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Prologue

“Jesus, Phil, give it a rest, can’t you?”

Phil guiltily jerked on his sun lounger, upsetting the frosted beer sat next to him. He turned an innocent smile on his frowning wife.

“What, baby?”

“Don’t give me any of that baby crap.” Tricia gave him a warning look from beneath her dark bangs. “And stop staring. It’s getting creepy.”

Creepy? Phil thought, incredulously. Who does she think she is?

Of course, he didn’t say that out loud.

“I’m not staring,” he explained in a huffy voice, “I’m looking. There’s a difference.”

On the sun lounger beside him, Tricia sighed and crossed her arms over her perky little breasts, her dark hair falling in waves over her bare shoulders.

God she’s hot when she’s pissed, thought Phil, idly.

With her pale skin, long legs, dark hair and flashing dark eyes, his wife always looked attractive. When she was angry, though…

…well. Let’s just say Phil didn’t always mind the odd chewing out.

“Looking, staring, whatever,” Tricia said. “The point is you’re acting like a… a…”

“A what?”

“A total fangirl.”

She shook her head, her long, dark hair trailing after her.

“I mean, I know you liked his book, but this is… well. I mean,” she hesitated. “Are you sure you’re not gay?”

Now it was Phil’s turn to scowl.

“Don’t be dumb,” he snapped, turning away from his wife and hoisting the dog-eared book back up in front of his face. “I just find him interesting is all. Useful. This…”

He waved the book at her, the book he’d thumbed through so many times the last year.

“This is it,” he said. “The key. Y’know, with the shit I’ve learned just from reading this, I could do anything.”

“So why don’t you then?” This was a classic Tricia answer. “Instead of languishing at junior manager level, why don’t you…?”

“I’m not ready yet. One day. Soon. Just you see. So long as I’ve got the book to help me…”

Tricia leaned back with a sigh and closed her eyes, her soft face turned up to the blazing Middle Eastern sun.

“If I hear one more word about that book,” she murmured, “I’m gonna scream, and keep screaming ‘till they arrest you for being some kinda pervert.”

Phil knew better than to keep on talking. His wife was usually the epitome of rational, but when you got her really mad, anything could happen.

Besides, he was happy to sit here in silence. He still had the book after all.

The Book was a battered old hardback Phil had picked up at the airport before their vacation last year. When he’d first handed over his $20, it had been pristine. Now it was a wreck, testament to how often Phil had thumbed through, searching for advice.

And advice was what the book was good at. Advice was what had made it so popular, outselling The Art of the Deal and How to Make Friends and Influence People combined.

Advice was what was gonna one day take Phil all the way to the very top.

The promise was right there on the cover.

Turning the book gently in his hands, Phil stared through his mirrored shades at the familiar dust jacket, an odd sort of warmth in his chest.

Hard type splashed above the top, bold, commanding letters that drew the eye and dominated your vision. SECRETS OF THE BOARDROOM they screamed, demanding to be noticed, demanding to be heard.

But that wasn’t what drew Phil’s eye in the airport, sucking him into the book shop, making him hand over his cash, as if hypnotized.

Beneath the loud title, a familiar figure looked out. A tall, handsome black man with a shaved head, stylish stubble, and a piercing gaze that had been known to melt hearts across the world was watching Phil, a secretive smile on his face, like the two of them shared a confidence.

He was maybe 40, but carrying it well. His face was youthful, his biceps big, his shoulder’s broad. His athletic frame was hidden inside an effortlessly-stylish suit that made him look like a Hollywood star.

But this was no mere actor. No handsome waif, living off his looks alone.

This was Ethan Drake. The richest man alive.

And the man who could make you a billionaire.

“How to tame your negative-pragmatist and become a billionaire overnight…” Phil murmured under his breath, reading aloud the subtitle for the trillionth time.

The words still sent shivers up his spine, causing gooseflesh to rise across his sturdy arms, even in this heat. Phil quickly shot his wife a guilty glance, afraid she might somehow notice, but Tricia had her eyes closed now, signaling the conversation about the book was over.

Good, I don’t want her spoiling it for me.

Ever since he’d first picked up Ethan Drake’s slim guide to success, Phil had watched his life transform.

True, he wasn’t a billionaire yet. In fact, he still had his old, mid-level managerial position back in their hometown.

But inside, where it mattered, Phil had already become a winner.

With a soft sigh, Phil raised his eyes and looked up at the plush Dubai resort hotel towering above them, its glass front hurling the blistering sunlight back out over the ocean.

Somewhere up there, in one of the penthouse suites on the upper floors, sat the man of Phil’s dreams. Well, not like that. Phil certainly wasn’t a fag or anything.

But there was no denying that he thought about Mr. Drake a lot. About how to be more like him. About the business proposals he’d put to him if they ever had a chance to meet.

About how Ethan would be reluctant at first. But then he’d notice the book, clasped in Phil’s hands, and a slow smile would spread over his face.

“I can tell you’re a man with taste,” he’d murmur in a voice like dark velvet, a sparkle in his deep brown eyes. “Why don’t you come upstairs, just for a moment? My secretary would like to discuss something with you…”

Phil frowned to himself. No, that wasn’t right.

“I’d like to discuss something with you,” Ethan would say, firmly. “You know – Phil, was it? – You know, Phil, I think you and I are going to have some wonderful business opportunities for one another…”

And with a confident smile, the sort of smile the book had taught him to do just right, Phil would step through the door to Ethan Drake’s private apartment, and into his new life.

A faraway smile on his face, Phil squinted up at the distant hotel roof. There, underneath the giant DRAKE HOTELS sign, on a vast balcony, he thought he could just make out a dark figure, its top off, running on a treadmill.

That’s probably him. He’s probably there, looking down onto all of us, thinking how insignificant we are… how worthless.

An image flashed through Phil’s mind, of Ethan Drake, running in the midday sun, his dark torso slick with sweat, his veins standing out like ripcords, coiled round his biceps.

Perhaps he’s looking at me right now. Perhaps he can sense we’re kindred spirits. Perhaps he knows what I-

“Phil, for fucks’ sakes!”

The sound of Tricia’s voice cut through Phil’s mind, jerking him awake and nearly making him fall off the sun lounger. He turned a startled smile to his wife.

“Sorry, baby, I was miles away.”

Tricia glared at him, then looked up at the distant upper apartment of the hotel and angrily shook her head.

“I knew it,” she said. “You can’t leave it, can you? When you booked the hotel, you swore to me we weren’t just coming here to fuel your dumb obsession…”

“I didn’t say anything about an obsession!” Phil protested.

Tricia rolled her eyes.

“Trust me, I read between the lines. Anyway, the point is…”

Her brow darkened.

“This vacation was meant to be about us, remember? Not you and your boyfriend.”

“He’s not my boyfriend!” Phil said, unaware just quite how much like a tween girl he sounded, “he’s my mentor. And together we’re gonna…!”

“Do fuck all,” Tricia sighed. “Or maybe do fuck all except fuck, judging by the way you stare at him.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Whaddya think?” Tricia got to her feet, snatching her bag up and swinging it firmly over one shoulder. “I can’t put with this any longer. I’m heading out. There’s meant to be one of those antique markets on the edge of the desert. Proper Bedouin stuff. You coming?”

Her eyes narrowed.

“Or are you just gonna sit here like a lost puppy, no, like some lost little bitch, waiting for her husband?”

“Hey…” Phil threw his arms wide open in protest. “That’s not fair. I’m not a…”

“No, of course not.” Tricia shook her head a look of utter exasperation on her beautiful features. “Though maybe we’d both be happier if you were.”

What the hell did she mean by that?

“Anyway, guess I’ll see you later. If you can make time for me in your busy schedule.”

Tricia rolled her eyes up at the hotel, then turned on her heel and went, stalking off beside the pool, her pert bum rolling seductively inside her swimming costume.

Not that Phil noticed. Instead, with a shake of his head, he lay back on the lounger and held up his book.

What’s she talking about? I’m not obsessed. Ethan’s not my boyfriend…

His eyes drifted up to the distant black speck, exercising on the balcony.

Just you wait, that’ll be me up there one day. I’ll be rich, just like Ethan. That’ll show you, won’t it, Tricia?

Many hours later, as he stood on the balcony beneath the DRAKE HOTELS sign, his nipples hard and his pussy damp, trying not to overbalance in his ludicrous high heels, Phil would look back on this moment and wish he’d never let Tricia go to that stupid market alone.


I

“Get you anything, sir? Another drink?”

Phil shook his head at the young blond man, aiming for the brusque manner Ethan’s book advised using with service staff, but probably coming off as just kinda rude.

“No thanks. Just the restroom, please.”

“Right this way, sir.”

“Great. Thanks.”

The aircon in the hotel’s expensive, wood-paneled lounge was chilly after the Dubai sun, causing Phil to shiver slightly as he made his way down the corridor toward the bathroom. He’d thrown on a smart-ish shirt before he came in, but was now wishing he’d changed out his knee-length shorts and flip-flops.

What’s Ethan always saying? Dress for Respect. You can’t hit the big time if you dress like some small fry…

The thought was abruptly derailed by a feeling of faintness washing over Phil. He put one hand out to steady himself against the wall and shook his head.

Jesus, what the hell is wrong with me?

After Tricia had left, he’d sat out on his sun lounger for another two hours or so, occasionally reading and sipping beer, but mostly just keeping an eye on the distant penthouse suite.

In that time, he’d watched as the brown-skinned dot finished exercising. Watched as it took a drink, leaning against the glass front of the balcony, its torso strong and faintly glistening in the midday heat.

Watched it and dreamed of being stood beside it, discussing his plans.

For a long time, that had been fine. Then suddenly, just as the two hour mark approached, Phil had begun to feel dizzy.

At first, he’d tried to shake it off, blaming a combination of beer and the heat. But it had kept getting worse. Until, five minutes after it first came on, Phil had been forced to lurch to his feet and stagger off toward the bathroom.

I’m not gonna be sick, he promised himself as he pushed open the varnished oak door into the gents, not after just two beers, that would be ridiculous…

But even as he thought this, the floor gave a sudden lurch, and next thing Phil knew, he was gripping one of the sinks and trying to control his breathing.

Heatstroke… it has to be heatstroke. Fuck, why did I spend so long out there…?

If it was heatstroke, though, it was unlike any Phil had ever experienced.

With a great effort, he pushed himself upright, forcing himself to look in the bathroom mirror. At his pale face and watery eyes.

Jesus, I don’t feel good…

“Well, that’s not really a surprise.”

The soft female voice cut across Phil’s nausea, making him jump. He turned round…

…and gaped at the woman standing before him.

She was young, with a handsome face etched with a mysterious smile. Long, straight dark hair fell down past emerald green eyes, stopping at her shoulders. She had olive skin, pneumatic breasts, and legs that were impossibly long.

But none of this was what caused Phil to blink and slowly shake his head and feel like he might be going mad.

It was the woman’s clothes that did that.

She was dressed in nothing but a gold bikini, that scooped up her breasts and held them together in an enormous cleavage, and a tiny little belt with white satin curtains that fell across her ass and pussy.

She looked ridiculous. Like a teenage boy’s fantasy of an Arabic enchantress.

And she was standing in the men’s bathroom.

“What?” Gasped Phil. “Who… who the hell are you?”

“I’ll get straight to the point,” the woman said, her green eyes twinkling, “my name’s Ginny. And I am…”

She struck a lavish pose.

“A genie.”

There was a long pause, broken only by the sound of Phil’s ragged breathing. He watched the woman through woozy eyes, trying to focus on the madness unfolding before him.

Wait, did she just say…

“Genie.” Ginny repeated, lowering her arms. “Y’know. Like, three wishes. Live in a lamp. Make your dreams come true. Seriously.”

She crossed her arms over her vast breasts, frowned at Phil.

“Don’t they teach you bozos anything anymore?”

“This…” Phil swallowed, tried again. “This is the men’s bathroom.”

“And very nice it is too.” Ginny nodded. “Not that I’ve seen many urinals before, of course, but these look suitably expensive.”

She fixed Phil with a level stare.

“Anyway, enough chit-chat, fun as it was. I suppose you’re wondering why I brought you here.”

Phil gave his head a little shake.

“What…? No. Sorry. You didn’t bring me anywhere…”

“Oh no?” Ginny raised one hand, thumb and forefinger clasped together. “Wanna bet?”

Then she clicked her fingers.

Instantly, Phil felt a hideous desire to retch. He span round to face the sink, bent forward…

Click.

…and blinked in surprise as his nausea completely vanished.

“Easy party trick,” Ginny drawled behind him. “I could’ve just gone ahead and done it in front of all those people, but I thought you’d appreciate the privacy.”

Her words barely registered in Phil’s mind. He was still clutching the sink edge, trying to make sense of what the hell was happening.

How did she do that…? That was like, well it was like…

He raised his head, looked in the mirror, an expression of doubt on his handsome face.

Like magic.

“Hey, come on, now, turn around.” Ginny clapped her hands. “I’m over here, remember?”

Phil slowly pulled himself upright, turned to face the strange woman, who smiled at him.

“Good. Now, this bit’s important, so I need you to listen carefully…”

“Y-you’re…” Phil stuttered. He could hardly believe what he was about to say.

“You’re a genie.”

Ginny nodded, her eyes bright.

“Well done, Phil. That’s a clever boy. Here, have a gold star.”

She winked at him, clicked her fingers, and suddenly Phil felt a faint weight on his chest. Looking down, he saw to his disbelief that a gold star now dangled above his left nipple, made of metal and obviously meant to mimic a Sheriff’s star.

In wonder, Phil lifted it up, feeling its weight in his hands.

CLEVER BOY!!! It read, in big, sarcastic letters.

“That’s real gold,” he whispered in awe, turning the star in his hands. He sank a nail into the metal and watched as it left a little mark on the surface.

24 carat…

He looked back up at Ginny, an incredulous expression on his face.

“So it’s true.”

Ginny sighed, theatrically clutching her head.

“That’s what I’ve been saying. Honestly, if you humans would just learn to listen every now and then, you’d save yourselves a whole lot of exposition.”

“It’s true,” Phil repeated, his mind dazed by the speed at which things were moving. “A real genie. Here with me…”

A thought suddenly occurred to him, a thought that made him almost dizzy with possibilities.

“Wait! Does that mean I get three wishes?!”

He laughed out loud and clapped his hands.

“Just wait till Tricia hears about this! I’ll show her. I’m gonna wish that Ethan Drake was my…”

He trailed off at the sight of Ginny’s mocking, gleeful expression.

“What?”

“You’re right about the three wishes part,” the genie said, slowly, clearly enjoying herself. “But they’re not for you, I’m afraid. Good God, no… who ever heard of a genie granting wishes in a Dubai toilet?”

Phil shuffled his feet, suddenly embarrassed.

“Well, you’re here, aren’t you?” He muttered.

“Exactly.” Ginny narrowed her eyes, smiling out at him from under heavy lids. “And I am here to grant some wishes. Just not yours, I’m afraid…”

“Whose?”

In response, the genie simply smiled and changed the subject.

“I really do live in a lamp, you know? An old, battered thing. Not ideal, wouldn’t mind something with all the mod-cons. But it does me just fine.”

“So?” Phil had no idea why he was standing here, listening to this madness.

If she’s not here to grant me wishes, then who…?

“The only trouble,” Ginny went on, “is that it often seems to wind up in unusual places. An auction. On eBay. Or maybe…”

She smiled.

“At a Bedouin market.”

At the sight of Phil’s expression, she gave a little giggle.

“You see, I rarely announce my presence. But people quite often see my silly old lamp and decide to just… rub it. Like in the movies. And when they do that…”

Her eyes flashed with ill-concealed humor.

“They often like to make a wish.”

“What sort of wishes?” Phil’s mouth was dry. He didn’t like where this conversation was going.

“Oh, it could be anything, really,” Ginny shrugged. “To get back at a neighbor. To turn their boss into a toad, that one’s always fun. Then again…”

She gave Phil a mischievous look, her smile suddenly predatory.

“It could be to get back at an annoying husband.”

The bathroom seemed to grow darker, smaller, like someone was turning down a dimmer. Phil licked his lips and forced up a smile.

“Why are you telling me this? I’m not…”

Ginny gave a careless toss of her shoulders.

“Maybe not. But your wife seems to think so.”

Her emerald eyes seemed to bore into Phil, growing until they filled his vision.

“Just ten minutes ago,” the genie whispered, “a young lady called Tricia rubbed my lamp and made some… interesting wishes. Wishes to do with a certain husband of hers.”

She giggled.

“Wishes to do with making a few changes.”

Phil wrapped his arms around his torso, suddenly feeling very cold, very small, and very afraid.

“Changes? Wait, you mean Tricia…”

“Oh, she didn’t know it was a magic lamp,” Ginny smiled, “I think she just wanted to blow off some steam. Nonetheless, I take all wishes very seriously.”

“Including those made in jest.”

There was something in her voice, something in her face, that made Phil very worried. Like the crazy woman behind him was somehow powerful. Like, despite her size and slender build, she could do things to Phil he couldn’t even dream of.

