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It was a gloomy, stormy day.

Outside the house, the air was heavy, humid, charged with static. Dense gray clouds swirled above the empty landscape. What little sunlight broke through fell in momentary shafts, only to be extinguished in seconds.

It was a day for drama. A day when even the least-poetic could tell something significant was going to happen, simply by craning their necks up to the sky.

Inside the house, Jason saw exactly none of this.

He was far, far too busy with his prey.

“This, uh… this really your place?”

The young man looked dubiously around the broken, decaying mansion. At its boarded windows, dusty drapes and darkened corners. A frowned creased his handsome face.

“It seems, y’know, an odd home for a Count.”

Leaning demurely back against the shut front door, Jason closed his eyes. A wan smile flitted across his beautiful, feminine features.

Buddy, you don’t know the half of it…

Outwardly though, he kept his cool. It wouldn’t do to have the Jesus freak realize the truth.

Not unless Jason wanted something very, very bad to happen.

“We’re renovating,” he heard himself say in his soft, high-pitched voice. A voice that, try as he might, he just couldn’t remove the silky, seductive edge from.

“Just wait till we’re done with it.” A light little laugh escaped his lips. “You’d be amazed at what my master is capable of.”

Trapped inside his new body, no more able to control his own actions than a gorgeous, handcrafted puppet, Jason shivered at his own words.

Amazed didn’t even begin to cover it.

Less than two weeks ago, he’d been Jason Harker: fearless vampire hunter, handsome stud, and all-round square-jawed hero.

And then he’d made the mistake of coming to visit the Count, of trying to broker a deal with him. The muscular Spanish aristocrat had manipulated Jason’s lust for immortality, his thirst to become lord of his own clan of undead servants, and tricked him into drinking the blood of a female vampire. It had made Jason immortal, all right, but not in the way he’d been expecting…

“And is, uh, is the Count available for a quick chat?”

Jason’s eyes flew open. He smiled at his victim. A mysterious smile that made the poor sap give him a goofy grin in return.

Men. Sneered an alien, female voice in Jason’s brain. They’re such suckers…

“I’m afraid my master is sleeping,” he said, gently pushing his curvy body off the doorframe and drifting slowly towards the intruder. “But perhaps I can… entertain you?”

With each step, Jason could feel his hips curving seductively, his pert ass twitching beneath the fabric of his elegant, expensive dress. His long, chestnut hair trailed lazily behind him, as if he was a supermodel in a commercial.

He could feel the man’s eyes, reluctantly drinking in his figure. Helplessly tracing the outline of his body. He could almost hear the man’s thoughts, dark and animal, full of violent, confused desires.

Jason had never had a man look at him with lust before. To his horror, he realized that he kinda liked it. It gave him a… power he’d never known women possessed. Like he was some slinking, elegant feline, and this man was…

Well. A helpless little mouse.

Can you blame him? Purred that female voice in Jason’s brain again. I mean… have you even seen yourself recently?

To which the male side of Jason’s brain responded:

Seen myself? Kinda hard when you don’t cast a reflection.

Nonetheless, he was kidding himself if he tried to pretend he didn’t know what the little voice meant. In the course of the last thirteen days, he’d had no way of hiding it from himself.

After making him drink the blood of his undead wife, Katherine, the Count had feasted on Jason, taking him to the brink of death. The ritual had taken away Jason’s humanity, made him into a vampire.

But it had also done something else. When he’d finally recovered, Jason had been horrified to discover that his strong, male body had been magicked away…

…and replaced with a gorgeous female one.

He could still picture it perfectly, even now. The way he’d looked down to see two firm, ripe breasts dangling from his chest. The way he’d jumped to his feet and tottered in his high heels, staring in shock at his smooth, slender new legs.

The way he’d slipped a dainty hand beneath the hem of his green, figure-hugging dress, and felt the warm, moist mound where his dick had once been.

He’d wanted to scream, wanted to cry. Wanted to smash his fist into the Count’s handsome face and shriek at him until he gave him his body back.

But he’d been unable to do any of those things. His new body – with its supermodel face, wide, innocent eyes, tight waist and pouty red lips – was no longer his.

Like all female vampires, he was nothing but an extension of his male master. A beautiful automaton, completely under the Count’s control.

And that meant that when some evangelist came knocking on the door, he had no choice but to go and do the Count’s awful bidding.

Jason came to a stop right in front of the Jesus freak. He smiled up at him, taking in his neatly-combed blond hair, his handsome, square-jawed face, his openly nervous expression.

“A quick chat, huh? What, exactly did you want to talk about…” Jason flicked the boy’s plastic name badge with one teasing, long-nailed finger, “Gus?”

Gus visibly swallowed, his neck briefly bulging under his tightly-buttoned collar. He clearly wasn’t used to standing this close to any woman – let alone one as darkly flirtatious as Jason was being forced to be – and the sight should have been amusing.

But Jason didn’t just have a female brain, now. He had a monster’s brain. A vampire brain.

And the sight of this strong man’s jugular swelling up like that was enough to make his mouth go dry.

“I-I, uh, wanted to ask the Count if h-he’d managed to find Jesus in his life?” Gus mumbled, adjusting his glasses and looking anywhere but at Jason. “It-it’s never too late to let the Lord in…”

At his words, Jason gave a light, tinkling laugh. He raised one dainty hand to his lips, felt his eyelashes flutter briefly.

“No? Well, that’ll come as news to my master…” He turned, waved one hand vaguely at the sofa, “why don’t you have a seat?”

Gus mumbled something behind him, clumsily started moving toward the sofa, but Jason barely noticed him.

He was too busy trying to figure out what the fuck he was gonna do.

The Count wanted him to kill this intruder, that much was obvious. In nearly two weeks, Jason hadn’t yet feasted on a live human being, and learning to kill your own prey was a big part of any transition from human to vampire.

And Jason was fine with that. Really. When he’d come looking for immortality, he’d known that slaughter was gonna be part of his undead existence.

But that was the issue. He it wasn’t his existence anymore. He was a slave of the Count, incapable of disobeying his master’s commands, and slaughter simply because the Count enjoyed it…

Well, that made Jason feel all sorts of irritated.

Each new step in his transition felt like a part of his identity being chipped away. With each item he ticked off the vampire checklist, he felt like strong, dependable Jason was vanishing and beautiful, evil Jasmine replacing him.

He’d already been forced to drink blood. Been forced to become the lesbian love slave of a cruel vampire bitch named Dodi. How many more humiliations could he take?

No, he needed to figure out a way to let Gus leave here alive.

How he was gonna do that when his female body was desperate to feast on him was another matter entirely.

“Tell me, Gus, do you love Jesus?” Jason murmured, his body turning to face the kid and leaning seductively on the back of a tall, ornate chair.

From his perch on the old leather couch, Gus nodded furiously, his cheeks pink as he looked at the floor, trying to ignore Jason’s cleavage.

He really is kinda handsome… Jason had no idea if the thought was his, his female body’s, or the Count exerting gentle control over his mind.

“In that case…” Jason raised one perfectly-sculpted eyebrow, “I guess you must carry a crucifix?”

To his surprise, Gus gave him a thunderstruck look.

“That’s Catholics!” He snapped, before steadying himself. “Uh, sorry, ma’am.”

Shit…

“Don’t mention it.” Jason smiled demurely, the female expression feeling eerily uncomfortable on his face. “But, surely you’ve got a picture of a cross somewhere? On your Bible cover? A tattoo? I dunno…”

The kid was looking at him like he was speaking in tongues. Jason could feel the predator’s part of his brain looking back at him, calculating how long it’d take to leap across the room, cut his throat with one long nail and let the blood spray over his hands, pour down his dress, pool at his feet…

He shook his pretty little head, quickly dislodging the thought. The movement made his long, reddish hair trail around him.  

“What about holy water, then? Or garlic? You’re not on your way back from the store, are you?”

