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“The Magic Journal”

 

Rachel stared into Shawn’s eyes.  He was a bit on the nerdy side, but he had such a great personality that he’d won Rachel over completely.  She was in love, and Shawn seemed to be too.  Rachel was excited to see where this romance could go.

“I’ve had a great time,” Rachel said.
Shawn grinned.  “Me too.  We should do this more often!”
Rachel blushed.  “I’d love to.”
Now Shawn blushed.  “You know what would make this date even better?”

Rachel was just about to respond when her older stepbrother Brad suddenly appeared.  He and his girlfriend Jennifer had entered the diner unnoticed and Brad now stood over Shawn and Rachel’s table.  He wore his letter jacket, the one he earned playing football – he was the captain of their junior college’s team.  Jennifer wore a tight black dress and matching pumps.  She was homecoming queen and the most popular girl at school.  Rachel, who was in the class behind her stepbrother, was largely seen as a nerd herself.

“What would make your date better, nerd-boy?!” Brad asked with a cynical laugh.  “Come on, tell us!” Rachel and Shawn glared at him.

Brad laughed.  “I know, how about if two other people were on the date?” “Will you go away!” Rachel growled at her stepbrother.

“Make me,” he said.
“Leave me alone,” she said.

“Leave you alone?!  I’m just trying to help you.  You don’t want to date this nerd,” he said.  “Date somebody popular!”

Shawn’s face burned red.

Rachel rose and poked Brad in the chest with her finger.  “Leave me alone or I’ll tell mom how you tried to ruin my date!”
Brad laughed again.  “Go ahead and tell her.  She won’t do anything.”  This was true as their mother let her pride in Brad’s football prowess make her blind to his faults.  She was not as forgiving of Rachel, however.
Brad continued.  “As for ruining your date, I haven’t ruined your date. . . not yet.”  He picked up the milkshake Rachel had been drinking and poured it onto Shawn’s head.

Shawn didn’t even move because he was intimidated by the larger, older boy.
“Now your date is ruined.”
Rachel started punching Brad in the chest as tears flowed from her eyes.  “I hate you!  I hate you!  I hate you!”

Brad laughed.  He pushed her back down into her seat and then wrapped his arm around his girlfriend, who was giggling the entire time.  “Come on, baby.”
When they’d left, Shawn wiped himself clean as best he could with a handful of napkins, but he still looked a mess.

“I’m so sorry,” Rachel said between tears.
“Forget about it,” he said.
“My stepbrother is a real jerk,” she said.
“I could tell.”
“I’m really sorry!”
“Like I said, forget about it,” he said angrily.
Rachel wiped away her tears.  “I really did have a great time.  Could we do this again soon?”

Shawn shrugged his shoulders.  “Yeah, sure.  I’ll give you a call,” he said and he tossed some money onto the table to take care of the bill.  Then walked out, leaving Rachel crying in the booth.

 

—o—

 

Rachel walked aimlessly through the shopping district.  She replayed the image of Shawn fleeing the restaurant over and over in her mind.  Shawn made her feel so good and she truly wanted to be his girlfriend, but it looked like that wouldn’t happen now.  Brad had ruined another one of her dates.  She sighed and wiped away another tear.

“You look like you could use some cheering up,” said the clerk at the thrift shop Rachel now stood before. “Sure, what have you got that can get rid of a bratty stepbrother?” asked Rachel.
The clerk smiled.  “It can’t be that bad?”
“It can,” she said.  “He sabotaged my date with this great guy!”
“Well, if the guy was that great, then he wouldn’t have let the date be sabotaged, would he?”

Rachel furrowed her brow.  “Whose side are you on?” she asked trying to sound funny, though her anguish made this impossible.
“Our Thrifty Spender store policy doesn’t let me pick sides,” he said with a wink, “but I’ll tell you what I can do!”

“What’s that?”
“Sometimes it helps to write out the things which bother you.”
“How does that help?”

He smiled again.  “It gives you a chance to sort through your thoughts. . . to make peace with yourself.  It’s very therapeutic.”

Rachel raised an eyebrow doubtfully.  “So you’re suggesting what?”

“I’m suggesting that we have a whole collection of wonderful journals in the back,” he said, pointing to the rear of the store past several racks of clothes and some old purses.  “Why don’t you pick one out, take it home, and start writing about what happened.  I’ll bet it makes you feel better and helps you make up your mind about what to do next.”

Rachel shrugged her shoulders.

“How’s this?” he asked.  “Since you’re clearly so upset, I’ll even let you have one free.” “Free?”

“Free!”

Rachel cracked her first smile in an hour.  “I guess I can’t pass that up.” “That’a girl!”

 

—o—

 

Rachel tossed her purse onto her chair, kicked off her sneakers and collapsed onto her bed.  She was still deeply depressed about Shawn and very angry at Brad.  She stared at the ceiling for some time.  She didn’t know what she wanted to do, but one thing was for certain, she had no intention of starting a journal.  Hence, when she saw the journal sticking out of the shopping bag on the floor, she angrily tossed it into the garbage.  But the moment she picked it up, she noticed something strange.  The journal seemed to glow ever so slightly.

“What the heck?”
Rachel took the journal in both hands and examined it.  The glow was gone, but she knew she had seen it.
“This is really weird,” she said.

After turning the journal over several times and examining the outside completely, she opened it.  Written on the first page in glowing golden letters was the following:

 

“With this journal, you may change the world.  What you write shall come to pass.  But be warned that what you give must be taken, and what is taken given, and true happiness can only be found within.”

 

“Talk about corny!” Rachel said.  “It’s a nice effect though.  I wonder how they did the lighting?”

Suddenly the text flickered and disappeared, leaving behind only a blank page.  Rachel stared at the page, unable to believe her eyes.  She closed the journal and opened it again hoping to make the effect reappear, but it didn’t.  She scratched her chin.
“Am I supposed to believe this is magic?” she asked herself.  She ran her tongue over her lips.  “I guess I can always try it and see what happens?  It’s not like I have anything to lose,” she said with a laugh.  She smiled. “Yeah, why the heck not?!”
Rachel grabbed a pen from her desk and then sat down and tried to think of something she could use to test the journal.  She had no idea what to wish for, nor did she know how this was supposed to work.  Should she write “I wish” and then her wish, or should she write it more like a book?  This was a journal after all, so maybe it made more sense to write the wish like it already happened?  She wasn’t sure.  Plus, what should she wish for?  She needed something to prove to her that it worked, but she also didn’t want to do anything that might blow up on her. Also, what kind of wishes could this thing actually grant?  Could she just get something or change something?
Then it hit her.  She loved ice-cream cake, especially when she was feeling depressed, but there was none in the house.  She took her pen and she wrote:  “I wish Mom would bring ice-cream cake to my room.”

She closed the journal and she waited.
Nothing happened.
“I knew it,” she finally said.  “There’s no such thing as magic.”

She angrily tossed the journal into her garbage and climbed back onto her bed.  She rolled herself into a ball and fell asleep.

 

—o—

 

“Wake up, dear!” said Rachel’s mother.
Rachel rolled over and looked at her clock.  It was 6:30 am on a Sunday and she was still groggy.  “Mom, it’s

Sunday, why are you waking me up?”

“Because I didn’t want the cake to melt!” her mother responded.
“Cake?”
“Yes, ice-cream cake. . . your favorite!”
Rachel sat up.  “Where did you get the cake from?  We didn’t have cake yesterday?”

Her mother raised an eyebrow.  “Of course we did.  Are you suggesting this cake appeared by magic?” asked her mother with a laugh and she handed Rachel a plate with a large piece of ice-cream cake on it.
Rachel couldn’t believe her eyes.  Her wish had come true!  The moment her mother left she lunged at her garbage can to find the journal.  It was still there.  And on the first page, she had indeed written that her mother would bring her cake.

“Oh my God!” she said, staring at what she had written.  “I wonder what all this can do?”

 

—o—

 

Later that afternoon, Rachel sat on her bed with her best friend Beth.  Beth did not believe Rachel’s story.
“I think you’re crazy, Rae,” said Beth.

“I’m telling you, I wrote that my mother would bring me cake, and not just cake, but ice-cream cake.  This morning at six fricken thirty, she walked into my room and handed me a piece of ice-cream cake.”