With slow movements, not breaking eye contact, Phil began to edge his way toward the door.

“I-I’ve got to get back,” he whispered. “I just remembered, I left something by the pool…”

“Oh, you’re not going anywhere, my dear.” Ginny said in hushed tones.

Then she clicked her fingers.

Before Phil’s eyes, the bathroom door shuddered slightly, then it began to warp and twist and shift, changing color, flattening out… until it had merged perfectly with the wall, leaving no exit to the bathroom at all.

Jesus… that can’t have just happened. We must be going crazy, or-or…

But it was hopeless. Phil knew everything that was happening was real.

Just like he knew the genie had something unpleasant in store for him.

“What were Tricia’s wishes, again?” Ginny was saying now. “Oh, yes. Something about having a strong husband who paid attention to her. Something about never hearing a certain business man’s name again…”

Before her, Phil trembled, trying not to panic. Trying not to start screaming.

“And something,” Ginny’s smile grew wider, becoming shark-like, “about a marriage. How did she phrase it? That’s right.”

Her green eyes seemed to flash, to spark with power. Power over Phil, power over the universe.

“If my husband loves Ethan Drake so much…” she whispered, in a perfect imitation of Tricia’s voice, “then I wish he’d just hurry up and marry him.”

Ginny giggled, slowly raising her hand, thumb and forefinger extended.

“In that case…” Her voice was barely a whisper, filled with mocking laughter. “Her wish is my command!”

And she clicked her fingers.

The silence that followed was broken only by the sound of Phil’s heart, jackhammering in his chest. The two of them stared at each other, Ginny with a sadistic grin on her handsome face, Phil with a look of terror on his.

At long last, Phil let out a breath he didn’t realize he’d been holding.

“OK,” he said, firmly, “fun’s over. I don’t know who you are…”

“I told you,” the genie said, carelessly, “I’m Ginny. And you…”

She gave Phil a triumphant smile.

“Are gonna spend the rest of your life as something more fitting.”

Phil was shrinking. Around him, the walls slowly raised upwards as his body shed inches, dropping from a manly 6ft1 to 6ft… 5ft11… 5ft10… 5ft9…

He threw up his hands in horror.

“Wait! No… please, you can’t!”

And then he saw his hands and felt the last of his sanity shatter.

His hands were changing. Where only seconds ago they’d been two big, strong things with big knuckles and little hairs gracing their backs, they were now small and dainty, with long, elegant fingers and tiny palms.

As Phil watched in horror, his nails began to slowly extend, stretching out and turning a ridiculous, bubblegum pink.

He gaped at the genie watching him with a cruel sneer on her handsome features.

“I advise you to hold tight,” Ginny winked. “You’re in for one hell of a ride!”

A grinding sensation tore through Phil’s body, as unpleasant as it was painless. His shoulders began to pull back in towards his neckline, losing their masculine broadness and becoming slender, delicate. At the same time, his hips began to push outwards, becoming broader and rounder, making his lower half curve in weird ways.

“Stop!” Phil shouted at his body. “I-I order you to stop!”

It was useless.

There was a feeling like someone pulling a belt tight around Phil’s midriff and his sides collapsed, leaving him with a waist that was tight enough to almost fit his fingers around. His small beer gut held on a moment longer, then it too fell inwards, gifting Phil a stomach that was flat and soft and smooth.

With a cry, Phil grabbed hold of his sides, trying to pull them back outwards, trying to restore his body to his normal shape. But his fingers merely clasped on soft, springy skin, the sort of young skin Phil hadn’t had in decades.

“Well, I suppose that’s a start,” he dimly heard Ginny say. “Then again, you’ve got a long way to go yet!”

A feeling of pressure in his ass made Phil jerk his head over his newly narrow shoulder. There was a pause, and then his butt expanded, jumping up and filling out, until it was pert and peach-like, its cheeks raised toward the sky.

Holy fuck… look at it! Phil thought in despair. That’s an ass that could appear in music videos!

He nervously reached out and clasped his new cheeks, and was horrified to feel how firm they were. How toned.

How… fuckable.

As he stood there, gaping at his own body, Phil heard a hiss like a thousand balloons deflating. His biceps and forearms gently collapsed, leaving him with a pair of weak, slender, willowy arms. No sooner was that over than his legs began to change too, losing hair and muscle even as they started stretching upwards.

“What’s happening to me?” Phil whimpered, miserably.

Across the restroom, Ginny shrugged.

“You won’t have to wait long to find out.”

The changes were coming faster now. One by one, Phil’s feet and toes snapped back to half their size, becoming tiny little things with lurid pink nails. His Adam’s apple shivered, then rolled into his throat and vanished. His spine clicked, and suddenly Phil was standing with his big new ass thrust out and his chest thrust forward.

A tremendous itching passed across his skin, making him squeal. All over his body, his dark, masculine hairs were worming their way back inside his skin, leaving him with a body as smooth as a baby’s bottom.

In dazed wonder, Phil pulled open his shirt and felt the new smoothness of his chest. Raised two hands and felt the smoothness of his cheeks, his armpits.

It’s like I’ve just had an all-over body wax, he thought, miserably.

At that moment, he suddenly went blind. Phil let out a piercing scream, then realized he could still see. His dark hair had simply exploded out his skull, tumbling over his face and leaving him completely in the dark.

With a feeling of revulsion, he threw his long hair back behind his ears, scowled at it. It hung straight down for a moment, either side of his shoulders, trailing down his back. Then the color suddenly ran out of it, and Phil’s hair turned a brilliant, shiny blond.

He gaped at it. Grabbed a strand in his fingers and held it up, trembling.

There was no denying it. Phil was now a stunning platinum blond.

“Looking better already!” He heard Ginny call. “But what say we do something about that awful face, huh?”

Phil looked up in panic, letting go of his newly-blond locks.

“No! Ginny, not my-!”

He’d meant to say face, but it was too late.

The genie snapped her fingers, and suddenly Phil felt like a giant had grabbed hold of his face and was smushing and squashing it to pieces.

It was a horrible feeling. Painless, but freaky. As Phil whimpered helplessly, he felt the invisible hands squash his nose down into a cute little button. Felt them plump his lips up. Felt them widen his eyes, raise his cheekbones, and squash his masculine jawline back inside him, leaving him with a soft, round face.

What’s happening to me? He thought, numbly, as the ghostly hands set about their terrible work, what’s she doing to my face…?

Something big and black suddenly fluttered in the corner of Phil’s vision, like a gigantic blackbird beating its wings. He gave a tiny yelp and crouched down, only to realize that he’d been startled by his own eyelashes, now suddenly long and dark and seductive.

Then Phil felt it. The pressure in his chest, building and building to an impossible crescendo.

In panic, he tore his shirt open and stared down at his torso, at his nipples, slowly growing and becoming long and pink and pointed. He just had time to let out a helpless little squeak, then the pressure hit a peak, and suddenly two big, beautiful breasts came bursting out.

They inflated like two balloons, growing away from Phil’s chest. Two big, pink wobbly things that got bigger and bigger and bigger until they dangled from his frame, making his back twinge with the effort of holding them up.

Phil gaped at them in horror. He hadn’t had much experience at measuring cup-sizes, but they were at least twice as big as Tricia’s breasts. Maybe more.

And they were his.

“Oh my God!” He squealed in terror. “I’ve got tits!”

Then he heard a distant click and his new breasts inflated again, growing until they dominated the entire bottom of Phil’s vision, and he could see them even when looking straight ahead.

“They’re Double-E,” Ginny called helpfully. “Want me to make them bigger?”

“NO!” Shrieked Phil, grabbing his new breasts and trying to force them back in.

“What’s that?” Ginny said, mockingly. “You’d like a pair of Double-Hs? Suit yourself. One giant pair of titties coming right up!”

It was like being trapped in a nightmare. As Phil pressed against his breasts in desperation, they began to expand again, until they were almost too big to be real.

They blocked his eyeline to the floor, hung heavily from his frame like two sacks weighing him down. But that wasn’t even the worst part.

The worst part was how tender they were. How sensitive to his dainty fingertips as he frantically pushed at them.

How perfect they were for being felt up by some strong, handsome stud.

It was now only too obvious where Phil’s transformation was headed.

With a little squeal, Phil bent forwards, desperately trying to push his jiggling titties out the way, scrabbling for his crotch.

He yanked open the front of his shorts, just in time to see his penis give one last, goodbye twitch, and suddenly shoot up into his body, taking his balls with it.

For a moment, there was nothing between Phil’s legs but smooth skin. Then there was a feeling like a zip being undone, and a narrow slit formed with two plump lips dangling either side of it, guarding a moist little hole.

Phil was now the proud owner of a beautiful, tight pussy.

At last, it was over. Phil’s body gave one final spasm that made his big boobs start jiggling and then the wish had finished.

“Well?” Ginny’s voice drifted lazily across the restroom, “what do you think?”

What do I think?!

Phil looked in numb horror down at his new body. At his big, pert breasts, dangling perkily from his frame, their nipples long and pointed at the sky. At his smooth, slender legs, curvy hips, and tight little waist.

As he looked down, Phil became aware of his long hair, hanging across his vision, its tips tickling the skin of his chest. With a subconsciously girly movement, he reached up two hands and delicately curled the strands of platinum blond hair behind his ears.

Shit, even my ears are tinier…

Where Phil used to have big, slightly-goofy ears, he now had a pair of small, demure ones, as tiny and as cute as everything else about him.

“Come on, darling. Genie hasn’t got all day.”

Finally, Phil’s eyes came to rest on the-the thing between his legs. Its soft lips. Its tiny tuft of blond pubic hair. The little hole it jealously guarded.

Hesitantly, Phil extended one long-nailed finger. He reached down, down, down, until his fingertip rested just above his brand new pussy. Then he closed his eyes, and touched.

Immediately, a shiver ran up his spine, causing him to gasp quietly. His new pussy was so sensitive! Just that one little touch had been enough to bring him out in gooseflesh.

Imagine what it’d be like if you properly touched it, a strange part of him thought, Or even better, imagine if a man properly touched it…

Phil mentally shook himself. He didn’t want to think about men touching his-his…

My pussy, he thought, unhappily. My. Fucking. Pussy.

“Oh for God’s sakes, get over yourself already.”

Phil blinked. His long new eyelashes fluttered in the corner of his vision. Slowly, he raised his head, his long blond hair tumbling down over his shoulders, and looked Ginny in the eye.

“What-?” He began, then instantly clamped two dainty hands over his pouty lips, his eyes going wide with fright.

His voice was wrong! Where it should’ve been deep and masculine, it was now soft and squeaky and girly.

But it wasn’t the voice of a smart girl or anything like that…

Oh my God… Phil thought in fright, I sound like a bimbo!

Nervously, he lowered his hands slightly.

“What the fuck did you do to me?”

He’d tried to lower his voice, to make himself sound more male, but it was no good. It was still obviously a girl’s voice. Still obviously a bimbo’s voice.

No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t get rid of his new accent any more than he could suddenly start levitating.

Across the room, Ginny smiled at him, a powerful, mocking smile. With lazy movements, she nodded at the bank of mirrors behind Phil.

“Why don’t you have a look and see for yourself?”

Phil would’ve given anything not to turn round. Would’ve given anything to stand there with his eyes closed and tap his heels and whisper there’s no place like home… over and over and over.

Instead, he slowly turned toward the mirrors, like a girl moving through treacle. His big, pink breasts wobbled slightly in the bottom of his vision. His hips curved unnaturally with each movement.

Then Phil took a deep breath.

And looked.

And looked.

And screamed.

The girl in the mirror was awful! The worst thing a guy could hope to see!

She was young, maybe 18, with a soft, innocent face, wide, doe-like blue eyes, and plump, pink lips that looked designed for sucking dick. Long, platinum blond hair fell in straight lines past a long, swan-like neck, settling over her bare shoulders.

She had long, heavenly legs. A tight waist. An ass that would drive men wild. Her fingernails and toenails were painted a sparkly pink. Her breasts dangled from her frame, bigger and fuller than they had any right to be on such a skinny woman.

She doesn’t look real… No-one could ever look like that outside a porno…

Everything about her screamed bimbo. Everything about her screamed arm candy.

She was young. She was beautiful.

And she was him.

“Well?” Ginny purred in his ear. Phil gave a start. In the shock of seeing his new body, he hadn’t noticed the genie approach.

“What do you think?”

Phil weakly shook his head.

No… that girl couldn’t be him. It was impossible. It was-!

But the girl in the mirror was shaking her head slowly in time with him, a horrified expression on her soft, beautiful features.

With a feeling of madness, Phil raised a one hand. The girl in the mirror did likewise. He stuck out his tongue, trying to conceal his mounting panic when the girl stuck hers right back out at him.

She was him. He was her.

Ginny had turned him into a girl.

“I know what you’re thinking, Fifi,” Ginny whispered in his ear, one hand gently tracing a line down Phil’s slender new back. “You’re thinking Oh, I’m so glad that lovely genie turned me into this stunning girl, but I’m also worried. How long till the spell wears off?”

Her hand came to rest on Phil’s pert new ass. He felt the genie give it a playful little squeeze.

“Well, I’ve got some good news for you,” Ginny murmured in his ear. “The spell can only be undone by another wish. And since you have no idea where my lamp is right now…”

She suppressed a giggle.

“Why, that means you’ll be stuck as lovely Fifi here for the rest of your life!”

Phil couldn’t help it.

He screamed again.


II

Phil screamed for what felt like forever. He screamed and kept screaming in his shrill, piercing voice until Ginny rolled her eyes.

“Alright. Enough of that.”

She clicked her fingers. With a glerk! Phil’s voice cut off mid-scream. He coughed once, twice, bending forward, his blond bangs tumbling over his eyes.

“Save the shrieks for later. And the moans. We’ve still got plenty to do.”

“What do you mean?” Phil whimpered in his squeaky girl-voice, appalled at how dumb he sounded.

Christ, I sound like I’ve barely got two brain cells to rub together…

Ginny shrugged, the cold smile still not leaving her thin lips.

“I mean, I could just leave you like that. But it wouldn’t be in the spirit of the wish, really. Shame. So.”

Her green eyes sparkled with delight.

“Let’s make sure you’re dressed the part!”

And once again she clicked her fingers.

And once again the entire world went crazy.

There was a magical tinkling, and what remained of Phil’s old clothes vanished, leaving him stood completely naked before the mirror. He just had time to realize how chilly the restroom was without any clothes on, and then the changes started up all over again.

A faint itching spread across Phil’s crotch. In the mirror, he saw a tiny white thread was shooting back and forth over his pussy at lightning speed, weaving itself into a lacy pair of patterned, see-through panties.

As Phil goggled at it, there was a feeling like two large hands had grabbed hold of his breasts. His boobs jumped up and squashed together, coming together under his chin in a huge sea of pale pink cleavage.

For a second, Phil wondered what the hell was going on, then two cups formed over his breasts, straps jumped up and hooked over his shoulders and a clasp fastened behind his back, and with a groan he realized he was now wearing a lacy white push-up bra.

Miserably, Phil looked down at his new, female underwear, and saw that his bra was trimmed with lace, and sported a tiny satin bow between its two big cups.

What the hell am I wearing? He thought, miserably. If you’d told him only that morning that he’d soon be dressed in women’s clothes, he’d have punched your lights out!

Then the changes started up again and things went from bad to worse.

With a bump, Phil jerked upwards into the air. He wildly threw his hands out to steady himself, then realized he was suddenly wearing a killer pair of heels.

They were black, with spiked stilettoes that stuck six inches in the air and made Phil feel like he was about to go tumbling over. Turning round, he saw with a groan of dismay that wearing them made his already-prominent butt stick out even more, as if inviting guys to go wild over it.

A thin band of white liquid appeared around Phil’s waist, cool to the touch. It slowly unfolded, spreading up over his belly, across his boobs, until he started to worry that it would just flow over his face and drown him.

What is that? What the hell is she doing to me…?

Then the liquid suddenly stopped flowing, solidified, and turned into a strapless white dress that stopped just below Phil’s ass and just above his bra. It formed tightly to his frame, showing off his curves and leaving almost nothing to the imagination.

Phil groaned. His dress was ridiculous! It was so tiny he felt like his boobs would come spilling out the top the moment he bent over. How the hell did girls wear shit like this?

“My, my,” Ginny drawled behind him, “you really are the fancy little lady now, aren’t you, Fifi? So how about some accessories?”

There was another distant click and Phil felt a weight around his neck, around his wrists, on his ears.

In wonder, he looked down and saw he was now wearing a diamond necklace, and two bracelets, one of pearls, one made from silver. The edge of the diamond nestled just above his cleavage, gently scratching at the skin of his breasts, as if reminding him it was there.

Like a woman in a dream, Phil reached two hands up and felt the long, stylish, platinum earrings dangling from his ears.

Look at all this jewelry! Who the hell has she turned me into?

He suddenly jerked one of his hands away from his ear with a cry. There was something forming between his fingers. Something black and small and studded with gold…

Phil desperately tried to shake it out of his hands, whatever it was. But he couldn’t let go. His fingers refused to open.