“M-maybe I could just read you a passage,” Gus mumbled, fumbling for his little pocket Bible, “and we could talk about-”

It was no use. Jason could feel the hunger, growing. Could feel the heat, radiating off Gus’s nice, warm body. Could almost taste his sweat, the sweet, tangy taste of an animal that’s afraid.

The kid’s got maybe 20 seconds to find something to ward me off with, he realized with a shudder, or else I’m gonna…

Well, he didn’t really want to think about that yet.

“Listen, Gus. Maybe…”

You should go, was what he’d meant to say. But to invite the poor boy to leave would be to defy the Count’s wishes, and in his submissive, female body that just wasn’t an option.

Besides… a large part of him didn’t want Gus to go. A dark part, rising up in him. A part that wanted nothing more than to tear the clothes from this boy’s body, and roughly fuck him, letting Gus’s big dick lance deep into his womb as he felt his heartbeat weaken in his muscular chest.

Fifteen seconds…

Gus was looking at him with wide, nervous eyes. Jason hesitated, trying to think of something – anything – that would drag them off this path they were on.

His bewitching, emerald green eyes suddenly went wide.

“Maybe you should read me Revelation 16:14,” he said, lightly, trying to keep Jasmine’s voice nonchalant, trying to keep the warning from the female part of his brain. “And maybe you should really think about how it applies to your current situation.”

His body was moving round the chair now, slinking towards Gus with almost imperceptible steps, a deadly, hungry smile on its gorgeous features.

Come on, come on you idiot!

And, below that:

Ten seconds…

“R-revelation? I’m not such a fan of…”

Jason gave a throaty, playful laugh.

“Oh, go on. It’s my favorite passage.”

One high-heeled foot moved in front of the other, drawing him inexorably on. Prickles of desire ran across Jason’s cold, marble-like skin, making him shiver, fogging his brain.

This is it, our last chance. If he doesn’t hurry up and read it now…

For what felt like forever, Gus simply looked at Jason, his innocent face uncomprehending. Filled with foreboding, but without knowing why.

Then his shoulders sagged slightly. He gave Jason a weak smile.

“OK, sure.” A hollow laugh. “I gotta admit, Miss…? Uh, whatever your name is. You’re not like the usual folks I see.”

“No?”

Just get on with it!

Five seconds…

“16:14, was it, miss? Right. Here it is…”

Gus frowned down at his Bible, the pocket-sized book trembling in his fingers. Jason felt himself curve his body, lowering himself sexily down onto the sofa beside Gus. He wrapped one cold arm round the boy’s strong shoulders, leaned against him, deliberately letting one firm breast press against his arm.

The boy’s neck was so, so close now. It filled Jason’s vision, seemed to hypnotize him. The rushing of Gus’s blood filled his ears. The dark thing rose in him, swamping his brain, washing his male side away.

Two seconds…

“You just need the start bit,” Jason heard himself murmur in his high-pitched, feminine voice, “just the first few words.”

“Really? OK. Here we go…”

Gus took a breath. Began reading.

“For they are demonic spirits, p-p-performing…”

The Bible slipped weakly from his hands, fell to the floor. The darkness engulfed Jason’s mind, drowning him. From the depths of his hunger, he thought he heard a female voice.

No seconds. My turn.

And then he was suddenly smiling, his eyes shining with a secret, hidden delight as he took Gus’s cheeks in his hands, gently turned his handsome head toward him, looked deep into his terrified blue eyes.

“My, my,” Jason whispered, helpless to stop himself, “you are a cutie, aren’t you?”

And then they were kissing. Kissing like their lives depended on it. Kissing like two people who have been swept away on a black sea of desire, who are no longer in control of their actions.

Jason felt Gus’s tongue swirling round the inside of his mouth, tickling the insides of his cheeks, like the strong boy was trying to devour him. He held the kid’s head tight in his hands and kissed him roughly back, biting down on his lip, loving him, hurting him.

The warmth of Gus’s body was like a drug, enveloping Jason, making his mind whirl. At the same time, the boy’s strong torso was making his female form go woozy with desire. He could feel his hard pecs through his starched shirt, feel his raw, sexual energy, locked away inside his polite evangelist’s clothes.

The boy was whimpering as they kissed, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes. But he didn’t stop. His strong hands clasped Jason, one running through his long hair, the other drifting up one cold, slender leg, grasping at his perfect ass.

Oh yes… the female voice in Jason’s brain whispered gleefully, oh God, that’s so good…

There was a sudden break. Gus pulled back, looked at Jason with wild eyes, his strong arms holding him back against the sofa.

“Wh-what are we doing?! I-I can’t… I have a wife…”

In response, Jason grinned hungrily, bit his lower lip. His fangs were showing and they pricked the skin, causing little red drops of blood to appear.

“It’s too late for that. You made your choice. Now live with it.”

With one fierce movement, he batted Gus’s thick, farm boy arms away. Shoved him back against the armrest and leaped on top of him, his slender, female legs spread either side the boy’s strong hips.

Their crotches were touching now, Jason could feel something hard and thick pressing up against his mound, trying to force its way in. He started to rub his pussy gently against its tip, grinding his hips against the boy’s, kissing his lips, his cheeks, his neck.

It was like watching a movie. No, it was more like losing control of your body. Inside his mind, Jason tried to make himself stop, but it was like his thoughts were no longer connected to anything.

All that was left was this throbbing desire and dark hunger, dictating his every move.

He tore open Gus’s shirt, kissing his strong chest, letting his lips drink in the taste of this muscular stranger, his red hair tumbling past his face, leaving rivulets of desire across the boy’s rock solid abs.

He ripped open the boy’s fly, unbuckled his belt, pulled something out from inside his pants that jutted up into the air, hard and thick and true.

Jason held Gus’s cock in his tiny hands, marveling at its size, gently running his tongue along its length, delicately kissing its tip, luxuriating in its strange, salty taste.

Gus gave a weak little moan. Helplessly ran a hand through Jason’s hair, looked at him with that same feeling of abandonment that Jason felt.

Jason smiled, took one of the boy’s hands, started kissing his calloused palm, sucking on his thick fingers.

“Oh God… y-you’re so fucking hot… I-I want to hurt you… I-I want to rape you! I…”

“Shh…” Jason whispered, letting his lips run sensuously over Gus’s wrist, his incisors elongating at the feeling of warmth against his cold body. “Don’t talk. Just let it happen.”

And then he suddenly grabbed the boy’s dick, yanked his panties to one side, angled his hips and let his fat cock slip deep inside him.

The boy’s dick was so thick Jason could feel it stretching the walls of his pussy. He was so wet his juices dribbled out and mingled in Gus’s golden pubic thatch, even as the tip of his dick penetrated Jason’s womb.

“Fuck! Oh fuck! Y-you’re amazing…”

“I said don’t talk,” Jason growled. “Just fuck.”

The boy didn’t need telling twice.

With quick, powerful movements, he bucked his hips against Jason’s, driving his dick deep inside him, making Jason’s female body moan and whimper out loud.

One strong, masculine hand tore the front of Jason’s dress open, exposing his heavy breasts with their pink, pointed nipples. The other slipped behind his back and began squeezing his pert ass, kneading its flesh so hard it hurt.

Like a man in a trance, Gus leaned forward, his tongue exploring Jason’s nipples, flicking over them, making them hard as bullets. He greedily suckled on Jason’s glorious tits, whimpering to himself over and over again, even as his dick pounded into Jason’s tight and tender cunt.

As they roughly fucked, Jason threw back his head and gasped, his mouth wide open, staring at the ceiling with a feeling like a girl in a dream, his mind lost on this churning tide of pleasure.

The feeling of Gus’s dick, violating his hole, made him moan and whimper with pleasure. The feeling of his teeth, biting at his nipples, was enough to make him feel woozy.

He wanted to corrupt this boy. To let him fuck him in any hole he wanted. To suck his dick and let him lick his asshole until his mind was dirtied and beyond redemption. Until his God would have no choice but to cast him into the darkness where creatures like Jason and the Count lurked, far from the corrupting influence of the light.

But he wanted to do more than that. He wanted to feed. To satiate this bloodlust rising in him. He wanted to kill this boy and writhe in his blood while he rubbed himself to orgasm.

