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Author Introduction

Hey sissies!

Lisa here, welcoming all you lovely readers to this discount short story. If you’re a loyal follower, you may recognize it – it appeared in two collections I released, and I’ve always wanted it to find a bigger audience. If you’re new, then you’re in for a treat. This one is a personal favorite of mine, and features all the themes I like to put in my longer work: a helpless man trapped as a beautiful woman. Kinky sex in unexpected places. A nice, big dollop of revenge and humiliation. And, of course, a final twist of the knife to end the story on. But shh! No spoilers, my darlings…

If you like this book and fancy some more of my TG/TF fiction (and why wouldn’t you?), make sure to visit my blog, where you’ll find 13 spine-tingling TG tales, all absolutely free! Alternatively, check out my page on Amazon, where you’ll find a complete list of all my deliciously kinky transgender romances, each available for less than the price of a cup of coffee.

Anyway, that’s enough from me. Time to get started on our tale. I do hope you like it. It’s cruel, it’s kinky, it’s HOT, and it’s everything I love in a TG tale.

Yours, in wonderous transformation…

Lisa X


Sneak Preview

(skip this bit to avoid spoilers…)

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

Where am I…?

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

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

What the…? He just had time to wonder.

And then he happened to glance down…

…and nearly screamed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And she was him…

Now turn over and keep reading!


I

Darren’s nightmare started the moment his new boss arrived.

Until that day, Darren had loved his job. He was a mid-level executive at a consultancy firm, and spent his time eyeing up the luscious secretaries they hired, and trying to get in his blond junior partner, Karen’s, pants. All the girls thought he was creepy, but there was nothing they could do.

“I hear what you’re saying,” his old boss, Steve, would say whenever anyone complained about Darren’s lecherous eye or wandering hands, “but he’s a good guy, really. Without him, this company would be nothing.”

And the female employees would roll their eyes and threaten to resign, but Steve would simply shrug and smile.

“Sure, I mean, we can take it to Roger if you want.” Roger was head of their department, a short, fussy little fat man few people respected. “But an accusation like this takes time to process, y’know. Darren and you would both be suspended without pay until we could sort things out…”

Here he’d give them a meaningful look.

“And living in this city without an income can be tough, I hear.”

That was the way things went for years, Steve covering for Darren, while Darren kept leering at the girls and acting like it was still the 1950s.

Then one day Mimi came.

Steve had decided to take a sabbatical abroad, and offered to draft one of his buddies in to replace him. He even casually floated Darren’s name, but it turned out Roger had had a better offer.

Mimi was only 25, with long, slender legs, flowing dark hair and a figure to die for. She was a rising star in their sector, known for being even brainier than she was beautiful.

Naturally, Darren hated her.

Within an hour of taking over from Steve, she’d called Darren in for a special meeting.

“Right, let’s get one thing straight,” she said curtly, the moment Darren opened the door, “you’re a good worker, but I don’t play favorites. If I hear a single secretary say you grabbed her ass or stared down her top, you’re out, OK?”

“I dunno what you’re talking about!” Darren had snapped, his face flushing red with anger.

Goddamn bitch! He fumed inside himself, how dare she get all uppity with me?

“No bullshit, either,” Mimi had retorted, her brown eyes flashing. “Remember who is in charge here and we’ll get along just fine. On the other hand…”

The young, beautiful girl had fixed him with a calm, oddly-scary look.

“Cross me and you’ll be regretting it faster than you can say sexual harassment.”

Darren had stormed out that meeting, clenching and unclenching his big fists and muttering about bitches and sluts who think they’re better than men. But he didn’t dare try grabbing the girls in the elevator again.

There was something about Mimi that faintly frightened him.

From there, their relationship had gone from bad to worse.

It was like Mimi was some… some witch or something, always there, always looking over Darren’s shoulder, always trying to ruin his enjoyment of women.

First, she made him take down his swimsuit calendar, saying it reduced women to objects.

Then, she cracked down on guys using company phones to send each other lewd messages about the women in the office.

Then, she swapped the location of the office Xmas party from Hooters to some boring, regular, normal bar.

Finally, she promoted Karen to an equal level with Darren, and gave her an office of her own, where Darren could no longer quietly creep on her. Karen had never looked so relieved in her life.

It was at this point that Darren decided he needed to do something about Mimi.

