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    “You sure it’s no bother?” 
 
    James forced up what he hoped was a casual smile. 
 
    “What? No, of course not,” he lied. “Besides, I’m already here, aren’t I?” 
 
    At his words, Samantha gave one of those slightly-embarrassed smiles she always gave when she was asking a favor. One of the ones where her lips compressed down to a thin line, and her wide blue eyes grew even wider, like she was both slightly ashamed and trying to hold back laughter. 
 
    Although he would never say so out loud, James was certain she knew what sort of effect those smiles had on him. 
 
    “Yeah, I know…” Samantha slipped her satchel over one bare shoulder, “but, like, it’s two friggin’ nights, and I thought it’d be fine, but Rory kept saying you’d be bored…” 
 
    The sound of Rory’s name almost made James bite the inside of his cheek. He tried not to let a flicker of annoyance pass across his face. 
 
    “Bored? Me? You serious?” He gave a fake laugh, gestured the console sat before Samantha’s giant TV. “You’ve got Xbox, food, maybe some pot lying around…” 
 
    “Taking that with me,” Samantha gave a faux-apologetic smile, “but, hey, there’s beer in the fridge.” 
 
    “Oh wow. Beer? How, uh, exciting.” 
 
    “Hey! I was being nice.” Samantha folded her arms over her large breasts, arched one perfect penciled eyebrow. “I could always take the beer with me, too.” 
 
    “Nah, it’s cool. Just joking. I just mean…” 
 
    James spread his skinny arms wide, taking in the vast, redbrick space around them, “how could I be bored here?” 
 
    Here was Samantha’s vast, downtown apartment, the one with the oh-so-trendy bare brick walls, the huge picture window looking out over the city, and the expensive minimalist furniture her parents had had designed especially for her. 
 
    Here was also where James would be spending the next two nights, housesitting and keeping an eye out for burglars he already knew would never, ever come. 
 
    But it was somewhere else, too. 
 
    Here was also the prison James had built for himself, stupidly, brick by goddamn brick. 
 
    The prison he returned to, time and again, like some ex-con who no longer knew how to live in the outside world. 
 
    As these thoughts flitted through James’ mind, Samantha sighed and gave one of her little smiles. 
 
    “Honestly, I don’t think you could be bored anywhere. You’re too… what’s the word?” 
 
    “Fun? Awesome? Amazeballs?” 
 
    Samantha laughed. 
 
    “I was actually thinking happy.” She shook her head, her long, blonde ponytail bobbing behind her, “you just always seem so… content, y’know? I don’t think I’ve ever known anyone as in the moment as you are.” 
 
    James smiled back at her, smiled back across the vast, incomprehensible gulf stretching out between them. 
 
    If only you knew, he thought. 
 
    If only you knew what you’ve done to me. 
 
    Whenever he looked directly at Samantha like this, he felt that strange sensation creeping up across his skin. 
 
    That weird mixture of fear, and shame, and desire, and self-loathing, and… 
 
    …and lust. 
 
    As the two smiled at one another, looking for all the world like the most casual friends in the world, James could feel himself studying every inch of her through his peripheral vision. Samantha. 
 
    The girl of his dreams for five long, lonely years. 
 
    She had a cute face, with a little button nose and high cheekbones, her blue eyes framed by a pair of thick rimmed glasses that made her look like a supermodel from the early 2010s. 
 
    Her wavy blonde hair was pulled back into a simple ponytail that almost seemed to shine in the sunlight. 
 
    She wore a very low cut mustard-color top, the fabric pulled tight across her large breasts. 
 
    Her hips were round – maybe a little too wide for her figure – and clad in a pair of tiny denim shorts. 
 
    Her legs were long and pale, decorated with little tattoos, so similar to the long, wavy ink lines on her arms. 
 
    She was ever-so slightly chubby, but in a way that made her somehow more attractive. Made her seem more real, and so therefore more beautiful, than any of the girls you saw in magazines. 
 
    Even her khaki walking boots were sexy in a way James could only dimly comprehend.  
 
    In his opinion, the girl before him was perfect. She was beautiful. She was intelligent. She was fun. 
 
    And she was about to head off on a romantic weekend break with a guy James privately thought was a total douche. 
 
    At long last, Samantha shifted a little awkwardly. Looked down at her feet. 
 
    “Um, so… I guess I’d better be…” she waved one hand vaguely at the door, “Rory’s gonna be downstairs in, like, five…” 
 
    She bit her bottom lip gently, momentarily looked anxious. 
 
    Then she was turning back to James, a big smile splitting across her face again as she stepped forward, looped her arms around his neck and pulled him into a gentle hug. 
 
    “Thanks so much!” She breathed, rocking his slender body from side to side, “you’re such a… 
 
    …such a great friend.” 
 
    It couldn’t have hurt more if she’d just pulled out a knife and stabbed him through the heart. 
 
    But James didn’t let any of this show. He never did. 
 
    Instead, he simply hugged Samantha back, aware that he could faintly feel her boobs, pressing gently against his chest.  
 
    Aware, too, that he wanted nothing more than to hug her tighter, to feel her feminine body against his, to move his hands down to her hips, to pull back, to look deep into her eyes… 
 
    …but knowing also that doing such a thing was no more possible than flying or traveling through time. 
 
    There was a distant beep of a horn. Samantha slipped out from the hug, eyes wide. 
 
    “Rory. You know, he planned all this, kept it a secret for like, forever? What that cabin must’ve cost him…” 
 
    She sighed and gave James another thin-lipped, wide eyed smile. 
 
    “Thanks so, so, so much. I promise, when I get back, I’ll buy you a beer. No, two. Three. Like, maybe more.” 
 
    “Sure,” James mumbled, “that’d be…” 
 
    But then there was another beep, Samantha was shouldering her bag, saying goodbye, and then there was the sound of running footsteps, the distant slamming of a door, and James was all alone. 
 
    “…that’d be nice,” he finished. 
 
    With Samantha gone, a sheet of silence seemed to drop from the rafters, to settle over the apartment like dust: heavy, suffocating. 
 
    For a moment, James wondered if he should go to the big picture window. Tried to picture himself standing there, waving, while Samantha looked back up at him and gave him one, last, perfect smile… 
 
    But then he remembered Rory. Rory, who’d give him one of those stony looks from behind his dark glasses. 
 
    Rory, the big, confident man Samantha had found at college, who always looked at James like he knew what was going on inside this scrawny boy’s mind. 
 
    No, he couldn’t risk waving at Samantha, couldn’t risk giving Rory yet more reason to be suspicious of him. 
 
