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“God, you’re so hot…”

Trapped in his dark cave, William whimpered in helpless misery at the words he could hear but not respond to. He could feel Trayvon’s thick fingers, pressed right up against him, gently massaging him through the fabric of Sarah’s panties, teasing his slit.

With a feeling of disgust, William realized his new form was getting wet.

“I’ve wanted you for so long…”

The voice was deep, muffled. Obscured by the thin fabric clinging tight to William’s horrible new body. Yet, somehow still audible to him. Just as he could still see, even now. Just as he could still smell, and taste, and even think.

Just as he was still completely aware of what he had become, and what was happening, but could do nothing about it.

Just as Sarah had wished he would be.

“Take my panties off…”

Sarah’s voice. Whispered. Full of lust, low and strangely sexy like older women’s voices tended to be.

For years, William had found that voice hypnotically attractive. Had lain in bed at night, touching himself and thinking of it, and the woman it belonged to.

But now it sounded different. Now, it seemed to come from somewhere above and inside of him, all at once. He could feel the faint vibrations of Sarah’s speech passing through his brand new body, a body that was part of her, as much hers as her throat or her mouth or her lungs…

…or her breasts, her womb, her ass.

For a long moment, there was no more speech from above. Just the wet, distant sounds of kissing.

Trayvon’s fingers rubbed William. Sarah moved her hips, slowly grinding her stepson up against his black best friend’s palm.

Trapped as he was, William felt like crying. Like screaming. There was no way this should be happening to him, no way!

Sarah… he formed the thought hopelessly, knowing the magic meant she could still hear him if she wanted to, please… don’t do this.

Far above him, the kissing stopped. William had just enough time to wonder if his gorgeous stepmom had heard his thought and relented…

…and then he heard and felt Sarah giggle. Saw the tight, lacy pink fabric encasing him start to move, and realized that his nightmare was far from over.

The sexy panties fell down Sarah’s long legs, landed in a bunch at her feet. William watched them tumble from his prison, wishing he could grab them, but unable to move except to slowly get wetter and puffier and wider. Unable to perform any human functions now except to become warm and moist and open up his new hole for Sarah’s pleasure.

Unable to do anything but act like what he now was, and would be for rest of his long, awful life. The thing Sarah had cruelly turned him into with her last wish, laughing as he screamed.

The wish that had turned 18-year old William into his stepmom’s pussy.

The cool air of the bedroom caressed William’s new body, making him shiver slightly. Trayvon’s fingers were still expertly stroking at his long slit, making blood flow into William’s skin and making him woozy with pleasure.

He tried to fight the feeling, not wanting to feel aroused at the touch of his best friend’s fingers. Not wanting to help Sarah feel horny. Not wanting any of this!

But there was nothing he could do.

He was a pussy now. A straight, beautiful older woman’s shaved and tight pussy. He existed only to give Sarah somewhere to pee out of, to get all wet and sloppy when she was aroused, and to invite dicks into.

He could no more refused to get turned on by Trayvon’s touch than he could suddenly turn himself back into a teenage boy.

Trayvon’s dark palm was pressed flat against the nub of William’s clit now – the sensitive bundle of nerves where his new mind seemed to be based.

It was disorientating, to see a human hand so big like that, as big as him. It was even weirder to feel it gently rubbing you, teasing at your slit with fingers that seemed to William to be the size of tree trunks.

He could smell the reek of pussy as Trayvon played with him. The smell of himself. As his juices flowed and his hole widened, he could taste Sarah just as clearly as if he’d still had a mouth.

The worst part was, it felt fantastic. Even as William screamed and begged inside his mind, his entire new body was drowning under a sea of female pleasure.

He was nothing but nerve endings now. A body part designed for pleasure. Every shiver that passed through Sarah hit his entire being first, more powerful than the most intense orgasm he’d ever experienced as a guy.

And this was still just foreplay. With dawning horror, William realized that being penetrated would feel even better.

No. He couldn’t let that happen. He couldn’t!

Not by Trayvon.

“God, you’re so good with your fingers…” he distantly heard Sarah purr, “I could always tell you knew what women liked…”

More distant sounds of kissing. More grinding from Sarah’s hips, moving William up and down against his best friend’s palm, almost mockingly.

“But how about we take things a little further…?”

Trapped between his stepmom’s legs, William shuddered. He didn’t want to know what his stepmom meant by that.

Unfortunately, he didn’t have to wait long to find out.

Trayvon’s hand dropped away. For a confused, woozy moment, William could see the darkened bedroom around him, the room Sarah used to share with his dad, with its tasteful suburban furniture and king sized bed.

Then Trayvon’s entire body was lowering itself, his bulging boxers and rock hard abs passing William’s restricted eyeline, his chiseled dark pecs and broad shoulders dropping down as he kissed Sarah all the way down her curvy body.

With a feeling of impending doom, William realized too late what was about to happen.

“Fuck, you’re incredible…” Trayvon breathed as he lowered himself to William’s level, a dazed smile on his handsome, 18-year old face, like a guy who’s just won the lottery. “I can’t believe Will gets to live with you.”

He planted a tender kiss on the inside of Sarah’s thigh, just where William’s new nerve endings seemed to terminate. It passed through his pussy-body as the faintest, most delicate brush.

“He gets to do even more than that,” Sarah purred, “he gets to experience every moment of pleasure I do. The lucky little boy.”

You’re sick, Sarah! William fired the thought off, hoping his stepmom had their mental link on, you can’t do this to me! I won’t let you!

Before his eyes, his face the size of William’s entire body, he saw his best friend hesitate, a faint look of confusion in his eyes.

“Wait. You don’t mean…?”

For a brief, shining moment, William dared hope that this was it. That Sarah’s comment had been weird enough to drive Trayvon away and save him from this nightmare.

But then the magic kicked back in. Trayvon’s face cleared, and he was kissing Sarah’s thighs again, murmuring over and over about how perfect she was.

Inside his stepmom’s pussy, William felt like screaming at Trayvon. Can’t you see? Can’t you see her wish is controlling you?!

Of course he can’t. Sarah’s voice suddenly echoed around William’s mind, making him jump. My wish is too powerful.

A cruel, amused note entered her voice.

I could make him fuck me every day for the next twenty years, and he’d never even realize he didn’t have a choice. I could make him fill you up with sperm twice a day, my little pussy, and he wouldn’t be able to stop even if I told him who you really were.

Please… William quaked at his stepmom’s voice. Please don’t do it, Sarah. I know I was bad, but please…

Don’t put me through this.

Trayvon’s lips were delicately kissing William’s dark line now, each brush of them sending jolts of pleasure through his body that threatened to send him mad. High above, he heard Sarah moan softly.

Put you through what? Her mental voice asked. I can read your mind, your silly boy. I know you’re secret loving this, you creepy little sissy. I know you’re even hornier than I am.

A giggle, echoing through William’s mind.

But don’t worry. I don’t want this stud of a friend of yours to put his dick inside you. At least, not yet.

