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“Joe.”

Joe jerked his head up guiltily from the desk. He casually pushed the big old leather-bound book away, adjusted his thick-rimmed glasses and blinked owlishly at his roomie.

“Yeah?”

Leaning in the doorway, Simon grinned at him, the sort of winning smile that could turn almost any chick’s legs to water.

And some guys, too… thought Joe.

The late-spring light filtered through the curtains, falling on Simon’s strong torso, creating little shadows around his pecs, his six-pack. Ever since Joe had known him, Simon had had a body like that of a Greek God. An Adonis hewn from the purest, whitest marble.

Seeing, once again, the evidence of his roomie’s raw, physical strength was enough to make Joe’s mouth go dry.

“I want you to meet someone.”

“Who?” Joe said, getting to his feet. “Don’t tell me you’ve…”

Found a girlfriend, was what he was going to say, jokingly, of course. Then the door swung open and a willowy figure stepped in, smiling at him from beneath a pair of sky blue eyes and Joe felt the breath catch in his throat.

“This,” Simon said, proudly, “is Summer.”

The blonde girl smiled, rolled her eyes.

“Listen to him,” she said. Joe was surprised to hear she had a British accent.

“So formal.” She stuck out her hand. “Summer. But you already knew that part.”

Joe took her dainty hand in his pale, slender fingers and gave it a little, perfunctory shake.

“Hey. I’m Joe.”

For a moment, the two were looking right at one another. From behind his thick glasses, Joe felt his eyes flitting over the girl before him, taking her in. Measuring her up.

Trying to decide if she was the one.

She was maybe 20, slightly younger than him and Simon, with fair blonde hair, soft, round features, and a smile most guys Joe knew wouldn’t have been able to ignore.

Her eyes were a spectral, sparkling blue, like the sort of sky you get on crisp, spring day. Her figure was slim, with perky little breasts and long legs that led up to a fit and toned ass.

Her clothes were the epitome of planned-casual. A pair of jean encased her legs, a simple white top was pulled down over her torso, leaving just enough cleavage on display. A sliver of flat belly poked out, a tiny, seductive glimpse. Two cute leather boots hid her tiny feet.

She was the visual ideal of the girl next door. The sort of casual, happy girl idealized in movies and on TV; pretty, friendly, personable.

But it wasn’t her personality Joe was interested in.

It was how useful she could be to his secret plans.

“Well. Nice to meet you, Joe,” Summer said, her strong accent making her soft voice sickeningly adorable. “This one goes on about you all the bloody time.”

“Do not,” Simon protested, a flirty smile on his handsome features. “We got a strict no-homo policy here.”

“Mmm.” Summer’s eyes twinkled at Joe. “I can see that.”

There was something in the way she said it that temporarily shook Joe out of his detachment.

Wait. Did… did Simon say something to her? No way… he can’t…

The thought that a stranger might know all about him, about what he really was, was enough to make his blood run cold.

“Hey. Uh,” Joe mumbled, gently extracting his fingers from Summer’s, “great to meet you and all, but I’ve really gotta… I, um, I got this thing…”

He gestured vaguely at his desk, where the book was still sitting. The one written in ancient runes all those centuries ago. The one no-one in the room but Joe stood a cat in Hell’s chance of understanding.

The one that was pretty soon gonna change the lives of everyone in their apartment for the better.

Summer titled her pretty head and peered at the book. The sunlight caught her hair and for a split second she looked almost supernaturally blonde.

“Oohhh, looks exciting. Well. Guess we shouldn’t keep your bestie from his studies…”

By the door, Simon was trying to catch Joe’s eye, an affronted look on his square-jawed features. Joe avoided his gaze.

“Yeah. Sorry. I know, it’s laaaame…”

“Don’t be.” Summer gave him a bright smile. “You Yanks sure work hard.”

She turned to Simon.

“That’s right, isn’t it? Yank, the ones from up north?”

“We call ‘em Yankees,” Simon, “well, we did back in high school.”

He tossed Joe a casual wave.

“See ya later, homo.”

“Yeah.” Joe muttered. “See you later…”

The door slammed. Like a leaf on the breeze, Simon was gone, dragging Summer along with him, leaving Joe all alone in his cold and empty room.

“…homo,” he whispered.

For a moment, Joe simply stood there, listening to the roar deep within him, listening unhappily to the churning and turmoil of that dark, horrible sea locked away inside him.

Then, at last, he went and sat back down at his desk. Turned the page of his book. Picked up his pen.

On the desk, his pet mouse Oliver scurried around inside his cage, ignoring Joe. Ignoring his pain.

“Whaddya think?” Joe whispered to him in a low voice. “Think she’ll do?”

Oliver gave a little squeak. Joe nodded.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought, too.”

Then, bending back over his notebook, he returned to his studies, a cruel little smile already growing across his pale and narrow features.

*

“Klatuu barada nitku!”

There was a pause. The mouse looked hopefully up in Joe’s direction and sniffed the air.

“Klatuu barada nitku!”

Nothing. Joe grit his teeth.

Come on… come onnnn!

“Klatuu… Barada… Nit-! Oh, what’s the point?”

It was late. Outside, the sun had finally slunk its way down below the horizon. Sodium streetlights shone on distant campus paths, throwing strange shadows onto the wall of Joe’s room. Somewhere, from out in the apartment, came the distant squeak of bedsprings.

With an angry grunt, Joe got to his feet. Threw the ancient book down onto his bed.

He’d been at this for hours now.

“Get your own damn cheese,” he muttered at the hopeful mouse, stepping past it’s cage to flop down at his desk. He glanced at his shy, pale face in the mirror, the weak little nerd’s face he’d been cursed with ever since birth.

What a night…

After Simon and Summer left, Joe had spent the afternoon working away with a feverish intensity that somehow frightened him, trying to ignore the giggles and low sounds of chatter coming from the rest of the apartment.

Goddamn bitch, he remembered thinking, vaguely, as he scrawled his notes, can’t she talk a little quieter…?

Evidently she couldn’t, because there had been sounds of Summer hanging around their flat all day long. It was only after she and Simon had vanished off to the bedroom together that Joe had been able to concentrate.

At first, he’d really thought tonight would be the night. The night he changed his fate. The night he reorganized the world into how it should be. How it should always have been.

Then he’d tried to set up that stupid experiment with Oliver and it had all gone to Hell.

“You’re a useless little prick, you realize that, right?” Joe murmured, looking at his reflection. “A weedy, useless, stupid…”

He forced himself to stop talking. He always got like this when he was alone and stressed, and it worried him to think someone might one day overhear him.

That Simon might one day overhear him.

Simon… Joe sighed inside himself. Like he’d ever notice. After all this time, you’d think he was blind…

The two boys had met in their first year, when the college randomly assigned them as roomies.

