fake name. Then maybe someone will read it and realize that I’m trapped in here. That I’m stuck living this wonderful, awful, fantastic, horrifying life as a girl, as my ex-girlfriend’s mom.

But even if someone reads it, they won’t be able to do anything.

I’m stuck like this now, forever. I’m stuck as Natalie – acting, talking, and thinking – like her, until the day I die.

And you wanna know the worst part, the last twist that almost makes me wanna scream with laughter? Well, here it is.

I’ve never been happier in all of my life.

The End.

*
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“A glass of milk, mister…?”

“Dinklage.” The suited man mopped his jowly face delicately with a handkerchief. “Uh, Henry Dinklage. And no thank you. Not while I’m on business.”

The dark haired woman across the table smiled at him, a smile that was obviously meant to be carefree and reassuring, but which still contained an element of something Henry wasn’t at all sure he liked.

You gotta be careful with these types, he grimly reminded himself, no telling when you’re gonna stumble across a hillbilly just desperate to poison a man from the gov’mint.

Not that his latest interviewee looked like any ‘type’ Henry had come across before…

She was graceful, for one thing. Well-spoken, with an accent that would’ve sounded at home in a thousand Manhattan drawing rooms. Lithe, with a body that was slender, but had just enough curves to remind you that you were dealing with a woman.

Her black hair glowed. Her dark eyes shone with a kind of… mischief, maybe. A teasing little spark that danced somewhere beyond the pupil, like everything they spoke about was just a big old joke. Her cheekbones were sharp, like a supermodel’s, her poise elegant.

Sophisticated. That’s the word.

It was a word that made him a little uneasy. You didn’t get sophisticated round here very often. Not in a world where flannel shirts and powerful arms and shotguns seemed to be the female accessories of choice.

“Oh, go on,” the woman cajoled, “it’s fresh this morning. Let me just call one of my girls…”

She turned and leaned over the porch, looked out across the fields and farmland, stretching off into the distance; gently hilly, the endless green broken up only by the big, red barn nearby.

“Sandra!” The woman called. “Sandra, you little minx, bring this gentleman some milk!”

She turned back to Henry with a professional smile.

“Trust me, when you taste this, you’ll see why our little farm has been winning all those adorable rosettes.”

“Ma’am, I really can’t…”

“Oh, hush now. I won’t hear another word about it. Never let it be said we don’t know how to treat guests here.”

Henry cast a hopeless look at the car sat on the dusty farm road, the black car his young partner Brandon was stood leaning against, his blue eyes concealed by dark glasses.

There was a reason FDA rules forbid the two of them to accept free samples like this. You never knew when some wingnut might try and slip you a glass full of anthrax.

He leaned forward to try again.

“Miss Penwrith…”

“Please. Call me Clara.”

“Miss Clara, ma’am, believe me, if I could I would, but Federal rules…”

And then the door to the distant barn opened, a figure stepped out, and Henry’s words died in his throat.

“Ah,” murmured Clara, much too quietly for anyone but Henry to hear, “Sandra. There you are.”

Teetering towards them across the grass was the strangest woman the FDA agent had ever seen.

She was young, more girl than woman, with a round, open face, freckled cheeks, a tiny, button nose, and two blonde, German-style pigtails hanging either side of her pretty little face.

But it wasn’t the way she looked that caught Henry’s eye and temporarily silenced him. It wasn’t even her large breasts, slender legs or tight waist.

It was what she was wearing that did that.

The girl was dressed like a softcore video version of a European milkmaid.

A black corset with white lace at the front encased her flat belly, pulling her sides in and accentuating her curves. A white, frilly top covered her chest and shoulders, all lacy trim and satin bows, cut with the lowest neckline Henry had ever seen.

A blue skirt with delicate white patterns etched in lace came down just low enough to cover her ass. White stockings rolled up from high-heeled boots to her thighs.

She had pink bows in her silky hair. Bright, pink lipstick on her lips. Her eyes were lined with mascara, her fingernails painted pink. She looked more like a kissagram than a farm assistant.

And on one dainty hand she expertly balanced a little wooden tray topped with three glasses of milk.

Henry watched the girl approach, aware that his mouth was dangling open, but unable to look away. He watched as she gracefully mounted the steps to the wooden porch, then daintily placed a glass of milk before him with a dazzling, supermodel smile.

