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The night was cold. The moon hung over the trees, a dull, fat, bloated yellow. Strange noises whispered on the wind; demonic voices, muttering unspeakable things. It was the sort of night that could chill even the most unimaginative soul to the core…

Jason Harker smirked at the thought. He knew better.

The heavy sports satchel thudded dully against his back as he walked up the lonely road, still shining with the rain that had fallen hours ago. His booted feet tapped out a purposeful rhythm, like the ticking of a clock: thud… thud…

No. Better still.

Like the beating of a heart.

The thought made Jason’s face lapse into an intense frown. No matter who was watching this wiry, athletic young man, with his mop of dark hair and deep brown eyes, they would know he meant business.

Only we’re not interested in ‘who’ is watching, are we? A little voice murmured inside Jason’s head. Nah, we’re more interested in ‘what’…

After all, what was the very reason he was here, on this darkened country road so far from the city. What was the reason he’d spent the last decade of his life prowling around at night, the thing that was driving him on.

What was the reason the inhabitants of Bram Mansion were soon gonna be very sorry they’d ever been reborn.

Unless, that was, they decided to cooperate…

Thud… thud…

Up ahead, the trees gave way. One by one they slipped into shadows, until the roadside was bare and you could only see dead, withered scrubland surrounding it.

The mansion of the Count himself.

Jason stopped on the very edge of the unkempt lawn. Slowly surveyed the house, a little gleam of laughter in his eye.

You gotta hand it to vampires, he smiled to himself, they certainly know what they want in a place…

The mansion was like something ripped from the front cover of a lurid 1930s pulp novel.

A great timber frame rose from the earth, towering four stories into the air, its every joint seeming to creak and groan and hover on the verge of collapse. A gabled roof spiked upwards over dark and eye-like windows, huge chunks of its tiles missing.

Around the upper floors, southern-style balconies dangled with moss, all worn and sagging. The windows were shuttered against the outside world, or else cracked and moody with broken edges. On one side, a wooden tower scratched at the clouds, the sort of place you could torture someone without their screams ever being heard.

In short, it looked exactly like the sort of mansion Jason had encountered a million times before.

He could already picture the layout perfectly in his head. The sweeping staircase in the grand entrance hall. The dusty chandeliers that hadn’t been lit in decades.

The coffins all lined up in the basement, waiting for their occupants to return from a night of feasting.

Speaking of which…

With overly-casual movements, Jason unhooked his satchel from his shoulder, reached one hand inside. As he did so, he started walking up the overgrown path towards the dilapidated porch, his footsteps suddenly muffled against the earth.

Any moment now…

For a second, he wondered if he’d done this right. If he’d been a little too brazen and the monsters inside had figured out he was no ordinary victim.

And then it happened.

At the top of the path, a pool of shadows began to swirl. Streams of black smoke knitted themselves together, forming round a pair of luminescent green eyes.

Long, dark hair coiled out of nowhere. An elegant black dress formed. China white skin emerged from the darkness, turned into long, slender legs, delicate arms and a beautiful face with high cheek bones and a shark-like smile. A hungry tongue ran over a pair of bright red lips.

“Why, hello there,” crooned the female vampire, an easy, seductive smile on her face.

She took one step towards Jason, who quietly noted her six inch stiletto heels. Her tight waist. Her small, perfect breasts.

He gripped his weapon tighter.

“You must be…” The woman’s green eyes narrowed. “Lunch.”

She threw her head back, her dark haired shimmered. There was a flash of white, pointed teeth, an animal-like snarl…

…and then Jason was dropping the bag, raising his hand, pressing the button and suddenly the woman was throwing up her arms, screaming as the violet light hit her, as her flesh started to scorch and burn.

“UV torch.” Jason’s voice was deep, steady. “Thirty seconds of this baby and you’ll be nothing but dust and bone.”

The woman shrieked, tried to back away. Smoke rose from her flesh, her pale skin bubbling and turning red and nasty and-

With a deft flick of his wrist, Jason switched the flashlight off.

The purple beam faded. The vampire’s screams stopped. She lowered one burned arm and looked at him with unutterable loathing.

Jason kept his thumb hovering over the ‘on’ switch. Now came the hard part.

“You know why I’m here.”

At his words, the vampire let out a hiss.

“You want to kill us, like all the others…”

No matter how long you’d been dealing with vampires, it never got any less strange hearing such savage words from the lips of elegant, beautiful women. For a moment, Jason almost felt a stab of pity for this poor, burned creature, torn from her family life by a demon and forced to serve the Count.

Almost.

The vampire was laughing now, a dark laugh that didn’t reach her watchful, feral eyes.

“You’ll never get us all. We’re everywhere. There are more of us than a pathetic mortal like you could ever dream of. We’re in your governments, your businesses, your homes. By the time you humans realize what’s happening, it’ll be too-!”

Jason pressed the on switch.

“I didn’t quit college just to get lectures from bloodsuckers,” he said, his words lost over the vampire’s agonizing screams, “no matter how cute they are.”

He turned the flashlight off.

“So cut the infodump and you can listen to me for a change.”

The girl looked at him with an expression of pure loathing, her lips twisted into a snarl, her blackened arms pulled tight across her chest.

It should have been ugly, but Jason felt something stirring in his pants. A reaction to the helplessness of this gorgeous monster, a reaction to his sudden power over her.

He flicked a switch, and she died. He lowered his arm, she lived (well, as much as the undead could live). It was power, all right, dark and intoxicating.

The power of the vampire.

“I’m here to speak to the boss. That’s all. Take me to the Count, and I’ll let all of you be. I won’t even burn the nest. Y’all can stay here for all I care.”

“And if I don’t?”

Jason sighed and wiggled the flashlight.

“Then I guess I’m gonna have myself a barbecue.”

He could see her, watching him. See the thoughts ticking over in her predator’s mind. The fear of what he’d do to her if she disobeyed. The fear of what the Count might do to her if Jason’s plot were to fail.

Tick-tick, tick-tick…

At last, the girl straightened up. She gave Jason a condescending sneer.

“Sure, why not. It’s not as if a worm like you could kill him.”

“Who said anything about killing? I just wanna talk.”

“Yeah. Whatever.” The girl let out a laugh. “You hunters are all the same. You want to bag the big guy…”

A crafty look suddenly came into her eyes. She gave Jason a slow, sensuous smile.

“And you want to fuck his wives.”

Her fangs were gone, her skin healed. Suddenly, Jason was looking at human; a stunning, gorgeous human who was slowly walking toward him, her hips curving, biting her lower lip as she looked up at him, her green eyes seeming to draw him in.

Dazedly, Jason felt the flashlight slip from his hand, heard it hit the floor with a distant thud. He raised his arms, like a man in a dream, slipped them around the girl’s waist, pulled her closer to him.

He felt her pert breasts bump against his strong chest. Felt her hips move against his. Their faces were only inches apart now. Kissing close.

The girl giggled.

“See what I mean?” She purred, her soft voice almost hypnotic. “You men are all the same…”

She gently ran one hand down Jason’s cheek, her long, red nails teasing at his skin. Her red lips parted, she tilted her head back, ready to receive his tongue, ready to become his.

“And now,” she whispered, “this big, strong man’s going to get exactly what he deserves!”

