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Prologue: The New Mommy

“Whoa, hey, lemme help you with that!”

“It’s OK, I’ve got it… Umm, actually, maybe I don’t. Could you…?”

“No sweat.”

Dwight grabbed hold of the box with an almost effortless grace, his dark biceps flexing beneath his simple white T as his did so, the morning sun reflecting gently on his hairless skin. The cute woman smiled gratefully up at his enormous bulk, casually brushing a strand of long brunette hair out of her eyes as she did so.

“Thanks. Seriously. You wouldn’t believe how much stuff I’ve got with me.”

She gestured with a flick of her wrist the open trunk of her big, expensive four wheeler, the kind everyone was driving around the city these days. Piles and piles of cardboard boxes lurked there, their surfaces scrawled with simple, informative words like KITCHEN, MEMORIES, and BUSINESS CRAP.

But it was the one closest to Dwight that stuck out at him most, though. A battered, taped up old box marked TOYS.

The muscular man allowed himself a small smile.

Huh. Interesting.

“That’s life these days, I guess,” he said aloud, turning back to the woman. “You shoulda seen the car last time we moved. Took five trips just to shift all my gym equipment.”

A faint grin appeared round the edges of the woman’s lips, a knowing little look in her eye.

Mentally, Dwight kicked himself.

All my gym equipment… why don’t you just ask her to feel your biceps while you’re at it?

Still, he couldn’t get too mad at himself for coming on so eager.

This was a woman worth getting eager for.

She was maybe 5ft9 – tall for a girl – with an oval, pixie-like face and darkish auburn hair that flowed over her shoulders in curls that shone and bounced and looked like something from a shampoo commercial.

Her lips were naturally pouty, her green eyes filled with a kind of… mischievousness that Dwight suspected most men responded to.

She was wearing a practical pair of jeans and a loose-fitting white top that somehow still conspired to make her look elegant, like one of those women who always seem on the verge of hitting the catwalk, even when they’re getting ready for bed.

She looked about Dwight’s age, maybe a little younger. 38 or so, with the telltale little lines around her mouth and eyes, the faintest sag in her C-cup breasts.

But while Dwight had dated women around 40 before who tried to stay young looking through makeup and clothing, the girl before him had a different quality. A sort of… youthful spark the tall man couldn’t put his finger on.

Whatever it was, it certainly worked for her. Combined with her cute-as-hell face, elegant looks and flirtatious smile, it made her look like a supermodel for middle aged farts like him.

Milf… that’s what we used to call them in school, ain’t it? Only then we were only interested in the looks.

Now it’s something else, too.

Dwight casually shifted the box from one arm to the other. Intellectually, he knew it was crazy heavy for a chick to be lugging around. But, for a guy who made his living as a personal trainer at an upmarket gym, hefting it around quite literally required no sweat.

“I guess I should welcome you to the neighborhood,” he nodded to the leafy, New England suburb surrounding them. “If you’re coming from the city, it’s as dull and safe as you were probably hoping.”

“The city?” The woman wrinkled her nose in a way Dwight found impossibly cute. “Nu-uh. We’re from out of town. This is probably literally my first trip to the state.”

She put her hands on her wide, motherly hips, gave a little sigh. For a split-second, Dwight thought she looked genuinely troubled.

The moment passed.

“If you want anyone to show you around, we can always…” Dwight hesitated. “Hey, I didn’t catch your name.”

“Karen.” The woman stuck out her hand. Dwight shook it, amused, as always, by the way women’s dainty little hands simply vanished inside his big, powerful grip. “You?”

“Dwight. I’m the personal trainer round here.”

Karen raised one perfectly manicured eyebrow, that little smile back on her face again. Dwight involuntarily found himself wondering what it’d be like to kiss her.

“No shit, Dwight.” She looked him up and down, taking in his powerful chest, sculpted torso, shaved head, his smooth and hairless cheeks. “Well, maybe you can show me the gym sometime. All this packing, I’m basically eating pizza, and my hips are…”

She gave a theatrical little shudder. Dwight grinned right back at her.

“If you think you can handle it, sure. Maybe next week, we’re kinda busy with stuff tomorrow.”

“You’re pretty cocky, huh?”

“Is that a bad thing?”

“Depends.” Karen folded her slender arms, peered up at Dwight. “Can you deliver on it?”

A pause. Eyes locked on one another’s. Both smiling faint little smiles.

At long last:

“…Dwight?”

“What’s up?”

“You keep saying we.”

“Ha. So do you. Husband?”

“Nu-uh. Wife?”

“Not for six years. So…”

“Sooo…”

Dwight laughed, shifted the box again.

“OK, fine, me first.”

His laughter subsided a little. Even beneath the smile Karen could see he was growing slightly more serious.

“One. Tyrone. Turned seven last month. He’s… ha. It’s corny, but I guess he’s-he’s everything to me.”

“Is he all big and strong like daddy?”

Dwight laughed out loud.

“Yeah, right! I couldn’t yank his nose outta his books if the damn house was on fire. I swear, he’s gonna grow up to be a brainbox. Not some gym addict like his dad.”

He sighed.

“OK, your turn.”

Karen crossed her arms, looked up at Dwight from beneath her dark bangs.

“She’s a she – well, obviously – eight years old, seriously into ponies, like a genuine obsession…”

She took a breath, shaking her head as she tried to think.

“…she’s super pissed at me right now for moving us like this, she loves getting all dolled up and fashionable like mommy, I literally can’t keep her away from my makeup drawer, and her name is Emily, and I think that’s it.”

The woman let out a long exhale, as if saying all that had exhausted her. She smiled up at Dwight again, who decided to throw caution to the wind.

“A seriously hot, single mom moving in next door? Must be my lucky day.”

He vaguely braced himself, ready to backpedal if Karen took any offense, but instead she just laughed – a high-pitched, tinkly laugh that made Dwight involuntarily start grinning again – and gave him a mock-frown.

“Are you always this forward, Mr. Personal Trainer?”

“Only when a woman’s worth it.” He shifted the box again in his arms. “So, Emily, is she…?”

“At school, dropped her off for her first day today. Like I said: super pissed with me.”

“She make friends easy?”

“No idea. We’re in uncharted territory here.”