At first, Joe had been intimidated by his big, jock roomie, with his love of sports and constant stream of ‘no homo’ jokes.

Just what I need, he could still remember thinking, some southern douchebag to torment me.

But, as time passed and the roomies began to get used to each other, things had started to change. They’d discovered a shared love of Marvel superhero films. A dual interest in baseball. Slowly, the two boys had begun to enjoy one another’s company.

And then, one day, it had happened.

The thing that had changed Joe’s life forever.

They were alone, out walking through the woods together. Simon was doing a biology degree and wanted to collect some fungi samples that Joe thought sounded as boring as shit, but Simon assured him were important.

Even now, Joe could remember that afternoon so clearly. It had been fall, and the leaves were tumbling from the trees in a cascade of colors. The air had been hazy with that end-of-summer feel. Misty. Dreamy.

They’d been walking, talking, chatting about shit. Joe had been rabbiting on about an ancient book he’d just found in the library, when suddenly he’d become aware that Simon was walking very close to him.

“Dude,” he remembered laughing, stopping and looking uneasily up at the tall jock, “you’re kinda in my personal space…”

And Simon had smiled down at him with a mischievous look in his eyes, the sunlight playing through his hair.

Slowly, he’d taken one of Joe’s small, feminine hands in one of his big, strong ones. Joe had watched in a daze, not knowing what to do, not knowing what to think, his breath caught in his throat.

Then Simon had leaned down slightly, his blue eyes locked right on Joe’s.

“Maybe I want to be here,” his muscular friend had breathed to him.

And then, suddenly, the two boys had been kissing.

They’d kissed and kissed for what felt like forever, a voice screaming inside Joe to pull away, to ask dude, what the fuck?!

But it had been drowned out by the roaring of Joe’s blood. He’d put two hands up to Simon’s cheeks, held his friend’s face close, kissing him, drinking him in, feeling dizzy with desire, with the sudden knowledge that this was all he’d ever wanted…

And then Simon had abruptly pulled away, grinned down at Joe.

“I’ve always wanted to try that,” he’d smiled.

Then he’d dropped a roguish wink, turned and carried on walking into the woods, leaving Joe frozen to the spot, his legs weak with desire, his mind reeling.

Since that day, the two boys had never so much as touched each other, let alone kissed.

And since that day, Joe had had eyes for no-one else in the world but Simon.

With a sigh, Joe studied his reflection again. The pale face. The glasses. The dark hair.

Even if Simon was gay, he’d never be satisfied with someone like me…

In the mirror, his reflection nodded.

Simon was straight. He knew that. The way he’d kissed Joe had just been his idea of… not exactly a joke, but maybe a game. A way to give himself some leverage over his roomie.

Simon thrived on surprise. On doing things that seemed completely at odds with his southern jock persona. Hell, he probably really had enjoyed that kiss…

But not enough to come back for more. Not so long as Joe was still stuck in his boring, weedy, male body.

“You asshole,” Joe whispered at his reflection. “You dumb asshole. Why can’t you just let it go…?

Somewhere, out in the apartment, he heard Summer give a faint cry. Just thinking about Simon in bed with her was enough to make Joe feel physically sick.

It was necessary, of course, if he ever wanted his plan to work. The plan he’d dreamed up all those months ago.

But when his experiments were going to shit like this…

Well. Hearing Simon plow some hot British chick was the last thing he needed.

“Fuck this.” Joe muttered. “I’m going to bed.”

He glanced down at the mouse.

“Klatuu barada nitku!” He said, savagely, repeating the spell. The spell that was supposed to sort his life out.

The spell that was supposed to make everything better.

“Klatuu barada nitku, to you, too,” he muttered, glancing in the direction of Simon’s room, where Summer was still gasping away.

Then he turned off the light, climbed into bed without undressing, and instantly fell asleep.

He didn’t even notice when, ten minutes later, the ancient spellbook began to tremble on his desk, Oliver began to squeak with fright, and a strange blue light started glowing from his skin.

*

The first thing Joe noticed when he woke up was how bright it was in his room.

His window faced west, the opposite to Simon’s, and he never got any sunlight until the afternoon at least.

What the…? He wondered, sitting up and sweeping his long, blonde hair out his eyes with two dainty little hands, did I sleep through…?

Then he blinked, rubbing sleep out his eyes with the back of his hand, and noticed three things at once.

The first was that he could see clearly without his glasses on.

The second was that he was no longer in his room. All around him, the mess and detritus of Simon’s room spread out, a whirlwind of discarded football sweaters, textbooks and general crap. A white, lacy bra dangled over the back of one wooden chair, a tiny tank top scrunched up beside it.

However, it was the third thing that really made Joe freeze. That made his pretty little mouth drop open and his mind go whirling off into infinity.

The hand that he’d just used to rub the sleep out of his eyes wasn’t his.

Where Joe had once had two slender but definitely-masculine hands, he now had two tiny, willowy things with non-existent knuckles and long nails painted a sparkly pink.

As Joe looked at them in numb wonder, he saw the tiny dark hairs on his arms had also vanished, leaving skin as smooth and soft as the day he was born.

No way… no way…

Like a man in a dream, Joe glanced down at the rest of his body…

…and nearly squealed out loud.

His clothes had vanished! Where he’d gone to bed wearing his jeans and t-shirt, Joe was now dressed in nothing but a tiny pair of white satin panties that clung to his thighs and left nothing to the imagination.

But Joe barely noticed his change of clothes. He was too busy staring at his change of body.

Dangling from his chest were a small, perky pair of ripe, firm breasts, their nipples pink and long and pointed at the sky.

As Joe gaped at them, he instinctively gave his torso a little shake, and was amazed to see his new boobies bounce around, causing a strange jiggling feeling in his chest.

No way…

He clasped his sides and was shocked to see they now seemed to suck inwards, like someone had tightened an invisible belt round his midriff.

His hips were wider. His bum and thighs bigger. His legs longer and smoother.

Hesitantly, Joe reached down with one trembling new hand. Placed it between his legs. Felt the soft, plump mound that now existed where his penis should have been.

To his amazement, Joe was now the proud owner of a perfect little pussy.

No fucking way…

Trying to contain his excitement, Joe threw back the sheets and leaped out of bed. He ran across Simon’s messy room, trying to ignore the painful way his new breasts bounced up and down with each step. Trying to ignore the way his ass naturally curled.

He came to a stop just before Simon’s full-body mirror. Took a deep breath…

…and looked.

And looked.

And looked.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck it actually worked!

Staring back at Joe from the silvery depths of the mirror, a look of delighted surprise on her beautiful features, was Summer.

She was naked except for a pair of white satin panties that clung to her bum and barely hid her pussy from prying eyes. Her small breasts dangled free, their nipples hard and pointed.