On the word deserves, her expression changed. Fangs appeared, demonic laughter possessed her. She threw her back, lunged at Jason’s neck…

…and suddenly her eyes went wide as she realized she was falling, falling through space.

The vampire hit the dirt, her legs automatically raising up at the impact. In one fluid movement, Jason pulled one up, tore the spiked heel from her foot, and dropped down on top of her, using his body weight to drive the stiletto into her chest. The vampire shrieked as her heart was pierced…

…and then stopped. A confused look came into her eyes. She glanced down at the shoe sticking out her chest, Jason’s panting form lying on top of her, and the hole in her flesh that was just to the left of her heart.

“Seriously,” Jason managed to get out between pants, “just take me to the big guy, OK?”

*

The inside of the mansion was exactly as he’d predicted.

Great staircases swept away into the sky, watched over by glass chandeliers. Red drapes hung over windows, keeping daylight a forbidden secret. Stone corridors led away to distant crypts, filled with dusty, silk-lined coffins.

And then there were the women.

They lounged in pairs on stone banisters, or else lay draped alone over velvet chaise longue, watching Jason pass with bared teeth and little hisses.

Each was dressed immaculately, in dark designer dresses and killer heels. Each had hair that shimmered, legs that were long and slender, tight waists and perfect breasts. Each was maddeningly beautiful, the sort of beauty you only saw in fashion catalogues.

The Count’s wives.

Not many people knew the truth of vampires. When they even believed in them, they thought they lived in gangs or groups, or little pairs.

But ten years of stalking and killing these monsters had shown Jason the truth: that every male vampire created a nest of his own, where female vampires would serve his every whim.

It seemed the only way the Count was different was in the size of his nest.

There were maybe fifteen women in total. Redheads. Blondes. Brunettes. All slender. All unimaginably attractive.

Walking among them, Jason could feel the male side of his brain yearning for their flesh, to pull them into an embrace, to make them his.

At the same time, he could read on their faces, too, their desire for him. A powerful, sexual desire that had been turned into hunger. A desire to seduce and destroy this intruder, and celebrate on the remains of his blood-soaked carcass.

He gripped his flashlight tighter.

“This way,” his guide nonchalantly tossed over her shoulder.

They passed a pair of vampires on a red sofa, a 20-something platinum blonde Jason thought looked vaguely familiar, and an 18-year old girl with large breasts and raven hair styled like a girl from the Jazz Age.

They were both naked except for a tiny pair of silky panties that matched the color of their hair, their nipples pointed and on display as they hungrily kissed one another, biting at each other’s lips hard enough to draw blood.

As Jason passed, the raven girl glanced up at him, the older blonde trembling in her arms. She smiled a slow, savage smile at Jason, pinching one of the familiar blonde’s nipples hard enough to make her whimper.

“The Count likes us to break in the new girls,” his guide said without looking back. “Some who arrive here have these strange notions that they exist for anything but his pleasure.”

A tear rolled down the blonde’s porcelain cheek, she looked like she wanted to be anywhere but on that sofa with her teacher.

That was a human just a few weeks ago, Jason thought, uneasily, and here she is, still trying to cling onto her humanity…

He gave himself a little shake. It wouldn’t last. It never did.

By the time the next hunter found her, she’d be writhing on that sofa seductively, delighting in the whimpers of the new girl she was teasing and tormenting.

At last, his guide stopped before a heavy wooden door.

“Here we are,” she leaned up against the wall, giving Jason that hungry, sexual look again. “Go through there and the Count is yours.”

When Jason merely nodded, she let her eyes drift slowly down to his flashlight.

“You think you can kill him? He’s been around a long time, you know.”

“You really think I can’t?”

The vampire shrugged her slender shoulders, a dreamy smile on her lips.

“I can’t think anything he doesn’t want me to. After he turns us, we’re forced to give ourselves to him, body, mind, and soul.”

She let out a soft sigh, it came out sounding like the sigh of a woman on the brink of orgasm.

“He can make me feel, think, say and do anything he wants me to, and I’m powerless to stop it. He could make me seduce, kill and feast on my own son and all I’d feel would be gratitude towards him.”

She let one hand trail dreamily down the door’s wooden front, as if the thought was one she enjoyed lingering on.

“That’s the trouble with being a female vampire, we exist only to serve. Now, if I’d become a male vampire, the Count would have my soul, but my body and mind would be mine. I could start my own nest.”

Her eyes gleamed.

“Be the slaver, rather than the slave.” She leaned her head back with a teasing moan, exposing her long neck. “But you already know all this, right? Aren’t you the famous vampire hunter?”

Male vampire…? Jason was thinking, a frown on his handsome, boyish features, how could she become a male vampire…?

He shook the thought away. There was no time to worry about that now. Instead, he focused on something else the vampire had said.

“You have a son?”

“I did,” the vampire smiled. “Until my master made me seduce him, kill him and feast on his blood. It was his 18th birthday, he hadn’t seen me for over a decade. The way he smiled…”

A pause.

“He’d be 110 now. And yet I feel nothing but gratitude that my master let me kill him.”

Another pause.

“Go on in. He’s waiting.”

The heavy oak door swung open on a long, wood paneled dining hall. Candles burned in holders on the walls. A great fire roared in a stone hearth against one wall, casting evil, flickering shadows on the vast table.

But none of this was what caught Jason’s eye and made him grip his weapon tighter.

Sat at the head of the table, all the way across the room, was the Count himself.

He was slightly older than Jason, maybe in his late thirties, with a square jaw, dark, smoldering eyes, and lips that were pressed into a thin, amused smile.

Dark stubble dusted his cheeks. His black hair was short and slightly mussed, giving him a stylishly disheveled look. His shoulders were broad, his forearms strong, his red, collared shirt slightly open at the top to reveal a dark dusting of hairs across his chest.

He looked like a movie star. A strong, handsome stud of a man. The only giveaway was the tiny white nub of two fangs, pressed gently against his lower lip.

“Welcome,” the Count said, giving the table a lazy gesture, “please. Won’t you have a seat?”

To Jason’s surprise, he spoke with a faint accent. Not the cultured, aristocratic tones of a man from eastern Europe, but a softer, Spanish-influenced one. Like you could hear the beat of feet against dancefloors and the warm cries of Andalusian peasants in his slow, seductive voice.

“You’ll have to excuse me. I was just waiting for my dinner.” The Count gestured the empty plate and wine glass before him with a charming smile.

“Your girls having trouble picking up prey tonight?”

“Not at all. I was waiting for dinner,” the Count’s dark eyes twinkled. “And now it has arrived.”

Jason smiled to himself, slipped into the seat opposite the Count. With a table this long, he’d have time to grab his chair and break a leg off into a weapon before the vampire was even halfway toward him.

“Didn’t little Miss Vixen tell you? I came prepared.”

As if to emphasize, he held up his flashlight.

The handsome vampire gave it a disinterested smile.

“Ah, yes, ultraviolet light. The bane of my people. Do you know?” He suddenly spread his hands wide, “just how hard it is getting maintenance men to dive out here in the middle of the night? Last time the pipes broke in the east wing it took us a month to get a plumber!”

“Gee, I feel so sorry for ya,” Jason sneered.

The Count shrugged.