Beth shrugged her shoulders.  “It’s a coincidence.”
“It’s not.  We didn’t even have cake in the house.  I know because I checked.”
“So you missed it.  It was probably crammed in the back of the freezer.”
Rachel exhaled loudly.  “Why won’t you believe me?”
“Because you’re telling me you used magic.  There’s no such thing!”
“Look, I’ll prove it to you.”
“How?”

“I got this journal for a reason, right?” Beth shrugged her shoulders.

Rachel glared at her.  “Seriously.  Somebody gave me this journal because Brad messed up my date with

Shawn.  Clearly, somebody wants me to get even with Brad.”

Beth furrowed her brow.  “What are you planning?”

“I’m going to write some things in this book and they will happen.  Then Brad can feel the humiliation I felt and I can get him even for the way he treated me!” Beth rolled her eyes.

“You’ll see,” Rachel said.
“I guess,” Beth said and she shrugged her shoulders again.  “So what are you going to write?”
Rachel furrowed her brow.  “I’m not sure yet.”
“How about turning him into a toad?” Beth said with a smirk.
“Ha ha.”
“You said it was magic.”
Rachel rubbed her chin.  “You know, I’m not even sure what this is capable of.”
“What do you mean?”

“I mean, I haven’t tested it on a person.  I don’t know if it can do anything to a person or not.  Also, it said something about giving and taking?”
“Maybe it means if you take something, then somebody else has to lose it.  Like your cake, there’s probably some kid out there right now who has no idea where his birthday cake went.”

Rachel considered this for a moment.  “That could be.  Let’s try an experiment.”
“What kind of experiment?”

“I’ve got ugly nails, right?  They’re all short and stubby.  But you know who has gorgeous nails?  Kim.  What if I wished to have her nails?  Then we could see if I get nails like she has and we can see what happens to her nails.”

Beth laughed.  “Ok, let’s see what happens.”

Rachel opened the journal and wrote, “I wish Rachel Williams had nails like Kim Hooper’s nails.”  She showed Beth and then closed the journal.  “Now we wait.”

“How long?”
“I don’t know.  The cake didn’t arrive until the following morning.”

Beth smiled condescending at Rachel and patted her on the knee.  “Ok, well I should get going.  Good luck with your nails and then your revenge.”

“You still don’t believe me, do you?”

“No, not really.  But who knows?  I’ll see you see tomorrow.” The two girls kissed each other on the cheek and hugged.

 

—o—

 

Rachel awoke the following morning with the journal on the pillow next to her.  She had waited all day for something to happen and nothing had.  She was disappointed.  Perhaps the cake had been a coincidence after all. She stretched and sat up.  When she did, she suddenly realized that she had the most gorgeous nails!  They were long and pink.  They were thick and strong and beautifully shaped with near-perfect oval tips.

“Oh my God!!  It worked!” she squealed.
Rachel got dressed and ran across the street to Beth’s house.  Beth had just gotten out of bed.
“It worked!” she said, still beaming.  She held up her hands to show Beth her fingertips.
“What worked?” Beth asked through a yawn.
“My nails!  Look at them!” she said, still holding them up for Beth to observe.
“What about your nails?”
“They’re gorgeous!”
Beth rolled her eyes.  “Gee, ego much?”
“I mean it.  I wrote that wish to have great nails and now I have them.”
“What are you talking about, Rae?  You’ve always had great nails.  Everyone envies your nails.”
Rachel furrowed her brow.  “You don’t remember me writing in my journal?”

“Yeah, you wrote something, but I don’t remember what it was.  You were going on and on about magic and you sounded a little crazy actually.  How does this affect your nails?”

“I wished for perfect nails, just like Kim Hooper.”
Beth raised an eyebrow.  “Kim Hooper?  She’s got ugly nails.  They’re all stubby and thin and gross.”
“What do you mean Kim has ugly nails?  She’s always had great nails.”
“Are we talking about the same Kim Hooper?”

Rachel took a deep breath.  It was clear that Beth simply couldn’t recall that yesterday things were different. Yesterday, Rachel had ugly short nails and Kim had gorgeous enviable nails.  Now that things had changed, only Rachel knew what had happened.  Even more interestingly, for Rachel to get nails like Kim, apparently, Kim had to lose her nails and she got ones like Rachel had had.  Now she knew how this journal worked! It was time to focus on Brad.

 

—o—

 

That night, Rachel sat on her bed and carefully wrote out what she wanted to see happen.  She had spent much of the day trying to come up with the revenge she wanted and then composing how it should be written up.  She was going to teach Brad a lesson for the things he’d done to her, and that lesson would strike right at the things near and dear to him.  Moreover, that lesson would go on and on.  She wasn’t going to rush this.  She wanted to see him suffer step by step.

 

—o—

 

Rachel woke up early and got dressed.  She wore a multi-colored top, some low-rise jeans, and pink sandals with a three-inch heel.  She wanted to be nice and tall for this, and these heels would make her 5’7” tall.  She looked at her clock and went out into the hallway to wait for Brad to wake up.  She didn’t have long to wait.

Brad emerged from his room.

Rachel almost burst out laughing the moment she saw him.  He’d gone from over six feet tall to only 5’9”.  In her heels, he was now only two inches taller than she was!  He’d also lost about 20 pounds of muscle!  He looked a lot smaller than he had when he went to bed!

“Morning, big brother,” she said with a huge grin on her face.

Brad ignored her and moved past her.  But then he seemed to notice something was strange.  He stopped and turned to face her.  Rachel saw him sneak a peek at her feet, no doubt to see if she wore heels.  Then he scratched his head and walked off toward the bathroom.  About a minute later, Rachel heard what sounded like a muffled scream. Brad came running out into the hallway.  He grabbed Rachel by the shoulders and shook her.

“What did you do to me!” he demanded.

Rachel laughed.  “Whatever do you mean, big brother?” “You know what I mean!” he yelled.

“I have no idea!”
“You made me smaller somehow!”
Rachel raised an eyebrow.  “I made you smaller?  Is this a joke?”

Brad glared at her before running downstairs.  Rachel followed just in time to see Brad trying to explain to his mother, who was now as tall as he was in her heels, that he had shrunk during the night.

“This is horrible, mom!  I need to see a doctor!”
“Honey, what are you talking about,” his mother asked as she ran her fingers through his hair.
“I shrunk!  I got smaller!  I’m three inches shorter and I’ve lost about 20 pounds!”
His mother raised her eyebrow.  “Brad, people don’t just shrink—”
“I did!  I’m only 5’9” now!”
“But Brad, you’ve always been 5’9”?”
“No I haven’t!  I was six foot last night when I went to bed.”
His mother shook her head and then hugged him.  “Poor dear, you’ve had a nightmare.”

“I did not have a nightmare!” he yelled.  “I’m having a nightmare right now!”  Just then he noticed Rachel behind him smirking.  He pointed at her.  “You did this!”
“Oh Brad,” said his mother.  “Leave your stepsister alone.  Nobody shrunk you.  People don’t shrink.  Now get dressed and get ready for school.”

Brad glared at her and then at Rachel and finally stormed off upstairs.

 

—o—

 

School was a nightmare for Brad that day.  Everything was different.  Everyone seemed taller and larger.  He couldn’t reach as high as before.  He couldn’t carry as much as before.  And football practice was way, way worse. Without those three lost inches, he had a hard time seeing over the line to throw the ball.  This made him much less effective as the starting quarterback.  Moreover, the twenty pounds of muscle he lost greatly reduced his ability to take a hit without getting hurt and meant he no longer had the strength to throw the ball with the same zip.  That led to several interceptions and lots of passes that fell far too short.  The coaches yelled at him the whole time.

“If we had anyone better, I’d replace you in a heartbeat,” screamed the coach.

When practice ended, Brad waited to take a shower.  Even though the other boys hadn’t noticed his loss of size, he still felt oddly intimidated around them now.  After he showered, he left the locker room and ran right into his girlfriend, Jennifer, whom he had avoided all day long.
Jennifer was a beautiful girl with large breasts, long, blond hair and legs that wouldn’t quit.  She stood around 5’5” and typically wore four-inch heels.  That made her exactly as tall as Brad today.

Brad blushed.  “Hi,” he said quietly, noticing that they were the same height.
She kissed him.  “Hey, baby.  Rough practice.”
“You were there?”

“I was watching from the stands.  You’ve done better.  Of course, you’ve done worse too.” “Can I tell you something?” he asked.