Her long blonde hair was in disarray, like it needed a quick comb run through it. Last night’s makeup still clung to her face, making her look both messy and beautiful.

Her soft, English face was lit up with a stunned smile. Her blue eyes twinkled with laughter.

There was no doubting it.

She was him. He was her.

Overnight, Joe had turned into his roomie’s beautiful girlfriend.

For a long, long moment, Joe simply stared at Summer, staring back at him from inside the mirror.

Then a thought came to him. Summoning up a cheeky smile, he reached up, grabbed hold of his new breasts and started gently squeezing them, tweaking the nipples with his fingertips.

Immediately, the Summer in the mirror reached up and grabbed hold of her ripe young titties, squashing them beneath her palms, a lustful look suddenly on her beautiful features.

“Morning, bitch,” Joe whispered, surprised and faintly pleased to hear his soft new voice automatically coming out with a British accent. “How’s miss English bitch feeling today?”

But Summer didn’t answer. She just moved her plump, pink lips in time with Joe’s words, a pleased expression on her perfect features.

She didn’t have to answer. Joe knew she’d be feeling utterly terrified.

If the spell had worked properly, then Summer would right about now be opening her eyes. Staring down at her furry new body. At her long, pink tail.

And Joe was willing to bet she’d soon be squeaking in helpless fright.

“Sorry about that,” he whispered in Summer’s British accent, playing with her breasts as he did so, enjoying the strange, pleasant feeling emanating from his new chest. “But this is my body now. I know you think you didn’t do anything, that you didn’t deserve this…”

He swallowed. His soft new voice suddenly took on a faint edge of steel.

“But you should’ve known. Simon is mine. And if I had to steal your body to get him…”

He shrugged.

“Then so be it.”

He deliberately arranged his features into a contrite pose. In the mirror, he watched in satisfaction as beautiful, naked Summer gave him a pleading, apologetic look.

I’m sorry, she seemed to be saying. I-I didn’t know. Of course Simon’s yours, Joe. Of course he is. I’m just a dumb English cunt, too stupid to realize when I’m not wanted.

Oh, you’ll be sorry, alright, Joe thought inside her brain, delighted with how his morning was going, delighted with the new body he was now in control of. When you see what I’ve got in store for you…

Then there was the squeak of bedsprings, a deep grunt, and then a voice which derailed his train of thought entirely.

“Summer? Babe?”

In the mirror, Joe watched as Simon sat up naked in bed, his strong torso on display, the morning light playing through his faint dusting of blond chest hair. He felt the hairs on the nape of his new neck rise up.

“Who the hell are you talking to?” His roomie asked.

Here we go…

With one, last, private smile at Summer’s reflection, Joe turned away from the mirror. Turned to face his new boyfriend. The one he’d wanted to be with ever since that day in the forest.

Summer. That’s my name now. That will always be my name…

“Oh, nobody.” Joe said, casually running one hand through his long, blonde hair.

He suddenly struck a little pose, one hip curled upwards, a hand on it, the other dangling free, a hungry smile on his new, female lips.

“Like what you see, hot stuff?” He whispered, gently biting his lower lip.

For a long moment, Simon simply stared at him. Then his handsome roomie suddenly smiled, a big grin breaking across his masculine features.

He patted the bed.

“Get that sexy little ass of yours over here,” he growled, his deep, manly voice vibrating through Joe’s tender new form. “Now.”

With a girlish giggle, Joe skipped forward, deliberately letting his hips sway. Deliberately letting his new breasts bounce around.

He jumped onto the bed, pressed his newly-female form up against Simon’s strong, male one, and suddenly the two boys were kissing again, kissing like they had in the forest, all those months ago.

Finally… Oh God, this is even better than I thought it would be…

Simon’s tongue swirled around the inside of Joe’s pretty new mouth, possessing him, making him his. His muscular roomie reached up with one strong hand and stroked Joe’s soft cheek, causing Summer’s body to give an involuntary whimper.

They kissed for what seemed like forever, suspended in a frozen moment of perfect happiness. Then, at long last, Joe pulled back. He looked deep into his best friend’s eyes, a happy, lustful smile on his new face, a face that only a few hours ago had belonged to a girl called Summer.

“Now,” he murmured in his British accent, gently biting his lower lip, “how about you show a girl how you Yanks keep warm in the mornings.”

Then, before he could stop himself, he was slipping one tiny hand under the bedsheets, letting it run down, down, down until there was something clasped in his palm. Something thick and hard and very long.

Ten minutes later, the two male friends were fucking on the bed, Simon on his knees, his hips thwacking up against his roomie’s upraised ass, while Joe crouched on all fours, a blissful smile on his pretty face, watching in the mirror as his new boyfriend fucked him like the little slut he was.

*

“Are you sure about this?”

Joe rolled his beautiful, sky blue eyes. He turned and smiled up at his boyfriend, deliberately fluttering his eyelashes a little.

“Simon. Babes. We’ve been over this. It’s for the best.”

High up above him, Simon looked doubtfully down at Joe, squinting slightly from the harsh sun. In their new bodies, Joe had been delighted to discover his bestie was at least a foot taller than him.

“C’mon, Summer,” he said, uneasily. “It’s Joe’s pet.”

Joe smiled to himself.

At least, that’s what everyone thinks…

“I know he is, baby,” he said out loud, still thrilled to be using pet names with Simon, even after a whole two weeks as Summer. “But, for real…”

He held up the cage. Gave Simon a frank look.

“Who’s gonna take care of him, huh? Us? Darling, I told you…”

The corner of Joe’s lips twitched. He had to work hard to stop himself from smiling.

“I’m allergic to rodents. The doctor in London told me I could, like, get sick and die.”

He frowned up at his boyfriend.

“What?”

“Nothing…” Simon was giving him a funny look. “I mean, didn’t…”

He hesitated.

“Didn’t you say you were from Bristol?”

Whoops…

The last two weeks had been the greatest of Joe’s life. Even with all the crazy shit happening in their apartment. Even with Simon’s obvious worry.

Just being this close to Simon was like a dream come true. The way he could just walk up to his handsome roomie and kiss him out the blue was something Joe still couldn’t get tired of. The way they woke up next to each other in the mornings, Simon’s strong arms wrapped around his tiny, slender frame…

The way they fucked at every opportunity, Simon’s big dick lancing into Summer’s tight little pussy, while Joe made her body whimper and moan in pleasure.

It was perfect. More than that, it was right.

The only downside was that Joe kept on making these same, stupid mistakes.

“Of… of course I did,” Joe hastily replied, Summer’s voice rising in pitch as he spoke. “I just meant I had to go to the allergy specialist in London. It’s, uh… it’s near Bristol.”

He gave a gentle cough. He had no idea if that was true or not.

I’m gonna have to start reading up English geography on Wikipedia, probably history, too. Shit, why couldn’t Simon fall for a chick from New Hampshire…?

