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 Introduction 
 
    Hi sissies!  
 
    It’s mistress Lisa again, with five brand spanking new TG tales for you to enjoy! Within these pages, you’ll find tales of cheating husbands turned into their own mistresses, short stories about macho hitmen forced to become beautiful bimbo strippers, yarns about grown men restarting their lives as gorgeous pregnant hucows, and one very twisted tale about a man who gets trapped as a pair of big, beautiful breasts. And that’s before we even get onto the pièce de résistance, my 9k word tale about a young man in modern London with a secret double life as the most-gorgeous girl in Britain! That’s as long as some full TG books, and I’m offering it here as simply part of a much longer collection. Don’t say I never did anything for y’all… 
 
    This is my fourth short story collection available on Amazon (my word, how time flies…) and, this time, I wanted to do things a little differently. Previous collections have included 4 TG shorts from my blog, plus one exclusive story each. This time, there’s one tale from my blog, one tale from my Patreon page… and three completely exclusive tales not available anywhere else! That’s plus all the usual bonuses, including detailed after words, sneak peeks, and this very introduction!  
 
    I have to admit, I had a lot of fun writing these five tales. I usually get my ideas in the shower – when I’m all hot and soapy… steady on, guys! – and it’s such fun seeing where my twisted little muse will take me. The only thing I know when I start pondering is that it’s going to be somewhere involving delicious naughty gender swaps… hee hee! 
 
    That’s all from me for now. Don’t forget to leave a review if you enjoyed this book, and remember to subscribe to my mailing list. It’s free, and everyone who joins up gets an exclusive ebook that will never be made available elsewhere. 
 
    Have fun, sissies! 
 
    Lisa out X 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 He Became Her Hucow 
 
    “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.” 
 
    There was more lowing from the girls, a chorus that echoed round the barn, filling Henry’s brain like a nightmare. In the middle of it all, he and Clara stood in perfect silence, watching each other, a smile on Clara’s perfect features, a look of incredulity on his. 
 
    Why can’t I move…? Henry thought, numbly. What don’t I just run, or hit her, or…? 
 
    But he simply stood there, his body frozen. Stood there as Clara slowly lowered her hand. Stood there as she calmly slipped a little water pistol out of one pocket. 
 
    “You should have drunk the milk, Henry,” she sighed. “The other agents did. That was Type I, the stuff that lets me control people’s minds, and all I’d have done was made you and your dopey partner go back and file a report saying everything was in order here. 
 
    But you had to go and refuse. And then you had to look in here. And now I have to make you try Type II…” 
 
    Her expression grew dark. 
 
    “And turn you into my newest hucow.” 
 
    Henry felt dizzy. He slowly shook his head. 
 
    “You’re…” 
 
    Crazy, he’d meant to say. But he didn’t get that far. 
 
    The moment he opened his mouth, Clara quickly raised the waterpistol and fired. A white jet of milk shot out, splattering on Henry’s face, leaking into his mouth. 
 
    He coughed it out, staggered back. 
 
    “What the fuck?!” 
 
    Clara smartly brought the waterpistol down, dropped it back in her pocket. 
 
    “There,” she said. “One drop. That’s all it takes, Henry. Or should I say…” 
 
    Her smile grew wider, crueler. 
 
    “Henrietta.” 
 
    Henry opened his mouth to say something back to her. To yell at her. 
 
    And then he felt it. The twitching of his skin. With his mouth still dangling open, he looked down at his body… 
 
    …and screamed. 
 
    His flesh was shifting, writhing on his bones like a living thing. Making him twist and contort, making his body change. 
 
    He threw a terrified look at Clara. 
 
    “No… please!” 
 
    “It’s too late now.” The elegant woman crossed her arms with a look of delight. “Say goodbye to your old life, Henrietta. And hello to your new life as my hucow!” 
 
    As the milk got to work, Henry’s body began to shift and change, shrinking down until it had lost over a foot in height. 
 
    His shoulders pulled in with a grinding sound. His hips pushed out. The fat dribbled away from his sides, and his waist suddenly pulled in, becoming tight and narrow. 
 
    There was a sound like tar bubbling. The fat and muscle of Henry’s male body drained away to nothing, leaving him with a slender frame and arms and legs that were willowy and smooth. As he held up his arms and gaped at them, his hands become two soft, delicate things with long fingers and fingernails that were painted a bright, bubblegum pink. 
 
    With a feeling of pressure, Henry’s ass jumped up and filled out, until it was round and feminine. His chest inflated, his pecs losing their definition and becoming two ripe and firm boobies that stuck out straight in front of him. 
 
    “Help me!” He screamed. “Help me!” 
 
    But the changes just kept on coming. 
 
    The thin hair on top of his head shivered then exploded out his crown, tumbling down his back in an endless waterfall of golden locks. His face rearranged, his lips becoming plump and pouty, his nose shrinking to a button, his jawline losing its definition and his eyes becoming big and round and innocent. 
 
    With a wail, Henry looked over at a cracked and dusty piece of glass, and was horrified to see the face of a scared 18-year old girl looking back at him. He had just enough time to register how beautiful she was, and then he was swept away again by his transformation. 
 
    There was a tearing sound and his clothes ripped off, leaving him naked. As he glanced down at his newly female body, there was a feeling like someone had shoved him in the back, and he fell forwards onto all fours. 
 
    He tried to scrabble to his feet, but it was like he was no longer capable of standing upright. He opened his pretty mouth to scream for help, and felt his big blue eyes go wide in terror as a loud MOOOOO! came out. 
 
    There was a stirring in his crotch. Henry’s dick and balls hiked back up into his body, leaving only smooth skin. A pause, and then a slit opened up between his legs; two plump lips dangling either side of a tight little hole. 
 
    Finally, a wave of nausea passed over him. Henry gagged and let out another panicked moo! as his belly suddenly swelled up, becoming bigger and heavier until it dangled lowered than his enormous new breasts, its bellybutton almost touching the floor. 
 
    In horror, he looked round at his own transformed body, at the huge female belly he now owned. 
 
    No! He wailed inside himself. I can’t be pregnant! 
 
    But already he could feel the soreness in his breasts. Feel the faint dampness around his big and pink new nipples as they struggled to hold all his milk inside them. 
 
    Then it was over. Henry’s body gave one last shake that sent his new breasts jiggling wildly, and it was done. 
 
    There were footsteps. From his new position crouched on the floor, Henry watched in breathless horror as Clara’s high heeled feet tapped over to him. A brief silence, and then she crouched down on the floor, bringing herself to his eye level. 
 
    “My, my…” she whispered, gently caressing his soft cheek, “aren’t you the prettiest little hucow?” 
 
    Henry tried to shy away from her, but she grabbed his chin and firmly held his pretty new face. With a start of horror, Henry realized he was now acting like she owned him. 
 
    “Here’s what happens now, Henrietta,” Clara murmured. “In about twenty seconds, I order you into your new pen. I shut the door, and then you stay there for the rest of your life.” 
 
    Her eyes glinted. Henry desperately wanted to cry out, to attack her, but it was like she’d hypnotized him. 
 
    “From now on, you exist only to be my hucow,” his new owner whispered. “You’ll spend your life pregnant. You’ll eat hay. You’ll drink out a trough. You’ll be unable to do anything but moo and provide me with milk.” 
 
    She lazily reached out, pinched one of Henry’s new nipples. A dribble of milk instantly formed at the end. A shiver of pleasure passed through Henry’s new body that made him both silently gasp and want to weep. 
 
    “Sandra has coaxed your partner to drink Type III, the same I gave to her when she was a nasty, smelly old man. Right now, he’s turning into Bernadette, my newest milkmaid and the girl who will have the pleasure of milking you.” 
 
    Henry let out an involuntary wail at the words. It came out as a loud MOOOOO! 
 
    “This is just the beginning,” Clara breathed, her breath warm against Henry’s soft, hairless cheeks. She absently stroked a strand of golden hair out his eyes. 
 
    “In a few months, my milk will be being sold across the US. Then the whole of North America. Five years from now, everyone will be drinking it. And then…” 
 
    Her eyes twinkled. 
 
    “…and then I’ll activate it. Half the people on Earth will fall under my permanent control. The other half will turn into my hucows and milkmaids. I’ll be queen of this new, farming world. And you Henrietta, with your big tits all ripe and full of Type II milk… 
 
    You will help make that happen.” 
 
    She gave Henry’s nipple one last, ferocious pinch and got to her feet. 
 
    “But for now,” his mistress said, coldly, “get in your stall, cow. My maid will be along to milk you shortly.” 
 
    There was nothing else he could do. 
 
    With big, salty girl-tears running down his soft cheeks, Henry obediently crawled on all fours over to the stall Clara was indicating, trying to ignore how his big new breasts swayed and pulled on his back with each movement and the cool air caressed his naked pussy. 
 
    He crawled into the pen, turned and looked up with pleading eyes as Clara swung the door shut, locking him in, trapping him for all eternity. 
 
    His new mistress looked down at him and winked. 
 
    “Now, Henrietta, make sure you produce lots of delicious milk for mommy!” 
 
    And then she was gone. 
 
    For a moment, Henry simply crouched there, unable to believe what was happening, unable to believe he was really stuck as a beautiful, pregnant woman, doomed to live the rest of his life on all fours, being milked by his ex-partner. 
 
    Then, with a heavy heart, he shook the thought free of his mind. Leaned down, picked up some hay from the floor in his pretty new mouth. Chewed. It tasted delicious. 
 
    Then he closed his eyes, threw his head back and, with a feeling of dark abandonment, he joined in the mooing all around him like the gorgeous little hucow he was. 
 
    The End 
 
    * 
 
    Like what you’ve read? If you enjoy dark gender swap punishments and mind control, try my twisted novel of transformations School of Swap. 
 
    * 
 
    Lisa’s Afterword: 
 
    “Hucow is a genre I’ve never really tried before, and I was curious to see what I could come up with. I understand the urges behind it – the idea that you become little more than an animal, completely under the control of your owner – but it’s not something I’ve thought about much before. I think the tale that resulted works well as a mystery more than a piece of erotica. We know something’s going on down that farm, we just don’t know what… until it’s too late! 
 
    This story was originally published for free on my blog. If you enjoyed it, there are 12 more TG/TF tales on there, all absolutely free to read! Have fun with them, my darlings…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Perfect Punishment 
 
    Steve had just been thinking about Violet when he got the message. 
 
    ‘Hey baby’, it read, ‘I’m all wet for you. PLEASE come meet me at the bar on 7th. You know the one. Vy.’ Followed by a smiley face wink. 
 
    At first, he’d hesitated. It was a work day, after all, and he wasn’t quite sure how he’d be able to square bailing out at 1pm with Oli, his boss.  
 
    Besides, he and Violet were already seeing a bit too much of each other. Any more clandestine meetups, and they ran the risk of being caught. 
 
    He was just dithering over this when his phone buzzed again. 
 
    ‘I’m in the mood for sucking dick…’ the new message read. 
 
    Well, that settles it, Steve thought. He slipped his phone away, summoned up a worried expression, and went and knocked on Oli’s door to tell him that he was sorry, but he’d just heard his dad was in hospital. 
 
    And Oli said Jesus, Steve! Why don’t you take the day off, his friendly eyes creased with worry behind his glasses, a sympathetic look on his bearded face as he told Steve to take as long as he needed. 
 
    And so Steve found himself, ten minutes later, racing across town in the back of an Uber, his dick already getting hard in his pants as he went to meet the woman he’d spent the last three months secretly going mad for. 
 
    As the city swept by his window, he found himself looking out at the grand concrete buildings, ignoring the prattling of the driver (Jesus, this guy’s desperate for a five star rating, he thought in irritation), and wondering why Violet had been so desperate to see him right now, when Josh was still in town. 
 
    After all, they usually waited until Steve’s best friend was out of town on business, or stuck at some team seminar before meeting for a screw. 
 
    Poor, dumb Josh, Steve thought with a sigh, if only you knew what your fiancée was really up to when you’re not around. 
 
    He knew his bestie was too trusting to suspect anything, that he would never guess what his short, blonde, busty girlfriend was doing behind his back. That he would never guess who she was doing it with. 
 
    But still… he thought he and Violet probably needed to be careful. Someone around Josh might guess. One of his friends, or his weird goth stepsister Kristen. Now he really thought about it, he suspected he and Vy should even take a break. Just a week or two, to allay suspicions… 
 
    Then Steve thought about Josh’s gorgeous, babyface fiancée slobbering eagerly over his cock and realized a two week break was never, ever gonna happen. 
 
    The bar on 7th was dark when he got there. The lights off. It looked closed. 
 
    What is this…? Steve wondered. Did I get the wrong place? 
 
    Perhaps Violet had meant to say the bar on 4th. Or the one near the park. Or the place they liked on… 
 
    He was still trying to figure it out when he pushed the door, discovered to his surprise that it was open, and slipped inside. 
 
    The interior of the bar was even darker than it had looked from the outside. The lights were all off. Stools stacked on tables.  
 
    It felt as quiet and as dead as an ancient tomb. 
 
    “Hello?” Steve called softly as he tiptoed in. “Hey… Vy? Vy, are you…?” 
 
    He was just about to give up and go back to work – inventing some excuse about his dad’s call being a false alarm on the way – when he saw her. 
 
    She was sat calmly in one booth, facing away from the entrance, her backcombed dark hair as wild and as messy as ever, her slender body hidden inside a flowing black dress. Her pale hands rested, clasped together, on the table before her, slender fingers entwined in the faint light of a candle. 
 
    As Steve blinked in confusion, the seated figure gave a tiny sigh. 
 
    “Hello, Steven,” she said in that weird, toneless voice of hers. “Please, take a seat.” 
 
    “Uhh… hey, Kristen,” Steve mumbled as he slid into the booth opposite her. “I, I mean I didn’t…” 
 
    “Expect to see me here?” Josh’s 19-year old sister raised one thin eyebrow at him. The candle’s flame reflected in her dark pupils. 
 
    “Let me guess,” she went on, “you were looking for Violet. My brother’s fiancée. The girl you’ve secretly been banging.” 
 
    When Steve opened his mouth to protest, Kristen held up one pale hand. 
 
    “Please, don’t bother. I already know it’s true. Violet told me last night. Right before she told me she wanted to break up with my brother, and break the poor bastard’s heart in the process.” 
 
    “Violet told you?!” Steve couldn’t believe it. He knew Vy and Kristen sometimes talked, but he never thought she’d give their secret away like that! Not to Josh’s sister. 
 
    “I think she just wanted someone to talk to,” Kristen shrugged, a slow, languid movement that seemed to take forever. “Too bad she didn’t figure out I might be less than comforting.” 
 
    Steve was barely listening. 
 
    “Does Josh know?” He asked, weakly, his head spinning. He felt like he was going to be sick. 
 
    Oh fuck, oh fuck, what have I done…? He’s my best friend! 
 
    He nearly fainted with relief when Kristen shook her pale head. 
 
    “No. And he doesn’t have to ever find out. So long as you’re good and do what I tell you to, your secret will be safe with me.” 
 
    “Anything!” Steve clasped the teenage goth’s hands in his. “Jesus, Kristen, I promise, I’ll never see Vy again! I’ll-!” 
 
    He trailed off as Kristen slowly shook her head. 
 
    “No. I’m sorry, Steve, but it’s too late for that.” The goth gently extracted her hands from his and sat back. “No. From now on, you’ll be seeing Violet all the time. Whenever you pass a mirror. Whenever you look out a reflecting window.” 
 
    “Kristen…? What- I mean, I don’t understand.” 
 
    “You don’t have to.” Kristen rummaged in her jet black handbag, pulled out a piece of chalk and started drawing strange little patterns on the table. “All you have to know is that what happens next is up to you. You can do what I say, accept your punishment and then eventually get back to normal, or you can disobey me and get stuck in your new body forever.” 
 
    A trickle of ice crept up Steve’s spine. He suddenly wanted to run away, but it was like he was rooted to the spot. 
 
    “New body…? Kristen, please. Tell me what’s going on.” 
 
    “It’s simple,” the goth said as she kept drawing her weird patterns, “Violet is everything to my brother. He can’t live without her. Unfortunately, she’s not worthy of him, which is why I turned her into a squealing little pig and sent her to live on some farm somewhere. Which means…” 
 
    She stopped drawing, slowly leaned back, fixed Steve with a ghostly smile. 
 