“Of course you can.”

“No one believes me, but I shrank three inches last night!” Jennifer laughed.  “That’s funny.” “No, I’m serious!” he insisted.

“Honey, if you shrank three inches, I’d know it.”
“You’re saying I’ve always been this small?”
She shrugged her shoulders.  “As long as I’ve known you.”
“But you told me that you only date guys who are six foot tall or more, remember?” he reminded her.
“I don’t remember ever telling you that,” she said, suddenly blushing.
“You did,” he said.

She placed her arms on his shoulders.  “Yeah, well I made an exception in your case.”  She kissed him again, before adding, “Because you’re so cute.”

“Why won’t anyone believe me?” he asked himself.

 

—o—

 

Rachel sat on her bed laughing.  She’d really enjoyed her entire day of watching Brad walking around stunned, looking greatly intimidated.  She watched his practice too and got a kick out of seeing the self-described unbeatable star of the team flailing on the field.  She also loved seeing the look of unease on Jennifer’s face as she hugged her short boyfriend.  All of this told Rachel that she was on the right track.
The best part of her day, however, came when she went to meet Shawn after school.  That’s where she sent the three inches and twenty pounds Brad lost, and boy did it make a difference!  Shawn was now exactly as tall as Brad and almost as muscular and he was much more masculine.  Rachel liked that a lot.
“I’m glad you’re not upset about my brother anymore,” Rachel had said as they met in the same diner as before.
Shawn shrugged his shoulders.  “I wasn’t going to let him stand in the way of our relationship,” he said.  He sounded much more confident with his new size, though he apparently had no idea he wasn’t always this tall or strong.  He kissed her.
Rachel smiled and kissed him back.  That made her day.  In fact, it made her very, very happy.  But still, that was no reason not to continue her plan to teach Brad a lesson just because her relationship with Shawn had been saved.  Brad needed to learn some humility!  Plus, he still had a lot to answer for.  So Rachel sat in her bed, thinking about what to do next to her stepbrother.

“What shall I change tonight?” she asked herself with a laugh.

Tomorrow was Saturday, so she didn’t want to do anything too dramatic because she didn’t want to give Brad the weekend to adjust.  She wanted him to have to adjust at school, surrounded by all of his peers.  Still, she wanted to do something.  But what would humiliate him the most?  Then it struck her. “I think it’s time for a wardrobe change!”

 

—o—

 

Rachel sat in the kitchen wearing pajamas and fuzzy slippers.  She was drinking orange juice and waiting for the show to begin.  The players were set.  Her mother was cooking eggs for her father who was reading the newspaper.  All they needed now was the main attraction, the football star who was about to bravely step out and embrace his feminine side. . . whether he wanted to or not.  Rachel heard Brad in the hallway.  She set down her juice and waited for everything to begin.
Moments later, Brad walked into the kitchen wearing a pink romper dress and pink sandals with a two-inch wedge heel.  His face was covered in makeup and his nails were painted.  He appeared agitated.

“Holy crap!” said Brad’s father the moment he saw Brad.
“What the hell are you wearing, Brad?!” demanded his mother.
“It wasn’t my idea!” he protested.

His mother put her hands on her hips.  “And I suppose these clothes just fell onto your body, is that it?” “No, but it wasn’t my idea!  I didn’t want to wear this crap,” he said.

“Brad, I don’t want to hear any more fantasies.  You are not shrinking and nobody dressed you like this except you!”

“It’s no fantasy!”
“Go to your room and take off those clothes this instance!” she demanded.
“I can’t,” he said emphatically.
“Why not?”
“I don’t know, I just know I can’t.  It’s like I’m being forced to wear them.”

His mother flared her nostrils.  “Fine, Brad.  If you want to dress like a girl, then you can dress like a girl.  But I’m not going to hide you.  I’m not cancelling my luncheon today and I’m not letting you out of your chores.  You need to mow the lawn today, before my guests arrive, and if you want to mow the lawn in that romper, then you be my guest.”

Brad’s face burned red with shame.  “Mom!  I can’t let anyone see me like this!”

“No, Brad.  That doesn’t fly.  You made the choice to dress like this, so you need to live with the consequences.”

“But mom!”
“No, Brad.  The choice is yours.”
“But I can’t take off these clothes!”
“Then prepare to be embarrassed,” she said coldly.

And so it was.  Bard’s parents forced him to mow the lawn dressed in the pink romper and the pink sandals. Naturally, this got noticed.  Soon various people from the neighborhood came by on foot or on their bikes to see the football star mowing the law in a dress.  They in turn called their other friends who also came by.  Soon more were coming by, including students from their school and even a couple cheerleaders.  Every single one of them teased him:

“Nice dress, Mr. Quarterback!”
“Look at the girly man!”
“You should try out for cheerleading, you’d look great in the skirts!”

Rachel was ecstatic.  This was better than she’d ever hoped.  She got to sit on the front steps and watch Brad get humiliated for over an hour.  Then she got to watch him get humiliated all over again when her mother’s friends showed up for their luncheon.  It was a good day, so good in fact, that she decided to make him dress like a girl again on Sunday.  She liked watching him slink around the house, afraid to be seen by anyone.
It was also a good day because Rachel learned more about the journal.  She learned that if she wished that something “was” then it would be as if it had always been.  If she wished for something to “start” or “begin” or be “from now on,” then it would start suddenly and everyone would notice the change.  This could come in very handy for her.

 

—o—

 

Monday morning, Rachel again rose early so she could be in the hallway when Brad got out of bed.  She again wore heels.  These were white sandals, which matched her long white pleated skirt, and a pink blouse.  The heels were the most important, however, because they made her 5’7”.
Brad came out of his room and Rachel immediately burst out laughing.  He was three inches shorter once again and now stood only 5’6” – one inch shorter than her in her heels.  He’d also lost another twenty pounds, all of it muscle.  He looked very small and very weak.
“What are you laughing at!” Brad demanded, before he suddenly froze.  He looked down at his younger stepsister’s feet and then looked at her face.  The look on his face was priceless as he realized he was looking up into her eyes for the first time ever.  “Oh shit!” he said and he ran to the bathroom.
Rachel followed him and watched him staring into the mirror as he ran his hands all over his small, weak body.

“This can’t be!” he said over and over.
“It is,” Rachel said.
Brad turned to face his now larger younger stepsister.  “You did this!  I know it!”
Rachel smiled.  “Did I really?”

“Of course you did!  You’re the only one who noticed the changes!”  He glared at her.  “You made me dress like a girl all weekend too!  I’m going to get even with you!”
Rachel laughed.  “If I really did do this, then it’s not real smart to threaten me is it?  You might wake up five inches tall tomorrow!”
Brad froze.  Could she really do that to him?  In that moment, he became very afraid of his stepsister.  If she could rob him of six inches, who’s to say she couldn’t take the rest?

“Turn me back!” he squealed.
“No.”
“Seriously, turn me back!”
Rachel laughed.  “No.”
Brad gritted his teeth.  “What do you want?”
“Nothing.”
“Seriously, tell me what you want to turn me back.”
Rachel just laughed.

Brad took a deep breath and said something he’d never said to his stepsister before.  “Please. . . please turn me back.”
She pointed her finger in his face.  “You better be really good to me from now on and maybe I’ll turn you back.”

Brad bit his lip.  “I will, I swear, please just turn me back!” he begged.  He fell to his knees.  “Please, I swear,

I’ll do anything!”

Rachel smiled.  The feeling of power burned in her veins.  “Not yet.  Not until you prove how good you can be,” she said.  Then she returned to her room, leaving her stepbrother on his knees.

 

—o—

 

If Brad thought the prior Friday was a nightmare, or his crossdressing weekend was humiliating, he had no idea.  Today was infinitely worse.  Everyone was suddenly a lot taller than he was, even many of the girls. Everywhere he went, he found himself looking up to everyone.  He felt small and vulnerable without his muscles. In fact, he realized that with all the muscle he’d lost, he was now weaker than all but a few of the boys and even many of the girls.  His arms were tiny, his legs were weak and his shoulders almost nonexistent.  People seemed to treat him differently too.  In the past, he walked the halls proudly and people got out his way and offered him congratulations on his most recent football triumphs.  Today, people shoved their way past him and largely treated him like he wasn’t there.  He felt thoroughly intimidated.