Odd thing to say… thought Dwight, but then Karen was blinking at the box in his arms and looking startled.

“Oh God, sorry! I’m rabbiting away here and you’re stood there like some bellhop or, or something, I mean…”

“Honestly, don’t sweat it. You don’t get to bench 140 without building some upper body strength.”

Karen put her hands on her hips, gave a sly little glance that went from Dwight, to the inside of the car, and back to Dwight again.

She’s such a flirt…

“Alright, then,” she said, playfully. “Why don’t you empty this car for me, mister, and I’ll get some coffee on for us.”

A smile teased the corners of her lips.

“You get that finished in ten minutes and I might even let you have something to eat.”

She dropped Dwight a little wink, then casually turned and, with a flick of her hair, strutted off towards her new suburban home, her cute, round butt bouncing and curving under her tight jeans as she went.

As he watched her walk, Dwight could already feel something growing in his pants, getting long and hard and thick.

“Easy tiger,” he murmured to himself, “let’s get this stuff in first…”

He glanced back at the pile of boxes, tried to quickly guess how heavy each might be. A smirk crawled across his handsome face.

Ten minutes? I ain’t even gonna need half of that.

And he was right.

Eight minutes later, Dwight deposited the last box in the hallway of Karen’s new, large suburban house.

Five minutes after that, the hot young mom was clutched against his strong chest, a dazed smile on her face as Dwight kissed her with a roughness and passion he knew chicks liked.

Ten minutes after that, Dwight was kneeling on the soft white rug in Karen’s new living room, his hips thrusting violently as he pounded into his new neighbor, who crouched on all fours before him, wailing with female pleasure as her pert titties dangled and bounced and Dwight’s ten inch cock rammed over and over again into her dripping wet pussy.

Later, as they lay naked on the rug together, exhausted by their sudden, passionate fuck, Dwight happened to glance at an old photo album half-unpacked from one of the boxes.

After checking that Karen was still dozing, he’d gently pulled himself up and gone to look at it, vaguely wondering what Emily’s dad might have looked like.

To his surprise, the album was completely empty, only little corners of tape left where a whole load of photos had recently been torn out.

The only picture in it was at the very, very back. It showed Karen and a fashion-conscious 8 year old girl stood outside Karen’s 4x4, both looking unhappily at the camera.

OFF TO START OUR NEW LIVES, read the scribbled caption. Beneath, in ominous letters, it added:

AND TO LEARN OUR LESSON.

And beside it, the date. Dwight frowned.

The picture had been added only yesterday.

*

“You let him fuck you? What, in here?”

“I… I couldn’t help it.” Karen kept her eyes on the sink as she washed up. It was already dark outside, the last traces of the New England summer already being swallowed by Fall’s chill evenings. “He was just being so nice and helpful, and…”

“She said you need to find a husband, remember? Not a fuck-buddy. He can’t be my daddy if he’s just some guy you screw.”

“I know, I know… it’s just this magic, OK? It’s turning me into a-”

“A whore?”

“A real woman,” Karen said, firmly. “With, you know, real woman desires.”

There was silence, only broken by the sound of the water sloshing in the bowl.

Then…

“Was it… was it nice? Like, having his dick-”

“I can’t tell you. You’re way too young.”

“Like fuck I am. I’ve had loads more sex than you, Karl, I’ve…”

Karen dropped the dish back in the bowl, turned around, folded her arms over her chest. She’d taken her bra off as soon as they got home and now her nipples were poking out the fabric, all hard and pointy.

“Don’t use my name! Remember what she said, we’re not allowed to use our old names anymore.”

“Think that bitch can hear us? Karl, she’s already turned us into this, what else could she possibly do?”

A look of fear flitted across Karen’s beautiful features. She closed her eyes.

“She could destroy the reverse spell. Keep me trapped as horny milf, and you as a… as a…”

“If she tries it, I swear I’ll track her down and cut her fucking head off.”

At last, Karen opened her eyes, a weary expression on her elegant, 38-year old features.

“Do you have any idea…” she said, quietly, “how fucked up it is to hear a little girl say that?”

Before her, Emily sulkily crossed her arms. Scowled up at her mommy. She had dark brown hair like Karen, only hers was straight, and tied back now in a cute little ponytail.

Her skin was darker, more Mediterranean than Karen’s (from her father, Karen supposed), her face still childish and adorable, even when it was creased with sulky defiance like it was now.

“I don’t care. I’m not a little girl, Karl. I’m Evan, and you’re not my mommy! You’re Karl. We’re both-!”

“Shhh… I know, darling, OK? But we’ve got to be careful…”

The little girl who used to be Evan made a face.

“Don’t call me that. You know I hate it when you call me that.”

“Deal with it, it’s the magic, OK? Just like this is the magic…”

Suddenly, Karen bent down, scooped her little girl into her arms and picked her up so her angelic head was resting against one of her shoulders.

At first, Emily struggled, squirming in her mom’s grasp, before finally giving up the fight and settling in to being carried in this strange mother-daughter hug.

“I wish you wouldn’t pick me up like this,” she muttered. “I’m too old to be carried.”

“You’re only 8,” Karen said firmly as she stroked her daughter’s hair, “and I love you way too much not to cuddle you.”

“I meant in real life,” Emily grumbled, “I’m twenty one, remember?”

Suddenly, she pulled herself away from Karen’s neck, turned and planted a big kiss on her cheek.

“I love you, mommy.”

Karen gave a tight smile, squeezed her daughter tight.

“I love you too, angel.”

She felt Emily shudder in her arms, disgusted at what the magic was making her do, how it was making them both act. For a second, she was certain her daughter – the daughter the curse had created for her out of thin air – would say something and spoil the moment.

But she was wrong. Instead, Emily allowed her head to droop back onto Karen’s shoulder. Allowed herself to be carried into the living room, past the rug where Karen had surrendered her new body to a powerful man for the first time in her life, over to the window that looked out on their little suburban street.

Outside, the light of the streetlamps flickered behind the waving branches of the trees. Pools of light illuminated trimmed grass verges, sidewalks scattered with the first leaves of autumn.

