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Sneak Preview

Skip this bit to avoid spoilers…

“Fine!” I yelled. “You think it’s so funny chatting shit about girls? Well you can try being one!”

Then I was pointing at him and whispering the first spell that came to my head. I saw his eyes suddenly go wide…

…and then it happened.

Look, I know you probably won’t believe me. But I really didn’t expect it to work. After all my experiments casting spells, I thought maybe he’d just suddenly find himself in heels and makeup, or his dick would vanish for five minutes or something…

I didn’t think I’d see what really happened.

But I did. I was forced to watch as my brother’s skin started to ripple. As his clothes started to magically twist and turn. I raised my hand to my mouth in horror…

…and watched as he started to change.

I watched as blonde hair exploded out his crown, tumbling over his shoulders and becoming long and curled and lush.

I watched as his handsome face rearranged, becoming soft and round and cute; its lips puffing up, its nose shrinking and its cheekbones getting higher.

I watched as his waist pushed out, his sides pulled in, his shoulders grew narrow and his chest magically inflated, turning into a pair of boobs even bigger than mine.

“Oh shit… no, hey! Suze! Please… don’t!”

But it was too late.

In the blink of an eye, my brother’s arms lost their masculine shape, becoming narrow and willowy. His legs grew longer, losing their hair and becoming slender and smooth. His neck elongated, his Adam’s apple vanished; his eyes got wider, became a brilliant blue.

He let out a shout that shot up in pitch and became an uber-girly squeal. Clasped two hands to his new boobies in horror and moaned as his wrists became limp and dainty, his fingernails also changing to become long and painted a sparkly pink.

There was a wobbling noise as his butt jumped up and filled out. A sound like a sudden intake of breath as he dropped nine inches, his body suddenly petite and smaller than mine, even as his boobs and butt swelled up bigger. A sucking noise – like a vacuum cleaner – and one hand grabbed at his crotch where his cock had just vanished.

“Suze!” The girl before me wailed, and all I could do was slowly shake my head in wonder.

I’d really done it. I’d turned my brother into a girl…

Now turn over and keep reading!


(Suzie)

It was a warm spring day when I finally turned my brother into a girl.

I’d been thinking about it for a while, on and off, ever since I’d started taking magic classes. Whenever he was bugging me, or acting up, or just being all big brother douchey, I’d imagine just smiling sweetly at him and saying something like:

“You know what, big bro? Maybe you’ll be nicer to me… as my maid!”

Then I’d imagine flicking my finger, and watching his eyes go wide in horror as my spell got to work and he suddenly found himself changing into a busty little French maid with big boobies and frilly petticoats and a powerful desire to serve my every whim.

Yeah, I know. I’m a pretty fucked up girl.

Luckily, my local wicca circle had anticipated girls like me joining, and they were so strict about how you could use your powers in public. Like, you wouldn’t believe the restrictions we had.

One time, Sabine told me, they’d had a girl about my age who decided she wasn’t pretty enough or wanted the other girls to envy her or whatever. So she cast a spell to make her boobs bigger. Not much, just a cup size or so.

You know what happened when the elders found out?

“They wiped her memories.” Sabine shrugged, that crazy-long, straight dark hair of hers bouncing off her naked shoulders. “Took away her powers. Turned her back into an ordinary girl.”

She looked down at where I lay, my head resting in the crook of her arm, my own naked body pressed up against hers. We were curled up in her bed on Sabine’s campus, our bodies still slicked with sweat from our incredible – no, trust me, incredible – make out session.

I’d asked her to tell me more about the circle, but really I was just digging how grownup it all made me feel. Being here, me, an 18-year old high school senior, in the arms of some 21-year old college chick.

“Seriously, her powers? That sucks.”

Sabine gave me one of those mysterious little smiles of hers, the ones where I can’t tell if she’s joking or not.

“That’s not all they did to her. Before they made her forget, they decided to grant her wish. So all the elders cast a spell at once, and made her boobies get bigger and bigger until they were…”

“Huge?”

My witch girlfriend, my witch mentor, nodded, her pale face thoughtful. If you’ve never met Sabine, you should know she looks like a model, all thin and high cheekbones and skin that’s so white it’s almost see-through. Just looking at her when she’s all serious like she was telling that story can make shivers run down my body.

“How big are we talking?” I glanced down at my own naked breasts. “Bigger than mine?”

I’ve always been proud of my tits, no more so than when Sabine is acting all obsessed by them. She gave them a squeeze now, pinching my nipple just slightly too hard.

“Nowhere near as nice as yours, Suzie, but certainly bigger. 36 Double Z.”

“What?!” I sat up. “You’re kidding… no, bullshit. I would’ve seen her.”

We live in a pretty small town. Not tiny, but small enough so you’d know if a girl suddenly started walking round with beachball sized boobs.

“You probably have. They sent her away to live in California. She’s a documentary star now, keeps appearing on Discovery. Ever watch Extreme Body Mishaps?”

“You’re shitting me.” I looked right in her eyes, unsure if I was just being young and gullible. “You’re… why would they do that?”

“To teach us a lesson,” Sabine smiled, reaching up and gently stroking one of my cheeks with her long fingers. “To make sure that if we do fuck around with magic, we know it has to be extremely temporary.”

I glanced down at the big, hairy cock dangling between my legs, the one Sabine had magicked into place of my snatch as we screwed.

“You mean like giving me a Ron Jeremy dick?”

I had a sudden thought.

“Hey… I’m not gonna wake up tomorrow with this, I dunno, stuck on my head or something?”

Sabine giggled and kissed me, a little light peck like when she wants me to be quiet.

“Don’t be a dummy,” she murmured, her lips still nearly brushing mine. “I wouldn’t put you in danger like that. If anything, they’d give me the dick.”

A smile.

“’Sides, we’re safe for one evening. Up to three hours seems to be the limit, and you’ve only had that magnificent” – here she grabbed my new shaft, making me squeak – “prick of yours for, what, two?”

