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Meet Jerry Wallace, one of life’s winners. At twenty-eight, Jerry was at the top of his
game. In peak physical condition, he worked out regularly, even finding the time to fit
in a marathon or two each month. But he wasn’t all brawn and no brains. Jerry was
smart and laser-focused. Which helped him recently get promoted, becoming the
youngest partner in the history of the small law firm where he worked. Ok, I know
what you're thinking. Good looking, athletic, rich, he must have some flaws. Perhaps
an attitude problem or women troubles. No, not the case. Although Jerry could be a
little arrogant at times, he had plenty of friends and was liked by all. In the relationship
department, he also had no concerns. Having just started dating the beautiful Tamia. A
nineteen years old secretary, recently hired by his company, Jerry was on cloud nine.
She was all a man could want, fun to be around, dynamite in the bedroom, and a sense
of humour to boot. It looks like Jerry really has hit the jackpot in life. But you know
what they say. When you've reached the top, the only way to go is down.




Looking across his bedroom, Jerry smiled as he saw Tamia applying her makeup. The
view from where he was standing was spectacular, giving him mischievous thoughts.
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With common sense winning out. Jerry turned his mind to the evening's event. Some
rented out room in a tacky nightclub downtown where he would have to mingle with
some of the biggest idiots on the planet. Their only dream in life, to look as slutty as
possible in the hope of bagging a rich husband. Jerry wasn’t normally one to judge, but
there was just something about that sort of person that rubbed him up the wrong way.
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The sudden pain Jerry experienced in every cell of his body felt like being torn apart
from the inside. Mercifully, It only lasted a few seconds before quickly dissipating. But
what it left behind was a state of utter shock and confusion.

Urgh, what the hell
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Hearing what Tamia had just said, Jerry’s mouth dropped open in disbelief. But before
he could utter another word. He was hit with another jolt. This time, less painful, but
for poor Jerry, it was even more disturbing. Having not only felt his body shifting but

also the clothes surrounding it. Jerry’s slimmer, more delicate hands quickly shot
down between his legs to open the button of the skin-tight jeans he was now wearing.
Hoping to god, not to find what his mind was envisioning.
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About to scream and shout, freaking out at this point, Jerry was hit by another wave of
energy. This time it wasn’t painful at all, just warm and tingly. Again he felt his whole
body slim down and become shorter. The high heeled boots, morphing out of his
previously flat shoes, just emphasising the point. Forced forward by the heels erupting
out from under his foot, Jerry almost lost his balance. But it would be much worst
when he stood back up straight, only to realise he would now have to look up at Tamia,
even teetering atop his towering new heels.
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Before Tamia could answer, The room flashed, and, in an instant, Jerry’s masculine-
looking bachelor pad took on a new look. A look more likely to be appreciated by a
teenage girl rather than a grown man.

You look gorgeous,
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preditting ground
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Oh, never mind.
You’re already
wearing tights.
| Perhaps | 'm loSing
L rmy mind too.
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Bursting out in a fit of giggles, Tamia turned her back. Jerry, unaccustomed to the
impossibly tall heels that had somehow materialized on his aching feet, wobbled. As he
struggled to keep his balance and wondering if he really had lost his mind.
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With the new Jess and Tamia heading out for a night of twerking and shots. Next door,
Milly Ford sat miserably in her bedroom, feeling rather silly. In her heart of hearts, she
knew the spell she had bought off the internet was a long shot but the urge to be
popular and feminine was too strong to ignore. Along with the depression, she also felt
disappointment, having hoped for a brief second that magic might actually be real. She
had done her research, jumped through all the hoops, and paid a absolute fortune. Not
to mention the rather serious six-page warning email, the girl selling it had sent. It
really had seemed legit. After the first reading, Milly thought for a minute that her
breasts might have grown a little bigger. But having reading the spell a further five
times and seeing no notable difference in her appearance, she had screwed up the
paper and thrown it angrily across the room. Unbeknown to her though, the spell was
real. If only she had read the fine print on the back. Which clearly stated how to select
a target. Without one the spell had defaulted to the nearest person who was definitely
feminine, and after she arrived at the club, was soon to be very popular.
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