It was like his latest accessory was as much a part of him as his big boobs or curvy bum or long, flowing hair.

For a moment, Phil couldn’t figure out what the thing in his hands was meant to be. Then it finally solidified into a small black bag with a little strap, and Phil realized to his despair that he was now holding a fashionable little handbag.

He wordlessly opened the clasp and peered inside. Tubes of lipstick stared up at him. A tiny mirror. Some blusher. Mascara.

Everything a bimbo might need to ensure she always looked her best.

Finally, there was a distant tinkling, and a feeling of weight on one of Phil’s fingers. He looked up from his new handbag and goggled at the diamond-studded ring now sitting on his ring finger.

But wait, does that mean I’m…?

Then it was over. There was one last burst of magic that made Phil’s hair leap up into perfectly-styled ringlets that tumbled over one bare shoulder like a waterfall, and then nothing.

Phil looked down at this new body, at the clothes now encasing it. Then he slowly looked back up at the mirror.

Behind him, he heard Ginny give a low whistle.

“Oh my… not bad, even if I do say so myself.”

But Phil barely heard her. He was too busy gaping at the woman he’d become.

Whereas his new body had looked dumb and naïve naked, it now looked dumb and shockingly expensive.

Phil’s nails had been magically manicured to perfection. His heels were of the sort you only usually saw on catwalks. His jewelry shone with understated expense. His makeup was expertly done.

He glanced at his new dress. At its combination of sluttiness and sophistication. Even someone like Phil who knew sweet-FA about women’s clothes could tell he was decked out expensively.

He looked like the sort of gorgeous, confident girl you might see at a Hollywood party, draped over the arm of some producer. The sort of girl for who the terms ‘bimbo’ and ‘eye candy’ were invented.

In short, he looked spectacular.

“Don’t worry,” Ginny smiled as Phil stared at himself, “that’s it for the transformations, I promise…”

She suddenly sighed and hugged herself.

“More’s the pity. This sort of stuff is always so much fun.”

She gave Phil a cheeky little wink in the mirror.

“So… what do we say? One satisfied client?”

Satisfied…? Phil thought as he blinked at his new body, that’s one way of putting it…

“I look…” he whimpered in his soft voice.

Ginny raised one eyebrow.

“Yes, dear? The next word out your mouth better be spectacular or I’ve got a good mind to turn you into a pig.”

Phil barely heard her.

“I look…” he squeaked, “I look…”

“Come on, darling. You can do it. Concentrate and you’ll get there.”

“I look like a trophy wife!” Phil squealed at last.

Now the words were out, he knew it was true. Knew he was the sort of girl who would never be independent. The sort of girl who’d always be dependent on a- on a…

On a man, Phil thought, miserably.

“I’m a bimbo,” he whimpered. “You- you turned me into a dumb bimbo!”

In the mirror, Ginny snorted with amusement.

“You better believe I did, buster,” she said. “And it’s not just your body I screwed with, either.”

Phil slowly turned to face her, a trickle of ice worming its way up his spine.

“What do you mean?” He whispered, his voice soft and almost-musical.

Ginny tapped the side of her nose and winked at him.

“Ah-ah. Trade secrets. All part of the wish. You’ll find out soon enough, though.”

She giggled.

“Just try not to do any long division. Or talk to any men.”

She frowned at him.

“Hey. Hey, Fifi. Everything OK, girl?”

Phil realized he’d been standing there for a good five seconds, his pretty mouth dangling open, a puzzled look on his beautiful features.

“Um, yeah. Sure. I mean…” he hesitated. “What’s long division?”

For a second, Ginny simply stared at him. Then a slow smile began to creep over her face.

“You really don’t know? Oh dear, maybe I went a bit overboard with the whole bimbo thing…”

“What do you mean?” Phil squeaked in fright, clutching his handbag against his chest.

In response, Ginny simply raised an eyebrow.

“You’re a businessman, right? Or something like that, whatever,” she hastily added, waving her hand as Phil opened his plump little lips to answer. “Quick, tell me what the stock market is.”

Phil rolled his eyes. Why was he having to answer such dumb questions at a time like this?

“That’s easy,” he said in his prattling, bimbo voice, “it’s… it’s…”

It slowly dawned on him. He didn’t have a fucking clue.

“Too difficult?” Ginny asked, innocently. “OK, then. Something simpler…”

Her green eyes flashed.

“What’s seven times eight?”

It should’ve been easy. Ever since he was in high school, Phil had been good with numbers. Good enough to land his current job. Good enough to make him think he could probably start a business one day.

Now, though, it was like all that knowledge had been scooped out. Whereas before he would’ve been able to call up the answer with ease, now it was like trying to summon a voice from a disconnected telephone.

Ginny smirked.

“OK, even easier. What’s the capital of Britain?”

She paused.

“The capital of America?”

Another pause.

“Can you even tell me what coast California is on?”

To his horror, Phil could only sadly shake his pretty little head.

“I-I don’t know…” he whimpered.

Ginny shook her head in wonder.

“I really did turn you into a bimbo, didn’t I? You don’t know anything, do you?” A lightbulb suddenly seemed to go on over her head. “Hold on… what links Miu Miu, Stuart Wizeman and Walter Steiger?”

Phil heard himself let out a light, high-pitched laugh.

“Duh, they all make amazing designer shoes.”

“Who is Thierry Mugler?”

“Oh my God. Seriously? Just the most underrated perfume maker of all time.”

“Balenciaga motorcycle bag, or Bottega Veneta’s Nero Nappy Vulcana?”

Phil frowned, as if deep in thought.

“Well…” he pouted at last, “the motorcycle is cute as hell, but, like, nothing can beat the Nero…”

The words died in his throat. Slowly, Phil put his slender fingers to his pink lips in horror.

Oh my God, what am I saying…? Where did all that come from?

But he already knew. The magic was screwing with his mind. Ginny hadn’t just turned him into a girl.

She’d turned him into a- into a…

“My, my…” the genie whispered, eyeing Phil with evident delight. “Look at fancy little Fifi, the fashion-conscious bimbo with very expensive taste.”

Phil looked at her in horror, his big, doe-like eyes wide, his lips trembling.

It was like everything that made him him had just been scooped out. Gone was all his knowledge of business, and numbers, and probably sports, too.

In their place were new memories. New, alien, facts that should never take up space inside a man’s head.

“You know…” Ginny said, slowly, “I really think you might be my masterpiece, Fifi. A dumb trophy wife who can barely remember she’s really a man.”

A cruel smile lit up the genie’s face.

“Oh my word. This is so much more fun than just turning you into a toad!”

She twinkled her eyes at Phil.

“I can’t wait to tell my mistress what I’ve accomplished with you, my darling.”

“Accomplished?!”Phil squealed. “You haven’t accomplished anything… you-you’ve ruined me!”

A sudden idea struck him.

“I wish I was back to normal!” He squeaked at the genie. “I wish…”

But Ginny simply shook her head, a cruel smile on her handsome features.

“Doesn’t work like that, my little chick. You need to find my lamp first.”

She shrugged.

“Although, if you do, I don’t see any reason not to turn you back. Although it would be a shame…”

Phil felt like a drowning girl who has just been thrown a lifesaver.

“OK, whatever!” He gasped. “I’ll find it. Just tell me where it-!”

He was too late.

Ginny gave a theatrical yawn, pretended to look at a watch that didn’t really exist.

“My, my, is that the time. I guess I’ll be off. Lots to do, dontchya know?”

She pursed her lips and blew a kiss at Phil. A strong wind began to blow.

“Bye, bye, Fifi. Enjoy your new life.”

“Wait!” Phil shrieked, clasping his hands together before his large breasts in a begging pose. “You still haven’t told me…!”

The wind tore his words away, swirling into a vortex round Ginny. The genie gave him one last wink…

…and then she was gone, leaving Phil all alone.

For the longest time, Phil simply stood there, looking at the spot the genie had disappeared from, trying to ignore the curly blond hair tumbling down his back, tickling his shoulder blades.

Trying to ignore the vast cleavage, rising and falling with each breath in the bottom of his vision. Trying to ignore the cool, air-conditioned air caressing his bare legs, making his nipples go hard and pointy inside his lacy push-up bra.

“For fuck’s sakes!”

With a little scream, Phil suddenly stamped his feet, threw his handbag down onto the restroom floor.

“Fuck, fuck FUCK!!!”

The words came out high-pitched and shrill, grating on Phil’s ears. He closed his eyes and tried to control his breathing, suddenly aware that there were tears pricking at the corners of his eyes.

Wait, don’t cry! Part of him warned. You’ll ruin your makeup!

Trapped inside his busty new body, Phil shook his pretty little head and moaned.

It wasn’t fair! He didn’t wanna be a girl! He didn’t want to have to worry about smearing his makeup when he cried. Didn’t want to have a handbag he could throw to the floor in anger.

Tricia… the named thudded dully behind his temples, that Goddamn bitch, what the hell was she thinking?!

But Ginny had already told him she wasn’t thinking anything very much. She’d just grabbed a random lamp at the market in a moment of childishness and made a wish. She hadn’t known Ginny would turn her husband into… well, this.

The lamp. If only he had the lamp! Then he could wish himself back to being Phil. Back to having a cock and balls instead of a demure little hole! Back to being a…!

“Umm, miss? Excuse me, miss?”

At the sound of the polite male voice, Phil slowly opened his eyes. He turned toward the restroom door. At some point it had evidently reappeared and now stood open.

“What?” he squeaked in a voice full of despair.

In the doorway, the young man who’d directed Phil to the bathroom stood there, an awkward look on his youthful face.

Youthful… young… we’re probably the same age now. He might even be older…

“I’m sorry, miss,” the boy was saying, cheeks flushed slightly pink with embarrassment, “just now, when you asked me to point you to the bathroom, I… I mean…”

Phil stood there, waiting for the slender, blond haired boy to go on.

He’s kinda cute, he thought, idly, I wonder how big his cock is?

He suddenly gave himself a little mental shake. He didn’t want to be thinking about another man’s dick.

Did the magic change that, too? Am I… well, do I now find men…?

Phil didn’t even want to finish the thought.

“I mean, I’m very sorry, miss,” the boy was saying, a bashful smile on his face, “but I directed you to the wrong bathroom.”

“What do you mean?”

“This is, uh, this is the gentlemen’s restroom.”

Phil blinked.

“So?”

Then it hit him.

Ah, of course…

He was no longer a man anymore. The gentlemen’s restroom was off-limits. Now, if he wanted to pee, he had to go to the girl’s restroom.

For the first time in his life, Phil found himself wishing that non-gendered bathrooms had taken off in the Middle East.

“I’m sorry, miss, but you can’t be here. The UAE’s a pretty conservative country. I mean, the laws are strict, even if you are…”

“Oh, don’t worry about,” Phil gave a despairing sigh. “I’m done here. I… I just needed to freshen up.”

Reluctantly, he bent forward to pick up his hateful handbag. It was like the magic refused to let him leave it behind.

“Can you point me back to the pool?” He said as he got his long nails round the leather strap, “there’s somebody I need to…”

The words died in Phil’s throat as he realized what he was doing. Slowly, he looked down at his great, big boobs, nearly falling out of his dress. Then, with a feeling of misery, he looked back up.

The boy was frozen by the door, looking in open-mouthed wonder at Phil’s enormous cleavage. His eyes crawled over every inch of Phil’s chest, as if he couldn’t believe his luck.

Bent over like that, Phil suddenly found himself feeling very vulnerable.

As a guy, it didn’t particularly bother him if people saw him with his shirt off. He had a chest and tiny gut, just like most men his age. So what, right?

But as a girl, the feeling was different. Bent over before the boy like that, he suddenly felt like a tropical butterfly, trapped in the case at a zoo while people stared at him. Suddenly felt small, and weak, and…

…and scared.

Even a kid like that could do whatever he wanted to me, Phil suddenly realized. We’re all alone here together… he could hold me down and do anything he wanted… Jesus, I’m not sure rape is even illegal here.

Suddenly the boy didn’t look shy and slender and cute. He looked lecherous. And big.

Bigger and stronger than poor little Phil could ever hope to be.

“Umm… excuse me?” Phil asked. “Hey.”

The boy blinked. He dazedly raised his eyes from Phil’s tits to his face.

“The pool?” Phil desperately tried to keep his voice light. Steady. “Can you tell me where…?”

“Oh. Sure…” the boy mumbled. He vaguely gestured off along the corridor, his eyes still hovering around Phil’s chest area.

Phil gave what he hoped was a natural laugh. It came out sounding slightly shrill.

“Great. Thank you so much.” He straightened up, held up his handbag. “Silly me. I’m always dropping it. Such a klutz!”

He was rabbiting on now, talking like a dumb little bimbo and he knew it. But it was like his body was on autopilot, guided by the strange new instincts Tricia had accidentally wished into his newly-female brain.

“In that case, I guess I’ll…”

He shot the boy a brilliant smile, fluttering his eyelashes as he did so. Then he slowly made his way across the bathroom, towards the open door.

It was like a nightmare, walking in his new heels. They were so sharp, so tall, that Phil thought he might slip at any moment and go sprawling.

But he couldn’t stop and take them off or anything like that. Not when he was all alone with a man like this. So he just kept on walking, crossing the bathroom like a woman moving through treacle, slipping through the door…

The boy lounged in the doorway as he passed, glancing down at Phil’s breasts with a faint smile on his lips. This close, Phil could smell his sweat, acrid and masculine. Almost feel the heat, radiating off his body.

To his horror, Phil felt his new body responding. Felt himself inhale delicately, drinking in the boy’s pheromones. Felt his nipples begin to harden slightly. Felt his new hole start to gently loosen.

Oh Christ, please don’t do this… please don’t let him realize what’s happening to me…

There was nothing he could do to stop it. It was like his new biology was taking over, responding in terrible ways to a stimulus that had nothing to do with rational thought.

Why couldn’t he wear deodorant? Phil thought, crossly, as he squeezed by the boy, who moved only to give him just enough space to get past.

“Thanks…” squeaked Phil, flashing the boy the briefest of smiles. Terrified that he’d be able to read in Phil’s pretty face the strange longing that was gripping his body.

But the boy just smiled down at him, his eyes not leaving Phil’s chest.

God, it’s so fucking hot how men look at women… part of Phil’s brain was thinking. But underneath, there was another thought lurking, too.

It’s OK, you’re nearly out. If you screamed from here, someone would hear you.

“No problem, miss,” the boy leered. “Hope you have a nice day.”

They were so close in the doorway. So close. If Phil wanted to, he could’ve stood up on tiptoes and kissed the boy, invited his tongue into his mouth, drank in his sweat, that powerful masculine smell that made his new body go all woozy like this…

Then he was past the boy and walking down the corridor, his pert ass curving beneath his short, figure-hugging dress with every step.

Thank God…

“That’s it, ma’am. Just keep walking that way.”

Phil knew without turning around that the boy was using the excuse of giving directions to get a good eyeful of his ass as he walked.

Creepy little pervert. Why are men such goddamn assholes?!

“Keep on walking. Yep, just like that.”

He wanted to turn around, run back and smash the boy’s face in. At the same time, part of him wanted to be back there, in the doorway, inhaling the boy’s sweat, feeling his pheromones work their magic on his newly-female body.

Is this what it’s like? Phil thought, his head whirling, does this happen to all girls? How the hell do they not go mad?

But he didn’t have an answer for that. Instead, he just concentrated on walking, on not slipping up and falling on his stupid heels until he’d reached the door back to the lounge.

He placed a hand on the door handle, turned and shot the boy a dazzling smile.

“Thanks for your help,” he said in his soft voice, surprised at how accommodating, how submissive his new body seemed.

Back at the restroom door, the boy smirked at him.

“My pleasure,” he said. “Anything to help out a woman as beautiful as you.”

What the…? That little creep! Like he’d dare talk like that in front of a male guest!

If he’d still been a man, Phil would’ve gone and hit the little shit right on the nose.

But his new body seemed insanely conflict avoidant. Instead, he just let out a light little laugh, feeling himself flutter his eyelashes.

“No, thank you,” he said. “Catch you, later.”

Then he gave the boy a tiny little wave using just his fingers, giggled, and stepped through into the lounge area.

The lounge was bright, empty. A huge, tinted picture window on one wall let the sunlight come flooding through from the pool area. A small group of three men wearing business suits all looked up as Phil stepped in and stared.

“Ten o’clock, boys,” Phil heard one of them mutter as he passed, “check out the ass on her.”

But Phil let them stare. He had just one goal right now, one person he needed to find.

His enormous breasts wobbling gently with each step, his cleavage jiggling in the bottom of his vision, Phil stepped up to the picture window and glanced out at the pool. Searching… searching…

Come on… Come on… please be here…

At last he saw her. Lounging on deckchair, as beautiful as when he’d last seen her.

“Hey!” One of the men called from across the room. “Hey, babe. Wanna join us for a drink?”

Assholes…

“No thanks, dickface,” Phil called back. “Your babe’s got bigger fish to fry.”

Then he was out the door and crossing past the pool before he could hear their reply.