He was a vampire now. A female vampire.

And he only lived to kill and screw.

The boy was whispering something, over and over again, even as he kissed Jason’s magnificent breasts. A prayer, maybe, or a call for help. Jason ran a delicate hand through his short, neat hair. Gripped it tight, pulling his head back so his neck was exposed.

Gus looked up at Jason with a numbed expression, still mechanically thrusting his hips, fucking this gorgeous woman, even as his lust gave way to fear.

Still riding his cock, Jason grinned down at this helpless man, at his prey. He wasn’t going to kill Gus after all this, oh no.

He was going to use his powers to turn him into a vampire. To make him one of the undead.

The Count was wrong if he thought Jason would just do his bidding. Jason was strong. He’d corrupt and turn this boy and serve him instead. Start a new nest, where Gus would rule as a soulless king, living out all the dark fantasies his religious mind refused to indulge in. And Jason would rule beside him as his beautiful, seductive queen…

It was at that moment that he saw her.

She was walking silently across the room, her feet not seeming to touch the floor.

Her platinum blonde hair fell in straight lines either side of her oh-so familiar face, a cruel, mocking smile on her red lips. There was something clasped in her hands, something long and silver that caught the light and made Jason feel like moaning.

He tried to catch her eye, tried to shake his head. To plead. No… don’t!

But it was too late.

There was a sudden, savage thrust against Jason’s hips. Gus let out a loud, animal grunt as he came, flooding Jason’s womb with sperm. Tears ran down his cheeks. Dodi’s eyes glinted, she raised her arms.

There was a flash of silver. A wet thud. The boy’s body spasmed once, twice…

…and then it was all over.

In silence, Jason raised his hands. Tremblingly felt the sticky fluid on his soft cheeks. The dark liquid that had sprayed so savagely from Gus’s neck.

He slowly shook his head. Looked up in horror at the tall blonde woman smiling down at him. Felt something that had been long and hard go limp inside him.

“What did you do?” he whispered in horror.

In response, Dodi gently raised the ornate samurai sword to her lips, delicately licked a dribble of blood from its razor-sharp edge.

“Mmm... I always think Evangelicals taste better, don’t you? Catholics are just so salty…”

Jason glared at her.

“You didn’t have to do that,” he growled, unable to move from his position astride Gus’s corpse. “I was gonna turn him.”

“Yeah, into your new master.” Dodi lowered the sword. “What was it again? Oh yeah. I’ll corrupt and turn this boy and serve him instead. You really think our master wouldn’t hear that, babes? He can hear everything, you dumb bitch.”

At mention of the Count, Jason’s new body automatically spoke.

“Praise him.”

“Praise him,” Dodi agreed.

For a moment the two women looked blank, unable to do anything but think about how wonderful their master was, how they only lived to serve him.

At long, long last, Dodi blinked. She gave Jason a cruel smile.

“Your dumb, bitch plan wouldn’t have worked anyway. We can’t turn people. Only male vampires can do that. Chicks like us are only here to serve.”

She pointed her sword right at Jason.

“Anyway, babes, he wants to see you now. Maybe you’ll get lucky.”

Her smile grew wider.

“Or maybe I will. I’d kill for a chance to cut a little skank like you up, nice and slow. Maybe this’ll be it.”

Jason didn’t reply. Both his male and female side agreed that the feeling was mutual.

“Maybe you’d like to torture me, too. Good, that means you’re coming along.” Dodi lowered her sword again. “That’s all being a vampire is, babes. Letting all that dark shit come flowing out, rather than bottling it all up.”

She gave the body on the sofa a disinterested glance.

“There’s no hurry. You can have a snack before you see him. Take your time.”

She bent over, deliberately giving Jason a clear view of her cleavage, knowing it would turn him on. Picked up the boy’s head.

“Don’t forget to clear up after yourself, huh? He doesn’t like a mess.”

And then she was gone, drifting away into the dark mansion, a trail of blood and sadistic laughter following in her wake.

*

Sex and death. That’s all a vampire’s life is, my darling. Sex and death…

The female voice kept crooning those same words over and over inside Jason’s mind as he obediently made his way towards the Count’s chambers.

With every step his new breasts wobbled slightly in their fancy, lacy push up bra. Curls of shining hair bounced off his shoulders. His pussy throbbed faintly, sore from the fucking Gus had given it.

But even confronted with the awful, day-to-day reality of his transformation into a girl, Jason couldn’t think about anything but that stupid mantra.

Sex and death… sex and death…

His elegant dress flowed around him, magically cleaned of blood. Not twenty minutes ago, he’d been lapping at the great wound in the boy’s neck, as intimately close to him as they had been during sex, able to feel his body slowly cooling as the blood dripped from it.

Sex and death…

As he crossed the great upstairs landing, a handful of the Count’s other wives looked up, watching him pass with anything from indifference to outright hostility, their fangs bared.

Like him, they all used to be men. Like him, they’d all been tricked by the Count. And, like him, they now all lived to serve him, his personal harem of supermodels, ready to indulge his every whim.

Unlike him, though, they’d all finished their transformations. Lost their last flickers of humanity, forgotten what it was like to be warm, to have a heartbeat.

No wonder they hated him so.

Jason primly stepped over a raven-haired girl on all fours, her narrow body hidden away inside a tiny black cocktail dress, her face buried between the legs of a baby-faced blonde.

As he passed, blondie closed her eyes and let out a long, sensuous gasp, grinding her pussy gently against the raven girl’s face, her strapless red dress bunched up around her waist.

Somewhere in her mind, the Count was moving her body, forcing her to experience this pleasure, just as he was forcing the raven girl to give it to her. With a shudder, Jason realized that would soon be him. A personal sex toy, nothing more.

Sex and…

The door. He raised one tiny hand, his long fingers curled into an elegant fist. He tapped daintily against the wooden frame, glumly noting the alien way he now held his hand; loose-wristed, like a girl.

“Come.”

…death.

The door swung open. Jason stepped into the gloom.

“Ah, my darling Jasmine. It has been far too long.”

At the warm, Spanish tones of the Count’s voice, Jason felt a thrill pass through him. His nipples hardened in their bra, his pussy immediately became moist between his legs.

“Master…” he heard himself breathe in his soft voice, angry at the words he was being forced to say, “I live to serve you.”

From the depths of a red velvet armchair, the Count smiled up at him, his thin lips amused, his dark eyes half-lidded and lazy.

A fire crackled away beside him, surrounded by book shelves heaving with ancient volumes. In the distant gloom, Jason could just make out an antique four poster bed, like a ghost floating in nothingness.

“I am glad you came so promptly after my call, even though you were busy. It is a good feeling, no? To finally feast.”

A lazy silence.

“Dodi said to me that you had made your first kill. What was his name? Gavin, Gary…?”

“Gus.” Jason couldn’t help himself. The name came out sounding small and silly. The name of a victim, not a ruler.

I can’t believe I was going to serve him…

The Count’s eyes reflected back the flickering flames.

“Gus. And you, you merely-” he gave a lazy flick of his wrist, “and then he went from being Gus to our degustation.”

Another smile.

“I take it you enjoyed the feast?”

For a moment, Jason was silent. There was something about their conversation that was unnerving him.

Didn’t Dodi tell him the truth…? He wondered, uneasily. Didn’t she tell him I wasn’t the one to kill…

But he couldn’t risk the Count seeing the thought cross his beautiful face. He nodded his pretty little head.

“Yes, master. I always think…” he mentally steeled himself, “that Evangelicals taste better, don’t you?”

The Count shrugged.

“Personally, I cannot taste the difference. My palate is perhaps not so refined as yours, Mr. Har… I am so sorry, Miss Jasmine.”

A half-suppressed chuckle.

“Forgive me. I forget. You are one of us now. Or one of mine, at any rate.”

He eyed Jason up and down, his brown eyes lazily tracing the outline of his curvy, female figure.

“Come to me.”