No, my lovely little pussy, I have something else in mind…

Sarah? Sarah! Whatever you’re planning, don’t…! But it was too late. Sarah had severed the mental link between them, leaving William all alone and isolated. She might still be listening to him in sadistic glee, but he could no longer hear her thoughts.

A slender finger with a long, red painted nail came down into William’s vision. Teasingly tapped Trayvon on the head.

The black boy glanced upwards with eyes dizzy with lust.

“That’s enough teasing,” Sarah murmured. “I think it’s time you showed me what you’re capable of.”

There was a faint giggle.

“I want you to lick me out.”

NO! William screamed, praying to a God he didn’t believe in that Trayvon would somehow be able to hear him. NO! DON’T!

But of course Trayvon just grinned up at Sarah, dropped her a wink.

“Whatever you want, Miss Clayton.”

“Please. Call me mistress.”

“Whatever you want then… mistress.”

Trayvon turned back to William, leaned forwards, opening his lips. William just had time to scream inside his mind…

…and then Trayvon’s tongue was flicking up his line, making his entire form shiver, making his new hole drenched with juices, and suddenly William was being licked out.

Trayvon slowly lapped at William’s body, swallowing his juices. He let the tip of his tongue flick over William’s clit, sending bright pink bolts of pleasure lancing through him that were so intense they threatened to obliterate the boy’s mind.

Each touch of Trayvon’s tongue was a firework of ecstasy. Each expert movement of his lips made every millimeter of William’s new form shudder with a bliss that was almost religious.

Weakly, deep inside his transformed mind, he tried to fight back. Tried not to enjoy what his male friend was doing to him.

But it was like trying to hold back a tsunami with just your hands. As Trayvon lapped away, William felt his will crumble, and then he was shivering with pleasure as he dripped and widened, deliriously thanking God that he was trapped as a pussy, even while he cringed in humiliation.

“Good boy…” he heard Sarah distantly gasp, “oh… such a good boy…”

A loud sigh.

“Put your whole tongue in.”

Trayvon immediately obeyed. William felt his friend’s tongue teasing around the edges of his hole, the hole that existed right in the heart of his new body. Then Trayvon slipped his tongue inside William, and the boy’s mind went blank with pleasure.

He could feel the inside of himself, filling up with Trayvon’s tongue. Feel the way his friend was swirling his tongue around the inside of Sarah’s cunt as intimately as he’d ever felt anything before.

He could feel his new form, pumping juices out, getting wetter and wider than ever. Feel the fire in his clit as he shook and trembled and Sarah gasped out loud.

Trapped inside his new body, William wept with shame, even as his mind fogged over with pleasure.

Just a few short hours ago, he’d been William Clayton, a dorky but good looking kid with a whole bright future ahead of him.

Now, he was stuck as his stepmom’s tight, shaved pussy, forced to get damp for her and enjoy himself as she seduced his best friend.

There was nothing he could do to ever change back for as long as he lived.

And the worst part was, he knew he deserved everything that was happening to him.

*

It had been that morning when William walked downstairs to discover everything had changed.

At the time, he hadn’t realized anything significant was about to happen. He was still dressed in his boxers and a loose-fitting vest top that covered up his shy, slender teenager’s body.

He knew he was supposed to be ready for school right now, but he’d stayed in bed a bit longer to masturbate, one hand thrown over his eyes as he jerked off and thought of bending his stepmom over and fucking her on his dad’s bed as she wailed and he called her a nasty little cunt.

It was the sort of fantasy he’d had dozens of times since Sarah had joined their family, if not hundreds, and he’d thought nothing of it as he went plodding into the kitchen to grab some breakfast.

Until, that is, he saw Sarah sat at the table, eyeing him with a shark-like grin on her beautiful face.

“Well, well,” she’d said with faux sweetness, “if it isn’t my latest victim.”

Ever since his dad had married her, William had had mixed feelings about his stepmom.

On the one hand, she was beautiful. With her flowing black hair, dark eyes, supermodel looks and porn star breasts, Sarah was like a walking wet dream.

Whenever his friends came over, William was uncomfortably aware that they kept eyeing up Sarah’s perfect ass, her long legs and tight waist, and whispering about the insanely hot thirty five year old William’s dad had somehow convinced to be his wife.

On the other hand, there was something about her personality that made William uneasy. The way she seemed to take personal offense at the slightest thing. Her need for revenge against those who wronged her. The almost sadistic delight she seemed to take in others’ misfortune.

Sarah was gorgeous, all right, but she was also deadly.

“Enjoy playing with yourself this morning, stepson? God knows I’ve been waiting for you for a long time now.”

“W-what?” William had stammered, “what do you mean, playing with, um…”

“Oh come on, William,” Sarah had sighed, rolling her eyes. She was dressed only in a pink silk dressing gown that barely covered her enormous breasts and left plenty of leg on display – so much so that William was almost scared to look at her. “I know what you’ve been up to. You’ve been up there, playing with that pathetic little dick of yours and wishing you could fuck me on your daddy’s bed, and that I’d let you call me a cunt while you did so.

Well, guess what?” She delicately picked something up off the table and waved it in the air. “If only you’d come down on time this morning, you’d now be doing just that.”

An old brass lamp was clasped in her hands. Its spout was all bent and twisted, its surface dulled by age. It looked like a prop from some old movie.

Right now, though, William was more busy worrying about other things.

“What?! No way, Sarah… I mean, no way, mom. Why are you…?”

William suddenly stopped, looking around in puzzlement.

“Wait, where’s dad? Did you guys have a fight, or…”

In response, Sarah simply smiled at him. She nodded at the lamp.

“Do you know what this is, my darling boy? It’s a magic lamp. A collector I know in New York sent it to me – probably trying to impress me, he’s desperate to win me back from your daddy. Well. Was.”

Her eyes twinkled.

“And good job he did too, because this lamp grants its owner five wishes. Know what I wished for?”

When William shook his head, his stepmom let out a little giggle. She fluttered her eyelashes at him.

“First, I wished that I could read the mind of anyone on Earth. That’s how I know that you were just jerking off over me. But it’s also how I knew that your father was cheating on me with some bimbo from his office.”

William blinked in surprise. She shrugged.

“It’s true. Turns out he found someone even younger than me, he’d been banging her for months.” A dark look crossed her supermodel face. “So that was wishes two and three taken care of. Care to guess what I did?

My second wish,” his stepmom purred, “I used to turn that slut he was seeing into a hairy biker’s asshole. Still alive, still able to see and hear and think, but trapped between some guy’s buttcheeks for the rest of her worthless life.

My third wish, I used to turn your daddy into a pretty little girl who loves dollies and ponies and wants to be a ballerina. Then I sent her off to live in Russia, where she’ll spend the next hundred years as an adorable little five year old who can never grow up.”

Sarah paused, raised one perfect eyebrow at William.

“I must admit, I was having a lot of fun by this point. I almost used my fourth wish to transform you, too, but I decided to wait until I could see your face. Care to guess what I wished instead?”

“Wait…” William held up his hands. “You’re… you’re saying you turned dad into a little girl? That’s… that’s….”

Crazy, he wanted to say, but he suddenly wasn’t so sure.