These goddamn feminists, he raged to himself, using the dirtiest word he could think of, always hating on men. Always thinking they’re so fucking high and mighty. Dumb sluts, all of them. If only the others could see it…

He wished he could tear off that horrible calm front Mimi had. Wished he could pull open her skull and expose the whimpering little bitch hiding inside her to the entire world.

Darren thought he knew what women were like. They might act all mature, but really they were just cock-addicted bimbos who needed to be taught a lesson, he told himself.

But how?

And then the email came.

It arrived late at night, to his personal address, from an anonymous server designed to leave no trace.

Darren was sitting in bed at the time, and the light of his iPad reflected in his glasses as he frowned at the email’s contents.

HELLO DARREN, it began.

YOU DON’T KNOW ME. BUT I CAN HELP YOU TEACH MIMI A LESSON. IF YOU WANT TO DO SOMETHING ABOUT HER…

As he read on, Darren’s eyes went wide. His pulse picked up speed. His cock stirred in his pants.

Individual words and tiny phrases jumped out at him. BODYSWAP… POSSIBLE TO POSSESS ANYONE… 24 HOURS… BECOME ANOTHER PERSON…

TOTAL CONTROL.

Darren shook his head, his mouth dangling open.

It’s impossible…

According to the email, all he had to do was say a certain spell before he went to sleep. Then he could become anyone on Earth for the next 24 hours, in complete control of their body. In complete control of their mind.

He could make that person do anything, then escape their body and leave them to face the consequences.

For the first time since Steven had left, Darren felt a smile spread across his lined, 35-year old face.

“I know exactly who we’re gonna possess…” he whispered to himself. Then, without stopping to think, he whispered the spell.

By the time he fell asleep, twenty minutes later, Darren had the biggest smile on his face.

*

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

Where am I…?

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

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

What the…? He just had time to wonder.

And then he happened to glance down…

…and nearly screamed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And she was him.

So it did work…

In wonder, Darren raised one dainty hand, palm out. In the mirror, Mimi did likewise, copying his movements perfectly.

He stuck out his tongue, crossed his eyes, then suddenly he grabbed hold of his big new breasts and squeezed them, a lecherous smile on his face. Before him, Mimi did exactly the same, grabbing her own breasts and giving him a grin that looked strangely seductive on her cute, young face.

There was no denying it.

Darren had become his own sexy boss.

Shaking his head in wonder, Darren slowly looked down at his gorgeous new body, then back up to Mimi, still watching him, trapped inside the mirror. A slow smile spread across his pretty new face.

“I’m Miss Feminist-Clever-Bitch for the next twenty four hours, huh?” He whispered in Mimi’s voice, feeling a strange thrill at the way her lips moved in time with his. “In that case…”

A note of steel entered his soft new voice.

“…I think it’s time I learned my lesson.”


II

There was a ping as the elevator doors swept open. Mimi stepped out, a strange smile on her youthful face, her body wrapped in a heavy winter coat. With deliberate movements, she began stalking across the office, her hips curving as she made her way past the rows of desks.

Inside her mind, Darren laughed silently, unable to believe what an awesome day he was having.

That morning had been perfect. After his session before the mirror, Darren had wasted no time in getting to work on his plan to humiliate his bitch boss.

First, he’d made Mimi strip naked, the cold air of the room caressing his soft skin and making his new nipples go hard as bullets. Then he’d grabbed her laptop, placed it on the bed and turned on the webcam.

With a feeling like a man in a dream, he’d crawled onto the sheets before it and spread Mimi’s slender legs, marveling at the space he now had where his penis used to be. The pussy he could call his own for the next 24 hours.

“Hello, boys,” he’d purred into the webcam, watching Mimi copy his movements onscreen with a feeling of savage pleasure. “I’m Mimi and I’m a slut.”

He’d giggled.

“You heard me. I’m a slut,” he said in Mimi’s voice, reaching one hand up to tweak at his nipples, “I’m a stupid, cock-obsessed whore, and I love dicks. I love being fucked. I love men who grope me in public. I love being treated like a dumb bimbo. And I love sucking dick…”

The light of the webcam had glowed steadily, broadcasting Darren’s show to thousands, maybe millions of men across multiple porn sites. Men who would record Mimi’s confession, and upload it again and again and again.

The thought had made Darren’s new pussy suddenly feel strangely wet.

“I love dick so much I’m gonna tell you studs where I live,” he’d moaned, gently dipping one finger into his crotch, thrilling at the sensation touching his new clit sparked off. “So you’d better hurry up and get over here…”

“I need to be fucked.”