Without any input from his brain, Jason’s body started walking, crossing the room to the Count with slow, seductive steps. He stopped before his new master, feeling a sultry expression cross his new face as if his muscles were being pulled on wires.

The Count raised one eyebrow. Spread his hands slightly. Looked at the floor.

Something clicked in Jason’s brain. He forced up an apologetic smile.

“I’m sorry, master. One moment.”

With slow movements, he lowered himself down onto the old, expensive rug. Curled his slender legs beneath his supermodel frame. Lowered his head demurely.

“Ah, yes,” whispered the Count. “There it is. You know, I cannot abide a woman who refuses to kneel. It is extremely bad manners.”

Crouched before his muscular owner, Jason could only gently incline his head. His transformation had put him in the Count’s possession, mind, body and soul.

If the Count thought something, the only possible action Jason could take was to agree with it.

A thick hand reached out, its knuckles dusted with faint, dark hairs. Began to gently stroke Jason’s long hair, tenderly hooking it back behind one small ear.

“When I was a boy,” the monster sighed in his cultured voice, “so very, very long ago, it was not uncommon for the rich lords to make us kneel like this before them, peasants that we were. They would come riding into town – clip clop, clip clop – and we would have to bend forward and, as they used to say, ‘kiss the dust’. It is an ugly expression, no? Lacking in poetry.”

Frozen at his feet, Jason had no choice but to listen, no choice but to feel his female body react to the Count’s touch, like a schoolgirl experiencing her first kiss.

Where’s he going with this…?

And, underneath that, the female voice in his brain:

It doesn’t matter. He is your God, your master. You live only to serve him. If he wishes to talk, then a silly slut like you must listen.

“I remember, one day, how an aristocrat came to our village, not long after the harvest. We had had our little celebrations just the day before, and I had watched my mother dance to the pauper’s tunes. She was a great beauty, my mother, and that day I had dreamed of growing up to marry someone just like her. Strong. Passionate.”

A laugh.

“What can I say? I was five years old. You can imagine how I felt when mister Freud started writing, two centuries later. He was right, I told everyone who would listen, he was right!”

“But I was not the only one to think such thoughts about my mother. That aristocrat, he came into our village. He made us kneel. And you know what he did then?”

The Count’s fingers were winding tighter and tighter through Jason’s hair, chasing tenderness away and replacing it with pain.

“He had his men cut off my father’s head. And he took my mother, dragged her away to live with him. My, how she screamed. Of course I, being a boy, screamed too. So the men started to beat me – bang, bang, bang – until everyone thought I was going to die. They were right, you understand, but only in a philosophical sense. My mother intervened, and you know what she said? She said, if you let him be, I will come quietly. So he did, and she did. And I went with her, dragged off to a new life in the court.”

“It is funny, is it not, how times change? Back then, my daddy’s head was – thwap – sliced off, and his killer became my new papa. But I didn’t hate my new father, not at all. To tell the truth, I admired him. Any man, I thought, any man who can make the world kneel before him, who can make women his slaves, that is a happy man.”

“That is the man I want to be.”

A log exploded in the fireplace, sending sparks spinning out into the room. Jason tried not to whimper. The Count’s fingers were now digging into his flesh, twisting his hair. Hurting him.

“He understood, you see?” The Count whispered. “He understood the little secret at the heart of us all, us humans. Sex… and death. The desire to kill our enemies. Rape their women. To ensure we will die a victor.”

“Only I happened to find a better system. One without the unnecessary dying, where I could make my enemies into women. And with one blow…”

“Sex and death.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

Jason had meant the question to come out sounding tough, in the sort of sneer he’d used when dealing with vampires for decades.

But instead, it came out in a servile little whimper. The sound not of a strong alpha male, but a pathetic little sissy slave.

“Why?” The Count seemed genuinely surprised. “It is an interesting story, no? We haven’t even got to the denouement, where I am a grown man and I return to face my past… but maybe we should leave that for a moment.”

He suddenly yanked Jason’s head back, so hard it made him squeal; a high-pitched, girly noise. He looked in terror up at the vampire’s face, suddenly horribly aware of how exposed his throat was.

The Count seemed to read his mind. He smiled, letting the fingers of one free hand trace a delicate pattern over Jason’s jugular, down to his clavicle.

“You are right, though, my darling Jasmine, I do indeed have a purpose in telling you this. You see, we vampires are nothing more than what that old aristocrat was. To be sure, we live longer, don’t age, and can be killed by holy water and garlic – an ailment I trust this lord did not suffer from, judging by his awful breath…”

His probing hand reached down, slipped beneath the fabric of Jason’s dress, began squeezing his breast. To his horror, Jason immediately felt his female body begin to respond, to become aroused. The monster’s eyes glittered.

“But in the essence, we are the same. We eat, we make love, we slaughter for fun, sometimes all at once. We do what each of those peasants in my village wished to do themselves, in the secret corners of their minds, but were too afraid or too poor to be capable of. What all humanity wishes it could do, if only it had the power.”

“Why am I telling you this? Because, like me, you now have that power. You feasted earlier, that is true, but you also lied to me. You have not yet killed.”

He leaned close, until his lips were almost brushing Jason’s earlobe. In fright, Jason realized his fangs were now at full length. His other hand was cruelly pinching Jason’s nipple, making it painfully hard.

“And now,” The Count murmured, his voice barely audible above the crackling of the fire, “it is time you learned to do so.”

His hand suddenly relaxed. Jason collapsed against the floor, pathetically glad to be free of this monster’s grasp.

He’s mad… he’s completely mad!

If the Count knew what was happening in his mind, he didn’t show it. Instead, he straightened up, looked towards the door. Clapped his hands.

“Come.”

What now…?! Jason had just enough time to wonder, before the heavy wooden door swung open and he felt his stomach drop out.

Stood in the doorway, something sharp clasped in her hands and an evil smile on her face, was Dodi.

“You called, my master?” She laughed as she stepped into the room, the fireplace casting strange shadows on her long, straight hair.

The Count’s eyes twinkled with amusement.

“Indeed I did, my sweet, sweet Dodi. I see you bought what I asked of you?”

Dodi giggled, raised the sharpened wooden stake in her hands, wiggled it at Jason’s pathetic, prostate form, a demonic look in her eyes.

“One stake for one little bitch. Oh please let me do it, master. Let me stake this whore for you, good and proper…”

Lying at the Count’s feet, Jason whimpered with fear, his vampire body suddenly screaming at him to run!

This couldn’t be happening… it couldn’t! He couldn’t be destined to become a vampire, only to die at the hands of Dodi! It was wrong, it was horrible…

And, he realized with a feeling of nausea, there was nothing he could do about it.

Dodi was still looking at him with the expression of an evil little girl at Christmas. In their female bodies, Jason thought they were probably physical equals, but one word from the Count and he would be incapable of moving, incapable of fighting back…

Beside him, the Count gave a good-natured chuckle.

“My darling Dodi, I think you may have, as they say, got the wrong end of the stake.”

“You see, that stake you are holding so hopefully is indeed for Miss Jasmine. But not to be placed through her heart, oh no…”

“It is for her to hold in those wonderful hands of hers. For her to drive deep into the chest of her victim…”

“In short, my darling Dodi, it is for her to kill you with.”

The silence that followed was sickening, a nauseating, yellow silence that was broken only by the occasional crack from the fireplace. Dodi stared at the Count, who merely looked back at her with a casual, friendly smile.

“What?!” Dodi hissed at last, baring her fangs.

The Count shrugged.

“What can I say? I am capricious, like an infant with his toys, no? I have a brand new toy…”

He lazily gestured Jason, whose head was swimming as he tried to take this all in.

“…and so I have decided, like all spoiled brats, to break my old one.”

“You-you can’t do this.” Dodi whispered, her dead face paler than ever. “I trusted you. You promised me immortality…”

She suddenly began screaming.

“I’m famous, you fuck! I’m Doug Simon, I’m the most-powerful man Hollywood! I’m-!”

The Count gave a small sigh, let out a tsk noise. He raised one large hand.

“Silence.”