“Feel sorry for him. He tried to overcharge me. But I taught him some manners. Before he died, I even managed to get a promise of discounts on future work.”

Something cracked in the fire, sending a plume of sparks up. Shadows jumped and twisted across the two men’s unsmiling faces.

Time to move things up a gear…

“You know why I’m here?” Jason asked, deliberately keeping his voice hard.

The Count gave the slightest incline of his head.

“You asked my Katherine the same thing, before you burned her, yes? I believe her answer to be substantively correct.”

He leaned back.

“You are here to kill me. Of course, my job is to ensure I kill you first.”

He tapped one finger against his empty wine glass.

“Then maybe at last I can get my dinner, no?”

Jason smiled to himself. He couldn’t wait to see the bastard’s face.

“I’ve got enough holy water and UV on me to tear this nest apart,” he said, slowly. “Course, I might not be able to kill all of you before your girls killed me…”

He looked the Count dead in the eye.

“But I’d make it a priority to make sure you went with me.”

He paused, letting his threat sink in. The Count didn’t smile, didn’t blink. Just sat there, watching Jason with his cold and watchful eyes.

“Course, there is a way we can end this without either of us dying.”

He nodded at the empty wineglass.

“One where you still get your dinner.”

The Count remained silent, his handsome face genial, but his eyes shrewd with questions, calculations.

At last, he nodded.

“What would you, Mr. Harker – may I call you that? – what would you propose?”

“Easy. Just give me what I want.”

The Count’s laughter seemed genuine this time.

“Let me guess. One of my wives used to be someone in your life, and you’ve searched high and low to release her from my-”

“I couldn’t give a shit about those dumb bitches.” The words were out before Jason could stop himself.

It’s time, all right…

“I mean, I don’t want one of your girls released from her spell. Where’s the fun in that? Nu-uh.”

Jason shook his head.

“I want my own girls. I want fifteen hot young bitches who will do whatever I want them to. I want to be master of my own little nest, controlling these little sluts’ lives. I want…”

He took a deep breath.

“…to be a vampire.”

The silence was eternal, infinite. In the dark of the room, Jason watched the Count watching him with eyes that were narrowed, trying to figure out what this latest twist meant, where it left them.

Finally, the handsome Spanish man stirred again.

“Why?”

“Ain’t it obvious?” Jason spread his arms. “It’s like Miss Vix-… Katherine said. You’ve got vampires in government, businesses, all that crap. No matter how many us hunters kill, your numbers are growing all the time. You’ve already won.”

He set his face.

“And you know what I’ve realized after ten years hunting you lot? I’ve been on the wrong side, all this time. I don’t wanna save the world. I don’t wanna put uneasy souls to rest or any of that crap.”

“I just wanna be left alone. And if I’ve got some dumb bitches I can lord over while I’m alone, so much the better.”

The Count studied him for what felt like a long time. At last, he smiled.

“It’s a seductive concept, no? Complete control over a group of women, unquestioning loyalty, able to make them do anything you want them to.”

Jason nodded firmly.

“You bet. I got tired of dealing with uppity feminists out there. When I started this, all you had to do was show some college chick your stake and she’d been clamoring to get in your pants. Now they wanna hear you say stuff about safe spaces and boundaries…”

A shrug.

“I just can’t be bothered with saving them anymore, you know?”

“So you’ve embraced the darker side of your personality, the sadist. The one who wants to keep women as slaves. Good, that’s what being a vampire is all about. If we were kind and selfless, we’d be angels.”

The Count picked up his empty glass, began turning it between his fingers.

“So you want to be a vampire. Which means I must turn you. One question. How do you know I will not take this opportunity to kill you instead?”

Jason smirked.

“Coz other hunters know where I am, and they think I’m here to kill you. I get eaten and they’ll all turn up here looking to avenge me.”

The Count gave a slow smile.

“Very good, Mr. Harker, but a little wide of the mark, if you don’t mind my saying? No, the correct answer is that if I wanted to kill you…”

“I could have done so already.”

The speed with which Jason found himself face to face with the vampire was enough to make his entire body tense up. In less than a quarter of a second, the Count had gone from sitting opposite him all the way over there to standing beside him, his lips inches from Jason’s neck.

Jesus Christ this guy is fast!

The Count smiled.

“Do not be afraid, Mr. Harker. As you have said, it is in my interests to let you live. Albeit now on the same side as me.”

Jason swallowed. His heart was still pounding from the Count’s speed.

“You know how this works, yes? You drink some of my blood, and then I take you to the brink of death. Quite an experience, as I recall it.”

As he spoke, the vampire slipped a dagger out his shirt pocket. He ran the blade along his wrist, then held it over the empty wine glass.

Jason watched in numb fascination as the red liquid collected in it, pooling thickly at the bottom. The Count handed him the glass.

“Drink up. You will pass out, and when you come round, you will be a vampire.” He gave a significant pause. “And your soul will be mine.”

“Yeah?” Jason held up the glass, “well, I wasn’t using it for much anyways.”

He drank the liquid down in one gulp, trying to ignore its sweet, metallic taste. The Count smiled, let one strong hand run gently through Jason’s thick black hair.

“Good. Now, I must take you to the brink of death.”

He leaned down, until Jason could feel his hot breath against his neck. He trembled, waiting for the pain, waiting for the prick as the handsome Count sank his teeth into his flesh.

“Of course,” the words were quiet, casual, yet loaded with amusement. “Your body and mind will be mine, too.”

Jason frowned. He was feeling sleepy, the vampire blood setting to work on him

“Wait… whaddya mean?”

“I assure you it’s straightforward enough,” the vampire crooned as he gently stroked Jason’s cheek, caressing him tenderly, “male vampires lose their souls, but keep their independence, yes. But female vampires, as you saw…”

His words took on a dark edge.

“…become nothing but my helpless slaves.”

“But…” Jason was falling into a soft cloud of darkness, “but I am male… how can I…?”

“You are indeed male. And you would likely stay that way, had you not drank the blood of a female vampire.”

The dagger appeared in the haze of Jason’s vision. A strong thumb pushed a hidden catch, and blood began to flow from its end, dribbling down the sides.

“I keep it filled with Katherine’s blood at all times. After all, she is the only true female here. The rest? Oh, but that would be a spoiler, would it not?”

The vampire leaned closer, closer, until his lips were brushing against Jason’s ear, the handsome man’s deep, seductive voice seeming to fill his soul.

“Let’s just say… you will soon find out for yourself.”

And then there was a sharp pain and the muscular Count was biting Jason, biting down on his neck, sucking, nibbling on his skin, making him his.

Strong arms wrapped themselves around Jason’s male frame, held him tight against the Count’s body. Even in his drugged daze, he could feel the vampire’s muscles through his shirt, feel his raw, masculine power.

No… he wanted to whimper, dear God, please no…

But it was too late.

As the vampire drank from his artery, Jason’s arms went limp. His head lolled to one side. He felt himself falling, falling into the vampire’s embrace, falling into his arms…

And then there was nothing but blackness.

*

The first thing Jason noticed was the light.

It was soft and red, seeming to caress him, to surround him. For a moment, he simply lay there, suspended in space, letting the red wash over him.

And then his memories came crashing back down and he immediately sat bolt upright.