In the middle distance, the lights of nearby houses glowed like faint and dying stars, each one orbited by its own solar system of silent lives, each flickering with the possibilities of all the endless stories they contained.

The thought made Karen smile sadly. She already knew with one hundred percent certainty that no-one else’s story could be as weird as hers.

Not three days ago, she’d been a man called Karl. A man with a handsome face, a toned, male body, designer stubble, and a long life of male privilege ahead of him.

He’d had a best friend, too, a guy called Evan, just as confident and ready for life as he was.

And then… and then…

And then they’d met Her. And It had happened. And now…

Now there was no more Karl left at all.

“You gonna see Dwight again?” Emily murmured into the crook of Karen’s neck, her breath faint and warm and ticklish against her skin.

The warmth of it, the faint reminder of her daughter’s existence made Karen tremble. She’d never believed it was possible to love someone like this before. Love them with all your heart, and want nothing back in return.

The love only a mother can have for her daughter.

Thinking those words almost made her burst into tears. She didn’t want to feel this way about Evan. It was sick!

But the magic made her powerless to feel otherwise.

Just like it made her powerless to do anything but act like a beautiful, horny young mommy.

“Probably,” she said out loud, her voice hushed. “He offered to show me some workout tips at the gym next week. I guess you could call that a date.”

“So, there’s Dwight,” Emily yawned, “that old dude from the school…”

“Hey!” Karen gave her daughter’s backside a smart little slap. “Leo was not old. Like fifty tops. And he was handsome as Hell.”

“Twenty nine years older than you. Real you, I mean…”

Karen gently shook her head.

“Not anymore.”

In the darkened window, she could see the look of sadness on her own face. The face she’d barely had time to get used calling her own. The face that she would’ve wanted to kiss only last week, but now seemed no more gorgeous to her than her male face had seemed attractive.

Seventy two hours ago, I was a straight man called Karl. Fresh out of college, with a sort-of girlfriend, a good job, and a lifetime of sex with hot chicks ahead of me. And now…?

Now I’m a 38-year old single mom. I’ve got a daughter. I’ve got tits. I’m beautiful…

…and I’m desperate to date some men.

She felt like crying.

I’m a milf, all right…

“After Leo, who else?”

“The one I found on Tinder,” Karen whispered back. “The young guy. Alex, I think his name was.”

Well, only young by the standards of this body. Slightly older than me in real life…

“Three dates…” Emily mumbled. She sounded tired. Karen guessed it was really past her bedtime. “Three chances. Are all of them daddies?”

“Sure thing, darling.”

“I told you not to call me that…”

A long silence. Karen thought her daughter might have dropped off, but at last she spoke.

“Are you gonna do it, Karl? Are you gonna find me a new daddy?”

“I hope so…” Karen stroked her daughter’s hair again, trying to ignore the dizzying rush of love the magic sent coursing through her veins. “Or else we’ll be stuck this way forever.”

“I hope that doesn’t… doesn’t…”

Emily’s mumbles gave way to gentle snores. Karen hotched her daughter in her arms, gave her cheek a little kiss.

One week. That’s how long the witch had said they had. One week for Karen to date a potential new daddy for Emily, fall in love with him, and make him fall in love with her. Then they would both get to change back to Karl and Evan again and resume their old, male lives.

But fail to start a healthy relationship with a man who was right for both of them in that time, and…

Well. It was a lifetime as a gorgeous older woman to look forward to.

A lifetime of having breasts, of having a pussy, of wearing dresses and having men drool over you in public. Of raising a daughter on a single parent’s wage and watching as she – against her will – grew up and started developing her own feelings for boys.

No. There was no way she could let that happen.

Not if she wanted to hold onto what little remained of her sanity.

“Dwight…” Karen whispered to herself as she looked at her reflection in the dark glass, looked at the gorgeous, unhappy middle aged beauty the spell had forced her to become, “Leo… Alex… I hope one of you is right for me. I really, really do.”

Tears pricked at the corners of the attractive woman’s dark eyes. Whatever else happened in the next week, one thing was for sure.

She was going to learn her lesson all right.


Chapter One: Leo

“What do you think? Too slutty, or not slutty enough?”

On the bed, Emily raised her adorable little head from her My Little Pony coloring book and frowned at her mommy. Ever since she’d been turned into a little girl she’d been struck with an insatiable – and extremely humiliating – urge for all things pony-related.

“Mo-om… I mean, Karl…” She sighed when Karen glared at her in the mirror. “OK, mom. Stop worrying, it adds wrinkles to your face.”

“Wrinkles?” Karen span around to face her daughter. “Listen, missy, if you keep calling mommy old, you’re gonna get a smacked hiney, you hear?”

“Why do you care? It’s not even your body.”

Karen didn’t have an answer to this. She turned back to face the mirror, started toying with her luscious hair, trying to give it more volume.

“Jesus,” she said out loud, a forced laugh in her voice, “who knew it took so long to get ready as a chick? I mean, look at my hair… this damn dress…”

She glanced down at the elegant little black strapless number she was wearing. Frowned for a long moment, then sighed and turned back to her daughter.

“Really, honey? Please tell me, OK? Does mommy look… nice?”

It was the next evening. Saturday. Karen and Emily had spent most of the day sat at the kitchen table, going over their plans, plotting how best Karen could make Leo fall for her on their date that evening.

Well, that had been the idea. Somehow, in reality mom and daughter had wound up eating ice cream and talking about Emily’s dollies and what a great horse vet she was gonna be when she grew up.

They’d even watched Frozen together, Karen smiling indulgently as Emily jumped around, doing all the moves for Let it Go.

At times, it had been like they’d completely forgotten they were two trapped boys.

Now, however, their minds were completely back in control as the last few minutes before Karen’s big date ticked away.

More or less.

“Darling?” Emily’s head jerked back up. “Stop looking at Sparkles for three seconds and help mommy, OK? Now…”

Karen stepped back a little, tossed her long hair over one shoulder. Held both hands down behind the hem of her dress, one smooth, slender leg slightly kinked.

“How do I look?”

For a moment Emily said nothing. She just looked her mother up and down, her little mouth dangling open in awe.

“You look amazing.” She finally whispered. “Like a princess.”