The way Sarah was looking at him with that look of evil delight was making him very nervous.

“For my fourth wish,” Sarah went on, acting as if she hadn’t heard him, “I decided to give myself a little treat. I wished I could seduce any man I wanted and make them do exactly what I told them to.”

Another giggle.

“If I wanted,” his stepmom breathed, “I could order you to get on all fours while I fucked your asshole with a strap on, and you’d be unable to do anything but enjoy it.”

She smiled as William visibly swallowed.

“Don’t worry, I don’t have any sick fantasies about you like you do about me. No, I’m more interested in that friend of yours. What’s his name again? The hot black one.”

“Trayvon?” William’s head was spinning now, “Y-you wanna fuck Trayvon?”

He felt like he was going mad. Rationally, he knew he should be dismissing this all as some elaborate prank Sarah was playing on him. But the less-rational, instinctive side of his mind didn’t feel like this was a joke at all.

In fact, it thought he might be in very big trouble.

“Sure,” Sarah was saying, “now your daddy is sans penis and stuck in a cute ballerina costume, there doesn’t seem much point in being faithful. I’m pretty sure it’d be illegal anyway. And I’m curious to try out my new powers and seduce a handsome stud.”

Her dark eyes flashed.

“Know what I’m going to do with your little friend, stepson? I’m going to make him lick out my pussy and drink my juices, and then I’m going to make him fuck me and fill my pussy with so much come it’ll take days to all drip out.”

She laughed as William looked visibly sick.

“Mom! Sarah… why are you telling me all this?”

“Because,” his stepmom said, primly, “you’re going to be there. You’re going to experience it all.”

She held the magic lamp against her chest, started stroking it with one fingertip.

“I read your mind, remember? I know that you fantasize about calling me that terrible word. About making me your personal See You En Tee. So, I’ve decided I need to punish you just like I did your father.”

“No!” William shrieked, holding up his hands. “No, I-I don’t wanna be a little girl!”

Already he could imagine what it would feel like, his body shrinking and twisting as blonde pigtails exploded out his head, as his clothes shifted and changed into a pink ballerina outfit, as his voice shot up in pitch and he…

To his surprise, he saw Sarah was laughing.

“Oh, don’t worry, I’m not turning you into a girl, little or otherwise, oh no…” His stepmom crossed one slender leg over the other, adjusted the hem of her gown. “I’ve got a much better idea.

You wanted me to be your cunt. Well, then maybe you should be mine.” she began rubbing the lamp. “For my fifth wish…

I wish you would spend the rest of your life as my pussy!”

“What?!” William screamed. “Sarah, you’re-!”

Nuts! He tried to say.

But it was already too late.

No sooner had the words left Sarah’s lips than the lamp began to tremble in her lap. There was a distant sound like fairy dust falling…

…and William’s body began to change.

He felt his arms stiffen at his sides, losing their ability to move. Felt them begin to sink into his body, disappearing, joining with the flesh of his torso.

At the same time, his legs began to disappear up into his crotch, causing his body to sink down slowly towards the ground as William moaned and begged and whimpered.

His shoulders began to stretch outwards, away from his head, even as his sides lost their definition and swelled up, becoming all plump and pink.

In fright, William watched as his body’s proportions completely changed, his muscles disappeared, and he became a triangle of pink flesh.

“Sarah…” he squeaked in desperation. “Please, stop this!”

Sat at the table, his stepmom shrugged, tossed the lamp to one side.

“I can’t. That was my last wish, remember? Besides…”

She winked at him.

“This is just so much fun.”

William’s legs had vanished inside him now, becoming part of the lump of flesh that was now his body. As the blob that had been his torso expanded, his vest and boxers tore off and fell to the ground.

There was a shiver that passed through his entire being, followed by a sudden looseness. With a feeling of vertigo, William realized all his bones had vanished, leaving him a helpless lump of flesh laying on the floor.

A feeling passed down his midriff, like a zipper being undone. Before William’s eyes, a long, dark slit opened up down nearly his entire body. The loose ends formed into demure little lips that dangled either side of him, hiding their secrets from prying eyes.

The center of William’s body twitched, seemed to give a soft little sigh. He felt a hole opening up inside of himself, a big hole that dominated most of his body and was designed for dicks to go inside and babies to come out of.

No sooner had it appeared, than William felt a horrible little drip, and a bead of moisture dribbled out between his sensitive new lips.

Of course… he thought, dimly, Sarah’s getting wet watching me transform.

That means I’m all wet now, too.

But he didn’t have much time to think about this horrible new development because the changes just kept on coming.

The room was growing around him. As William watched in amazement, the walls got further away, the ceiling rose up, and the table grew to a ginormous size. It took him whole seconds to realize he was shrinking, going from a teenage boy of 6ft to something that was barely 6 inches from top to bottom.

Behind the table, Sarah rose herself up to watch as William became tiny, her shiny black hair dangling and a smirk on her lips. From his new perspective, she looked like a giant.

“There we go,” he heard her call, “not much longer now!”

William had a horrible feeling she was right.

A new hole, much tinier than the first, opened up far up his slit, a hole for Sarah to pee out of. To his amazement, William realized that he could taste whatever came out of that hole, as clearly as he could taste with his normal mouth and tongue.

He shuddered. Sarah had evidently decided this was going to be the equivalent of his mouth.

Just as he was thinking these thoughts, his head started to sink into the pussy below it. In panic, William tried to raise his face up like a drowning man would, but it was no good.

There was a blop! noise, William felt himself sinking, and then a wave of pink washed over his vision, blinding him.

For a few disorientating seconds, he wondered if that was it, and then he was looking up at the ceiling again, his vision returned.

He tried to blink, to shut his eyes, and realized he no longer could.

Of course, he thought, weakly, I don’t have eyelids anymore…

It was a horrible thought.

For the rest of his life, he would see whatever was right in front of Sarah’s pussy 24/7, unable to look away no matter what was happening.

At last, a nub of nerve endings rose up out the flesh at the top of William’s lips, solidified into a clitoris.

Then there was a flash of blinding light, and everything went dark again.

Silently, William sat in the sudden gloom, his mind reeling. He tried to move, but he had nothing left to move. No limbs, no face, no nothing.

Nothing but this big hole in his front, guarding the entrance to Sarah’s womb.

What’s happened? He whimpered in his mind, Oh please God, what’s happened to me?

To his amazement, an answer came.

It started with a giggle. A laugh that seemed to come from far above, but also vibrated through William’s new form, like it was coming from somewhere inside of him.

He had just enough time to feel confused, then the voice came and it all slotted into place.

“Isn’t it obvious?” Sarah’s voice was at once a sperate thing and a part of him, “I turned you into my pussy. You’re trapped between my legs now.

And you’ll stay there for the rest of your life.”

As his stepmom said these words, William’s vision seemed to finally adjust to the gloom. With a feeling of overwhelming misery, he saw she was right.

A lacy white fabric was pressed right up against his skin, so thin that you could see through it. Beyond that, two long, pink tubes telescoped away from him, vastly bigger and thicker than he was. In the distance, the rumpled fabric of a silk gown lay across the tubes, blocking off vision from the outside world.