He was in a bedroom somewhere, sat in the middle of a large, four poster bed. High above his head, the red velvet canopy dipped invitingly, the light from the chandelier above it giving the material a ghostly glow.

A large, antique wardrobe sat in one corner, almost as if it was sulking. A makeup desk with a large ornate mirror stood beside it. There was a soft, inviting-looking white rug on the floor, a high-backed wooden chair stood beside it, its back to him.

“Where the hell am I?” Jason whispered.

Immediately, he wished he hadn’t.

The voice that came out his mouth was wrong. Where Jason was used to have a voice that was masculine and deep, the words now came out his mouth all soft and high-pitched.

Wait, that’s not right…

He cleared his throat, tried again.

“Hello? Hello? Hey, what’s happened to my voice?!”

Laughter seemed to come from the darkest corners of the room, faint and mocking, like the shadows were sniggering at him. In fright, Jason raised one dainty hand and held it to his elegant, swan-like neck.

“Christ! What the fuck is-?”

His words trailed off. Jason frowned.

Dainty hand… swan-like neck? What the hell? It’s almost like I’m describing a gir-

And then something clicked in his memories, and suddenly Jason was scrabbling on the bed, gaping down at his new body and trying not to scream.

His strong, dependable man body – the body that had helped him fight and kill hundreds of vampires over the last decade – was gone. In its place…

In its place was something out of a nightmare.

The body below Jason’s neck was no longer his. Where it had once had a strong, manly chest, it now had a pair of breasts that stuck out in front of him, big and ripe and pert.

Where it had once gone in a V-shape, tapering down from his broad shoulders to his muscular groin, it now looked like an hourglass, with a wide pair of hips and the tightest little waist.

His legs, his legs too had changed. A pair of long, slender hairless things poked out the bottom of the elegant green cocktail dress he was suddenly wearing. He grabbed wildly at its hem and tried to pull it down, only to shrink in fright at his dainty new hands, with their long nails painted a deep, luscious red and pianist’s fingers.

Jason couldn’t help himself. He screamed again.

“Oh my God!”

The voice came out ear-splittingly high, like a squeaky-voiced girl in the throes of terror, but Jason was too busy taking in his appalling new body to even notice it.

He wildly grabbed at the locks of shiny chestnut hair that tumbled in waves from his crown, held them up before his face with a hapless wail.

He stuck his hands between his legs felt the horrifying emptiness there, the soft and plump little mound that had magically replaced his big fat penis.

He threw his hands to his face, and panickily took in his plump new lips, his tiny, button nose, his soft, hairless cheeks and high cheekbones, the earrings dangling from his ears.

Then, slowly, wishing hopelessly, but knowing what he would find, he let his fingertips gently touch the edges of his incisors. Two razor-sharp teeth poked out, making little dimples in his skin.

There was no more denying it. He was now a girl.

A vampire girl.

A soft wail escaped Jason’s new lips. He buried his face in his hands, trying to ignore the way his curly, reddish hair tumbled past his shoulders, its ends tickling against his bare arms.

It would be bad enough being transformed into a girl, but a vampire girl?!

Sure, he’d told the Count that he wanted to be a vampire (to his horror, Jason felt a little thrill run through his new body at the thought of that hunky Spanish stud), but not like this!

Male vampires were immortals with the power to make their slaves do anything. Female vampires…

Well, female vampires were the slaves.

That bastard! Jason though, bitterly, how could he do this to me?!

No sooner had he had the thought than a new, strange thought rose up in his brain, eclipsing it.

He’s not a bastard, it whispered in a soft, feminine voice, he’s wonderful and you live to serve him. Now, why don’t you stop being such a silly little girl, hmm?

Jason blinked. Gently shook his pretty little head.

“Stop being such a silly little girl,” he scolded himself in his new, female voice, “it’s not the Count’s fault you’re stuck like this. He’s wonderful, remember?”

For some reason, he felt like there was something… wrong with what he was saying. Like the words somehow weren’t his.

Of course they are. I thought them, didn’t I? He whispered uneasily in his head. And the Count is wonderful. Of course he is. Why else would I devote my life to serving him?

There still seemed something off with the thought, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on why. For a moment, he thought he heard another distant laugh, but it was probably just the wind outside.

Besides, he had more important stuff to worry about right now.

Trying to control his panicked breathing, Jason hotched his new body over to the edge of the bed. It was easier to move than his male one, almost infinitely lighter.

If I’m not careful, I’ll send myself flying every time I try to get up…

He gently lowered his legs over the side of the mattress, rested his tiny feet against the floor. For a moment they wouldn’t go properly flat and he wondered what was wrong, and then he realized it was because he was wearing a pair of silver heels with 6 inch spiked stilettoes.

Great. I’m female and fashionable…

With a feeling of misery, Jason pulled himself to his feet. For a split second, he thought he was gonna fall over on his ridiculous new heels, but he managed to find his balance.

Then, with a feeling like a man trapped in a nightmare, he tried to examine his new body.

He was tall for a girl. From his current height, the floor didn’t look any further away than it did when he was a man, with his 6ft1 man-body. Of course, he was in heels now, but even so, he would probably tower over most girls he knew.

He was slender, too, almost supernaturally so. His body was like that of a model from the mid-2000s, when size zero was still all the rage, with an absurdly tight waist he could easily fit his fingers round.

There was one difference, though…

With a groan, Jason hesitantly reached up, grasped his new breasts in his tiny hands. They were big, bigger than Jason had ever seen outside of a porno, and he’d kinda expected them to easily squash inwards, like it must be an illusion or something.

Instead, to his horror, his new breasts had pushed back against his hands, firm and supple and pert. Instinctively, he gave them a jiggle, and was mortified at the weird feeling it caused in his chest.

He found his new eyes taking in his clothes. Normally, Jason wasn’t one to bother about what he was wearing, much beyond whether it was functional and showed off his muscles.

But it was like his new body couldn’t help but linger over the dress he’d been forced into. Over the expensive, emerald green fabric, with its single, diamond-studded shoulder strap. Over the tastefully-frilly edges at its hem. At the way it accentuated his curves and stopped just below his pussy, as if inviting men to let their gaze hover there.

My pussy… Dear God, I have a pussy!

In wonder, Jason tugged up the hem of his dress, stared down at the matching green lacy panties he was now wearing, so see-through you could easily make out the dark line hidden away inside them. The plump, tender lips guarding a tight and moist little hole.

He dropped the edge of his dress, wildly shook his head, sending shiny curls of hair trailing.

I’ve got to find a mirror. I need to see what he’s done to me!

There was one on the other side of the room, by the makeup chest. Jason desperately wanted to run over there and fling himself at it, but he could already tell that running on his new heels would leave him lying splayed out on the floor.

So he forced himself to walk, placing one heeled foot tentatively in front of the other, hating the way each step made his new hips curve and his new bum wiggle.

Hating how self-consciously sexy he suddenly felt.

At long, long last, he’d made it. The mirror. Jason took a deep breath, steadied himself.

He didn’t want to do it. He really didn’t. He’d give anything right now to fling himself back on the bed, close his eyes and pretend this wasn’t happening.

But that was the trouble. It was happening. And he needed to know how bad the situation was as soon as possible.