“You sure it’s safe?”

A nod. Another kiss. One that seemed to last a lifetime.

“You know something…?”

“What?”

I closed my eyes, almost unable to believe what I was about to say.

“I wouldn’t mind trying it, I mean just for a bit. It’d probably be fun, right?”

“What would?”

“Having a… y’know. Here. Hey!”

I opened my eyes, glared at my girlfriend’s laughter.

“You’re such a dick! You’re the one who bought up…” but she was already kissing me by this stage, a mischievous smile on her face, and I let her, even though I was kinda pissed at her.

“So little Suzie likes the idea of having a great big horsecock on her head, does she? She wants to be cursed by her girlfriend…?”

“Look, if you’re just gonna…”

“Ah, come on. I’m just teasing you.” Sabine sat back, gave me a hungry look. “My girlfriend wants to try some weird shit, huh? Her wish is my command.”

Then she was pointing at me and whispering something, there was this weird feeling in my forehead…

…and two seconds later I was sat there, a short and kinda-pretty girl, with a big dick dangling between my legs, and an even bigger one growing out my forehead.

Two seconds after that, we were fucking again; one of my new cocks driving in and out of Sabine while she helplessly sucked on the other one, until both my new dicks came at once with an orgasm I’m never gonna forget.

I’ll let you guess for yourselves which cock was in which hole.

Anyway, that night was my first proper warning on what would happen to me if I messed around with my new powers.

It came at just the right time, too. I was starting to get better with my magic, starting to get so I didn’t need Sabine’s whispered instructions to make something happen, even if the results were sometimes a bit… unexpected.

I guess that’s why Sabine told me when she did. She knew I was the kind of witch who’d otherwise get in an argument with her teacher or someone and turn them into a toad.

Or, y’know, turn their brother into their sister.

So I held off using my powers in public, instead only trying them out with Sabine, trying to make myself as good as her.

Trying being the operative word. Not only was I not in the same league, it was like we were playing completely different games.

Sabine could do stuff like turn me into a pair of lacy panties and wear me all day, letting me get all hot and sticky and horny pressed up against her pussy like that. Then that night I’d try and return the favor by turning her into a dildo, but all that would happen would be her skin turned bright purple or something.

Or maybe she’d give me whiskers and a collar and a tail and pointed ears and tiny lingerie and make me into her sexy kitten, and then it’d be my turn and I’d want to turn her into my French maid, but wind up giving her a German accent and a beard and dressing her in a-a wimple or something.

If I’m being honest, it was sort of dispiriting.

In a weird way, that disappointment is why I wound up turning my brother into a girl.

Like I said, it was a warm spring day when it happened, about six months after I joined the circle.

I was sat in my room, desperately trying to turn a frog into a handsome prince and just getting so frustrated with everything.

It had been a crappy morning. At various times, I’d succeeded in creating a big fat man with green skin who smelled like farts; a frog that could speak English in a hot accent, but only wanted to talk about flies and stuff; and a dead frog when my first test subject had accidentally exploded.

So there I was, worrying I still had a tiny bit of frog guts caught up in my hair maybe, when Mark walked in and decided to start acting like a total jerk.

“Wow, Suze, nice work. It’s like living with Sabrina the Teenage Witch.”

I glared up at my big bro and stuck up my middle finger. We weren’t required to tell whoever we were living with that we were witches, but me and Mark had had one of those evenings a while back where you just tell each other everything, and I’d mentioned that I was learning magic.

And now he kept on teasing me about it, just like a typical douchey older brother. I’d had to threaten to turn him into a worm to stop him telling mom and dad.

“Ooohhh, look at that. Powerful and witty.” He leaned his arms upwards, grasping the top of the doorframe. “Yep, I can see an HBO series in this.”

“Will you just fuck off?” I gestured the frog. “I’m practicing, we get half-yearly exams and if I fail this one I’m screwed. Majorly.”

Mark shrugged, his mop of blonde hair falling casually to one side. Ever since he’d turned about 16, he’d started to think he was so good looking. He even flirted with some of my friends.

Worst of all, some of my friends liked it.

“I’m just watching. I’m only gonna be ten minutes, Tobe is coming round.”

I rolled my eyes. Tobe is – was – Mark’s bestie, a big lug who looks like a farmhand and acts like a dope.

“Ten minutes with you feels like a trillion years,” I growled. “Now let me concentrate.”

At the word concentrate, I tried casting another spell. The frog blinked at me, then opened its mouth and let out a loud, human-sized belch.

“For fucks sake!” I scowled up at Mark. “Go. Now, OK? Before I…”

“Make me burp too? Scary… no wonder they used to burn you guys at the stake.”

See what I mean about my older brother being a douche?

He’s not even that much older than me, anyway. We’re technically twins, non-identical, born only twenty minutes apart. Only Mark came out first, and my mom just happened to give birth to him at precisely 11:59pm, and ever since he’s been acting like he’s the one in charge.

“Before I… before I make you and this frog swap bodies.” I pointed my spell-finger threateningly at him. He smiled and I felt even more annoyed.

“Like that’s gonna work.” He gave a snort. “You’re never gonna be good at this, just like you’ve never been good at math. I’d probably be better than you at magic, too.”

“Mark, I actually swear to God, if you don’t stop bothering me, I’ll…”

And then he said it, the thing that pushed me over the edge, the thing that made me get so mad I forgot myself.

“The only reason they let you join their stupid circle,” he drawled on, his voice unconcerned, “is coz of your dyke girlfriend.”

Yep, that word. That’s what did it.

Looking back, it’s obvious he was just teasing me, trying to get a rise. Maybe he thought it’d be funny to see me try and curse him and just make some flowers shoot out of my sleeve. To be honest, on some level deep down, I probably knew he was joking too.

But that word…

Maybe it’s because I’m not gay that I hate it so much. No, seriously, before Sabine I was boys all the way. Maybe I just feel that… judgement more, y’know? Like I can’t even try and reclaim it, coz I’m just some bi-chick or college lez who isn’t allowed to feel upset the way a real gay girl would do. I dunno.