And then he’d leaned back on Mimi’s bed, made her groan out loud, and started playing with her pussy. Made Mimi rub herself to climax as men all over the world watched.

That had just been the start of it.

After making his little show, Darren had sat around in Mimi’s body, idly playing with her breasts, pleased that there was nothing Mimi could do now to stop him seeing her naked.

I’ve dreamed about touching these titties for a very long time…

He’d even taken pictures, dropping his naked, female form into submissive poses and pouting at the camera, and messaging them to his male-self’s phone, to enjoy when he finally turned back.

About an hour after he’d finished his cam show, there had been a knock at the door. Darren had gone to answer it naked, enjoying the way Mimi’s breasts bounced as he padded across the apartment, enjoying the steady stream of humiliations he was inflicting on her.

“Hey, who is it?” He’d asked, opening the door without bothering to put on the latch.

The moment he’d caught sight of the two muscular black men, he’d known exactly what they were after.

“We, uh, saw your video…” one, the guy with the beard, smiled, looking down at Mimi’s naked body. “We thought we might be able to, y’know…”

“Help you out,” the other finished with a wink, his smoothly-shaved head reflecting the hallway light above him.

Inside Mimi’s slight girl-frame, Darren had smiled up at these two big, strong studs.

“Finally,” he’d said. “I was getting desperate. Come on in. I can’t wait for you to fuck me.”

As the two black men’s eyes had gone wide, Darren had had an uneasy feeling.

Hey, I’m still a straight guy, remember? I don’t want a pair of dicks in me…

But he’d firmly squashed the thought.

He wasn’t Darren anymore. He was Mimi. And there was no way Darren was gonna pass up the chance to have Mimi fucked by two well-hung guys.

Not when he could spend the rest of his working life subtly reminding her about it. 

So he’d stepped aside to let them in, then closed the door, stepped forward, and slipped a hand into each of their pants.

“Remember,” he’d murmured as he worked their dicks, marveling at how big and long they were, at how nice they felt in his palms, “I’m a fucking slut. I want you to fuck me in all my holes, on one condition, got that?”

The two men had dumbly nodded, their eyes dazed, like they couldn’t quite believe their luck. Darren had smiled.

This is so easy… He laughed inside himself, Oh man, I can’t wait until Mimi gets her body back and realizes what I’ve done with it!

“I want you to film it,” he’d whispered, pumping their cocks harder than ever, “and share the video with everyone you know.”

He’d dropped a flirty wink.

“Got that? OK then, boys, phones out!”

Two seconds later, Darren had been down on all fours, his big breasts dangling as he whimpered and tried not to gag, one black dick filling his mouth, while another pounded into his tight little asshole.

Now, as he made his way across the office, Darren looked back on his encounter with the two guys and couldn’t help but smile.

Sure, it had hurt like hell, getting fucked in the ass. He was walking funny even now. And it had been deeply weird to suck on a guy’s dick and swallow his sperm like that.

But it had been worth it. After all, that video was now being shared among hundreds, maybe thousands of horny men.

Mimi would never be able to show her face in public again.

He was nearly there now. As he passed between the desks, Darren locked eyes with his target and forced Mimi to summon a breath-taking smile.

Oh dude, this is gonna be so good…

Once the two black men had fucked him and left, Darren had gotten his new body dressed in the sluttiest clothes he could find, then piloted it out into town, noting with curiosity the way men now eyed him up as he passed.

Maybe I should drag one of these guys into an alley? See if he can get me pregnant…

Regretfully, though, he’d had to carry on walking.

Time was slipping away and he still had a lot to do with Mimi’s body.

His first stop had been a tattoo parlor. As the bell tinkled above the door, Darren had wiggled his hips across the room toward the bearded biker guy behind the counter, a flirty smile on his lips.

“I’d like to get this tattooed onto me,” he’d said, handing over a slip of paper. “All over my body.”

The fat, scary-looking biker guy had taken the piece of paper, read it, and frowned at him.

“You sure, miss…?”

“I’m sure,” Darren had said in Mimi’s voice, firmly. “And I need it done now.”

For a second, he’d thought the guy would say no, but then he’d sighed and shrugged his broad shoulders.

“OK, if you really wanna. But it’ll cost you. Let’s say…”

“Twenty thousand dollars,” Darren had cut in. Earlier, he’d checked Mimi’s bank online and discovered that was exactly how much she had in savings.