    Couldn’t do the one thing that might break him out this cage he’d built. 
 
    So James simply stood there, unmoving, until he heard the faint rumble of an engine and knew the rich girl he lusted after was gone, gone to that expensive little cabin in the mountains Rory had paid for with his trust fund. 
 
    When he was sure he was all alone, James glanced listlessly around the apartment. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    * 
 
    The rest of the day passed in a hopeless daze. 
 
    At first, James tried playing Xbox and drinking a couple of the fancy craft beers Samantha had left for him, but he soon grew bored and decided to explore the apartment instead. 
 
    He’d been here before, of course.  
 
    Whenever Samantha called him out of the blue, in floods of tears, wailing that Rory had just said he didn’t know if he loved her anymore, and could he please come around and comfort her? 
 
    Whenever Samantha needed a house sitter, and messaged her very best friend, asking if he could please, please, please help her out, just this once? 
 
    Weirdly, she always seemed to be busy when James was the one in need of a hand.  
 
    “Don’t be like that,” James muttered as he poked around the bookshelves he’d examined hundreds of times before. “You’re such a fucking cynic.” 
 
    Initially James confined his wandering to the living room, flipping through odd books he’d not seen before, examining the expensive vintage radio Samantha probably never used. 
 
    But before long, he found himself inside Samantha’s vast bedroom, poking around and wondering why he felt vaguely like he was doing something wrong. 
 
    Frame upon frame filled with old family photos lined the dresser and the window ledge, frozen faces smiling out from a distant past. 
 
    As James picked through them, examining the unknown men and women, he found himself playing a sad version of Where’s Waldo?, trying to pick out the girl he loved at various ages. 
 
    I wonder what it must be like, he thought, looking forlornly at a picture of Samantha in a yellow bikini, grinning at camera from a pristine beach in Europe, having a life like this. Being this rich. This cared for. 
 
    Looking so beautiful. 
 
    The thought made him look up, glance at his reflection in the body length mirror at the foot of Samantha’s bed. 
 
    His reflection, with its unruly dark hair, impossibly skinny frame, soft face and weak chin dusted with stubble stared impassively back at him. 
 
    Whatever it’s like, I bet it’s better than living like this… 
 
    The minutes passed, stretched out into hours as James continued his bored survey of Samantha’s life. 
 
    Almost without meaning to, he soon found himself looking through the clothes racks she kept in the corner of her huge, designer bedroom. Picking up items, examining them. 
 
    There were a lot of dresses he hadn’t seen her wear in years. Dresses he vaguely remembered from senior year at high school, when he’d first fallen head over heels for the girl in art class. 
 
    When he’d first stupidly let her friendzone him. 
 
    James’ fingers closed on the lacy strap of a white bra.  
 
    He hesitated, then pulled it off the rack, guiltily looking around, as though expecting Rory to suddenly come bursting into the room with a loud Ah-ha! 
 
    But, of course, no-one came. James held the bra in his hands, surprised at how big it looked. 
 
    He’d always been aware that Samantha had big tits. Hell, it was all he could do to stop himself from staring at them sometimes. 
 
    But seeing her bra like this made him realize just how stacked she really was. 
 
    All those times as a teenager, pulling his sister’s B cup bra out the washing machine and going gross!, he’d come to think that was just what size bras were. 
 
    Now holding Samantha’s bra, though, he could see just how dumb he’d been. 
 
    “Double D,” he murmured, reading the label out loud. “Guess it makes sense…” 
 
    It was funny. Somehow, knowing precisely how big Samantha’s tits were made him feel… closer to her, almost. More like he could imagine what it must be like to see the world from inside her body. 
 
    James wasn’t sure if he was being empathetic or just creepy. 
 
    It was as he was putting the bra back over the railing that he saw it. 
 
    There, half hidden beneath some fancy pairs of lacy panties… 
 
    …lay a dildo. 
 
    It was one of those old Rampant Rabbits that got super popular after turning up on Sex and the City, with the vibrating ‘ears’ that were meant to send your clit wild. 
 
    It was pink, long – longer than James’s cock, he was embarrassed to see – but thin, and with a smooth, bulbous end that looked both like a dick and somehow less threatening.  
 
    At the sight of it, unbidden images began to rise in James’ mind. 
 
    Samantha… lying naked on the bed, her heavy breasts dangling free and her long legs spread apart, her lips dangling open in a dazed ‘O’ as she slowly slips the dildo into her dripping pussy… 
 
    Samantha, playing with herself in the shower, her long hair wet and lying down her back, her eyes half closed as she lets the vibrator flick at her clit, sending waves of pleasure shooting across her skin… 
 
    Samantha, moaning helplessly as James drove the dildo into her, looking up at him with in surrender as he forced her to experience pleasure beyond anything she’d ever known… 
 
    There was a tap at the window. James blinked the images away, a wave of guilt washing over him. 
 
    He looked around, quickly trying to hide his erection, but there was nobody there. Just a raven, sitting on the ledge in a beam of sunlight, looking at him quizzically. 
 
    “Go on.” James waved his hand at it. “Shoo!” 
 
    But the bird didn’t move. It simply kept staring at him, as though its dark eyes could see inside him, see his secret wish. 
 
    “Creepy little bastard.” James wasn’t sure if he was talking about the bird or himself. 
 
    Still, he put the bra back on the railing, trying to ignore the dildo. Left Samantha’s room, went back to playing Xbox One, trying to convince himself it was all cool, that he wasn’t acting strangely. 
 
    He was so convincing he almost believed himself. 
 
    * 
 
    That night, a huge storm rolled across the city, a churning wall of dark clouds that brought sheets of lightning in its wake. 
 
    Lying in Samantha’s bed, James watched the lightning flash outside, casting weird purple shadows on the ceiling. 
 
    He’d gone to bed just after half nine, when the power had gone out following a heavy boom of thunder, sending the Xbox silent. 
 
    Samantha had laid the sofa bed out for him, all nice and ready, but James had instead found himself fumbling his way into her bedroom, stripping down into his underpants, and clambering beneath the sheets. 
 
    Now here he lay, as midnight approached, the faint smell of Samantha all around him, enveloping him, as the storm rumbled outside. 
 
    He couldn’t even tell you why he was in this bed, why he’d decided to torture himself by sleeping here. 
 
    It hadn’t even felt like his decision. More like he was moving on automatic. 
 
    Yet, as James looked up at the distant shadows above him, he couldn’t help but feel like he belonged here. Like he should be lying here every single night, Samantha a faint, sleeping shadow beside him. 
 