All I know is that, when he said that word, I immediately lost it.

“You dick!” I was on my feet, without even realizing how I’d got there. I was yelling, I felt dizzy, all hot, like little burning needles were being pricked across my skin.

“Don’t ever call her that, got it? I mean it…”

I could tell from the way Mark’s face had closed up that he knew he’d upset me, that part of him knew he should apologize. But when do warring siblings ever cool down in the heat of the battle?

“…Don’t you ever call Sabine-” 

“A dyke?”

He said it so casually, a shit-eating smirk on his features. Like he was just daring me to do it. To try something, anything. I could feel that heat washing over me, felt like my mind was floating above my body…

…and so I did.

“Fine!” I yelled. “You think it’s so funny chatting shit about girls? Well you can try being one!”

Then I was pointing at him and whispering the first spell that came to my head. I saw his eyes suddenly go wide…

…and then it happened.

Look, I know you probably won’t believe me. But I really didn’t expect it to work. After all my experiments with the frog, I thought maybe he’d just suddenly find himself in heels and makeup, or his dick would vanish for five minutes or something…

I didn’t think I’d see what really happened.

But I did. I was forced to watch as my brother’s skin started to ripple. As his clothes started to magically twist and turn. I raised my hand to my mouth in horror…

…and watched as he started to change.

I watched as blonde hair exploded out his crown, tumbling over his shoulders and becoming long and curled and lush.

I watched as his handsome face rearranged, becoming soft and round and cute; its lips puffing up, its nose shrinking and its cheekbones getting higher.

I watched as his waist pushed out, his sides pulled in, his shoulders grew narrow and his chest magically inflated, turning into a pair of boobs even bigger than mine.

“Oh shit… no, hey! Suze! Please… don’t!”

But it was too late.

In the blink of an eye, my brother’s arms lost their masculine shape, becoming narrow and willowy. His legs grew longer, losing their hair and becoming slender and smooth. His neck elongated, his Adam’s apple vanished; his eyes got wider, became a brilliant blue.

He let out a shout that shot up in pitch and became an uber-girly squeal. Clasped two hands to his new boobies in horror and moaned as his wrists became limp and dainty, his fingernails also changing to become long and painted a sparkly pink.

There was a wobbling noise as his butt jumped up and filled out. A sound like a sudden intake of breath as he dropped nine inches, his body suddenly petite and smaller than mine, even as his boobs and butt swelled up bigger. A sucking noise – like a vacuum cleaner – and one hand grabbed at his crotch where his cock had just vanished.

“Suze!” The girl before me wailed, and all I could do was slowly shake my head in wonder.

There was a ripping of fabric as Mark’s clothes rearranged, reformed into something more fitting.

His tight white top, designed to show off those teenage muscles he was so dumbly proud of, transformed into a tank top that no longer covered his stomach and had a super low neckline.

His jeans bunched up around his waist, becoming a little flowery skirt that demurely covered his new butt and left a ton of leg on display.

His sneakers changed color and stretched upwards, becoming a cute pair of brown ankle boots with raised heels and lace-up fronts.

A matching belt unwound around his waist. Awesome little necklaces formed above his new cleavage. He gave a gasp and put his hands to his ears and helplessly touched the new silver earrings that had appeared there.

Finally, an ultra-thin, light-colored cardigan appeared over his shoulders, dangling open at the front, casually hanging off one shoulder. His long new hair shivered and rearranged itself into the cutest curls that swept back from one ear – past a little shaved patch – and tumbled down one shoulder.

My brother’s transformed body gave one last twitch, making his big new boobs jiggle around, and then it was over

In silence, I gently lowered my finger. My mouth was dangling open. I felt numb. But, at the same time, there was a little voice echoing around my head.

We did it! We actually did it! Wait till Sabine hears about this…

I tried to squash it down, tried to focus on what I’d just done. My witchy handiwork that I knew could get me into balls-load of trouble.

Before me, the girl who used to be my brother looked blankly down at herself. She was tiny, maybe 5ft2, and slightly-chubby in that annoyingly cute way short girls with babyfaces and big boobs usually are.

Wordlessly, she reached up, touched her breasts. Her hands leaped back like she’d been stung. She whimpered, raised her arms and looked down at her new clothes, at her new form, turning round to get a better look at herself.

I waited, not sure if I was pleased, or scared, or sorry, or what, until at last, the girl before me – my new sister – looked up, her sparkling blue eyes alive with horror.

“M-Mark…?”

But the girl just shook her tiny little head, strands of hair from her long blonde curls trailing out beside her.

“What the fuck have you done to me?!” She whispered helplessly.


(Mark)

“What the fuck have you done to me?!” I demanded, trying to keep my voice steady, trying to ignore how soft and squeaky and feminine it suddenly was.

Across the room, Suze was just stood there staring at me like a dummy, shaking her head and looking down at that stupid magic finger of hers. I felt like screaming.

“Suze!” My already high girl-voice jumped even higher in pitch. “Listen to me! I said…”

“I know what you said…” my sister had a slightly-dazed look in her eyes. “It’s just…”

“Just what?!” My heart was fluttering in my heavy new chest, my head swimming.

How could she do this to me? I kept thinking to myself, how could she turn her own brother into a-

I shook my head, cutting off the thought. I didn’t want to think it. Didn’t want to make it feel real.

“Well,” Suze shrugged, an odd look slowly creeping across her face, like she was suddenly trying to suppress a smile. “I mean, isn’t it kinda… obvious?”

“What is?”

“Well. I mean I guess I…

…turned you into a girl.”

At her words, my new body let out a squeal that was gross to hear coming from my lips. I clamped my hands over my ears, like I didn’t want to hear it, but the feeling of my tiny new palms touching my new earrings was enough to make me feel like screaming all over again.

“No! How… I mean, why…?”