    “…I need to find another Violet for Josh. One who’ll be faithful to him. One who’ll suck his dick and worship him and never even think of looking at another man. 
 
    Someone, Steve… like you.” 
 
    Steve pushed back away from the teenager, a black look on his twentysomething features. 
 
    “Me?! That’s… that’s fucking dumb! Kristen, what are you…?” 
 
    Kristen narrowed her eyes, crossed her black-clad arms over her small chest. 
 
    “You wanted my brother’s fiancée, right? You wanted her body to be yours, like the shitty friend you are. Well, guess what? 
 
    Now her body will be yours forever!” 
 
    Steve was shrinking. Before his eyes, Kristen was rising up in his vision, getting bigger, until she was taller than him. At the same time, he could feel his body narrowing down, his arms and legs shedding muscle at an alarming rate. 
 
    “Wh-what’s happening?!” He whimpered. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” Kristen smiled sweetly at him. “I’m a witch, get it?” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. 
 
    “And I’ve decided to turn you into something more fitting.” 
 
    No sooner had she finished speaking, than Steve felt his waist suddenly pull tight, like someone had looped a magical belt round it. As he gaped down at his new hourglass figure, he felt his hips push outwards while his broad shoulders simultaneously narrowed. 
 
    There was an itching across his scalp, like worms were tunneling through his skin. His short, brown hair suddenly exploded outwards into a cascade of blonde curls that tumbled down past his shoulders, as bouncy and shiny as hair in a shampoo commercial. 
 
    As Steve grabbed at his long new hair in terror, he saw his hands were shrinking, becoming tiny and dainty, his fingers becoming slender and elegant. 
 
    There was a tugging sensation in his fingertips. Before his eyes, his fingernails started elongating, turning a pretty, painted, girly pink. 
 
    “W-wait!” He squealed, but it was too late. 
 
    The impossible changes just kept right on coming. 
 
    A pressure was building in his ass and chest. Steve just had time to look down, and then two big, beautiful breasts were ballooning outwards from his chest, swelling up and up and up until they were a pair of heavy Double-Ds that tugged on his back and made him moan and wail.  
 
    At the exact same time, his ass expanded, filling out and becoming round and pert and impossibly peach like.  
 
    Steve gave a little wail, turned an unhappy look onto Kristen, who smiled calmly at him. 
 
    “Remember,” Josh’s witchy sister whispered, “whatever happens now. You deserve it.” 
 
    The magic was affecting Steve’s face. As he whimpered, he felt his strong jawline soften, felt invisible fingers remodel his face until it was soft and round and baby-like, with wide blue eyes and long eyelashes that fluttered in the corner of his vision.  
 
    He felt his lips plump up. Watched as his nose shrank down to a cute little button. Felt his cheekbones get sharper, felt the last traces of his stubble completely disappear. 
 
    There was a lump in his throat that threatened to gag him. He swallowed, and realized his Adam’s apple had now all but disappeared. He put one dainty hand to his neck and was shocked to feel how elegant it was, how long and swan-like. 
 
    A tugging in his crotch made him squeal with horror – a girly sound that shot up in pitch as the changes took hold. He helplessly scrabbled for his manhood, but it was too late. 
 
    With a final twitch, Steve’s cock shot back inside his body, taking his balls with it. There was a feeling like a zipper being undone, and suddenly Steve was all-too aware that he now had a pussy. 
 
    With trembling fingers, he slipped one hand inside his jeans and felt the new mound between his legs. Felt his plump lips, its demure little line, the tight little hole hidden away down there. 
 
    Oh God, no. Please no! 
 
    Finally, there was a flash of light so bright it temporarily blinded him. When his vision cleared, Steve looked down and, with a sinking feeling, discovered he was now wearing a demure dark blue office dress that clung to his new curves and left his legs, forearms and gigantic cleavage on display. 
 
    Peering under the table, he saw with an unhappy jolt that his feet were encased in a pair of stylish black high heels of the exact sort Violet used to wear. 
 
    Then it was over. The magic faded, and the two girls were left alone in silence. 
 
    Steve was breathing hard. He could see his big new breasts – breasts he’d openly stared at thousands of times before – rising and falling in the bottom of his vision. 
 
    With trembling hands, he reached up and touched his brand new boobs, gave them a little squeeze. Then he let go with a squeak, horrified at the strange, warm feeling the action had sent flooding through his chest. 
 
    Oh my God… I’ve got boobs! I’ve got actual fucking boobs! 
 
    But he already knew it was so much worse than that. 
 
    The clothes he was wearing were all-too familiar. The way his shoulder-length blonde hair curled. The shape of his new body. The tiny mole on his left arm. 
 
    It was all stuff he’d seen a thousand times before. Only never from the inside. 
 
    Feeling like a man trapped in a nightmare, Steve gently reached up and touched his face. Felt the smooth cheeks he’d held in his hands dozens of times before. Gently explored the edges of the eyes he’d lost countless hours looking into. Helplessly pursed the lips he’d stolen endless kisses from, knowing they would never be his to kiss again. 
 
    “Well?” Kristen asked, smugly, her 5ft7 frame suddenly looking huge compared to Steve’s 5ft2 one. “What do you think?” 
 
    Steve swallowed daintily. His whole body was trembling. 
 
    No… this can’t be happening…. 
 
    “I think…” he squeaked in a very familiar, high-pitched voice, “I think you need to g-give me a m-mirror…” 
 
    “My pleasure.”  
 
    Kristen slowly rummaged through her handbag, a faint smile on her teenage face. She moved with a calmness that almost made Steve start screaming, made him want to punch her with his weak new girl-fists. 
 
    But he somehow managed to keep calm until Kristen at last found her pocket mirror, handed it over to him. 
 
    “There you go, Violet.” She smiled. “Anything for my brother’s fiancée!” 
 
    But Steve wasn’t even listening.  
 
    He was too busy looking in utter misery at the woman he’d become. 
 
    From the depths of the makeup-flecked mirror, Violet looked out at him, her soft, young face creased with misery, her innocent blue eyes wide with terror. 
 
    It was a face he’d looked into countless times. A face that had smiled when he told jokes. That had creased up with pleasure as he’d abused its owner’s body, both of them exhilarated by the idea that they might get caught, but never thinking it might really happen. 
 
    The face of Violet, of his best friend’s beautiful, sexy, innocent-looking, bedeviling fiancée.  
 
    Violet, with her tiny body, soft, round face, curled blonde hair and outsized boobs. Violet, who loved to suck dick and had once let him try anal and even claimed to come from it. 
 
    Violet, who had now been turned into a pig by Kristen’s awful magic, and whose face and body now belonged completely to Steve. 
 
    As Steve stared helplessly at the mirror, trying to ignore his mounting terror, trying to ignore the familiar new body he was now trapped in, Kristen began to gently talk. 
 
    “You’re Violet now,” the goth whispered, “and you’ll stay that way until I decide to turn you back. That means you have to always be good and do everything I say, or else I’ll leave you that way forever.” 
 
    In the mirror, Violet’s gorgeous face crumpled with misery. Steve wanted to cry. He wanted to scream. He wanted to grab Kristen by the throat and shriek at her and claw at her face until she turned him back. 
 
    But instead he swallowed all that down. Saw his former-lover take a deep breath in the mirror. Felt his big new tits gently rise upwards in time with it. 
 
    “What…” he squeaked in a voice filled with misery, “do you want me to do?”   
 
    Kristen smiled kindly at him. Gently, she placed one hand on Steve’s new, dainty hands. Looked into his scared, innocent new eyes. 
 
    “It’s easy,” she whispered. 
 
    And then she told him. 
 
    And, when she was done, Steve burst into tears. 
 
    * 
 
    The sunlight was bright outside the bar. As Steve wobbled out on his high heels, he found himself forced to throw up a dainty hand to stop himself from squinting.  
 
    Something glinted on his finger as he did so. With a lurch of nausea, Steve saw he was now wearing the engagement ring Josh had proposed to Violet with. 
 
    Well, it was his engagement ring now. The one tying him to Josh, showing to the world his promise to one day marry his best friend. 
 
    Kristen’s magic had seen to that. 
 
    Behind him, the teenage goth was quickly drawing a spell, using her magic to lock the bar’s door again. There was a distant click, then the witch was stood by Steve again, smiling down at him. 
 
    Steve looked uncertainly up at her, unused to being so small in the company of Josh’s sister. Unused to having any woman be 5 inches taller than him. 
 
    Well, get used to it… his brain whispered unhappily, we’re a small girl now, everyone’s gonna look big to us. 
 
    Well, that was true where height was concerned, at least. 
 
    Where chests were concerned, Steve had a horrible feeling that he was now bigger than most women in their state. 
 
    “Look at you,” Kirsten sighed quietly, her dark eyes moving appreciatively over Steve’s wide new hips, his slender legs, coming to rest on his annoyingly-big boobs. “You’re so cute now. And you look just like her.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Steve muttered, hating the way Violet’s voice was now coming out his lips, lips that had sucked his dick countless times when he still had his old body. 
 
    Lips he was now going to have to use to make Josh a happy man, just like Kristen wanted him to. 
 
    With a little sigh, Kristen reached up with one hand. Gently stroked one of Steve’s soft cheeks. 
 
    “Remember,” she whispered, “you brought this on yourself, Violet. One month as my brother’s fiancée for every time you and Steve had sex behind his back. How many times was that again?” 
 
    Steve closed his eyes. He wanted to cry. 
 
    “About fifty times,” he said, his soft voice heavy with misery. 
 
    “Four years, then,” Kristen said, quietly. “Four years until I turn you back. If you behave yourself.” 
 
    She pinched his cheek. Hard. Steve wanted to bat her hand away, but he didn’t dare. 
 
    Not when she could force him to stay this way for the rest of his life. 
 
    “That means treating Josh like you worship the ground he walks on. That means sucking his dick five times a week, and letting him fuck you whenever he feels like it.  
 
    That means kissing him, telling him you love him. Cleaning up after him like the perfect little wifey. Giving him titwanks. Letting him do anal once a week, no matter how much it hurts. 
 
    It means looking beautiful for him. Never complaining, no matter what he does. It means getting married to him, and probably letting him get you pregnant. 
 
    If you do all that, and you do it well, without ever once upsetting him, or telling anyone who you really are, or ever making him doubt that you’re the real Violet… then I promise I’ll think about turning you back. In fifty months’ time.” 
 
    The teenage witch leaned forward, kissed the cute 23-year old woman on her forehead. Steve opened his eyes and looked unhappily up at her. 
 
    “Until then,” Kristen whispered, “be a good girl. And try and enjoy yourself.” 
 
    Then she dropped Steve a wink, turned, and stepped into the flow of people going about their business in the city. He watched her walk away, hoping against hope that she’d turn around, laugh, and tell him it was all a joke, that she wouldn’t really keep him trapped as a girl.  
 
    But, of course, she didn’t look around. Not even once. She just kept walking until she turned a corner… 
 
    …and then she was gone. 
 
    For a long time, Steve stayed stood there, not knowing what to do. Horribly aware that he was now a tiny, helpless, beautiful girl in the middle of a big city. Horribly aware that men were giving his swollen tits and pert bum little sideways glances as they passed him. Horribly aware that he was suddenly expected to know how to handle being cute and demure and sexy without any practice. 
 
    He could feel his big new boobies, squashed together in their bra. Feel the lacy panties Violet had put on that morning, specially for her man.  
 
    He could feel the breeze against his bare legs, whistling up his skirt. Feel the pinch of his new high heels, so awkward to walk in. Feel the gap between his legs, the tender little pussy that would soon have to be violated by his best friend’s dick. 
 
    But, most of all, he could feel the faint weight of the engagement ring, stuck on his finger. 
 
    With a feeling of hopelessness, Steve slipped one dainty hand into his stylish clutch bag, the one Violet always took with her wherever she went. Pulled out his phone, dialed a number, held it up to his ear as the wind swept his long blonde hair around him, making it get in his eyes and making him feel like screaming. 
 
    Four years… four years of this… 
 
    “Hey, hot stuff.” Josh’s voice was low on the other end of the line, teasing. “What’s up? You wanna meet for lunch?” 
 
    At the sound of his best friend-turned-boyfriend’s voice, Steve closed his eyes. Forced up a smile. 
 
    It’s only four years, we can do this… 
 
    “Not lunch…” he heard himself say in Violet’s soft, seductive voice, forcing a teasing, flirtatious note into it. 
 
    “Well what then?” 
 
    “I’m… I’m…” 
 
    “You’re what? Hey, Vy, what’s…?” 
 
    Steve blinked back the tears. Felt himself take a deep breath. 
 
    “I’m in the mood for sucking your dick,” he heard himself say, as if from very far away. “I’m all wet for you. I’m so fucking wet, Josh.” 
 
    He started to cry. Forced himself to continue. 
 
    “Take the day off and come pick me up on 7th. I’m… I’m gonna give you the best blowjob you’ve ever had. And then I-I… 
 
    I want you to take me home and fuck me in my ass till I come.” 
 
    There was silence. Steve held his breath. 
 
    Please say no… please say no… 
 
    But what man would ever say no to an offer like that? 
 
    At last, Josh spoke. 
 
    “God, you’re amazing.” His deep voice was breathless with lust, with love. “I’ll be there in twenty- nah, make that fifteen.” 
 
    “Great.” Steve smiled weakly at a guy walking past him. “I can’t wait.” 
 
    “Right, don’t go anywhere. I’ll be right there. Oh, Vy?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    Steve didn’t even hesitate. 
 
    “I love you too,” he whispered miserably. 
 
    Then he hung up, his soft cheeks damp with tears. 
 
    That was it. In fifteen minutes, he’d kiss Josh for the first time, letting the tall, strong man slip his tongue inside his mouth, forced to kiss him enthusiastically, like they were in love. 
 
    In thirty minutes or so, he’d see his best friend naked for the first time, watching breathlessly as Josh removed his clothes, his own pussy all puffy and dripping wet after their long makeout session. 
 
    And, moments later, he’d find out what it felt like to slobber enthusiastically all over another man’s dick. And what it felt like to have a man come in his mouth. And to swallow what he gave him. And to tell the man who’d just squirted into his virgin mouth how much he loved him, and wanted to be with him forever. 
 
    A cold wind blew along the street, threatening to send the hem of Steve’s dress fluttering upwards, but he barely even noticed. 
 
    He was too busy trying not to scream with horror. 
 
    Oh God… what have I done?!! 
 
    A few blocks away, Kristen sat on the bus with her earphones in, looking out the window and trying not to smile too widely. 
 
    Turn that asshole back in four years? She thought savagely to herself. Yeah, right… 
 
    Nah. She’d just keep making new demands, keeping sanding the edges off until Violet – the new Violet – became the best-damn wife in the world. 
 
    He might not know it yet, but she was sure her brother was about to have the greatest day of his life. 
 
    The End. 
 
    * 
 
    Like what you’ve read? Check out my other tale of a cheating man forced to become his best friend’s girlfriend: Turned into His Best Friend’s Girlfriend. 
 
    * 
 
    Lisa’s Afterword 
 
    “I’ve always enjoyed a good transformation revenge story, and there’s something so satisfying about seeing a cheating little swine like Steve get his comeuppance. The nice thing about writing stories like this is that they’re so morally simple. You’re gonna cheat on your best friend with his fiancée? Then you better be prepared to get turned into her! 
 
    As bad as things are for Steve at the end of this one, I can’t help but feel it’s a happy ending. Four years is a long time. By the time it rolls around, he’s going to be so used to being Violet and worshipping Josh’s cock that maybe he won’t want to be turned back. Who knows? He might even decide that he’s happier this way…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Turned into Her Breasts 
 
    The first thing everyone always notices about me are my breasts. 
 
    They’re big, I’d be the first to admit. Far, far bigger than average, especially on a woman as slender as I am.  
 
    At first glance you’d probably think they were plastic, but trust me, they’re not. They’re probably the only natural pair of Double-Js in the whole of California. Maybe America. 
 
    Heck. Maybe the world. 
 
    It’s not just their impossible size that people react to when they involuntarily gape (men), or quickly glance down and let a brief look of disgust flicker across their faces (women). No, there are two other reasons why my chest is always the center of attention, wherever I go. 
 