“Anyway,” he hurriedly went on, “we’re not talking about me, are we? We’re talking about your roomie, the one who went…”

“Don’t say it,” Simon interrupted. “It’s not…”

“Baby…” Joe said, gently, trying to hide his amusement. “It’s true.”

He spread his arms wide, noting with satisfaction the way Simon’s eyes automatically dropped down to his cleavage as he did so.

“He went completely bonkers.”

At least, that’s what everyone thinks…

Back when he’d first decided to cast the spell that swapped him into Summer’s body, Joe had known he couldn’t just do a simple switch. If his body was running around claiming to be the real Summer, while saying things only Summer could possibly know, then even the biggest dope would soon realize what had happened.

So he’d made sure to do a three-way spell. He would become the new owner of Summer’s body. Summer would be forced into the body of his pet mouse. And Oliver…

Well. That was where the ‘crazy’ part of the last two weeks came in.

“Joe’s up in the mental asylum, right now,” Joe went on in his soft new voice, “eating cheese and chewing at the walls and squeaking like a… well, like a rodent.”

He shook the cage he was holding in one dainty hand.

“Even if he does get better, would he really want to come back to a pet mouse?”

Simon was silent, his face stubborn. Joe sighed.

“Look, I know Joe was your friend,” he whispered, stepping forward and resting his chin against Simon’s strong chest, “I know some… stuff happened between you guys.”

Simon blinked.

“How…?”

“Doesn’t matter,” Joe said, quickly. “Woman’s intuition. The point is…”

He looked up into his boyfriend’s eyes, his pretty face arranged into an open, pleading expression.

“He wouldn’t want you to be moping around like this. He’d want you to make a clean break, to enjoy your new life with your awesome new girlfriend. He’d want you to be happy.”

Because that’d make him happy, too, he thought, but didn’t say out loud.

Joe tilted his pretty little head back.

“C’mon.” He said. “Kiss.”

For a moment, Simon simply stood there. Then he gently shook his head, leaned down and planted a soft, tender kiss on Joe’s plump lips.

Inside Summer’s body, Joe almost fainted with happiness. Even after fourteen days together, he still thrilled every time Simon kissed him.

I never want this kiss to stop… he thought to himself, I just want it to keep going on forever and ever and ever…

And it could. Simon was going to be his boyfriend forever now, he was sure of it.

They just needed to take care of one last thing…

“OK,” Joe said at last, stepping back. “I’m gonna do this. Ready?”

Simon swallowed. Nodded.

“Good.” Joe held up the cage. “Ready, mousey?”

Inside the plastic cage, Oliver clawed frantically at the bars, squeaking away. Even if he hadn’t known who was really tapped in his body, Joe would’ve thought his old pet was screaming.

Poor old Summer, he thought to himself. It’s not your fault… you just happened to have a good body going spare when I needed it most. And I can’t let you screw up my plans. Not now. Not when me and Simon are almost happy…

“God, he looks nervous,” Simon muttered behind him.

“He’s just excited to be outside.”

Joe delicately placed the cage down on the leaves, bending over so Simon could get a good view of his pert ass. He opened the door.

“OK, mousey. Off you go.”

It took a few minutes. But, eventually, Joe was able to shake the cage hard enough that Summer fell out, her little mouse body squeaking and clawing at the air.

She landed with a flump on some dried leaves, turned and looked up at him, baring her little mousey teeth.

Joe smiled back at her; a cool smile he knew looked dazzling on Summer’s beautiful face.

“Run away, mousey,” he whispered. “Run away now or some great big bird might come swooping down and eat you up!”

He saw the mouse hesitate. Saw the tiny gears working in Summer’s new mind. Joe just kept right on smiling. She’d realize it was true.

After all, thousands of mice died horrible deaths in these woods every single damn day.

At last, the mouse gave one final, defiant squeak, and then Summer was running off into the undergrowth to join her new, rodent brethren. Joe watched her go with a cruel little smile.

She’ll get eaten by an owl, maybe. Or a wild cat. Or even if she somehow survives, mice only live like two years, tops. I’ve had Oliver for over a year already.

One year, maximum, then. One year and this body will be mine forever.

There were footsteps. Then Joe felt a strong hand gently touch his pert new ass. He closed his eyes in happiness, straightened up, turned round and kissed his new boyfriend.

“Thanks,” murmured Simon once they’d disengaged, “sorry if I got kinda kooky just then.”

“Hey, don’t worry,” Joe whispered in Summer’s voice, making her body fix Simon with a look of devotion, a look he knew his best friend would find irresistible. “He was your friend. It’s natural you’d be worried.”

He waited a moment, then glanced around the clearing like he was seeing it for the first time.

“This is a nice spot.”

“Is it?” Simon looked around, unsure. Joe waited for him to recognize it.

It was the same spot where they’d shared their kiss, all that time ago.

He doesn’t even realize… doesn’t even realize how perfect this is gonna be…

“You know,” Joe breathed at last, “there’s something I’ve always wanted to try outdoors…”

“What?”

In response, Joe gave his boyfriend the faintest smile. He took a few steps back, then lowered Summer’s body onto the ground, onto the dry grass and dead leaves.

Gently, he made her reach down. Made her hesitantly raise the hem of her skirt, pulling it up, up, up, his new, sky blue eyes fixed on Simon the entire time.

“Get down here,” Joe made Summer’s gorgeous body whisper. “And show me that you love me.”

At the word love, he saw Simon hesitate. It was too early, too soon, too close to his roomie having a mental breakdown…

…but then he closed his mouth. Unzipped his jeans, reached into his pants. A smile flitted across his handsome features.

“OK, Summer. You asked for it…”

Then they were fucking. Fucking so roughly, Joe didn’t know if he was screaming in pleasure or pain. Fucking like two mortal enemies locked in a fight to the death, Simon’s big cock stabbing deep into Joe’s womb over and over and over.

Trapped inside Summer’s body, Joe heard his new, female voice screaming. Felt the walls of his new pussy clench tight against Simon’s prick. Felt his hips automatically bucking against his roomie’s, as Simon stared into his eyes, an expression of raw, animal passion on his square-jawed face.

On the far side of the clearing, a little mouse watched them with dark and shiny eyes.

If anyone saw it and didn’t know better, they might almost have said that it was crying.

*

The years passed.

Up in the asylum, Joe plunged further into madness, acting like so much like a rodent that even the brightest doctors didn’t know what to do. Out in the woods, a small mouse struggled and struggled to live, until one day it simply stopped living.

In the town, Summer never stopped doing anything. She just kept loving Simon more and more and more.

Within six weeks, she’d moved into Joe’s old room on campus and transferred onto his old course. Within six months, she and Simon were acting like they’d never been apart, like they’d known each other for years.