The little girl kicked herself as soon as she heard the word leave her mouth. She was having a miserable enough time having to play with dollies without the magic making her talk like some dumb 8 year old too.

But it almost didn’t matter. Karen really did look like a princess.

She was dressed in a stylish strapless dress that clung to her breasts and curved in elegantly around her waist – still thin even after 8 years of motherhood.

The hem fanned out around her legs, stopping a good four inches above her knees, its edges all crinkled and swishy, just like Emily’s new little girl-brain liked dresses. An extra layer of patterned black lace was woven across the top, giving the entire thing a mysterious, slightly-vintage quality.

Karen’s long, shimmering hair had been determinedly combed, cast over one shoulder so it fell down her bare back like a waterfall of night. She was wearing a faint gloss of lipstick, her eyeliner was dark and made her green eyes look big and seductive.

She looked like the sort of older woman teenage boys dream about. A girl who was in her late thirties, and had matured into a full-blown sexiness younger women couldn’t dream of.

In short, she looked exactly like the woman who’d gotten them both into this mess.

And, hopefully, that meant she looked good enough to get them both out of it too.

“Thanks, sweet pea,” as Emily was thinking these thoughts, Karen was frowning down at her breasts. “You don’t think that’s too much cleavage, do you? Leo’s a… classic older gentleman. Maybe I should…”

She fumbled with her tits, trying to pull a little more fabric up over their swell.

“Damn things…” she muttered, “how do girls deal with lugging these things around all day?”

It was now nearly 100 hours since Karen had stopped being Karl, stopped being a buff boy with well-developing muscles and a penis, and been forced to become a middle-aged beauty, and she still couldn’t really get a handle on her body.

Every time she walked, she was uncomfortably aware of the way her new breasts jiggled slightly with each step. Every time she showered, she still got freaked out by the way her newly-dainty hands were forced to rub soap over unfamiliar curves.

As for peeing… well, the less said about that, the better.

At last, Karen managed to reduce her cleavage enough to satisfy herself. She nodded down at her chest.

“There.” She glanced back at her daughter, clapped her hands. “OK, let’s do this. Rehearsal time. Hit me.”

Emily groaned out loud. Deep inside her child’s brain, her new body was whispering to her that she’d much rather be watching Stampy on YouTube than deal with all this grown up stuff that sucked.

Nonetheless, she pushed herself up into a cross-legged sitting position and fixed her mom with a challenging look.

“What’s the scenario?”

“Dinner, I think. Then probably to a bar, or… I dunno, you know what these rich, older men are like,” even as she was saying it, Karen knew she was only going by what she’d seen in movies.

Truth be told, before her unexpected fuck with Dwight, she’d never even thought about spending time romantically with a man before.

“OK,” Emily nodded, “so that means lots of questions… fucking brilliant.”

“Hey, language young lady.”

“Whatever.” Emily took a deep breath. “Name?”

“Karen Emilia Hope. Easy.”

“What do you do for a living?”

Karen smiled. They’d talked about this earlier, about how to cover up the fact the spell had given them new bodies and this new house and enough money in Karen’s new bank account for a week of dating, but no actual grown-up job.

“I resell books on eBay and Amazon, with an eye on the vintage market.” It was the exact sort of bullshit that both sounded plausible enough, and was impossible to prove or disprove.

“Where did we live before moving here.”

“Out of town, someplace in the Midwest,” Karen waved a hand, “no-one’s ever heard of it.”

“What if he keeps asking?”

“I’ll just make up a name. OK, another.”

Emily frowned. Trying to think up adult questions was difficult these days. Her brain kept trying to tell her that stuff like ice cream and whether you believed in Santa were good conversation topics.

“What are your hobbies?” She asked, slowly.

Karen’s eyes lit up.

“That’s easy. Meeting strong, fatherly, protective men who can get this spell off me – I won’t actually say that – and, two…

Tickling my little girl!”

Emily gave a shriek of laughter, and then Karen was on the bed with her, the two of them rolling around as Karen’s fingertips tickled every single little sensitive bit on Emily’s body until the young girl was fighting for breath and didn’t know if she was laughing or trying to cry.

“Mommy…! Stop… I said stop, mommy! I…!” Suddenly, her tone of voice changed. “Stop it Karl, I told you to fucking stop it!”

Instantly the spell was broken. Karen let go of her daughter, awkwardly stood up off the bed. Emily lay on the sheets, her face red and her eyes wet, glaring up at her mom.

“Don’t you know how weird it is to be tickled like that? Damnit, Karl, I’m trapped as little girl. I’m trying my hardest not to go crazy already and then you… you…”

“I’m sorry.” Karen mumbled, not looking Emily in the eye. “I just, you know… the magic…”

“I don’t care about the magic. You have to stop treating me like I really am a kid, OK? I might have to call you mommy, but you don’t have to act like my mom.”

“I know, I know. I’m sorry. I really am.”

Karen sighed, smiled sadly at her daughter. Then she sat gently back down on the bed, touched one of her legs.

“Still friends?”

Emily glowered at her.

“That’s still how you’d talk to a kid,” she snapped, yanking her leg away.

“Yeah, maybe it is…” Karen sat back, stared at the ceiling. “I just… it’s getting harder to remember. Who we are. Part of me already feels like I’ve been a chick forever, and you… you…”

She shook her head.

“I can remember breastfeeding you, Evan,” she said unhappily. “Shit, if I try, I can remember giving birth to you. But if I try and think about what we used to get up to at school together…

There’s nothing there.”

Emily pulled herself up into a sitting position. Laid her adorable little head on mommy’s shoulder.

“Me too…” she whispered in her syrupy-sweet voice. “I-I’m already starting to think that boys are yuck and that all I want to do is play with dollies all day.”

She gave a nervous little laugh. It sounded strangely adult.

“Know what I did earlier, mommy? I gave my Barbie a haircut.”

Karen gently looped an arm around her daughter’s shoulders. She felt so small, so fragile.

“Yeah? Did Barbie like it?”

“Mo-om, that’s not the point!” Emily turned to her mother, her cute little face creased with misery. “I enjoyed it. I… I loved playing with Barbie. There’s part of me, mom, I’m scared… if I keep acting like a kid…

I’ll forget I used to be grownup. Like, forever.”