    “I wish I did sleep here every single night,” James muttered, unaware he was talking out loud. 
 
    No sooner were the words out his mouth than there was a terrific burst of white light that burned strange shapes on his retinas, followed by an almighty CRACK! 
 
    Jesus, that was just outside the window, James thought. 
 
    He yanked Samantha’s sheets up over his head, like he was a kid again, breathed her scent deeply in, so it filled his mind. 
 
    How the Hell am I ever gonna get to sleep in this weather? 
 
    Before he could even answer himself, there was another burst of light, this one so bright that it seemed to burn through the sheets, to make his entire body vanish on a wave of white. 
 
    He didn’t know if he fell asleep immediately after or what, but he never even heard the thunder. 
 
    * 
 
    What finally woke James up was the rain. 
 
    It was falling in sporadic but heavy drops outside, hitting the windows with a repetitive thunk! Thunk! Thunk! 
 
    At first, he tried to ignore it. Threw one slender arm over his eyes and tried to go back to sleep, a soft whimper of protest escaping his throat.  
 
    Tried to recapture the dream he’d been having, the one that had given him a deep feeling of pleasant warmth in his crotch.   
 
    The dream involving Samantha. 
 
    Thunk! Thunk! Thunk!  
 
    Did I leave the damn window open? James groused in his mind. Why the hell is it so loud…? 
 
    Thunk! Thunk! 
 
    “Oh for fuck’s sake!” 
 
    James was out the bed and on his feet before he even knew what he was doing, groggily staggering across Samantha’s bedroom in the weak gray light, one dainty hand irritably rubbing at his eyes.  
 
    His long hair trailed out behind him as he went, tickling at his bare back, irritating him. 
 
    Should’ve worn a hairband…  
 
    There seemed to be something weird about the thought, but James was far too sleepy to put his finger on it.  
 
    Just as he was far too sleepy to think much about the weird weight that seemed to be pulling on his chest. 
 
    The window was indeed open. Just a crack, but enough to let the thunk! of each raindrop onto the metal fire escape go from a distant irritation to a potential headache. 
 
    His eyes still mostly closed, James yanked the window shut. It was stiff and took him longer than expected, almost like he’d become weaker overnight. 
 
    God I hope not. I’m already weedy enough as it is… 
 
    The strange thing was, though, he didn’t feel weedy. 
 
    Even through the fog of sleep, he could feel the slight doughy feeling around his stomach, the way his sides felt a little… softer, almost like… 
 
    Almost like I’ve put on weight… James frowned. But not just any weight… 
 
    He could feel the new heaviness, centered on his ass, which suddenly seemed to be stretching the fabric of his boxers. Could feel it, too, centered on his chest, weighing him down. 
 
    Deep inside James’ brain, a little warning light went off. A signal in the darkness, too faint for his conscious mind to yet decode and understand, but a warning that something was very wrong. 
 
    Am I still asleep? Is this some weird-ass dream about being normal weight…?  
 
    But he knew he wasn’t asleep. 
 
    The longer he stood on his bare feet in this cold room, the more awake he felt.  
 
    Then what…?  
 
    With the superhuman effort of someone whose only wish is to go back to bed and sleep another six hours, James raised his small fists to his face. Rubbed the sand out of his eyes. Blinked them open… 
 
    …and felt the bottom of his mind go falling out. 
 
    The first thing he noticed was that he was suddenly blind. 
 
    Well. Not blind blind, but, y’know, not 20/20 either.  
 
    Samantha’s room was all soft at the edges and blurry, like someone had smeared Vaseline over a camera lens. 
 
    My glasses. James thought, numbly, I’m not wearing my glasses. 
 
    But he didn’t need to be wearing his glasses to know what had happened to him. 
 
    There, on the other side of the room, he could still make out through his damaged vision the oblong shape of Samantha’s full body mirror; the one he’d watched her try outfits on in so many times, wondering why he was torturing himself like this. Wishing that she could be his. 
 
    And now that wish had come true in the weirdest possible way. 
 
    Inside the mirror, blurry but recognizable, Samantha stood topless and without her glasses, her heavy breasts dangling and a confused, half-asleep expression just about visible on her cute face. 
 
    She was wearing a pair of men’s gray boxers, the elastic stretched to accommodate her feminine waist, her big, girly ass filling up the fabric. 
 
    She was stood by the window, her shoulders slumped in a way James had never seen before.  
 
    Almost as if she was used to being the sort of boy who was scared of people, who instinctively made himself smaller to appear less threatening. 
 
    Almost as if she were him. 
 
    A feeling of unreality washed over James. He took a slow, hesitant step toward the mirror, sure this was all in his imagination. Watched in horror as Samantha’s reflection slowly stepped toward him, too, her gorgeous features becoming clearer as she got closer. 
 
    Slowly, James reached up. Touched the long, shiny blonde hair now growing from his crown. Felt his smooth cheeks, suddenly devoid of their wiry stubble, grown to hide his weak chin. 
 
    Then, as if his head was on gears, he looked down at himself. 
 
    James’ big breasts were poking out before him, a big, proud pair of DD boobs with light brown nipples that were all pointy in the cold morning air. 
 
    Like a man in a dream, James lowered his dainty hands. Took his big new tits in his palms. Gave them a bounce and felt in horror a bizarre jiggling shoot through his chest. 
 
    Frantically, he looked back up into the mirror, into Samantha’s frightened, beautiful face. 
 
    “Oh my God!” He suddenly wailed in a soft, familiar voice that wasn’t his own. “I’m a girl!” 
 
    And he was. 
 
    He was Samantha. 
 
    * 
 
    For the rest of his life, James would never forget the crazy minutes that followed looking in the mirror. 
 
    How he screamed as loudly as he could, watching in fright as Samantha’s reflection screamed right along with him, her big blue eyes wide with terror. 
 
    How he frantically pulled his shorts down and bent over, staring at the thing now growing between his legs. At the pussy he now owned. 
 
    How he clambered back under the sheets and pulled them back over his head, shaking as he did so and tried whispering I wish I was James… I wish I was James! over and over. 
 
    And also how, no matter how long he stayed curled up there, he couldn’t escape the reality of his new body. 
 
    Couldn’t ignore the way his large new breasts rested against one another. How his long hair lay across his face and got in the way; even how the smell of his own skin had changed. 
 
    But, most of all, how he could now feel the strange opening between his legs where his cock had once been. 
 