By the time nine months had passed, both knew that they were gonna be together forever.

“It’s crazy,” Simon murmured in bed one evening, one strong hand gently caressing Summer’s hair, “I feel like I’ve know you forever, Summer.”

It was late, and the two had just had their most-spectacular fuck yet. Now they lay naked in one another’s arms, their bodies both slick with sweat.

“When I first met you, I thought you were just some cute girl, y’know? Some posh Brit who just wanted a good time for a week or two.”

He shook his head.

“But after that… that thing happened with Joe. I mean, Summer. It’s like you just opened up completely. You… you’re funny, and smart, and-and sexy…”

Her head rested on Simon’s strong chest, Summer smiled to herself.

“I mean, you’re perfect.” Simon sounded like he couldn’t believe what he was saying. “I’ve… I’ve never felt this way about a girl before.”

Deep inside Summer’s brain, Joe felt like laughing out loud. Simon may not know it, but he still didn’t feel this way about a real girl.

Outwardly, though, he simply made Summer’s body murmur:

“I’ve never felt this way about a boy, either.”

She sat up slightly, kissed his strong torso.

“You’re incredible, Simon. You’re the boy I always dreamed of.”

“This… this is gonna sound crazy,” Simon said, “but don’t laugh at me, OK? But I was thinking… I was thinking…”

He swallowed. Summer felt the tiny movement in his chest.

“Why don’t we get married? I mean, after college. I know it sounds bonkers, but…”

Summer sat up in bed, her naked breasts dangling. She smiled down at her boyfriend, at his hopeful face. At the man she would love unconditionally until the day she died.

“It doesn’t sound crazy at all. In fact…” she giggled, “why don’t we get married now?”

She laughed at Simon’s shocked expression, then leaned down, took his handsome face in her hands and kissed him on his nose.

“I mean it.” She whispered. “I wanna be Mrs. Simon Bradley.”

“Summer Bradley?” Simon pretended to roll the name round his tongue. “I dunno… whaddya think?”

Summer giggled again.

“I think it sounds perfect,” she purred.

She flashed him a cheeky smile.

“Now, how about we celebrate our new engagement?”

And Simon shook his head in amazement, smiling like a giddy schoolboy. And then he was climbing onto Summer, roughly pinning her to the bed, and fucking her with sharp, almost violent movements, just how he knew she liked it.

So boyfriend and girlfriend got married and became man and wife.

It was an odd ceremony. There were dozens of British people there that Summer had never seen in her life, but had to pretend to know intimately. Deep in her head, Joe struggled to keep up with all their names, terrified he’d screw up and his secret would get out.

So many aunts… who knew the British had such stupid big families like this…

The worst part was when the strange man Joe assumed was Summer’s dad had to walk him down the aisle. Stood together behind the heavy wooden door, waiting for the music to start playing, Joe had to pretend to be overcome with emotion, just so he wouldn’t have to talk to Summer’s dad and give the game away.

But it worked. The wedding came off without a hitch. And everyone agreed the bride looked radiant in her flowing white dress.

The world turned. Time kept moving.

Simon and Summer graduated and moved to the city. They rented a loft, he got a job in some laboratory, and she decided she wanted to be an actress. They got a new social group, Summer found some girls to hang out with, and they got on with their lives.

To Summer’s amazement, being a girl was easier than she’d anticipated. Casual girl-chat seemed to come naturally to her, and she was surprised to realize that girls talked about sex and masturbation in private just as much as boys did.

It was like getting a private window into a whole new world, one she’d never even suspected of existing.

Summer’s career grew. She appeared in a few plays in a walk-on part, and even had an affair with an actor who would go on to be famous. Her girlfriends were shocked she would cheat on Simon, but Summer begged them not to tell.

She didn’t want to lose her husband. Not when she’d made so many sacrifices to be with him.

After five years of trying to make the city work, the couple moved out to the suburbs; older and wiser and wearier. They bought a decent-sized house, Summer got pregnant, and soon they were starting a whole new family.

For the tiny part of Summer’s mind that still called itself Joe, the experience of being pregnant was the weirdest thing ever. There were cravings, and leaky boobs, and stretch marks, and all sorts of shit no-one ever thinks to mention when you’re still a man.

But there were wonderful, beautiful moments, too.

Like the day Joe found himself, sat on the bed of their new home, his swollen belly resting on his tired legs, feeling his baby kick inside him and marveling at how perfect his life was.

He had a piece of Simon growing inside him. A whole new life he would soon give birth to. A living piece of proof that his dashing roomie now loved him unconditionally.

Sat there, peering over his swollen breasts at the dome of Summer’s belly, thinking these thoughts, Joe was amazed to find himself in tears. It took him a good five seconds to realize he wasn’t upset.

They were tears of happiness.

Then the first kid arrived, and Summer was taken away to scream her head off in a delivery room, her body wracked with a pain her male-self had never thought possible. Then, when she was handed her baby daughter, the pain was replaced by a love that, to her shock, was even stronger than the pain had been.

So their household grew. Summer got pregnant two more times, and soon they were a big, busy family.

As the years slipped by and her kids got older, Summer found it harder and harder to remember a time before she was this beautiful British woman. By the time she was thirty, she wasn’t sure if the dreams she sometimes had of being a man were echoes of a previous life, or just a sign that she was going crazy.

Then, one day, when Summer had just turned thirty-five, it all fell apart.

Summer was at home one day, nursing their youngest daughter, when the phone rang. She picked it up, already asking Simon to pick some milk up on the way home, when the female voice started speaking and chilled her to her core.

“It’s not Simon,” the youthful girl said. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, but I had to tell you…”

When the call had finished, Summer just sat there, staring into space, her baby clasped loosely in her hands.

Words flashed through her head, phrases from the call:

Three years now…

…met in the lab together…

…think I’m pregnant…

…sorry. But I love him, the defiance of this last phrase so strong that it physically hurt her to hear it.

It was amazing how quickly everything could change. How a house could switch from being a home to a prison, in the blink of an eye. How you could go from being a wife, to a… a…

A dumb bitch. Summer thought to herself, angrily. How could I be so stupid, how could I not notice…?

For the next hour, she sat there, ignoring her baby’s plaintive cries. Just listening to the dark sea, broiling and roaring inside of her. Wishing she was dead.

Then, abruptly, she got to her feet. Placed the baby on the floor and went down into the basement, wearing nothing but her dressing gown.

If Simon wants to destroy this marriage, she thought, savagely, then I’ll give him exactly what he wants.

For the first time in years, the part of her brain she called Joe was waking up. Piloting her over to the stack of carboard boxes, making her dig through them. Making her throw piles of paper and remnants of their lives together across the floor, until she found…

The spell, Joe thought, thickly, clasping the sheets of paper with Summer’s slender fingers, how could I forget…?