Practice was even worse.

At first, Brad tried to avoid practice, claiming to be ill.  But one of the assistant coaches saw him and marched him to the locker room.  The locker room was a horribly emasculating experience for Brad.  He was the smallest person in the room by far and the other players treated him like a pariah.

Brad put on his uniform and headed to the field.
“I don’t think I can do this today, coach,” Brad said when he stepped onto the field.
“And why the hell not?” growled the coach.
“My arm hurts and I’m just not up to throwing the ball—”
The coach raised an eyebrow.  “Throwing?”
“Yeah.”

“What is wrong with you, Brad?  You don’t throw the ball.  You’re the damn kicker!”  He started to walk away, but stopped.  “Actually, let me correct that.  You’re the kicker for now.  There’s someone else trying out to take your spot today.”

“What?” Brad asked, shocked at this turn of events.
“I need somebody reliable and that’s not you.”

Just then a girl emerged from the locker room.  She wore a football uniform.  Brad recognized her as Cindy Moore, a soccer player.  When he was larger, she constantly flirted with him, hoping he would date her.  He thought about playing around with her, but just never got around to it.  Now she didn’t even recognize him, and she would apparently be trying to take his spot on the team.
For the next half hour, Brad and Cindy competed by kicking field goals.  Actually, Cindy kicked field goals, Brad mainly missed.  Not only was she more accurate, she was stronger too, easily outkicking him by twenty yards. Brad hung his head in shame.
“Ok, I’ve seen enough,” said the coach.  “Cindy, you’re our new kicker.  Welcome aboard.”  He turned to Brad.  “I can’t kick you off the team because the school doesn’t allow that, but you better get used to sitting on the bench.  You’re the backup.”
Brad couldn’t believe it.  Two days ago he was the team’s star quarterback, now he was the backup kicker. . . to a girl.  This was the most humiliating practice of his life.
After practice, Brad changed into his clothes and slipped out the side door, hoping to avoid everyone.  He ran straight into Rachel, who had come to watch his practice.  She was curious what changes would accompany his loss in strength and size, and she was getting a real kick out his new position.

“Backup kicker!” she said with a laugh.
“Leave me alone.”
“To a girl!  Ha!”
“Shut up!”

Rachel laughed again.  “You better watch it, big brother.  If you aren’t good to me, I’ll make this worse.  Not to mention I might just put you over my knee and spank you.  I doubt you could stop me, little brother.”

He cringed.

Just then Jennifer appeared.  She walked over to Brad, but didn’t kiss him.  In her heels she was easily three inches taller than he was.  Rachel took this opportunity to step away behind a small concrete wall where she could still watch what was happening.

“Come on Brad, let’s go,” Jennifer said with traces of disgust.  “I can’t believe you lost your spot to a girl.  Do you know how humiliated I feel right now?” “It wasn’t my fault!” he said.

Jennifer rolled her eyes.  “Sure it wasn’t,” she said sarcastically.
“I wasn’t this short yesterday!”
“Well then maybe you should start wearing heels,” she said snidely.
“I know you don’t believe me, but seriously, my stepsister shrank me three inches overnight!”

“Brad, I’m sick of hearing excuses.  Now let’s go get something to eat.  And don’t even think I’m sleeping with you tonight.”
Rachel watched this from a distance with a huge grin on her face.  Jennifer had given her an idea.  In the meantime, she wondered how Shawn looked with the added height and muscles.  She couldn’t wait to see him for their date in a couple days.

 

—o—

 

“No, I still don’t believe you,” said Beth.
“Why not?”
“Because you haven’t shown me anything.”
“I showed you my nails—”
“Nails you’ve always had!”

Rachel bit her tongue.  “I showed you how I shrunk my brother and you saw him wearing that dress this weekend.”
“Your stepbrother has always been that short and him wearing a dress doesn’t prove it was magic, it just proves he’s kind of weird.”

Rachel took a deep breath.  “Fine, I’ll prove it the only way I know how, then you’ll have to believe me.”
“How?”
“I’m going to take something of yours.”
Beth laughed.  “Ok, how about my belly,” she said.  “I could stand to lose a few inches.”

Rachel shook her head.  “No, I think it needs to be something you like because Shawn hasn’t said a word even though he’s gotten six inches and forty pounds of muscle, so I think people don’t notice changes they like.” “Shawn is dreamy,” Beth said.

“Hands off, girlfriend.”
“Just saying.”
Rachel snapped her fingers.  “I’ve got it.  I’m going to take an inch off your boobs.”
Beth rolled her eyes.  “You need help.”
“No, you need to understand this.”
Beth laughed.  “Fine, try your crazy voodoo.  And when it doesn’t work, can we please stop talking about it?”

 

—o—

 

The next morning, Rachel awoke to find Beth bursting through her door.  She was very upset.  Rachel’s mother let her in, even though Rachel was still sleeping, and she ran right upstairs.

“What have you done to me!” she whispered angrily.

Rachel sat up in her bed.  She had been asleep moments before and was still groggy.  “What do you mean?” “I mean, my boobs shrank!  They’re smaller!” she growled. Rachel smiled.  “See, I told you I could do it.”

“This isn’t funny!” Beth insisted.  “I want my boobs back!”
Rachel grabbed her chest, which was now a complete cup size larger.  “You mean these?”
“I want my boobs back!  Give me back my boobs!”
Rachel laughed.  “Relax, you can have them back in the morning.  But now you believe me, right?”
Beth took a deep breath, reassured by the promise that her boobs would be returned.  She sat down on the bed. 

“Yeah, I guess so.”  She felt her small breasts and took another deep breath.  “So Brad really is six inches shorter?” “And forty pounds lighter.”

“And you’re the one who made him wear a dress to mow the lawn?”
“Yep, he dresses like a girl now whenever he’s home.”
Beth cracked a smile.  “What are you going to do next?”
“You’re never going to guess.”
“Well, I want to see it.  I want to watch it happen.”
“I don’t know if I can do that?  All the other changes just seemed normal to you.”

Beth scratched her chin.  “What if I write part of it?  Do you think that would let me remember what he was like?”

Rachel shrugged her shoulders.  “Maybe.  Let’s try it.”

Later that night, Rachel and Beth both sat on Rachel’s bed.  They had worked together on what they would write tonight to mess with Brad and now they took turns writing it in the journal.

 

—o—

 

Everybody stopped and looked at the front door to the school.  Brad had just walked in.  Brad, who was only 5’3” tall at this point, was wearing bright-pink high-heeled pumps.  They had a one-inch platform and five-inch heels, and they were highly visible, given their color and the fact he wore pink shorts.  Jaws dropped everywhere.
Beth and Rachel, who had rushed to school so they could watch Brad make his entrance, burst out laughing, as did everyone else.  Everywhere they looked, fingers were pointing at Brad, cameras were clicking, and the sound of laughter and taunts filled the hallway.
“Oh my God!” Beth said, grinning from ear to ear.  “It’s exactly what we wrote:  ‘I wish Brad would start wearing high heels everywhere and all the time to make up for his tiny 5’3” height.  I wish he would wear bright pink five-inch heels and pink shorts to school and show them off, as everyone laughed at him.’  I never, never, never believed this could be true!”

“I told you,” Rachel said.
“We’ve got to do more!”
Rachel smiled.  “We will.”

Meanwhile, Brad scurried down the hallway awkwardly in the unfamiliar shoes.  His heels echoed throughout the hallway and, as he made his way to his locker, all the other students lined the hallway and taunted him: “Look at the little sissy!”

“He must be gay!”
“What a fag!”
“Look at his heels, girls don’t wear anything that girly!”
“What a slut!”
“Look at Heel Boy!”

And the rest just laughed and laughed.  Brad felt intensely humiliated and he desperately wanted to run away, but he couldn’t for some reason.  For some reason, not only did he need to keep going to his locker, but he felt compelled to try to show off his shoes to everyone.  He wanted to cry.  And, oddly, he had a massive erection, which looked much larger now that he was nine inches shorter.

Naturally, several of the girls noticed his erection:
“Oh my God!  Look at his crotch!”
“Ewww!  This is turning him on!”
“He’s sick!”
Beth noticed this too.  “We need to do something about that.”
Rachel giggled.  “Not a problem.  Come on, let’s go say hello to the sissy.”