    Eventually, though, the shock had worn off a little. The desperate hope that wishing himself back might work had faded… 
 
    …and, at last, James had sat back up in Samantha’s bed, let the sheets fall from his new, female body. Found Samantha’s glasses sat beside the bed and put them on, the heavy frames balancing on his button nose. 
 
    In the bottom of his vision, he could see the curvy female body he was now attached to, with its long, smooth legs, tight waist, and hips that seemed almost surreally big to his boy-mind. 
 
    Above that, on the other side of the room, he could make out Samantha in the mirror. Dazed, gorgeous, helpless Samantha, staring back at him, so beautiful in her confusion that James felt his heart ache. 
 
    Gradually, the panic drained from his system. The horror of his unexpected situation dissipated. 
 
    Finally, about an hour after he’d first screamed, James delicately wet his pouty lips, opened his mouth. 
 
    “This is fucked up,” he whispered in Samantha’s voice, watching with a feeling of unreality as his secret crush moved her lips in time with his in the mirror. “How… how can I be you?” 
 
    But the mirror Samantha had no answer. She looked just as confused as he felt. 
 
    “But…” James went on after a pause, “if I am Samantha now, and your body is mine…” 
 
    He felt a strange smile come onto his gorgeous new face. A naughty, evil little smile that both looked out of place on Samantha’s features, and seemed strangely sexy. 
 
    “Then I guess I might as well have some fun.” 
 
    * 
 
    The lacy cups of the DD bra rose up in the bottom of James’ vision, squeezing his vast breasts together, holding their perfect shape. 
 
    Dreamily, the transformed boy ran his hands across their sides, feeling his new tits, feeling a thrill run through his body at the sight of them. 
 
    In the mirror James had moved to the very end of the bed, Samantha gave one of her cute, half-embarrassed smiles, her dainty hands playing with her breasts, a pair of lacy blue panties barely hiding her snatch from view. 
 
    Her long blonde hair was tied back in a ponytail, just as James liked it. She was wearing lipstick and mascara that made her look like the woman of every man’s dreams. 
 
    The sight of her alone was enough to make James’ brand new pussy soaking wet. 
 
    “You like that, huh?” He whispered, feeling giddy as Samantha’s reflection spoke in time with him, “you like watching me play with my tits?” 
 
    James forced himself to let out a loud, female moan. 
 
    “God I’m dying for cock.” 
 
    The words felt weird on his lips, almost embarrassing. He wasn’t a homo! 
 
    But the sight of Samantha in the mirror somehow made it all seem OK. Almost like he, James, wasn’t the one playing with his new tits and begging for cock. 
 
    He was simply watching as Samantha do so. Just as he’d always dreamed of. 
 
    And, right now, she was looking perfect. 
 
    Getting his new body to look like this had been quite a challenge.  
 
    Putting a bra on had turned out to be oddly difficult, and applying his makeup had meant spending a half hour leaning in toward the bathroom mirror – trying not to get vertigo from the fact Samantha was staring back out at him. 
 
    But now it was done… 
 
    Now it was done, the sight of Samantha all made up and writhing like that was making James hornier then he’d ever been before in his life. 
 
    “Do you want me to touch my pussy?” he breathed, Samantha’s blue eyes alive. “Do you want me to touch my pussy just for you…” 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    “Just for you… James?” 
 
    Not taking his eyes off the mirror, he forced out a giggle. Watched as Samantha winked at him. 
 
    “Yeah? In that case…” 
 
    He bit his lower lip, consciously trying to make movements he’d seen Samantha make before. 
 
    “Your wish is my command.” 
 
    James let go of his heavy new breasts, aware that his nipples were as hard as bullets. Let Samantha’s dainty hands drift down over his torso, over his curved sides, until they came to rest on his crotch. 
 
    Already, he could feel just how wet he was. How damp and sticky his brand new pussy was. 
 
    It was the strangest feeling he’d ever felt.  
 
    But it was also perhaps the best. 
 
    He had Samantha’s body now. 
 
    And he wanted to experience everything that Samantha did with it. 
 
    A little gasp involuntarily escaped James’ throat. He blinked, one hand between his legs, rubbing at his pussy. 
 
    “Oh fuck…” the girl who used to be a boy breathed, “oh fuck that felt good…” 
 
    He hesitated for a moment, aware that this sensation was something no male should ever know. But also scared of the intense feeling just gently touching his clit had generated. 
 
    Who knew how overwhelming it would be when he really started playing with it? 
 
    “Only one way to find out,” James breathed in Samantha’s voice. 
 
    Like a girl in a dream, he delicately slipped his hands inside his panties, feeling just how damp the fabric already was. Placed his fingertips against his shivering pussy lips. 
 
    And then he began to play with himself. 
 
    A loud, female moan was torn out of James’ throat. He felt his pouty lips dangle open into an ‘O’ of desire.  
 
    In the mirror, a look of uncontrollable pleasure washed over Samantha’s supermodel features. Her dazed eyes locked onto James’ as she sensuously rubbed her cunt, her fingertips becoming all wet and sticky. 
 
    “Oh James…” James made his new body say, “Oh baby, I’m so wet for you…” 
 
    At the same time, he felt his slender legs automatically spread, stretching his panties, making it easier to get at his new pussy. 
 
    With one hand, he began to rub his fingers in dreamy circles over his clit, each movement sending little pink sparks shooting across his soft skin. 
 
    With his other, he began probing the entrance to his new slit, teasing at his moist hole. 
 
    “Oh God…” James murmured, barely aware he was speaking, “Oh God, I’m getting ready…” 
 
    He made Samantha lock eyes with him again in the mirror. 
 
    “I’m getting ready for your cock…” He made her moan. 
 
    It was strange, like watching your own private peep show, with a girl you controlled and could make do anything. 
 
    At the same time, James wasn’t entirely sure he was in control. 
 
    The girl was Samantha, yes. But only outwardly.  
 
    The soul in that body belonged to James. More than just seeing Samantha writhe for his pleasure, he could feel her fingertips rubbing at his clit.  
 
    Feel the juices dribbling out his pussy, the warmth in his tits, the great, woozy sensation of pleasure coursing through him. 
 
    At that moment, James wasn’t sure if he was more male or female. More the watcher giving his orders, or the horny little whore obeying them. 
 
    Wasn’t sure if he was more James or more Samantha. 
 
    With a gasp, James slipped a finger inside himself. Felt it curl up deep into his new womb, penetrating him, making him feel dizzy. 
 