    The first is that I take absolutely no care at all to hide my big, ol’ boobies. Even though it’s not really my style, I take extra care these days to wear low-cut tops, or bust-revealing dresses, or just extremely tight sweaters (as most sweaters are on me, nowadays). Anything that will draw people’s eyes to my chest. 
 
    After all, I have the figure for it. With my tight waist, curved hips, long legs and pert ass, I pretty much always look like a supermodel escaped from the Playboy mansion. 
 
    I don’t always enjoy it, if I’m being honest. The attention can easily get too much. Not just from the men, but from the women who are clearly whispering behind my back about cosmetic surgery and implants. 
 
    Well, what can I do? I let them whisper. After all, I’m fated to look like this now for the rest of my life. Have been ever since Trey… 
 
    Whoops. I’m getting ahead of myself now, overtaking my story. 
 
    Trust me, we’ll come back to Trey. 
 
    The attention doesn’t both my lover, Jessica. She likes having a girlfriend who men and women alike can’t stop staring at. I think it turns her on to go out with someone whose boobs are even bigger than her own Double-H pair (plastic, in her case). Whenever I start feeling a bit shy about my new figure, she’ll just roll her eyes and laugh. 
 
    “Brooke…” she’ll say in that tinkly voice of hers, one hand placed gently on my bare arm, “babe. Just stop. You look fantastic. Everyone thinks so.” 
 
    Then, with that warm little smile that always makes me melt inside: 
 
    “You’re the best looking girl here.” 
 
    And I know she’s right, but it still makes me feel good to hear her say it.  
 
    At those moments, I can almost understand what Trey used to see in her. 
 
    The other reason people are always staring at my new tits is because they’re exactly that: new. I didn’t have them a year ago, just like I didn’t have my current figure, or my supermodel looks. 
 
    Oh, I wasn’t bad looking before. Just normal and neurotic about it, y’know?  
 
    I worried about my weight, and I sometimes thought my boobs – normal, C-cup boobs, back then – were getting saggy but, by and large, I was quiet pleased with my body. Quietly pleased with the woman I’d grown up to become. 
 
    I used to think Trey was pleased, too. It was only after he found It that I realized just how wrong I’d been. 
 
    That’s my husband, by the way. Or was. Still is, perhaps. We never got a divorce, after all, and it’s not like he’d be able to sign the paper or anything now. 
 
    Not that I’d let him, even if he could. There’s something so… intoxicating about knowing we’re still married. Even after these crazy 12 months. Even after my moving in with Jessica. To know I still have his ring on my finger… 
 
    Let’s just say it reminds me that what I did was right. 
 
    (Do you hear that, Trey, do you hear what I just told these people? Can you still remember what you did to me? I think they’ll agree with my decision, won’t they, when they hear the whole story…) 
 
    Anyway, back to my husband. Or my ex. Or whatever. 
 
    Trey was a prop man working on the movies. Yeah, I know, right? What a perfectly stereotypical job to have in the Golden State.  
 
    I was no better. At the time – before I became famous worldwide as a swimwear model – I was writing erotic stories from our home in the mountains, dreaming up naughty scenarios sat in a wicker rocking chair on our porch and publishing them online.  
 
    Under my pen name I was even semi-famous. When we first got together, it turned out that Jessica had read a few of them over the years, and I thought that was just about the hottest thing ever. 
 
    But back to the story. 
 
    We’d been married for three or so years when Trey came home one day, all excited over something he’d found in an old prop room at the back of some movie lot. 
 
    He used to bring a lot of spare props home, in those days. A ray gun from a sci-fi flick here. An old, heavy clock from an unreleased steampunk movie there. 
 
    Not that he’d ever brought home anything like this before. 
 
    I can still remember it clearly. The battered old, twisted lamp with its curled spout and chipped handle. The one that looked like an ancient Arabian treasure. 
 
    I still remember the way it seemed to draw my eyes in as I looked at it. The way it faintly vibrated as I held it in my hands. Trey was prattling on that it was from an old Errol Flynn film from the silent era, and there were rumors that it was the real deal. An actual lamp from Arabia, picked up at a junk store by some long-dead prop man, nearly a century ago. 
 
    I don’t know why, but looking at it made me shiver. Like there was something very, very wrong with it. Something that made me wish Trey had left it in that dusty old prop room. 
 
    Today, he probably wishes exactly the same thing. 
 
    But at the time he was all excited, and evidently disappointed that I wasn’t equally interested in his find. So he took it next door to show Jessica, who back then was just our big boobed neighbor with the plastic HH tits, while I tried to go back to my writing and shake off my feelings of worry. 
 
    Oh, if only I’d listened to them, to those little voices telling me something was off, something was wrong. 
 
    I might still be a normal-looking woman. Jessica might still be straight. And Trey… 
 
    Trey might still be human. 
 
    There was a storm that night. A big wall of roiling cloud and lightning that rolled in off the distant ocean and pummeled our little house on the hillside. 
 
    I was lying awake in bed, unable to get to sleep, turning over something Trey had said to me when he came back from Jessica’s, a sheepish sort of grin on his face. When I’d asked what was up, he’d vaguely talked about putting the lamp to good use. 
 
    Good use, like, what? You made a wish? I’d asked, semi-sarcastically. Trey had just grinned some more. 
 
    Oh yeah, totally, he’d giggled. Two actually. If they come true… 
 
    You’ll be rich beyond your wildest dreams? I’d replied, keeping the dry humor thing up. But Trey had barely seemed to notice. 
 
    Trust me. If these come true, my life will be awesome without any riches. 
 
    I was reliving these odd words in the darkness, listening to the crash of lightning outside, when I heard it. 
 
    “It” was a distant sort of ringing, like a tuning fork vibrating almost beyond the pitch of human hearing, strange and musical. It was coming from the living room of our modernist home, seeming to fill the darkened house. 
 
    What the-? I remember thinking. Is that the lamp…? 
 
    No sooner had I finished the thought than I became aware that I wasn’t just hearing something unusual. I was feeling it, too. 
 
    Not in my head, where you might expect a high-pitched noise to vibrate. Oh no.  
 
    In my chest. 
 
    It was a weird, tingly sort of feeling. Like electricity was dancing over my boobs. Like a pressure was growing behind them, causing them to swell slightly. Like they were starting to hurt. Like they were… 
 
    And then I looked down and nearly went mad. 
 
    There, in the half-light of the bedroom, I could clearly see my boobs were growing. 
 
    They were gently swelling up, slowly inflating from a C-cup to a D-cup, to a DD, right before my eyes. 
 
    As I watched in horror, I could feel the fabric of my once-loose top start to stretch, start to squash my expanding breasts, start to get uncomfortable. With a little squeak, I remember tearing it off over my head, looking down in fright… 
 
    And realizing, with a feeling like I was going mad, that it wasn’t just my boobs that were changing. 
 
    My entire body was shifting and warping like crazy. 
 
    I’d love to be able to give you the details here, of every little thing that happened. Of every little change that affected me. But I can’t. My mind is a near-blank, my memory wiped by a sea of panic. 
 
    I dimly remember screaming Trey’s name and leaping out of bed. Then, next thing I knew, I was stood topless before the bathroom mirror, howling with terror as I watched my entire body change. 
 
    It was the scariest, most surreal thing that’s ever happened to me, by a goddamn country mile. 
 
    Before my eyes, I was forced to watch as my normal chest swelled up and up and up until my boobs became the enormous, Double-J monsters they are today, all huge and swollen and so heavy I thought I was gonna topple over. 
 
    I was forced to watch, too, as my waist magically tightened. As my body grew curvier. As my legs got longer, as the faint traces of fat dribbled away from my sides and my body became a perfectly-shaped male fantasy. 
 
    My face also changed. Even as I wailed, my eyes grew incrementally wider. My skin grew springier, more youthful, like I was 18 instead of nearly 30. My cheekbones got sharper, my features more symmetrical. My hair took on more of a bounce and shine. 
 
    By the time it was over, barely thirty seconds later, I’d gone from being an averagely good-looking woman with a relatively normal body… 
 
    …to a dynamite 18-year old girl with a supermodel figure, a face that could launch ten thousand ships, and boobs that were bigger than any woman’s had any right to be. 
 
    I remember staring at my reflection in shock, thinking that I was going mad. That there was no way this could happen! 
 
    I still looked like myself, that was the freaky part. My face was still recognizably mine, only like I was a younger, more-beautiful version of me. My hair was still in the same style, only now it had more volume to it, more shine, more sleekness, like I was in a shampoo commercial. 
 
    I recall whimpering in fright as I ran my fingers over my perfect new features, over my suddenly flawless skin. Remember the way I hesitated before touching my new boobs, and the horrifying realization that they were now as real, as a part of me, as my old, normal-sized tits had been only moments ago. 
 
    I remember, too, the way the shadow appeared in the doorway of the bathroom. The way I turned to Trey, my face pale with shock, expecting him to share my terror with me. 
 
    And, most of all, I remember the way he slowly looked over my altered body. The way his surprised look turned to one of delight. The way he gently shook his head and said, with a happy sigh: 
 
    I guess the lamp really does grant wishes. 
 
    Neat. 
 
    I’ve since asked Jessica if she can remember what happened that day, if she can remember what wish Trey made. And she just shrugs and says she can’t really recall, but she knows my husband had spent most of the time he was showing her that lamp covertly peeking at her HH tits, like he always did. 
 
    Evidently, at some point, the bastard had a brainwave. Wondered why he was just peeking at big tits he couldn’t touch, when he could use the lamp to create a pair he would always be allowed to play with. 
 
    While Jessica was out, getting coffee or tea or a beer or something, he must’ve closed his eyes, held the lamp, and wished that his wife Brooke had tits even bigger than Jessica’s (and that the rest of her body would get fixed up, while the lamp was at it). 
 
    When he saw that his wish had come true, he must’ve felt like the luckiest guy on Earth. 
 
    Poor, dumb bastard. 
 
    Well, you can imagine what happened next. 
 
    After my body changed like that, we had the most furious row. I remember screaming at him that he should have just dumped me if my body wasn’t good enough for him, instead of turning me into a freak, while he screamed back and said I looked better now, didn’t I, so what was the big deal? 
 
    I remember, too, that I burst into tears at one point and, instead of comforting me, he just picked up the lamp and waved it in front of me. 
 
    Brooke, I remember him sighing, shut up, OK? Just calm down or I’ll… I’ll… 
 
    You’ll what? I spat back. Make my boobs even bigger? 
 
    I laughed hollowly and waved at his crotch. 
 
    You could have at least fixed something else from being too small while you were at it! 
 
    At my words, Trey’s face went dark as a thundercloud. 
 
    Careful, Brooke… he whispered. I did you a favor, OK? One more ungrateful word out of your bitch face and I’ll use my last wish to turn you into our maid. 
 
    He waved the lamp threateningly, but I was too busy blinking at him to notice. 
 
    Our…?  
 
    Mine and Jessica’s. I remember oh-so clearly the way he said it, so casual, so cruel. My second wish. I made her attracted to me and to me only. She’ll never look at another person again. Never think of anything but me. 
 
    There was a knock at the door. I saw his face light up. 
 
    That’ll probably be her. Don’t go anywhere. If you’re good, I’ll use my last wish to give us a happy 3-way relationship. But if you annoy me again… 
 
    …it’s maid time for you, Brooke. 
 
    And, laughing, he went to open the door. 
 
    I don’t remember how long I sat there, trembling with rage, with fear, with all this pent up awfulness. I don’t recall how long I sat there as I heard Trey’s voice, indistinct, say something, and Jessica distantly laugh that wonderful, tinkly laugh of hers. 
 
    All I remember was that my head suddenly cleared, and I realized what I had to do. 
 
    Trey and Jessica were still standing in the doorway as I padded into the hall, my brand new boobs still on display, my sexy new hips rolling seductively with every step. The lamp was in one of Trey’s hands, the other resting on Jessica’s hips as they kissed. 
 
    As I entered, Trey leaned back from Jessica’s perfect lips, turned, and smiled at me. 
 
    Brooke. He said. Have you decided to…? 
 
    I’ve decided to be whatever you want me to be, I said, forcing up a smile that was ten thousand times more stunning on my reworked face. I-I don’t wanna be a maid, Trey. If you want to use your last wish to make all three of us happy, to make the two of us into your sexy wives… 
 
    …then so be it. 
 
    I’ll never forget the way he smiled at that. So smug. So patronizing. Like he’d finally ditched boring old monogamous Brooke for the dream bisexual, top-heavy wife he’d always secretly wanted. 
 
    OK, then. He said. In that case… 
 
    He let go of Jessica. Closed his eyes. Began rubbing the lamp. 
 
    I wish… 
 
    That was as far as he got. 
 
    The split-second his eyes closed, I’d grabbed one of his other old props from the hallway table, a fist-sized mechanical clock used in that failed steampunk movie. Now I hurled it with all my strength, letting out a scream as I threw the heavy object right at his cheating head. 
 
    There was a crack that set my teeth on edge. Trey’s eyes went wide. He staggered against the wall, dropped the lamp, his face white as a sheet as Jessica devotedly screamed his name. 
 
    You BITCH! He gasped. You bitch! I’ll turn you into a toad. Into a pig! I’ll… 
 
    But by then it was too late. 
 
    The moment he stumbled, I’d darted forwards, ignoring the painful way my enormous new boobs bounced as I ran, ran like my life depended on it.  
 
    I grabbed the lamp, pushed myself to my feet and backed away from my evil husband, holding the lamp before me like a weapon. 
 
    BROOKE! Trey shouted, blood running down his face. Don’t you dare! You’re my wife and I order you not to-! 
 
    You think I’m gonna waste this last wish turning us all back? I laughed, hysterically. Fuck that. You’ve got your just desserts coming. 
 
    As Trey continued to scream at me and Jessica clung to him, her face white as the wish forced her to act completely into him, I calmly rubbed the lamp, an evil little grin of my own on my face. 
 
    You like big boobs, huh, Trey? THEN I WISH YOU WERE A PAIR! 
 
    There was a scream, from Trey or Jessica, I’m not sure. The lamp began to tremble in my hands. I heard someone charging towards me, yelling that they were gonna kill me…! 
 
    And then there was a blinding flash of light. And, when it finally vanished, our old lives had vanished with it. 
 
    * 
 
    So, that’s my story. Me, Brooke Klein, 18-year old supermodel, forever fated by magic to look like a beautiful teenager, forever fated by magic to have these gigantic tits sticking out in front of me. 
 
    Forever fated by magic to have a girlfriend who is obsessed with my boobs. Who can’t keep her eyes off them. Who is incapable of feeling attraction for anything but my breasts, and can barely go ten minutes without begging me to let her fondle them. 
 
    Because here’s the strangest part. 
 
    After I made my wish, Trey transformed into a pair of breasts, all right. But not just any tits. 
 
    For some reason, the lamp took his mind and his soul, and transported them into my new boobs. Turned him into the huge JJ things growing from my chest. 
 
    And he’s been trapped there ever since. 
 
    Oh, his other wishes are still working. I’m still a supermodel. Jessica remains utterly devoted to him, even if, in practical terms, that means she’s basically in love with my tits. 
 
    Yeah, we became lovers mainly so Jessica could get her hands – and her lips – onto my boobs. Like I said, she’s utterly obsessed with them. As Trey wished, she’s only really happy when she’s kissing him, or sucking him, or playing with his new form. 
 
    For my part, though, that works for me. 
 
    Somehow, the wish left me able to communicate with Trey mentally, even inside his new home. I know he’s still conscious inside my breasts, able to feel, even able to see. 
 
    But I also know that, no matter how much Jessica tweaks his nipples, or licks his areolas, or squeezes his flesh, his pleasure can only grow so much. 
 
    It’s me who gets the orgasms, who gets to have great sex with the woman of Trey’s dreams, while all he can do is listen to me moaning in misery, able to get aroused, but never able to experience relief. 
 
    What a perfect punishment, huh? 
 
    I’m also able to feel his humiliation at being a pair of big ripe titties. That’s why I dress the way I do, so he can see all the horny men leering down at him as he bounces and jiggles in my bra, so he can be completely aware of what he is and what people think of him now, and not do a damn thing about it. 
 