“Th-thanks…” he managed to mutter. The girl fluttered her long eyelashes at him, giggled, placed another glass before Clara, then turned and sashayed off towards Brandon, her last glass ready.

As Henry dumbly watched her go, Clara gave a smirk, lifted up her glass.

“Well. Cheers.”

She sipped delicately. Closed her eyes. Lowered the glass with the tiniest ahh.

“Unpasteurized. Fresh this morning. The best money can buy.”

She frowned at Henry, who was staring at his glass like it was radioactive.

“Now, now, Mister Dinklage, let’s not look a cow’s gift in the mouth.”

Henry just shook his sweaty head.

“Do you know,” he asked, eyeing his glass, “how dangerous raw milk can be? Honestly, ma’am, we see salmonella, Listeria, E. Coli…”

“Not in my milk.” Clara drained her glass, placed it firmly on the table. “Ten years I’ve been in operation, ever since my husband left me. Ten years of selling to three different states, and not once have we had a complaint.”

There was a trace of annoyance in her voice as she looked at the FDA man sat opposite her.

“Now, Mister Dinklage, if you’re through insulting my milk, maybe we can finish this little stop and chat, and you and your friend can scuttle off back to wherever you came…”

She stopped. Frowned.

“What?”

“Did you just say…” Henry’s eyes were narrowed, his voice low. “Did you just say you sold this milk to three states? This milk, this stuff right here?”

Clara hesitated. Then she nodded, a wary look on her beautiful features.

“That’s right. Milk from Clara’s cows. We’re regulated, we’ve had your agents check us before-”

“You’re regulated,” Henry said slowly, “for statewide sales.”

He pointed at the still-untouched glass before him.

“Raw milk cannot be sold across state lines. Federal law. Violating it would mean…”

He made a hopeless gesture. Clara had frozen, tiny little pink dots appearing on her cheeks.

“Miss Clara,” Henry said, firmly, getting to his feet, his chair scraping against the wooden floor. “We’re gonna have to take a look inside your barn.”

He expected her to argue. To claim ignorance. To pick up her phone and immediately start dialing her lawyer.

Instead, the beautiful, sophisticated woman before him noticeably untensed. A coy look came into her eyes as she looked up at him.

“You know, Mister Dinklage?” She smiled. “I was about to suggest the exact same thing.”

*

The inside of the barn was cool compared to the heat outside. Shafts of sunlight fell through cracks in the wooden walls, making particles of dust dance and spin. Faint sounds of mooing filled the air.

“I don’t know what you’re expecting to find here, Mister Dinklage,” Clara said casually, walking in front of him with slow, elegant steps. “We’ve been checked by the FDA numerous times before.”

“Don’t worry about that, ma’am,” Henry’s voice was firm. “I’ll know when I find it.”

He didn’t tell her he was already picking up evidence with every sweep of his eyes. That he could already see that this farm was equipped for local sales at best. That there was no way Miss Penwrith had the equipment needed to sell outside her county, let alone over state lines.

What is this…? He thought, uneasily, we’ve audited this place at least four times in the past. Unless she’s only just started selling widely…

He shook the thought away. No point thinking about that now. Better to just observe, and hope Brandon was getting the information he needed by questioning Sandra.

Clara came to a stop by a wooden door. On the other side, Henry could hear the constant lowing of cows. Their voices sounded strange, somehow. Softer than he was used to.

“Mister Dinklage,” Clara said, half-turning to him. “I must urge you to reconsider. If we go through here, I can’t be held responsible for what…”

“Just open the damn door,” Henry grunted.

Inside, he was cursing himself for not calling for armed backup. Still, he was significantly bigger than Miss Penwrith, and there was nowhere she could be hiding a concealed weapon in that dress…

Clara smiled to herself.

“Your choice,” she whispered.

She opened the door.

The first thing Henry noticed as he stepped through was that it didn’t smellright. He’d been on hundreds of farms, and he knew that strange, musty smell of a working barn. This smelled sweeter, more familiar, like a gym, or, or-

And then his eyes adjusted to the gloom, and he felt his mouth drop open.