“And,” Darren had gone on in Mimi’s voice, feeling drunk and dazed with the sheer cruelty of what he was doing, “you can fuck me. It has to be in my pussy though, and you’d better come.”

He’d giggled at the biker’s wide-eyed stare.

“Not enough? Fine. I’ll give you a blowjob first and then you can fuck me later, OK?”

And so it had come about that Darren had spent nearly the entire morning lying in the chair of a tattoo parlor, the taste of spunk on his pretty lips, whimpering softly as he watched Mimi’s pale skin become crisscrossed with dark ink, before being roughly fucked by the biker.

And now here he was, ready to show his morning’s work off to the world.

“Roger!” He called in Mimi’s soft voice as he passed the desks, smiling at the short, tubby man before him. “There you are, you prick!”

His head of department frowned, a black cloud passing across his face.

“Mimi?” He growled as Darren approached. “Where the hell have you been? It-it’s practically three o’clock. When I hired you…”

“Oh shut up,” Darren drawled, shaking his head, Mimi’s long, dark hair trailing out. “You’re such a boring asshole, Roger, you know that? A boring asshole with a tiny dick.”

The closest desks were silent now. Darren came to a stop just before his boss, and was delighted to see Roger was shaking with anger.

Two birds with one stone. I’ve always wanted to tell him that…

“Mimi…” Roger spluttered, “If you value your job, you won’t say another…”

“Word?” Darren theatrically yawned. “Whoops, too late.”

He fixed Roger with a practiced sneer.

“I’m fed up with working for a fat little prick like you. You’re an absolute moron, Roger. A fucking dumbass, jackass, fatass moron.”

Laughing inside, he turned his stolen body from Roger’s purpling face to the room at large. Everyone was silent now, watching Mimi unload at their boss.

“But you know what?” Darren called out, making sure Mimi’s voice echoed across the room. “Roger’s not the only dickbag here. There’s something about me you all should know…”

His heart pounded in his generous chest. Deep inside Mimi’s brain, Darren laughed with glee.

Here it comes… any minute now…

He wrapped Mimi’s slender fingers round the buckles of his heavy winter coat.

“Something that should have been obvious when I came to work here and acted like a fucking bitch.”

A couple of people had their phones out now. Filming. Perfect. Darren took a deep breath.

“My name,” he shouted in his boss’s voice, “is Mimi. And I am a SLUT!”

At the word slut, he suddenly threw his coat open, casting it to the ground. A mumble of horror passed across the room. Behind him, he heard Roger give a helpless wheeze.

A smile on his face, Darren struck a pose, allowing everyone to get a good look. This was it. The moment he’d been waiting for.

It’s even better than I imagined… this is gonna ruin her!

Mimi’s body was completely naked, her big tits and ass and pussy on display for the entire world to see. But that wasn’t the thing that made everyone gasp and yell and reach for their phones.

Tattooed across her perfect skin, over every inch of her young body in thick, black letters, was the word WHORE.

It unfurled along her slender legs, was stamped across her ass. Covered her tits and belly, reached up over her back.

It was a web of tattoos that could never be removed. A hideous branding Mimi would never be able to get rid of.

And now the entire word had seen it.

“It’s true,” Darren made Mimi’s body loudly declare. “I’m a whore. A stupid fucking whore who should’ve learned not to stick her bitch nose into other people’s business. And now I’m having to learn my lesson, like the stupid dumb bitch I am.”

He turned round to face Roger, who was staring at him with his mouth dangling open, looking for all the world like he was about to have a heart attack.

“I quit, Roger,” Darren made Mimi’s body say. “Don’t send my outstanding wages on. Give them to charity. Whores like me don’t deserve to work at anything but sucking dicks.”

He smiled and blew Roger a little kiss, then he turned and stalked naked through the sea of faces, all looking in horror at his tattooed body; at the wreck clever, bright, successful Mimi had somehow become.

Do you see them, Mimi? Darren whispered savagely inside her brain, do you see the way they’re looking at you. Guess you shoulda learned not to be such a bitch, huh?

Trying not to laugh, he crossed the office in silence and got into the elevator. The doors closed with a ping, cutting Mimi off from her old job forever.

Inside, Darren let out a sigh and leaned back against the wall, a goofy grin on Mimi’s beautiful face.