So, stealing himself, Jason took a deep breath, trying not to notice the way it made his big breasts rise up in the bottom of his vision. And then he looked.

And he looked.

And looked.

Of course… he thought, dully. How stupid of me.

Staring back at him, from the depths of the mirror was…

…nothing.

Nada. Zilch. An empty room hovered before his eyes, as if he were looking into a painting rather than a mirror.

It was just then that Jason heard a little giggle behind him.

“Oh, so you figured it out, did you? Trust me, this isn’t the worst of it. Rearranging your hair when you’ve got no reflection is a total pain…”

Jason frowned in the mirror. There was no-one in the room at all.

Another giggle.

“Ohh, c’mon, Jasmine, you can’t be that dim.”

Jasmine?! Am I called-?

The penny dropped. Jason slowly turned and faced the familiar blonde vampire sitting in the high-backed chair, watching him with a knowing smile on her face.

“You.” The word was out before he could stop himself.

The blonde girl smiled, a smile that seemed to light up her cute baby face.

“Me,” she laughed, a little trill in her voice. “They sent me to keep an eye on you, help you out when you woke up. Here.”

She started to rummage in a stylish little clutch bag. Jason noticed that she was now wearing a strapless white cocktail dress the color of snow, her firm breasts stowed away.

Even paler than her skin…

“They even let me get dressed, believe that? I’ve had these tits of mine out ever since he gave me them… ah! Here you are, babes.”

She chucked Jason what looked like a clip-shut pocket mirror. He caught it and looked at it dubiously.

“Polished silver. If you wanted to have a peek. It’s only glass we can’t be seen in.”

Jason nodded unhappily. He flipped open the case, peered into the reflective metal.

And immediately wished he hadn’t.

The image was duller than it would be in a mirror, slightly distorted. But it was enough for Jason to get a good idea of what sort of girl he’d been turned into by the Count.

The answer was not a happy one.

The girl looking back at him was stunning. She had high cheek bones, deep, red lips, a cute little button nose and eyes that were green like emeralds.

Eyeshadow exaggerated her lids, mascara gave her lashes volume. All around her tumbled a waterfall of reddish-brownish hair that shone and bounced over her bare shoulders, which  were the color of bone.

She was young, around 20; a decade younger than Jason’s male body had been. She was slim, beautiful, sexy. Only two tiny sharp white nubs resting her lower lip gave away her vampire status.

And she was him.

At the sight of Jasmine, Jason let out a soft moan. He’d already been able to guess his new body was attractive, but this was ridiculous! He looked like a model, like a young man’s sexy fantasy, like…

Oh, God… he whimpered to himself. I look exactly like the sort of vampire chick I dreamed of enslaving!

He snapped the silver mirror shut, took a deep breath.

“You don’t need to do that.”

“What?” Jason glanced down at the metallic case in confusion.

The blonde vampire smiled.

“Breathe. You’re dead now, remember?” She paused. “Hear that?”

Jason shook his pretty head.

The blonde raised her eyebrows.

“There you are, then.”

For a second, Jason thought she was deliberately winding him up. Then it all clicked into place.

He could hear nothing. The faint, subconscious rhythm of his heart was gone. The tiny whistling sounds of breath entering and leaving his lungs had vanished. The almost-imperceptible rush of blood swirling round his circulatory system, all of it was gone.

For the first time in his life, Jason’s body was completely still.

“You’ll get used to it,” the blonde said, lazily, “I’ve only been here five weeks, and look at me.”

She struck a pose on the chair, kicking out her legs, throwing her hands behind her platinum hair and fluttering her eyelashes at him.

“I’m as happy as a clam. Especially now you’re here.”

There was something about her that seemed… familiar to Jason, somehow. He trawled the back of his memory, thinking where he could have possibly seen this vampire girl before, before encountering her draped across that sofa, exchanging blood with the raven-haired...

His mouth dropped open.

“Holy shit!” The coarse swearing sounded odd in his squeaky, female voice. “You’re Doug Simons, that actor who went missing! We all guessed it was vampires, but…”

Suddenly he stopped. A look of horror came over his features.

“But, hold on, you’re a… a…”

The blonde winked at him.

“That’s right, babes. I’m a girl now. Just like you. Just like all of us wives are.”

She laughed, a tinkling, carefree sound.

“I came looking for immortality, but he gave me something even better. A body capable of loving him as he deserves to be loved. A body he can fuck. A body that can…”

Her eyes shined with passion.

“Carry his babies.”

Her words triggered something deep in Jason’s brain. A desire to shout no, that’s not right. Vampires can’t have babies!

But he ignored it. He knew the Count could do whatever he wanted. That was why he was Jason’s master. He was perfect.

Yes, that’s it, giggled the alien female voice in his brain. Listen to yourself… you love the Count. His will is everything. You exist only to please him…

“I exist only to please him…” Jason whispered in his soft voice, unaware he was even moving his lips.

Not that the girl who used to be called Doug Simons noticed, either.

“It’s perfect,” she was whispering, a bright smile on her cute features, “this life. We get to be his slaves, we get to serve his whims, we get to worship his cock… oh, sure the hazing’s pretty tough, but I’m over that now. Can’t even remember what I was sobbing about…”

“They’ve stopped torturing you?” So Jason had been right. They’d broken blondie in, and now the last traces of her humanity had vanished forever.

“Of course. And, hey, call me Dodi,” Dodi giggled again. “They only do that to the new girl.”

Her eyes twinkled.

“And I’m not the new girl anymore, am I, Jasmine?”

There was a deathly silence. Jason was suddenly very aware that the girl was watching him with that cruel, hungry look he was so used to seeing on vampires.

I may be a girl now, but I still haven’t forgotten what that means…

“I guess not,” he said, deliberately keeping his voice light as he toyed with Dodi’s silver mirror, trying not to let his fear show. “Oh, hey, Dodi, one more thing?”

The blonde raised her eyebrows.

“Duck.”

The mirror shot out of Jason’s hand, straight for Dodi’s eyes. The pretty vampire automatically threw up her hands…

…it was all the time Jason needed.

Quick as a flash, he was turning, running towards the makeup chest, kicking off his heels, sending one spinning towards the great glass mirror.

The mirror broke into a million pieces. With his bare hands, Jason yanked a sharp piece out, ignoring the way it cut into his palms, ignoring everything except his need to survive.

He span round, expecting to see Dodi at his heels, expecting to drive the shard of glass deep into her heart, skewering her as effectively as any stake…

But Dodi was still sitting in the chair, recovering from her shock of having the mirror thrown at her, a small smile starting to spread across her dead lips.

For a moment, her reaction threw Jason, he wavered, dangerously. But experience at killing vampires taught him not to let confusion distract him, but to go in for the kill.

With a feminine scream, he leapt through the air, raising the glass shard high above his head. He was surprised at how strong his skinny female form was, and then he felt his teeth elongating and realized he’d been blessed with the powers of the undead.

Dodi was still smiling as he landed with a crash in front of her, grabbed her hair, pulled her head back, swung the glass to decapitate her-

“Stop.”

-and froze as stiff as a board, unable to move.

The glass was only a fraction of an inch from Dodi’s jugular. Jason desperately willed his bleeding hand to keep traveling that last little bit, to cut the undead bitch’s head off, but it was like he’d turned into a female statue.