He looked down at his old notes with a feeling of vicious triumph. At the notes he’d finished making that fateful night, when he finally became the girl he’d lived as for the last fifteen years.

The night he decoded both the body-swap spell, and how to reverse it.

You’re gonna wreck my marriage, huh, Simon? He thought, viciously. Then fuck you. Wait till you wake up in the body of a pig!

He was just about to say the spell, when suddenly a thought occurred to him. A thought that made him stop and smile, the old, dazzling Summer smile.

Summer and Simon’s marriage might be over…

But that didn’t mean Joe and Simon would have to be apart for even a single minute.

The gears turned in Joe’s brain. He looked down at Summer’s body. At the slight sag already starting to appear in her boobs. At the stretch marks she could now never get rid of.

At all the signs of age, starting to accumulate on her once-beautiful form.

She did sound young, he thought to himself, the girl on the phone… young, and probably beautiful…

He could do it, if he wanted to. There was nothing to stop him. Nothing to stop him from saying the spell and jumping out of Summer’s body and into the body of Simon’s new mistress.

Oh, it’d be complicated at first. And he’d kinda miss Summer’s body, it had served him well.

But if Simon was done with Summer, well…

…then Joe was done with her, too.

At these thoughts, Joe felt himself smile. A natural, happy smile.

Simon could try to run all he liked. He could find himself any woman, any man, even. But, at the end of the day, when he came home from work each evening, it would be Joe who he was cuddling up to. Joe who was making his dinner and asking how his day was.

Joe who was making him happy.

OK, he thought to himself, let’s do it. But we can’t just dump this new bitch, whoever she is, in Summer’s body, that would be awkward. No, we’ll have to add in an animal again…

He giggled to himself.

A dung beetle. That’s what he’d use this time. Or a cockroach.

If that cunt was gonna try and get her claws into Simon, then she didn’t deserve to be anything but the foulest thing he could think of.

I wonder if I could trap her as a maggot… Would that work?

Of course, that would mean a maggot possessing Summer’s old body. When Joe thought about how his and Simon’s kids would react to that, he couldn’t help but feel a little sad.

But he also knew that he was going to keep Simon, whatever the cost. That was just how it was.

OK then. One new body for me, and one bitch trapped as an insect, coming right up!

Feeling suddenly happy, like a woman in a rut who was about to move abroad and change her life, Joe picked up the spell. He started reading, reading in his British voice for one final time.

A strange blue light glowed. Enveloped everything. Joe set his jaw into a hideous grin.

There. Time for a change…

He closed his eyes, waiting to open them again, in some new, young, beautiful form. In a body with tits that were still pert, a pussy that hadn’t been damaged by squeezing out three kids.

In a body that Simon could still love.

But it didn’t quite work out like that. Even as the spell started to work, Joe could already tell something was wrong. As Summer’s body faded around him, nothing seemed to come to take its place.

Nothing but a cold, empty darkness that seemed to go on forever.

With a scream, Joe tried to stop the spell, but it was too late.

Summer’s body vanished.

And Joe was left floating in a hideous abyss of nothingness.

*

Jesus Christ, thought Dr. Melcher, rubbing the bridge of his nose, what a day.

It was late evening, the sodium lights casting weird shadows into his office in the new-build asylum. Around him lay floors and floors of the most damaged, haunted and dangerous people in the state.

…and then there was his newest patient.

Christ, he was something else.

Dr. Melcher sighed, picked up the report, started flicking through it again.

Even now, he could scarcely believe it. If he hadn’t seen it with his own eyes, he’d think the whole thing was just the dumbest crock of shit.

It is a crock of shit, the doctor thought, irritably, fifteen years ago a college kid goes crazy, starts acting like a rodent. Then today, he suddenly stops with the act, starts talking and acting human again, only now he says he’s not a he…

The words of the report danced before his eyes, mocking him with their madness, their seeming-stupidity.

He says he’s a girl. Some British woman named Summer. That fifteen years ago his boyfriend’s creepy roomie stole his body and turned him into a mouse. That he was eaten by a cat in the forest, and he’s been dead ever since, and now he’s just suddenly come back to life…

A memory rose up, unwanted, in the doctor’s mind. Of one of the orderlies hesitantly saying that he remembered reading about something like this in a bonus class he’d taken at college. About a spell book that let you swap your enemies into new bodies, but had a hideous curse placed upon it. A curse that meant you could never use it again. Because if you tried to use it more than once…

…then you’d find yourself trapped inside whatever dreadful body you’d forced on your enemy the first time round, for all eternity.

And if that body had died in the meantime, well…

Dr. Melcher let out a harsh bark of a laugh, the laugh of a man who is fed up with all the dumbass nonsense the world insists on throwing at him.

It’s a goddamn crock of shit, all right.

He threw the report down on his desk, shaking his head. This patient was gonna take forever to solve.

Far away, at that exact moment, other doctors like him were examining an equally-baffling case. Of a British woman in some suburban home who’d snapped after finding out her husband cheated on her, and was now scuttling round and acting like a rodent.

Meanwhile, in the corner of a lonely stretch of forest, a gust of wind blew an old, stray mouse bone across a clearing. Up above, the moon shone down on the long-dead creature with cold indifference.
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FREE short story: The Best Valentine’s Day Ever

Rob would remember that Valentine’s Day for the rest of his life.

It started when he handed his girlfriend Amy the special little box. The one he’d had so carefully wrapped in that seductive red paper the store offered.

“Happy Valentine’s Day, hot stuff,” he whispered with a wink, “I got them just for you…”

Amy had taken the tiny box with a frown, her cute little button nose wrinkling slightly. With her flowing blonde hair, sky blue eyes, soft baby face and hourglass curves, she was the hottest woman Rob had been out with by far.

“This better not be what I think it is,” she said, eyeing him narrowly. “If you’ve gone and got me a present that’s more for you…”

“Hey, baby, c’mon,” Rob said, “would I do something like that? Trust me…”

He dropped her a wink.

“This is a present both of us are gonna enjoy.”

For a moment, Amy didn’t seem convinced. Then she slowly started unwrapping the gift, her slender fingers gently pulling at the pink satin bow.

Inside himself, Rob gave a little sigh of relief. He’d only been going out with Amy for six months, since they met at that club in the city, but already he knew she had a temper to watch out for.

Whenever she got mad, she kept yelling that one day she was gonna curse him, like a crazy old crone from some children’s book.

Amy undid the last piece of bow, gently opened the box and gave a sigh. She plucked out Rob’s gift and held it in the air before her, a look of utter contempt on her gorgeous features.

“Panties.” She said, as if she couldn’t believe it, “you got me panties.”

In her hands were a thin, lacy pair of expensive panties Rob had picked up at that Victoria’s Secret in the mall. They were a deep, lustful red, woven together so thinly that nothing would be left to the imagination. On the mannequin, they’d looked incredible.