It was scorching out here in the midday Dubai heat, but Phil barely noticed. He was too absorbed in getting over there, over to where she sat, reading a book.

As he passed, men turned and eyed him up appreciatively. Teenage boys gaped openly. Women with partners gave him furious looks, while other girls looked at him with a mixture of envy and disdain.

But Phil noticed none of this. He had only one thing on his mind.

Clack... clack… clack…

The sound of his heels on the terrace tiles made her look up. Made her lower her book and stare at him over the top of her shades, her long, dark hair falling like a waterfall past her small and perky breasts, an expression of surprise on her beautiful features.

“Who…?” Tricia asked, gaping at the man who used to be her husband.

Phil stopped right before her. Crossed her arms of his big new bosom and fixed his wife with a hard stare.

“We need to talk,” he said.
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For a long time the two women stared at each other, Tricia with a look of incredulity on her beautiful features, Phil with an angry glare on his soft, round face.

At last, Tricia gave a hesitant shake of her head.

“Sorry…” she said, “but, I mean… who are you?”

“For Gods’ sakes, Tricia!” Phil snapped in his high-pitched voice, “don’t give me any of that crap. It’s me. It’s…”

Phil was what he meant to say. But the magic altered the words in his throat.

“It’s Fifi.”

Tricia frowned at the curvy young woman stood before her.

“Fifi? I don’t know anyone called…”

“Not Fifi,” Phil said hurriedly. “Phil. My name is Phil.”

Or at least, that’s what he tried to say. Once again, the wish worked its magic on his vocal cords.

“Fifi. My name is Fifi.”

“Yes.” Said Tricia. “We already established that.”

Phil raised his dainty hands up to his lips in fright.

What the hell is wrong with me…?

The magic had stolen his name. He could see the word Phil burning brightly in the center of his brain, but it was like his body refused to say it.

He was Fifi now. And there was nothing he could do about it.

Tricia fixed him with a hard stare.

“Look, honey,” she said, letting her eyes disdainfully drift down from Phil’s absurd, figure hugging dress to his stupid stiletto heels, “you just came from the bar, right? I think maybe you’ve had a few too many…”

“Goddamnit, Tricia!” Phil squeaked, stamping his foot so hard his heel nearly snapped and sent him sprawling, “I’m not drunk! I’m just… I’m just…”

But the magic would never let him say it. Phil’s slender shoulders slumped. He fixed his wife with a pleading look.

“It’s me,” he whispered, hopelessly. “Your husband.”

He half thought Tricia might finally realize what had happened. Might remember her wish and figure out what crazy nightmare she’d unleashed on Phil.

Instead, she shook her head.

“Wait, hold on. What did you say about my…”

“Hey baby.”

The familiar male voice made Phil’s insides freeze. He desperately wanted to close his eyes, to pretend this latest twist wasn’t happening, that it couldn’t be true.

No… I must’ve dreamed that. I must’ve…

Then the male figure walked past him to stand next to Tricia and all of Phil’s hopes crumbled and turned to ash.

“Who’s your friend?” The man who looked identical to Phil asked, turning his mirrored shades casually onto Phil’s curvy new form.

“Just some drunk,” Tricia muttered, “she was talking about you…”

“Really?” Male Phil frowned at his female counterpart. “Say, have we met before?”

Trapped inside his female form, Phil wondered if he was going mad.

The man stood before him, letting one hand run so casually through Tricia’s long hair, was undoubtedly him. Somehow, his old male body was up and walking around and talking without Phil being inside it.

Only it wasn’t quite Phil. There were tiny differences.

New Phil was slightly-more muscular for one. His body more-toned than Phil could ever remember his old form being. The bulge in his swimming shorts looked bigger, too, as if maybe his penis had gained a couple of inches.

But the biggest difference was the book clasped in his double’s hands. Gone was Ethan Drake’s bestselling tome.

In its place was some bland and inoffensive airport thriller.

The wish… Phil thought, dully, of course…

“What were Tricia’s wishes, again?” He had a sudden flashback to Ginny saying. “Oh, yes. Something about having a strong husband who paid attention to her. Something about never hearing a certain business man’s name again…”

So that was it. Phil had been so wrapped-up in his sudden transformation that he’d forgotten all about Tricia’s other two wishes.

And it looked like they were worse than he could possibly have imagined.

“Look,” male Phil was saying, “you seem a bit… I dunno. How about I take you back to the bar and we call the concierge, huh?”

He’s more chivalrous than I would’ve been… Phil noted in horror, oh God… it’s like I’ve been turned into Tricia’s dream man.

Then he remembered that he wasn’t even a man anymore, but a busty blond who had suddenly found herself all alone in the middle of a Dubai hotel.

He turned pleading eyes on Tricia.

“Please…” he begged in a soft whisper, “you have to believe me. I’m your husband. Earlier today, you made a wish…”

But he could tell it was useless.

“I think she’s drunk,” Tricia said to male-Phil, a trace of pity in her voice, “maybe we should see if we can find her husband?”

“NO!” Phil suddenly screamed. People sat nearby turned to stare at this mad, beautiful girl. Phil plowed on regardless, determined to ignore them.

“This is crazy!” He squeaked. “You’re Tricia, you’re my wife. We’re staying in room 223. This morning you went to a Bedouin market…”

He trailed off as Tricia and male-Phil exchanged a pitying look.

“What?”

“Let me handle this,” male-Phil whispered, before turning to Phil and speaking slowly and gently. “We’re not staying in this hotel, we just came by to use the pool. Both of us have been here all morning…”

“Yeah,” Tricia sniffed beside him. “Besides, Bedouin markets aren’t really my scene…”

Phil just stared in open-mouthed amazement at both of them.

Of course, the wishes…

If Ginny had magicked up a new, more gentlemanly Phil, then this imposter and Tricia wouldn’t have had a fight this morning. There’d have been no need for Tricia to make her excuses and go round the market to blow off steam.

Which meant…

“You mean…?” Phil whispered in horror, “that you don’t remember finding a lamp? Or making any wishes…?”

Tricia gave him a blank look.

“What? Like in a Disney movie or something?”

Phil hardly heard her. His mind was too busy swimming with the implications.

“But then that means…”

If Tricia had never been to the market, there was no way she could tell him where the lamp was, or even what it looked like. She couldn’t even tell him where the market was.

Even worse, she’d never even realize what she’d done to him. That she’d turned him into a girl and replaced him with a copy that had a bigger dick and did whatever she wanted.

Which meant no-one in his previous life would have any idea that Phil was missing.

The thought was so overwhelming Phil took a step back and gave a tiny squeal.

“But you have to remember!” He begged. “Just listen… I know things!”

He gave Tricia a pathetically eager look.

“We… I mean, you and your husband… we met at a party at Anna’s house, remember? We, umm… we used to live in a tiny apartment on 4th. You-you wanted to be a photographer when you were a kid…”

He threw up his dainty hands in despair.

“Christ, please just remember!”

The entire pool around them was silent now, vacationers watching with bated breath, eager to see how this played out.

Slowly, Tricia shook her head.

“We met,” she said in a low voice, taking male-Phil’s hand, “when Phil offered me his umbrella outside a subway entrance. We’ve never lived on 4th. And…”

Her brow grew dark.

“Every teenage girl wants to be a photographer when she grows up.”

The silence that followed was painful. Awkward. Phil could see people out the corner of his eye, nudging one another, whispering about the hot, crazy blond who thought she was a dude.

So that was it then… everything had gone. His entire life with Tricia, magicked away in an instant, and replaced with…

What, exactly?

Slowly, Phil looked down at his new body. At its big, stupid breasts. At its horrible curves and slender legs. At its bimbo’s outfit, bimbo’s shoes, bimbo’s hair…

This was him now. No-one on Earth but he knew who was really trapped in here. Whenever anyone looked at him now, whenever he started talking to anybody, they would treat him exactly the same.

As some poor, stupid, bimbo wife.

Male Phil was looking at him with obvious concern now. He gently held out a hand.

“Maybe we should get you inside, huh? What’s your…?”

Phil angrily batted his hand away.

“Don’t touch me!” He shrieked. “Don’t touch me you… you… wife-snatcher!”

Male Phil looked at him with open bewilderment. He put one protective arm around Tricia’s shoulder, shielding her from this mad bitch.

Bitch… Phil thought, bitterly, that’s right. Even my insults are female now…

He thought he might cry. Might just burst into tears right here by the poolside, and not stop crying until they carted him away to the madhouse, shot him full of drugs, and…

“Miss Fifi?”

“What?” Phil snapped, still trying to blink back tears. It took him a second to realize he’d responded to his new name like it was the most-natural thing in the world.

“Are you OK, ma’am? Are these two bothering you?”

With a delicate sniff, Phil turned and looked up at the two strong, be-suited men stood directly behind him. To his disgust, he felt his female brain approvingly note the brand of their expensive suits.

“No…” he whispered, gently dabbing at his eyes with the back of one dainty hand. “It’s OK, we were just… we were just talking is all.”

One of the two men fixed male-Phil and Tricia with a stern look. The other gently handed Phil a tissue.

“Thanks,” he sniffed, feeling pathetically grateful. “Oh God, I’m such a silly girl…”

Girl? Did I really just say that?

“He wants to see you,” the gentle man was saying now. There was something about his kind voice and concerned eyes, mixed with his broad, muscular frame that made Phil suddenly feel slightly giddy.

He flashed the man a warm smile, unaware that he was fluttering his eyelashes.

At least that’s one good thing about being a woman. Men like this want to treat you like their damsel in distress…

Right now, Phil felt like he needed to be treated as a helpless damsel.

“Who?” He asked in his squeaky voice. “Sorry, the sun, I’m all…”

“Hold on…” he heard Tricia say behind him. “Miss Fifi… wait, does that mean you’re-?”

“Time to go,” the gentle man said, lightly but firmly taking one of Phil’s slender arms in his large, beefy hand.

He’s so strong… marvelled Phil. He could snap me like a twig if he wanted to…

To his surprise, the thought made him feel all nice and warm inside.

Strong and protective, that’s how a man should be…

The gentle man slowly led him away from the pool, towards the hotel, using his arm to steady Phil every time he tottered in his high heels.

As they went, Phil turned and shot one last glance back over his shoulder. Tricia and male-Phil were whispering to each other, watching him go with dumbfounded expression on their faces.

“If you want I’ll call security,” the gentle man said, kindly, as the stepped into the cool of the air-conditioning, “we’ll have those two off the premises in no time.”

“What? No. I mean, don’t worry about it.” Phil’s mind was whirling. Just who was his new husband, anyway?

More to the point, who am I?

They stopped outside a discreet, executive elevator behind the entrance desk, clearly off limits to most people. The gentle man pressed a button. Phil looked up at his powerful shoulders, square jaw, short blond hair and stubble and felt his heart flutter in his enormous chest.

“Sorry,” he said, “I forgot… I mean, what’s your name again?”

“Markus,” the big man smiled down at him. In his new body, Phil barely came up to the guy’s chest.

He’s a giant… Phil thought, dizzily, he’s gotta be 6ft6 at least. A big, gentle giant…

“Well, hi Markus,” he said out loud, letting his eyes trace the outline of the big man’s powerful body, a body that seemed to exert an almost hypnotic pull on his female form. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Pleasure’s all mine, miss Fifi,” Markus said, ushering Phil inside the elevator and pressing a button. He had to stoop slightly to fit inside. Someone had inexplicably stuck a little chandelier to the oak-paneled roof.

God he looks so powerful like that… like he’s too big and strong for the entire world…

Phil gently shook his head, trying to dislodge these strange, alien thoughts. The last thing he wanted was to be checking out guys.

“So,” he smiled up at the powerful man beside him, “who are we off to see?”

Markus frowned down at him, concern in his blue eyes.

“Who else would it be, Miss Fifi?” he said as the doors softly closed and the elevator began to rise. “We’re off to see your husband.”

*

“…tell Johnson he can hold out all he likes, but my offer is final.”

The distant male voice echoed through the penthouse suite, dominant, powerful, bouncing off marble, seeming to fill the vast apartment.

Stood in front of the elevator, his handbag clutched against his enormous breasts, Phil barely noticed it.

He was too busy staring in open-mouthed wonder.

The elevator had ascended for what seemed like forever, taking them higher and higher, Phil and Markus crammed in together while Phil desperately tried not to notice the way his female body was responding to the huge, powerful man beside him. When the doors at last opened, Phil thought they must have ascended all the way to heaven.

The apartment sprawling out around him was the very definition of plush. The floors were marble, overlaid with the sort of thick, expensive rugs that cost more than a house. The trimmings were gold. Crystal chandeliers dangled from the ceiling. Old oil paintings hung on the walls, painted by some old master centuries ago.

And, in the middle of it all, relaxing on a red velvet sofa, was… was…

“If he won’t bite,” Ethan Drake shot Phil a small, confident smile as he spoke into his phone, “just tell him our investors are poised for a hostile takeover. He sells now or we’re gonna buy him out and dismantle his baby from the inside.”

He dropped Phil a little wink, making his heart flutter in his generous chest.

He’s so confident… Phil marvelled. Everything about him just screams power…

To his amazement, his body responded to the billionaire’s wink by coyly winking back, a flirtatious smile on its pouty red lips.

Wait, do I know him…?

“That’s it.” Ethan was saying, “we’re gonna show this snivelling little bitch who’s boss.”

He hung up and jumped to his feet, his athletic body moving with remarkable grace, its powerful muscles concealed within a sober, bespoke suit.

“Good job, Markus. I hope she wasn’t too much hassle.”

Phil was still too dazed to realize what was happening. Inside, his mind was whirling.

That’s Ethan Drake! In the flesh… Oh God, that’s really him…

“No hassle, sir. Charming as always.”

“Take five,” Ethan was saying, walking towards them both with a cocky smile, “I’ll take things from here.”

He was headed right for Phil, who watched him come with a dazed expression, his plump lips dangling slightly open.

Oh my God… this is really happening! Like in my dream… Ethan Drake, talking to me!

He instinctively stuck out his hand.

“Mr. Drake,” he babbled in his soft voice, “it’s such an honor-”

That was as far as he got. Before he could get out another word, Ethan Drake, billionaire CEO, accomplished athlete, Phil’s mentor and the richest man alive, stepped right up to him…

…and kissed him.

For a second, Phil didn’t know what to do. His eyes went wide. He felt like fainting.

This is really happening… I’m really kissing another man. And it’s Ethan fucking Drake!

Part of him wanted to push Ethan back. To shout loudly that he wasn’t gay.

But a bigger part of him quickly silenced it. With a feeling of abandonment, Phil tilted his head back, parted his lips, and let the handsome billionaire French kiss him.

Ethan’s tongue swirled around the inside of Phil’s pretty little mouth, possessing him, making him his. His stubble scratched at Phil’s soft cheeks, making him whimper slightly. Even with his eyes closed, he could sense the strong, black man’s body, towering over his weak and female one. Smaller than Markus, but still so tall, so athletic, so commanding…

Trembling, Phil let out a little, female whimper. He’d never been kissed by a man before, and it was amazing.

At long, long last, the billionaire disengaged his lips from Phil’s. He leaned back slightly, that cocky look still on his square-jawed face, and smiled down at Phil’s trembling, female form.

“How’s Daddy’s little girl?” He asked, casually hooking one strand of long blond hair back over Phil’s ear.

In response, Phil simply let out a little squeak. His legs felt like water. His vision woozy. In his bra, his nipples were hard.

That was incredible… he thought dimly, how often have I dreamed about doing that…?

“Markus tells me you were by the pool, arguing with someone.”

Phil blinked, his long eyelashes fluttering. He glanced round at Markus, standing stone-faced and powerful by the elevator door.

What is he? Some kind of bodyguard…?

“A couple. We threw them out, sir,” Markus grunted, hands crossed behind his back. “Gave them some crap about breaking regulations by drinking near the pool.”

“Good work,” Ethan nodded brusquely, “make sure security know not to let them back in.”

He turned his deep, tender brown eyes back on Phil.

“No-one upsets my baby,” he murmured, one hand gently stroking Phil’s soft cheek.

The movement seemed to almost hypnotize Phil. He dreamily looked up at Ethan Drake, unable to believe what was happening. Unable to believe his hero had just called him baby.

“You don’t need to…” he mumbled, unable to stop looking helplessly into Ethan’s dark eyes, “I mean, they weren’t…”

“Of course not,” Ethan dropped him a tiny wink, so confident, so cocksure. “Whatever Daddy’s girl says.”

Abruptly, he turned, began walking towards the glass doors leading to the balcony, leaving Phil standing there, dazed, his pretty mouth dangling open.

“We’re taking the boat out later,” Ethan said, his hands casually slung into his pockets, “pick out something nice to wear. Markus, take her to the salon.”

Behind Phil, Markus let out an affirmative grunt. In Ethan’s presence, his manner was less gentle, more business-like.

“I want my little girl looking her best,” Ethan went on, opening the doors to the balcony and looking out at the distant, glittering ocean. “Jesse Franklin will be there, so make sure you’re all dolled-up.”

Phil blinked, slowly shook his pretty little head.