Beth and Rachel walked over to Brad, who was gathering his books for class.  They both wore heels which made them a couple inches taller than Rachel’s formerly massive stepbrother.

“Hey there, big brother.  Or are you my little sister now?” Rachel asked with a smirk.

“You did this to me too, didn’t you?” Brad demanded as a tear rolled down the side of his face.  It humiliated him to have to look up into his stepsister’s eyes.  Not to mention the humiliation of wearing high-heeled pumps and pink shorts.  He felt shocked.

Rachel tried to look innocent.  “Me?  I thought you just decided to start wearing heels on your own.” “Stop it!  Leave me alone!”

Rachel looked at Beth.  “That’s funny.  Here I thought he would have wanted us to change him back, but all he wants is to be left alone.  I guess he likes the changes?!”

“Well, he does look sweet,” said Beth.
“This isn’t funny!” Brad whispered angrily.  “Change me back!”

“Not until I’m done having my fun,” she said.  “And if you don’t start showing me some respect, it’s going to get a lot worse and last a lot longer.”

Brad made a sour expression.  “How much worse can it get?!”
Rachel and Beth looked at each other and laughed.  “You have no idea,” Rachel said.

A moment later, Jennifer came by.  She stopped before Brad and put her hands on her hips and looked down at his shoes.  She was furious.
“This is too much!  I made an exception when I agreed to date a little guy like you, but now you’re trying to humiliate me too?  What in the world possessed you to wear high-heeled shoes to school?!”

“It wasn’t my choice!”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Brad!  Of course it was your choice.  Nobody put a gun to your head.  You are the one who decided that walking through that door looking like. . .,” she waved her hand up and down his body, “. . . like this, was something you wanted to do.”

“It wasn’t my choice!” he repeated.
She folded her arms.  “Take them off.”

Brad looked temporarily confused.  Then he bit his lip.  “I. . . uh, I can’t.” “What do you mean you can’t?” she demanded.

“I can’t explain it, I just need to wear them.”
Jennifer glared at him.  “And how long is this need going to last?”
“I don’t know.  I just feel like I need to always be wearing high heels from now on.”

Jennifer took a deep breath and ground her teeth.  “We’re finished, Brad.  Go find some other girlfriend. . . or boyfriend, and play your sick games with him, shrimp!” she growled and then she stormed off. Brad looked despondent.  He turned to face Rachel.  “See what you’ve done?”

“You mean like you tried with Shawn?”
“Leave me alone,” he squealed and he scurried off down the hallway as masculinely as he could in the heels.
“We need to help that boy with his walk,” Beth said.
Rachel giggled.  “We need to help him with a lot of things!”

 

—o—

 

That night, Rachel and Shawn went on another date.  She loved his new body, which was forty pounds heavier, all of it muscle, and his new height.  With the extra nine inches he’d gotten from Brad, Shawn now stood at 6’3” and Rachel loved being held in his strong arms.  The one thing she didn’t like, however, was that he was getting a lot more attention from other girls suddenly and that seemed to distract him at times.

“I heard your stepbrother wore pink heels to school today,” Shawn said.
Rachel giggled.  “Yeah, he’s got issues.”

“I heard they kicked him off the football team too when he tried to wear them on the field.” “Yeah, he’s pretty weird,” Rachel said.

“I guess little guys like him need to compensate, but man does he sound pathetic.”
“Let’s forget about him,” said Rachel.  “Wanna see a movie this weekend?”

Shawn shrugged his shoulders.  “I can’t, I’m busy.”  Rachel saw him watching a blond girl make her way to the bathroom.
“I thought you never did anything on the weekends?” she asked, remembering the old Shawn saying that repeatedly.

Shawn raised an eyebrow.  “Hardly.”

“Ok, so when can we go out again?” He kissed her.  “I’ll let you know.” This didn’t sit well with Rachel.

 

—o—

 

“I think he’s still too tall,” Beth said.  “We need to make him the tiniest person in school, so he looks up to everybody.”

Rachel seemed noncommittal. “What’s wrong?” Beth asked. “I like the idea, but I don’t want to make Shawn any taller.  What do we do with the added height?” Beth’s face suddenly lit up.  “How about we give it to Jennifer?”

“Jennifer?”
“Hold on, hear me out.”
Rachel raised an eyebrow.  “Ok, lay it on me.”
“First, we need to bring them back together.”
Rachel started to object.  “But Brad would like—”

Beth put up her hand to stop Rachel.  “No, not the way you think.  I think we need to make him grovel.  Then she’ll accept him but on the condition that he acts like her little bitch or something.”

“What do you mean?”

“Like, we make her nasty and commanding and things like that.  Maybe she even has like another boyfriend too.  And we make Brad be like her slave or something, a very public slave.”

Rachel smiled.  “Go on.”
“Then we take three more inches, so he’s only five feet tall.”
“Ok.”

“We give that to Jennifer, so she like TOWERS over him.  Then we give him a really feminine walk and start turning him into a girl bit by bit.”

“I like it.  Where do we get the girl parts?”
“Where else. . . Jennifer!”  Beth smiled and held out her hands as if to say, “What do you think?”
Rachel chuckled and then nodded her head.  “I love it!”

“Oh, and he’s got to lose that huge thing between his legs too!  That doesn’t fit his new image at all.” Rachel smiled.  “I know exactly where that can go!” “I’ll bet you do,” Beth said with a laugh.

 

—o—

 

Brad woke up horrified to discover that his eight-inch penis was now a two-inch penis, though his testicles remained the same.  And when it was flaccid, it was smaller than his pinky.  He wasn’t even sure he could pee standing up with it anymore.  In fact, he couldn’t.
He shot out of bed determined to put an end to this immediately.  He slipped his feet into the high-heeled slippers next to his bed and stormed across the hallway to Rachel’s room.

She was bent over her drawers looking for a particular pair of panties.
“How could you do this to me?” he demanded.
“Do what?” she asked and she stood up and turned around to face him.

Brad got the shock of his life.  Even in his high-heeled slippers, his little stepsister Rachel, who was once more than half a foot smaller than he was, now stood three inches taller than he did.  Her arms were larger too, as were her legs and shoulders, and Brad had no doubt she was significantly stronger.  For a brief moment, he felt actual fear being in her presence.
Rachel looked down on her older stepbrother and smiled.  “I love seeing you this way. . . so tiny. . . so helpless.  I think I may keep you this way forever!”
“I. . . uh. . .,” Brad sputtered.  He’d temporarily lost all track of what he had come here to say and he began to back away from Rachel.

“Come on, what are you upset about now, little sister?” Rachel asked mockingly.

Brad began to shake from a combination of fear and anger.  Then he remembered his outrage, his new penis which was the size of a baby carrot.  He blushed and said nothing.

Rachel burst out laughing.
“Stop it!” he screamed and he shoved her.
She didn’t budge.

Rachel looked at the spot where he had shoved her and grabbed his hand.  She twisted it around and pushed Brad down onto the bed.  “How dare you touch me!” she growled.  She sat down on the bed and pulled him onto her lap.

Brad struggled to get away, but he was too small and too weak.

Rachel pulled his high-heeled slipper from his left foot and smacked his rear end with it a dozen times.  He butt was beginning to glow red and tears poured out of his eyes.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” he whined.
“I’ll bet you are,” she growled.  Then she shoved him to the floor and pitched the shoe onto the floor next to

him.  “And for that, I’m going to do something extra nasty to you.” “What?” he asked nervously through his tears.

“You’ll see,” she said ominously.

 

—o—

 

Brad entered the school with great trepidation.  Not only was he wearing high heels again, but he was shorter still, and he knew that Rachel was planning something really nasty.  He also discovered on his way from his car into the building that his walk had changed.  He now walked like a slutty fashion model.  He kept one hand on his hip and rolled his hips and shoulders with each step, and he took short, delicate steps with one foot falling exactly before the next.  And this seemed to be his walk no matter how hard he tried to change it.
Even worse, for reasons he couldn’t explain, all the shoes in his closet had morphed into a collection of ultrafeminine heels and he had a desperate urge to wear them all and to gush about them to anyone who would listen. Today he wore pink strappy platform sandals which crisscrossed his foot.  They had a narrow five-inch heel with only a half-inch platform, so his foot was really at an angle and walking in these was extremely difficult.  Worse, he’d already told his mother and father all about them – they responded with disgusted looks – and he knew he wanted to tell more people.
As with the day before, his entrance drew a crowd and the other students mocked him severely.  This again caused his penis to become erect, but at two inches, it didn’t even make a dent in his pink shorts.
When he reached his locker, he found Rachel and Beth waiting for him.  He felt intimidated by the two larger girls.