    Sometimes at night, when Jessica is fast asleep, I like to tease him. I go and stand in front of the mirror, when he can get a full view of my perfect body, and gently tweak my nipples and softly caress my breasts and let him watch the show. 
 
    And I ask him if he likes it, if he likes watching me play with my big new tits, if he likes watching me play with him… and I hear his answer, in a distant part of my brain. A male sobbing and wailing as he begs me to change him back, to find the lamp again and make everything normal. 
 
    Well, fat chance of that happening, Trey. 
 
    The lamp is gone. It vanished after I made my last – and only – wish, gone off to cause havoc in someone else’s life, no doubt. Trey keeps mentally trying to tell me that it would still work for Jessica if we found it and gave it to her and instructed her to wish what we wanted, but I’m not really all that bothered about looking. 
 
    After all, I’m rich now. I’m famous. I’ve got a wonderful girlfriend. 
 
    And I’ve got the best natural tits in the whole of LA. 
 
    I keep whispering to Trey that, one day, I’m going to go out, find a well-hung black man, and let him violate me. I’m going to let him come all over my big new boobies, and give him as many titwanks as he wants, all in the name of humiliating Trey. 
 
    I’m not really gonna do that, of course. It’d be humiliating for me, too, but Trey doesn’t know that. So I let him believe it could happen, any day now. 
 
    So there you are. If you ever see an impossibly hot 18-year old supermodel with a gravity-defying rack wandering around LA with a well-stacked girlfriend on one arm and a faint smile on her pretty face, do come up and say hi. 
 
    And make sure you stare down at these big tits of mine, and leer over them, and maybe even give them a naughty squeeze if you want.  
 
    Because there’s a nasty little creep trapped inside them, who used to think women’s bodies were his to do with as he pleased. 
 
    And he deserves everything that happens to him. 
 
    The End 
 
    * 
 
    Like what you’ve read? Check out my other tale of male to female body part transformation: Turned into His Sister’s Pussy. 
 
    * 
 
    Lisa’s Afterword: 
 
    “I’m a bit of a fan of non-human transformation stories, if only coz they allow you to write the craziest plotlines, and have endless fun while you do so. While they’ve got a bit of a reputation as a weird form of niche erotica (something this tale is doing nothing to dispel, ha ha) they’ve got an incredible literary pedigree. Philip Roth, of all, people wrote a book about a man who turns into a gigantic boob. Seriously, it’s called ‘The Breast’. Check it out. 
 
    This is also one of the few tales I’ve written from a female perspective. I’m not sure why, but writing men – even if they’re secretly female deep down, and just need a little wish or magic spell to get the body they’ve always wanted – has always been easier for me, so it’s nice to flex my literary muscles a little and try doing a first person female character every now and then. Maybe it’s something I’ll revisit more often.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Stripper Curse 
 
    “You’re telling me you’ve never laid eyes on this guy before?” 
 
    The dark haired woman behind the bar raised one carefully-manicured eyebrow, a faintly incredulous look on her supermodel features. She didn’t even bother leaning forward to look at the image on Kyle’s phone. 
 
    “I believe that’s exactly what I said.” She folded her slender arms across her waist, her naked breasts still exposed above them. “Unless you’re calling me a liar?” 
 
    Kyle smiled tightly, peered over his black-rimmed glasses at the gorgeous girl in the thong, forcing his eyes to stay focused on hers.  
 
    It wasn’t too difficult. As great as the girl’s tits were, even they seemed to pale beside her beautiful face. 
 
    “I don’t make a habit of running around calling people liars,” he said, putting on a winning smile, “not unless they’re politicians.” 
 
    The girl didn’t laugh. Didn’t blink.  
 
    Oh, well. Can’t charm ‘em all… 
 
    “We’re not doing a criminal investigation here, Miss… what should I call you?”  
 
    “Pay me enough, you can call me whatever you like,” the girl said, carelessly brushing a strand of her short, dark hair out of one eye. “But most people here call me Sandy.” 
 
    “OK, Sandy.” Kyle rolled the name round his tongue, like he was tasting it. “Listen. We’re not the cops. We’re reporters. We’re not even remotely interested in screwing up whatever shit the old woman’s got going on here.” 
 
    Sandy snorted. 
 
    “Grandma? She’d see you coming a mile off,” she drawled. 
 
    Kyle did his level best to keep that charming smile going. 
 
    “Which is why we’re not even thinking of bothering her. My partner and I…” He vaguely gestured the part of the dingy strip club where Rose was trying to use all her feminine charms on a muscular black bouncer, “we’ve already got a story. And it’s a good one, too. All about this asshole stockbroker who suddenly goes missing at a strip joint one night.” 
 
    He waggled his phone again, with its internet-downloaded image of city slicker Jack Baumgarten grinning out. Sandy still refused to look at it. 
 
    “We know he was creaming money off from partners at his firm. We’ve got witness statements that he used to come in here and treat the girls like shit. We know he’s a bona-fide asshole. 
 
    So give us a statement, huh? Anything that could help us track him down, let us see through his vanishing act. He’s out there somewhere, still, with all that stolen money… 
 
    …how about we make sure he pays his dues, hey?” 
 
    For a moment, he thought he’d got through to her. Thought he’d managed to penetrate the thick, suspicious skull of this insanely beautiful stripper at Rosie’s Gentlemen’s Club. 
 
    Then Sandy was giving a dismissive wave of her hand, a smirk on her supermodel features as she turned away, and Kyle knew his little speech had been for nothing. 
 
    “Nice try, Bob Woodward. Now how about you either buy a drink or a dance, or get your ass outta here?” 
 
    Kyle gave an internal sigh. It was time for the nuclear option. 
 
    He just hoped Rose wouldn’t chew him out too hard for wasting petty cash. 
 
    Oh well. Here goes… 
 
    “Sure,” he said, fumbling in his wallet, “I’ll have a beer. Uh, make that two…” 
 
    He dropped the two little green pictures of Benjamin Franklin down onto the sticky bar top. Noted with satisfaction the way Sandy’s eyes briefly went wide. 
 
    “You can keep the change,” he added. “If it’ll help jog your memory a little.” 
 
    Kyle could see the battle taking place behind Sandy’s eyes. That distrust of anyone from outside this dingy world, tempered by a longing for the bills, for what they could buy. He waited. It was all he could do. 
 
    At last, Sandy gave a curt nod. A quick flick of her wrist, and the bill vanished off the table, disappearing from view.  
 
    “I’m not promising anything,” she murmured, popping the tops off two Budweisers and setting them on the bar. Kyle struggled not to watch her bare boobs jiggling as she did so. “But let me ask some of the other girls. Maybe if you say you’re a punter, in the private booth, they might…” 
 
    “Sure.” Kyle took the bottles, gave Sandy a tiny wink. “Thanks, Sandy.” 
 
    But the stripper was already turning away, ignoring him, preparing to serve one of the few actual customers already in here at 2pm, a balding guy with a creepy smile. 
 
    Well, let’s hope that did it… 
 
    Kyle casually drifted over to the stool Rose was perched on, her own conversation with the tall, black bouncer over. She took a beer. 
 
    “Thanks.” His normally-serious boss gave him a faint smile. “How much these cost?” 
 
    “Either too much, or not nearly enough,” Kyle murmured, leaning against the red-painted wall beside her, “depending.” 
 
    Rose raised her eyebrows, peered from beneath her brown bangs at the distant Sandy, expertly mixing a drink while the creepy guy practically drooled onto her breasts. 
 
    “You really think she’s got something?” 
 
    “Someone does. It all leads to here. I can feel it.” 
 
    Rose nodded, thoughtfully. Not for the first time, Kyle distractedly found himself thinking how handsome his boss could sometimes look, with her sculpted face, sharp cheekbones and intense eyes. 
 
    Yeesh, now definitely is not the time… 
 
    “Fifteen sleazy men disappear over a period of twenty years,” Rose said, her voice low, “all before the hammer could fall on them. And all roads seem to lead back to Rosie’s.” 
 
    “Your namesake,” Kyle smiled as his boss took a sip of beer. 
 
    Rose mock-scowled at him, winked to show she wasn’t serious, and then started scanning the club again, with its endless, gorgeous strippers and huge, powerful bouncers. 
 
    “There’s bodies buried round here, alright.” His boss murmured. “Possibly literal as well as figurative.” 
 
    Kyle glanced back over at Sandy. The barmaid was talking to two other strippers now, one a pneumatic blonde with straight hair and a pert butt, the other a much shorter platinum blonde with stylized curls in her hair and big plastic tits. Both were dressed in skimpy mini-skirts and stiletto heels. Both looked fantastic. 
 
    “With girls like that…” he muttered, “how could there not be?” 
 
    Across the room, Sandy pointed in their direction. The two girls turned and looked at Kyle, identical frowns on their gorgeous faces. 
 
    “Looks like I’m not gonna have to bust your ass over two wasted hundreds,” Rose murmured. She put the beer down. “Guess it’s time to roll.” 
 
    * 
 
    “So you’re a reporter?” The platinum blonde asked as she opened the door to the private booth at the back of the club. 
 
    Behind her, Kyle merely grunted. He was having the hardest damn time not staring at the girl’s perfect ass. 
 
    Like all the women in Rosie’s club (there was no actual Rosie, just an 80-something woman who ran the joint all the girls called “Grandma”), the platinum blonde was stunning. Beyond stunning. Perfect. 
 
    There were no stretch marks. No little blemishes on her flawless skin. Her hair curled down her back like a waterfall in a dream.  
 
    Her ass was perfectly shaped, barely hidden by the tiny pink miniskirt with white frills she wore. Her bare boobs were Double-G, waayyyy too big for her slender frame but – to Kyle’s utter amazement – clearly not fake. 
 
    Her 5ft2 frame seemed designed to evoke vulnerability. A sexiness that came from the power you had over her. Her face was young, soft, beautiful, its perfect complexion complemented by a perfect pair of shy, sparkling blue eyes. Her lips were pink and pouty, her navel studded. 
 
    She looked like the sort of girl you only saw in your dreams. A male ideal made flesh. 
 
    And, the weirdest part was, she wasn’t at all out of place. 
 
    Sandy… the taller blonde Rose had taken off to interview (Katie, Kyle seemed to think her name was)… the other girls he’d seen, gyrating in the darkness… 
 
    All of them looked like fallen angels. 
 
    “I guess you must get pretty uptight in a job like that,” blondie said, draping herself over a dark leather sofa. She gestured an armchair before it. A dancing pole stood in the corner of the room, before a grimy silver mirror. 
 
    “It’s not so bad,” Kyle said, sitting down, “frustrating sometimes. When you can’t find what you’re looking for.” 
 
    The girl nodded, her young face assuming a wise expression, as if she knew what he was talking about. Then she opened her pretty, painted lips and the illusion shattered. 
 
    “So. You wanna rape me?” 
 
    Kyle blinked. 
 
    “Rape you? I… no. Just no.” 
 
    “Oh.” The girl looked slightly disappointed. “That’s a pity. Most of the guys who pay for me are into rape stuff.” 
 
    She suddenly brightened. 
 
    “How about a blowjob? I could pretend you were forcing yourself on me and…” 
 
    “No. You’ve got the wrong idea.” Kyle held up one hand. “I just wanna talk, OK?” 
 
    To his surprise, the girl looked upset. She flopped back down on the sofa – still managing to land in a sexy, seductive pose, he noted – and pouted. 
 
    “What d’you wanna do that for? You trying to bore me?” 
 
    She looked down at her enormous bare breasts, as if wondering what was so wrong with her figure so as to make a guy not go wild over her. 
 
    There was something about the action that made a tiny little warning siren sound in a corner of Kyle’s mind.  
 
    That’s not the sorta thing a normal woman would do… 
 
    “Look, I’m not sure what Sandy told you,” he said, trying his best to sound gentle. “But I’m going to pay you all the same. Maybe extra. All I need you to do…” 
 
    “Is answer your dumb questions.” The girl sighed. “Yeah, whatever.” 
 
    She suddenly brightened up. 
 
    “Hey. Can I at least give you a dance while we talk? Trust me. I’m good.” 
 
    “Uh… sure. I guess.” 
 
    “Great!” For the first time since he’d met her, the girl looked truly happy. She slowly unfurled her long, slender legs, got to her feet, crossed seductively over to Kyle. 
 
    Still smiling, she placed her arms round his shoulders. Spread her legs, coiled her lithe body forward until she was practically sat in Kyle’s lap, her face inches from his. 
 
    As Kyle sat in shocked silence, the girl giggled, fluttered her long eyelashes. 
 
    “What’s your name, hot stuff?” She murmured, leaning forward until her nipples were brushing against the fabric of Kyle’s shirt. 
 
    “Uh… Kyle. And you?” 
 
    “Well, Kyle,” the girl whispered, biting her lower lip. “You can call me Candy.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Candy.” 
 
    “Not as nice as it is to dance for a total stud like you.” 
 
    Then Candy leaned forward, delicately opened his shirt with two fingers, and started kissing Kyle’s chest.  
 
    She let her lips trail over his male flesh, her pouty mouth dangling open slightly, her eyes dazed like she was experiencing immeasurable bliss. She ran her free hand through his thick, dark hair, teasing at the nape of his neck. At the same time, she began to grind her hips, gently rubbing her bare pussy up against Kyle’s dick, making it go hard as iron. 
 
    It was all Kyle could do not to immediately come in his pants. 
 
    “Now, Kyle…” Candy whispered as she moved her curvy body, rubbing against him, driving him wild, “what did you wanna ask me?” 
 
    Kyle tried to clear his throat, tried to make his voice come back. It was useless. The sight of Candy, gyrating slowly against him, the feel of her fingertips, of her lips against his skin was like a drug. 
 
    “C’mon, big boy,” Candy breathed in one ear, her breath ticklish against his skin, “you can talk to me. 
 
    Or you can start pinching this perfect ass of mine and calling me a slut…” 
 
    She took one of Kyle’s unresisting hands, placed it against her ass. He could feel her firm, 18-year old flesh beneath his fingertips. His fingers closed on her skin like they had a mind of their own. 
 
    “I… I’m looking for someone,” he managed to get out, wondering dazedly if Rose’s interview was going anything like this, “someone who used to come here.” 
 
    “Lots of men come here, honey,” Candy giggled, sensuously moving her ass beneath his hand, “you could too, if you wanted to. 
 
    I only charge five cents a hole…” 
 
    Kyle’s dick was rock hard in his pants, straining against the fabric. He swallowed and desperately tried to keep on questioning, to ignore the girl throwing herself at him.  
 
    Why is she doing this? Are they filming me? Is this a sting…? 
 
    He glanced quickly over at the mirror in the corner. Could it be two-way glass? 
 
    Well, if they were filming him, there was only one way out. 
 
    And that was to be as professional as possible. 
 
    “Jack Baumgarten.” He said, loudly. “I’m looking for him. Do you know him?” 
 
    At his words, he felt Candy’s lithe body tense suddenly. The feeling faded almost immediately, but not before Kyle had got what he needed. 
 
    So they are hiding something… 
 
    “Never heard of him,” Candy said out loud, not breaking the rhythm of her dance. “Why you looking for him?” 
 
    “He’s been missing since 2016. We want to find him and bring him back.” 
 
    And make sure he gets what’s coming to him, he wanted to add, but he kept silent. Better to play his cards close to his chest, see what Candy knew. 
 
    In response, the stripper slowly – gracefully – slipped off Kyle’s cock. Sank to her knees before him, resting her big boobs against his legs, her face almost in his crotch. 
 
    The action was almost more than Kyle could bear. There was no way Candy could fail to see his erection up close like that! 
 
    “Why do you think we know where he is?” She whispered, gently rubbing her palm against the outline of his dick, a longing in her eyes as she stared at it. 
 
    Each movement of her wrist was like a tiny orgasm shuddering through Kyle. He tried to stay focused. 
 
    “Fifteen men,” he said gruffly, “all vanished after visiting this club in the last two decades. You telling me you’re not connected?” 
 
    “Could be a coincidence,” Candy shrugged her slender shoulders. Her hand moved up Kyle’s dick, started tugging at his zipper. 
 