“Wait, sorry… Uh, dolled up?”

Stood out on the balcony, Ethan calmly turned back to Phil.

“Exactly.” He gave a thin smile, “show off those legs of yours. Maybe something tight on the bum.”

He pulled out his phone, casually swept the unlock pattern on the screen.

“I want Jesse to be shitting himself with jealously. Hello? Ethan. Talk to me…”

And with that he sauntered back out onto the balcony, phone clutched against his ear, already lost in another business deal.

Phil stared dumbly after him, feeling deeply confused.

All these years, he’d imagined how it’d feel meeting Ethan Drake. How they’d smile, how they’d exchange ideas. How they’d treat one another with respect.

And now it had really happened, and the billionaire was telling him what to wear, organizing his life, and treating him like a piece of arm candy.

He… he just dismissed me. Like I was an object. Phil thought. Just a dumb thing with big tits that’s meant to be stared at…

He knew he should be angry. Or upset. But, deep down, a part of him quite liked the way Ethan had just taken control. Quite liked the way his new husband was organizing his life for him.

Behind him, Markus gave a gentle cough.

“Miss Fifi?” He whispered, one large hand taking Phil’s slender arm. “This way, please.”

Two seconds later, they were in the elevator, dropping down into the bowels of the hotel.

From inside his bimbo form, Phil looked up at Markus. He hesitated.

“Is…” he asked in his soft, squeaky voice, “is he always like that?”

Markus shrugged.

“I wouldn’t know, miss Fifi. He’s your husband.”

Phil nodded his pretty little head.

Yes. Yes, I suppose he is…

The two stood in silence for the rest of the journey, Phil occasionally casting glances at the large, powerful man stood next to him, but never quite daring to say anything.


IV

The waves slopped gently against the side of the yacht, each little dip of the sea making the deck bob slightly. All around them stretched out miles and miles of water, reflecting the pink-streaked sunset sky above. If you squinted, you could just about make out Dubai in the distance, its vast buildings hidden by heat haze.

Perched on his little bench, Phil gently crossed one smooth leg over the other, and concentrated on smiling and looking pretty.

The last few hours had been perhaps the weirdest in his life.

After leaving Ethan’s penthouse, Phil had gone shopping in the vast mall attached to the hotel, followed everywhere by Markus, who politely carried his bags.

He’d discovered a credit card in Ethan’s name in his handbag. He’d held it up to Markus, an uncertain look on his beautiful face.

“Do you think he wants me to… y’know, use it?”

Once again, Markus had shrugged.

“You know him better than I do, Miss Fifi. He did say you should wear something nice, though.”

Ah yes, something ‘nice’.

Despairingly, Phil had looked down at the figure-hugging dress Ginny had magicked him into. He couldn’t see what was ‘not nice’ about what he was already wearing. But Ethan had given him specific instructions…

So, with a feeling of confusion, Phil had set out to buy his new body something to wear that would send any man who saw him wild.

At first he’d been worried that he’d screw up. That it would become obvious that he didn’t have the faintest clue about women’s clothes, and Markus would somehow realize that he was a man trapped in a girl’s body.

He needn’t have worried. From the moment they entered the first designer store, Phil had found himself surrounded by a phalanx of fashionable women and well-groomed men whose sole purpose in life seemed to be to make him look gorgeous.

They seemed to instinctively know what would look good with Phil’s long, wavy blond hair. With his curvy hips, pert ass and big breasts. What would make him feel like a goddess.

Initially, Phil had resisted these chattering sales assistants, as they drew him aside into dressing rooms, held flimsy pieces of fabric up to him. The male part of his mind had been faintly disgusted by it all.

But gradually, as time went on, he’d begun to enjoy himself.

At one point, around the 3rd store, he’d stepped out of the dressing room, his body clad in a tiny black cocktail dress, a leather belt fastened stylishly around his tight waist. To his delight, he’d seen Markus’s eyes go wide.

“What do you think, Markus?” He’d asked in his soft voice, turning and pouting his lips in the mirror.

Jesus, he remembered thinking, I look so… so…

“You look perfect, Miss Fifi,” Markus had said, firmly.

In the mirror, Phil had caught his eye. The big, strong man was watching him with an simple, honest look that made him involuntarily smile.

Yes, that’s the word…

On some level, he’d still been unable to believe that the glamorous woman in the mirror was him. Even after he’d had to wrestle the fabric of the dress down over his stupidly big boobs. Even after he’d been forced to spend an hour agonizing over what kind of panties to wear with his new heels.

Even so, Markus’s compliment made him feel all warm and cozy inside.

As he’d handed over Ethan’s credit card, he’d briefly glanced at the bill and nearly fallen over.

$30,000! Holy fuck… how can one dress possibly cost that much?

Then he’d remembered who his new husband was and mentally shrugged.

$30,000… he won’t even notice it.

Followed seconds later by the thought:

Christ. I’m getting used to this whole trophy wife thing a bit too easily…

“…issue we’re having with the latest takeover. Nothing that can’t be solved…”

Now, sat here on the boat, Phil looked at the man who’d magically become his sugar daddy and gave a tiny sigh.

Ever since they’d got on Ethan’s yacht, his husband (it still felt weird to think he had a husband) had been buried deep in conversation with Jesse Edison, or Jefferson, or whatever his name was.

They sat together on their sun loungers, going over business in low voices. When Phil had first been introduced to Jesse, he’d thought the older man was dashing, with his stylishly gray stubble and twinkling blue eyes.

Now, however, he was beginning to wish the new billionaire wasn’t quite so business-obsessed.

“Mind if I join you?”

Phil glanced up and automatically smiled at the sculpted face watching him from under waves of shiny black hair.

“No, not at all. Tiffany, right?”

“Tiffany,” the tall, beautiful woman said, tucking the edge of her dress under her long, slender legs and sitting down beside Phil, “that’s me.”

Jesse’s wife was like a supermodel. She was maybe 19 – probably a year older than Phil’s new body – with long, smooth legs, an elegant frame and two perky little breasts. Sat next to her, Phil felt absurd. Like a beached whale that was all tits and ass.

She so… stylish, he thought, enviously. Look at her. She doesn’t need stupid big boobs to get attention…

Outwardly, though, he simply kept on smiling prettily.

“I love your dress,” he heard himself say, “it’s so elegant. Oh my God, I totally could not pull that off.”

Tiffany looked down at herself.

“Oh, this thing? It’s just something my assistant grabbed at the last minute.” She reached out and gently touched the fabric of Phil’s tiny, flimsy dress. “Now this is a dress. Wow, you must be so confident to go out in that…”

Dimly, Phil was aware they were both caught up in some weird-ass girl ritual of exchanging compliments that could be veiled insults, all mixed up with some self-deprecation.

Thank fuck that wish gave me an autopilot mode, otherwise I’d have no fucking clue what to say now…

Luckily his body did all the work for him, responding to Tiffany like talking designer dresses was the most-natural thing in the world.

“Oh, it’s nothing,” Phil heard his body say with a light little laugh. “I keep promising myself I’ll get something really nice to wear, but I never do…”

He gently reached out and lightly – briefly – touched Tiffany’s flowing dark hair.

“Who’s your stylist. God, I have to get his number…”

The two girls were sat incredibly close now, their bare legs almost touching. Deep inside himself, Phil could see that Tiffany’s face was maybe only 6 inches from his, closer than he’d ever been to a woman this beautiful before.

I could almost kiss her. All I’d have to do is lean forward…

But it was like his male-self had been neutered. He knew Tiffany was hot as hell. Knew that being this close to her should have made his heart go racing and the blood start rushing to his dick.

But his new body only knew these things in an abstract way. It was like being a guy, and seeing a handsome man pass in the street, and knowing he was handsome without ever wanting to do anything about it.

If his experiences kissing Ethan hadn’t already confirmed it, Phil now knew without a shadow of a doubt that his female body was 100-percent straight.

“Oh please,” Tiffany gave another, tinkling laugh, sweeping her hair back. “I just did this at home. But your hair…”

She shook her head as if she couldn’t believe it.

“Like, how did you get it looking like that? It’s totally amazeballs.”

It better be amazeballs…

Phil’s hair had taken an entire hour. An hour of lying in a chair at an eye-wateringly expensive salon, making dumb, bimbo chat with the stylists. Having one girl do his nails at the same time while poor Markus sat squashed up in the corner, looking almost-comically out of place.

About halfway through, Phil had turned and given the big lug an apologetic smile.

“Sorry it’s taking so long,” he’d mouthed.

And Markus had just shifted uncomfortably, and muttered ‘not a problem, Miss Fifi,’ in such an unconvincing way that Phil had nearly burst into giggles.

Now, though, sat here with Tiffany, Phil didn’t feel like recounting the whole story.

Nor did he want Jesse’s annoyingly-pretty wife to know just how much effort his body had put into today’s look.

“Aw, it’s simple, really,” Phil lied, flashing his supermodel smile at Tiffany, “just a few strokes with a comb and I’m ready to go.”

Tiffany raised one eyebrow a fraction of an inch, a slightly-mocking slant to her smile. Shit, he’d overdone the modesty.

Christ, being a girl is complicated…

“Fifi? Hey, Fifi, baby.”

The sound of his husband’s voice sent a little thrill up Phil’s spine. With one last, dazzling smile at Tiffany, he turned to the two men sat on the deck.

The only two men. Now that I’m a girl…

“Yes, Ethan?” Just hearing the billionaire’s name roll off his tongue was enough to make Phil’s heart beat a little faster.

“Daddy wants a beer,” the handsome black man said, regarding Phil through his dark sunglasses.

For a second, Phil simply sat there, waiting expectantly. Then it slowly began to dawn on him.

“You-you want me to get it?”

“Thanks, babe, that’d be perfect,” Ethan smiled, turning back to Jesse. “Now, the issue with Johnson’s bid is…”

And just like that, he was ignoring the two women again, completely engrossed in business.

Phil sat there, unable to believe that was it. That that was the extent of their conversation. But Ethan and Jesse just kept right on talking, oblivious of their trophy wives.

“I guess you’d better do what daddy says,” Tiffany said, leaning backwards on the prow with a sigh. “You know how men like their beer.”

Know how men like their beer… Christ, it’s like we’re talking about an alien species or something…

With a feeling of irritation, Phil pulled himself to his feet. The breeze whipped around his cocktail dress, lifting up the edges, briefly exposing his panties to the world.

“Careful,” Tiffany remarked, “it’s windy.”

“Thanks,” muttered Phil. He was grateful just for a chance to get away from his counterpart for a while. Not only did she look amazing, she seemed to needle Phil’s new body somehow, in a way his male brain couldn’t quite put its finger on.

With slow footsteps, he teetered across the deck in his heels, disappearing down into the cabin. As he lowered his head to pass through the door, he became aware the conversation had stopped for the first time.

Glancing over his shoulder, he saw both men had broken off talking to watch his ass wiggle as he walked.

“That’s it, babe, just down there, like Daddy told you.”

Phil flushed a furious shade of pink. Part of him wanted to go back and ask Ethan what the fuck he was doing, letting Jesse perv over his ass like that.

But then again, that was what a trophy wife was for, wasn’t it? To be admired. Salivated over.

After all, no-one would keep Fifi around for the conversation, would they?

So instead Phil simply smiled at his new husband, turned, and disappeared into the cabin.

The wooden corridor was small, slightly-cramped. Phil vaguely remembered reading somewhere that Ethan Drake didn’t like having a crew when out at sea. He wanted to be in absolute control of the environment and the people there.

Of course he doesn’t need a crew, Phil thought irritably, not when he’s got a bimbo to do all his fetching and carrying. Why couldn’t he have a mega-yacht like all the other billionaires?

The fridge was low, tucked up in a corner. Phil wrenched the door open and bent over, his pert ass sticking up in the air, scanning the rows of bottles for a familiar label.

If he’s just gonna treat me like staff…

He was still bent over like that, his short dress riding up his long, smooth legs, when he realized someone was in the room with him.

“Just watching you work,” came the low, male voice, loaded with amusement.

Phil gave a little squeak and jumped upright, spinning round and pressing his sexy little bum up against the fridge.

Huh? He thought, what’s he doing here…?

Standing at the bottom of the steps leading from the deck was Jesse Franklin. He leaned casually in the doorway, a careless smile on his handsome, middle-aged face. His piercing blue eyes lazily drifted across Phil’s body, taking everything in.

“You look like you could use a hand.”

“Huh? Oh, no. I’m fine,” Phil flashed the older billionaire a smile. “I just couldn’t quite decide…”

“Oh?” Jesse raised his eyebrows, a light dancing in his eyes. “Here, let me help you…”

“No, you don’t have to…”

Before Phil could finish, Jesse had strode purposefully across the cabin, right up to poor little Phil. He stopped just before him, a leering smile on his face.

“J-Jesse…?” Phil squeaked, looking up at the tall man with a feeling of panic.

“Call me Daddy,” Jesse murmured, gently reaching out and stroking a lock of Phil’s long, blond hair back behind his ear.

The minute the billionaire touched him, Phil’s new body started to respond.

He felt his nipples begin to gently harden in his push-up bra. Felt the tight little hole between his legs start to loosen. Without meaning to do so, he inhaled sharply, breathing in the smell of Jesse’s sweat.

Oh my God, what am I doing…?

“Look at you,” Jesse was murmuring, his blue eyes fixed on Phil’s wide, innocent ones. “You’re such a hot piece of ass…”

He took another step forward. Phil instinctively tried to push back, but there was nowhere for him to go. His back bumped into the refrigerator. He was trapped.

“Jesse… Mr. Franklin… Daddy…”

“Shh…” Jesse whispered, gently putting one finger to Phil’s pouty lips. “Enough talk.”

His touch was electric. Just the faint feeling of his skin brushing his lips was enough to make Phil whimper helplessly. He gaped up at the billionaire through woozy eyes, trembling before him.

It’s like I’ve been reprogrammed… like money and power are all it takes to make me… make me…

Jesse gave the poor, cowering girl before him a cocky smile. Then slowly, he reached down, his fingertips dancing over the skin of Phil’s neck, of his clavicle, of his breasts…

“Oh!” Phil gave out a little, feminine gasp as Jesse delicately touched his cleavage. It was like he couldn’t help himself. He knew he should find it horrific, being touched that way by a guy in his fifties, but it was like his new body refused to be anything but aroused.

Jesse smirked at Phil’s girly sounds. He reached up his other hand and gently started massaging both of Phil’s big, heavy breasts.

“I’ve met a few girls like you in my lifetime,” he whispered as he gently squeezed and kneaded the flesh, sending shivers through Phil’s body. “You like being told what to do, don’t you? You like a man who takes control…”

Weakly, Phil tried to shake his pretty little head. Tried to call for Ethan. But nothing came out but faint little whimpers.

My husband’s just outside… can’t he hear us? Can’t he make it stop?

With slow, practiced movements, Jesse reached up and unhooked the strap of Phil’s dress from over one shoulder. It fell uselessly against his bare arm, tickling his soft flesh.

“Wait…” he breathed, suddenly scared. “Please, just wait…”

Jesse gave his head a tiny shake. He reached up, pulled the strap down from Phil’s other shoulder. Then he suddenly grabbed the top of Phil’s dress and pulled.

The flimsy fabric collapsed instantly, falling away from Phil’s breasts like a dustsheet tumbling from a statue. With a little squeak, Phil looked down at his exposed cleavage, at his lacy bra, at the dress now bunched around his midriff.

“You know I love Tiffany,” Jesse whispered gently, “but sometimes I just wish she’d listen to me about getting implants. When I see a girl like you…”

“They’re real,” Phil squeaked, and immediately felt like the dumbest little bitch ever.

Of all the words he could’ve said – stop, wait, help! – he wound up talking about his own goddamn breasts.

Jesse raised a friendly eyebrow.

“Real?” He murmured, his hands gently squeezing each of Phil’s huge tits through the cups of his bra, the action making Phil want to close his eyes and start moaning and never stop.

This was nothing like getting your chest felt as a guy. This was like all his body’s pleasure centers had suddenly been concentrated in his breasts, and only Jesse could access them.

Oh fuck… it feels so good… oh Jesus, help me…

“Show me.”

The words cut through Phil’s aroused state, making his eyes start open. He looked up at Jesse with dumb incomprehension.

“Wha-?”

“Your tits,” Jesse said, “show them to me. Now.”

Dazedly, Phil looked down at the big, pink things rising and falling in the bottom of his vision. He looked pleadingly up at Jesse.

“Do it. Show Daddy those big, fat titties of yours.”

Phil tried to resist. He really did. But it was no good.

The simple fact of being told what to do was like a drug for his bimbo brain. At Jesse’s quiet, authoritative voice, he felt a shiver pass across his skin, a warmth start spreading in his crotch. Helplessly, he felt himself reach up…

…and slip his bra straps off his shoulders.

The cool sea air caressed his naked, female flesh, making his nipples go hard as bullets. Jesse tugged the bra down until Phil’s breasts dangled free, firm and pert and ripe.

The billionaire looked at the with a cocky smile…

“That’s a good girl.”