“Hey there, little sister,” Rachel said.  “Nice walk!” Brad didn’t answer.

Rachel put her hands on her hips.  “Haven’t I warned you that if you don’t start being nice to me, this is going to drag on forever?”

“I’m sorry,” he said sheepishly.
“That’s better.  Now greet me nicely.”
“Hello, big sister.”  This was what she told him to call her.

Rachel smiled.  “You know who we saw a little bit a go?  We saw Jennifer.” Brad looked worried.

“Don’t you have something to say to her,” Beth asked. Brad bit his lip.

Rachel laughed.  “Why don’t you scurry along right now on your little heels and go talk to your former

girlfriend, little sister.”

Something inside Brad told him he wanted to do this, though he didn’t know why.  He had no idea what he would say to her in fact, he only knew he wanted to speak to her.  He closed his locker and looked sheepishly one more time at the two larger girls who stared down at him mockingly.  Then he walked down the hallway, with his hips swinging, until he came to Jennifer’s locker.  She was talking to a boy Brad didn’t recognize.  Actually, Brad would have recognized the boy, except he couldn’t bring himself to look up into the face of the large, strong boy. 

He could rarely look people in the face anymore.

“Can I speak with you a moment, please,” Brad whispered.
Jennifer turned to face him.

Brad looked up at her.  That’s when he realized that not only was he shorter, which he already knew, but she was now taller. . . much taller.  He estimated that she was a good eight or nine inches taller than him!

“What do you want, shrimp?”

“Could I be your boyfriend again?” “I don’t want you as my boyfriend.” “I’ll do anything,” he begged.

“What do you mean ‘anything’?”
“I’ll do anything you want.  I’ll be anything you want.  You can treat me however you want.”

Jennifer raised an eyebrow.  This idea appealed to her, but she wanted more.  “That’s a nice offer, but don’t you think you should make it on your knees?”
Brad swallowed hard and then dropped to his knees.  “Please take me back,” he begged.  He bent over and kissed the top of her foot through her high-heeled sandal.

Everyone in the hallway stopped and looked at him.  They began to point and laugh. Jennifer decided to make a show of this.  “Keep kissing!”

He did.
“So you want to be my ‘boyfriend,’ do you?”
“Yes, Jennifer.”

“Call me ‘Miss.’” “Yes, Miss.”

She crouched down and grabbed the small boy by his chin.  “Well, I hate to tell you this, but I have a boyfriend.”

There were giggles throughout the crowd, which caused Brad’s tiny penis to become erect. She continued.  “But you can be my slave, if you wish.”

“I do, Miss.”

“That means you will do anything I say.  You will lick my feet upon command.  When my boyfriend finishes, you will lick me clean.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss.”
Now there were gasps from the crowd.  This caused Brad’s penis to begin throbbing.

“You only get to off when I say so.  And I may never let you get off.  Do you understand?” “Yes, Miss.”

“Still want to be my slave, shrimp?”

A tear rolled down Brad’s face.  This was incredibly humiliating and he absolutely didn’t want this, but it wasn’t really within his control.  “Yes, Miss,” he said.

The crowd broke into applause.

Jennifer looked at the other students.  “You heard Brad!” she said.  “He’s my slave from now on.  Each of you may treat him as such.  Show him the lack of respect he deserves.” Brad felt warm fluid shoot all over his shorts.

 

—o—

 

Later that night, Brad experienced something he never thought he would in his whole life and which he certainly never wanted to experience.  He got to stand in the corner, naked except for his heels, watching Jennifer and her boyfriend have sex.  He now knew who the boyfriend was.  It was Shawn.
When Shawn finished, Brad was tasked with wiping down Shawn’s ten-inch penis with a wash cloth.  Then he was to personally clean Jennifer as she and Shawn lay on the bed kissing and chatting.  Brad couldn’t believe how humiliated he felt, not only that Shaw had such a huge penis compared to what Rachel had left him with but even more by the fact he was doing this at all.
“When you’re done down there, I want you to pick out a nice pair of panties from my drawer and a nice, bouncy skirt.”

“Why?” Brad asked.
“Because you’re wearing those to school tomorrow.”
“I can’t do that?”

Jennifer laughed.  “You can’t?!  First, you already wear heels every day, so adding a skirt won’t be a big deal. Secondly, don’t ever tell me you won’t do what I tell you.  You’re my slave now and you will do what I tell you.”

“But Miss—”
“Do as I say, shrimp,” Jennifer said and she rolled over into Shawn’s arms.

Brad felt deeply humiliated.  That was when he began racking his brains about finding a way out of this situation.  Something had to be giving Rachel this power, but what?  If he could find that, then he could fix everything!

 

—o—

 

Rachel and Beth took that night off from plotting Brad’s humiliation to see a movie.  They were immensely pleased with the way Brad was responding.  Beth got a kick out of seeing the arrogant former football player humbled and Rachel was enjoying the feeling of power and the sense of revenge.

As they sat in their favorite diner after the film, they began to discuss the journal.
“You know, there’s a lot we could do with that journal,” said Beth.
Rachel sipped on her milkshake.  “What do you mean?”

“I mean, there’s a lot of things we could change.” “Like what?”

“Well, look at how much fun we’re having with Brad.  We’re getting a real kick out it, right?” Rachel smiled.

“See, I knew you were.  You like having him so small and weak.” Rachel’s smile broadened and she began shaking her leg excitedly.

Beth continued.  “Wouldn’t it be fun. . . I mean, think about how great it would be to share this. . . like, what if we made all boys smaller than girls?”

Rachel almost spit out her milkshake.  “Oh my God!  Could you imagine?”
Beth blushed and also began shaking her leg excitedly.  “Yeah. . . I think it would be hot.”

“Hot?!  It would be incredible.  Could you imagine all those macho boys suddenly realizing they were six inches shorter than their girlfriends and sisters?”
“I think it would be great.  The world would be a better place,” Beth said.  “Or we could make them all wear high heels or something.”

“That would be funny too.”
Beth laughed.  “In truth though, I kind of like guys how they are.”
“Me too.  Plus, I’m not sure the journal could even do that and right now I want to concentrate on Brad.” “What do you want to do next?”

Rachel rubbed her chin.  “I’m thinking it’s time to turn him into a girl.  How about we start with boobs?” Beth smiled.  “Sound good to me!”

 

—o—

 

Rachel came home late that evening and expected everyone else to be in bed.  But as she made her way up the stairs, she heard Brad come home.  She waited for him in the hallway and was shocked by his appearance.  There was her stepbrother, completely feminized.  He wore the same black sandals he’d worn to school along with a short pleated miniskirt, a white sweater with short sleeves, a padded bra, and tons of makeup.

Rachel laughed.  “Oh my God, what happened to you?”

Brad glared at her and tried to walk past her without answering, but she stopped him.  She needed only one arm to hold him in place.

“Hold on, little sister.  I asked you a question.”
“Miss Jennifer decided I need to dress like this from now on.”

Rachel raised an eyebrow.  Then she looked him up and down and laughed.  “‘Miss Jennifer’?  Oh my God! You’re calling her that now?”

“Leave me alone.”

“And I guess you’re supposed to start dressing like this at school, is that right?” He reluctantly nodded his head.

She laughed again.  “Good luck at school tomorrow, sissy.” “This is all your fault!” he whined.

“Sure is, but you brought it on yourself.  If you hadn’t been such a jerk, I wouldn’t have done any of this.” Brad pushed past her and stormed off down the hallway, where he ran into his mother.
She laughed.  “Oh Brad!  Not again!”
“This wasn’t my idea.”
“I suppose it was more magic?” his mother asked sarcastically.
“No, Miss Jennifer ordered me to wear it.”

His mother’s jaw dropped.  “‘Miss Jennifer’?  Is that what this is about?  You’re playing some kinky sex game with your girlfriend?”

Brad blushed but didn’t answer.

His mother shook her head.  “Well, it’s your problem.”  She turned to go back to her bedroom, but stopped. “But I’ll tell you one thing, young lady.  I’m not going to let you play this game.  You need to decide if you’re a boy or girl and stick with it.”