    “There’s video,” Kyle managed to get out. “At least five of these guys coming into this club… oh God… and-and not coming out…” 
 
    Candy had opened his zipper with infinite care and grace. Now his big cock was jutting up into the air, one vein pulsing down the side of it, while the beautiful young stripper delicately sniffed at his pubic thatch, rubbing her soft, pretty face against the shaft of his dick. 
 
    Jesus Christ, what the hell is happening…?! 
 
    “Mmm…” Candy giggled. Her tongue darted out, licked Kyle’s shaft as he groaned. “You really are a man, huh? 
 
    So, what do you think happened to him?” 
 
    She was trying to pump him for answers, Kyle realized. Even as she did this stupid dance.  
 
    Well, then, he was gonna give them to her. If he did it right, he might just shock her into giving the game away. 
 
    “Nothing much.” He gently reached out, stroked Candy’s soft hair with one masculine hand. She smiled blissfully and let out a little moan, her lips still trailing against Kyle’s thick penis.  
 
    “In fact, I think he’s still here somewhere. In this club.” 
 
    “You mean, dead?” Candy’s voice was little more than an orgasmic moan now, the sound of it sending Kyle’s male mind wild. 
 
    Now. Now’s the time. Do it! 
 
    Suddenly, Kyle tightened his hand, gripped Candy’s hair. The stripper’s eyes flew open in pain. She let out a little squeal. 
 
    “Cut the crap.” Kyle’s breathing was hard, “Jack Baumgarten’s here. Alive. He’s paying you to keep him out of sight or something, I dunno…  
 
    He pulled Candy’s face close to his. The young girl tried to pull away, her blue eyes suddenly scared. 
 
    “All I know is you’re gonna tell me where to find him. Now.” 
 
    “Hey! Hey, you ain’t no reporter…” 
 
    Kyle smiled grimly at her. 
 
    “Right on, sister.” 
 
    He pulled back his jacket, showed her the sleek gun he always carried. 
 
    “I’m a seeker. I find people, people like Mr. Baumgarten who owe other people a whole lotta money. And when I do, they either pay up or…” 
 
    He nodded at the gun. 
 
    “Blam. Blam.” 
 
    Candy had stopped struggling, her beautiful face transfixed by the sight of the gun. Kyle supposed a chick like her had probably been threatened with plenty of firearms in her line of work. 
 
    Good, then she knows what I’m capable of… 
 
    “I know you’re protecting him, you little whore,” he let his voice drop dangerously low, “just like you’re protecting all those other guys who disappeared. The big bitch in charge is helping assholes vanish. And now we want one of those assholes to un-vanish.” 
 
    Candy still wasn’t talking. He gave her dumb head a quick shake. 
 
    “Listen, bitch. My partner is working over your friend right now. Either you tell me where Jack Baumgarten is, or…” 
 
    He didn’t have time to finish. 
 
    All of a sudden, the tension drained out of Candy’s body. She slumped against his legs, gave a little giggle, smiled coyly up at him. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” Kyle demanded. 
 
    Has she forgotten about the Goddamn gun…? 
 
    “You.” Candy smiled. “You’re the funny one.” 
 
    She laughed, a high-pitched, tinkling sound that made Kyle’s blood run cold. 
 
    “You’re looking for Jack? Well, guess what, hot stuff? 
 
    You’re looking right at him.” 
 
    There was a frozen silence as Kyle stared down into the face of the beautiful girl before him, the bewitching, gorgeous teenage stripper who’d made his cock go all hard. He shook his head. 
 
    It’s a trick. Don’t fall for it… 
 
    “No. Nice try, bitch, but…” 
 
    “I’m serious.” Candy fixed him with a flirtatious little smile. “Oh did you get the wrong idea, Mr. Big Dick, whoever you are…” 
 
    She playfully coiled some of his pubic hair around one slender finger, sighing as she did so. 
 
    “I really am Jack Baumgarten. At least, I used to be… 
 
    The clue wasn’t that I stole that money, some of those other guys who vanished were deadbeats, right? No…” 
 
    Her eyes twinkled. She giggled. 
 
    “The clue was that I used to treat the girls here like shit. I used to hurt them and humiliate them. Just like Sandy used to, when she was still Simon. Just like Katie – the one your friend is talking to – used to, back when she was still a man.” 
 
    A trickle of ice was running up Kyle’s spine. As the stripper talked, his dick wilted. 
 
    “What the… what the hell are you saying?” 
 
    Candy let out a playful sigh. 
 
    “Simple. I’m Jack Baumgarten. Two years ago, Grandma turned me into Candy for my sins, and now I have to dance for men and let them rape me and love every minute of it. All because I used to threaten women. 
 
    Just like you threatened me with that gun of yours.” 
 
    The room suddenly seemed very dark to Kyle. Candy’s flirty smile had become a demonic leer. 
 
    “I didn’t…” he managed to get out. He could feel his chest tightening. “I… I don’t believe you, you crazy bitch! There’s no way you could be-!” 
 
    “Whatever,” Candy shrugged, “it’s not my problem. Grandma will decide.” 
 
    She suddenly gave a brilliant smile past Kyle, past his chair, to the door of the private booth. 
 
    “Hey, Grandma,” she said. “We were just talking about you.” 
 
    With a feeling like he was moving through treacle, Kyle turned his head. Turned and saw the wrinkled old crone standing in the doorway, a hideous smile on her ancient features. 
 
    “Well, well…” purred the old woman, “if someone isn’t being a very naughty boy. Just like that nasty woman next door, the one I had to transform…” 
 
    The room began to spin. Shadows seemed to flow from the corners, laughing, gibbering demons that threatened to drown Kyle. He tried to clear his head. 
 
    “What…?” Was as far as he got. 
 
    At the exact same moment, he felt something give. His gun slipped out his holster. Then suddenly Candy was running past him, her huge tits bouncing, and putting his gun in the old woman’s hands. 
 
    “I got his weapon, Grandma!” 
 
    “Good girl.” The old woman’s eyes twinkled at the stripper. “As a reward, I’ll let Lucas and his friends gang rape you tonight.” 
 
    She turned a cunning eye to Kyle as Candy sighed with happiness. 
 
    “Lucas is our bouncer. That strapping big black lad. And your partner is now one of his ‘friends’, an oiled, black stud of a man who will have to spend the rest of her days serving my every whim and banging little chickies like Candy here whenever I order it.” 
 
    “Rose…?” Kyle struggled to get to his feet, but his body refused to move. “What did you…?” 
 
    “Oh, hush,” the old woman crooned. “She’ll do fine, she’s already forgetting what it’s like to be female…” 
 
    Her voice hardened. 
 
    “Just like you’ll soon forget what it’s like to be male.” 
 
    I need to get up, Kyle’s mind whispered, urgently. I need to get up and run and attack this mad old bitch, even if she tries to shoot me, and get Rose and… and… 
 
    But he couldn’t move. It was like he was drugged.  
 
    But how?! I didn’t eat any-… 
 
    And then he realized. 
 
    The beer. The beers Sandy had given him and Rose. 
 
    The beer that had been intended to drug them all along. 
 
    “Imagine,” the old woman whispered, her laughing eyes fixed on Kyle’s. “You’ll be my newest stripper. Your name will be Kristal, and you’ll spend the rest of your life like Candy here, waving those tits of yours in strong men’s faces for five… no, three cents a go.” 
 
    Her voice hardened. 
 
    “Only you won’t be obsessed with letting men rape you like Candy here. No, you’ll be obsessed with sucking.” 
 
    A cackle, loud and awful. 
 
    “You’ll suck twenty dicks a day, my little Kristal. Often more. You’ll let men come on your pretty face and be utterly miserable unless you have a dick inside your mouth. 
 
    You’ll live only to blow strange men and make me money, and think about nothing but what a cumdump slut you are. 
 
    How does that sound… Kristal?” 
 
    Kyle tried to respond. Tried to scream. But it was useless. The drugs had fully taken hold, and now he was incapable of doing anything but staring at Grandma like an idiot. 
 
    He watched helplessly as the old woman turned to the hot stripper who used to be a man called Jack. 
 
    “Candy? Will you be happy to show my newest whore the ropes?” 
 
    “It would be an honor, Grandma.” 
 
    “Good. In that case…” the witch turned one evil eye onto Kyle’s prostate form, “I guess it’s time for this little bitch to change.” 
 
    NO! Kyle tried to scream. Wait…! 
 
    But it was too late. The old woman clicked her fingers. There was a flash of light. 
 
    And, when it cleared, there was no more Kyle. 
 
    * 
 
    Six months later, the newest stripper at Rosie’s stood before the mirror in the girls’ private bathroom, a look of misery on her beautiful face and the taste of come in her mouth. 
 
    Only moments before, she’d been on all fours in a private booth, her hands pressed against the sticky carpet as she eagerly deep throated a well-hung young businessman named Brett, who’d come in her mouth, thrown a dollar on her back, and laughingly told her to keep the change. 
 
    He’d been the fifteenth man Kristal had sucked off that night, the fifteenth man to fill her beautiful mouth with sperm. And she already knew he wouldn’t be the last. 
 
    The spell would see to that. 
 
    As Kristal looked at the gorgeous girl reflected in the grimy mirror, she briefly tried to count how many men she’d been forced to go down on since her transformation. How many cocks she’d had in her mouth, on top of all the dicks that had been in her pussy. 
 
    She thought it might be nearly four thousand. 
 
    Four thousand dicks. Black dicks, white dicks, Asian dicks… cocks that were long and thick, cocks that were short and stubby, cocks that were tiny, or fat, or club-like, and everything in between. 
 
    It was amazing how many varieties of dicks you saw, really, when you spent all day, every day sucking like your life depended on it. 
 
    Which, in a way, Kristal supposed hers did. 
 
    She forced up a weary, unhappy smile. The girl in the mirror smiled back at her. She wasn’t half bad looking, even if she did say so herself.  
 
    In fact, with her flowing red hair, emerald green eyes, tight waist, perfect butt, big hips and heavy, Double-H breasts, Kristal thought she might be the best-looking girl at Rosie’s. Throw in an enchanting, elfin face and a mysterious, flirty expression, and she thought she probably qualified as one of the most-beautiful girls in the whole of the United States. 
 
    And she’d have given it all up to be able to go back to being even the ugliest man. 
 
    Just for one day. Just for one hour. One hour as a male with a cock again. One hour as a straight man who had no idea what it felt like to slobber over another man’s cock. 
 
    Just for one, measly hour. 
 
    But, of course, the stripper knew it was impossible. 
 
    She’d committed an unforgivable sin. 
 
    And now she had to pay. 
 
    There was a faint knock at the door. Kristal summoned up her supermodel smile and turned round to see Candy leaning in, her own bare breasts dangling, nearly as big and ripe as Kristal’s. 
 
    “Hey, look alive, slut,” Candy giggled at her. “You’ve been on break five minutes already. That’s five minutes of sucking time. Tick tock.” 
 
    Kristal wanted to scream. Wanted to scream and hit the bitch who ordered her about. Hit her and keep hitting her until she could order her about no more. 
 
    Instead, she gave Candy a simpering, pleading smile. 
 
    “Sorry, Candy. I… I’m such a dumb cunt, I forgot. Please don’t tell Grandma, will you?” 
 
    Candy snorted at her words. 
 
    “Maybe. Tell you what, you earn an extra dollar tonight, and I’ll keep this our little secret.” 
 
    Kristal’s pretty, painted mouth dropped open. The mouth that magically never got sore or chapped, no matter how much she used it. 
 
    “A whole dollar?” She wailed in her lusty voice. “B-but I’m only allowed to charge 3 cents a suck! That’s another thirty three guys, Candy…” 
 
    “Not my problem,” Candy shrugged. “Katie’s making me do six more gang rapes tonight. You hear me complaining?” 
 
    Silently, Kristal shook her pretty little head. She wanted to cry. 
 
    “Good. Then get to it, slut, or I’ll tell Grandma what a useless whore you’ve been.” 
 
    And then the other stripper was gone, back to her dirty work; another man trapped in a gorgeous female body, and doomed forever to suck and fuck and wiggle her tits for the entertainment of men as awful as she used to be. Just like every ‘girl’ in this club was. 
 
    Just like Kristal was now doomed to do for the rest of her life. 
 
    With a deep sigh, the gorgeous redhead got herself under control. Then she gave her reflection one last, sad smile, turned and strutted out into the red-lit hallway on her stiletto heels. 
 
    As she passed gaggles of men who stared at her tits or pinched at her naked ass or called her a slut, the beautiful whore managed to keep on smiling prettily, just as Grandma liked her to. 
 
    She was a stripper now. A dumb, bimbo stripper who turned tricks on the side to make a few measly cents for her mistress. 
 
    And there was nothing she could do about it. 
 
    The End. 
 
    * 
 
    Like what you’ve read? Check out the book that inspired it all: She Turned Him into a Female Stripper. 
 
    * 
 
    Lisa’s Afterword: 
 
    “I’m not really a fan of sequels, usually. They’re hard to write, they sometimes spoil the original, and they often don’t sell particularly well. But a while back, I started getting messages from a couple of my patrons, asking if I could pen a sequel to my 2016 erotic short She Turned Him Into a Female Stripper. I said “yes” and, well, this was the result. 
 
    This story is very different from that longer one. It’s more a mystery that shares characters with the original, but can easily be read as a separate piece. Just like my other story in this collection He Became Her Hucow, it deals with a man who accidentally discovers a dreadful secret and is forced to pay the price. But while our beautiful hucow Henrietta was just unfortunate, Kyle here kind of deserves his punishment. There’s just something so fitting about a violent, macho man forced to spend the rest of his life on all fours with dicks in his mouth and loving every minute of it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Gender Transformation of Dorian Gray 
 
    “Well, what do you think?” 
 
    Dorian’s blue eyes flicked over the canvas, taking it in for the first time. He felt himself give an involuntary shiver. 
 
    “She’s… She’s…” 
 
    “Jesus, Dorian,” nervous laughter, “don’t keep a brother in suspense, huh?” 
 
    Dorian shook his head, swept his mop of blond hair out his eyes with one hand, a dazed expression on his youthful face. 
 
    “Sorry. It’s just… just…” 
 
    “She’s gorgeous,” he admitted at last. 
 
    A grin split across Basil’s round face. He clapped the back of one hand in his open palm and let out a laugh. 
 
    “Finally. Dude, that look on your face, it’s like you were judging her on some reality show.” 
 
    He gave his friend a half-mocking, half-serious look. 
 
    “You’d make a terrifying art critic, you know?” 
 
    “Thanks,” Dorian murmured, barely listening to what he was saying, “is that a compliment, or a barely-veiled insult?” 
 
    Basil grinned again, said something smart in return, but Dorian was no longer paying attention. 
 
    He’d completely lost himself in Her. 
 
    She was maybe 5ft6, painted on a life size canvas that ballooned around her, isolating her in its old-fashioned wooden frame. She was the project Basil had been working on these past two weeks, tearing through notebooks, through rough drafts in his studio, looking the perfect stereotype of the tortured artist. 
 
    (Dorian sometimes thought he put this act on deliberately, when his friends were around). 
 
    And she was the reason Dorian had been spending so much time here recently, in this messy warehouse space on the edge of the city, trying to sit as still as possible while Basil worked. 
 
    She was the Other Girl. 
 
    The Other Girl had been Basil’s pet project for the best part of the semester, a project Dorian had been vaguely hearing about ever since the two had wound up doing coke together at that boat party by the old canal. It was described on Basil’s GoFundMe page as: 
 
    “a space where queer theory, gender identity, and the subliminal self all intersect, a movement that will repurpose the tools of art’s hetero, white, old cis-guard to create something revolutionary,” 
 
    …but, in practice, the two boys each, privately, referred to it as something else. When he was with the chubby, dark skinned artist, Dorian joined Basil in calling it his “dream factory.” When he was alone with his British friends, drinking in one of the infinite pubs London seemed to possess, he called it something else. 
 
    Basil’s sad wank fantasy. Usually delivered with a long-suffering smile and a half-pitying laugh.  
 
    Only it didn’t seem quite so sad and pitiable now… 
 
    “Basil. For real…” Dorian said, cutting off his friend’s patter. “She’s just…” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Wow. I mean… I don’t know what I mean!” 
 