And Dodi’s mouth snapped shut. The elegant vampire raised her fingers to her lips in horror. Jason could see her frantically working her jaw muscles, but it was useless.

She could no more open her mouth again than she could start flying.

“What a relief. The one thing I cannot abide more than a woman who refuses to kneel is a woman who raises her voice. It is such a nauseating sound.”

Dodi wasn’t listening. She was busy knotting her fingers together into a begging pose, her eyes wild and shining with tears. The sight of her like that made something flip in Jason’s stomach.

But it made something else happen, too. Something shameful and horrible but undeniable, too.

At the sight of Dodi, so utterly helpless, Jason felt a darkly overwhelming urge to laugh.

“It is interesting, no?” Murmured the Count, his face still friendly, his eyes still on Dodi. “How the evil seem to think they are worth more than their victims. You, my darling Dodi, you begged me to turn you, you laughed when you made your first kill, you enjoyed the idea of killing my little Jasmine here, perhaps even too much…”

“But now that the tables, as they say, are turned, you suddenly develop a concept of mercy. Provided it is extended to you, of course.”

To Jason’s surprise, the Count looked down and gave him a joking wink.

“The human condition, again, you see!” He laughed. “I learned it all at Carlos the second’s court, that mad old sadist! We each wish we could hurt and rape without consequence, but when we are on the receiving end…”

He turned his smile back to Dodi.

“We suddenly become remarkably interested in things like justice, and fairness, and due process…”

His smile faded.

“Unfortunately, my darling Dodi, our God does not look kindly on hypocrites. You want to experience the dark rush that comes with being a killer, yes? Then you must not complain when someone decides to kill you.”

He turned to Jason.

“She is yours to do with as you please. I would advise a lingering death, as it is most-certainly what she had in mind for you.”

“And-and if I don’t?” Breathed Jason, his squeaky voice coming out cracked, nervous.

The Count shrugged.

“Then I will hand back control of you to darling Dodi, and let her do what she wishes. Don’t think this brush with death would make her go easy on you. It is another foible of humans and vampires alike, those who have experienced hurt are far more likely to hurt in return, remarkable to say.”

“Now. Choose.”

There was nothing he could do.

His weak, female legs trembling, Jason pulled himself to his feet. Nervously walked toward Dodi, his high heels tapping out a rhythm on the floor, like the slow beats of a dying heart.

Clack… clack…

He could see the fear in Dodi’s blue eyes, the horror on her supermodel face. Soft moans escaped her throat, even as her lips remained obediently sealed. Her legs trembled, her body unable to turn and run unless the Count wished it.

Clack… clack…

His slender arms heavy, like he was moving through treacle, Jason reached out. Gently took Dodi’s hands in his own. The two girls looked into one another’s eyes as Jason bought his curvy body closer to Dodi’s elegant frame. Closer… closer…

…clack.

Dodi’s soft lips were inches from Jason’s. Their noses almost touching. Their hips rested against one another’s, their crotches pressed together.

It was like the last moves of a seductive dance. The moment before two girls kiss for the first time, terrified of the dark lust they are giving in to, but helpless to stop themselves.

Dodi looked up at Jason with shining eyes, her magically-sealed lips trembling. Quietly, Jason unknotted her long fingers, took the long, hard thing in his tiny hands.

There was a squeak from Dodi. She blinked back tears. Jason slowly shook his pretty little head.

“Shhh…” he whispered, his soft voice tender. “It’s OK. It’s all OK…”

He leaned forward, grasped his tool tighter. At the last second, Dodi seemed to realize what was happening. A faint smile crossed her perfect features. She closed her eyes, tilted her head back, parted her lips…

…and then the two girls were kissing, delicately biting at one another’s tongues, sucking on each other’s lips, their nipples hardening, their breasts faintly swelling with desire.

In the darkness behind his closed eyelids, Jason could feel the dizziness overtaking him, the rush of lust that transformed his crotch into a warm, moist marsh, sloppy and sticky and wet.

He tenderly reached up, clasped Dodi’s light little head with one hand. Felt the gorgeous vampire wrap her arms round his shoulders, falling into his embrace.

She gently bucked her hips against his, let out a little whimper. Jason opened his eyes slightly, pulled back, looked at Dodi with tenderness and breathless desire. Watched her watching him with half-lidded eyes, dizzy and woozy with pleasure. He clasped the wood hard in his hand…

“Dodi…” he whispered, his soft voice coming out in a desperate female moan.

…and then he was thrusting forwards, thrusting deep into her. Dodi’s eyes went wide, unfocused. A gasp escaped her red lips. She gripped Jason tight against her, her body writhing, moaning.

Jason pulled back out. He thrust again. Penetrated Dodi’s heart once, twice, three times.

He was aware two women were screaming. Not the sounds of a woman in the throes of fear. The passionate, animal screams of girls who are fucking, fighting, teetering on the brink of orgasm…

And then it was over. There was a rush of wind, a scattering of dust, and Jason was stood alone.

He blinked, suddenly aware that he was holding a hard wooden stake out in front of him, his long chestnut hair and expensive green dress stained with a kind of gray ash. Aware, too, that his pussy was damp, and his cold skin prickling with the heat of arousal.

Dazedly, he looked down at his feet, at the collection of charred bones that lay there, already smoldering away to nothing. At the broken vampire skull, looking up at him with unseeing, reproachful eyes.

A slow clap made him turn round.

The Count was sat in his chair, watching Jason with that same amused smile, like a man who has just witnessed a mildly-diverting play.

“Congratulations, Mr. Harker. You make an excellent little vampire slave, even if I do say so myself. I had hoped you might torture poor Dodi, but, alas, we cannot always get what we want.”

Jason barely heard him, he was too busy looking in faint disgust at the stake he still held in his dainty hand. Six inches of pointed, hard wood. What was the point in it?

“Don’t call me that,” he whispered.

“What, Mr. Harker?”

“I said don’t call me that!”

Jason angrily flung the worthless stake aside, glared at the Count with burning, female eyes.

“It’s Jasmine, OK? My name is Jasmine!”

He felt disgusted with himself, without knowing why. Disgusted at his very existence.

He’d killed vampires before. Hundreds of them. Staked them, burned them, sliced their heads off, tortured them in beams of sunlight.

But not like this. Never as a vampire before. Never as a woman.

And, suddenly, he never wanted to do it ever again.

“Jason’s gone. You killed him.” He shook his head, sadly, his long hair trailing out around him. “And I’m all that’s left.”

The Count’s smile was gone, replaced by a thoughtful expression. His dark eyes studied the girl before him with an intensity Jason wasn’t sure he liked. He felt the tiny hairs on the nape of his neck rise up.

Is he going to kill me?

At last, the Count stirred. Slowly, the strong, muscular monster pulled himself to his feet. Walked towards Jason with steps that were slow, confident, masculine.

Jason watched him with unhappy eyes, wanting to look away, but unable to stop himself from greedily taking in the broadness of his master’s shoulders. The power locked away in his biceps. The intoxicating dominance rising from his every pore.

The Count stopped directly before poor little Jason. Trapped inside his female body, he couldn’t help but notice how much smaller he was than this powerful man. How much weaker.

How perfect it was.

The Count raised one thick, masculine hand, his dark eyes not leaving Jason’s wide, green ones. He gently rested his palm against Jason’s cheek – so tender for such a big man – and let his thumb drift softly across his pink lips.

Jason couldn’t help it. He felt his lips part. Tasted the seductive sweat of the vampire. Tasted his forbidden fruit.

“You know something, my dear Jasmine?” Murmured the Count, his masculine voice sending little shivers through Jason’s female body. “I believe you may be my greatest success.”

He leaned forward, until his dark eyes filled Jason’s vision. Without wanting to, Jason felt his head tilt back, felt his lips part. He closed his eyes…

…but the kiss never came. Instead, the vampire leaned down until his lips were almost brushing Jason’s ear.

“You have mastered death, my beautiful slave. That leaves only one thing left, no?”