“Mister Dinklage,” he heard Clara whisper, “meet my girls.”

Sitting in separate wooden pens, their bellies swollen and their breasts heavy with milk were dozens of naked women.

They were crouched on all fours beside milking stools, surrounded by hay, their faces masks of dumb, animal fear.

They were mooing at the tops of their voices, tears rolling down their cheeks, their eyes alive with horror, their big, heavy breasts dangling towards the floor.

There were tall blondes. Curvy redheads. Dark-haired women with glasses and expertly-curled hair. Women of all shapes and sizes, but all young, all beautiful. And all lowing helplessly, like they couldn’t stop acting like animals even if they wanted to.

Beside each sat a small, wooden milk pail, pristine and ready to be used.

Henry heard a giggle behind him. Then footsteps. He tried to move, but was unable to do anything but stand there dumbly as Clara walked past him and leaned up against one of the animal pens.

“So, Henry – mind if I call you that? – what do you think?”

At the sight of Clara, the women all began mooing loudly, crawling backwards away from her in animal panic, as if incapable of standing upright.

Clara glanced at a couple of them with a look of lazy pleasure in her eyes. Smiled to herself. Looked back to Henry.

“My girls,” she murmured. “My hucows. Don’t they just make the nicest milk?”

The women mooed louder than ever, a great cacophony, like they were trying to warn Henry. Warn him to run away.

He weakly shook his head. Automatically dabbed at his forehead with his handkerchief.

“Who…” he started, then had to clear his throat and start again. “Who are they?”

Clara gave a coquettish giggle.

“Oh these silly cows?” She gave the naked, terrified women a smug look, “well I can’t remember all their names, but let’s see…”

She pointed at one, a trembling redhead who urinated in terror.

“That one was a farmhand, a big and beefy boy who liked to boast in town that he’d seduced me in my kitchen. Bullshit of course.”

She turned, pointed at a skinny, raven-haired girl who gave an animal squeal of fear.

“And she used to be the owner of a rival farm, a big guy who made the sad mistake of threatening to rape me if I cut in on his business. And as for her…”

She pointed at the hucow closest to Henry, a chubby blonde who gave a helpless moo.

“That little bitch used to be my husband.”

She laughed, looking straight into the blonde girl’s beautiful, animal-dumb features.

“Until she slept with that waitress. Pity for her she did it just after I’d cracked the formula that made all this possible.”

The blonde, caged girl beside Henry lowed loudly and slammed her palms against the dusty floor, as if she wanted to charge Miss Penwrith. Her massive tits jiggled as she did so, her pregnant belly swayed.

“And this one…” Henry looked up and saw with a sinking feeling that Clara was pointing right at him, a demonic smile on her face. “This one is the silly FDA agent who stumbled across my little secret.”

“And now it’s time for him to change…”
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Like what you’ve read? You’ll love this free extract from my kinky sci-fi tale of gender swaps and forced servitude…

Turned Into a Fembot

“Look at you.” Dan smiled. “I can tell you’re thinking something like, what’s he done to me? Well. I guess it’s only fair I let you find out.”

He suddenly stood up straight, a smirk on his face, his eyes flashing.

“Candie. I order you to examine your new body.”

Candie? Jacob just had enough time to think. What the-?

And then his neck whirred forward on tiny, invisible gears, he looked down at himself, and his thoughts were swept away on a wave of utter horror.

No! This can’t be happening… it can’t!

Gone was his muscular, male body, the one he’d seen every day since he was a child.

In its place was a female body out of a nightmare.

Where only that morning, Jacob had had a strong chest with two well-defined pecs, he now had a gigantic pair of boobs that dangled free from his frame, their nipples long pink and pointed at the sky.

Where he’d once had a strong, triangle-shaped man’s body, he now had a horrible hourglass figure, that swelled out around his too-wide hips and tucked in horribly at his tiny waist.

And where he’d once had a big, fat cock that dangled between his legs and gave women like Jen endless pleasure, he now had a demure little mound, hidden away inside a pair of lacy pink panties.

Jacob didn’t need to pull his delicate new panties down to know that mound would be home to two plump little lips, and a tight little hole, all moist and ready to be invaded by cocks.

That’s my pussy, he thought, giddily, leaning forwards and trying to look past his stupidly-oversized boobs. Oh my God, I have a pussy!