Sarah’s panties. Her legs. Her gown. Now all around William. Now almost a part of him.

There was no longer any doubting it.

He was his stepmom’s pussy.

“Now we’ve got you in your new home,” Sarah was sighing, “I guess it’s time I showed you around.”

There was a sensation of vertigo as William suddenly rose up into the air. The long, pink tubes moved and then William was being carried through the house as Sarah walked out the kitchen to God knew where.

With each step, her hips curved seductively, making William tilt from side to side. Her smooth thighs rubbed together, squashing him up in her crotch.

He could feel the faint wobble of her buttocks behind him, and felt a lurch as he realized Sarah’s asshole now existed only inches from his new body.

Oh God, what is it gonna be like when she uses the toilet…?

The fabric of his stepmom’s sexy panties gently rubbed against him, holding William tight in their embrace. As Sarah climbed slowly up the stairs, he was shocked to discover his entire being was feeling hot and tingly and lightly damp.

It took him almost ten seconds to click that Sarah was feeling horny.

Is this how’s it going to be…? Every time Sarah sees something she finds arousing, am I going to get wet…?

The thought that he would not even be able to control his levels of arousal, but exist only at Sarah’s whim made him more miserable than ever.

“I’ve always had a secret fetish for people turned into body parts,” Sarah was saying conversationally as they went upstairs. “I used to rub myself off and think of turning you and your father into my tits, or maybe one of you into my butt, but I never thought I’d get a chance to try it for real. Ah, here we are…”

Sarah’s legs swung either side of William. Below, he could dimly see the color of the carpet turn from cream to white – his parent’s bedroom.

“Know the best part? I can look inside your mind whenever I want to. I can see any of your old fantasies or secret thoughts. None of them are safe from me. So I know you’ve always wanted to see me naked.”

They came to a stop. Fingers – giant fingers nearly as long as William’s body, with red-painted nails – suddenly slipped beneath the silk fabric blocking his view and delicately peeled Sarah’s panties off his form, slipping them over her legs.

“So, here’s your chance. Stepson, I give you…

Us.”

At the word, the silk fabric vanished with a ruffling noise. William was dimly aware that Sarah must have cast off her gown with a flourish.

But he was too busy staring in horror at what was before him to think about that.

They were stood before the full-length mirror in his dad’s bedroom, the one the old man had bought for Sarah to get dolled up in, with its fancy ornate frame and vintage stand.

Smiling back from its silvery depths, Sarah stood completely naked, her hands on her hips and a look of laughter on her supermodel face.

Her waist was tight, her hips round. Her DD boobs were remarkably pert, with little of the sag you might expect from a woman her age.

Between her legs, her pussy hung at William’s eye level.

It was shaved, with a smooth, pink surface. Two demure lips hung either side of a tight little hole.

The nub of her clit was clearly visible. The darker pink of the inside of her lips.

It was the pussy of a porn star. The pussy of an expensive bimbo who lived to fulfil men’s fantasies. A place to be violated and abused by big dicked studs.

And.

It.

Was.

Him.

As William gazed in fright at the pussy that was now his body, Sarah gently sashayed towards the mirror, curving her hips as she did so.

“There…” she whispered. “Look at you now, my darling stepson. So plump. So perfect. So ready for dick.”

Gently, she reached down, ran a fingertip along William’s line. He was amazed to feel his entire being shudder with pleasure.

“You’re my pussy now,” Sarah was sighing, “my most intimate part. You’ll taste piss when I need to pee. You’ll bleed when I’m on my period.

And you’ll get me all wet and hot and ready when a man wants to fuck me.”

She giggled and teased William’s clit, making his mind explode with pink.

“How does that sound… pussy?”

William couldn’t help himself.

There, with the fact of his new existence reflected only inches from him, trapped inside a blob of flesh and sensitive nerve endings, William began to cry.

It was a crying that existed only inside his mind. A crying with no tears (for what eyes did he have to cry with?) no sobs (for what mouth did he have to sob with?) and no ragged breaths (for what lungs did he have to breathe with?).

But it still left him feeling as miserable and powerless and humiliated as any real cry would have.

“There, there,” Sarah whispered, caressing William’s new body, “don’t cry my little cunt. Look on the bright side.”

A sadistic note crept into her voice.

“Your stepmom is about to find out what it’s like to be fucked by the biggest black man in town.”

*

“Oh God… oh fuck… oh fuck! Nonononono, stop, stop!”

Slowly, Trayvon retracted his tongue from William’s dripping hole, leaned back and looked up at Sarah with a confused expression. But William wasn’t even remotely confused as to why his stepmom had begged his best friend to stop.

He’d felt the surge of pleasure starting to rise up through every fiber of his being. Felt his new clit – a clit that was huge in comparison to the rest of his body – burning with pink fire.

He knew without a shadow of doubt that Sarah had been on the verge of coming.

And she didn’t want to do that until she’d finished humiliating him.

“Didn’t…” Trayvon was saying, “I mean, didn’t you like…”

William saw Sarah’s hands drop into his vision, take Trayvon’s face. Then the ground suddenly lurched and he was stuck staring at the carpet as his stepmom sensuously kissed his bestie.

Bestie. The thought made William sick. The worst part was, he couldn’t even blame Trayvon for sleeping with his stepmom.

Sarah’s wish had given her infinite power over the men of the world. Only an hour after turning William into her pussy, she’d taken her stepson’s old phone, and – after reading his mind to see the unlock pattern – sent Trayvon a text with only two words:

FUCK ME.

William had been sure it wasn’t going to work. How could Trayvon know they were from his hot stepmom and not him?

Yet Sarah’s wish had clearly been strong enough. Not twenty minutes later (during which time Sarah had urinated out of William, the transformed boy forced to feel her pee squirting from one of his new holes as he stared down at the toilet bowl in disgust), there had been a knock at the door. And Trayvon had been standing there. And he’d grabbed Sarah and kissed her roughly without even saying hi.

And now here they were, kissing again in the bedroom, while William dangled helplessly between his stepmommy’s legs, all sticky and smelly and wet.

“I loved it, my darling,” Sarah was whispering to Trayvon now, “you’re a real expert with that tongue of yours.”

“Uh, thanks,” William heard his old friend mutter.

“But I don’t just want to feel your tongue inside me.” A giggle. “Come on, I’ve got a better idea…”

William was just trying to figure out what fresh hell awaited him, when the world lurched again. He got the briefest glimpse of Trayvon’s face, and then Sarah was walking over to the bed, the natural curve of her hips making William move up and down slightly with each step.

“I’ve always enjoyed rough sex,” Sarah was saying as she clambered onto the sheets, “but William’s daddy was just too much of a… little girl to satisfy me. You on the other hand…”

She dropped forwards. The sheets swung up below William, and then he was rising up, up, up into the air, his hole exposed to the room’s cool air.

With a start, William realized that his stepmom was crouched on all fours on the bed, her bottom raised high into the air and her pussy on display.

Wait, but that means-!