Jason felt a strong hand slip around his waist, clasp him closer to his master. He whimpered with all the servile pleasure of a girl, with all the dark desire of a vampire.

“One thing left for my darling Jasmine to experience…”

His fingers played out a secret rhythm against Jason’s soft, feminine flesh, hypnotizing him, holding him. Jason trembled. He knew exactly what had to happen now.

Sex… the female voice in his mind whispered, dreamy with desire. Sex…

…and death.

*

The white sheets of the bed hung in the darkness. Their pale satin glowed like two ghosts.

Jason whimpered as the Count slipped a strong arm round his naked frame. Felt himself lean back, even as his crotch grew damp. His nipples pierced the darkness in front of him, rising from his pert breasts, pointed and true.

“Hush,” murmured the Count, putting one finger to Jason’s soft lips. “There is no going back now.”

“It is time for you to become a woman.”

Deep inside himself, Jason thought he could hear a male voice pleading no, begging him to stop. But it was washed away on a black tide of desire, a shameful longing he could no more fight against than he could stop a river with his bare hands.

Slowly, he raised a hand. Placed it, palm flat, against the Count’s muscular chest. Gently entwined his fingers in the dark, curly hairs that dusted his broad pecs, fascinated by the monster’s raw strength, a strength that he no longer wished he possessed.

Men were strong, and women were soft. It felt like a truth he couldn’t deny. As a man, he had wanted to be the possessor, wanted to be the one giving orders.

Now, in his female form, he felt only a need to be possessed. To writhe helplessly in someone’s arms. To obey and live only for his master’s pleasure.

Deep down, he knew not all women were like that. Knew the mechanics of his impossible transformation had turned him into a man’s vision of what a woman should be. But it hardly mattered.

He was a girl. And what he wanted was to be seduced and fucked by a strong, handsome man.

The Count was kissing him now. Kissing his long, swan-like neck. His fangs were bared, making little pinpricks in Jason’s skin, threatening to sink in at any time, a threat that made Jason’s female body shiver with desire.

He reached up, clasped the monster’s head against his body. Began gently grinding his hips against one thick, hairy leg. Delicate sparks of pleasure danced across his skin. He let out a whimper.

And then, suddenly, he was falling. Falling through endless space. The Count swept him into his arms, Jason bit down on his shoulder, and they were sinking into a black abyss.

He landed with a soft flump on the bedsheets, felt them tangle beneath his skin. He looked up with half lidded eyes as the Count started kissing his shoulders, kissing his breasts, biting at his nipples.

With gentle movements, Jason felt his legs part, felt the gap between his legs, moist and desperate to be filled. He let out a soft moan as the Count placed the palm of one hand firmly against his mound…

…and then he felt a finger slip inside him and was carried away on a tidal wave of pleasure.

Jason’s hips bucked automatically, inviting the Count further in, letting his finger penetrate him, possess him. He could feel the walls of his pussy stretching as his master scissored him, the movement making him wail and moan like a helpless girl.

Fucking Gus had been like being lost on a churning sea of passion. This was something else. Trapped beneath the Count’s broad frame, unable to move as his former nemesis used his new body for his pleasure, was like becoming a prisoner of his female desires. Knowing that his pleasure was wrong, but being powerless to stop it.

He was the Count’s newest wife. And, like a good little wife, he was incapable of wanting anything more than to please his muscular husband.

The Count was working him faster now, invading poor Jason’s tight little cunt with his fingers, making him arch his back and moan and wail with pleasure, like the sissy little slut he was.

“Oh God…”

The words had escaped his lips before he even realized what he was saying. Like a girl in a daze, Jason let his free hand drift down, grasped hold of the vampire’s cock, began furiously pumping it, trying to make his master ready, ready to fuck his newest slave.

The feeling of another man’s dick in his hand should have been awful, humiliating. Instead, something about its shape seemed to send urgent signals deep into Jason’s female brain, heightening his pleasure, making him more aroused than ever.

A soft moan escaped his lips. He worked his wrist harder, wanting nothing more than to hear the Count gasp and feel his hot, sticky come rain down across his naked breasts.

But the Count had other ideas.

“Get up. On all fours.”

The words were rough, impossible to obey. Jason immediately pulled himself upright, turned and placed his face against the sheets, his pert ass rising high into the air, his heavy breasts dangling, their nipples grazing the sheets.

For a moment, he thought that might be it, that the Count might have taken him to the brink of orgasm, only to leave him crouched here, dripping wet and humiliated, his ass and pussy exposed for the world to see.

Then he felt the bed shift under the weight of the Count’s powerful frame. Felt a presence behind him, crouching low over his prostate form.

The Count kissed his bare back once, twice, three times, his thin lips leaving invisible tattoos of pleasure on Jason’s pale skin. Then the monster was whispering in his ear, his dark words swirling through Jason’s mind, making him drunk and dizzy with pleasure.

“And now, my darling Jasmine, it is time for you to become my wife.”

The strong, masculine vampire straightened up, clasped Jason’s feminine hips, and thrust his big cock deep inside him.

The pleasure was immediate, overwhelming, unbelievable. Jason bit down on his lower lip to stop himself from crying out; with pleasure, with pain, he didn’t know. The Count’s big dick – far, far bigger than his last lover’s had been – stretched the walls of his new pussy, until Jason thought he might scream.

Then, just when he thought he couldn’t take it anymore, and that he’d faint or die from pleasure, the Count gripped his hips tightly, and started thrusting.

His movements were soft at first, but quickly got stronger, his big dick lancing deep into Jason’s womb, his strong hips thwacking against Jason’s upraised ass.

Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through Jason, made him feel like he was about to start crying. His big tits bounced and wobbled in time with the Count’s movements, forcibly reminding him of his newfound femininity. His long red hair lay across his face in streaks.

Dimly, Jason was aware he was whimpering, moaning, crying out his master’s name. Begging him to fuck his tight pussy harder, to spank him. To fuck him like the naughty girl he now was, and show him what a real man was like.

The Count’s balls smacked against Jason’s exposed clit, making him gasp. The monster’s cock drilled deep into his cunt. One strong hand was pushed between his shoulder blades, pinning him to the bed, trapping him in this never-ending nightmare of pleasure.

And all Jason could do was moan softly and wish that it would never end.

The two old enemies fucked like that for what felt like forever. Fucked like animals until the world seemed to fade into blackness and nothing remained but the fire in Jason’s pussy and the feeling of the Count, thrusting against him.

Then, at long last, he heard it. The growled command, possessing his brain, taking over his body.

“Now, you bitch,” the Count hissed. “Come. I order you to come!”

No sooner were the words out his mouth than Jason was screaming, his vision going blurry as high-pitched squeals escaped his girly lips.

He came for what felt like forever, his brain lost in a cloud of pink fire as the Count kept drilling into him, making his orgasm build and build and build until it seemed like his whole mind would be swept away.

At last, his orgasm peaked. As he floated back down to earth, he heard the Count give a grunt behind him, felt his old enemy go stiff.

Without even realizing he was going to do it, Jason pulled himself off the vampire’s dick, quickly turned round and pulled himself into a kneeling position, his big tits clasped in his hands, his mouth expectantly open.

The Count came with an animal growl, his white hot come squirting out over Jason’s raised tits, into his mouth, spattering down onto his soft, supermodel face.

Jason closed his eyes and smiled dreamily as the taste of spunk filled his mouth, salty, tangy and delicious. He swallowed everything the Count gave him, then leaned forward and obediently licked the pools of come off his breasts, luxuriating in the taste. Luxuriating in his own helpless servility.

Jason is gone now, the female voice inside him whispered triumphantly, now there is only Jasmine…

When he’d finally eaten every last drop of spunk, he looked back up at the Count with shining eyes, his face glowing with ecstasy.

“Thank you, master,” Jason whispered, enjoying the softness of his female voice, “Thank you for letting a little slut like me be your slave.”

The Count gave him a kindly smile.

“Don’t mention it, my dearest Jasmine,” he whispered, reaching out and stroking Jason’s hair again, tenderly. “I have longed to find a wife such as you for centuries, one as worthy of worshipping my cock as you are.”