…and then he was touching Phil’s titties, squeezing them, kneading them, tweaking the nipples, his face buried in Phil’s neck, kissing his flesh, making Phil whimper and moan with a dark desire that threatened to overwhelm him.

As Jesse’s lips kissed, nibbled at his neck, his stubble scratching his soft skin, Phil closed his eyes and leaned back. The billionaire was completely in control now, his hands possessing Phil’s female body, turning him into nothing but a glorified blow up doll.

Phil swept his long hair back, aware he was moaning out loud, but unable to stop himself. Unable to push Jesse away. Unable to stop this wonderful nightmare from unfolding.

Stop… a part of him weakly pleaded, he’s old enough to be your dad. Please… stop…

But the thought only made Phil’s body feel even warmer. His breasts were gently swelling. He could feel moisture between his legs. His mind was a whirlwind.

“Daddy…” he whimpered in his soft, high-pitched voice, “oh, Daddy…”

In the warm darkness behind his eyes, Phil felt his pert ass rest on top of the fridge. Felt his smooth legs lift up, his thighs parting. Felt Jesse reach under his dress with rough, determined movements.

With a single tug, the billionaire yanked Phil’s panties down, tearing them, ripping them off his body. He pushed the hem of Phil’s dress up, so all that was left was a tiny bit of fabric coiled round his waist.

“No…” Phil tried to beg, “no…”

“Shh….” Jesse whispered in his ear. “Good girl… good little girl…”

He gently pulled Phil’s legs apart. Stepped back. Propped up on the side, Phil opened his eyes and watched as the billionaire reached into his pants and pulled out something long and hard and thick.

“Oh my God…” he whimpered. “What about Ethan…?”

The handsome, middle-aged man smiled at him.

“Forget about Ethan. He’s busy.”

Then he wrapped a strong arm round Phil’s slender back, pulled him forward and slipped his dick deep inside him.

Phil couldn’t help it. The moment he felt Jesse’s cock enter his pussy, he moaned out loud, a piercing, female sound that escaped his pouty lips and echoed round the cabin.

Oh Jesus no, we can’t be doing this… we can’t!

He knew he should scream. Or fight. Push Jesse off him and run. He knew he should…

But the pleasure was just too strong. The urge to be a submissive little bimbo too great. Through half-lidded eyes, Phil looked helplessly up at the billionaire crouching over him. He raised one dainty hand, let his long nails drift down Jesse’s cheek.

“Fuck me,” he whispered.

And then they were fucking. Actually fucking. Jesse thrust his hips, driving his long dick deep inside Phil, who bucked and moaned and whimpered, his platinum blond hair lying across his face in streaks, his bud-like lips dangling hopelessly open.

I shouldn’t be enjoying this… I’m not gay… I’m a man. A straight man!

Yet Phil couldn’t deny it. The moment he’d first laid eyes on Jesse, a big part of him had wondered what this would feel like. And now he knew.

It felt wonderful.

He clutched Jesse tight to him, savoring the way the billionaire grunted in his ear, his sour breath hot on Phil’s elegant neck. He could feel Jesse’s balls slapping against his naked ass, feeling his pussy stretching to accommodate the handsome older man’s girth.

I’ve got a dick in me… an actual dick! Phil thought as he gasped and moaned, his body whispering stupid, babyish things in Jesse’s ear. I’m being fucked by a dude!

He was being fucked like a little bimbo bitch. And, God help him, he was loving it.

“Oh Daddy…” he heard himself gasping, over and over again, “oh Daddy… Daddy!”

And all the while the older billionaire kept grunting, kept smacking his dick deep into Phil, the movement making his big titties jiggle and wobble. Like he was punishing him, like he was showing Phil what a dumb little bimbo bitch he now was.

They fucked roughly in the dark of the cabin, Phil’s body writhing, its hips bucking of their own accord, drawing Jesse further in, into Phil’s brand new womb. They fucked while Jesse growled in Phil’s ear, and grabbed at his ass, holding his strong body right up against Phil’s lithe, willowy one, squashing his breasts with his chest.

Then finally Jesse went stiff. He gave two short grunts while Phil moaned in his ear, pleading for more, then he sighed, and suddenly Phil felt something hot and sticky flooding his womb.

He clutched his female body hard against Jesse, tears pricking at the corner of his eyes, feeling another man’s sperm flood into him.

This was the worst thing that had ever happened to him! He’d just been roughly fucked, by an old guy, and now he was letting that guy spunk inside him. It was horrible. Humiliating!

Yet the tears that threatened to go spilling out of Phil’s eyes and down his soft cheeks weren’t tears of shame or humiliation.

They were tears of happiness.

Jesse gave one last thrust of his hips, making Phil groan out loud, then it was over, as quickly as it had begun. He stepped backwards, leaving Phil perched on the edge of the refrigerator, his legs spread wide, and a mournful craving deep in his pussy, like it needed to be filled some more.

“Oh, Daddy,” he heard himself whimper, “Daddy, that was so good…”

“Jesus, that’s a sweet ass you’ve got,” muttered Jesse, as he slipped his cock back inside his pants, “oh fuck, you nearly gave me a heart attack.”

They were both panting, their bodies slick with sweat. Phil could still feel Jesse’s come inside him, lining the walls of his pussy, a tiny bead of it dribbling out.

Fuck, I gotta remember to take the pill. Can you even get it in Dubai?

“Get yourself cleaned up,” the billionaire said. “I’ll see you up top.”

Then, without another word, he turned and jogged back up the wooden steps, back onto the deck of the yacht.

For a long time, Phil just leaned there, his long blond hair lying across his face in streaks, his heart racing in his generous chest, unable to believe what had just happened.

He’d just been fucked. As a girl. He’d invited a man’s dick inside him. Willingly. And now he was full of his sperm.

That was incredible, if I could just keep going…

For a second, he nearly slipped a finger inside himself. Anything to get that feeling back, that feeling of overwhelming pleasure.

In the end, though, he simply sat up. His big boobs dangling, Phil hunted round on the floor till he found his bra and slipped it back on. He pulled his dress up, ran his hands through his hair, praying no-one would notice. Then he picked up two beers and went back up top.

Jesse and Ethan were chatting away like nothing had happened, locked deep in their business talk. Tiffany lounged on the bench by the prow, right where Phil had left her. On the horizon, the faint outline of Dubai grew darker as the sun slid toward the horizon, bringing with it the endless possibilities of night.

“Here you are, Daddy,” Phil said in his soft, squeaky voice as he handed Ethan a beer.

The strong black man took it without a word, too busy with his conversation to even grunt a thank you. Phil hesitated, then held the other bottle out to Jesse.

“I got you one, too, Mr. Franklin.”

“Sure. Thanks,” Jesse said brusquely, not even looking at him. “Now, Ethan, about that HK office you were talking about opening…”

For a second, Phil stood there, waiting for one of the two men to acknowledge him. When they didn’t, he sighed, turned and went and flopped down next to Tiffany.

“You sure were a long time,” Jesse’s trophy wife said, nonchalantly.

Phil forced up a smile, aware he still had that dazed, post-sex look on his face, his vision still slightly hazy from the fucking he’d just received.

“Oh, I, uh… I didn’t know what to get. Jesse helped me.”

“I’ll bet he did.” Tiffany gave him a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “Still, I think I got the better deal.”

Phil frowned slightly.

“I don’t follow.”

Tiffany gave a casual shrug.

“While you and my husband were, uh, getting beer, me and Ethan had a little chat.”

“So?”

“So, Fifi,” Tiffany leaned back, her dark eyes delightedly dancing over Ethan’s form, “let’s just say Ethan really knows how to chat to a girl.”

She sighed happily.

“In fact, I’d probably say he’s better at chatting than any other guy I’ve ever had.”

In the silence that followed, a cool gust of wind blew across the deck, making Phil’s long, blond hair trail out around him. He looked at his new husband with dumb, hurt bimbo’s eyes.

Somewhere, far away on the breeze, he felt like he could almost hear Ginny laughing.


V

“What do you think?”

In the far corner of the bedroom, Markus looked up from his phone. He frowned.

“Miss Fifi, I can honestly say that you look beautiful no matter what you wear.”

In the mirror, Phil saw Fifi smile, her blue eyes crinkling with pleasure.

“Thanks, Markus,” he said in his soft voice.

A sudden look of mischief spread across his beautiful features.

“Has anyone ever told you you’re a total flirt?”

To his disappointment, Markus didn’t even smile. He just shook his large head, a serious expression on his rugged features.

“Not with Mr. Drake’s wife, I’m not.”

Stood before the full-length mirror, Phil gave a tiny sigh.

“Of course,” he murmured. “Not with Mr. Drake’s wife…”

It was now a week since Ginny had clicked her fingers and transformed him from happily-married everyman Phil to unhappily-married bimbo bombshell Fifi. In that short time alone, Phil had already felt his estimation of Ethan Drake drop off a cliff.

He barely ever saw his new husband. Ethan was always busy with work, or client meetings, or examining the hotel.

When the two did meet, it was usually so Ethan could tell him to dress up for some social occasion, and make sure to smile at this rich guy or other. And then Phil would have to spend at least two hours getting ready, just to go and stand next to Ethan, smiling away like some dumb piece of arm candy.

Nobody talked to him in his new body. Nobody. When they went out, people only wanted to see Ethan. Oh, sure, they’d drop Phil some pleasantries, making sure they got a big eyeful of his breasts while they were at it, but real conversation? Nu-uh.

In their own way, the wives of these men were even worse. Phil had never met such a bunch of vacuous, beautiful, nasty bitches in all his life.

They were idiots, every last one of them. Idiots or else casually cruel, deliberately needling Phil, trying to make him feel bad about his stupid big tits or ridiculous ass.

Stood before the mirror, Phil glanced down at the big pair of Double-Hs Ginny had cruelly given him and felt like crying.

He used to think that large-breasted women had it made. That their lives must be so much easier, because men would do whatever they wanted.

But now he was a large-breasted woman, he was discovering just how much it sucked to be stacked like this. The wearying pain in his back. The way his boobs were always just there, never letting him forget his humiliating transformation.

Men stared at them, practically drooling into his cleavage. Women looked at them with open disdain, clearly thinking no-one as slender as Phil could get breasts that big without surgery (or magic). And everyone, everyone seemed to think he was an airheaded idiot.

“Markus?” Phil asked quietly. “Do you think I’m…”

He hesitated.

“Do you think I’m a bimbo.”

In the mirror, he saw the big, strong man look at him thoughtfully.

“What do you mean by that, Miss Fifi?”

“You know.” Phil sighed. “A bimbo. Blond. Dumb. Big tits and a fat ass. Dresses…”

He gestured the bubblegum pink dress he’d forced his body into for the party that evening, the one that stopped just below his ass and just above his bra.

“…like this.”

Behind him, Markus shrugged his impossibly broad shoulders.

“Sounds like you’ve already made your mind up, Miss.”

In the mirror, Fifi gave a small, sad smile.

“Maybe I have, Markus. Maybe I have.”

After the incident with Jesse on the boat, he’d tried his best to fit into his new life. For a couple of days, he’d convinced himself that shopping and being pampered was fun, and having money to blow while looking like this was kinda a dream come true.

He’d even made an effort with Ethan. Their first night in bed together, Phil had crawled up next to him, rested his pretty little head on the billionaire’s strong dark chest and started kissing him, savoring his taste, savoring his strength.

If I’m stuck like this, he remembered thinking, I’m gonna make sure that my new life is perfect…

But Ethan had simply lain there, then shrugged him off.

“Daddy’s tired, Fifi. Be a good girl and get some sleep, huh?”

And then he’d rolled over, leaving Phil all alone on his side of their vast bed, confused and hurt and wondering what the hell was wrong with the world.

He knew Ethan slept around with other women. Probably enough to qualify as a sex addict. But he hadn’t realized just how detached it left him from his life at home. To his horror, it had dawned on Phil that he really was just a kind of trophy. A pretty thing for people to admire while Ethan got on with the real business of running his many companies.

Doesn’t he find me attractive? He’d thought unhappily. He’d go mad if another man touched me without his permission… he must know I’m beautiful…

But if he did, Ethan didn’t show it. During the entire week, they’d had a ‘romantic’ encounter exactly once, when Phil had begged Ethan to let him give him a blowjob and Ethan had eventually sighed and acquiesced.

Crouched before his husband, slobbering miserably all over his big black dick, Phil had finally realized there was only one possible conclusion to his story.

He either found the lamp and wished himself back to normal. Or he went completely mad.

The only trouble was that was easier said than done.

“Did you hear any more about the lamp?” Phil asked, turning to Markus. “Any news?”

Markus shook his head.

“I’ve sent out word, got a lot of antique dealers looking, but it’s not so simple, Miss. There’s about a dozen regular Bedouin markets, with about fifty traders each, and no-one knows what this lamp of yours is supposed to look like…”

He spread his thick, meaty hands wide in a hopeless gesture.

“If you could give us some information, we might be able to track it. But at the moment…”

“I know,” sighed Phil. “I really do. But I just heard about it in passing. Someone said it would make an amazing mantelpiece for the penthouse…”

He hadn’t told Markus was the lamp really was, obviously. He’d hoped with the strong man’s contacts and his new husband’s billions, he’d just be able to get it found for him.

But as the days slipped by, it became clearer and clearer that Phil’s old life really was lost forever.

He shook his pretty head and smiled sadly at the gentle giant.

“You’re good to me, Markus, you really are. If you weren’t around, I think I’d just… I dunno. Start screaming and never stop.”

“Don’t say that, Miss Fifi,” Markus said, shifting uncomfortably, “you’ve got everything here. Money, a husband…”

At the word husband, Phil gave a bitter little laugh.

“I guess I’m living a girl’s dream life alright.” He looked down at his dress, suddenly filled with revulsion at who he was, what he was wearing, the stupid party he was meant to go to this evening.

“Help me out this dress. I think I’m gonna cry.”

Markus’s heavy footsteps thudded across the room as Phil turned away and wiped at his eyes with one dainty little hand. Ever since becoming a girl, he’d found he wanted to cry a lot more often. He also seemed happier asking for help, especially from men.

Especially from big, strong, protective men like Markus.

“Here,” Markus whispered, coming to a stop behind Phil and gently touching his shoulder, “don’t cry, Miss Fifi.”

“Please don’t call me that,” Phil sniffed, feeling himself well up, “my name’s not Fifi, it’s…”

Once again, the magic kicked in, snatching his words away.

“It’s Fifi. Oh, fuck.” He angrily stamped his foot, hating the way even that simple movement made his big breasts wobble. “That’s it, I just can’t take it anymore…”

He turned and flopped despairingly down on the edge of the bed, big, salty girl-tears starting to trickle down his soft cheeks.

“I’m miserable, Markus!” He squealed up at the big man towering over him. “My life… it-it fucking sucks!”

He dabbed at his eyes.

“I wish I wasn’t Fifi anymore. I wish you could find that stupid lamp. I wish…”

And then he was crying so hard he couldn’t get another word out through his tears.

He sobbed and sobbed and sobbed, his pretty face buried in his dainty hands. He sobbed until he thought he could cry no more, cried for his lost life, his shattered dreams.

At last, he felt the bed sink beside him as Markus sat down, his big weight causing the mattress to creak and groan.

“Miss Fifi…” Phil heard the strong, rugged man say uncomfortably, “please, please don’t…”

“Oh shut up.” Phil sniffed. “Shut up and hold me.”

Then he turned and buried his face in the gentle giant’s chest, while Markus wrapped two enormous, protective arms round his tiny frame and gently stroked his long blond hair.

The two of them sat there like that for what felt like forever, Phil feeling his tears run into Markus’s shirt. Feeling the strong man’s raw power. His strength…

He’s so protective… so powerful… I wish I had a man like him…

He was aware how strange this should be. Being comforted as a girl. Being treated like a helpless little bimbo who couldn’t stop crying.

But at the same time, it just felt so… right. So natural to be comforted like this.

God help him, but having a man to look after him really did make Phil feel so much better.

At long, long last, Phil’s tears dried up. He stayed curled up in Markus’s arms, sniffing to himself. Feeling like a silly little girl.

“Better?” He heard the gentle giant whisper in his ear.

Phil gently nodded his pretty little head. Markus squeezed his shoulders.

“You shouldn’t cry, Miss Fifi. He might not show it, but Mr. Drake loves you…”

“Don’t talk to me about Ethan,” Phil whispered, clutching his body tight against Markus’s impossibly strong frame. “Not now.”

He tilted his head back and looked up into Markus’s rugged face. At its blond stubble. At his blue eyes. At his soft, concerned expression.

“I need to find that lamp,” he whispered. “Or else… or else…”

Oh God, he was going to cry again. With a little whimper, Phil felt tears pricking at his eyes. Felt his beautiful face start to crumple…

“Miss Fifi, please…”

One of Markus’s big, strong fingers tucked itself under Phil’s chin, raised his face up. He felt the big man stroking his cheek gently, saw the sympathy in his eyes.

He’s so big… so caring…

“We’re looking for it,” Markus was saying. “I promise you. If that’s what it take to make you feel better, miss, I won’t stop looking till we’ve found that lamp, and…”

That was as far as he got. Before he knew what he was doing, Phil reached up and kissed him.