There. That showed her. That showed them all…


III

Eight hours later, Darren sat alone naked in Mimi’s apartment, idly watching lesbian porn on her laptop and waiting for the spell to wear off.

All around him, Mimi’s life lay in ruins. When he’d gotten back, Darren had grabbed a baseball bat out the closet and systematically destroyed everything he could get his hands on. Then he’d taken scissors and cut all of Mimi’s clothes to shreds.

Finally, he’d squatted over the bed and urinated on it, a molten hatred coursing through his veins, making him dizzy with anger.

He’d destroyed Mimi’s body. Destroyed her life. Destroyed her reputation, bankrupted her, gotten her fired, and destroyed her apartment.

Videos of her were all over the web. A hairy biker’s baby was probably growing in her belly. Strange men knew her address and would keep coming round. She was covered in mocking tattoos she could never remove.

It was everything Darren had ever secretly wanted to make a woman suffer. Everything he, deep down, had always thought all females deserved.

And when he left her body, Mimi would be stuck with the consequences of his vengeance for the rest of her life.

On the screen before him, two naked girls writhed, making faint moaning noises. In the light of the screen, Darren could see his own big breasts swell up slightly from desire, their nipples long and hard. A bead of moisture dribbled out his crotch.

Maybe I’ve got enough time to rub one out before I change back…

He was just debating whether to have one last play with Mimi’s pussy when the laptop made a boop-beep-boop noise. Darren frowned at the message onscreen.

INCOMING CALL.

Who the hell could that be?

For a second, he almost didn’t pick up. But then he decided it didn’t matter who saw Mimi all naked and horny like this and pressed ‘answer’.

“Hey,” he began, “who is…?”

In the cold blue light of the screen, the color drained from his beautiful face. Helplessly, Darren shook his pretty little head.

B-but that’s not possible…

On the other end of the line, Mimi calmly smiled out at him, her eyes alive with mischief. She was sat in an apartment completely unlike the one Darren was in, fully clothed.

As he stared at the woman he was currently meant to be, Darren felt a little shiver run up his spine.

Wait, how…?

“I guess you’re wondering how I’m talking to you,” Mimi said, her voice clinical, impersonal. “After all, that’s supposedly my body you’re abusing there.”

At last, Darren found his voice.

“Mimi?” He squeaked in Mimi’s voice. “But how? I mean, I’m… aren’t I meant to be you?”

Just formulating such a strange sentence made his head hurt. But it was undeniably true. This wasn’t his body he was in, was it?

So then who…?

“That’s one way of putting it,” Mimi said, clearly amused. “Yet here I am. And I assure you, this is my real body.”

She struck a little pose. As he watched her, Darren began to feel strangely ill.

“Didn’t you wonder who sent you that email?” Mimi was saying now, her voice deliberately casual, unconcerned. “After your despicable behavior at work, I was starting to worry that you might snap, try and hurt me or some shit. I may not be able to read minds, but I could tell you were a sick, sick man, Darren.”

“R-read minds?” Darren squeaked.

“I said I can’t read minds,” Mimi sighed, theatrically. “Real-life witches can’t do that sort of thing. All we can really do is create illusions. Kinda crappy, really.”

Illusions? Darren wondered, a feeling of worry rising in him. What does she mean by that?

“So I thought I’d test you,” Mimi went on. “I’d give you complete control over a woman, and see what you did to her. If you just played with her boobs and rubbed yourself off while looking in the mirror, I’d know you were just a regular creep, nothing to worry about.”

“On the other hand, if you used the opportunity to do all sorts of dark shit… to get revenge, then I’d know you were dangerous.”

She paused, looked at him frankly.

“And you, Darren, you did darker stuff than I ever imagined.”

There was a tightness in Darren’s chest, like he suddenly couldn’t breathe. He wanted to scream and throw the laptop away, but it was like his muscles were frozen.

“I was going to fire you after all this,” Mimi went on, “but, luckily, you took care of all that for me.”

“What do you mean?” Darren whispered, suddenly feeling like he really didn’t want to know.

Mimi shrugged.

“Oh, you’ll figure it out. But first, I guess we’d better reverse the spell. It has been 24 hours after all.”

She raised one hand, her thumb and forefinger poised together, a smile on her face.

“Time to end the illusion.”

And she snapped her fingers.

There was a flash of light, then suddenly Darren was inside his own body again, sat naked on his bed, clutching his iPad, back inside his apartment. For a second, he blinked in confusion.