He could see Trayvon clambering to his feet now, his dark muscles shiny with sweat. From William’s exposed new position, he appeared upside down, his dark, shaved head bobbing in the middle of William’s eyeline, his powerful legs vanishing off into the sky.

It was like the entire world had span around upside down, gone helter skelter and topsy turvy and all the rest.

It was, thought the wet, sloppy pussy that used to be William, a perfect metaphor for everything that had happened so far.

“I bet you could fuck me till I screamed,” he heard Sarah sigh.

For a long moment, William could feel Trayvon’s eyes lingering on him, a faint, cocky smile on the black teenager’s lips.

He tried to picture himself as his bestie now saw him. A dark, dripping cave. A moist line between two slender legs. A female hole, waiting to be filled with dick.

Then Trayvon was crossing the room, clambering onto the bed behind Sarah, his big cock suddenly inches from William.

Inside his new body, William quaked with fear. Trayvon was enormous! He’d heard his friend boast before, but seeing his penis for real like that was shocking all the same.

His friend’s black dick had to be ten inches long at least! Stuck as Sarah’s pussy, it appeared to William even bigger; a huge monster that was almost the size of him.

He let out an internal squeak. That thing would never fit inside him!

Trayvon’s strong hands were playing with Sarah’s ass now. Squeezing her cheeks, kneading the flesh. Every time he pinched her butt, William could feel the movement pulling his own lips back slightly, making his hole go wider.

God help him, it was one of the nicest feelings he’d ever had.

Sarah seemed to think so, too, because he could hear her groaning softly. See his vision languidly drifting in circles as she rubbed her butt up against Trayvon’s palms.

Abruptly, William felt himself raised up higher in the air. Right, right up, until he could see Trayvon’s washboard abs…

…and then Sarah leaned back slightly and William’s new form was being rubbed up against Trayvon’s dick.

The shaft of his friend’s cock felt wonderful, rock hard and pressed against William’s line. The transformed boy struggled to remind himself that he was supposed to be hating this as Sarah slowly circled her hips, rubbing her soaking cunt across Trayvon’s cock.

“Do you like that…? Does Mr. Big Dick teenager like feeling my cunt on his shaft?”

The loud groan was all the yes Trayvon needed to give. Pressed against his friend’s dick like this, William could feel how hard he was, how ready to fuck.

He could smell Trayvon, too. Smell his tangy, male sweat. Smell his pheromones.

He wasn’t sure what mechanism in Sarah’s wish had allowed him to retain his sight and smell, but at that moment he was deliriously glad that it had.

Trayvon’s masculine smell was almost as hot as the sight of his perfectly toned body.

What? No… we’ve got to stop thinking like this, William’s panicked mind squeaked. We’re a man remember? A straight man!

But it was pointless thinking like that. He was a pussy now. A pussy that belonged to a straight woman.

Horrible as it was to admit, all William wanted from life now was to be filled with hot men’s dicks.

Sarah kept his entire form rubbing against Trayvon for what felt like forever, gently masturbating the boy with her own line.

Suddenly, she stopped. Leaned forwards. William gazed in woozy pleasure at the thick tip of Trayvon’s cock, bobbing inches away from him, a glistening bead of pre-come dribbling from its end.

A warmness rose up in him, a throbbing desire to have Trayvon inside him. To be fucked as a woman’s cunt.

He was just thinking these confusing thoughts when he heard Sarah’s voice in his mind again, loaded with cruel amusement.

I heard that, you know, his stepmom whispered to him mentally. About wanting Trayvon inside you. You’ve turned into the perfect little pussy, you know that?

No! No, it’s not true! William wailed back at her. Y-you tricked me! I don’t want…

Oh, hush. Stop being such a little baby. You’re desperate for dick. Admit it.

I’m not! He would never admit such an awful thing, he wouldn’t!

One of Sarah’s fingertips curled up under him, started playing with his clit. She was evidently propped up on one elbow now, her free hand teasing her own pussy.

Each touch of her fingertip made William shudder with pleasure. Made his hole relax even wider. Upside down, he could see Trayvon watching him, his dark eyes clouded with lust.

You want this boy’s dick, Sarah’s voice was firm. You are a little sissy, and you want to feel what it’s like to have a cock fill you up, don’t you? Well? Answer me.

William gazed helplessly at Trayvon’s cock. At the shape of his fat balls, dangling beneath it.

It was like he was drawn to the sight. Like his new body could tell the shape of Trayvon’s dick fulfilled a deep, biological need. He was a vagina now. He existed to be filled. Surely it wouldn’t hurt if…

Surely it wouldn’t hurt if we just tried it once? William thought to himself, trying not to imagine how good it would feel to have his pussy walls stretching to accommodate such a big dick. Trying not to imagine how much pleasure he would get from seeing Trayvon slip in and out of him. Just once, go on…

Yes, Sarah chimed in, even as she rubbed his clit faster and faster, go on.

You’re sick! William screamed at her. You’re a twisted bitch! I don’t want…

No? Sarah sighed. Please yourself, then. I’ll just tell Trayvon here to put his clothes back on and fuck off back to wherever he came from.

To William’s amazement, his mistress started leaning forward, taking him further away from Trayvon’s crotch. He saw Trayvon’s confused expression as Sarah started to roll away from him, to lose interest.

“Trayvon, dear,” he heard her say, “I’m afraid I have some bad news…”

Wait. Sarah’s body stopped moving. Please, just… wait.

Having second thoughts, my darling pussy? Sarah’s mental voice giggled. I knew you would. Remember, I know every thought you’ve ever had.

As she laughed, William screamed at himself, asked what he was doing. He wanted this to stop didn’t he?

Didn’t he…?

I know you’ve always secretly fantasized about being a girl’s pussy, Sarah’s whispered voice went on, mocking, cruel, I know that you used to dream you were trapped between that cheerleader’s legs. How she’d play with you and you’d make her happy. How you’d open up for her so she could ride her boyfriend’s dick all night long.

Well, now here’s your chance. Beg me to let Trayvon fuck you, and I might deign to grant your wish. But I won’t do it unless I beg, and you’d better hurry before he starts wilting.

Tick, tock, sissy. Tick, tock.

Trapped in his prison of ecstasy, William couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Couldn’t believe his stepmom wanted him to beg for this, no way!

Nope. She was crazy if she thought she knew what he wanted. Crazy if she thought he would ever dream of-

Inside himself, William let out a helpless sigh.

Mistress. He thought, quietly, please let Trayvon fuck me. Let him fuck me and come inside me and make me your pussy for real.

When there was no response, he started to cry.

Please! His voice wailed, even as shame drenched his mind at what the magic was forcing him to do, to admit to. Please let me get fucked like a cunt. PLEASE!

Good girl… Sarah breathed in his mind. Good little pussy. You did as mommy asked. So…

Here’s your reward.

“Bad  news?” Trayvon was saying, “Sarah. Uh, Miss Clayton, I don’t understand…”

“Oh do shut up, there’s a good boy,” Sarah sighed. “In fact, I order you to shut up and fuck me hard for an hour straight!”

Immediately, Trayvon’s eyes went blank.