At the word stop, his entire body had ceased to be under his control.

“That’s better,” Dodi murmured, her voice soft and filled with lust. “I only just got my new toy. I don’t want to miss my chance to play with her…”

She looked at Jason’s arm, holding onto her platinum hair.

“Let go.”

Without any input from his brain, Jason’s fingers fell open. Dodi’s hair dropped behind her back, like a slow-moving waterfall. The blonde gave him a toothy smile.

“Drop the glass.”

There was a tinkling as the shard of glass shattered against the floorboards. Jason didn’t see it break. He was still frozen in position, unable to even move his eyeballs.

“Mmm… that’s better, don’t you think, babes?”

Gently, Dodi reached out, took Jason’s bleeding hand in her two small, pale ones. Unlike a normal vampire’s, her touch wasn’t cold.

Then Jason remembered that his skin was cold as marble, too, now, meaning he wouldn’t feel it even if she was.

“I guess you’re wondering,” Dodi murmured, gently pulling Jason’s dainty hand towards her, “what’s going on?”

She suddenly gripped his wrist, forcing his palm open. She leaned forward and delicately licked at his open wound, the blood dribbling over her lips. Her eyes closed in bliss.

There was nothing Jason could do but watch as she lapped away, tenderly kissing his palm, sucking on the flesh, until the blood dripped down her chin, making little maroon blotches on her expensive white dress.

“Oh God…” Dodi sighed, “oh God, Jasmine, you taste so good…”

Her words came out breathless, high-pitched, the sort of voice you usually only here when a girl is teetering on the brink of orgasm. Dodi feasted some more, giving little gasps as she did so.

“He’s working through me… the Count. He can see inside our minds at any time, make us think or do anything, even when he’s not here. And right now…”

A grin broke over her cute, babyish features.

“He wants me to take complete control of you.”

A giggle. She leaned back, her lips bright, ruby red. She ran her tongue across her sharpened teeth, slow, seductive.

“Until the spell is broken, I can make you do anything I want. Isn’t that neat? Watch…”

She sighed.

“Slap yourself.”

No sooner had the words left her lips than there was a horrific crack! Jason’s world lurched violently, nearly knocking him off his feet. A warm pain exploded across one soft cheek, matched by a stinging in his dainty palm.

“And again, other cheek this time.”

It was like his body was no longer his.

Trapped in his female form, Jason slapped himself, crying out in his squeaky voice as his tiny hands smacked against his cheeks. Hurting him. Humiliating him.

He wanted to scream. Wanted to cry, to beg Dodi to stop. But it was no use.

The Count wanted Dodi to torture Jasmine. And that meant Jason had no choice but to accept his punishment.

“OK, that’s enough, Jasmine,” Dodi sighed at last.

Jason’s hands fell limply to his sides. Without looking, he knew his cheeks were bright red. His breathing was heavy, his body still unable to understand it didn’t need oxygen. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes, threatening to ruin his makeup.

“Good girl, good little Jasmine. Now…” Dodi’s eyes flashed. “Kneel before me.”

Jason tried to fight it. He really did. But it was like his will was not his own any more.

No sooner had Dodi said kneel than he was already sinking down onto his haunches, feeling the broken glass crunch beneath his bare flesh, slicing into his skin, feeling the blood dampen his dress.

“Kiss my feet.”

He was no longer a human. He wasn’t even a vampire. He was a puppet, forced to twitch and jerk on its strings until the Count decided to slice the wires and let him free.

With slow movements, Jason bent forward, his long hair falling in curls past his face, dangling towards the floor. He felt his bud-like lips part. Saw Dodi’s high heels rise in his vision…

…and then he was pressing his lips against their leather, passionately kissing her feet. Kissing the feet of his new mistress, while his body writhed and he heard himself moan and whimper, like debasing himself before Dodi was the height of forbidden pleasure.

Dodi kept him down there for five whole minutes, until his dress was stained and ruined with blood. At long last, she jerked her foot back.

“That’s enough… no, no more!” She shouted when Jason pathetically tried to claw after her foot and keep kissing it. “God, you’re a miserable worm. What are you?”

“A miserable worm,” Jason breathed in his soft voice, unhappily.

“You bet you are. Right, time for the sequel… No, no, you stay there, Jasmine. I have a special treat in store for you.”

There was light, female laughter, the high heels moved, and then Jason was stuck in his stupid crouch, unable to do anything but stare at the spot Dodi’s feet had once been, his lips pursed and ready to start kissing again at a moment’s notice.

For a long, long time, the room was silent expect for the clack, clack of Dodi’s heels against the floor as she looked for something. All Jason could do was wait, wait for whatever fresh hell the vampire bitch chose to unleash on him.

At long last, the clacking got louder, and then Dodi was stood above him, something dangling from her hands.

“If it was up to me, babes,” she whispered, “I’d take a sword and disembowel you, nice and slow, while I made you tell me how wonderful I was. Afterwards, I’d make you eat your own tits.”

Her legs visibly shivered.

“That’s the joy of being a vampire. You’re the darker side of human nature. You get to do some really sick shit.”

A despondent note entered her voice.

“But he wants you alive and in good enough shape to serve him, with those pretty lips and that pert ass and those big boobies of yours. All I’m allowed to do is get you ready to obey. First by humiliating you, and second by making you feast. Look up, babes.”

A catch seemed to move in Jason’s neck. He looked.

The vampire towered over his prostate, female form, a leather whip coiled between her hands. Its edges were studded with flecks of iron, razor-sharp and deadly.

“Open your mouth, OK? There’s a good girl. Remember, this is what he wishes…”

She waited until Jason had obeyed, and then she gripped the whip as hard as she could and twisted it in her hands.

A trickle of blood ran down her porcelain skin, leaving a bright red rivulet. It formed into a drop that dangled, shining, from her outstretched fist, before falling, falling down into Jason’s upturned mouth.

There was a faint plop as the drop landed on his tongue. For a moment, Jason simply sat there, frozen.

Then he felt it. Welling up in him. The hunger. The craving.

The need for human blood.

“Mmm… I think she likes it.” Dodi giggled, twisted her hands tighter round the whip. “A little more?”

More blood pattered down onto Jason’s pouty lips, onto his soft cheeks, onto his pretty, upturned face. He could feel it, sticky against his skin. Smell its aroma, invading his nostrils, making his vampire brain whirl.

He desperately tried to get hold of himself. To stop the red mist rising.

But there was nothing he could do.

“Just a little more…” Dodi’s voice cut through his mind, tormenting him, “then I’ll let you do it…”

It was like torture! His vampire body was straining, calling out to feed!

He could feel the blood on his tongue, feel it dripping toward the back of his throat. Feel the way his newly-female body was responding, its nipples getting harder, its mound getting wet. Almost as if… almost as if…

Almost as if Dodi was preparing him for sex.

“OK, I think that’s enough. Ready, babes? Now…” her voice grew hard. “Do it.”

It was all the command Jason’s obedient new body needed.

With a feminine shriek, he swallowed the blood Dodi had given him, lapped it off his cheeks, drank it down.

He threw his dainty hands up, caught more drops, wiped them over his red and pouty lips, overcome with bloodlust.