It was a gentle, tender kiss. Not like the cocky kiss Ethan had given him. Not like the rough kisses Jesse had left on his neck.

This was a kiss that seemed to make Phil’s new body feel all warm. Protected. Safe.

They kissed for maybe half-a-minute, Phil’s pouty lips locked against Markus’s thin ones, then the gentle giant pulled back and looked down at Phil with sadness in his eyes.

“Miss Fifi… I can’t. Please don’t make me…”

“Oh, hush,” said Phil, getting to his feet. “I’m fed up with people telling me what I can and can’t do.”

His heart was thudding in his big chest, his legs trembling. But suddenly everything seemed very clear. Very simple.

“I’m fed up with being the girl other people want me to be,” he said as he clasped the hem of his dress, his tears suddenly all dried up, “Tonight, I’m going to do what I want.”

Then he pulled his dress off over his head, and stood before Markus dressed in only his underwear.

The effect on the strong man sat before him was almost comical. Markus’s eyes went wide. He slowly shook his big head.

“Miss Fifi…” he begged, “you need to get your dress back on right now. What about your party? What about-?”

“Fuck my stupid party,” Phil said, clearly, unhooking his bra strap. “And don’t say another word Markus, or I’ll call up Ethan and have you fired.”

A pulse was pounding in his temples. Suddenly, Phil new exactly what he wanted. Exactly what Fifi had been longing for since he’d been turned into her.

He pulled his bra off, dropped it to the floor. Bent forward and pulled down his panties. Markus watched him with something like terror in his eyes, torn between loyalty to his boss, and the simple fact that here was a beautiful woman, desperate to fuck him.

“I’m in charge now,” Phil whispered in his soft voice, standing defiantly naked before Markus. With a feeling of pleasure, he noted that the big, strong man was already getting a boner.

Look at that… I bet his cock is as big as the rest of him…

“And you’re going to do what I tell you to, got that?” His eyes narrowed. He hoped that somewhere, Ginny was able to hear him.

Slowly, he stepped forward. With lithe, graceful movements, he slipped into Markus’s lap, straddling him, his naked pussy pressed hard against his crotch, his slender legs wrapped round his waist.

The big man looked helplessly down at Phil’s breasts, dangling free, their nipples hard. Phil smiled to himself, then he leaned forward. Leaned forward until their lips were almost touching, gently grinding his hips against Markus, making his cock get harder and harder and harder.

“And what I want,” Phil breathed, his breath tickling Markus’s lips, “is to fuck.”

For a long time, the strong man seemed frozen, hypnotized by Phil’s body, by his sexual desire. Phil gently rubbed his pussy up against Markus’s dick, watching him with a hungry smile. Refusing to be the demure little bimbo anymore.

At long last, Markus gave a tiny little nod.

“Yes, Miss Fifi,” he whispered, helplessly.

Phil smiled. The first real smile since his transformation. He leaned forward and kissed Markus again, letting the strong man’s tongue invade his mouth, trying to drink him in, to possess him.

God that feels good…

Then he pulled back, wrapped his slender arms around Markus’s thick neck and smiled at him.

“I have an idea…” he purred.

*

The penthouse apartment was vast, dark, empty. Ethan was downstairs somewhere at his party, waiting for Fifi, waiting for his trophy wife.

Well, thought Phil, he can wait a little longer.

“Here we are,” he said, turning, his hands on his hips, and looking up at Markus. “What do you think?”

The gentle giant simply shook his head in wonder, unable to take his eyes off the girl stood before him. The beautiful girl wearing nothing but her black stiletto heels and the jewelry her billionaire husband had given her.

I look like every man’s sex fantasy. There’s no way he can resist me…

“Good,” Phil said before Markus could respond, enjoying his sudden sense of power. “I’m glad you like it. Now here’s what’s gonna happen…”

His eyes drifted down to the enormous boner poking against the fabric of the strong man’s pants. It should’ve been horrifying. But Phil had been in his new body long enough to completely shake off his revulsion towards cocks, of his fear of seeming gay.

He was a straight girl now. And through his straight girl-eyes, Markus’s dick looked fantastic.

“You’re gonna throw me down on that rug,” Phil said, his soft voice firm. “And you’re gonna fuck me harder than you’ve ever fucked anyone in your life, got that?”

Weakly, Markus shook his head.

“M-miss Fifi…”

“Shut up.” Phil said. “You’re not in charge. I am.”

He smiled up at the big lug before him. At the strong man who could break every bone in his body if he wanted to, but now stood so helplessly before him, so hypnotized by lust.

“And I’m ordering you to fuck me.”

Markus didn’t move. He stood frozen to the spot, unable to take his eyes off Phil’s glorious naked body, but clearly scared of what it would mean for his job.

Phil sighed and rolled his eyes, acting far more confident than he felt.

“Fine, if you need some encouragement…”

He turned. With expert grace, he lowered himself down onto the thick expensive rug before the velvet sofa, his body curving like some hot chick in a strip club.

He gently crouched down on his hands and knees, his body curled forward, his big breasts dangling, their nipples brushing against the carpet, his ass poking high up into the air, his pussy on display. His high heels poked out behind him, his diamond necklace hung heavy around his neck.

With a supermodel smile, he turned and looked over his shoulder at the big brute stood behind him. He gently wiggled his ass, inviting him down, letting Markus see his hole, see how wet he was.

A bead of moisture ran down the inside of Phil’s thigh, making him tremble. He gave a happy sigh.

“Now. Get on your knees.”

With a quiet moan, Markus lowered himself down onto the rug behind Phil. He reached out two big, trembling hands, ran them tenderly over Phil’s upraised ass.

“Miss Fifi…”

“Don’t speak,” Phil said, his mind spinning at the way Markus towered over him, an urgent craving starting up in his crotch. “Now, unzip your fly and take your cock out.”

He heard the sound of a zipper, opening hesitantly. Then Markus was holding something in his hand. Something gigantic. As big and thick as a club.

The giant took his big dick, angled it towards Phil’s pussy, leaned forward…

“No.” Phil said. “Not yet.”

Markus froze behind him. Phil knew he was about to burst, knew the sight of Fifi’s pornstar body was sending him mad.

Good. Let him wait…

Phil closed his eyes. A blissful smile on his beautiful face.

“I’ve always wanted to try this,” he whispered.

Then he leaned backwards, until Markus’s cock was pressed against his ass, and started slowly grinding his hips, running his big butt cheeks up and down the giant’s cock.

The effect was instantaneous. Electric. Behind him, he heard Markus give a hopeless groan. His two big hands clutched Phil’s hips, like two gigantic slabs of meat. Phil began grinding harder, his own breath coming out in gasps.

“You like that, huh?” He whispered, “you like my big fat bimbo ass?”

He turned and peered over his shoulder as Markus nodded helplessly, his eyes closed, his mouth open. His big dick sat between Phil’s ass cheeks, getting harder as he ground against it. Getting bigger.

“I bet you love that fucking ass of mine, don’t you?” Phil whispered, a savage smile on his pouty lips. “I bet you can’t wait to fuck it. Go on. Say it. Say you can’t wait to fuck my ass.”

“I-I can’t wait to fuck your ass, Miss Fifi,” Markus whimpered. Hearing such a strong man, with such a deep, powerful voice, talk like that made Phil’s pussy wetter than ever.

He could feel tiny beads of pre-come, dribbling down from the tip of Markus’s cock. Sticking to his ass, trickling over his anus. Phil closed his eyes and moaned, already feeling hotter than he had in years.

It was like, as a girl, he didn’t need to touch his crotch to get himself off. Any sensation was good enough. Any sensation or any erotic situation was enough to make him dizzy with desire.

“Good…” Phil whispered, grinding harder against Markus’s big dick, “coz when I say three, you’re gonna take that big fat prick of yours and you’re gonna fuck Miss Fifi. Ready?”

He could tell that hearing his female body say words like prick and fuck was making Markus harder than ever. He smiled to himself.

“One… two…” He leaned forward, moving his ass away from Markus’s dick. Closed his eyes.

For one frozen moment, the two men simply waited, Markus helplessly watching Phil from inside his big, male body, Phil trembling with expectation inside his delicate, female one.

“Three.”

One of Markus’s big hands grabbed Phil’s hip, tight. The other grabbed hold of the big man’s cock. In the dark, Phil could feel the giant angle his hips, take a deep breath…

…and then he stuck his big dick deep into Phil’s pussy.

Markus’s girth was enormous. His cock stretched the walls of Phil’s pussy, making him gasp loudly, his pretty little mouth dangling open.

The tip sank further in. Deeper… deeper… until it had penetrated deep inside Phil’s womb, making his entire body tingle with electric.

Phil screwed up his face, buried his head in his arms and let out a helpless squeak. His big boobies dangled from his frame, their nipples suddenly so tender that the touch of the rug felt like fire. His whole body was alive. Markus’s cock filled him completely, making him want to scream out loud.

And then the giant began thrusting.

He started slowly at first, then got faster and faster, until his balls were thwacking against Phil’s clit, making him squeal and his eyes go blurry with pleasure.

Each movement made Phil’s big titties jiggle, jumping and bouncing. Each thrust made his ass cheeks wobble. Each thrust made him feel like he was going to faint or simply collapse in an incoherent, babbling heap, driven mad by pleasure.

“Oh my God yes!” He heard himself squeak through gritted teeth. “Oh yes! That’s it. Fuck me!”

Markus didn’t need telling twice.

With a grunt, he grabbed Phil’s hips and pulled them backwards, until Phil was in a hopelessly feminine position, his torso squashed against the rug, his big ass and pussy raised high into the air. He closed his eyes and squealed as Markus hammered into him, roughly fucking him like the pathetic little bimbo he was.

Phil knew he was screaming helplessly. Knew he was shrieking meaningless, hysterical words, but he couldn’t stop himself.

It was like Markus had a hotline direct to the pleasure centers of Phil’s body, and was activating everything at once.

They fucked for what felt like forever, Phil moaning and bucking, Markus thrusting and groaning. Then suddenly, Markus’s balls whacked against Phil’s clit particularly hard, and Phil was coming, his mouth dangling open, his face screwed up as waves and waves of pleasure washed over him, obliterating everything around him.

He came for an eternity, his entire body shivering, his orgasm stretching on into infinity. Then, just as it started to fade Markus gave a loud grunt and went stiff and then waves and waves of hot, sticky come were flooding into Phil’s womb.

With a happy sigh, Phil thrust his ass back against Markus’s crotch, milking the big man’s dick, not wanting a single drop of sperm to go to waste. He closed his eyes and smiled.

I did it… I took control. Today, I was in charge…

He felt like he’d beaten Ginny, beaten Tricia’s stupid wish. Beaten the horrible role that had been forced on him.

Finally, I got what I wanted…

At last, Markus had finished. With gentle movements, he pulled out of Phil, his dick so big that the movement made Phil groan out loud all over again.

Then he was free, and Phil collapsed on the carpet, rolled on his back and smiled up at the man who’d just given him the best fuck of his life.

“Thank you, Markus,” he whispered, feeling like he was floating on a vast pink cloud. “I needed that…”

The gentle giant smiled down at him, shaking his head in wonder.

“Miss Fifi…”

Phil shook his pretty little head.

“Nu-uh,” he giggled. “No miss. It’s just Fifi from now on.”

Markus looked at him doubtfully.

He’s so cute, the big old lug…

“OK, mi-uh… Fifi. I’ve… I’ve…” He swallowed, “I’ve wanted to do that for a very long time.”

Sprawled out on the thick rug before him, dressed only in his expensive heels and husband’s jewelry, Phil smiled with sheer happiness.

“You’re not the only one,” he giggled.

At that moment, he suddenly felt glad that Tricia had made her stupid wish.

*

“So… you’re saying this lamp grants wishes?”

Phil raised his pretty little head off Markus’s broad chest, and looked up at his lover. The two of them were lying in Fifi’s bed now, cuddled up together.

“It’s true,” he whispered, quietly. “Whoever rubs it gets three wishes. And the genie can make anything happen.”

Markus shook his head, incredulously.

“But Miss… sorry, Fifi. I remember you. You can’t have just suddenly appeared as Ethan’s wife one week ago. I’ve known you for…”

“It’s true,” Phil said in his soft voice, “I used to be just a normal person, then someone made a wish and…”

He gave Markus a sad little smile.

“Here I am.”

The giant sighed and closed his eyes.

“I’m still having trouble with this,” he muttered. “You tell me you’re not Fifi, you tell me you’re not even really a girl…”

He let out a laugh.

“It sounds crazy.”

Phil shrugged his slender shoulders.

“Believe what you want,” he said. “You’ll see. When I find the lamp, you’ll see.”

For a long time, Markus said nothing. When he did speak at last, his voice was strained.

“If you did find the lamp… Would you… Well. Would you want to…?”

“What?”

“Stop being Fifi?”

“I don’t know,” Phil sighed. “Probably. I mean, don’t get me wrong, being here with you now, I’m so, so happy. But…”

He helplessly shook his pretty little head.

“It’s just a fantasy, isn’t it? I’m really a man. I have a life. I can’t just throw all that away… not for…” he gestured his body, “this.”

Markus didn’t reply. For a long time, the two lay in silence. Then Markus shifted his big bulk.

“If you’ll excuse me, Miss Fifi, I’ve just gotta check on something.”

“Stop with the miss,” Phil said, giving his arm a weak girl-punch, “it’s Fifi.”

He half-expected Markus to protest. Or pretend Phil’s pathetic punch had hurt him. But he just got to his feet, gave Phil a quick little smile.

“Won’t be long,” he murmured. “You stay here.”

Then he was off, vanishing out the doorway, into the depths of the apartment.

Phil watched him go, then rolled onto his back with a sigh.

Poor old Markus… to hear that magic was real, and that your entire life had been altered by somebody else’s wish must be hard… Too bad Phil couldn’t use the lamp to wish this strong man into his old life, but he had a feeling Tricia would object if male-Phil started having an affair with a big, rugged bodyguard…

Phil glanced down at Fifi’s body. At his big breasts, pointing up into the air. At his ridiculous waist and tight little pussy.

In a way, he would miss this. There was something about Fifi’s body that made him feel kinda comfortable. The way it felt around him. The way it reacted to the smallest stimulation…

“Course,” Phil whispered in his soft voice, “I won’t miss these…”

He gave his tits a little squeeze, shaking his head in wonder. They were too big by far. Maybe he could’ve lived with a C-cup. Even a pair of Double-Ds. But these were just absurd…

“Not long now,” he murmured to himself. “We’ll find the lamp. I know we will.”

It was at that moment that Markus’s phone buzzed on the bedside table.

Normally, Phil would’ve just ignored it. But something made him reach out and idly check the screen. Made him see the text and open it, vaguely wondering what Markus’s messages sounded like. Made him read it…

….and freeze.

No… no, it’s not possible. He wouldn’t…

The message was from someone Phil didn’t know, but the words made his blood run cold. There, in stark black and white, the text read:

DID YOU GIVE HER THE LAMP YET?

A feeling of panic rising in his large chest, Phil flipped back through the thread, reading in mounting horror the story of how Markus’s people had found the lamp that morning, how they had given it to Markus to give to Phil. How Markus had decided to wait until after the party, when Phil was with Ethan…

A faint murmur reached Phil’s ears. Someone was talking in the apartment. He jumped up to his feet, a sudden, horrible feeling washing over him.

Without bothering to grab his clothes, he ran out into the penthouse suite, his big boobies bouncing, Markus’s phone clasped in his hand. He ran as fast as his little legs would carry him, terrified of what he’d find, terrified of seeing…

And then he burst through into the living room and felt a horrified moan escape his lips.

Markus was stood in the center of the room, an old, battered brass lamp clasped in his big hands. His expression was serious, his face etched with determination.

But that wasn’t what made Phil feel like screaming.

It was the woman he was talking to that did that.

“Why, hello Fifi,” drawled Ginny, a sadistic smile on her handsome face, “long time no see.”

“Markus!” Phil squeaked. “What-?!”

Markus slowly turned, gave Phil a smile.

“It’s OK, Fifi,” he whispered. “Don’t worry. It’s for the best.”

Phil wildly shook his head, his heart pounding in his chest, unable to believe what he was hearing.

“What is? What did you do?” He turned to Ginny. “Tell me!”

“Oh, Markus here just made a few wishes,” the genie said, casually. “And I think you’ll agree they’re quite interesting.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“Especially as they involve you, my dear.”

Phil started to back away, holding up one hand, as if he could stop the magic with his arms alone. He threw Markus a wild look.

“Markus… please…”

“Sorry,” Ginny shrugged. “He’s already made his wishes. No going back now.”

She laughed, raising one hand, thumb and forefinger poised.

“Besides. I think you’re going to like your new life, Fifi.”

Phil couldn’t help it. He screamed.

He screamed and turned and ran, screaming as Ginny’s laughter echoed throughout the entire apartment, trying to outrun his fate, trying to outrun the wish.