“Aww, angel.” Karen pulled her daughter back into a hug, kissed her forehead. “Mommy won’t let that happen. I promise. Either Leo, or Alex, or Dwight will be perfect and we’ll both fall in love with him, and then we’ll go back to being grownups again.”

“You’re still talking to me like a kid,” Emily muttered, her voice muffled by Karen’s shoulder. Her mommy sighed.

“Yeah, I am, aren’t I? OK, Emil- Evan. No more treating you like an 8-year old girl, OK?”

Emily slowly raised her head.

“You promise?”

Karen looked like she was about to say something, when there was the distant ding dong of the doorbell.

“OmiGod, he’s here!” Emily squealed, leaping to her feet and standing on the bed. She gave her mother a desperate look. “We’ve gotta get you ready!”

“Ready? What do you- argh!”

Suddenly, Emily’s tiny hands shot forwards, grabbed the front of Karen’s dress and yanked it down again, so nearly her entire cleavage was on display.

Karen gaped at her tits, then looked dumbly back up at the little girl who used to be her male best friend. Emily folded her arms, her face determined.

“Mommy? Go down there and don’t come back until he’s fallen in love with you and I can get my damn body back!”

There was a long pause. A nervous little smile appeared on Karen’s lips. She struggled to suppress it. Emily glared at her.

“What?”

“Oh dear… there might have been a, um, a mistake, Evan….”

The 8-year old girl regarded her mother with suspicious eyes.

“Err… how to put this…

Karen took a deep breath.

“See, Leo’s kinda not actually picking me up here, I’ve got an Uber booked in five minutes. But, well, I sort of had to book someone else first…”

She coughed, avoiding Emily’s eyes even as her smile tugged helplessly wider.

“And, well, I know I said I wouldn’t treat you like one, but you really are a kid these days, and you gotta admit, the magic does make you act like one, so I kinda got you a… well, a…”

“Who, mommy?” Emily’s eyes were suddenly very wide, very frightened. “Who is that at the door?!”

“Well, it’s sort of… hmm. Well, she’s your… Err…”

Downstairs on the porch, 16-year old Trisha was just starting to wonder if anyone was in when she heard a terrific high-pitched scream, followed by a clatter of footsteps. She blinked in confusion as the door swung open and a tall, intimidatingly beautiful middle-aged woman gave her a slightly-wild grin.

“Trisha? Great, I’m Karl… Uh, I’m Karen. This is for you,” she smushed a wodge of notes into Trisha’s hand, “and this is a little something extra for any trouble you might have.”

Trisha stared dumbly at the crumpled twenty.

“Trouble?”

“Ha, umm, Emily’s not really in a babysitter mood today,” the woman explained quickly. “She might be, well… perhaps I’d better let you see for yourself.”

She grabbed a stylish black clutch bag off the hallway table, went to push past Trisha, hesitated, then plucked out another twenty and handed it to her.

“Best be on the safe side…” she gave Trisha another grin, “gotta run, my taxi should be here in, well, now, actually. See you at midnight? Ciao!”

And then she was off, wobbling in high heels Trisha would never have been able to wear in a million years toward the sidewalk where an Uber cab was just pulling up.

Trisha blinked after her in wonder, looked down at the pile of money now clutched in her hands. With a little shrug, she opened the door and went inside.

The house was big, still filled with unpacked boxes from what looked like a recent move. At the top of the stairs, facing toward the door, stood a cute 8-year old girl clutching a pony coloring book.

Trisha smiled up at her, pocketing her cash as she did so.

“Hey… Karen’s girl, right? I’m Trisha, your babysitter. An who are you?”

At the top of the stairs, the girl slowly smiled, a painful, angry smile that didn’t touch her eyes and looked freaky as hell on a kid’s face.

“Me?” Emily lilted in her oh-so-sweet voice. “I’m Emily…”

Her brow darkened.

“And I’m your worst fucking nightmare.”

*

They’d met, improbably, at the school.

It had been the day before, just a few hours before Karen would lose her female virginity to Dwight, and have the best sex of her life while she was at it (her male side was ashamed to admit it, but what else had even come close?).

She’d been dropping Emily off for her first day, after a long argument that morning that had culminated in Karen threatening to stop looking for dates if her daughter didn’t behave, and trap both of them like this forever.

Emily had just gone inside inside (“none of the boys better try and fuck with me, that’s all I’m gonna say,” the little girl had growled as she left), and Karen was about to head back out to her waiting car when she bumped into him.

Leo.

It had been a literal bump, the sort of meeting that should only really happen in the movies.

“Oh shit, my bad!”

“It’s nothing, don’t worry. Really. Here…”

As Karen crouched on the floor, frantically trying to pick up the papers she’d just knocked out the older man’s hands, Leo gently took her arm and pulled her to her feet.

“Shit. That was totally my fault. I’m sorry, I’m just busy with this move and my daughter’s starting a new school, and…”

Karen was babbling so much that it was only at this point she’d actually looked at the guy…

…and heard the soft, sultry new voice the spell had forced on her go trailing off into oblivion.

Her first immediate thought had been that the guy she’d bumped into was older than her, probably way older. Like, maybe fifty.

But that thought had almost instantly been overridden by a much more primitive one.

Older or not, the guy before her was handsome as Hell.

He was tall, easily over 6ft, with a stylish, peppery beard that made him look distinguished and tough all at once.

His hair was still thick, dark and flecked with silver. His eyes were an intense, piercing blue that might have almost been frightening if their edges hadn’t been crinkled with warm laughter lines.

His body was powerful – not the raw, animal power of Dwight’s, but a kind of natural strength that was both physical and mental; the body of an alpha male, a natural leader.

(And Karen could feel that power in the hand holding her arm, too. The power to take her and snap her like a twig if he wanted to… Or to hold her down and force her to give her body to him completely, whether she wanted to or not).

An expensive, tailored shirt encased his torso, it’s collar incongruously undone, the sleeves rolled up almost to his elbows, exposing forearms that were strong and dusted with dark hairs.

He looked like the sort of guy who’d been an athlete in his school days, and was now some kind of leader. Tough, protective, and caring all at once.

In short, he was everything Karen’s new mom-brain was hardwired to find attractive.