“I turned you into a gi-irl,” Suze was smiling for real now, her voice all mocking and singsong-y, her eyes alive with laughter. “You’ve got boobies now, and a sweet little puss-puss, and a warm little womb for carrying babies in…”

“Don’t!”

“And you’ve got a girl-brain, and girl-clothes, and…” her eyes suddenly lit up, “Ha! And all the boys at school are gonna fancy you, and they’ll want to kiss you…”

“I said don’t!”

“…and put their pee-pees in you, and touch your boobies and make babies in you…”

It was too much. With a yell that came out a high-pitched shriek, I ran to my sister, raised my hand…

…and stopped with a scream of frustration as she easily caught my wrist and held me back, my new body both so much smaller and weaker than her that it was pathetic.

“Cool it, Marketa.” A grin split Suze’s face as she looked down at me from inside her 5ft5 body – my little sister suddenly a good three inches taller than me. “You’ve gotta be nice to me now, OK, or I’ll leave you like that. Forever.”

I angrily tried to move my raised hand, to slap her, but she was stronger than me. I glared up into her face instead.

“Suze, I’m not kidding… either you turn me back right now, or I’ll… I’ll…”

“You’ll what?”

I opened my pretty new mouth, closed it again, my pouty lips resting delicately against one another.

There wasn’t much I could do to someone so much stronger and so much more powerful than I was.

“I’ll… I’ll tell mom and dad that you’re a witch!”

“Whatever,” Suze shrugged, deliberately annoying, “I’ll just use my magic to make them forget. Then maybe I’ll make you forget. How’d you like to think you were always Marketa, huh?”

She smiled a smile so sweet it made me want to punch her.

“You’ll think you were always a girl. You’ll fancy boys, you’ll get a boyfriend and the two of you will kiss and you’ll even suck his dick and like it, and I’ll be the only one who knows that you’re actually my brother and not my slutty sister.”

I felt a chill run up my spine. I swallowed.

“C-can you actually do that?” I meant it to come out sounding like a real question, but in my new girl-voice it sounded like a whimper.

“I can do anything I want,” Suze said, proudly. “I’ve got my magic now. Watch.”

She let go of my hand, span, pointed at her stupid frog.

“Alakazam!”

There was a flash of light, a tiny pause, and then a loud BOOM! followed by the wet splat of frog guts raining down inside her bedroom.

We stood in stunned silence, trying not to breathe in the smell of burned frog.

“Did you, uh, mean to do that?”

“Erm. Sure. I guess. I mean, I did it, didn’t I?”

Suze must have clocked my expression. Her shoulders slumped and she let out a little sigh.

“OK, fine, quit looking at me like that, it’s super weird seeing a girl frown just like my brother.” She shook her head. “I didn’t know it was gonna work, OK? Changing you. I just… I mean, you were acting like a dick…”

“Was not!”

“Were too. In fact, you’re lucky I didn’t change you into my maid. I came this close.”

I looked down uneasily at my new body. At the large, cream white cleavage rising in the bottom of my vision. At my curvy new hips and slender legs and those stupid little ankle boots.

I tried to imagine seeing Marketa’s body, only clad in a frilly little dress with a white apron, tried to imagine having a pink feather duster clasped in one hand as Suze’s stupid magic forced me to curtsey her and call her ma’am, and obey her every command.

I shuddered, nodded. I guess I had been lucky after all.

“OK, I get it. I shouldn’t have called your girlfriend a… you know. I’ve learned my lesson. So, Suze, can you please hurry the fuck up and turn me back?”

For a moment, my sister and I just stared daggers at each other. Two 18-year old girls, angry at each other like only siblings can be, probably looking for all the world like a real pair of natural sisters.

Finally, Suze nodded.

“Yeah, OK, I guess it would suck to leave you like this, and I guess it could take a while to get the spell to work…”

“What?!” I yelped in my squeaky new voice. “You mean I’m gonna be stuck as a girl? How long?”

Suze shrugged. With a surreal sense of timing, I realized at that exact moment that I now had even bigger breasts than my stacked sister did.

Guh-ross…

“A couple of hours, maybe? Definitely not more than three.” A shadow passed over her face. “Yeah. Can’t leave it that long…”

I should’ve asked what happened at three hours. But I was too busy freaking out about spending any more time than I absolutely had to as Marketa.

“Hours?” I looked down at my big breasts. I could feel them resting against one another. Feel the support my new bra was giving me, and it felt weird.

My head was spinning. I was going to spend a few hours as a girl. What if I needed to pee? What if I wanted to change my bra? What if my boobs got itchy?

What if I started thinking about sex? Would I feel something down below?

Would my pussy get all wet and sloppy?

As I stood there, feeling vaguely nauseous, Suze began to nod.

“It’s OK,” my sister murmured, “I’m pretty sure I can… so long as I remember to call Sabine…”

She frowned, deep in thought. I waited, trembling. I wasn’t used to looking upwards at my sister, to having Suze tower over me, and I wasn’t at all sure I liked it.

At last, Suze’s face cleared.

“Right, I think I got this. Two hours, three, tops. But you’ve gotta leave me in peace, right? Any distractions, and you could wind up as a-a little girl or something.”

I felt my pretty new mouth drop open. My sister saw it and smirked at me.

“Ha! Just look at you, sweet little Marketa. Oh man, if I wasn’t freaking out I’d be enjoying this so much…”

I said nothing. What the hell can you say to that?

“I’ma get to work,” my sister declared, “you stay outta my way, and we’ll have this all sorted out in no time. Ish.”

With that, she turned and went back into her room, already grabbing for her spell books, head down, muttering to herself. I stood waiting on the doorway, then spread my arms wide and wailed at her.

“But what am I meant to do?”

“You’re a boy trapped in a girl’s body, right?” Suze looked back up at me from her new sitting position on the floor.

“Yeah. So?”

“Soooo…” my sister said, casually, “why don’t you stop whining…

…and have some fun.”

“What do you mean, have some f-?”