Then the dark shadows around him started to solidify into his room, and he felt his stomach drop out.

His apartment was a wreck. Some madman had gone charging through it with a baseball bat, destroying everything in sight.

His TV had been smashed to pieces. His clothes were all cut up. There was urine on his bedsheets, and mess everywhere.

“What…?” Darren whimpered in his male voice, “who…?”

Then he looked down, and screamed.

His male body was covered in crude tattoos. In thick, black lines, the words SEXIST PIG were spelled out, over and over again.

“No!” Darren whimpered, desperately scrubbing at the words, trying to rub them off, “No… please…”

“Figured it out, yet?” Mimi laughed inside the computer, a cold, cruel laugh. “The spell didn’t make you swap bodies, dumbass. That’s impossible. It just conjured an illusion. Made you 100 percent convinced you were inside me…”

“When really you were just plain old sexist Darren.”

Darren let out a horrified groan. Already, his memories were flooding back. Dark, horrible memories pouring into his brain, memories of terrible, terrible things…

Images flashed through his head. Of himself, sat naked on his bed before his webcam, rubbing his cock and telling all those watching men that he was a little gayboy who needed to be fucked.

Of himself, on all fours, hungrily sucking cock while another black man fucked his asshole.

Of himself, in his male body, standing naked in the office, yelling that he was a sexist pig. Of Roger spluttering away.

“Darren… If you value your job, you won’t say another…”

In horror, Darren turned to his iPad. To Mimi, watching him with a smug little smile.

“Everything you did today,” his boss said, sweetly, “that was you. Everyone else just saw Darren. It was only you who saw yourself as female. Only you who thought you were a girl.”

Her voice darkened.

“Only you who thought you were humiliating me.”

Darren felt like screaming. What had he done?! His job, his apartment, his life-savings…

A feeling of black panic rising in him, he helplessly clasped his hands together in a begging pose.

“Please, Mimi,” he whimpered, “please… you can’t leave me like this. Oh God, you can’t make me…”

“I didn’t make you do anything,” Mimi retorted. “Everything around you, all the mess you’ve made, you did to yourself.”

But I thought I was doing it to YOU! Darren wanted to scream. But, of course, he couldn’t say that. Couldn’t do anything except keep whimpering and pleading with the witch to help him.

“Mimi, please…”

“Too late,” his beautiful boss yawned. “You wanted to completely humiliate a little bitch, right? Well then, congratulations.”

She smiled.

“You succeeded.”

As Darren continued to whimper and beg, Mimi reached out to her laptop screen.

“Right, I’m done for tonight. Gotta be at work tomorrow. We just lost a key member of the team today, and Roger wants him replaced as soon as. Goodnight Darren. Enjoy the mess you’ve made.”

She blew him a kiss, and then the screen went dark, leaving Darren all alone in his ruined apartment.

The darkness that enveloped him suddenly felt very cold. Very hostile. Trembling, Darren looked around at the shadows of his ruined life, unable to believe what had happened. Unable to believe what he’d done to himself.

Unable to believe how utterly fucked he was.

Far across the city, Mimi closed her laptop and climbed into bed. She turned the light off and smiled into the comforting blackness all around her.

She couldn’t believe what a good day it had been.

The End.

Like what you’ve read? Check out my tale of a sexist man transformed into a beautiful school girl and forced to endure all manner of kinky punishments: Becoming Juliette.

Alternatively, keep reading for some kinky bonus content…


Free Extract:

They Turned Me into My Girlfriend’s Mom

With dazed movements, feeling like I was in a crazy, fucked up dream, I swung my slender new legs out of the bed. Felt the morning cold of the wooden floor beneath my feet. Stood up, started hesitantly crossing the room towards where I knew the mirror was, the big, full-length mirror I’d glimpsed Natalie trying on jackets in.

With each step, I felt my new hips automatically curving, my new butt wiggling in a seductive, feminine way. Felt my heavy breasts, wobbling slightly, making me wish I was wearing a bra.

I crossed to the expensive, modern closet with its familiar wood finishing. The light from the vast picture window looking toward the lake flooded in, only slightly diffused by the thin white curtains.

I stopped on the soft, white rug just before the mirror. Looked down, my dark hair tumbling past my eyes, its tips tickling at my cleavage, looked down at my toes, their nails painted red, nervously playing with the thick fibers of the rug.