“Yes, mistress,” William heard him saying, tonelessly.

Then two strong hands the size of the transformed boy were gripping Sarah’s hips, Trayvon was angling his cock towards William, and suddenly his bestie’s penis was sliding deep inside him, filling him, stretching his walls, making his mind burst with pleasure.

Oh my God! It feels so good…

William could see Trayvon’s gigantic, tree trunk like dick sinking deep inside him. He could feel the boy’s massive cock filling his hole.

He could taste Trayvon’s pre-cum. The smell of the boy’s sweat filled his mind, making him dizzy.

He felt himself filling and filling with dick until he thought he was going to explode, that he could take no more. Then, at long last, Trayvon’s heavy balls pressed up against William’s slit, and the black teenager was buried completely inside his friend.

William just had time to sob with equal parts shame and happiness at how good it felt, and then Trayvon started bucking his hips, and the pussy that used to be William was getting its first good fucking.

With each thrust, William could feel his hole getting wetter and wetter. With each thrust, he could feel Trayvon filling him, making his entire being sing and thrum and buzz with pleasure.

The black boy fucked him like a piston, his balls slapping up against William’s throbbing clit, using and abusing the poor pussy and making him feel like he was going to go mad from joy.

At the same time, William could feel the way the pleasure was flowing out of his form, into Sarah’s entire body, making her gasp and squeal and moan.

Dazedly, he realized that that was all he now was. A receptacle for dicks. A place designed only to give his mistress unimaginable pleasure, with no life of his own, no responsibilities, and nothing he need ever think about again except for this endless, wonderful sensation.

In that moment, William realized that he wasn’t trapped in a nightmare. Wasn’t trapped in Hell.

He had been transported to Heaven.

Thank you, mistress, he breathlessly cried as Trayvon’s cock violated him, made him sore, even as the pleasure kept building, oh thank you, thank you, thank you!

Instinct took over, he clenched his walls tight around Trayvon and felt every millimeter of him shiver. He was just a pussy now. A lone woman’s cunt, doing what pussies did naturally.

It was the greatest feeling of his entire life.

For a whole hour they fucked like that, William, his mistress, and his mistress’s toy, screwing on his stepmom’s bed while Sarah cried and moaned and William went mad with pleasure.

In all that time, William felt himself firing off orgasm after orgasm after orgasm. He came three, four, five times, each time better than the last, each time leaving him exhausted and dizzy and dripping juices, but still filled with this overwhelming pleasure.

Finally, exactly sixty minutes after he started, Trayvon let out a single grunt. He stopped thrusting, his entire body going stiff. William just had enough time to wonder what was happening…

…and then gallons and gallons of white hot come were flooding into him, filling him, squirting deep inside him, coating his insides in a way that made him shudder with delight.

To his shock, he discovered he could taste Trayvon’s come, as easily as if his friend had squirted into his mouth. Taste it, and feel it, and sense it covering every single part of him.

Inside his mind, William sobbed with happiness. He couldn’t believe how good it felt, couldn’t believe how much he loved being his stepmom’s slit!

It was over. Trayvon slowly pulled out of William, letting his last drops of sperm drip down onto the transformed boy’s slit. He collapsed on the bed, panting, while Sarah slowly lowered herself into a lying position and William tried to hold all of his bestie’s spunk inside him.

There was a whirl of white as Sarah rolled over, and suddenly William was being pressed up against Trayvon’s muscular leg, his juices running through the boy’s dark, coiled hairs as Sarah kissed her lover.

“Well done, Trayvon,” William heard her giggle, “you just made two people very happy.”

“Yeah,” Trayvon replied. “Yeah, I guess I did.”

Trapped between his stepmom’s legs, his new form leaking his best friend’s delicious sperm as his entire being throbbed with dull pleasure, William smiled to himself.

Only he and Sarah would ever know what she’d meant by that.

*

Ten years later, William lay, looking up at the distant ceiling of his bedroom, trying not to think too hard about how happy he felt.

It was a difficult thing to think about, he’d decided. Happiness. Like looking at the sun. If you spent too much time staring right at it, you were liable to temporarily blind yourself to it, and lose everything you’d accumulated.

You had to just peek at it out the corner of your eye, get a sense of it, feel pleased it was there.

And it was rare it wasn’t there for William these days. Ever since that fateful day, then years ago, when he lost that dumb old body that had caused him so much misery, and became…

“Pussy?” Sarah’s voice was soft, lazy. She was gently playing with the tiny tuft of golden pubic hair she’d allowed William to regrow, just above his clit.

William liked the feeling. It was a little bit like having someone stroke your hair. And Sarah often played with him like this, when she was tired, it was the mid-afternoon, and his gorgeous stepmom felt like napping.

Naps, too, were good times. Although William’s need to sleep had been removed, he was still wired up to Sarah’s body, to her rhythms.

As she drifted off, he’d find himself sinking into a state of contented mindlessness, a happy little lull that reminded him of how it felt the one time he tried MDMA when he was fifteen. Only while that drug induced high had made him feel like a rebel, Sarah’s sleep patterns made him feel like the most obedient little slave to her body.

It helped, too, that his mistress often dreamed about sex. As she dozed, William would sometimes find his lips filling with blood, his hole loosening, and his form becoming wet and tender as Sarah subconsciously bucked her hips in response to some dream he couldn’t see.

At moments like that, he would feel like he knew his stepmom more intimately than he’d ever know anyone. Even himself.

“Pussy?” Sarah murmured again. “Are you listening to me?”

Between her legs, William gave a little shiver to let her know he was paying attention.

He’d discovered, after six months or so as Sarah’s most intimate part, that he could subtly manipulate his new form without her input. Clenching his walls, closing his hole, opening it, shivering imperceptibly with pleasure – all things that only Sarah could notice. Little, secret signals for his mistress.

The thought made him sigh with happiness again. It was so much more gratifying being Sarah’s vagina than it had been being her stepson.

“Good,” Sarah sighed, “I’m glad. There’s something I need to say to you…”

Her finger drifted down from William’s pubic tuft, began gently stroking his slit. Teasing him. Obediently, William began to get slowly aroused, the first bead of moisture dripping out his line.

He loved it when Sarah treated him like this.

“I’ve been thinking,” the soft voice came again, above William, part of him, “after all this time, after all these men… how many was it again?”

William could have signaled her with his mental connection, but he didn’t bother. It was a rhetorical question.

Sarah had used her powers to sleep with two guys a day, every day, for the last ten years. They both knew that, by now, William had had over 7,300 dicks in him.

“Anyway,” his step mom continued, “I’ve been thinking that it’s time I told you the truth. Remember when I said the lamp granted five wishes?

Well, I may have lied just a teeny bit. It actually grants six. That means there’s still one wish left, waiting to be used up.”

William sat there in silence, absorbing this new information. It didn’t really matter to him, but he was vaguely interested on his mistress’s behalf.

“So, I was thinking…” Sarah went on, “if you wanted, I could use my last wish to turn you back. What do you think?”

In response, William angrily clenched his hole tight, so tight it might even hurt Sarah.