The penny dropped. An image suddenly appeared in my mind. Of the short, big-titted beauty I was trapped as, stood naked in front of the mirror, a dazed look in her blue eyes and a faraway smile on her face as she played with herself and masturbated to the sight of her own body.

I looked wordlessly at my sister’s smile, then back down at my new body again. Hesitantly, I reached up, touched my big new boobies, and squeezed.

A strange thrill ran through me. A sort of warmth; a weird feeling that it was good to have my tits squeezed. I felt a little smile cross my beautiful new face.

Maybe I could find a way to pass the next few hours after all.

*

My bedroom looked weird when I walked back into it.

I mean, nothing had changed… but at the same time, everything had. My desk, shelves and bed all seemed slightly bigger, like someone had snuck in and raised them up a few inches while I was talking to Suze.

But I was interested in only one thing. My mirror.

I padded silently across the carpet, my new boobs wobbling slightly with every single step, until I was stood in front of it. At the sight of my new reflection, I felt all dizzy again.

Suze had forgot to mention that Marketa was gorgeous.

Yeah, she was small, but she was also cute, with a soft little pixie face that smiled out the mirror at me. Her white tank top was pulled tight across her heavy breasts, her flowery skirt was all flowy, but also short; the perfect size for a girl like her.

Her eyes were brilliant blue, her hair golden and long and stylish. She stood with her bare legs slightly bent inwards, her tiny hands clasped before her bare stomach, as if she was nervous of something.

She was the sort of girl I’d totally ask out on a date. The sort of girl who’d probably be really droll and with a great sense of humor, pretty enough to make you get a boner when you thought of her, but not so pretty that she wouldn’t have a personality.

She was a cutie version of the girl next door. A baby faced heart-stopper for guys who liked short stacks. She was, in a word, hot…

…and she was me.

For a long time, my new reflection and me simply stared at each other, like two sisters watching one another from across a room.

I had such a strange feeling, like I was looking at a giant photograph. Like this beautiful girl couldn’t possibly be me. Like I was stuck in a room with someone else I couldn’t see outside this mirror.

But then she’d copy my movements exactly; poke her tongue out when I poked mine out, her cute face scrunching up and her tiny button nose wrinkling. Or I’d flutter my eyelashes and she’d flutter hers too, a flirty little look in her expression.

She was me. I was her.

Suze really had turned me into a girl.

I stopped and listened. I could hear my sister, far away, talking out loud. Probably trying out different spells. For a moment, I half-wondered if I’d see my male-self reappear in the mirror, but Marketa just kept staring back out at me, a faint smile on her beautiful teenage features.

“Right then,” I murmured to my reflection, seriously weirded out by the way Marketa’s pink lips moved in time with mine; with the way my voice came out all soft and high-pitched, “let’s have some fun, shall we?”

After checking my door was locked – I didn’t expect Suze to interrupt, but it’d be gross if she did – I tiptoed back in front of the mirror. Smiled at my female reflection.

And then I began to undress.

It was an odd feeling, taking women’s clothes off. I kept feeling stuff like my long hair getting all tangled and mussy as I pulled my top over my head; or getting weirded out by the way I didn’t have to kick my new ankle boots off to step out of my skirt.

But at last, there I was. Stood in front of my full-length mirror, the one I’d adjusted my jacket or checked my hair in so many times as a boy. Only now a girl was looking out of it.

A girl dressed in only a tiny pair of ankle boots, a lacy pair of pink panties, and a matching bra with frills around the cups and a dainty little white bow in the middle.

I looked at Marketa in her underwear for a long time, willing myself to get turned on. I stood in various poses, raising one hip, shooting pouts over a bare shoulder – self-consciously at first, but soon with a sort of ease and grace I wasn’t at all sure I was comfortable with.

It was sort of enjoyable, seeing my new body all undressed like that, but my new pussy was resolutely refusing to get damp.

I’d heard about this sorta thing before. As a guy, you barely need to touch your junk and it’s suddenly at full-mast, even if you weren’t particularly in the mood beforehand. But articles online had hammered into me that it wasn’t the same for girls, that you needed to build a mood.

I decided to take things up a gear.

Unhooking my bra turned out to be a major hassle. I stood there, trying to figure out the straps for what felt like forever, Marketa’s face all screwed up in concentration in the mirror, as my dainty hands floundered behind my narrow new back.

At last, I managed to unhook the clasp. There was a sudden sag in my tits, as my bra stopped taking their weight…

…and then I was topless, my nipples pointing out before me, magically made long and pink and sticking up towards the sky.

Feeling like I was in a dream, I reached up and squeezed my new titties. Let my hard nipples rub against the palms of my hands and felt a little jolt pass through me.

There. That was better. Now I just needed to…

A giggle escaped my lips. With careful movements, I readjusted the mirror, then slipped off my lacy new panties – they got caught on my boots for a second and I worried I’d rip them – and lowered myself down onto the bed, spreading my slender, shaved legs wide.

In the mirror, Marketa sat with her legs open, her pink and plump pussy on display for all the world to see. Her heavy breasts dangled, their nipples like bullets. Her long hair fell down her back, she wore little ankle boots on her feet and a dazed smile on her face.

She looked perfect. More than that, she looked sexy. For the first time in my life, I was a sexy girl, feeling as beautiful and as confident and as dazzling as only a sexy girl can feel.

I felt something stir in my crotch. A tiny bead of moisture dribbled down my inside thigh. I looked down at my pussy in the mirror, then back up at my soft new face.

“Well, handsome,” I made Marketa say in a baby-talk voice, pouting her lips and looking out at me from under her blonde bangs, “aren’t you gonna fuck me?”

It was like having a beautiful girl completely under my control. Like having my own sexy puppet I could do whatever I liked with.

I sure am… I thought. I leaned back, reached down, never taking my eyes off my stunning reflection. One extended finger found my wet slit, rubbed up and down it…

…and then I was masturbating, as a girl, grinding the palm of my hand into my pussy as I moaned softly and bit my lower lip and felt my entire world come alive.