“She’s doing it!” He heard Dodi squeal in delight. “She’s doing it! Oh, these bitches are all the same in the end…”

Jason hardly heard her.

His entire body was alive with fire. It was like rage and all-consuming sexual desire and dangerous hunger were all pouring through him at once, mingling in his cold, undead heart.

Pinpricks of heat washed over his skin. The world seemed to grow blurry, distant. He felt like he was watching a movie; a slave to his desires, to his lust and hunger.

He lapped away, pulling himself up, biting down on Dodi’s wounded hand, drinking from her, letting the red fluid cascade over him, letting it further soak his already-ruined dress.

“Good girl…” Dodi’s breathing was ragged, “good girl… now, if we just…”

Suddenly, her hand was gone, snatched away. Jason heard his body scream furiously. He looked up with blazing eyes and saw his tormentor standing on the rug, her white dress covered in red blotches, a cruel, aroused smile on her features.

Dodi held out her wounded hand.

“Come and get it,” she hissed.

With an impossible bound, he crossed the room, leaped on Dodi with a cry…

…and then the two girls were writhing on the carpet, clawing biting, screaming, their bodies swept away on an uncontrollable wave of vampiric lust.

Jason was dimly aware that he was screaming. That his hips were bucking, his pussy dripping with desire. He buried his face against Dodi’s elegant neck and wasn’t sure if he was kissing her or biting her, fucking her or killing her.

The vampire held him close against her, nibbling against his neck, her blonde hair lying in streaks across her face as she moaned and coiled and gasped.

With one hand, she tore the dress from Jason’s shoulders, yanked it down until his large, heaving breasts were dangling free, their nipples all pointed with the cold. Then her head was buried in Jason’s bosom as she nipped at and sucked on his sweet tits, forcing Jason to moan out loud with pleasure.

As his lover worked his new breasts, Jason felt a wave of feeling unrolling over him, unlike anything he’d ever felt as a man.

He grabbed Dodi’s bloodied hand and smeared it against his face, licking her wound, even as she teased his areola with her tongue, a sensation in his mind like he was going mad and didn’t care one little bit.

Blood flowed. His pussy was wet. He pushed his hips against Dodi’s, grinding them madly, and felt her grind back, too.

Felt her pinching at his tits, felt her rolling onto her side, pulling him with her. Felt her lips against his, kissing, biting, hurting him, making his female form feel alive with pleasure.

The two girls fought or fucked like that for what felt like forever, Jason lost in a private world of lust and greed and animal desire. No longer caring that he was a male vampire hunter trapped in the body of a beautiful, submissive female vampire. Caring only about the twin feelings in his stomach and his new pussy, as Dodi used and abused his tender new form.

At long last, something happened. A switch was thrown and then Jason was arching his back against the soft rug and gasping, little cries escaping his lips as his vision went blurry.

He wasn’t sure if it was a female orgasm, or his vampire side reaching the climax of its feast, or what.

He just knew that he wanted this feeling to last forever, and that he’d accept any punishment to ensure it did.

Finally, the feeling faded. Jason’s high-pitched gasps slowed down. He returned to earth, dimly aware that Dodi was gasping and growling as loudly as he was, her eyes closed, her expression pulled back in a look of helpless, cruel pleasure.

The two girls rolled over on their backs, stared up at the ceiling with far-away looks on their supermodel faces, their unnaturally red lips still streaked with blood. Unbeknownst to them, their wounds had already healed, their dresses already magically repaired themselves.

“That was…” panted Dodi.

“…so good.” Finished Jason.

Inside, he couldn’t believe what was happening. Here he was, a female vampire, coming down from the impossible high of her first feast. Utterly obedient, ready to serve, ready to do whatever the Count wanted of him to get this feeling back.

Once Dodi was done with him, of course.

Not that he was in a hurry to finish his obedience training with this beautiful, cruel blonde monster.

Far away, on the other side of the castle, the Count smiled to himself. He was sat with his head cocked to one side, as if listening to something distant only he could hear.

Katherine crouched at his feet, naked except for her high heels and a leather collar around her neck, attached to a chain in the Count’s strong hand. She smiled up at her master, bent forward and gently kissed his foot.

“Good news, oh my Lord and master?”

“Very.”

The Count tugged at her chain. Katherine obediently crawled closer to him, draping herself across his lap, her bare breasts rubbing against his legs. The other vampires lounged around the room looked up in envy as she started kissing the Count’s stomach, jealous hisses escaping their lips.

The Count twinkled his eyes at them. They were his toys, to do with as he pleased.

And now he had a wonderful new addition to his fold.

“I was merely thinking,” he murmured, as he sensuously stroked Katherine’s long, dark hair, “that perhaps my darling Jasmine will be ready sooner than I expected.”

Katherine let out an orgasmic gasp at his words. Whatever pleased the Count made her experience impossible bliss. All around the room, the elegant women the Count had surrounded himself with moaned and whimpered in time, began to gently stroke one another’s nubile bodies.

“In fact,” the Count went on, his smile getting wider. “I think she shall be joining us up here before we know it.”

He gripped the chain.

“Now. Show me your devotion.”

He glared at the chamber.

“All of you. Show me!” He roared.

His voice was ferocious, making the entire mansion seem to shake. The vampire girls writhed in fear, whimpering exactly as they knew the Count liked, their soft, nubile flesh on display.

Inside them, fourteen men looked hopelessly out of the female bodies that had been forced on them, disgusted by what they were doing, but unable to disobey their puppet-master’s cruel commands.

Like robots, they fell down on all fours. Like robots, they tore their dresses from their skin, until they were only clad in panties, their breasts dangling and their cold white flesh on display.

Then, like the pathetic dogs they were, the Count’s beautiful, gender-swapped undead wives began caressing each other’s naked forms, biting one another’s nipples, lapping at one another’s dripping cunts. Kissing, gasping, writhing…

…all to please the Count.

Between his legs, the handsome Spanish vampire felt delicate fingers undo his fly. Felt Katherine pull out something of his that was big and long and thick.

Crouched before him, the chained girl looked up at her master with starry-eyed devotion.

“Thank you, my Lord,” she whispered, an ecstatic look on her beautiful features.

And then she gently parted her dark red lips, retracted her teeth, leaned forward, and took the Count’s ten-inch member deep inside her mouth.

As his wife slobbered on his dick, as the girls around him masturbated and mindlessly fucked for him, the Count felt a cruel smile cross his lips.

He was not one often given to displays of emotion – his upbringing in the ossified court of Carlos II had seen to that – but when the time was right… when the time was right…

And now, the time felt very right indeed.

“I shall see you very soon, Mr. Harker,” he murmured to himself, running one strong hand through Katherine’s dark hair, pushing her head deeper into his crotch. “And when you meet me in your new form…”

He smile grew darker-still.

“You will learn not only to be my slave, but also…”

His eyes glittered.

“My wife.”

Elsewhere, deep in the bowels of the mansion, Jason obediently lay naked across the four poster bed, his big boobies swelling and his pussy dripping as Dodi savagely whipped his naked bottom, making him scream out with girly cries of pain.

He didn’t know it, but his journey as a beautiful, obedient and very female vampire was only just beginning.

To be continued…
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The Gender Swap Games

The man whimpered as the cameras focused on box six, and the world waited to see his fate.