No! Go back to a life of responsibility, and dealing with being a human, and never knowing the joy of having a dick completely fill him again? No way!

Further up the bed, Sarah laughed. A genuine, happy laugh.

“I was hoping you’d say that, because I had another idea too. One I think we’ll both be onboard with.

I’m getting on in age now, pussy. I’m 45, and soon we’ll both be too old for all this fucking, won’t we? So, I was thinking…

What if I use my sixth wish to make myself young again? I’d be 18, and you’d still be my pussy. We could live my adult life all over again, only this time you’d be with me the entire time. You, my darling, beautiful cunt. With me, forever.”

William immediately relaxed his hole. Made his juices start flowing faster than ever. Sarah laughed again.

“I hoped you’d like my plan. Because I already wished for it, last night – remember how I picked up the lamp and held it in silence? Well, I was only wishing in my head, but it should still work.

I wished that I would have just long enough to tell you about my plan, and then it would all come true. Only this time, I would find a man and fall in love with him, and we’d both spend the next sixty years getting pounded by his glorious dick. And you know what else?

I wished that history would change, too. That it would change so you’d always been my pussy, and no boy called William had ever existed. That you always had been, and always would be, a part of me.”

A giggle.

“What do you say, pussy? Want to help me find the man of my dreams? Want to change history so that you were always my slit?”

The air was already tingling with magic. There was a distant sound like fairy dust falling.

Between her legs, Sarah’s pussy sighed to itself with happiness. Of course it wanted that. Why wouldn’t it?

“I am glad,” purred Sarah. “In that case, I think… here we go!”

There was a sudden flash of light that temporarily blinded William. When it cleared, he was between the legs of a beautiful girl stood naked before the bathroom mirror on her 18th birthday, grinning from ear to ear.

His memories were gone, too. As they slipped away into night, William realized with a feeling of utter contentment that he always had, and always would be, this teenage girl’s pussy.

*
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FREE Story: Trapped Between Her Legs

I wake up slowly, as I always do, the moment dawn breaks.

The light is almost gray beneath the sheets, cold and distant. Either side of me, the legs of my mistress stretch away from me; impossibly long, impossibly big. Slightly bent, from where she’s curled up while sleeping, no doubt with a faint smile on her impossibly-beautiful face.

Like most mornings, I have a moment’s disorientation, a moment when I forget what’s happened to me, and briefly wonder where I am.

For a split second, I even panic that I’ll be late for work. Try to roll over in the bed, to reach out, to check my cell and see what time it is, see if the alarm has failed to go off. Stupidly, I still believe that these human actions are something I’m capable of.

Then the image fades. My memory reasserts itself. And I remember that I will never, ever have to worry about going to work, ever again.

Never have to worry about showing up on time, or wearing a suit, or flirting with Karen, my dark-haired, beautiful secretary. Pinching her bum and asking if she’ll join me for a dirty weekend somewhere.

Since they passed my cruel and awful sentence, I haven’t had to worry about anything at all.

In the half-gloom, high above me, I hear a faint, sleepy giggle. My mistress, laughing in her sleep, almost as if she’s heard me.

She shifts slightly, rolling on her side, and my whole world seems to lurch with her. Her legs draw up, her thighs moving like two vast towers of flesh, pressing up either side of me, squashing me.

Half asleep, she reaches down with one delicate hand and starts playing lazily with my tiny tuft of wiry hair.

It hate it when she does this. It makes me feel so weak, so powerless. I want to angrily reach up and swat her hand away. Or at least close my eyes and go back to sleep.

But I’m incapable of doing either. I no longer have hands or arms. No longer have eyes.

No longer have anything but these two plump lips that hang softly together, making up most of my body-mass. This tight, moist hole that opens and closes within me. This tiny nub of nerves that comes alive when strong men touch it.

Comes alive and makes me shiver, despite myself. Makes me go all wet and sloppy. Makes me reluctantly open my hole and invite them in, while my mistress moans and writhes with pleasure.

Oh God, how I hate those moments!

You, sat so comfortably at your tablet screen, reading my pathetic story from the safety of your own body, you’ve no idea what humiliation is.

You can’t possibly know, until you’ve been debased and abused as I have in my new body, forced to endure things no human being has ever endured, to feel men’s fingers slip inside you. To see their big cocks, thick and bulbous and ready for sex, looming up before you, almost as big as you are.

To feel yourself open up obediently, to let them slip their dicks in and violate you, before finally squirting their seed, letting it mingle with your juices, while the love of your life moans and whimpers and finally giggles with happiness.

That, my friends, is humiliation.

And the worst part is: I enjoy it. On a purely physical level, you understand. Mentally, I scream and pray and beg for this not to happen. But outwardly…

Well, let’s just say that sometimes, even when I feel like crying, I have to stop myself from thinking about how good it all feels.

My new body, you see, was built for pleasure. When God, or evolution, or whatever created it – created me – he did so for three reasons only. For urination. For giving birth…

…and for procreation.

The second, I am pleased to say, hasn’t happened yet. The first. Well. I’d rather not talk too much about that, if you don’t mind.

(Except to say I’m glad it always happens in the near dark. Glad the angle my mistress sits at means I’m lost in the gloom of the toilet bowl, looking down at its impossibly vast porcelain cliffs; even as part of me is forced to relax – the part I think of as my ‘mouth’ – and I feel that hot, warm jet go streaming out, hear it pattering into the water below, while my mistress sighs with happiness at the misery she’s inflicting on me.)

But the third…

Friends, since my transformation, I’ve had more sex than I ever did in a lifetime of affairs.

Now we get to the crux of the matter.

I don’t think it’s boasting to say my affairs were legendary. I know, I know. Surely every man likes to think he’s a modern Casanova, an 1nrivalled master of seduction.

But I’m not exaggerating when I say I truly was.

Oh, I wasn’t the pinnacle of male beauty or anything. But neither was I Quasimodo. I worked out regularly. I dressed well. I had a well-paying job that sounded exciting and meant I got to travel a lot. I knew how to talk to women without seeming either overeager or overly shy or formal or condescending…

At least, not out loud.

(God. How Karen used to smile at my jokes. Back when I could still tell jokes…)

In my head, in my private thoughts, was another matter. Or, rather, I thoughtthey were private.

Anyway…

I can picture them all even now, over ten years after my awful punishment.

I’m not lying, every single face of every woman I ever seduced I can still recall in my mind’s eye. Every name, the names they swore at my trial I could never remember. Well, guess what? I can list every single one of them.

Doesn’t that show how unfair this stupid system is?

Ah, but I know what you’re going to say. You’re going to say it’s not my memory that was at fault, but what I privately called those girls. What I privately thought of the women I was seeing, the women I was chasing.

You’re going to say that I always called the Cunts.

It’s true. I can’t deny it.

That word appeared in all my journals. In that contacts list the prosecutor made a great show of waving around the courtroom, brandishing it before the female jurors with a flourish, like she’d just found the smoking gun.

You probably remember how the list went. Blonde Cunt. Big-Titted Cunt. Cunt from Jackson’s Office. Cunt met at store. Secretary Cunt. And so on, and so on, ad infinitum.