    “I knew you’d like her.” Basil tried to hide how obviously pleased he was. “Clearly she’s a prototype; nonetheless…” 
 
    He turned back to his painting, gave a small sigh. 
 
    “Mind if I do the formal introduction?” 
 
    Dorian gave a shrug. At a moment like this, Basil could do whatever the hell he wanted. 
 
    “Dorian,” Basil intoned, his normally soft voice becoming deep, mysterious. “Meet Doreen. Your Other Girl.” 
 
    At his words, the girl in the painting almost seemed to smile, her oh-so-familiar eyes almost twinkling with coy laughter. Her face – a face Dorian had seen a million times before, looking at him out of mirrors – was illuminated by a mysterious light source Basil had included, almost like she was standing in spotlight.  
 
    Looking at her, Dorian briefly felt a swell of vertigo, like he was looking at a long-lost sister he’d somehow recognized in a crowd without ever having met before. 
 
    But the glamorous 20-year old beauty stood before him wasn’t any long-lost sister or distant relative.  
 
    She was his Other Girl. The nonexistent female him Basil had been slowly creating from nothing more than canvas and blobs of paint. 
 
    She was who Dorian would have been if he’d been born female. 
 
    As Basil continued to grin up at her, Dorian took in the girl he could have been, the girl he was in any number of parallel universes.  
 
    She was slender, like Dorian, with thin arms and a slight body that adjective-prone writers would describe as “willowy”.  
 
    But where Dorian male body was rectangular, hers curved, its waist kinked inwards, its hips rounded beneath the fabric of her dress. Two pert little breasts rose from her chest, little A cups, gentle swells on a calm sea.  
 
    Her shoulders were narrow, her neck graceful and long. Her face was impish, pixie-like, with a hint of mischief to her blue eyes. She was half-smiling in a careless sort of way, looking out at the viewer from beneath her blonde bangs, her pink, girlish lips parted to reveal a glimpse of white teeth. 
 
    She was dressed in a summery sort of dress, a stylish off-white with these retro patterns on it. Her long, slender legs poked out the bottom, bronzed and perfect. Cute little leather ankle boots hid her feet. A thin matching belt clasped around her waist.  
 
    Her fingernails were painted a light shade of green. A little clutch bag was clasped in one hand.  
 
    She looked like the sort of girl you saw walking around East London at the height of summer. The sort of girl-next-door types who shone with beauty and confidence. She was exactly the sort of girl Dorian would have tried to sleep with. 
 
    Except for one, crucial detail. Around those blue eyes, in the shape of her nose, in the way her upper lip reflexively curled a little as she smiled. Something about her poise, a nebulous quality in the way she held herself. 
 
    She was undoubtedly Dorian.  
 
    “It almost felt like she was talking to me…” Basil murmured as the two boys gazed at the painting. “Every time I was about to take my brush, it was like I could feel her guiding me…” 
 
    “Like Doreen wanted me to get her right.” 
 
    There was a short silence in which neither friend moved, in which they did nothing but look at the portrait of female Dorian, posing in a painted studio just like Basil’s real warehouse space. At last, Dorian spoke, not taking his eyes off her as he did so. 
 
    “Darina.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “She’s not Doreen,” Dorian said. “Look at her. Doreen’s the sort of name you give old women who think a church picnic is the height of living dangerously. Nah. She’s Darina.”  
 
    Basil opened his mouth in protest, closed it again. Looked back at his painting.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Ah, nothing.” Basil said. “It’s just…”  
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I was gonna say it’s my painting and she’s Doreen,” he said. “But I guess she isn’t, is she? She’s you. So, if you say she’s Darina…” 
 
    He shrugged.  
 
    “Then yeah. I guess she’s Darina.” 
 
    Inside her portrait, Darina Gray half-smiled out at the two men, one hand resting lazily against her curved hip, one leg slightly kinked, the boot raised. She looked ready to slip away the moment her session with the painter was over, ready to head out onto the streets of London, hook up with her girlfriends, and make the most of her time as a beautiful, young, carefree girl in one of the biggest cities on Earth.  
 
    As he was looking at her, Dorian felt the faintest chill run up his spine.  
 
    She looks so real… he thought to himself, almost more real than I feel… 
 
    How the hell did Basil do that? 
 
    “What are you going to do with her?” He asked out loud. 
 
    “Oh, she’s just my proof of concept girl,” Basil replied, his eyes still on the painting. “She’s gonna go up on Patreon, on my GoFundMe, maybe on business cards if I’m feeling particularlyflamboyant…” 
 
    “But the actual painting?” 
 
    “Nah, I’m not selling her. She’ll stay in the studio, watch over me while I toil away.” 
 
    He gave Dorian a sidelong glance. 
 
    “Why? You want her?” 
 
    Dorian looked up into Darina’s face again. At the face that was so simultaneously his and so clearly a girl’s. He felt another lurch of vertigo.  
 
    “Nah. It’s cool.” 
 
    Deep down, he felt a powerful relief that Basil hadn’t tried to gift the painting to him. The thought of seeing Darina every single day was likely more than his brain could handle.  
 
    Not that she didn’t… intrigue him, somehow. Like, Dorian wasn’t confused or anything, but there was something about Darina that did make you wonder what it would be like. To be a girl. To be standing there in that dress, with that confident, sexy smile on your face, knowing every straight guy in London was looking at you, knowing that you were always the most-beautiful person in the room. 
 
    How it might feel to lounge against the wall at some party, a flirtatious look in your eyes as some broad shouldered man chatted you up, knowing your looks, your body were driving him crazy… 
 
    Basil laughed, clapped Dorian on the shoulder, instantly bringing him back to Earth. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Dorian. You can come see her any time you like.” 
 
    Dorian had barely managed to summon up a smile before there was the loud crash of a metal door and the distant shout of voices. 
 
    “Basil. Mate! You in the studio?” 
 
    “Is Dorian with you?” Amy’s voice. “Jen’s down Barley, she’s sooo hoping he’ll come with us...” 
 
    At the sound of Jen’s name, Dorian almost let out a groan. Amy’s boring friend had been trying to get in his pants for months now. 
 
    “In here!” Basil yelled. He lowered his voice and grinned at Dorian. “You head them off at the pass. I’ll protect Darina’s modesty.” 
 
    He went to pick up the white dust sheet he sometimes covered paintings with (more to be mysterious than for any practical effect, Dorian had long since decided), when Dorian raised one hand. 
 
    “Basil?” He hesitated. “Can I…? I mean, it’s cool. You go ahead. I, uh, I’ll get her covered up for you.” 
 
    Basil raised an eyebrow at Dorian, that half-mocking look on his face again. 
 
    “Oh, Wow. I must’ve done good. Not like Dorian Gray to ignore the siren call of a drunken harlot.” 
 
    “Basil?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Fuck you.” 
 
    The tubby artist laughed, a high-pitched sound way too squeaky for his vast frame. He clapped Dorian on the shoulder again.  
 
    “You’re an asshole Dorian, God help me I love that in you. Don’t forget to cover her up, hmm?” 
 
    Then he was gone, his voice taking on a mockingly camp lilt as he disappeared out the doorway, into the greetings of their little group of friends.  
 
    “Amy, you bitch! How’s my favorite sister…?” 
 
    For five minutes, Dorian sat there, alone in the semi-darkness, studying Darina. Studying the girl he could have been.  
 
    Each time he looked at her, he felt the hairs rising up on his arms, on the back of his neck. Felt that faint vertigo clawing at him.  
 
    Felt less like he was face-to-face with a painting than a mysterious, frozen mirror. 
 
    That’s us… a voice whispered in the back of his head. In some parallel universe somewhere, that’s what we really look like. A beautiful, straight girl who doesn’t even guess there’s a man-version of her out there… 
 
    And then, the oddest thought of all. 
 
    I wonder if she’s happy? 
 
    When Dorian finally joined the others to go down to the Barley pub, he couldn’t shake the feeling that part of him was still in Basil’s studio. Still looking at the portrait of Darina Gray. Still sat alone with his Other Girl. 
 
    He was so distracted that he didn’t even bother trying to resist Jen’s advances, much to the delight of the drunken crowd.  
 
    * 
 
    It was two months later, at the open view, that Dorian began to suspect something was wrong. 
 
    It was the tail end of a long, hot summer, just before college started again, and the artists in Basil’s warehouse block had decided to put on a show. The studios had thrown open their doors, the great and nominally good of East London had been invited in, and young, nubile bodies were coiling through the artists’ rooms, their appreciation for the art on display only matched by their appreciation for the free booze some of the artists had thoughtfully put on. 
 
    “Didn’t you use to pose down here?” 
 
    “Only for Basil.” Dorian elegantly turned his body to one side, protectively holding up his tin of Red Stripe as a surge of people swept past. “And then only once.” 
 
    “Huh.” Jen wrinkled her nose. “I could swear Amy said you’d been down here, like, a bazillion times.” 
 
    “It was only two weeks. Honest. Though it really did feel longer sometimes.” Dorian leaned up against the wall beside the petit girl. At 5ft2, Jen was easily the smallest girl he’d ever gone out with. In his 6ft1 frame, he felt like a giant stood next to her. 
 
    “Maybe I just used to ask about you all the time.” Jen rolled her dark eyes. “Y’know, back when you were playing hard to get.” 
 
    Dorian fixed a smile onto his handsome face, tried to sound playful. 
 
    “It worked, didn’t it?” 
 
    Jen gave her new boyfriend a sly little look. 
 
    “Don’t give yourself the credit, Mr. Dorian Gray. If I hadn’t worked my balls off for this, you’d still be single.” 
 
    Dorian laughed, mainly to disguise the fact he didn’t really know what to say. Ever since their tryst at the Barley, he and Jen had found themselves slowly, inexorably becoming an item, as if against his will. 
 
    It wasn’t that Jen wasn’t hot. Despite her short size, she had the look of an old-fashioned beauty, with her soft, cute features, her dark, Mediterranean skin and black hair, and her large breasts, often combined with a low-cut top. 
 
    Dorian knew other guys lusted after her. Knew some of his male friends glanced longingly at her when they thought he wasn’t looking. 
 
    And yet… and yet… 
 
    “Hey, is it just me,” Jen said as yet another person elbowed her aside, “or does standing here really kinda suck?” 
 
    Dorian looked out over the sea of people, at the anonymous faces all around him. He nodded. 
 
    “It sucks balls. Come on.” 
 
    He took Jen by the hand, led her through the crowd toward Basil’s studio. 
 
    “Isn’t Basil’s place gonna be just as crowded? I mean, I know he does niche stuff, but whoa!” 
 
    Dorian smiled to himself.  
 
    “With that hanging over the entrance? Probably not.” 
 
    Over the doorway to his studio, Basil had hung a large, floridly decorated sign. 
 
    THIS IS A GENDER QUEER, TG, NON-BINARY DREAM FACTORY, it read. IF YOU ARE A WHITE, HETERO, CIS MALE, PLEASE DON’T COME IN. XXX 
 
    Dorian turned to Jen. Her mouth was hanging open.  
 
    “He doesn’t mean it.” He said. “At least, I don’t think he does. It’s more a… prank, I guess?” 
 
    “A prank that’s gonna land him on the frontpage of Breitbart,” Jen muttered.  
 
    Dorian shrugged, let go of her hand. 
 
    “No such thing as bad publicity, right? Coming?” 
 
    Jen seemed incapable of looking away from the sign. But she nodded, and followed Dorian through into Basil’s studio. 
 
    As expected, it was emptier in here, the crowds nowhere near as bustling as they had been just in the corridor. Dorian wasn’t sure if it was the sign working its magic, but then he noticed at least three other white guys in there with him and began to wonder if it was maybe more the subject matter. 
 
    “More surprises.” Jen said beside him. “So that’s what Basil’s been working on.” 
 
    The moodily lit studio was decorated with photos, sketches, charcoal drawings and more, all hug up and surrounding five full-length portraits.  
 
    Each of the five paintings showed a different girl posed in Basil’s studio. Each had a little photograph of a man next to it, and a caption like “JOE AS HIS OTHER GIRL JOANNA.” Each was well executed, with a strangely lifelike quality. 
 
    The other Other Girls. 
 
    “Is this what you were posing for?” Jen asked as they slowly made their way into the gloom.  
 
    “Nu-uh,” Dorian had already seen Darina’s portrait was missing. “No. Basil just wanted me for like a… a body study.” 
 
    Jen gave him a cheeky poke with one finger. 
 
    “Who can blame him?” She giggled. “Did he make you get naked?” 
 
    “Yeah…” Dorian murmured, his eyes flicking across the portraits, “he made me masturbate for him. Put stuff up my ass.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    “No, I swear. I thought the pictures would be here somewhere…” 
 
    He wasn’t even listening to what he was saying any more, his brain on autopilot mode. He was too busy studying the Other Girls. 
 
    They were good, that was certain. Strangely like the photos of their male subjects. But… but… 
 
    But they’re not right, Dorian realized. Darina had that weird, lifelike quality. These ones… 
 
    …these ones just look like paintings. 
 
    “Where is Basil?” Jen asked, as they stopped in front of the center painting. “I can’t wait to hear what this is all about.” 
 
    “Schmoozing,” Dorian replied. “Probably handing out…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    It had suddenly occurred to him that Basil might have made good on his promise to put Darina on his business cards.  
 
    They stood in silence before the painting, of a blonde girl dressed like Marylin Monroe, but with a certain something about her eyes that reminded Dorian of a guy in their art class, a big, beefy guy who looked like he spent all day in the gym. 
 
    I wonder what he made of this painting… 
 
    Beside him, he heard Jen sigh. 
 
    “I’ve never got this. Guys who want to be women. Not, like, actual trans people, but this. This sort of weird, wish fulfilment thing. It’s not actually that great being a woman, y’know.” 
 
    “No?” Dorian was hardly listening. 
 
    “Nu-uh. Well, sometimes. But equally, when you’ve got some sleazy guy staring at you on the Tube, or a line like this outside the restroom…” 
 
    “Dorian!” 
 
    The voice cut across the studio, making everyone briefly jump. Dorian looked up and saw Basil striding across the floor towards him, a hearty grin on his soft face. 
 
    “Speak of the devil,” Jen whispered. 
 
    “There you are, you sonofabitch! Jen. Darling!” 
 
    Basil theatrically kissed Jen’s cheeks, then took out a business card and slipped it into one unprotesting hand.   
 
    “My card. It’s been too long, give me a bell next week, we can talk. Dorian!” 
 
    “Basil,” Dorian nodded. He’d just noticed that Basil’s business card featured the Marilyn Monroe Other Girl and not Darina.  
 
    “I’ve barely seen you all summer, you asshole!” Basil said, even as he air-kissed Dorian’s cheeks. 
 
    “I’ve been busy,” Dorian gave Jen a quick sidelong glance. She poked her tongue out at him.  
 
    “Of course, the news,” Basil gave Jen a wide-eyed look. “You two, officially together? You’ll have to tell me all about it...” 
 
    “First,” Jen smiled, nodded at Basil’s painting. “Maybe you can tell me all about this? I mean, isn’t this trans-face, or fetishism, or…?” 
 
    She had to fall silent at this point, because Basil was laughing his ass off. Loudly. 
 
    “Trans-face? Jen, I love you, but oh God…” Basil half-composed himself. “It’s a dream, Jen. Nothing more, nothing less. And who can judge us for our dreams, huh?” 
 
    “Hmm.” Jen looked less than convinced. Basil turned and pulled Dorian into a one-arm hug, winking conspiratorially at him as he did so. 
 
    “I kept a little something out back for a serious conversation like this. Wanna go grab it while I enlighten our mutual friend here?” 
 
    Then he was turning back to Jen before Dorian could say a word, his manner already becoming expansive, his high-pitched voice louder than ever. Dorian got the impression he wanted everyone in the room – hell, the entire building – to hear. 
 
    “The Other Girl isn’t about appropriation, darling. It’s about longing. Desire for the impossible. When I set up my GoFundMe page…” 
 
    Be right back, Dorian mouthed to Jen over Basil’s shoulder. His new girlfriend gave him a secretive wink Dorian pretended to miss. 
 
    The storage room at the back of Basil’s studio was cramped, almost dark. Dorian was searching for booze for almost five minutes before he accidentally stumbled across Basil’s stash and realized he’d been sent in here for pot in the first place. 
 