    He subconsciously clenched his pussy around it, enjoying the feeling of having something inside him, something violating his tender little hole. 
 
    But just a finger wasn’t enough, he could already tell.  
 
    No, his body needed something more. Samantha’s body needed something more. Something like… 
 
    “Do you want me to use this?” James breathed, picking up the dildo and holding it out towards the mirror. “Do you want to watch me fuck myself with a dildo, James?” 
 
    The words coming out of Samantha’s mouth were all James had ever dreamed of hearing.  
 
    Yet now he was Samantha, there was an added frisson to them, too. 
 
    James was almost giddy with excitement at the thought of having a dildo inside his wonderful new cunt. 
 
    “Just watch, baby,” he breathed, no longer really sure whose fantasy he was living out, “just watch me play for you.” 
 
    He slipped his finger out his pussy, ignoring the craving in there. Gently yanked Samantha’s lacy panties down over his legs, giggling as he did so.  
 
    Finally, he was naked except for Samantha’s bra, his legs spread wide, his slit damp and on display, his hole ready to be filled. 
 
    “You make me so horny, James,” he made Samantha whimper. “Now watch.” 
 
    Then he angled the pink dildo, pressed its swollen head up against his slit… 
 
    …and watched in awe as it slid deep inside him. 
 
    The feeling of having a dildo inside his pussy was like a rocket going off behind James’ eyes. 
 
    He threw his head back, let out an involuntary Ahhh! Felt his pussy walls stretching, his hips automatically bucking against the toy. 
 
    No, no, no! This feels too good! I can’t… I can’t… 
 
    But was he even the man anymore? Was he the one in control? 
 
    Against his will, James thought he felt a male voice command him to turn the dildo on. Felt his fingers obediently move across the shaft to the big button. 
 
    He just had time to look up and catch sight of Samantha’s face in the mirror, her expression horny and helpless all at once… 
 
    …and then his thumb pressed down. The Rabbit’s vibrating ears started flicking at his clit. 
 
    And James was lost upon a sea of pink pleasure. 
 
    The vibration against his clit unleashed wave after wave of pleasure, rolling over his skin, making him shiver, making his nipples go hard and making him moan out loud. 
 
    At the same time, the feeling of the dildo filling his pussy was like dying and going to heaven. 
 
    As he writhed on Samantha’s bedsheets, trapped in his best friend’s body, gasping and wailing at the pink fire shooting through his clit, James thought he might go mad with happiness. 
 
    The orgasm came barely thirty seconds later. 
 
    One moment, James was moaning and squealing as the dildo worked his clit. 
 
    The next he was screaming incomprehensibly, letting out wails and high pitched gasps as a wave of gooseflesh unfurled across his soft skin, making every little inch of his body tremble with pleasure. 
 
    The orgasm seemed to go on forever. An eternity in which James was left dangling in space, unable to move, unable to think. 
 
    Unable to do anything except wonder if he was going mad in the most wonderful way possible. 
 
    Finally, after what felt like eternity, James felt the waves of his orgasm recede, a pink tide washing back out to sea. 
 
    As he came floating back down to Earth, he noticed that the bedsheets under his pert and hairless bum were soaked. 
 
    Oh wow… he thought with a goofy grin. I didn’t realize Samantha was a squirter. 
 
    The last of the orgasm drifted away. James turned the vibrator off. Let it slide out his pussy, feeling like he might start giggling and never stop. 
 
    He held the pink toy up, marveling that all eight inches of it had just been inside him. That the juices now running down its surface were from his new, female body. 
 
    Then, with a happy sigh, he collapsed on his side on the bed, gave himself a goofy grin in the mirror. 
 
    “Good morning, Samantha,” he sighed in his secret crush’s voice. “I’m so happy I could be you today.” 
 
    In the mirror, Samantha smiled right back at him. 
 
    James was surprised to realize he was getting used to seeing her reflection looking out at him. 
 
    * 
 
    It was nearly evening when James got the call. 
 
    He’d spent the whole day enjoying himself in Samantha’s body, doing things he’d never dreamed of doing before. 
 
    After masturbating with the dildo, he’d taken a long shower, sensuously rubbing soap into his heavy new breasts, enjoying their weight, enjoying the tender feeling of his nipples. 
 
    After that, he’d dressed himself in Samantha’s clothes, delighting in the way her low-cut tops showed off his big boobs. In the way her tiny shorts left so much leg on display. 
 
    He’d even gone out for a walk around this part of town, shooting winning smiles at the stacked black guys who checked out his big ass, at the white guys who gave his swollen chest sideways glances. 
 
    As he’d walked, James had found himself thinking: 
 
    Imagine taking one of those guys back with me… Imagine letting them play with Samantha’s tits and then sucking on their big dicks and letting them fuck me like a whore… 
 
    The thought had been both frightening and deeply arousing. Something he was both scared of and desperate to do. 
 
    As he passed a tall, handsome dark skinned boy who gave him a secretive smile, James had suddenly decided he was going to do it. 
 
    With a forcefulness that surprised him, he’d stopped, smiled at the boy, leaning forward so he could get a good view of Samantha’s swollen tits. 
 
    “Hey, I’m gonna cut straight to the chase. I’m feeling super horny today, and I’m desperate for a fuck.” 
 
    Here he’d given a high pitched little giggle. 
 
    “Wanna come back to my place and treat me like a slut?” 
 
    Just saying the words had made James dizzy. A part of his mind had screamed at him that this was crazy! He didn’t want a dick in him! 
 
    But as the muscular 18-year old boy grinned down at James’s hot little body from inside his 6ft5 frame, James had realized that it no longer matter what he really wanted. 
 
    Today, he was Samantha, the girl he’d always wanted more than anything. 
 
    And he was determined to experience all her body had to offer. 
 
    And so James had found himself, not fifteen minutes later, passionately making out with a gorgeous man for the first time in his life. 
 
    The moment they’d got in the door, the boy had shoved James back against a wall, kissing him so passionately that James thought he might faint. 
 
    The boy had ripped James’ mustard top open, started kissing his tits, making James’ pussy instantly become wet.  
 
    As they made out like a pair of horny teenagers, James had unbuttoned the guy’s shirt. Whimpered with desire at the sight of his chiseled black pecs, hairless and strong. 
 
    He’d run his delicate hands along the guy’s thick arms, suddenly aware that he was a weak girl, utterly at the mercy of this random stud. 
 
    Aware, too, that knowing this was the hottest feeling he’d ever had. 
 
    The guy had torn James’s bra off, started sucking on his nipples, making James throw back his pretty little head and let out an Oh! 
 