At first, I thought I’d use the sight of my naked, female form to make myself horny. But, as I played with my brand new cunt, I found myself leaning back, looking away from the mirror, closing my eyes, and imagining things.

Images would rise up in my head, without me asking them to, of strong men with chiseled abs and dark, brooding eyes, seducing me at some nameless party and then fucking me in a dark closet, penetrating me while I desperately tried to keep quiet, to not let the other girls hear.

Images of shirtless guys, tying me naked to a chair, pulling off their belts and whipping my bare, girly ass till it stung and I cried out and begged them to let me go free, but they just laughed and kept on whipping me.

Images of muscular black men with oiled torsos, leading me naked through a forest in chains, to a clearing where they would take turns fucking me and filling me with sperm until they were sure I was pregnant.

Wait… there’s something wrong…

I opened my eyes with a whimper. The fucking magic! Suze hadn’t just turned me into a girl. She’d turned me into a straight girl, with freaky straight girl fantasies!

I felt disgusted with myself, with my new body…

…but I also felt a strange warmth, radiating out through my body from my new pussy. Felt a desperate, almost overwhelming need to rub my new clit like crazy and come, no matter what it took.

No matter what I was imagining happening to me.

With a frustrated little growl, I rolled away from the mirror, pulled myself up onto the bed, grabbed my pillow. Far away, I could hear my sister chanting, saying a spell.

Not now… I thought, irritably, I can’t turn back yet…

But I was still Marketa. Still a girl. So I closed my ears to my sister’s chants, instinctively stuffed my pillow down between my legs, rolled over on my front, so I could feel my big boobies squashing beneath me.

And then I began to buck my hips, humping my pillow, grinding away in the way I could feel my new body wanted to; my naked ass raised high in the air, my pouty lips dangling open, my blonde hair streaked across my babyface as I rubbed myself off and thought of strong men fucking me like a little bitch.

I’d heard girls liked to wank like this before, all grinding rather than dipping their fingers in like they do in porn. I’d never really understood it before, but at that moment…

…at that moment I realized this was the perfect way to break in my new body.

I’ll spare you the intimate details. Just to say that when I finally came, it was like no orgasm I’d ever had before.

It suddenly reared up out of nowhere, making my new mouth automatically snap open, my blue eyes screw shut, and my whole body shiver while my hips automatically bucked and I heard myself making these weird moaning noises I couldn’t have stopped even if I wanted to.

I lay paralyzed in that position for what felt like forever, feeling my first girl orgasm coursing through me for far longer than my boy-orgasms ever had, before the sensation finally peaked and died away, leaving just a faint, pleasant warmth in my lower body.

I gently opened my eyes, a distant smile on my face. I started to sit up…

…and then I saw who was sat on the bed with me and felt my blood run cold.

He was completely naked, as naked as I was, his strong muscles glistening in the light filtering through my bedroom window.

He was big, with a sturdy body so large and powerful it made the bed bow where he sat. A hungry smile was on his face as his piercing blue eyes danced over my naked, female body. His cock was clasped in one hand; a giant, thick, powerful thing that was bigger than I’d have ever imagined possible.

I raised my head and stared at him, blinking strands of blonde hair out of my eyes, unable to believe what was happening.

“T-Tobe…?” I whispered. “How…?”

And then I heard two female voices chanting in the distance, my sister and someone else. I just had time to realize they must have magicked Tobe here when their chanting reached a crescendo…

…and a curtain fell across my mind.

I blinked, shook my head slightly. Frowned up at my boyfriend, sat naked beside me, wondering why I’d just said his name like I was surprised to see him.

He came over earlier, remember? A voice whispered in the back of my head. Suze was off doing her dumb magic stuff, so you bought him in here and he begged you to masturbate for him.

Of course. That was it. I shook my head and smiled up at my gorgeous man; the man I’d been going out with ever since I was a fifteen year old girl. The man I was going to stay with forever.

“Did you like that?” I whispered, pulling myself upright and planting a kiss on his lips. He kissed me back, slipping his tongue between my lips, and I felt my already soaking pussy shiver with pleasure again.

“Sure did,” my boyfriend whispered right back to me, “you looked amazing… you were so fucking hot.”

I smiled at him through heavy-lidded eyes. I loved the way he made me feel, so gorgeous, so feminine.

“You’re such a charmer,” I murmured, “I’m almost tempted to give you a special treat…”

We kissed again. One of his hands was stroking my bare leg now, climbing up, gently squeezing at my ass. I vaguely wished Tobe would spank me, like he knew I liked.

“What special treat is that?” He whispered between kisses, not taking his eyes off me, off the body that made me feel special and sexy and beautiful.

“You’ll find out in a second. Just do one thing for me…”

I placed my forehead gently against his, smiled, our noses touching.

“Say my name.”

Tobe frowned at me for a moment, a smile still on his handsome face, to see if I was joking. When he realized I wasn’t, he laughed and shook his head.

“You’re a strange girl sometimes, you know that, huh?”

“I can live with that.”

“But you’re also so cute I can’t say no to you…” his eyes twinkled at me, “Marketa.”

There it was. My name. The name I’d been born with 18-years ago, when I came out our mother’s womb just twenty minutes behind my older sister.

The name I loved to hear whispered to me by my big, strong, handsome boyfriend, like I was hearing it now.

I kissed him on the tip of his nose. Giggled.

“There,” I breathed. “And now, I guess you’ve earned this…”

I kissed his lips. His chin. His neck. His chiseled pecs. I kissed him all the way down his body, until I was level with his crotch; his thick shaft right before my face. I kissed that, too, kissed him all the way up his dick until my lips were wrapped around the tip.

“I love you, baby,” I whispered, softly. Then I parted my pretty, painted lips and took my boyfriend inside my mouth, as I had done hundreds of times before, as I knew he liked me to.