Knowing already what I was going to see, but not wanting to see it.

We have to, an unhappy voice whispered in my brain, we need to know. We need to know how bad this really is.

I already know! I wanted to yell. But the voice was right. There was still a tiny – a tiny – chance that things weren’t quite as insane as I thought they were. And the only way to know was to-

I looked.

And what I saw made me want to start crying.

There, reflected back from inside the mirror, a scared, miserable look on her beautiful, 37-year old face…

Was Natalie.

She was dressed only in a tight white tank top that barely contained her breasts and left a slip of stomach on display, and a pair of white, lacy panties with delicate little frills around their edges.

Her dark hair was mussed from a long night’s sleep, lazily swept back so it tumbled down between her shoulders.

Her heavy, hipster glasses sat awkwardly on the bridge of her nose, magnifying her eyes ever so slightly, making them look bigger and cuter than ever.

Traces of last night’s makeup were still visible around her eyes, her lips. She looked tired but beautiful. Disheveled but sexy.

She looked as she had always looked in my dreams of waking up beside her, gorgeous and homely all at once.

And she was me.

“No…” I heard myself whimper in my soft new voice, Natalie’s lips moving in time with mine, “no, please…”

I slowly raised one hand, palm out, up to head level. Watched in horror and misery as Natalie raised her hand in perfect sync with me.

I gently shook my head. Ran my hands over my prominent new hips, my kinked-in sides, over my swollen boobs. Grabbed hold of my long new hair and screamed.

Everything I did, the Natalie in the mirror did in perfect time with me. There was no doubting it.

My wish, the wish I made to have complete control over Natalie, had come true. Her body, her mind, her life were now mine, in a terrifyingly literal sense.

I was now the 37-year old beauty of my dreams.

I was my girlfriend’s mom…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Also by Lisa Change

*

Turned Into a Fembot

In the burning heat of the Californian desert, billionaire scientist Jacob Flex is about to make the breakthrough of a lifetime. Along with his sexy assistant Jen, Jacob has discovered the key to life. To giving robots a soul. But what happens when that soul belongs to Jacob Flex himself…?


Uploaded into the body of a gorgeous blonde fembot, his male form destroyed, and reprogrammed to pleasure any man or woman who crosses his path, Jacob soon finds himself thrown headlong into a kinky nightmare. Trapped as busty bimbo-bot Candie, Jacob’s about to find out what life is like as a literal sex object!


Can Jacob escape his stunning synthetic form and regain his manhood? Or is he about to find out that life as a trashy bimbo programed for total obedience is too delicious to resist? 

Buy now


Turned into His Sister’s Maid

Chris is an ordinary teenage boy who enjoys nothing more than annoying his younger sister. But when their parents go on vacation to Costa Rica, Jasmine decides to get her revenge in the kinkiest way possible. She uses a birthday wish to turn Chris into her sexy maid!


Trapped as the gorgeous Christina, Chris is forced to wear a skimpy French maid’s outfit and obey his sister’s every command. Utterly obedient and constantly horny, he’s made to scrub floors, humiliate himself in public and sexually service other men. With the whole school coming round for Jasmine’s birthday bash, will Chris be able to keep his new identity a secret? Or will he be outed as a little sissy in front of all his friends?


Lisa Change’s new tale of gender swap revenge and servitude is a thrillingly dark exercise in kinky cruelty. Sexy, twisted, and filled with deliciously dark moments of feminized humiliation, it builds to a heart-stopping climax. 

Buy now


The Sorority Curse

Tyson knew it was wrong, taking pictures of Sarah when she passed out at that party. But he couldn’t help himself. And now Sarah has the perfect revenge in store for this college bro. She uses a magic potion to turn him into a bimbo sorority girl!


Trapped as beautiful, busty co-ed Tanya, it’s Tyson’s turn find out what it’s like to be a bombshell blond stuck in a macho jock’s world. But things take an even kinkier turn when Tyson finds he’s now desperately attracted to his old frat buddies. Will this sexist bro finally learn his lesson? Or will he be forced to spend the rest of his life as a stunning sorority bimbo?


Lisa Change’s latest gender transformation novel features a deliciously detailed transformation scene, as Tyson loses his manhood and becomes the bimbo of his dreams. Join this former alpha male as he tries to adjust to life as the hottest girl on campus… and discovers all the forbidden erotic pleasures a woman’s body has to offer. 

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.
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