    Then the guy had picked him up, so James’ long legs were wrapped around his waist, his pussy grinding up against this perfect man’s torso.  
 
    They’d made out as the guy effortlessly carried James’ girl body – Samantha’s body – through to the living room and thrown him down onto the couch beside the huge picture window. 
 
    As James lay there, panting helplessly, his slit drenched and his hole all wide and ready for cock, the guy had slowly unzipped his pants, taken something long and thick out into his hands. 
 
    “Suck.” He’d commanded, his dark eyes flashing. 
 
    Too horny to resist, James had sat up on the couch, swept his long hair out of his eyes. Delicately kissed the tip of the boy’s cock. Smiled up at this impossibly gorgeous man.  
 
    “Yes, master,” he’d whispered. 
 
    And then he’d taken the boy deep inside his mouth. 
 
    James had sucked the boy’s cock until the boy was on the verge of coming, massaging his balls with one dainty hand as he bobbed his beautiful head back and forth, luxuriating in the smell and taste of dick. 
 
    The sensation of having another man’s prick in his mouth should’ve been horrifying. Humiliating. 
 
    Yet all James had to do was turn his head slightly, look over at the mirror visible through the open bedroom doorway, to see Samantha as he’d always secretly wanted to see her: knelt before a powerful man and sucking cock like the whore she was. 
 
    Finally, just as the boy was about to come, James had slipped his prick out from between his dainty lips, kissed the tip, and shot the boy a coquettish smile. 
 
    “Fuck me,” he’d whispered. “Please.” 
 
    The boy immediately pushed James onto his back. Unbuttoned his tiny denim shorts and pulled them off over Samantha’s smooth legs.  
 
    His thick fingers had roughly torn James’s lacy panties open, exposing his cunt to the world. 
 
    And then the boy had knelt before James, taken his legs in his hands and rested them over his shoulders, so James felt so vulnerable, so beautiful. 
 
    From high above, the dark skinned Adonis had winked down at him. James had hungrily bit his lower lip, knowing how cute the action would look on Samantha’s face. The guy had angled his hips… 
 
    …and then James had felt the boy’s gigantic cock slipping deep into his wet pussy. 
 
    The boy’s cock had been thicker than the dildo, much bigger.  
 
    At first it had hurt a little, making James whimper.  
 
    But, as the boy began to thrust, the pain had faded, replaced instead by overwhelming pleasure. 
 
    The boy had fucked James roughly for a whole hour, pinning his weak, female body to the sofa, pounding into him so hard it made James’ DD tits bounce and jiggle and made him wail and scream out loud. 
 
    With every thrust, the boy’s fat balls had thwacked up against James’ pert ass. With every thrust, he’d violated James’ new womb. 
 
    As the boy pinned his wrists and grinned at James’ helplessness, James had been unable to do anything but lie there and take his punishment.  
 
    Take the boy’s cock deep inside him and think about how hot the two of them must’ve looked. 
 
    Finally, the boy had grunted and gone stiff. 
 
    Quickly, he’d pulled out of James, grabbed hold of his cock and pointed it… 
 
    …and then jets of white hot spunk had been squirting over Samantha’s big, slutty tits, making James gasp and sigh with pleasure. 
 
    He’d squeezed his new breasts together, offered them up to the boy, until they were covered in sticky, delicious come. 
 
    When  the boy was finally done, James had looked in the mirror again, and been dazed with pleasure at the sight of Samantha, a bashful look on her beautiful face, her big boobs dripping with sperm. 
 
    God, I look perfect right now… James had thought, followed by, I’m such a little whore… 
 
    After that, the boy had quickly gotten dressed and left, but not before writing his number down on a scrap of paper. 
 
    “If you ever wanna get treated like a slut again,” the boy had whispered as he handed it over to James, “just call me.” 
 
    He’d been about to go, when James had suddenly called out: 
 
    “Hey. How about now?” 
 
    The boy’s grin had been all the response he’d needed. 
 
    Five minutes later, James had been knelt before this gorgeous man again, slobbering over his dick and sucking away like his life depended on it. 
 
    This time, he had even let the man come in his mouth. 
 
    Like a good girl, James had swallowed everything he gave him. 
 
    * 
 
    Once the boy had finally gone, James had spent the rest of the afternoon naked on the sofa, idly fingering Samantha’s pussy, playing with her little blonde tuft of pubic hair, not caring who saw him through the large picture window. 
 
    As he sat there, enjoying Samantha’s body, he’d had one very clear thought. 
 
     I could do this every day… just live as Samantha. I could even get a boyfriend… 
 
    Fuck. He thought, gasping as he scissored his new hole, I don’t know if I ever want to change back! 
 
    It was shortly after he’d had this thought that the call finally came. 
 
    He’d only just pulled his panties back on and washed the juices off his fingers when he heard his phone buzzing. 
 
    For a moment, James had hesitated, unsure if he should answer it.  
 
    They’ll be expecting me, male-James… not Samantha. What if it’s my parents…? 
 
    But then he’d taken a closer look at the phone and realized something odd. 
 
    It wasn’t his phone, the phone he’d arrived here with. 
 
    It was Samantha’s.  
 
    And the name flashing up was JAMES. 
 
    With a strange feeling, James swiped the phone. Held it up to his ear. Delicately cleared his throat. 
 
    “Um… hello?” He said in Samantha’s voice. 
 
    “James?!” The voice that came back to him was male, extremely familiar. “Oh thank fuck… I thought you might not answer, I didn’t know what I’d do if…!” 
 
    At the sound of his own, male voice coming through the line, James breathed in sharply. A faint dizziness gripped him. 
 
    “It was the fucking mountain!” The male James on the other end sounded angry. “No signal, and-and Rory wouldn’t believe me…  
 
    Oh God, James, he-he threw me out the cabin! I tried to tell him I was Samantha, that that goddamn storm changed me into you and stuck me in your ugly body, but he just called me a freak and said he was gonna kill me! I-I need you to help me! You’ve gotta tell him it’s really me in here and… and…”  
 
    There was a moment of silence, a silence in which universes were born and died. 
 
    A silence in which James stood very, very still, already aware of what he needed to do. 
 
    “James…?” The male voice said at last. “Are… are you there? It’s me, Samantha. I’m trapped in your body, and so I guess you’re trapped in mine, and…” 
 
    There was a moment’s hesitation. 
 
    “Oh God. Oh God, no. Don’t tell me it’s just me who remembers! Don’t tell me I’m stuck as this disgusting-!” 
 