Brad’s jaw dropped.  “I’m a boy!”

“Then you better lose the girl’s clothes. . . all of them, including the heels.” “But I can’t,” he protested.

“Then you better give up this idea about being a boy.” She was more correct than she realized.

 

—o—

 

Brad awoke in the morning to discover that he had B-cup breasts, courtesy of Jennifer who was stunned to discover that her G-cup breasts were two sizes smaller, though they were still beautiful.  Also, his testicles had shrunk to the size of peanuts.  He’d also lost another inch because Beth wanted him just short of five foot.
He sighed.  There was nothing he could do about this and he knew it, so he got dressed in a pair of five-inch black sandals, a black miniskirt, and a red blouse, and he prepared himself for the usual humiliations.  And they came, starting at breakfast.

“Rachel, I want you to drive Brad to school from now on,” said their mother.
“What?  Why can’t I drive myself?” he asked, noticing that his voice was an octave higher than it had been.

“We’ve been over this before, sweetheart.  You’re just too small to drive that big car.  Also, since you’ve decided to start wearing heels now, I don’t trust you to drive.  They’re dangerous for driving, especially with someone as small and delicate as you.” “But mom!” he squealed.

“No ‘but,’ dear.  That’s the way it’s going to be.”

“You and Rachel both drive in heels!” “Don’t talk back to me, Brad.”

Brad looked across the table and saw Rachel smiling at him like the Cheshire cat.  He hung his head and almost cried.  The right to drive represents freedom to a young boy and he just lost that.  Not only that, but now he would be dependent on his younger stepsister to drive him anywhere he wanted to go.

Rachel saw all of this in his face.

Brad felt intense humiliation climbing into the passenger seat of what had been his car the day before.  Rachel made it worse by playing this up big time!

“Fasten your seatbelt, little sister.”
“Don’t call me that.”

“I’ll call you anything I want.  Do you want to wake up as a five year old girl?” Brad bit his tongue and fastened the seatbelt.

“Good girl.  Now sit back and let your big sister take you to school.”  Rachel pulled out of the driveway. “Someday, when you’ve grown. . . if you ever grow. . . mom might let you drive again.  So you should pay attention to what I do so that you can learn how.”

Brad didn’t argue.  The threat about never growing scared him.

As they drove to school, stopping first to get Beth, Rachel explained to him in humiliating detail everything he needed to know about driving, from when to stop, when to use the blinker, and when and where to look as she drove.  She made him repeat it all back to her.  Brad wanted to cry.
School was worse, however.  Brad walked through the front door to find most of the students waiting for him. He had become a morning event apparently.  They applauded.  Then they began laughing at his outfit and calling him all kinds of names.  This was the first time he had worn a skirt and the students were merciless.
His breasts were another matter, however.  Rachel had learned to use the journal to write some changes as new, such as when she said that he “now began” some activity, and other changes as if they had always been.  In the case of his breasts, she just wrote that he had breasts, which to everyone except Brad, Beth and Rachel, meant he’d always had them.
Within minutes of his arrival, Jennifer appeared.  She seemed upset and simultaneously distracted.  She kept feeling her breasts, though she said nothing.  It didn’t take long for Rachel to see that Jennifer intended to take out her frustrations on her slave today.
Brad spent most of the day being run all over the school by Jennifer and made to perform humiliating tasks. Perhaps the worst was when Jennifer ordered him into the girls’ bathroom, where she made him lift his skirt and show the assembled girls his tiny penis.

“Can we touch it?” asked one girl.
“Of course you can,” said Jennifer.
“Wow, it’s so small!” said another.  “I didn’t know they could be that small.”
“My baby brother has a bigger one!”
“How big does it get when it gets hard?”

Jennifer laughed.  “It’s hard right now.  It doesn’t get any bigger.” “It’s no wonder you’re dating Shawn,” said the first girl.

“Can he squirt?”
“Sure,” said Jennifer.  She looked Brad square in the eyes.  “Start playing with yourself.”
Brad cringed, but did as he was told.  He stroked and stroked and stroked, as the girls watched with a mixture

of amusement and amazement.  When it looked like he would explode, Jennifer grabbed his penis and squeezed it really hard, so hard he almost doubled over.

There was no orgasm.

But a moment later, Jennifer held up her hand showing a small amount of white fluid.  “That’s about all he can do,” she said, and she held her hand up for the girls to see.  Most of them giggled.

“That’s not even enough to fill a thimble!”
“It certainly isn’t worth it, is it?”

Jennifer laughed again.  “No, it’s not worth it.”  Then she rubbed her hand against his lips and made him lick her hand clean.  She looked at her watch.  “I need to get to class, but anyone who wants to play with him a bit should feel free.  You may go to class, Brad, when the girls are done with you.”

 

—o—

 

That night, as Brad fluttered around the house in a green, black and white kimono-dress and open-toed black mules, Rachel sat by the phone in the living room.  Shawn was supposed to call her, but hadn’t.  This was beginning to bother her.  In fact, she’d had a hard time getting to see him lately and she rarely heard from him.

“This is annoying,” she said.

“What is?” Brad asked.  He had started painting his nails on the couch and overheard her comment.  In the past he would have ignored this comment, but he was trying to be nicer in the hopes that Rachel would end this nightmare.

“Shawn hasn’t called me.”
“Shawn?  You mean the big muscular kid who drives the Camaro?”

Rachel laughed at the irony that Brad didn’t know that Shawn’s size had been his.  “Yes, that Shawn.” “He’s probably still on his date with Jennifer,” said Brad.

Rachel’s jaw dropped.  “His what?”

“He and Jennifer had a date planned tonight.  Normally they just stay at Jennifer’s house and have sex, but tonight they wanted to go out.”
Brad’s words hit Rachel like a ton of bricks.  She felt intense anger building inside herself.  Then Brad made a huge mistake:  he laughed.

“So you’ve been dumped by Shawn, have you?” he asked gleefully.
Rachel glared at him and stormed off.

For the next twenty minutes, Rachel lay on her bed crying.  Then she picked up her journal and began to write.  She was going to have her revenge on all of them.
What Rachel didn’t know, however, was that Brad was watching her through the crack in the door.  He realized that she would go right to whatever magic tool she was using after he upset her, and now he knew what it was.  Getting his hands on that journal was now his highest priority.

 

—o—

 

Brad awoke in the morning to discover that he had G-cup breasts, courtesy of Jennifer who was stunned to discover that she had no breasts at all.  His nails were long and oval as well, his lips were full and feminine, and his hair was now blond and wavy.  It reached to the middle of his back.  Jennifer now had a rather butch haircut.  That wasn’t the only change, however.  From the moment he woke up, Brad found himself obsessed with thoughts of Shawn.
Rachel parked the car and walked several paces behind Brad as he sashayed his way into the school.  She liked watching her formerly-macho stepbrother behave so femininely.  Today he wore a silver miniskirt which was so short it showed hints of his black panties.  Above this, he wore a tight white sweater which prominently displayed his huge breasts and the black bra which contained them.  On his feet were six-inch heels with no platform, which made him walk in the most vulnerable manner.  As he walked, he kept brushing back his flowing golden locks and shaking all his curves.

Brad walked through the front door to the usual applause.

As he made his way to his locker, he kept looking for Jennifer and Shawn.  They were nowhere to be seen, so he got his books and went to class.
Around lunch time, he spotted Jennifer, sitting by herself in the corner.  She looked dowdy, with her butch haircut, her thin lips and masculine looking fingertips, and her completely flat chest.  His huge breasts stood in sharp contrast to her less-than-A-cup breasts.  Even her nipples looked like they belonged on a boy.  She was depressed because she knew this wasn’t how she was supposed to look, but no one else seemed to know that.

Jennifer called Brad to her table and he went as ordered.
“Where have you been?” she asked grumpily.

“I looked for you, Miss.  But when I didn’t see you, I went to class.” Just then Shawn appeared.

Brad and Jennifer both looked at him and smiled.
“Oh good, you’re here,” said Jennifer.  “You can cheer me up!”
Shawn looked her up and down.  “Who are you?”
“What do you mean, who am I?  I’m your girlfriend!”
Shawn laughed.  “You wish!  Butch ain’t my type,” he said.
“Not your type?” she growled loudly enough for everyone to hear.
“I don’t dig butch chicks,” he repeated.  Then he wrapped his arms around Brad, much to Brad’s surprise. 