Yes. I wrote those words. But only as a game. Only as a little sop to my male pride.

Don’t you understand irony? Don’t you realize men can say that word as a little private joke, to amuse themselves?

Don’t you realize it’s not always sexist?

Back when I still had my body, I was as feminist as they come. Look it up. You’ll find those hashtags I retweeted, those petitions I signed. Hey, I even voted for Hillary all those years ago, despite the questions then surrounding her candidacy.

But I guess you bitches were never interested in evidence, were you?

No, you’d already decided. Up on your moral high horses. You were going to break me, like you want to break all men.

How else can you justify the cruelty of my punishment?

It sounds so funny, doesn’t it? So like a joke. The judge even laughed as she announced my sentence, pointed that staff at me; the one that made my body start to warp and change.

Made my arms bunch up against my sides… made my legs fold up into nothing… made my head vanish – cutting off my screams – and my body shrink, as a big slit opened down the front of me…

What was it she said again?

Ha. Like I could ever forget, even if I wanted too.

“Let the punishment fit the crime!”

Let it fit the crime indeed.

It’s getting lighter now. The gloom beneath the sheets is giving way to a warmer, softer light.

Soon, my mistress will wake up. I can already feel the gentle flow of blood into my plump lips. Already, I can feel the faint, warm tingle as my sleeping form comes to life, slowly aroused by dreams I can’t see; dreams my mistress is having about hunky men and depraved sex and endless copulation.

Any minute now, I’ll feel her stir to life. She might lazily reach a finger down, slip it inside me, wake herself up with an orgasm.

Or she might just start rubbing me against her bunched-up sheets, half asleep as she forces me to drip and shiver and oh-so-faintly pleasure her.

I only hope I get to say my piece first.

It was cruel what you did, you know? Placing me here, between the legs of a common whore.

I know I’m forbidden to think ill of her, I know you’ve altered my brain chemistry to make me feel unconditional love for my mistress, I know she’s a good and beautiful woman, I know I worship her…

But, all the same, couldn’t you have picked someone a little more… chaste?

The female you… That’s what you called her. A girl with supermodel looks and a good job, who travels around the world, screwing for fun. Who barely spends a night alone without a man by her side and, when she does, likes to play around with a dildo to help her relax.

I didn’t know then that you’d make it someone I knew.

And I didn’t know you’d alter her mind to make her into this… this monster.

How can any woman have this much sex? I’ve been rubbed and fondled and penetrated more times than I can remember.

I’ve had fingers slipped inside me. I’ve had tongues flicked across my surface, plunged deep into my hole. I’ve had cocks squirt inside me, onto me; their fluid getting stuck in my tiny patch of pubic hair.

I’ve looked up in horror as my mistress’s legs spread wide, and a muscular black man loomed up over me, his eyes fixed on my dripping mound, a cocky grin on his face.

I’ve peeked out from beneath cocktail dresses in nightclub toilets as my mistress slips her panties off and heads back out onto the dance floor, her high-heeled feet wobbling away so, so far below as she looks for a man who might be willing to slip his hand up here.

I’ve watched in faint disgust from an upside-down position as my mistress gets down on all fours, moaning softly, while another woman fastens a big, pink dildo around her waist, an evil little look in her eyes.

All of this horror, this misery has been mine to suffer. All the shavings and pluckings and waxings that have left me feeling ashamed and emasculated and miserable. All the times I’ve been tucked away inside a lacy pair of panties on a hot day, left to wallow in my own stink and sweat – that miserable, musty smell of pussy.

And, please, don’t even get me started on the periods.

Don’t you think I’ve suffered enough? Don’t you think ten years is beyond what’s reasonable for my crimes?

I only called them cunts, for Chrissakes!

I get it. I am a cunt now; you turned me into one. I will never forget it, I will never use that word for women again. Please… please, just…

…let me have my body back.

I know what I did was wrong. I know now that the Sisterhood are watching us men at all times; noting our misogynist thoughts, our little cruelties.

Know that when the balance is tipped too far, they intervene and put us on trial. Punish us with transformation, then leave an automaton walking around in our place, so no-one ever knows we’re even missing.

Now I know that, I’ll never, ever be bad again. I promise. I’ll be the nicest man you’ve ever met. The kindest, most-gentlemanly male in all the world.

Only please don’t leave me trapped here another ten years. Please don’t make me spend another decade between my mistress’s legs. My mistress who used to be my secretary.

Please don’t leave me as Karen’s pussy.

The light is stronger now. Above me – around me, part of me – I feel my mistress awake. Feel her stretch, hear her distant yawn.

She sits up. The sheets suddenly move beneath me. My whole body jiggles as my mistress rearranges herself. Spreads her legs.

I lie here, whimpering, as I hear something being picked up off the table. Let out an internal moan as my mistress’s long-nailed hand reappears, clutching the big, thick dildo she likes to use sometimes; the one that makes her gasp and scream with pleasure.

The one that makes me feel like I’m dying with desire and humiliation all at once.

As I cry to myself, a finger – as long as my entire body – curls down. Starts gently teasing at my lips, rubbing lazily at my clit, making it tingle and my body become warm and wet against my will.

“Morning, Mr. Stone,” Karen whispers, mockingly; still using the form of address she had to as my employee, all those years ago. Her voice is both noise to me and vibration, traveling through her belly to echo faintly inside me.

“Now, how about we start the day off with a bang, huh?”

Then she leans back, spreads her legs so wide I can no longer see them at the edges of my vision, angles the dildo…

…and then my exquisite daily life of torture and misery begins all over again.

*

Like what you’ve read? I’ve got 13 more free stories like this on my blog! No registration, no fees, no tricks

Alternatively, check out my novella of kinky body part transformation: Turned Into His Sister’s Pussy. Or try my twisted erotic novel of gender-swap revenge and workplace servitude Becoming Christine.


Also by Lisa Change

*

Turned into His Sister’s Pussy

18 year-old Sam has always been a bit of a pussy. But when his sister Jackie catches him spying on her and her sexy best-friend Gina, she decides to turn him into one… for real!


Trapped as his sister’s pussy, Sam’s about to learn a kinky lesson he’ll never forget. Dripping wet and constantly horny, he'll experience what it's like to be penetrated by a dildo, tongued by his sister's lover, and even to have another man's finger inside him. Will Sam be able to escape Jackie's cruel curse and get revenge on her? Or will he find life as his sister’s tender pussy too pleasurable to resist? 

Buy now


Becoming Juliette

James knew it was bad, spying on school girls. And now this naughty boy is paying the price. He’s been forced by magic to turn into a teenage girl.


Now there’s no more James, only Juliet. Blonde, 18-year old Juliet with her curvy body and innocent face. Juliet, whose real name and past as a boy no-one can remember. Juliet, whose mind is changing too, and can’t stop herself from daydreaming about all the hunky guys…


Surely this is all a dream. There’s no way a man could really be trapped as a schoolgirl. There’s no way he could really be forced to wear an adorable little uniform and do what the older girls tell him to. There’s no way any of this is really happening…


…right? 

Buy now


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


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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