That wasn’t all he had.

Gone were his hairy, muscular legs, replaced by two smooth, slender things that led down to a tiny pair of feet encased in tacky silver high heels.

Gone were his big arms, thick wrists and calloused hands, replaced with fragile little things that looked like a strong man could easily snap them in two, and long, elegant fingers that ended in bubblegum pink nails.

His shoulders had become narrower, pulled tighter to his body. His Adam’s apple had vanished, leaving a neck that was long and elegant.

Running his hands over his soft, springy new flesh, Jacob clasped his behind and was mortified to realize it now poked proudly out behind him, so pert and round and peach-like that it simply couldn’t be real!

“Well?” He heard his lover’s jilted husband murmur. “What does the little whore think?”

But Jacob was too busy helplessly following Dan’s orders to answer, examining his awful new body with a thoroughness that made him want to scream and close his eyes and never open them again for as long as he lived.

His dainty new fingers gripped his long blonde hair, holding it before his eyes so he could mentally wail at the perfect bounce and shine it had.

His hands felt his new face, taking in the smooth, stubble-free cheeks, the soft jawline, the pouty lips, the tiny button nose and cute little ears.

His long eyelashes fluttered in his vision, synthetically designed to be longer, darker and more seductive than any real woman could possibly hope to achieve.

He felt his eyebrows, plucked into a fine line that would be the envy of any girl. Touched his sharp new cheekbones. Helplessly clasped his big new titties and screamed.

But there was no denying it.

He, Jacob Flex, was a girl now. And not just any girl.

He was CANDIE. Even without looking in a mirror, he knew that it was true. Dan had – somehow – taken his soul and uploaded into the body of the busty sexbot, trapping him forever as an unthinking sex machine.

He was now a pleasurebot.

And he had a horrible feeling he’d soon be forced to give pleasure to as many men as possible…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…
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How I Became a School Girl

“They always said be careful what you wish for. If only I’d listened, I might still be a boy…”


18-year old Jonah is the school loser. The one who only hangs around with girls. The one who can’t even get a date for Prom. But things are about to change, and soon this friendless boy will find himself trapped as the most-popular girl!


After making an ill-advised wish, Jonah finds himself magically transformed into Johanna, the prettiest girl at school! Trapped as a school girl for twenty four hours, Jonah must now deal with dresses, makeup, and having muscular jocks trying to get in his pants!


But worse comes when he’s forced to attend senior prom as Johanna, and has to find a date. Because the wish is changing his brain, too, and suddenly Jonah finds himself falling for one of his male classmates. Can Jonah resist the temptations of his female body till he turns back at midnight? Or will starting a taboo TG relationship with another man be too alluring… even if he knows it will end in heartbreak?  

Buy now


Becoming Juliet

James knew it was bad, spying on school girls. And now this naughty boy is paying the price. He’s been forced by magic to turn into a teenage girl.


Now there’s no more James, only Juliet. Blonde, 18-year old Juliet with her curvy body and innocent face. Juliet, whose real name and past as a boy no-one can remember. Juliet, whose mind is changing too, and can’t stop herself from daydreaming about all the hunky guys…


Surely this is all a dream. There’s no way a man could really be trapped as a schoolgirl. There’s no way he could really be forced to wear an adorable little uniform and do what the older girls tell him to. There’s no way any of this is really happening…


…right? 

Buy now


How I Was Turned Into a Pregnant Girl

“I’d always dreamed of being a dad. But now they were gonna force me to become a pregnant mommy.”


Macho man Evan has always wanted to have kids… but not like this. After an argument with his beautiful wife Jo about starting a family gets out of hand, Evan finds himself being volunteered for an experimental new government program. One that promises to take ordinary men like him… and turn them into pregnant young girls!


Gender-swapped and impregnated, Evan suddenly finds himself trapped as 22-year old Evie: a blonde bombshell who is also an expectant mommy. As he tries to get to grips with his new identity, Evan finds himself embarking on a 9 month battle with stretch marks, cravings, and breasts that are heavy and sore with milk. Will this transformed man find a way of turning himself back? Or is he doomed to spend the rest of his life as a beautiful pregnant girl? 

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

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