All these thoughts passed through her head in less than a split second. She realized she was standing in open mouthed silence and forced out a giggle.

“Sorry, you caught me off guard. I’m Karen.” She gestured the floor. “Sorry again for…”

“Don’t be.” The man gave her a smile so warm, so understanding that Karen practically melted. “There’s nothing here that’s worth getting freaked out over. I’m Leo, by the way.”

“Nice to meet you, Leo. So, what are you in for?” Karen raised her eyebrows. “Are you the teacher all the girls swoon over, or are you just another parent like the rest of us?”

For the Karl part of Karen’s brain, hearing such openly flirty words come out her mouth had been horrifying. Like being possessed.

As a guy, she’d never have dreamed of saying something so forward, not without feeling mighty embarrassed. And certainly not to a dude.

But now she was a she – and an incredibly hot she at that – it didn’t seem to bother her at all.

More to the point, nor did it seem to bother Leo.

“Hardly.” He replied with a laugh. “I mean, I am a father, but I think both my boys would be upset if I dropped them off here one morning…”

“Ahh. Teenagers?”

“One of them. The other’s already at college.” A little sigh. “You always hear they grow up fast, but you don’t really believe it till you’re driving away from Cornell campus wondering where your life just went.”

“I know what you mean,” Karen nodded, “it feels like I was still college age myself, what, three days ago?”

If Leo heard the irony in her voice, he didn’t show it.

“What about your one? Boy or girl, or…?”

“Girl. Well, she isn’t always happy to be a girl, but there isn’t much she can do about it. I’m hoping she grows out of it. So.”

“So…?”

“So. You’re not a teacher. Not a parent…” Karen gave a mocking little smile. “I don’t have to alert the authorities, do I?”

To her surprise, the laughter faded slightly from Leo’s eyes.

“I think there’s a few on the board who might see it that way.” He waved the sheaf of paper still clutched in his hand. “We’re a community outreach program, trying to find some hope for the poorest kids. Get them out of bad schools, into ones like this.”

A rueful smile.

“Everyone says it sounds like a great idea, but the moment it’s their school these kids are coming to…”

He stopped, visibly gave himself a little shake.

“Oops. There I go again. Gotta keep reminding myself that hallways aren’t the best places for lectures.”

“No disagreement on that one,” Karen said, lightly. “How about you tell me about it over dinner instead?”

The moment the words left her mouth, she’d desperately wanted to grab them back, to swallow them down and keep them hidden away.

What the hell are you doing?! Her old voice, her Karl voice, raged inside her, you can’t just be so forward, you can’t just-!

“You know, I was about to suggest the same thing,” Leo said, not even missing a beat. “There’s a new place on 7th, our patrons keep raving about it. What do you think, a bit of bourgeois decadence Saturday? Say 7pm.”

“Perfect. But I’m warning you, it better be as decadent as advertised.”

Then they’d both involuntarily smiled at one another, and Karen had realized she’d just arranged her first date as a woman.

How about that? The magic’s actually helping me here…

She didn’t know if it was her suddenly grown up body, or knowing she was now beautiful, or simply the panic of the time limit the curse had placed on her, but she was finding it remarkably easy to flirt with men.

She just hoped her newfound confidence hadn’t totally dissipated by Saturday night.

*

“How’s your soup?”

“Huh? Oh, right. Yeah, it’s, umm… it tastes…”

Expensive, Karen wanted to say, but she held her tongue.

“Nice.”

“I’m glad.” A small smile. “They say the chef has been doing wonderful things with his soups lately.”

It was about 8 o’clock. The two of them, the older man and the young man trapped as woman, were sat opposite each other across a small table, surrounded by other diners, all trying not to overhear one another’s conversations.

A great wall of artfully arranged liquor bottles divided the dining area from the upscale barroom. Waiters in spotless, well-ironed uniforms coasted between groups of patrons. Out the tenth floor windows, the lights of the city twinkled.

It was easily the nicest, most expensive restaurant Karen had ever been too.

It was just a shame she was bored as Hell.

“Do you…” she ventured after a polite silence. “I mean, is this where you…?”

“Bring all my dates? Not exactly.” Leo took a bite of his tiny, and probably very overpriced, hors d'oeuvres (at least I’m not expected to pay half in this body, Karen thought, with some relief). “It was recommended to me by a friend. As a place to bring an elegant woman like yourself.”

“Oh. That’s, uh, great.”

More polite silence. Somewhere in this big, utilitarian place, a mildly-skilled pianist was playing a soothing tune.

Bzzt. Bzzt.

“Excuse me a moment.”

As Leo frowned down at his phone, Karen looked unhappily at her soup. At the tiny spoon held daintily in one of her small hands.

She sighed. Trying to eat like a lady was a pain in the ass.

I’m like Eliza Doolittle. Only Audrey Hepburn never went parading around with her tits hanging out.

She moved her arms, trying to imperceptibly hotch her dress up a little, while also trying to ignore how weird it felt having boobs and needing to cover them.

Ugh. She’d misjudged this night all right.

Leo put the phone back down with an apologetic look.

“One of my sons. The younger. Dean. He’s at one of our drop in centers, part of our ‘connect through sport’ program.”

“Oh, he’s sporty, huh? I sort of imagined…”

“He’d be more like this old fart? I wasn’t always so aged you know.” Leo smiled, the first genuine smile of the evening. “Basketball. I used to be a demon on the court.”

“I can believe that.” Karen let her eyes deliberately trace over the outline of the older man’s body. “You know, for a guy of fifty, you’re not exactly in bad shape.”

There was more silence, a little warmer this time. Karen leaned back, glanced around the restaurant, unaware of how the action was making her bosom stick right out.

“I’ve never been to a place like this before. I mean, now I’ve got Emily it’s places with plastic menus and coloring kits, but even before…”

“No?” A pause. “What do you think?”

“What do I think…?”

Karen’s eyes drifted around the room, passing over aging yuppies, small groups of trendy foody types, handsome waiters, wealthy families quietly celebrating some small victory.

She abruptly leaned over the table toward Leo.

“I think I’d give anything to get outta here.”

The older gentleman regarded her for a moment with his ice blue eyes, slowly chewing a bite of food. At last:

“Anything, huh?”