Jason smiled in bliss at his master’s words. He leaned gently forward, kissed the tip of the Count’s erect cock, letting his tongue gently dance around the rim.

This was it now, for the rest of his long, undead existence. Serving the Count’s every whim. Letting his female body be abused sexually. Fighting with the Count’s other beautiful, transformed wives for the tiniest sliver of attention. And, when at last the Count grew bored of him, being discarded and destroyed like the most worthless of toys.

And, to his amazement, Jason realized that he’d never been happier.

As he was tenderly kissing the Count’s dick – the dick he would now be forced to worship like a God – a thought struck him. He sat back on his haunches, a curious expression on his beautiful face.

“Master… may I ask a question?”

The Count seemed surprised.

“Of course you may, my wife. What would you wish to know?”

Jason gently bit his lower lip, looked up at the Count with eyes that were full of female devotion.

“The aristocrat, in your story…” he said, slowly, “what happened to him?”

The Count let out a good-natured laugh.

“So you are curious? I knew it! Well, it is simple enough.”

He smiled again at Jason, loving, tender.

“When I became a vampire, I waited until my mother had died, then returned to his mansion. There, I killed all his servants, took him to the brink of death, and, like you, turned him into a girl. I made him become my wife, and fall in love with me, and kneel before me and worship the ground I walked on.”

“I had a half-brother, too, born after the man had snatched my mother. I made my new wife seduce him, murder him, and feast on his corpse. She smiled the whole time, but, inside, it gave me comfort to know she was crying.”

“I renamed her Katherine, and wiped her memory. To this day, she thinks she was born female.”

A pause.

“Every hundred years, I find a male descendant of hers, and make her believe this is her son. Then I again make her seduce and kill him, and relive the whole sordid incident. A good revenge, is it not?”

He reached out, gently stroked one of Jason’s come-splattered cheeks.

“Almost as good as the revenge I have taken upon you, Mr. Harker. My newest, loving wife.”

For a moment, Jason thought he could hear a male voice screaming in the darkness, screaming at the horror and insanity swirling around him. And, above that, a distant, demonic laugh.

Then the thought was gone from his mind, along with all thoughts, all doubts, all worries.

The female vampire before the Count smiled obediently, whispered her master’s praises.

If the Count wanted her to think his story was a good one, then she was powerless to believe otherwise.

Epilogue

The night was cold. The moon hung over the trees, a dull, fat, bloated yellow. Strange noises whispered on the wind; demonic voices, muttering unspeakable things. The old mansion creaked in the breeze, a place of loathsome secrets and horrific darkness.

The hunter stood on the slick tarmac of the road, still shining with the aftereffects of the day’s rain. He watched the house, a grim smile on his lips.

Vampires… he thought, derisively. They sure like to be obvious…

He looked down at the crumpled picture in his hand, the faded photo he’d printed off the internet two weeks ago, at some sleazy motel on the edge of that godforsaken town.

A handsome face looked out broodingly, its dark eyes shadowed by a mop of black hair. There was an edge to the expression, the sort of grit that only comes with a decade or so of hunting.

“Jason Harker…” murmured the hunter. “So he got you too, did he?”

He’d heard the rumors, they all had. That Jason was thinking of switching sides. That he was beginning to sympathize with the vampires, with their dark and cruel desires. But he’d never believed them…

…until now.

“I guess you’re in there somewhere,” he muttered, surveying the dark house, “enjoying your new life. Well, old friend, don’t get too comfortable…”

He gripped the crossbow in his left hand tighter. The one with his initials carved on the base: Dr. V.H.

“…I’m here to put you outta your misery.”

With that, the man cast the piece of paper aside. Began the long walk up to the nest, the nest he intended to burn, to purify in the fires of God.

The vampires thought that darkness always won. That was their essential mistake. They thought that killing and revenge and sadism were humanity’s default settings, the method by which the world would end.

Well, he was gonna show them just how wrong they were.

He hoped.

Up on the top floor of the broken, creaking house, the Count looked out a shattered window, watching the advancing figure with a faint smile on his face.

At last, he thought, idly, a challenge…

Casually, he clicked his fingers, thought two names. Watched disinterestedly as two beautiful women knit themselves out to the shadows, their eyes alive with evil laughter.

“Ah, Katherine, Jasmine,” he purred, barely looking their way. “It seems we have an uninvited guest. Would you be so kind as to take care of him for me?”

He ignored their evil cackles, their simultaneous at once, master! He didn’t even watch as they disappeared, vanishing to confront the newcomer.

They would kill him, or he would kill them, it was as simple as that. And then he would kill the Count, or he, too, would be turned into a girl, turned into a vampire, made to serve the ancient monster.

The Count’s eyes flashed with dark laughter. No, no matter what they thought, they couldn’t deny it. Here it was, as clear as day. The essential truth of the whole, ugly, human race.

Sex and death… the undead aristocrat thought, sex and death…

Far below, the hunter gripped his crossbow, smiled to himself as the shadows wove themselves into a pair of green eyes, a waterfall of flaming red hair, an elegant green dress.

“Jason Harker?” He asked, his finger on the trigger. “It’s been too long.”

He was so busy keeping his eye on the creature that used to be Jason that he didn’t even notice the other vampire appear behind him, a cruel smile on her beautiful, awful face.

The End

*
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My Husband, My Maid

I’m writing this because my mistress has ordered me to.

Sat on the edge of my tiny little cot, the notepad balanced on my slender legs, clad in their fishnet stockings, my big breasts rising and falling in the bottom of my vision, I write. I write while desperately trying to ignore the frilly white garters round my dainty wrists; the black choker pulled tight around my elegant, swan-like neck; the little cap, perched delicately on my head. I write while trying to pretend none of this is really happening to me, but still I write. I have to.

In my new body, I can no more disobey a direct order from my mistress than I can suddenly start flying.

My mistress…

I remember when she still had a name. One even I, lowly little slave that I am, was allowed to use. Of course, I didn’t know I was her slave then. Like the silly bitch I am, I truly believed she was there to serve me. Outwardly, I called her “wife”, but inside…

Inside I despised her. Called her names. Mentally cheated on her with a million different women. Thought I was better than her, that my big cock and man-muscles meant I was the one in charge.

How foolish I was.

I can no longer remember what either of us was called back then. My mistress’s wish wiped my old name from my mind, just like it wiped my male body from existence. Turned my memories into so much confetti and scattered them on the wind.

If I concentrate very hard, I can sometimes almost get a picture of the man I used to be. Of the life I used to live. An image rises in the gloom, of a middle-aged man with sturdy arms, a beard and an intellectual’s features.

But of my name, there is nothing. All I know is that I am now called Fifi. Fifi, the adorable little French maid, with her big boobies, pouty lips, long blonde hair and beautiful baby face. Fifi, who is magically enchanted to serve her mistress’s every whim from now until the day she dies.

Fifi, who was turned into a girl five years ago, and can never go back to being a man again.

I still shudder when I think of that day. The transformation itself has been blanked in my mind, but just remembering that I used to be male is enough to make my weak little girl-body want to start crying. My mistress, wonderful as she is, knows this, and she enjoys watching me weep. Sometimes, when I am massaging her feet, my arms and back sore after a hard day’s housework, she deliberately reminds me of it.

“Fifi?” She’ll ask, in that lazy way of hers, a way I am magically fated to find enchanting, “My dear little maid, do you remember how you used to massage me like this, back when we first met?”

And I will nod my pretty little head, because I am unable to disagree with her, or upset her, or think a single bad thought about her.

“Yes, ma’am,” I’ll whisper, in my soft, French-accented voice. An accent I never used to have before madam made her wish.

“You used to love rubbing my feet,” madam will muse, watching me with a twinkle in her dark eyes. “You said a man should give his wife pleasure, remember? That it was your duty?”

Here I will nod, despite not really remembering, a lump rising in my throat. But still softly, obediently massaging madam’s feet.