On Amy, Rob was willing to bet they’d look dynamite.

“Try them on,” he urged, not realizing that with every word he was sealing his horrifying fate, “they’ll look great on you.”

But Amy was glaring at him in a way Rob wasn’t at all sure he liked.

Oh shit, did I misjudge this…?

“Panties.” Amy repeated, her voice low, dangerous. “You got me panties. After I went out and spent over a thousand dollars getting you a watch, you got me God. Damn. Panties.”

“A watch?” Rob’s mouth dropped open. “Honey, that’s awesome. How did you know I wanted a-?”

“The same way I knew what to get you for Christmas. I listen. I don’t just go out and buy my partner sexy shit in the hopes she’ll jump my bones.”

Amy stared at the panties in disgust, like they were radioactive.

“What the hell were you thinking? Don’t you know I don’t like this sorta shit?”

Rob could feel the conversation getting away from him. He desperately tried to claw the romance back.

“But Amy, baby, those were expensive. ‘Sides,” he suddenly demanded, “when was the last time you dressed up sexy for me, huh?”

“I knew it.” Amy’s eyes flashed. “You’re just like all the others. You say it’s all about me, but really everything is all about you and your pathetic dick.”

Rob’s brow darkened.

“Well, goddamnit Amy, if you won’t even wear a pair of fucking panties for me, I don’t know what…”

If Rob had stopped there, he might never have had his horrifying ordeal. He might even still be human now. 

But he didn’t. Like the arrogant male he was, Rob just kept on talking.

“…I don’t know what I’m doing with you,” he finished, angrily.

He expected Amy to shout. To argue. Instead, something much, much worse happened.

“That’s it!” His girlfriend yelled, her eyes flashing with anger. She threw the panties to one side, her face dark, menacing.

“You like panties so much? You can try being them!”

Then suddenly she was pointing at Rob and whispering something under her breath. The air crackled with electricity. A strange feeling washed over Rob’s skin. He looked down…

…and screamed.

Before his eyes, his body was changing. His arms were bunching up against his sides, molding into his body, even as his shoulders stretched outwards.

Rob frantically looked up at his girlfriend.

“What the hell have you…?!”

Amy gave him an evil smile.

“Just what I said I did,” she said. “I never told you I was a witch, did I? Well, guess what?”

Her smile grew wider.

“Now you’re gonna find out the hard way…”

To read the rest of this free story, visit Lisa’s blog now. No registration, no fees, no tricks.
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Gender Swapped for Her Pleasure

“Voice override,” Holly smiled. “Silence.”

Zayne opened his mouth to carry on talking, to ask what the hell was happening…

…and closed it again.

The moment Holly had said the word silence, it was like he’d been put on mute. To his horror, he realized he was now utterly incapable of making a sound.

“Look at you,” Holly whispered, delighted. “You pretty little thing. So… delicious.”

She leaned forward and gave him a gentle kiss on the lips. Instantly, Zayne’s observant new brain registered an increase in her skin surface temperature.

Responding appropriately. Now all I need to do is…

He cut the alien monologue off with an internal moan. It was replaced by thick, black fear.

At long last, Holly stopped kissing him. She ran the tip of her tongue delicately over his lips, smiled at him.

“I think,” she murmured, “that you and I are going to have a lot of fun together, detective.”

Abruptly, she straightened up, turned, and walked back toward her desk where Fifi stood, a large wooden rectangle clasped in her hands. With a start, Zayne realized that he’d been standing up this entire time, and that Holly was now a good six inches taller than him.

“We’ll show him in a moment,” Holly whispered to her maid-bot. Zayne was surprised to discover he could hear her clearly even all the way over here.

That’s impossible. What’s going on…?

“But first…” Holly leaned on the edge of the desk, facing Zayne, her arms folded across her ample breasts. “Command override. Examine your new body.”

My new body? What the-?

But that was all Zayne had time to think.

The moment the words were out Holly’s mouth, his neck moved as if on gears, tilting his head forwards. His hands raised up automatically, ready to explore. His eyes focused on his frame.

And what they saw made Zayne want to start screaming and never stop.

His body had changed. Where he’d once had a big, strong, muscular frame, he now had a torso that was weak and willowy, with slender arms and a tight little waist.

But it wasn’t his sudden lack of muscle that sent shockwaves of horror ricocheting through him.

Protruding from his chest was the sweetest pair of tits Zayne had ever laid eyes on.

They were big, two large, pert things that stuck out in front of him, their nipples long and pink and pointy. In fright, Zayne clasped them in his hands and was disgusted to feel how heavy they were. How… ripe.

Oh Jesus, God no… oh Christ…

They were huge! A big pair of Double-H tits, bigger and firmer than anything Zayne had ever seen not attached to a pleasurebot.

He wanted to close his eyes. Wanted to scream.

But it was like his body was no longer under his control. Just as Holly had instructed, Zayne examined his new form.

He gently squeezed his breasts, noting with fright how pert they felt in his palms.

He let his hands drop down, over his tight waist, with its soft, springy skin, to his ass. Instantly, he realized that it was now significantly bigger than it once had been, a pert, peach-like thing that wobbled out behind him, cushioning his newly-wide hips.

No! Please!

Zayne turned around, gawped over his newly-narrow shoulders at his bare ass. As he did so, a long strand of blond hair tumbled across his face. The detective delicately hooked it behind one ear, and was shocked to see his fingernails were now long and painted a deep, lustful red.

“That’s right…” he heard Holly whisper. “Get used to that new body, darling.”

Her voice hardened.

“You’ll be seeing a lot more of it.”

Zayne was hardly listening.

In shock, he examined his fatter thighs, more fleshy than a man’s could ever be.

In shock, he put his fingertips to his face, felt the plump, pouty lips, the tiny, button nose, the long, fluttering eyelashes.

Finally, with a little whimper, he hesitantly reached one hand down, between his legs. Felt the soft, moist mound that now hung there. A pair of plump lips guarding a tight little hole.

Oh God… that’s my pussy!

There was no denying it now. He was no longer a man.

Somehow, against all the laws of nature, Holly had turned him into a girl.

“Not just a girl, darling,” Holly purred, causing Zayne to jerk his head up in fright.

Holly smiled up at him from a tiny hologram projecting from her wrist.

“It’s sending me updates on your every thought,” she said, waving the device at him, “so make sure you only think nice things about me.”

She giggled.

“Or else I’ll use that command override to force you to do something truly dreadful.”

She nodded at her maid.

“Fifi. It’s time.”

Time for what?! Zayne thought, wildly.

He didn’t have to wait long to find out.

With purposeful steps, the French maid wiggled her way over to him on her high heels. She stopped just before Zayne, her eyes flicking dismissively over his new figure, with its big boobs and wide hips. Then she held up the wooden rectangle in her hands…

….revealing an old-fashioned mirror.