Karen nodded, aware of the way her long hair tickled at her neck as she did so.

“You name it. Get my tits out, jerk you off in the taxi. Literally anything.”

Leo picked up his glass of wine, swilled it thoughtfully.

“How about watching me shoot some baskets?” He said at last.

Karen broke into a wide grin of relief. She didn’t realize it but at that moment she looked almost heart-stoppingly beautiful.

“I thought you’d never ask.”

*

The distant thock of ball against wood echoed round the vast community hall, mingled with the squeak of sneakers, the odd cry.

As Karen drifted after Leo, she took in the faces around her. The teens sat on the benches, the kids on the court. Faces that were attentive, pinched and eager.

She pulled Leo’s jacket tighter round her shoulders and shivered a little. She’d been glad when the older man had offered it as they stepped out the cab. It really was kinda chilly tonight.

As they approached the edge of the court, the oldest boy yelled a name. A kid of about 13 dutifully threw him the ball. The young man jumped, flicked his wrist…

…and let out a laugh as the ball bounced off the metal rim of the hoop.

“Dean.”

“Oh, hey Dad.” The young man trotted over, grabbed his father in a quick hug. “S’up? I thought you were…”

His voice trailed off as he saw Karen.

“Hey.” Karen gave a theatrically awkward wave. “I’m Karen. Nice shooting.”

She could see the boy’s bewildered face as he sized her up. Guessed at the thoughts whizzing through his head.

Who is she…? Christ, she’s like fifteen years younger than dad… Why is she…?

At the same time, Karen felt her own strange little thoughts go pinging through her own brain.

He’s, what, 18? Jesus, in real life he’d be nearly my age, but now he’s looking at me like a woman technically old enough to be his mom…

Leo gave Dean a friendly clap on the shoulder.

“Dean’s been helping out here since he was fifteen. Teaching these kids how to play, ain’t that right?”

Dean nodded, glanced over at Karen, then quickly blushed and looked away again. With a feeling of surprise, Karen realized her date’s son had a crush on her.

For the Karl part of her mind, locked away in her transformed head, realizing a teenage boy was attracted to her was strange beyond belief.

Leo, meanwhile, was looking at the group of young teens milling on the court.

“How’s he doing? Think his old man needs to show him the ropes?”

“After that basket?” A young voice called. “Hell yeah!”

There was laughter. Dean grinned in embarrassment. Leo winked at him.

“Guess the court’s mine.” He turned to Karen. “Ready to see an old man embarrass himself?”

Karen smartly crossed her arms over breasts.

“Remember what I said about living up to your promises?”

“Didn’t lie about the meal, did I?” Leo asked, already rolling up his sleeves, turning away, grinning at the kids around him. “Jacob? Ball me!”

And so started the main part of Karen’s first real date as a woman.

At first, she simply stood on the sidelines, watching as Leo moved with amazingly youthful dexterity, sending the ball wherever he wanted it to go, shouting instructions to the playing kids, encouragement, jokes.

As time wore on, she started shouting and cheering each time Leo made a basket, then she impulsively switched sides and started cheering the opposing team, a mischievous grin on her beautiful face as she did so.

Then, finally, it happened.

As the center of the game passed her, Leo impulsively reached out, took her by the wrist, and pulled her onto the court.

“Shaq! Have a rest. Karen’s gonna take over for five.”

“But I didn’t bring any flats!” Karen protested, even as she found herself laughing.

Leo shrugged, gave her a cheeky smile. With his shirt all creased up from play, his forehead slightly damp with sweat and his top button open, he suddenly looked so much more rugged. So much more real.

“Not my problem. Jacob! Stick on her, I can already tell she’s a wild one!”

And then Karen was part of the game too, running up and down the court – Leo’s jacket buttoned tightly over her in case her boobs conspired to go bouncing out their bra – shouting, laughing, and totally failing to shake her shadow, the small but incredibly fleetfooted Jacob.

She played atrociously, of course. Even as Karl, her interest in sports had been firmly in the direction of hockey and soccer, basketball be damned.

In her new, older mom-body, she was noticeably both weaker and less fit (the result of raising a kid, she supposed). The few times the ball came to her, she managed to fumble it, or else watched in open-mouthed amazement as Jacob effortlessly took it from her.

But even hampered by her weak new female body, even with the distracting pain of her breasts bouncing every time she jumped, Karen still couldn’t stop laughing.

She was just having too much damn fun.

At one point, she found herself sat on one of the benches beside Dean, her artfully combed hair all mussed up and a big grin on her beautiful face.

“Tell me something, Dean,” she panted in her soft, feminine voice, “is your dad always like this?”

Dean grinned bashfully at her, then quickly looked down at his hands. As she played, Karen had noticed a lot of the younger boys here, too, had either stared quite openly at her, or looked urgently away as soon as she caught their gaze.

Oh God, I think I just became a bedroom ceiling fantasy for like ten kids… You don’t usually get that as a guy…

She pulled her arms in, gently squeezing her C-cup breasts together.

To be honest, you don’t usually get sweaty boobs as a guy either…

“At home, not really.” Dean was saying, still avoiding Karen’s gaze. “He’s kinda serious a lot.”

“Oh.” Karen felt a faint pang of disappointment.

“Like, don’t get me wrong, he’s not an asshole or anything. It’s just this thing,” Dean quickly glanced at her, then gestured the community center. “All these places. There’s not much funding and stuff is always going wrong, so…”

“So what’s different tonight?”

“Tonight? Well, I guess you’re here…”

“Flattered.” Karen impulsively put a hand on his knee, she felt Dean tense at her touch.

(God, was I this… obvious as a guy, too?)

“But I wanna know for real. If I’m gonna be dating your dad… I mean, why the change tonight?”

In response, Dean smiled to himself. Looked up at the distant court.

“See those kids?” He asked. “They look kinda alright, and I guess some of them are.

But some of them? They got dads who like to use their fists. Moms who don’t give a shit if they live or die. They’ve told me stories, not naming anybody, but there’s some dark stuff that happens in this city…

And now look at him. Look at how he’s trying to make them feel important. I guess listened to. Those kids, some of them, they can go the whole day feeling invisible. But then they get here, and my dad’s waiting to see them, and when he does...