When he finally came, five minutes later, I eagerly swallowed, enjoying the funky, musty taste.

By then, I’d almost forgotten about the chanting I’d heard earlier, and couldn’t even begin to guess what kinda weird ass spell my sister had been casting.


(Sabine)

“Oh God… oh Sabine… fuck!”

“You like that, huh?” I growled, looking down at the moaning girl writhing on all fours before me, the girl reflected in the silver mirror at the end of my bed. “You like having my dick in you?”

In the mirror I saw Suzie look up at me, an expression of pain mixed with pleasure on her adorable 18-year old face. She hesitated, bit her lower lip. Nodded.

I smiled to myself, one of those mysterious smiles I know confounds her. Smiled and kept right on thrusting, my hips slowly pulling back then slapping up against my trainee’s naked ass with a loud thwacking noise.

Each thrust made her pretty face screw up, made her mouth drop open, her eyes snap shut. Each thrust made her gasp out loud and whimper, as if in pain.

Well, good. I certainly wasn’t doing this for my benefit.

“God, your ass is so tight,” I said, deliberately making my voice as cruel as possible, “I might make it even tighter…”

I pointed my magic finger at Suzie’s back.

“You want the tightest ass in the world, bitch?”

Suzie whimpered. I couldn’t tell if she knew I wasn’t being serious, or if she thought I was really on some vengeful goddess-style kick. Her ass was plenty tight enough around my new cock as it was; any tighter and I thought I might explode.

But I wasn’t gonna tell her that.

This was meant to be her punishment, after all.

Only a few hours earlier, I’d gotten a panicked call off Suzie, babbling about how she’d accidentally turned her brother into a girl and couldn’t figure out how to get him back, and she’d sent him off to masturbate – which, she informed me, was well gross but all she could think of doing – and now she only had two and a half hours left before the circle came for revenge, and oh my God, help me, Sabine…!

I listened, letting her talk. Then, when her voice had finally trailed off, I calmly spoke, taking control of the situation, as I know my girlfriend, my trainee, likes me to do.

“I’ll be there in ten. Don’t do anything till I arrive.”

Then I hung up, whispered the transfiguration spell, turned into a crow and flew away out the window.

As I passed over our town – a dark shadow that spooked the other birds and made children on the ground below start crying as I passed overhead – I turned the problem over in my mind. Analyzed my conflicting feelings with that calm detachment I’ve always been able to bring to problems.

On the one hand, I was elated that Suzie had finally managed a full transformation. A full one! If she could do the same in her witch exams, she’d pass with flying colors.

(It helped that her victim had been her brother, too. I’d only met him once, but I’d read his mind and seen him thinking some less-than PC thoughts about lesbians)

On the other, if the circle found out what Suzie had done, I was going to lose my girlfriend. Lose the girl I loved, the only one of my trainees I’d ever really fallen for.

I tried to tell myself I could turn Mark back with my own magic if we really got short of time, but I wasn’t sure I should. The circle frowns on us using our powers to undo another member’s work, no matter how misguided. I didn’t want both Suzie and me to lose our powers over such a silly mistake.

(Certainly not when I was one exam away from becoming a senior member of the circle myself, with all the additional powers that offered)

So I turned the problem over as I flew. And, by the time I landed on a rush of black wind in Suzie’s bedroom, I already had a plan.

“Ow! Oh… Sabine, please…”

I smiled down at my naked lover. Gently leaned forward, planted a kiss on her bare back.

“I’m not gonna stop till I’ve come,” I murmured, enjoying the smell of Suzie’s sweat, “no matter how much you wail. You owe me this, after all.”

“I know…” Suzie’s breath was ragged, almost pleading. “It’s just… I’ve never done anal before…”

A cruel little smile passed across my face. I don’t know why, but power just turns me on. Power over my lover, my lover’s power over me, power over other people.

Why else become a witch?

“Hmm… well, I could always give your brother his memories back? I’m sure he’d thank you for turning him into his best friend’s cum dump.”

Suzie was silent aside from her ragged breathing. I could tell she still didn’t know if I was joking or not. I wasn’t sure if I knew myself.

“I mean, I’m sure the circle wouldn’t find out,” I said innocently, reaching round with one hand and pinching slightly too hard at one of Suzie’s dangling nipples, “if a girl started running around, telling the town her sister was a witch who’d swapped her gender. That’s not the sort of thing they notice, is it?”

At last my lover stirred. As she spoke, I could faintly feel the vibrations of her voice, through her asshole, into my twelve inch new dick.

“You’re such a bitch sometimes, you know that?”

“Maybe.” I giggled, “but maybe my girlfriend likes bitches.”

I kissed her back again, straightened up. Looked down, over the bump of my own small breasts, at the girl I loved, speared on my cock. Attached to me. Almost a part of me.

This had been our compromise. My plan. A temporary fix, but an elegant one.

We’d wipe Marketa’s memory, make her think she’d always been a girl. Give her a boyfriend she doted over, make them both go wild with animal passion for each other. The circle – hopefully – wouldn’t notice and, in the meantime, I’d train Suzie up extra quick.

Then finally, six months from now, Suzie would sit her second exam (provided she passed the first, as I guessed she probably would). We’d give Marketa back her memories the day before, then invite her in as a volunteer, someone who’d signed a contract to let Suzie work her magic on them.

And Suzie would turn her back into him. The circle would think it was a first time gender swap; a girl who’ volunteered because she wanted to be a boy.

And Suzie would pass her second exam. And Marketa would get to be a boy again, and it would be like the last six months had never happened.

And, in return, all Suzie had to do was let me try out a few things I’d never tried before. Just to say thank you.

“You’re really gonna make me do this every night, huh?” Suzie was watching me in the mirror, her face tired, but also smiling. “You weren’t kidding?”

“Suzie, darling, when do I ever kid?” I smiled back down at her, reached up and gently stroked her perfect little ass. “A new experiment, every night until you turn Marketa back. Anal tonight.”

“And tomorrow…?”