    “Sorry, what are you saying?” James suddenly said in Samantha’s voice. “Trapped in my body…? Being me…?” 
 
    He took a deep breath. 
 
    “James…” James said, forcing his Samantha-voice to sound weirdly calm. “You’re not making any sense. I’m Samantha. And you’re just… 
 
    You’re just James.” 
 
    For a moment, there was nothing on the other end of the line. Nothing but the faint crackle and hiss of a distant mountain wind. 
 
    “NO!” James’s male voice suddenly screamed. “No, that’s not possible! You must be James! I-I can’t just have woken up in your body without you also being in my-!” 
 
    “James, you’re acting weird.” In Samantha’s apartment, James turned to face the mirror. Let a sly little smile creep over Samantha’s face.  
 
    “I’m Samantha, OK?” He said, firmly, as if it were really true. “And you’re James, my weird friend who, actually…”  
 
    James took a deep breath. 
 
    “Who actually, I don’t like. I’ve never liked. That’s why I’m always ignoring you, only calling you when I need something, acting like the stuck-up entitled bitch I’ve always been.” 
 
    In Samantha’s apartment, James gave a sigh. Finally free of his prison. 
 
    “I’m a bitch, James,” he said, watching Samantha’s lips move as he spoke, the lips that would now be his for as long as he lived. “I treat you like dirt and I only pretend to be friends so I can keep you around to do stuff for me, and maybe to be a backup in case I get desperate. Sorry, it’s so obvious now. So obvious that I always knew you fancied me, and that I used this to manipulate you. 
 
    I’m going to be better now, I promise. I’m gonna stop being such a cow. But it has to start with us never seeing each other again.” 
 
    “WHAT?!” Samantha – the real Samantha – screamed in James’ old voice. “I don’t… I never…! 
 
    You’re making all this up!” 
 
    “Goodbye, James.” James kept his female voice level. “Don’t call me again, I’m gonna block your number. And don’t show up here or I’ll call the cops, OK?” 
 
    He closed his eyes. 
 
    “Oh, and tell Rory not to bother coming round either. This is my life now. My wish that came true. And I don’t want you screwing around with it.” 
 
    “James!” The voice on the other end of the line was furious. “James, I know it’s you in my body! You can’t leave me trapped as a… as a stupid ugly freak!  
 
    Now stop being such a bastard and-!” 
 
    But it was too late. 
 
    With a swipe of his thumb, James ended the call. Then he quickly blocked the number. 
 
    “Let’s see,” he murmured to himself, “I’m gonna have to change the door code, probably ask mommy and daddy to buy me an expensive new phone…” 
 
    A triumphant smile crept across his face. He sighed at Samantha’s reflection in the mirror. 
 
    “This is everything I’ve ever wanted, you know? To be rich, to be hot…” 
 
    He stepped over to the mirror, until he and mirror-Samantha were almost face to face. 
 
    “And to be able to do whatever I want with you.” 
 
    He giggled, reached up, grabbed his new breasts and gave them a big old squeeze. They felt nice in his hands, as big and as firm as he’d always imagined they would be. 
 
    But the feeling of them being touched was just as erotic as touching them. Just as perfect. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll get a man to do this to me,” James whispered, dreamily. “A big, strong black man with a massive dick who’ll show me how to be a real woman.” 
 
    He suddenly let out a laugh of pure joy. 
 
    “Why not? I’ve already got his number!” 
 
    At that moment, realizing he would be Samantha forever, things suddenly became crystal clear for James. 
 
    He really could get a boyfriend now! He was the hot one. He was the girl every guy wanted, the girl he’d always secretly wanted to be as much as he simply wanted her. 
 
    No longer was he the weedy, useless guy being strung along by a manipulative girl. 
 
    His wish meant he was the one in charge now. 
 
    And he couldn’t wait to make the most of it. 
 
    “I think I’m going to enjoy being Samantha,” the girl who used to be James sighed happily, winking at herself in the mirror. “And if my wish really did come true, then I never have to change back…” 
 
    With a girlish squeal, Samantha jumped up and down on the spot, clapping her hands, marveling at the way the action made her big boobs bounce around. 
 
    Then she went back to her couch – in the middle of the expensive apartment that now belonged to her – picked up a loose scrap of paper and wrote a message to the guy who’d given it to her. 
 
    HEY! She wrote, UM, THIS IS SORT OF FORWARD, BUT I’M, LIKE, SUPER HORNY THIS EVENING. 
 
    WANNA COME BACK ROUND FOR A DRINK? ;) X 
 
    Not thirty minutes later, the new Samantha was on all fours in her bedroom, wailing with pleasure as the tall boy pounded into her, each thrust of his hips making her big boobies bounce around. 
 
    As she grinned at herself in the mirror, luxuriating in the sight of her new body, of her new identity as a horny, rich straight girl, Samantha just had enough time to think how glad she was that she’d gotten rid of that boring, miserable boy called James. 
 
    * 
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    Free Short Story: 
 
    From Man to Mommy 
 
    They’d been married for less than a year when Adam began pestering Katie to have kids. 
 
    “C’mon…” he moaned, following Katie round the kitchen as she prepared their dinner, “I don’t wanna wait. I’m getting too old already!” 
 
    They’d met just after Katie finished university, when she was only 22. By that point, Adam had already been a working grown-up for ten long years. 
 
    Now, he was 35 and didn’t like his younger wife to forget about it. 
 
    “I always said I’d have kids by 36. That was a deal-breaker. I told you when we started going out…” 
 
    “I know. I know you did.” Katie sighed, trying to make sure she didn’t overcook either the sauce or the pasta while Adam kept going on. Why had she chosen to make a ragu tonight, of all things? 
 
    “But I’m not ready, y’know?” She said as she took the pan off the heat. “I still want to see the world. Do some travelling. Remember I told you I wanted to live in Asia before we had kids? Where’s our pad in Bangkok, huh?” 
 
    “That’s different,” Adam rolled his eyes. “We can live in Asia whenever…” 
 
    “With kids? Do you have any idea how much English-language schools cost out there?” 
 
    “Well, whatever. I’ve been abroad already. Trust me. It’s not worth it.” 
 
    Katie had to bite down on her tongue. This always came up when the conversation turned to her travel plans. 
 