“Well, now look at you,” madam will giggle, dreamily running her fingers through my platinum blonde hair, hair I must keep in perfect condition for her at all times. “Now it really is your duty, isn’t it, maid?”

“Oui, ma’am,” I’ll whisper, sadly. “I live to serve you, ma’am.”

“Oh, I know you do, Fifi. Believe me, I know.”

And then my glorious mistress will do something like lean back, close her eyes, and let a smile flicker over her sculpted, supermodel features.

“Now suck on my toes. I know you used to hate doing that.”

And I will obediently nod, and kiss her feet, and whisper merci, and then I will part my pretty, bud-like lips, take one of madam’s toes in my mouth, and gently suck on it.

And I will enjoy it. I will enjoy it more than anything I’ve ever done before.

Madam’s wish will see to that.

It’s the same reason I can enjoy writing this, even though it pains me to think about my forgotten past. My life is so wonderfully simple now. If it makes my mistress happy, I will enjoy doing it. If it makes her sad…

…I tremble to think of it. If something even slightly upsets the Goddess I adore, I will feel as if a million hot needles are piercing my pathetic little maid’s heart.

So I obey her, mindlessly, like a maid should obey her mistress. Every day, I wake up on the dot at 4am and start ironing my uniform, washing my body and combing my hair, ready to please her.

Even now, showering remains something I am scared to do. I hate looking down and seeing my big, heavy breasts dangling from my torso. I hate peeling back the lips of my pussy to make sure I’m all clean. I hate washing and blow-drying my waterfalls of hair. And I hate doing my makeup.

But what choice do I have? If my mistress wishes me to spend an hour every morning gazing at my curvy female body in the mirror as I gently apply my lipstick, that is what I shall do.

Besides, on some hidden level I try not to admit to, I kind of like seeing Fifi’s face, looking back at me. Like its wide, blue eyes with their fluttering eyelashes. Like its pale skin and freckled cheeks. Like its tiny button nose.

It reminds me of something. I am not sure what. But something that still warms my mutilated heart, makes me feel like smiling.

Something from before I was forced to become a beautiful girl…
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Like what you’ve read? You’ll love this free extract from my kinky TG romance about a man forced to become a girl and carry his wife’s babies…

How I Was Turned Into a Pregnant Girl

The girl’s expression was stunned. Maybe even scared. She looked intently at me with wide, innocent blue eyes that peered out from beneath blonde bangs. Her face was round, babyish, her cheeks soft, her lips plump, her nose a cute little button.

“Well?”

She was young, maybe a decade younger than I was. Early-to-mid-twenties. Her hair was shoulder length, vibrantly blonde. But my eyes were too busy tracing the rest of her figure to linger on her face for long.

The girl was completely, utterly naked.

“Mr. Cooper?”

My heart fluttering in my chest, I looked down at her young body, with its taut, springy flesh and youthful glow. At her narrow shoulders and slender arms. At her tight waist. At her wide hips and heavy, natural breasts, perfect for child bearing.

“Sir, we really need you to…”

“What?” I said at last, not taking my eyes off the girl before me. The girl who kept her eyes fixed on me. The young, naked and weirdly sexy girl who moved her lips in time with mine.

The nurse held out a clipboard.

“We need you to sign this, sir.”

She suddenly hesitated.

“Well. I guess I should say… we need you to sign this ma’am.”

A little whimper escaped my throat, soft and high-pitched. For a moment, the girl’s expression flickered with something like horror.

It’s too soon, I thought, not yet, I’m not ready…

But, at the same time the nurse was right.

Gently, I raised up one small, dainty hand, placed it flat against the glass. Watched as the young blonde girl did likewise, touching my soft palm with her cold, mirror one.

There was no doubt about it. I was her. She was my reflection.

This innocent, naked young girl stood before me was me.

“Let me take a look at that.” Jo stood up from her seat, took the clipboard from the nurse. With a start, I realized that in my new body I was at least six inches smaller than my wife.

“We’re not going to sign anything without looking over the small print first.”

“It’s nothing,” the nurse said, “just legal stuff. Officially changing his – I mean, her gender.”

The conversation seemed to be coming from far away. Despite the evidence before my eyes, I couldn’t believe that those female pronouns were referring to me.

“They – the government, officially change her name too, stuff like that.”

“What?!” I suddenly yelped. “My name? Into what?!”

The voice that came out was high-pitched, almost squeaky. It was young, too, younger and dumber than either of the two 30-something women in the room with me. I automatically grabbed a hand round my throat. In the corner of my vision, I saw the nurse give Jo a small smile.

My voice… Oh, God, what’s happened to my voice…?

Jo was still in corporate lawyer mode, flipping through the sheaf of pages she’d been handed. Like maybe thinking about law could save her from thinking about the utterly insane fact that her 35-year old husband was now a 22-year old girl.

“It automatically changes back, right? After the pregnancy. You’ll put her back to the same age and everything.”

Suddenly Jo frowned at my naked new form. It was the sort of examining look a prosecutor gives a stranger in court, and I found myself feeling weirdly guilty.

“Why is she so young? Everyone’s going to start calling me a cradle snatcher.”

The nurse gave a reassuring smile.

“It’s just biology. Babies are healthier coming from younger mothers, so we reduce our clients’ ages a bit to help with the pregnancy. And she has the right to change back afterward, once breastfeeding’s done.”

Once breastfeeding is done? I gave a little whimper and looked down at my curvy young girl-body. How long does that take?

I suddenly began to wish I’d read up more on the practicalities of having kids.

Am I gonna be in this body nine months, a year? Two years? Oh God, they can’t expect me to breastfeed a two year old, can they?

“Speaking of pregnancy…” at last the nurse turned to me, a smile on her face. “We just heard back from the lab. Your sperm sample mixed well with Mrs. Cooper’s implanted egg. So, I guess all I need to say is…”

She beamed at me, a warm look, like I was magic or something.

“Congratulations, Eve.” She breathed, using my new name. “You’re going to be a mother.”

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Also by Lisa Change

*

She Turned You Into a Beautiful Girl

13 electrifying TG tales in one mega bundle! 


For the first time, bestselling TG author Lisa Change has collected 13 of her deliciously naughty tales of gender transformation in one book. Running at OVER 150,000 WORDS, this gender-swap mega-bundle features tales of men turned into maids, forced male pregnancy, feminization, cross-dressing, taboo romance, and all manner of kinky TG delights! Contents include… 

Trapped as His Best Friend’s Wife

Becoming Zoe (Pts I-III)

She Forced Him to Get Pregnant

He Became Her Slave Girl

She Turned Him Into a Virgin Bride

…and many, many more.

This 150k word introduction to the twisted world of Lisa Change features expertly-detailed MTF gender-transformation scenes so exquisitely described, you will feel as if YOU are the one turning into a beautiful bimbo! If you enjoy breast expansion, feminization, bimbofication, cross-dressing, sexual orientation reversal, interracial intercourse, taboo romance, m-preg, feminized humiliations, maid play, bridal dresses, gender-swapped men being seduced by hunky male lovers, or gender-transformation revenge this bundle is for you!

Buy now


Swapped at School

Pretty 18 year-old Casey is the quiet girl. The loser. The one all the boys at school like to humiliate. She’s the girl it’s easiest to pick on… until now.


One afternoon, Casey discovers a magic ring that grants its owner unlimited powers. In the blink of an eye, this shy schoolgirl becomes a goddess capable of doing anything. For the boys who made her life hell, that means payback time.


Now Casey will use her powers to exact a cruel and kinky revenge. Before the day is out, her hunky ex-boyfriend has been turned into an adorable little girl, her creepy math teacher is trapped as a sex-crazed bimbo, and the douchebag who assaulted her is stuck as a stripper with big breasts and an insatiable desire to dance for creepy men. As the boys of the school find themselves one-by-one swapped into skirts, it’s up to the girls to intervene and stop Casey’s reign of terror. Will they be able to defeat the angry goddess? Or are their boyfriends doomed to lose their manhood FOREVER?  

Buy now
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Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.

If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...
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If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon.
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