“Box six…” by now the Priestess was openly laughing. “Just imagine, worm. If we open this and see another image of a girl, you will have beaten the odds and kept your male body. Not only that, but you will be sent to Paradise. But…”

Her eyes flashed.

“…if the image of a man comes out, then your luck will be up, and will be forced to become a girl.”

Another pause.

“How are you feeling, slave?”

The digital output of the man’s mind was going wild. Women in the arena giggled as he tried to force himself not to think unkind thoughts about the Priestess.

Only last month a man who got to this stage had made the mistake of responding to this very question with a snapped how do you think I’m feeling? So the Priestess, to the delight of the women watching at home, had turned him into a bright pink rubber dildo. 

The man swallowed. Forced up a hideous, cracked smile.

“I’m excited, oh Goddess. Excited to see what… see what I become.”

“Good,” the Priestess smiled. “In that case…”

She raised her arms, holding her staff up in the air.

“If you had opened box six, you would have become…”

A pause, a silence that seemed to last forever. The audience were frozen. Not even the TV crew dared breathe.

The Priestess looked down at the pathetic creature before her. Suppressed a giggle.

“…you would have become… a man!”

The audience shrieked with laughter. The man’s eyes grew wide. The digital readout of his thoughts went wild.

NONONONONONOHGODPLEASENO!

The lid of box six opened. An image appeared of the man, no different than he was now. The hologram gave him a sad smile and a little shrug.

“Which means…” the High Priestess’s grin tugged wider than ever, “that box five contains…”

“NO!” The man suddenly screamed. “No, please! Goddess, I beg you. Please-!”

“… a French maid!”

The audience went wild, screaming, laughing, applauding. The man let out a hopeless cry. The lid of box five opened and an image appeared of a breathless, 18-year old French girl with a soft baby face, a vast cleavage almost falling out a tight little black maid’s outfit, and a pink feather duster clasped in one tiny hand.

Before the man’s shell shocked eyes, she silently blew him a kiss, giggling as she did so.

“You made your choice.” The High Priestess’s voice was suddenly hard, unforgiving. “By the power vested in me by the women of Earth, I find you guilty of being a man.”

The audience all cheered at once. The TV cameras zoomed in. The man looked like he was about to faint.

“Now be a good little bitch, and accept your punishment!”

And suddenly she pointed her staff right at the naked man, whispered something. The man threw up his hands-

“No!”

-but it was too late.

Before the watching eyes of millions of women, the man’s body began to shift and twist. As he screamed and begged, his entire form started to rearrange itself, like putty being molded by invisible hands.

His shoulders tugged inwards, losing their masculine broadness, even as his hips pushed out.

His arms and legs shed muscle, becoming weak and willowy.

His waist tightened, like someone had yanked an invisible belt tight around it.

His ass jumped up and filled out. His pecs wobbled then began to inflate into breasts. His dick hiked back up into his body, replaced by a pair of plump and moist little lips.

The man looked down at his body and howled. Tears rolled down his cheeks. He gave the Priestess one last, pleading glance.

“You deserve this,” the Priestess whispered. “Every man deserves this.”

Then the man began to scream, a raw, animal scream that rose in pitch until it became a girly shriek.

He shrieked as his face transformed from a square-jawed man’s face into a soft and girly one.

He shrieked as long blonde locks erupted from his head, tumbling past his narrow, cream shoulders.

And he shrieked as he shrank ten inches, as his skin became smooth and hairless and springy, and as a maid’s uniform began to form across his curvy new body.

Half a minute after it had started, it was over. The Priestess lowered her staff with a smile. The audience craned their necks to look…

…at the cute little French maid standing where a man had once been.

She was young, maybe 18 at most, with wide blue eyes, pouty pink lips, round cheeks and platinum blonde hair that fell in straight lines either side of her pretty little face.

Her breasts and ass were large, her waist tight, her legs long. Her black uniform was tiny, trimmed with white lace, barely able to cover her cute little bum.

Pristine white stockings laced their way up her slender legs. A dainty little maid’s cap perched on her head. Frilly garters hung from her dainty wrists, a black choker wrapped around her throat. A pink feather duster dangled from one tiny hand.

She was beautiful. She was tacky. She was a bimbo. The sort of woman men used to fantasize about, when they were still allowed to think such thoughts.

And she was him.

 The High Priestess had turned this cowering man into a beautiful, obedient girl…

Continue reading at Amazon.com.


Like stories of men being turned into gorgeous woman and programed to serve? Check out my kinky Sci-Fi tale of a man forced to become a beautiful fembot…

Gender Swapped for Her Pleasure

“H-Holly?” Zayne whimpered, horrified to hear his voice had somehow shot up in pitch. “What happened? Fifi had a gun and…”

“Shhh…” Holly delicately placed one fingertip against Zayne’s lips. “Not another word.”

“But…”

“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 maidbot 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.


Also by Lisa Change

*

How I Was Turned Into a Pregnant Girl

“I’d always dreamed of being a dad. But now they were gonna force me to become a pregnant mommy.”


Macho man Evan has always wanted to have kids… but not like this. After an argument with his beautiful wife Jo about starting a family gets out of hand, Evan finds himself being volunteered for an experimental new government program. One that promises to take ordinary men like him… and turn them into pregnant young girls!


Gender-swapped and impregnated, Evan suddenly finds himself trapped as 22-year old Evie: a blonde bombshell who is also an expectant mommy. As he tries to get to grips with his new identity, Evan finds himself embarking on a 9 month battle with stretch marks, cravings, and breasts that are heavy and sore with milk. Will this transformed man find a way of turning himself back? Or is he doomed to spend the rest of his life as a beautiful pregnant girl? 

Read more info or buy at Amazon.com.


My New Life as a School Girl

“I had no choice. I’d broken the rules. And now the school were gonna force me to become a girl.”


18-year old Eliot has always been the school badboy. The kid who doesn’t play by the rules. But now things are changing, and the baddest boy is about to become the goodest girl!


As part of an experimental punishment, the school uses pioneering technology to swap Eliot’s gender. In the blink of an eye, this sporty alpha male goes from handsome Eliot to busty beauty Ellie, the cutest girl at school! 


But the change has altered more than just Eliot’s body. As he struggles to navigate the terrifying world of high school as a teenage beauty, Eliot finds himself developing strange feelings for his male friends. Will this gender-swapped boy be able to resist his body’s new urges? Or will he find himself slowly succumbing to his romantic yearnings for the guys around him…?  

Read more info or buy at Amazon.com.


She Turned You Into a Beautiful Girl

(13 novel-length tales of gender transformation)

13 electrifying TG tales in one mega bundle! 


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

Trapped as His Best Friend’s Wife

Becoming Zoe (Parts I-III)

Swapped for Her Birthday

She Forced Him to Get Pregnant

He Became Her Slave Girl

…and many, many more. If you enjoy breast expansion, feminization, bimbofication, cross-dressing, sexual orientation reversal, interracial intercourse, taboo romance, m-preg, feminized humiliations, maid play, bridal dresses, gender-swapped men being seduced by hunky male lovers, or gender-transformation revenge this 150k word bundle is for you!

Read more info or buy at Amazon.com.


About the Author

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

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

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

*

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