I shrugged, a casual movement I knew looked beautiful.

“I was thinking I might turn you into my pussy for a couple of hours, go to the gym, get you all sticky and smelly, then come back and stick a dildo in you. Then Wednesday I might give you back that lovely head cock of yours. As for Thursday…”

Suzie sighed. Shot me a playful grin in the mirror.

“We’re gonna have a lot of fun, aren’t we?”

“I am,” I replied. “You might, if you’re lucky.”

“Y’know, part of me wishes I’d used my magic on Mark ages ago… Hey. If I was to transform him again… would you…?”

“I’d have to double your punishments,” I said, primly, “just to make sure you had really learned your lesson.”

I gave her ass a sudden smack, making her moan.

“In that case…” Suzie giggled, “that butthead’s gonna have to be nicer to me in future. Coz I’ve always wanted my own little sissy maid…”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself,” I said. “You still have to pass your exam first. And before that…

…I think there’s something you owe me.”

And, without another word, I started thrusting again, harder this time, driving my big, magical dick deeper and deeper into Suzie’s ass while she squealed and moaned and writhed on my cock like the little bitch she was.

Somewhere across town, I knew, Marketa would right now be balancing on her boyfriend’s prick, riding him like Suzie rode me, her pretty teenage face a mask of pure and utter bliss.

That girl doesn’t know it, I thought, wryly, but she’s gonna be spending a whole lot of her life as female from now on.

*

Like what you’ve read? Check out my other tales of forced teenage gender transformation: My New Life as a School Girl, and How I Became a School Girl.

Alternatively, keep reading for some kinky bonus content…


Free Extract: Turned into the Office Bimbo

The next morning, Darren woke up with a start. He sat up, pushing his long, dark hair out his eyes and blinked blearily around the room.

Where am I…?

His room was different. Brighter. Messier. A bra had casually been flung over the back of one chair, a pair of heels kicked off beside it.

As Darren sat there, he realized with a mild sensation of surprise that he could see perfectly without his glasses.

What the…? He just had time to wonder.

And then he happened to glance down…

…and nearly screamed.

His bedclothes had changed. Where he’d gone to bed wearing only his boxers, he was now dressed in a small, white tank-top, and a pair of lacy pink panties.

But it wasn’t the clothes themselves that made Darren feel like fainting.

There, attached to his chest, the fabric of his white tank-top stretched tight across them, was the biggest pair of tits he’d ever seen.

They were firm and big and ripe, their nipples hard and gently scratching at the cotton of his new top. Below them, his sides seemed to suck inwards, giving him a tight waist. His pink panties clung to a pair of curvy hips and a round, peach-like bum, at the top of a pair of slender legs.

With a feeling of shock, Darren jumped out of bed and ran to the full-length mirror. The movement made his big breasts jump and jiggle around and his long, dark hair trail out behind him.

But Darren didn’t care. He had to see.

“Oh my God…” he whimpered in a voice that was suddenly soft and high-pitched, “how…?”

From the other side of the mirror, a gorgeous woman stared back at him, her face a mask of shock. Her long hair was in disarray, her dynamite body hidden only by a flimsy tank top and a pair of lacy pink panties.

Her brown eyes were wide, her plump lips dangling open. She was beautiful. She was sexy.

And she was him…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Free Extract: Turned into His Wife

Lance was shrinking. Before Jack’s eyes, his 6ft frame shed inches, tumbling down to a petit 5ft3. His broad shoulders narrowed down. His hips pushed out, growing away from his frame.

With a look of terror, Lance held up his hands, goggled at them as they became slender and dainty and willowy. He looked helplessly to Jack.

“J-Jack? What the hell are you-?”

Then Jack’s wish kicked back in, and Lance was screaming again.

He screamed as two gigantic breasts suddenly inflated from his chest, tearing open his top, dangling ripe and heavy from his slender frame, their nipples long and pink and pointed at the sky.

He screamed as his clothes vanished, as his pants yanked down around his ankles, as his cock magically shot back up into his body and a slit appeared between his legs, leaving him with the tightest, nicest pussy in the whole United States.

He screamed as his ass jumped out, as his legs shed their hair and became long and smooth, and as dark hair erupted from his crown, tumbling in curls down his back like the crashing waters of a black waterfall.

Finally, he screamed as his face rearranged into something round and softer, as his voice shot up in pitch, and as his waist tightened until Jack could’ve almost slipped the fingers of one hand round it.

Then it was over. The magic ring stopped tingling. Jack breathlessly lowered his hand, unable to believe what he’d just made happen.

Holy fuck… it came true! My wish actually came true…

Lance had gone. The friend who had screwed Jack over and stolen his girlfriend had vanished.

In his place was the girl of Jack’s dreams.

She was beautifully petit, with long, slender legs, a curvy body and a scared little baby face with wide blue eyes and pouty lips. Dark hair fell over her bare shoulder blades in a glorious, shimmering curtain. She had supermodel looks, a shaved pussy, and a flat, toned stomach.

But that wasn’t what Jack’s eyes lingered on. Wasn’t what made his dick start growing in his pants, hard and long.

Dangling from his new wife’s chest was the biggest, ripest pair of breasts Jack had ever seen…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Also by Lisa Change
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How I Became a Gender Swapped Daddy Dater

“Just yesterday, I was a boy called Karl. I had everything: good looks, a girlfriend, a promising future. But not anymore. Today, I’m a glamorous older woman named Karen. I’m beautiful. I’m a mommy. And I’ve got three gorgeous daddies fighting to seduce me…


I’ve never even kissed a boy before. But now I’m finding myself falling for these strong, protective men. I’m doing things I never dreamed of, things that should be oh-so-wrong, but feel so right to my new female body.


I have to find a way to turn back, to escape this gender-swapping curse. There’s no way I can spend the rest of my life as an elegant brunette beauty with older men falling at her feet…


…can I?” 

Buy now


About the Author

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

If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...

To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her blog.

*

If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon.
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