    Three months. He spends three freakin’ months in Prague and he thinks he’s Rick Steves… 
 
    “It’s just something I’ve always wanted to do, OK? Even if it’s just for a year. My publishing house has a vacancy coming up in their Thai office. Maybe we could do that? Then we can come back, talk about having kids…” 
 
    “A year?!” Adam’s eyes went wide. “I’ll be 36… even if I knock you up the minute we step off the plane, I’ll be 37 before you give birth…” 
 
    He folded his arms, fixed his wife with a unyielding stare. 
 
    “Sorry. We can’t do that. I’d rather get divorced than wait that long.” 
 
    He frowned at the stove. 
 
    “The ragu’s burning.” 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    Katie span round, but it was too late. 
 
    She’d been so absorbed in her argument that she’d turned the pan up, to full, instead of down. And now their dinner was all black and nasty. 
 
    Behind her, Adam gently shook his head. 
 
    “You gotta be careful, babe,” he said, sagely, “if you burn the dinner talking to me, what are you gonna be like when we have kids, huh?” 
 
    It took all of Katie’s self-control not to pour the ruined ragu over her husband’s big, dumb head. 
 
    * 
 
    That night, Katie sat up on her iPad, flicking through a message board as Adam lay snoring beside her. 
 
    She’d had an awful evening. After the mess with the ragu, she’d shouted something at Adam about this being the last time she wanted to hear about having fucking kids. 
 
    At that, Adam had taken her in his arms, sternly but gently. 
 
    “You don’t mean that,” he’d said, firmly. “You want kids as much as I do. You just need… time to think is all.” 
 
    Then he’d smiled and put a hand on her belly. 
 
    “Imagine,” he’d whispered, “imagine how awesome it’d feel to have a little Adam or Katie growing in here…” 
 
    And Katie had tried to tell him how she didn’t want to look like a beached whale. Didn’t want to deal with vomiting every morning. Didn’t want her hormones bouncing around like crazy, her boobs leaking, and her bladder messed up for nine whole months. 
 
    What about my career?! She’d wanted to shout, publishing is fucking brutal. If I get pregnant now, I’m out for good! 
 
    But Adam had just shh’d her, then gently led her upstairs and clumsily tried to seduce her. 
 
    Now he lay drooling beside her while Katie tried to work off steam on the internet. 
 
    MY HUSBAND’S SUCH AN ASSHOLE SOMETIMES, she typed into the anonymous message board, HE KEEPS TRYING TO FORCE ME TO HAVE KIDS. 
 
    FORCE?!! Came the first reply. OMG CALL THE POLICE! THAT’S ILLEGAL. 
 
    Katie sighed. 
 
    NOT LIKE THAT, she answered, I’M NOT IN CHAINS OR ANYTHING. WELL, METAPHORICAL ONES. 
 
    I JUST WISH HE KNEW WHAT IT WAS LIKE. 
 
    She sat there in silence for a moment, casually glancing over the boards stats. There were 56 people viewing. Surely one of them would offer some sympathy? 
 
    10 minutes later, no-one had replied. With a sigh, Katie went to switch her tablet off… 
 
    …when a private message landed with a plonk. 
 
    Katie frowned at the username. MissWitch99? Who could that be? 
 
    For a second, she hesitated. It was late, and Miss Witch was probably just some bored and lonely divorcee looking to rant about her ex. He should probably just turn her tablet off and go to bed… 
 
    Instead, she clicked open. 
 
    HEY THERE, the message began, WE’VE NEVER MET, BUT I’VE HEARD STORIES LIKE YOURS HUNDREDS OF TIMES. I THINK YOU’LL FIND I’VE GOT THE PERFECT SOLUTION… 
 
    As Katie read the rest of the message, the blue light of the screen reflected in her glasses, she began to smile. 
 
    Suddenly, it looked like she was going to Thailand after all. 
 
    * 
 
    The next morning, Adam woke up with an unhappy groan. He buried his head under the covers and tried not to heave, his stomach doing backflips. 
 
    Why the hell was he feeling so nauseous? Had he and Katie shared a bottle of wine the night before? He hadn’t got drunk, had he…? 
 
    Lying in bed, his eyes closed, Adam frowned. No, that wasn’t it. They’d had an argument instead. Something about having kids. Something about… 
 
    Then Adam’s stomach lurched and his eyes flew open. He threw back the covers, one dainty hand clasped over his lips and sprinted to their en-suite bathroom as fast as his slender legs would carry him. 
 
    He almost didn’t make it. Just as he bent forward his stomach kicked again, and then he was vomiting, gagging delicately into the bowl while trying to keep his long blonde hair from getting any sick on it. 
 
    The feeling quickly passed. Dazedly, his mind spinning, Adam gingerly got to his feet, grabbed his pink toothbrush and started scrubbing. 
 
    He spat the taste of vomit out, delicately shaking his pretty little head… 
 
    …and stopped. 
 
    And frowned. 
 
    Then frowned some more. 
 
    Dainty hands… long blond hair… slender legs… pretty little head… what the…? 
 
    Then he glanced in the mirror and nearly screamed. 
 
    Gone was big, strong Adam with his square jaw, fatherly eyes, greying stubble and big, broad shoulders. 
 
    In his place was the hottest girl he’d ever seen… 
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    Turned into Her Girlfriend 
 
    Harrison knew it was bad. Spying on the two gay girls next door. Secretly filming them while they were making out in the pool.

But now his bombshell bisexual neighbor Gwen and her gorgeous girlfriend Chloe have come up with the perfect revenge. They’ve used magic to turn Harrison into a beautiful lesbian!

Now it’s Harrison’s turn to fend off unwanted advances from men, and have meatheads drool over him and his girlfriend in public. Now it’s Harrison’s turn to learn what life is like when you’re a blonde and cute girl and making out with a supermodel like Gwen.

Will this helpless jock get his male body back? Or will he find that being trapped as a gorgeous gay girl was what he secretly wanted all along…? 
 
    Buy now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Maid For Her 
 
    “Look at my big strong husband now,” Rochelle crooned, mockingly stroking Cillian’s miserable face, “trapped forever as my obedient little maid…”

Cillian Strongbone is a tester for The Company, piloting all their latest tech from fembots to shape changing bodysuits. But what will happen when that technology is hijacked… and used to trap him as a gorgeous, submissive girl?

Uploaded by his jealous wife into the body of a busty blonde fembot maid, Cillian must learn to deal with suddenly being programmed for total obedience! Compelled to serve his wife and stuck in a revealing little uniform, Cillian must escape his kinky fate fast, or risk becoming trapped as a robot maid forever.

Will Cillian regain his male body? Or is he about to discover that life as a trashy, servile bimbo is everything he secretly wanted all along? 
 
    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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