“Come on, baby!”

Brad was thrilled and disgusted at the same time.  Despite appearances, he wasn’t a girl and he wasn’t gay, and he had no desire to be manhandled by such a huge boy.  Indeed, Shawn was more than a foot taller than him and had to weigh at least fifty pounds more.  Plus, he’d seen Shawn’s huge penis when he used it on Jennifer and he didn’t want that thing anywhere near his mouth or rear.  Yet, something made him want to be Shawn’s girlfriend, and he grabbed Shawn tightly and cooed.
Upon seeing this, Jennifer became incensed.  She rose and slapped Brad across the face and stormed off through the cafeteria door.  Brad chased after her, and Shawn chased after Brad.
Rachel watched this entire scene from a distance and laughed maniacally.  But just as Rachel felt the warm glow of vengeance spread throughout her body, Beth came up to her.

“Hey, Rae, we should talk,” Beth said.
“What about?”
“About this journal.”
“What about it?”
“I think it’s time you put an end to this.”
Rachel glared at Beth and raised an eyebrow.  “Why?”
“Why?  Ok, let me ask you a simple question.  Are you happier?”
“Of cour—”
“I mean really.  Has this made you any happier?”

Rachel took a deep breath.  She looked at her friend, who smiled hopefully at her.  Then she looked at the door where Brad, Shawn and Jennifer had all fled moments before.  She looked at herself and then at Beth again.
“No. . . I guess not,” Rachel conceded.  “I guess revenge sounds like fun, but it doesn’t really make you happier.”

“So why don’t you change things back?”
“You mean—”
“Change everybody back to the way they were, and move on with your life.”

Rachel took another deep breath.  “I guess you’re right.  I’ll tell you what.  I’m going to go home and write, ‘I wish everything would go back to the way it was before and everyone lived happily ever after as their normal selves’ in the journal and then I’m going to destroy it tomorrow.”

Beth hugged her.  “Smart move!”

 

—o—

 

As Rachel and Beth were talking, Brad caught up with Jennifer, which was difficult because of the heels he wore and his shorter legs.  “Wait!” he squealed in his high-pitched voice.

“What do you want?” she growled.
“I have a way to fix all of this!”
Shawn had come up behind them.  “Fix what?”

Brad waved his hand all around.  “All of this.  I can turn you back into a hot chick, I can turn myself back into a boy, and I can. . .,” he looked at Shawn, who didn’t exactly look unhappy with the changes. “What?” Shawn asked.

“Nothing.”

“How do we do that,” asked Jennifer, interrupting Shawn’s deliberation. “I know how we were transformed and I know how to undo it.”

Jennifer raised her eyebrow.  “Ok, what do we need to do?”
Brad looked down at his tiny body.  “Give me a ride home, because I can’t drive.  Then I’ll show you.”

Ten minutes later, Brad and Jennifer were in Rachel’s room.  Brad pulled the journal out from where Rachel had hidden it behind her desk.

“This is her magic journal.  I’ve seen her write in it and things come true.”
Jennifer didn’t doubt this for a moment as she’d seen the effects on her own body.

“All we have to do is write in here that we want things to go back to normal.  Then tomorrow morning, they will.”

“If that’s all we need to do, why haven’t you done it already?”

“Because I can’t normally get in here when she isn’t here.  I can’t drive myself home and when I’m here, she’s here.”

“Ok, fine.  Let’s do it.  What do we write?” Jennifer asked.
“How about, ‘All of Rachel’s wishes are reversed.’  That should do it.”
“Are you sure, that sounds kind of stupid.  Doesn’t it need to be ‘I wish etc. etc.’?”

“I don’t know?”  Brad flipped open the journal.  Several of the pages had writing on them, and they all began with “I wish.”

“See,” said Jennifer.

“Ok, then I’ll write, ‘I wish that all of Rachel’s wishes are reversed.’” “Do it,” she said.

Brad flipped through the journal until he came to a series of blank pages.  He picked up the pen from Rachel’s desk and started to write.  But Jennifer stopped him.

“Hold on.  How do we keep her from undoing what we write?”
“I’ll come grab the book in the morning as soon as I’m normal again.  Then I’ll destroy it.”

Jennifer scratched her chin.  “Ok, do that.  But to be on the safe side, write our wish at the very back of the book.  That way she can’t come along and write anything afterwards.”
“Oh, that’s a good idea,” Brad said.  He flipped to the back of the book and wrote his wish.  Then he set the book back where they found it.  Then Brad walked Jennifer to the door.  “Tomorrow, we’re going to get even with her!” he said and Jennifer agreed.

 

—o—

 

Rachel sat in her bed thinking about what Beth had told her.  Beth was right.  It was right to undo everything. Everybody had learned their lessons, including her.  She took out the journal and wrote:

 

“I wish everything would go back to the way it was before and Brad, Jennifer and Shawn lived happily ever after as their normal, happy, adult selves.”

 

She never saw the wish written at the end of the book.  She placed the journal under her pillow and went to sleep.

 

—o—

 

Brad woke up and was thrilled to discover that he was his old self again.  He looked himself up and down.  His height was back.  His muscle was back.  His penis was the right size again.  He felt no need to wear high heels or to be held by Shawn.  Across town, Jennifer felt the same thing.  Shawn wasn’t as thrilled.
Brad slipped into his jeans and made his way to Rachel’s room.  He intended to grab the journal and destroy it while Rachel was in the shower.  He found it lying on her bed.  He picked it up and checked the back to make sure she hadn’t written anything after his wish.  He turned to leave.

“What are you doing?” Rachel asked behind him.

“I’m going to destroy this before you can do anything else to me!” he said. “I wouldn’t until we’re sure everything—” “Forget it!” he growled.

“Wait, Brad!”
“No.  This thing needs to be destroyed.”
“But—”
Brad eyed her triumphantly.  “Forget it, little girl.”  He returned to his room and grabbed his metal garbage

can and some lighter fluid and the matches he had gathered the night before.  They went to the backyard.  Brad set the journal into the can and doused it with lighter fluid.

“Brad, listen, just hold onto it until we’re sure the wish—”

“I know what I’m doing,” he said, cutting her off.  He tossed the match.  The entire journal caught fire seemingly at once and smoldered into a pile of ash almost instantly.

Rachel shook her head.  “It’s a good thing for you I made my wish before you destroyed it.”
Brad raised an eyebrow.  “What wish?”
“My wish to undo everything.”

“Wait a minute!  It was my wish to undo your wishes which fixed me.” Brad and Rachel looked at each other.  Their jaws dropped.

“So is this my wish or yours?” she asked.
“I don’t know,” he said nervously.

A moment later, that question was answered as Brad suddenly began to shrink again.  In under ten seconds, he had returned to the small effeminate creature he had been the last few days.  His large breasts were back, as were his pouty lips and his long hair.  His sneakers morphed into silver platform heels.  And the only thought on his mind was getting his lips around Shawn’s huge penis.

Rachel looked at her tiny, feminine stepbrother.  “Oh Brad.  You never learn, do you?”

 

The End

Thanks for reading my book!
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Humiliation At The Office:  Corporate hotshot Andrew Boden is about to learn the price of treating the women of the office like sex objects.  Watch as his secretary Katherine robs Andrew of his power, his freedom, and his masculinity by drawing him further and further into an inescapable web of femininity.



The Writer’s Secret:  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?



Feminized Cuckold:  When powerbroker Paul Jackson loses his job, he must learn to submit to his vengeful wife.  Little by little, she feminizes him and finally cuckolds him.  Will this be his new life?



Feminized By Hypnosis:  Jess and his stepmother never got along, at least until she brought him a new CD.  Now Jess and his father are changing fast and everyone seems to be noticing except them, including his stepmother’s new boyfriend.  Can Jess’s mother save Jess and his father from his evil stepmother? 
Or are they destined to become sissy maids. . . or worse?



More Than He Bargained For:  Jeff wanted to change his wife.  He wanted her to be more adventurous in the bedroom, so he took a long shot on some hypnosis tapes.  Only, she found out what he was doing.  That’s when she decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget by giving him exactly what he wants and so much more.  His life at home and at the office will never be the same.  (This now includes the alternate cuckold ending as a bonus.)
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