    He was about to head back into the studio again, where he could still hear Basil pontificating, when something caught his eye. Made him stop.  
 
    There, against the far wall, lay a single, large canvas.  
 
    It was covered by an old dust sheet, its contents hidden bar a single corner that had slumped down. But it was still obvious to Dorian what it was. What it must be. 
 
    There was nothing else in here that could have been Darina’s portrait.  
 
    For a moment, Dorian almost ignored it. Almost went back to the party, back to Basil, back to Jen… 
 
    He tugged the corner of the dust cover down, pulled the sheet to one side. Stepped back, and felt a weird sense of disappointment settle over him. 
 
    “Oh.” Dorian wasn’t even aware he was speaking out loud. 
 
    The portrait before him wasn’t Darina’s. Well, it was, but not the portrait. It was a different one, a sequel or something that Basil had painted without telling him. 
 
    It was still set in Basil’s studio. Still featured Darina.  
 
    But everything had changed. 
 
    The ghostly emptiness of the studio had given way to a party. Where Darina had once been in a summer dress, posed in the center of the room, she now lounged against a wall, a black cocktail dress clinging to her body, her slender legs lost in a pair of dark tights.  
 
    She’d done her hair, her blonde curls now more like ringlets, tumbling from her crown in a seductive waterfall. She clasped a beer casually in one hand, playing with her hair with the other. There was a flirty smile on her face as she looked up at a tall, dark haired man stood before her, who was saying something even as he was obviously sneaking glances at her dynamite body.  
 
    The two were still the focus of the picture. Still the thing your eyes were drawn to. Only now there were plenty of people in the background, too. People drinking, talking, laughing, admiring paintings. A little group in one corner, listening to someone talk. 
 
    It looked just like the real studio did tonight. 
 
    I didn’t know Basil made more of these, Dorian thought, uneasily. How many…? 
 
    But he never finished his train of thought. Several things in the picture suddenly jumped out at him at once, leaving his head spinning. 
 
    The first was the painted figure standing at the center of the little group, the one everyone was listening to. He was small, barely four inches high on the canvas, but Dorian could tell he was meant to be Basil, pontificating about his Other Girls. 
 
    The second was the caption, etched into the wooden frame, like it had always been there:  
 
    DARINA FLIRTS WITH HER NEW BOYFRIEND, JOE. 
 
    The third was the look in Joe’s dark eyes. The indefinable something in his smile that made Dorian think of a male version of… 
 
    “Jen…?” Dorian heard himself whisper. 
 
    For a moment, he couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything but stare at the painting before him, the new painting Basil had created and left where his old one should have been.  
 
    Abruptly, he grabbed the dust sheet, pulled it back over the portrait. He slipped out the storeroom, went over to where Jen stood on the edge of the small crowd listening to Basil, no longer the focus of his attention, just another bystander to the artist’s loud declamations.  
 
    “Hey,” she frowned at him. “What’s up? You look kinda…” 
 
    “It’s nothing,” Dorian forced up a smile. “I’m just… I need to get outta here.” 
 
    He nodded toward the door. 
 
    “Come with me?” 
 
    Jen looked hesitantly over at Basil, then gave herself a little shake and smiled. 
 
    “I was hoping you’d say that.” 
 
    An hour later, the two of them were back in Dorian’s Shoreditch flat, having urgent sex on the sofa in time to the loud bass booming out of the upstairs neighbor’s apartment. 
 
    As Jen moaned and writhed and whimpered, Dorian closed his eyes and tried not to think about Darina. Tried not to think about what she would be feeling at that exact moment, the feeling of her hips bucking softly as the masculine Joe of her world thrust into her, held her pinned to the sofa, used her and abused her as Dorian had always dreamed of being used… 
 
    When Jen finally fell asleep just after dawn, Dorian fitfully rolled a joint from Basil’s stash and smoked it on the balcony, looking at the distant lights of the City of London’s skyscrapers, his top half bare and cold in the September air. His mind full of thoughts of Darina, and how she’d be wearing a loose t-shirt she’d borrowed off Joe as she smoked out here, the cotton fabric rubbing gently against her pointed nipples as she smiled at the distant, painted lights of London. 
 
    It was then that he realized what he was going to do. 
 
    * 
 
    BOOM! BOOM! 
 
    The thudding of the metal door echoed around the warehouse complex, driving the sleepy, late-morning silence away into the corners and crevices. The detritus of last night’s party sprawled across the ground, as miserable and regretful as a mournful drunk. 
 
    Dorian clasped his slender arms across his chest, trying to ignore the faint autumn chill and cursing himself for only wearing a t-shirt. He silently counted ten and raised his fist again. 
 
    BOOM! BOOM! 
 
    “Whoever is out there,” Basil’s voice, muffled, drunk with sleep (or possibly just drunk), “I swear by all that is gay and girly, I will make you- Dorian?” 
 
    Dorian smiled tightly at the blinking face peering out the darkness. 
 
    “What the sweet Jesus fuck are you-?” 
 
    “Hey, Basil.” Dorian said, quickly. “There’s something I gotta see.” 
 
    Ten minutes later, the two were stood in the storeroom, looking up at the portrait of Darina.  
 
    A few howls and slurred words echoed through from the studio, where a hardcore set of Basil’s friends were still awake and snorting ket, but to Dorian the world felt almost deathly silent.  
 
    “Well?” He heard himself whisper. 
 
    “Well what?” 
 
    “Look at her!” 
 
    The painting before them was not the portrait Basil had painted. But neither was it the painting Dorian had seen last night.  
 
    It had changed again. 
 
    Gone was Basil’s studio. Gone was the party, the night, everything. 
 
    Now the painting showed a balcony on a familiar apartment block, somewhere around Shoreditch. In the distance, skyscrapers twinkled with hazy lights, their shape already visible in the pale dawn air.  
 
    In the middle of the picture, Darina leaned on the railings, a half-smoked joint clasped daintily between her fingers, a lazy smile on her face as she looked towards the distant buildings. She was naked except for a man’s loose top that dangled from her frame, just about covering her ass and hiding her tits from view. 
 
    Her bare, slender legs were faintly dusted with goosepimples. Her long blonde hair was mussed, wild, falling over one shoulder in a way that was both bohemian and strangely seductive. Her eyes were heavy lidded, her makeup attractively smudged, like she’d just enjoyed a very long night. 
 
    Not that the picture left any ambiguity as to what this gorgeous girl had been doing. 
 
    In the background, faintly visible through one glass door, a male form lay crumpled on a double bed, his strong body naked, one muscular arm thrown across his eyes.  
 
    His long, thick cock still half erect from where he’d just finished fucking his girlfriend.  
 
    THE MORNING AFTER, the caption read. 
 
    Beside Dorian, Basil gave a long suffering sigh. 
 
    “Dorian, please tell me you didn’t drag me away from a significant quantity of drugs just to look at this old thing again.” 
 
    “Old thing…? Basil, dude, can’t you see?” 
 
    “See what?” Basil said irritably. “I spent every waking minute for two whole weeks staring at that damn thing.” 
 
    At his words, Dorian felt a trickle of ice run up his spine. The world seemed to sway around him, like everything was about to go sliding away and leaved in trapped in some strange limbo. 
 
    He can’t see it… he realized. He can’t see anything different about it… 
 
    “Dorian,” Basil was saying, “it’s delightful that you’re enjoying Darina so much, but please leave this for social hours, yeah?” 
 
    When Dorian didn’t respond, he sighed again and clapped him on the shoulder.  
 
    “C’mon, join the party. We can do a line and…” 
 
    “In a sec.” Dorian’s mouth was dry, his voice weird and scratchy. “I just gotta… I wanna…” 
 
    “Whatever.” Basil turned, staggered off with a vague wave. “I’ll save a bit for you. Cover her up, yeah?” 
 
    And then he was gone and Dorian was all alone with Darina again. 
 
    In silence, the young man looked at the young girl who was living a parallel life to him. The young girl whose adventures and life in the British capital only he could see. 
 
    A faint nausea was rising in Dorian, mixing with his vertigo. He wasn’t sure if it was the effect of the painting, or the aftereffects of last night’s alcohol. 
 
    What’s happening? He wondered, faintly. Oh God… 
 
    There was something about this new version of the painting, something about the expression on Darina’s face, the shape of the man – of Joe – lying in the background. 
 
    Almost like… 
 
    Almost like, if Dorian closed his eyes, he could remember exactly what it had felt like. To lead Joe back to his apartment, to have the big, strong man pick him up and start kissing him roughly, his powerful hands running through Dorian’s long, blonde hair. 
 
    To lie on his back in the darkness, his face screwed up and his mouth opened in a cute little ‘O’ as his boyfriend thrust into him, making him writhe and scream and moan and beg for more. 
 
    To stand on that balcony, a warm, dull ache in his crotch and a dreamy smile on his face as he looked at the distant lights of London and thought about what a lucky girl he was. 
 
    …What’s happening to me? 
 
    For a second, Dorian had a flash of clarity. A sudden desire to grab a sharp object and start tearing at the canvas, tearing at it and slashing away until it was completely destroyed. 
 
    The moment passed. Instead, Dorian slowly covered up Darina again, and made his way back out into the studio, where he joined the circle of artists, posers and party crashers all doing drugs. 
 
    About an hour later, his mind thick and foggy with ketamine, he found himself sat next to Basil, asking him if he could keep Darina. 
 
    To his surprise, Basil said yes. 
 
    * 
 
    The seasons passed. London moved and shifted, turning gray and dead, then green and bright, before arriving back at the golds and reds of autumn again. Across the city, new towers grew up, old buildings came down, and the writhing mass of people changed subtly, new faces replacing old ones, new fashions flickering over the streets. 
 
    Life itself changed, too. Basil moved his studio eastwards, saying Hackney Wick had had its day. Amy met a boy from Bristol and dropped out of their friendship group to join him.  
 
    One day, Dorian found himself sat on a bench overlooking Regent’s Park with Jen beside him, and heard her say I love you, and felt himself say I love you too right back at her. 
 
    They moved in together not long afterwards, leaving Dorian’s Shoreditch flat for a chic, upmarket place in the suburbs of Leytonstone. A steady stream of cash from Dorian’s mom in Boston meant they could even afford somewhere quite big. 
 
    But one thing remained the same, no matter how much the world outside changed. 
 
    In Dorian’s head, he was always with Darina. 
 
    He’d installed Basil’s painting in a back room of their new flat, not long after they moved in. Jen thought it was a little weird, but Dorian had managed to make it sound suitably ironic, while also reminding her it could appreciate in value if Basil ever got some recognition. 
 
    It helped too that, like Basil, Jen couldn’t see the way the painting moved of its own accord. Couldn’t see the secrets it held. 
 
    She just saw a weird portrait of her boyfriend as a girl, posing alone in Basil’s old studio.  
 
    Nonetheless, Dorian took to keeping the back room locked when Jen was around. 
 
    When she wasn’t, he’d simply sit for hours and drink in his female twin’s life. 
 
    As Dorian’s life shifted, Darina’s life had shifted, too. Like him, she’d moved to a big new apartment on the other side of London. Like him, she’d moved in with her partner.  
 
    But where Dorian often felt like his new life was nothing more than an image, a detailed painting that was flat and false when seen up close, Darina seemed to be having the time of her life. 
 
    Often, Dorian would look in on the painting, and see her and Joe in the middle of some romantic moment.  
 
    They’d both be lying on the sofa together, Darina curled up in Joe’s strong, manly arms as they watched TV, Joe gently fondling one of Darina’s breasts. 
 
    Or they’d be showering together, their naked bodies pressed against one another’s as they kissed beneath a scalding stream of water, Joe’s big cock erect, ready to make love to his woman. 
 
    Or they’d simply be in bed, Darina perched on top of Joe, her eyes closed as she gently rode him, her face a mask of perfect bliss as they fucked. 
 
    And Dorian would find himself thinking of these moments, whenever he and Jen were together. Find himself wanting to lie in Jen’s arms as they watched Netflix, but unable to ask if she’d hold him in such a girly way. 
 
    Find himself stood in the shower, while Jen brushed her teeth at the sink, and wishing the door would open at any second, and Joe would come into the room naked, and take Dorian in his powerful arms, and start kissing him as the water cascaded down their backs. 
 
    Find himself making love to Jen, closing his eyes so he couldn’t see her feminine face, trying desperately not to imagine how it would feel to have a big strong man on top of him, violating him and using him and making him feel more alive than he ever had in his life… 
 
    But there was other stuff, too. Stuff that had nothing to do with romance, yet still made Dorian feel strangely sad and jealous and hopeless whenever he looked at it. 
 
    One day, he came back from a night out with some of his old friends, vaguely depressed at the way they’d just sat in the pub chatting shit to one another. Instead of going upstairs to join Jen in bed, he’d tiptoed to the back room and sneaked a look at Darina. 
 
    She’d been sat in a cocktail bar on a night out with three gorgeous female friends. They were all smiling, dressed in short dresses, and looked like they were having the time of their lives.  
 
    On the edges of the painting, men were casually sneaking glances at them. Other women were looking at them with clear envy. Yet there were no signs of caring on any of their faces. 
 
    It had been like the four women were sitting in a spotlight, the happiest, most carefree girls in the bar, perhaps in the whole of London. Four young, professional women with the world at their feet, so unashamedly comfortable in their lives that they looked like angels. 
 
    When Dorian finally went to bed that night, he’d looked down at his own naked, slender male body, then over at the curvy form of Jen and felt a wave of disgust sweeping over him so powerful it almost made him want to vomit. 
 
    It wasn’t like Darina’s life was always perfect. There were bad moments, sure. Even moments when she seemed to be worse off than Dorian. 
 
    One time, Dorian had peeked into the back room after a quiet, dull morning with Jen, expecting to see Darina and Joe living as the perfect couple. To his surprise, the painting had shown the bedroom in disarray, and Darina lying facedown on her bedsheets, her face a mask of tears and anger all at once. 
 
    The caption had simply read: AFTER THE ARGUMENT. 
 
    Another time, Dorian had received an unexpectedly high mark for one of his 3rd year essays and gone out to celebrate. It had been a good night, a great night, and he’d been curious whether Darina’s had been better. 
 
    It turned out it wasn’t even close. Darina was sat, curled up on the sofa in her pink dressing gown, a miserable look on her face and a pile of tissues beside her as Joe fixed her a cup of tea in the background. 
 
    DOWN WITH THE FLU, was the title. 
 
    But, by and large, Dorian felt that his double was getting the better deal. As his days in with Jen began to get duller, before becoming boring, then actively something he dreaded, Darina and Joe seemed to fall ever more deeply in love. 
 
    As he began to drift apart from his friends, he watched Darina go through a succession of girly nights out, group trips into the English countryside, and shopping sprees on Oxford Street with her gal pals, each time looking more perfect than the last. 
 
    And, as he and Jen slowly stopped having sex, he watched as Darina and Joe made love like a couple still in the honeymoon stage. Watched as this big strong man seduced the female him in the most unexpected places – at college, while out for a walk, at a dinner party at a friend’s house – and made love to him, gently, expertly, passionately.  
 
    It was after watching Darina and Joe screw on a romantic holiday in the countryside one weekend that Dorian finally went out and bought Jen the ring. 
 
    * 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I sort of thought it was obvious.” 
 
    Dorian awkwardly shifted the small box in his hand, the small, light box that was heavy with the weight of the future – their future. In all the times he’d run through this moment in his head, he’d never imagined it going quite like this. 
 
    Sat across the table from him, Jen looked at the ring box with all the enthusiasm of a woman contemplating a trip to her gynecologist. She let out a tiny sigh. 
 
    “Put it away. Please.” 
 
    “What? No. You’re supposed to…” Dorian caught himself just in time. “I mean, don’t you wanna…?” 
 
    To his surprise, Jen nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, of course. More than anything in the world.” 
 
    “Well, great. Then-” 
 
    “But not like this.”  
 
    Dorian glanced around the restaurant. The chic-yet-classy place he’d booked months in advance. The place everyone from Time Out to Vice had been talking about (the latter in a snarky sort of way, but still). 
 
    He turned back to Jen. 
 
    “Then how?” 
 
    “Dorian…” Jen suddenly looked very tired. “I do want this, so, so much. And I want it with you…” 
 
    “But…?” 
 