He screamed as Ginny clicked her fingers, screamed as the magical wind started up, screamed as everything changed…

…and then he screamed no more.


Epilogue

The boat bobbed over the waves, heading for the shore. In the distance, Dubai rose slowly into the air; the greatest, richest city in the Middle East.

Stood on the prow, his hands casually thrust into his suit pockets, Markus watched the city approach and smiled.

Already, he could see his new hotel, shimmering in the desert heat. The vast tower that would top even the Burj Khalifa when it was done. The one crowned with the sign bearing his name and company.

MARKUS STONE HOTELS it read, in giant letters that could be seen across the city.

Perfect, thought the big, strong man, happily. What else would you expect from the world’s richest man?

There were footsteps behind him, the clack of heels on wood, and then his young wife was stood beside him, clinging to one of his big, strong arms, a perfect smile on her perfect features.

Markus turned and smiled down at the girl of his dreams. The girl who now loved him unconditionally. Who couldn’t even conceive of being unfaithful to him, or doing anything but being the happiest, most-obedient wife who ever lived.

His wish would see to that.

“Well?” He murmured, “what do you think?”

Fifi smiled up at him.

“It’s beautiful,” she sighed, happily. “Oh Markus, I love Dubai.”

She giggled and squeezed his arm.

“Not as much as I love you, of course…”

Markus gave a grunt of approval. He casually reached down and squeezed his wife’s ass with one big hand.

“I could tell,” he whispered in her ear, “especially after last night…”

Fifi smiled up at him. She was hopelessly in love with this big man. With this billionaire who treated her like a princess. Who made her feel loved and warm and special.

Who was fucking incredible in the sack.

She sighed and kissed his arm.

“I’m so happy right now,” she murmured, “ever since I met you, it’s like…”

She hesitated.

“It’s like I’m living a dream. Like this is all a fantasy, and really I’m just lying somewhere else imagining it all.”

“Yeah?” Markus asked, cautiously. “Hey, in your fantasy, I mean, the other you that’s lying somewhere…”

Fifi looked dumbly up at him, waiting for him to go on.

“Do you ever think…” Markus said, slowly, “that they might be a… well. A he.”

Fifi looked at him like he was an idiot.

“What? Like I might be a guy? Fuck that.” She angrily swatted his arm. “Why would you say that?”

“Just wondering,” Markus lied, rubbing his arm like Fifi’s weak punch had somehow hurt him. “So, you don’t remember being a… being a man or anything, do you?”

“You’re acting weird today,” his trophy wife pouted. “Why are you calling me a dude?”

Markus smiled. A secretive smile as he looked down at his perfect wife.

“I’m just joking,” he said. “What’s say you go get Daddy a beer?”

Fifi rolled her eyes at him, but the smile returned to her beautiful face.

“You’re such a lazy asshole,” she chided.

But nonetheless, she turned and sauntered across the deck, her cute bum wiggling in her panties, her perky C-cup breasts bouncing in her bikini. She didn’t know Markus had seen fit to make a few… changes in her.

Changes for the better, Markus thought to himself.

“Hey!” She shouted across the deck. “HEY! ETHAN!”

There was a pause, then their handsome butler stuck his dark, square-jawed face out from cabin.

“Yes, Miss Fifi?”

“My husband wants a beer,” she called. “Be a doll and go fetch one, would you?”

Markus watched as Ethan struggled. Saw him desperately try to fight his magical programming. The wish hadn’t wiped his memory, after all.

Ethan Drake, the obedient butler, could remember exactly who he used to be.

It was useless. With a feeling of satisfaction, Markus watched as Ethan’s body gave an obedient little smile and nodded.

“At once, Miss Fifi.”

Then their butler turned and strode off into the depths of the cabin, perfectly obedient, as always, even when it was 40C, like now, and he was sweltering in his stupid butler’s outfit.

If anyone deserves that life, Markus thought to himself, it’s you, Ethan.

Outwardly, he smiled as Fifi trotted back over to him, a brilliant smile on her perfect face.

“I was just thinking how beautiful you look,” Markus murmured down at her.

“You’re such a flirt,” giggled Fifi. “But you know what? I like it.”

Then she stood up on tiptoes and the two of them kissed, a passionate, tender kiss, as all of their kisses were magically fated to be.

“I love you,” Fifi whispered in her soft little voice. “I love you so, so much.”

Markus smiled.

“I love you too, babe.”

“Isn’t life just perfect?”

Markus turned and smiled at distant Dubai. At the hotel with his name on it. At the wonderful future that awaited him as the world’s richest man, with the world’s hottest wife.

“It sure is, baby. It sure is.”

The wind whipped across the deck, blowing Fifi’s long, blond hair around, making Markus’s thin suit jacket flutter in the breeze. Somewhere, over the waves, little Fifi could swear she heard a woman laughing.

The End.
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Free Story: Cursed to be a Schoolgirl

“Stacey!”

At the sound of her name, Stacey jerked her head up, guiltily. She quickly slipped her phone away and gave her teacher, Mr. Barter, an innocent smile.

“What, Mr. Barter?”

“Don’t you what Mr. Barter me,” her teacher glowered at her. At 45, he was exactly triple Stacey’s age.

He sure looks it, Stacey thought, her eyes drifting over Mr. Barter’s bald head, fussy glasses and terrible attempt at a mustache, he looks like he was old even when he was being born.

“I saw you playing on your phone,” the old man before her was saying, “that’s the fifth time this week. Hand it over.”

“But sir!” Protested Stacey, “I wasn’t doing nothing!”

Mr. Barter gave a theatrical sigh and turned to look at the rest of the class. Twenty-five teenage faces blinked back at him.

“In that case, Stacey, perhaps you’d like to regale us all with your knowledge of the topic at hand.”

A cruel little smile passed across his tubby face.

“What date, pray tell me, did the Vandals sack Rome?” His smile didn’t reach his narrowed eyes. “Just the century will do.”

Stacey sat silent in her seat, her cheeks flushed pink. It was just like Mr. Barter to humiliate you for screwing around.

Asshole, Stacey fumed to herself, he never does this to the boys…

Outwardly, she cleared her throat.

“I, um, I dunno. Sir,” she added, hastily.

That should have been it. With any other teacher, it probably would have been (minus maybe the confiscation of her cell).

But not with Mr. Barter.

“I dunno,” Mr. Barter repeated, incredulously, turning his mocking smile to the entire class. “Well, it seems Miss Stacey isn’t perhaps the genius she thought she was, hmm? Let’s try again.”

He turned back to Stacey, arms folded.

“Who was emperor at the time?”

A few of the other girls in the class were giggling now. Stacey looked angrily down at her hands, feeling a hot flush creep over her.

“I dunno, sir.”

“Gosh, what incredible powers of observation you have. You clever girl. OK, something else. Maybe you can tell me the date of the Punic War?”

“No, sir.”

“Or when Caesar crossed the Rubicon?”

“No, sir.”

“Or when Augustus…”

“I don’t know, sir!” Stacey yelled, her head hot and heavy with anger. She glared at her teacher with her emerald green eyes, as if she hoped the force of her gaze alone would be enough to disintegrate him.

It wasn’t fair! All she’d been doing was asking Marsha what happened with Chris last night… OK, it wasn’t exactly history, but then so what? It was all old, dead people anyway. Who cared about that?

I hate the way he treats me like a moron, Stacey thought, her knuckles turning white as she gripped the desk, I hate the way he humiliates me…

Then a dark thought surfaced in the back of her mind.

Someone should show him how it feels…

On the other side of the classroom, her annoyingly cute dark-haired bestie, Marsha, was urgently trying to catch her eye, give her a warning look. Stacey ignored her.

“Oh, what a surprise,” Mr. Barter was saying in his lilting, mocking voice, “Stacey doesn’t know something. Imagine that. Tell me, queen of ignorance…”

He folded his arms, looked right at Stacey.

“Is there anything you do know? Your own age, perhaps? The names of all the pretty-boy vampires in Twilight?”

Half the class were openly laughing now. Pinpricks of heat were creeping over Stacey’s skull.

“There’s one thing I do know,” she growled through gritted teeth.

“Oh yes? What’s that? Come on. Speak up!”

Marsha was urgently trying to signal her friend now, shaking her head like a girl having a seizure. Stacey knew she should pay attention to her. Knew she shouldn’t do it.

Knew she shouldn’t use her powers to turn this man before her into a beautiful teenage girl…
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Belonging to the Billionaire

“Look at you,” Karen was whispering now. “Blake Stonehouse. The billionaire who needs a silly little bimbo to run around after him and sort his appointments and suck his cock like the brainless whore she is.”

“Well, you know what, Blake?” She said, triumphantly. “Maybe I need to take a leaf from your book, huh?”

Then suddenly, she was pointing right at him, a demonic look in her beautiful eyes.

“I order you to drink that now!”

It was like his hands were moving of their own accord. With robotic movements, Blake tilted his head back and poured the rest of the champagne down his throat.

Only now it was clear that it wasn’t champagne. Just one little sip of this strange-tasting liquid had made Blake into a simpering slave who obeyed Karen’s every command.

As he helplessly chugged the rest down, he couldn’t help but wonder in terror what drinking the rest of it would do.

“There,” Karen said as he set the empty glass back down, “isn’t that better?”

She smiled at his obvious panic.

“You may speak,” she said.

It was like an invisible hand had just let go of Blake’s throat. He drank in a gulp of air and turned wild, scared eyes onto his witch of an ex-wife.

“What the hell is that stuff?” He gasped.

“Mistress?” He heard himself add in disgust.

In response, Karen simply leaned back, a smile on her perfect features, her dark eyes flashing with laughter.

“That?” She whispered. “That is my magic potion. A very special potion that does some very impressive things.”

“Like what, mistress?” Blake hated himself for calling Karen mistress, but right now he didn’t care.

He had to know what he’d just drank.

“We-ell,” Karen deliberately drew the word out, enjoying his impatience. “It depends on who drinks it. For example, if I’d drunk it, I’d be expecting a much different outcome to the one you’re about to experience, Blake.”

“What outcome?!” Blake exploded. “What am I about to experience?”

“Mistress.” He added with a growl.

“Oh Blake,” Karen sighed, “oh Blake, Blake, Blake. I’m surprised you didn’t pick up on the little clues.”

What clues? Blake wanted to scream, but Karen was already talking again.

“Calling you my bitch. Saying you weren’t a man. I wasn’t just trying to goad you, you know?”

She smiled again, that same, awful witch’s smile.

“I was letting you know what I was about to do to you. What my potion would turn you into.”

Her smile grew wider than ever, the corners pulling Karen’s pouty lips up into a hideous grin.

“I don’t want a man as my personal secretary, darling. Even if I am now a billionaire. It wouldn’t be right, would it? You doing such feminine work.”

“What do you mean?” Blake whispered. But he had a horrible idea he already knew where this was going.

“I meant,” Karen giggled, “that the potion you just drank doesn’t just let me control people. It transforms them. Into their opposite gender.”

She looked him right in the eye.

“Which means you’re about to turn into a beautiful girl…”

Continue reading at Amazon.com.


Enjoy gender transformation stories with a focus on taboo romance? Why not try this extract from Lisa’s novel of teenage gender-swap action and beautiful heartbreak…

Swapped at the Mall

For a long time after Liam burst into the kitchen, the two sisters had stayed frozen in place, staring at one another.

Then, at long last, Alex had slowly shaken her head, like a girl in a dream.

“Liam?” She’d whispered.

It had been like a valve had been released in Liam’s pretty little head. Suddenly, all the anger he’d felt at his sudden transformation, all the terror and misery as he watched himself magically turn into a girl, came bursting out.

“I knew it!” He’d squeaked, pointing one slender finger accusingly at Alex. “You did this to me! You turned me into a… into a…”

He hadn’t wanted to say it. To say it out loud would’ve meant to make it real. And there was no way a day as crazy as this could be real.

“Well,” he’d finished, lamely, “look at me.”

He’d expected Alex to deny it. Or apologize. Or something.

Instead, he’d watched as a slow smile spread across his sister’s teenage face.

“So it does work…” she’d murmured.

Then suddenly she’d been laughing, her hands pressed over her mouth as she giggled hysterically, looking at Liam with eyes alive with amusement.

“It’s not funny!” Liam had snapped. “Look at me! I’ve got tits!”

At the word tits, Alex had started laughing all over again. Liam had glared at her, waiting for her to finish.

“Sorry,” his sister had got out between giggles at last, “it’s just, I didn’t expect a birthday wish to… to…”

“To work?” Liam had supplied, irritably.

Alex had nodded, tears of laughter running down her cheeks.

“Oh my God, this is so perfect,” she’d breathed, “you even still look like you. You even look like me!”

Her eyes suddenly lit up.

“Holy cow, I’ve got a sister!”

“Not for much longer,” Liam snarled. Then he’d marched over to his sister, grabbed the cake, and started frantically searching the tabletop.

“I’ve got a big sister,” Alex was repeating in wonder. “With some seriously nice boobs. What are you doing?”

“Your stupid birthday wish made me like this, right?” Liam had growled, trying to sound tough. With his soft, almost musical new voice, it didn’t work.

“So it’s my birthday too. Which means I can wish myself back!”

He’d held up the lighter triumphantly, gone to light the cake…

…and stopped when he’d seen Alex’s expression.

“What?”

“It’s a birthday wish, bozo,” Alex said, her words hard but her eyes lit up with delight.

“So?”

“So…” Alex had rolled her eyes, “you only get one a year, right? And last night you definitely made a wish at Dad’s dinner thing.”

The night before, they’d met their Dad in town for a quick birthday meal. As always, Dad had ordered them a big joint cake to share. As always, he’d told them to make a wish.

And, as always, only Liam had felt guilty enough to make a dope out of himself in public and actually do it.

Now he was wishing he’d wished for something better than ‘a fun 18th year’.

“That shouldn’t count. It wasn’t even really my birthday!”

“And magic shouldn’t really exist,” Alex shrugged. “Deal with it.”

The words had hit Liam like a thunderbolt. He’d let out an involuntary yelp.

“You mean I’m stuck like this till you turn 18?!”

In panic he’d glanced down at his new body. At its softness. At its curves. At the way it tucked in and pushed out in all the wrong places. Tried to imagine looking down and seeing it every day for a whole year.

Oh Jesus… I’m gonna have to start peeing sitting down… A horrible thought occurred to him, I’m gonna have periods…

Continue reading at Amazon.com.
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She Swapped Him Into a Cheerleader

Alpha-male Chuck is a high school football star with big muscles and a bigger disdain for women. But when he insults the girls on the cheerleading squad, he lets himself in for a cruel and kinky punishment. The girls decide to show Chuck how it feels… by turning him into one of them.


Trapped as busty, blond cheerleader Chelsea, Chuck must now lead the cheers and parade his HOT NEW BODY in front of all the kids at school! Dressed in a frilly little skirt and clutching a pair of pompoms, this former-macho man is about to discover what it’s really like to be lusted after by a gang of beefy man. And the guys now desperate to get in Chuck’s panties are VERY familiar…


Lisa Change’s fun, kinky new gender-swap fantasy takes you from the football field into the depths of the locker room as Chuck struggles to escape his nubile cheerleader form. With an exquisitely-detailed transformation scene, every word is perfectly calibrated to make you feel as if YOU are the one becoming a gorgeous high school cheerleader… and experiencing all the forbidden pleasure a cheerleader’s body has to offer.

Buy now.


Swapped for the Prom

Nobody messes with Ryan. He’s the alpha male. The high school football star. The bully. The one all the other kids fear… until now. 


On the night of the prom, two of Ryan’s victims orchestrate a twisted revenge. In the blink of an eye, this alpha male finds himself magically transformed into a busty blond teenage beauty named Rachel. Dressed in a flowing prom dress and a killer pair of heels, Ryan is now forced to attend prom as the prettiest girl at school!


But the magic has altered more than just his body. As the night wears on, Ryan finds himself starting to fall for the cute boy he used to bully. Will this macho jock be able to fight his destiny… or will he discover a whole set of new, romantic feelings for his former enemy?


Lisa Change’s latest novella of high school gender-transformation is a bittersweet journey into the heart of a taboo teenage romance. Join Ryan on his unlikely quest into womanhood, as he is forced to confront the hidden desires at the heart of his bullying behavior…

Buy now.


Becoming Katie

Middle-aged bachelor Eric thinks women are good for only three things: cooking, cleaning and screwing. So when his friend Marcus introduces him to his beautiful, obedient, and sex-crazed mail order bride, it's a no-brainer. Eric contacts the agency, who ask him to describe his perfect girl. Eric's answers will plunge him headlong into a kinky nightmare. 


Somehow - against all the laws of nature - Eric finds himself magically transforming into his own ideal woman. Trapped as a busty blond Russian bimbo named Katie, Eric discovers he suddenly has an insatiable urge to act like the perfect little housewife. He'll clean for his new husband, cook for him, and service his every sexual whim. Worst of all, his sexist new husband looks worryingly familiar... 


Will Eric escape the agency's cruel curse and get his body back? Or will he find life as a beautiful, obedient bride too delicious to resist...?

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 brand new 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.

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