Oh no… Zayne whimpered in his head. Oh sweet Jesus, no…

Looking back at him from the silvery depths of the glass was the trashiest bimbo Zayne had ever seen.

She had wide, perplexed blue eyes, plump, pink lips and a cute little button nose. Her face was soft, baby-like, with long, platinum blonde hair tumbling in lines either side of her head.

She looked barely a day over 18. Like a dumb little bimbo about to do her first day’s shooting on a porno.

Only she wasn’t just a girl. Everything about her: the too-perfect features, the way her eyes moved in little jumps rather than smoothly, the flawless complexion, pointed to one, hideous conclusion.

He, Detective Zayne Swift of the Ing-Bot robocrimes division, was now trapped as a female pleasurebot…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Like what you’ve read? You’ll love this free extract from my twisted tale of a community trapped at the mercy of a gender-swapping Queen…

Gender Swap Land

“Queen Lucy…” Roy clutched his strong hands together. “Please, I-I beg you…”

“Bo-ring,” the female voice sang.

A note of mischief entered it.

“Hey, let’s make this more interesting. If you can get past the boundary stone by the time I count to ten, I promise not to transform you.”

Roy blinked. This was unheard of.

“You… you really mean it?”

“One…” the voice replied with a giggle. “Two… three…”

Roy didn’t need telling twice.

As the girl’s voice counted off, he dropped the suitcase, and took off for the boundary stone, desperately trying to cover that final hundred yards.

“Four… five…”

His feet slapped against the tarmac, echoing across the empty fields. The wind plucked at his thinning hair. His heart hammered in his middle-aged chest.

Roy ran for his life.

“Six… seven…”

There it was! Just ahead… it was going to be close, maybe too close. But it was just there!

Roy bent double, pumping his legs. Surely he was fast enough! Surely there was enough-!

“EightNineTen!” The voice suddenly shrieked with glee.

“NO!” The words exploded out of Roy, burning in his chest. “NO!”

But it was too late. As soon as the word ten had been uttered, his legs stopped moving, his body come to a stop against its will, unable to move another inch without his goddess’s permission.

Helplessly, Roy looked at the boundary marker, now just five feet from his toes.

“But I was almost-!” He whimpered.

There was a giggle deep inside his ear.

“Who cares?”

The voice hardened.

“Time for you to change, mister.”

“No! Lucy… Queen! You… you can’t…”

But it was already too late.

There was a sound, like a windchime tinkling. A gust of breeze blew off the field, swirling round Roy. The frightened, middle aged man looked down at his hands…

…and screamed out loud.

Roy’s hands were changing. Where, only moments ago, he’d had two big, meaty things, their flesh red and raw from constantly scrubbing Marie-Anne’s dishes, he now had two small, dainty ones with soft palms and little fingers.

As Roy looked on in numb horror, he saw his wrists shrink down. Shrink and keep shrinking until you could’ve taken them in your palms and snapped them like a twig.

“What… what are you doing to me?” He squeaked.

The little giggle came in his ear again.

“You’ll soon find out…” The voice suddenly turned hard. “I save the best punishments for boys who try to escape.”

Roy was getting smaller. His body shed inches at an alarming rate, dropping down past 6ft, past 5ft… The fences either side of the road rose in his vision, sweeping away from him into the sky.

“Stop… please stop…”

But in his brain, he just kept right on repeating the same old mantra.

Queen Lucy is the best! I love Queen Lucy! She’s so wonderful and-and pure!

The changings were spreading now, affecting every part of Roy’s body, making his skin twitch and shiver.

His shoulders dragged inwards with a grinding sound, becoming narrower and narrower until they were almost slender. His arms and legs shed muscle, grew shorter and weaker.

His broad chest collapsed inwards, leaving only a flat, hairless thing, devoid of strength.

And still Roy kept right on shrinking.

He shrank as his jawline collapsed, becoming soft and round and innocent.

He shrank as his eyes widened, his nose became smaller, and all the tiny male hairs all over his body vanished, leaving him bald except for the very top of his head.

He shrank as white-blond hair suddenly exploded from his scalp, tumbling over his shoulders before knitting itself into two cute pigtails that fell either side of his soft, fresh face.

“Good.” The female voice said. “You’re looking better already.”

With a whimper, Roy closed his eyes. He could already guess where this was going.

The changes picked up speed. In quick succession, Roy’s penis and testicles shot back inside him, leaving smooth skin between his legs. His voice shot up in pitch. His adult teeth all sucked back into his gums, suddenly replaced by weak little milk teeth.

There was a roar of wind and his clothes reshaped themselves, knitting themselves into something pink and frilly and yucky that made Roy want to start crying.

Finally, there was a sound like Velcro ripping and something opened up between his legs. Something no man should ever have…

…but, of course, Roy was no longer a man.

Twenty seconds after it had started, the spell was over. There was one last blast of wind that made Roy feel as if his light new body was going to topple over, and then there was no more Roy left at all.

In his place, there now stood an adorable little girl…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…
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Gender Swapped on Vacation

Average-looking college kid Leonard has always wanted to be one of the beautiful people. Someone the opposite sex can’t ignore. But he never wanted it to happen like this…


On vacation in the magical old Caribbean port of Cartagena, Leonard finds himself mysteriously transformed into a gorgeous Latin beauty, with flowing dark hair and a figure to die for. Trapped in a tiny bikini and sporting expensive designer jewelry, Leonard is now forced to try and survive in a world where his male form is just a distant memory, and dashing alpha males are desperate to seduce him.


At first, Leonard tries to fight his body’s changes. Struggles to stay himself. But when he finds himself at the mercy of a rich, powerful man and his gender-swapped trophy wife, he realizes his situation is even worse than he imagined. Can he stand firm in the face of his body’s desire for a strong, masculine lover? Or will he find himself embarking on a three way love affair as dangerous as it is breathtaking?  

Buy now


The Boy Who Became a School Girl

All his life, 18-year old Noah has been the outcast. Bullied at school. Only friends with girls. Unable to act on his hidden feelings for the hunky boys around him… until now. 


One day, something happens that will change Noah’s life, and the lives of everyone around him, forever. After his best friend Myra jokingly reads from an old spell book, Noah finds himself transformed into a beautiful girl. In the blink of an eye, this shy young boys goes from being bullied, effeminate Noah to Nora, the prettiest, most-popular girl at school!


But Myra’s spell has had some unexpected side-effects. Even as Noah begins to enjoy life as a cute teenage girl, he finds himself slowly falling for one of the muscular jocks who used to bully him. Will this gender-swapped boy be able to resist Caden’s advances? Or will he find himself embarking on a transgender romance as thrilling as it is heartbreaking?  

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