    “But with the real you.” Jen sat back. “If there even is such a thing.” 
 
    At her words, Dorian had a sudden flash of himself in Darina’s body, sat across a table just like this from Joe, one slender leg crossed over the other, a perfect smile on his feminine face as Joe quietly slid the little box across the table to him, a rush of laughter overwhelming him as he looked from the diamond ring to his future husband’s face and tearfully whispered… 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean.” 
 
    “I know you don’t Dorian, and that’s the whole problem. Like… look at this place. Look at us. This isn’t how people really propose, it’s how they propose in movies.” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure,” Dorian said, slowly, “that in the entire history of the world, at least one other man has popped the question over dinner.” 
 
    He thought Jen might roll her eyes. Or laugh. Or even poke her tongue out at him.  
 
    Instead she just gave him a hopeless little look that chilled him to his soul. 
 
    “You’re not a real person Dorian. Everything you do… it’s like you’re doing it because you thinkyou should be doing it. When we talk, it’s like, I dunno…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Like you’re just making sounds. Like you’re a-a radio or something. Just a dumb piece of plastic giving the impression it’s got life inside it.” 
 
    She put one hand on her forehead. 
 
    “God, I’ve been trying not to think like this, but when you did that… 
 
    It’s like, I want to love you. I think I do love you. But not like you’re meant to love someone. I love the image I had of you, when I was chasing after you like a dumb fucking schoolgirl. That’s all anyone loves about you Dorian. Know what I’ve realized? 
 
    That’s all there is. There’s nothing else. God, my life, our lives… it’s like we’re just-” 
 
    “Living in a painting?” Dorian could hardly breathe. 
 
    “Yeah.” Jen nodded unhappily. “Yeah, that’s it.” 
 
    Silence. Nearby diners pretended not to be listening. 
 
    At last, Jen stood up. 
 
    “I gotta go. My mum, she lives nearby…” 
 
    “Will…?” Dorian could hardly believe he was asking this. “Will I… y’know. See you again?” 
 
    “Sure.” A pause. “I think.” 
 
    Jen kissed his cheek. 
 
    “Bye, Dorian. I’ll… I’ll message you soon.” 
 
    Then she was gone. 
 
    For a long time Dorian sat alone at their table, the expensive little box still in his hand, staring vacantly out the window at the dark shape of the Thames. It occurred to him this moment, this isolated second, in this depressing restaurant, would probably make an excellent picture. A 21st Century Edward Hopper. 
 
    When he got back to their darkened flat, the first thing he did was check in on Darina. To his surprise, there was no sign of an engagement. Just her and Joe, sat together on the sofa, reading like old friends.  
 
    He was less surprised to see how utterly contented she looked. 
 
    * 
 
    “WHAT?” 
 
    “I said, me and Jen broke up.” 
 
    “WHAT?” 
 
    “Me and Jen! We-” 
 
    “DORIAN, I CAN’T… THE MUSIC.” 
 
    Dorian closed his eyes. The heavy bass of the club pressed against him, seemed to pour into every pore of his skin, filling him inside and out, suffocating him. 
 
    “ME AND JEN! WE’VE BROKEN UP!” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    A pause. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I SAID: I’M SORRY!” 
 
    “Yeah. Thanks.” 
 
    “WHAT?” 
 
    “Oh, for fucks’s sakes…. NEVERMIND!” 
 
    “WHAT?!” 
 
    Around them, the private party flowed, bodies pulsing, people shouting, a world of darkness and dry ice and flashing lasers. All celebrating Basil’s big break. The Saatchi Gallery, his entrance into the realm of London’s artistic elite. 
 
    “DID YOU SAY SOMETHING?” 
 
    “I said the painting’s moving!” 
 
    “WHAT?” 
 
    “I SAID THE PAINTING’S MOVING!” 
 
    “WHAT?” 
 
    * 
 
    It was another year before Joe finally proposed. 
 
    In that time, London had changed again. The world had shifted. But Dorian had seen none of it. 
 
    After Jen had left him and his course had finished, he’d disconnected. Stopped going outside. Let the world drift away and do its own damn thing. 
 
    Now he spent most of his life sat in this one tiny backroom, staring at the life he should have had. 
 
    One by one, his friends had stopped calling. His phone stopped vibrating with new chats, messages, WhatsApps. Until there was nothing left but him, and Darina, and Joe, and their perfect lives. 
 
    The last year had been a good one for the painted couple.  
 
    They’d moved again, into a big house somewhere out in Surrey, in the London commuter belt. Dorian couldn’t be sure as the painting only ever focused on Darina, but he thought Joe had gotten some new job somewhere, maybe as a teacher at a private school. Whatever it was, he thought it was well paid. 
 
    Darina had started a business, selling prints in a fancy South London gallery, and putting artists in touch with sellers across Europe. It looked hard work, but she seemed to be relishing the challenge. 
 
    But that wasn’t the big news. The news so big it eclipsed everything else, made the little changes feel redundant and filled Dorian with a sad and hopeless longing. 
 
    Darina had gotten pregnant. 
 
    It had started with a painting of Darina in the bathroom, looking at something in her hands which Dorian hadn’t realized at the time was a home pregnancy kit. 
 
    It had continued with a painting of Darina in Joe’s arms, both of smiling and crying at once like there was something in them so big they couldn’t stop it from exploding out in any way possible. 
 
    It had included a painting of the two of them at hospital, looking in wonder at the ultra-scan. A painting of Darina, gently rubbing her swollen belly while reading pregnancy books. A painting of the two of them, sat awkwardly, hopefully, side by side at birthing classes. 
 
    A painting of the two of them delicately making love, Darina coiled on her side, her large belly swollen, her boobs big and sore with milk, her eyes closed in perfect bliss as her man slowly penetrated her.  
 
    And now here they were, with Darina eight months pregnant and practically glowing, and Dorian sat alone in his room watching her happy life unfold in utter misery. 
 
    It was the day of Joe’s proposal. The painting showed them stood in a meadow on a sunny day, not far from the old stone cottage Dorian had watched them vacation in together once, long ago.  
 
    It was a cool-ish day, and both wore jackets. Darina’s long navy blue coat flapped slightly in the breeze, her golden hair trailing out from beneath her cute woolen cap. She was wearing knee-length boots. Tights. A loose-fitting dress just visible beneath her heavy overcoat.  
 
    She was holding one gloved hand to her lips, tears in her eyes as she looked down at the man before her. The man she’d met at that party and fallen in love with. The man of her dreams. 
 
    The man who was now down on one knee, asking her to marry him. 
 
    You didn’t need to look away and wait for the painting to move to know she’d say yes. 
 
    As he stared at the perfect image before him, Dorian felt something rising in him that he’d never felt about Darina before. 
 
    He began to feel horribly bitter. 
 
    Bitch. He thought, dully, stupid, painted, lucky fucking whore of a bitch… 
 
    There was something about how idealized the moment was. How exactly like he’d always wanted to be proposed to that made him almost choke on unhappiness.  
 
    It was like, by creating his painting, Basil had somehow taken all the little escapes of Dorian’s psyche, all his private dreams and idle fantasies, and given them to this other girl. 
 
    Dorian had got the painting, true. The painting which, as Basil’s star rose, was appreciating in value towards the million mark. 
 
    But Darina… 
 
    Darina had got the life he’d always wanted. 
 
    The unfairness of it all was like a hammer, like the heavy bass of a crowded club, beating out against Dorian’s temple, making him want to lash out. To scream. To smash things. 
 
    That should be mine, he thought, savagely. My life, my husband, my… 
 
    He sat there silently for another twenty minutes, stewing over the image before him. Then he realized what he had to do. 
 
    The knife was sharp, its stainless steel blade and handle glinting in the faint light. Dorian carried it through from the kitchen and stood before the painting, a sulky, closed off look on his handsome face. 
 
    “This was meant to be mine,” he whispered, unaware he was talking out loud, “if I can’t have it…” 
 
    For a moment, he hesitated. The painting was worth a lot of money. Maybe he could just sell it on to someone, forget about it, go back out into the real world and start enjoying life again. He could even call Jen. He could even… 
 
    Fuck that. 
 
    With a hysterical laugh, Dorian raised the knife. He aimed it straight at Darina’s head and brought it slashing down, laughing as it sliced through the canvas, laughing as the perfect image folded open, an ugly, jagged tear running down his doppelganger’s face. Laughing… laughing… 
 
    And then there was a sudden, brilliant burst of color, almost like a wave of paint was washing over him, and Dorian Gray laughed no more. 
 
    * 
 
    “Dinny? Hey, Dinny, are you…?” 
 
    As Joe watched from the doorway, his pregnant fiancée blinked, glanced up at him, then looked down at herself, as if seeing her swollen breasts and heavy belly for the first time. She was knelt on the wooden floorboards, dressed only in her white dressing gown. Before her, the painting that Basil had done of her as a young boy, all those years ago, lay in tattered ruins. 
 
    “Jesus, Dinny. What happened?” 
 
    “Huh?” The beautiful woman on the floor slowly looked back up at Joe, her face still so soft, so open, so perfect it gave the big, strong man chills. 
 
    Her confusion slowly ebbed away. Darina slowly shook her head. 
 
    “Oh, nothing. I just… I just…” 
 
    She turned back to the painting. Joe waited for her to go on, a faint worm of fear gnawing in his gut, worried at what the hell had just happened to the woman he loved. 
 
    “I just got tired of looking at it is all,” Darina said, slowly. “Of seeing that miserable boy leading his miserable life.” 
 
    She looked back up at him. 
 
    “He just looked so sad, you know?” 
 
    Joe nodded. He’d always thought Basil’s painting had been weirdly melancholy, not at all like the vibrant, laughing Darina he knew. 
 
    I guess she thought so, too… 
 
    It wasn’t like the painting was worth anything, anyway. Since Basil had given up art to follow Joe into teaching, his old Other Boy paintings were little more than sad reminders of the party life they all used to have. 
 
    “Sure.” He said, gently. “But did you really have to…?” 
 
    To his surprise, his future wife nodded. 
 
    “It-it was starting to feel like he was watching us, y’know?” She murmured, putting down the knife and hugging her arms across her breasts. “Like he was judging us, our lives. Like he hatedme…” 
 
    “Hey now.” 
 
    As she shuddered, Joe stepped into the room, sank to his knees, put his strong, protective arms around her. 
 
    She feels so small, he marveled, as he always did, so helpless… 
 
    “Is it the pregnancy?” He murmured. “This is a big step, Dinny, we’re only twenty three…” 
 
    Darina shook her head. Her long, blonde locks fell casually over one shoulder. 
 
    “No, it was something else. Something… don’t laugh, OK? It felt almost… scary.” 
 
    Joe clutched his fiancée tighter, suddenly scared himself. He’d heard of psychosis brought on by pregnancy, but he’d never expected- 
 
    “It’s OK.” Darina suddenly kissed him, that old, mischievous smile in her eyes. “I know what you’re thinking, and I’m not going mad. I know it’s not real. It was just… more of a metaphor, I guess.” 
 
    “OK.” Joe looked doubtfully at his sexy, beautiful, crazy, maddening, wonderful girl. “And now…?” 
 
    Darina smiled again.  
 
    “I feel… good. Better. Almost like…” 
 
    She gave a self-conscious laugh, as if aware of how crazy she sounded. 
 
    “…almost like I’m whole again. Like maybe he was part of me, and Basil somehow trapped him in that painting, but now… 
 
    …now we’re one person again.” 
 
    Joe looked doubtfully at the ruined painting. 
 
    “Dinny, you’re not making any…” 
 
    “I know.” Joe’s gorgeous fiancée kissed him again, properly this time, her soft lips moving against his, her tongue swirling around the insides of his mouth.  
 
    She sat back. 
 
    “I don’t expect you to understand. I just want you to know it’s… it’s cool now. I’m happy. And I won’t do any crazy shit like this again. Promise.” 
 
    She laughed. Joe smiled. 
 
    “So, if he’s back in you, does that mean I’m secretly screwing a…” 
 
    “Maybe.” Darina’s eyes twinkled. “Maybe he’s in here with me right now, checking out this body of mine. His. Ours. And maybe, just maybe, he’s looking at you… 
 
    …and thinking he wants to make up for lost time.” 
 
    Abruptly, she stood up. 
 
    “C’mon,” she took Joe’s hand, that twinkle still in her eye. “I’ve got a sudden craving for my man to take me back to bed and show me just how much he loves me.” 
 
    Joe grinned up at her, the torn painting already half-forgotten. 
 
    “Your wish, my lady,” he growled, raising himself up and sweeping the giggling Darina into his strong, thick arms, “is my command.” 
 
    And then they were gone. The perfect couple, with the perfect lives. The lives they always wantedto lead. 
 
    On the floor of the back room, a painted face looked up at their retreating backs, a rip down one side where the knife had penetrated its flesh. 
 
    If you didn’t know any better you’d swear that, for the first time since it had been painted, the portrait of Dorian Gray – the Other Boy – looked truly happy. 
 
    The End 
 
    * 
 
    Like what you’ve read?  
 
    * 
 
    Lisa’s Afterword: 
 
    “A lot of TG authors suffer from repetition. As writers in a niche category, we're prone to revisiting the same plot lines again and again. Something happens to make our hero become a girl. He spends time looking in the mirror at his new body. He - reluctantly - falls in love with a man, and comes to accept his feminine side lying in this stud's arms. Rinse and repeat. 
 
    Don't get me wrong. I love classic escapism as much as you do. For this story though, I wanted to try something different. You probably recognized the title, even before you started reading. You may even have thought you knew where this tale was going. Well, I hope you were proved partly wrong. Part of the joy of writing this tale was throwing in little unexpected twists and turns, while also trying to imagine Dorian’s life as an arty hipster living in modern day east London. Hopefully, it all added up to a TG tale the likes of which you’ve never read before…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Also by Lisa Change 
 
    Turned into a Cowgirl 
 
    City boy Lloyd has always dreamed of heading out west and starting a new life in that rugged, manly world. And now his dream has come true. There’s just one problem. He isn’t a 'he' anymore…

One morning, Lloyd wakes up to find himself transformed into a busty, dark-haired beauty named Nancy. Magically dressed in leather boots, a tiny denim jacket and a cute little cowboy hat, this wannabee cowboy must suddenly learn to deal with life as the cutest cowgirl in the West!

But the spell has changed more than just Lloyd’s body. Suddenly married to a muscular, protective hunk of a cowboy, Lloyd must fight his new body’s urges to play the part of the perfect little wifey… or risk becoming the love of this powerful, rugged man’s life!

Have Lloyd’s dreams really come true? Or is this the beginning of a nightmare…? 
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Turned into the Office Bimbo 
 
    Darren has always looked down on the women in his office. Patronizing them. Belittling them. Touching them inappropriately. But the girls have just discovered the perfect revenge…

One morning, Darren wakes up to find himself transformed into a large breasted, 25-year old walking wet dream named Mimi. Suddenly, this sexist alpha male is struggling to deal with life as the hottest girl in his office! 

But the girls aren’t done with Darren. Before the day is out, this former male will find himself cross-dressed, humiliated, and sent to find himself in the arms of a strong man. For the poor new office bimbo, it looks like her TG nightmare is only just beginning! 
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mall of Change 
 
    “I didn’t mean to do it. I didn’t mean to get caught creeping on those chicks. But somehow They saw me. And now They’re making me turn into a girl…

With each step through this mall, I can feel my body changing. Feel myself getting smaller, my arms and legs losing muscle, my hair becoming long and shiny. I can feel my face slowly becoming the soft and pretty face of a teenage girl. Feel my manhood disappearing.

My clothes are changing, too. My sharp suit has turned into a cute little dress. I’m suddenly finding myself interested in clothes, and makeup, and getting my nails done.

I can feel my mind going. Like I’m forgetting what it’s like to be male, to be a grown up with responsibilities. Like I can no longer remember being anything but this pretty, carefree teen.

I need to get out of this mall, before I get trapped this way. Before I get permanently stuck as a teenage girl. Before I forget who I really am. I need to get out…

…don’t I?” 
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 About the Author 
 
    Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.  
 
    If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...  
 
    To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her blog. 
 
    * 
 
    If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon. 
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