He makes them feel real. Like actual normal kids – I mean, not that they’re not normal, you know what I mean… I guess even when he doesn’t feel like it. He’s gotta.”

At last Dean looked at her. This time, he held her gaze.

“That a real enough answer for you?”

For a moment, Karen didn’t know what to say.

Then she giggled and pulled Dean into a tight hug.

“Oh my God, Dean, you’re going to get even more girls than your dad when you grow up, you know that, right?”

“Thanks,” Dean mumbled, terrified at the sudden closeness between them.

When she finally let go, Karen was pleased to see he was blushing.

*

“This is me.”

“Already? Couldn’t we do another loop, pretend we missed our turning?”

“We’ve already gone round the block like twice. I’m still new here. They’ll think I’m weird.”

“Are you?”

Karen gave Leo a flirty look.

“Ask me out again and you might find out.”

It was after midnight. The two of them were stood on the sidewalk before Karen’s new house, dithering in a pool of blackness between two street lights. The moon shone faintly in the sky, barely larger than a half moon, like an eye drooping closed with sleep.

Or maybe a mouth parted in a soundless gasp of pleasure.

The half-shadow that was Leo gave an amused snort. It was hard to tell in this light, but Karen thought he was smiling.

“I already did, didn’t I? When you said you wanted to come to that charity event next week… hey. What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. I… nothing. Just, um, couldn’t we maybe meet again a little sooner?”

“Isn’t that a little too fast? I thought the thing today was to take it easy for the first week or so and then start the Fifty Shades stuff.”

“The thing today is drunken sex with people you barely know on Tinder. C’mon.” Karen reached out, took one of Leo’s hands. “Just one more date.”

The tall man looked down at her. It was weird, suddenly being so much shorter than most guys. But not bad weird, not at all.

In fact, the Karl part of Karen’s brain was surprised at how much she liked being the small and vulnerable one.

Leo held her hand firmly in his. His grip wasn’t as strong as Dwight’s, but it still felt firm. Masculine.

“Monday, then. Drop by our other center near the old main railway station. Should be on Google. We can go for lunch. Deal?”

“Deal.”

Impulsively, Karen stood on tiptoes, put one dainty hand up to Leo’s cheek and kissed him.

It was a slow kiss. Sensuous. Leo’s tongue swirled around the inside of Karen’s mouth, making her dizzy. She nibbled gently on it, savoring the taste of him, the feeling of having part of this strong, caring man inside her.

By the time they stopped kissing, Karen’s nipples were hard as bullets and her crotch already soaking wet. She stepped back and smiled dazedly at her first date.

“Listen, this might sound crazy, but I’ve just gotta pay the babysitter, Emily will already be asleep, maybe we could…?”

She trailed off disappointedly as Leo slowly shook his head. Hopes – these strange, warm thoughts of letting this fifty year old guy rip her clothes off and show her what it really meant to be a woman – cracked to pieces then melted away.

“Karen…” Leo gently kissed her again, kept kissing her between words as he talked. “I like you. I really do. But I’ve been here before. Lots of times.

Let’s just take it slow, OK? You’ve only just moved here. We’ve got all the time in the world.”

I haven’t! Karen wanted to scream. If I can’t make you love me by Tuesday night, I’m gonna be utterly fucked!

But of course she couldn’t say that. Couldn’t tell this handsome, rugged older man that she, too, was really male. Was really an unhappy twenty one year old boy named Karl who’d been forced to take on the appearance and personality of a flirty, sexy mom.

She couldn’t tell him that already the magic was making her forget her old life. Making her feel comfortable in her gorgeous female body, and that she was terrified that meant it was already too late.

So she just kissed him back and pressed her slender, curvy body up against his strong, masculine one, and was secretly pleased to feel the unmistakable shape of an erection pushing back against her.

God I want to fuck him… I want his dick in my mouth, in my pussy… I want him to suck on my tits and spank me and make me wail for daddy like a little girl.

Is this just the magic? Or is some of it what I want, too?

At last, they stopped kissing. One of Leo’s hand was in the small of her back, the other rested against her hip. For one delirious second, Karen thought he would squeeze her ass, and felt like she might wind up just fucking him on the lawn if that happened.

Instead, to her regret, he gently let go of her, looked up at the new home the magic had given her.

“That your daughter’s window?”

“Hmm? Oh. Yeah. That’s Emily.”

“Guess she must be sleeping now. How does she feel about mommy dating someone else’s daddy?”

“She’s fine. More than fine, actually. Probably a little too interested, if you know what I mean?”

Leo laughed.

“I probably do.”

He touched Karen’s hip again, sending a little shiver down her spine. They kissed one last time.

“Call me,” she whispered, slipping out of Leo’s jacket and feeling the chill of the night for the first time. “Please. Tonight was… well, it was great.”

“Yeah.” Leo nodded, taking the jacket off her. “It was. And I will.”

He gave her one last smile, and then he was gone, drifting back towards the waiting cab, his jacket slung over one shoulder, and a confidence in his gait that was impossible to ignore.

Karen stood there for about fifteen seconds, watching him walk, her lips dry, her breasts warm and her pussy dripping.

She gave herself a little shake and went inside.

Trisha was curled up before the TV, reading an old Anne Rice novel with a sleepy look on her teenage face. She got up as soon as Karen entered and started pulling her light summer coat on.

“Emily wasn’t too much bother, I hope?”

“Emily? Nah, she acts tough, but stick on Titanic and she’s just like any little girl. Mooning over Leo, getting all teary-eyed when Rose has to watch him drown.”

Isn’t there nudity in that film? Karen wanted to ask, but it was too damn late, and she just wanted Trisha out of there as soon as possible.

So she smiled and made small talk and ushered the teen girl out and, when she was sure Trisha had gone, she locked the door, pulled off her dress, lay down on the sofa and masturbated.

It was an instinctive thing, a subconscious response to her body’s urgent needs.

Her dress crumpled up beside her, her bra torn off and discarded on the floor, Karen lay on her back, her eyes closed, one hand rubbing furiously away at her clit while the other savagely pinched at her nipples, twisting them, tormenting them.

Images of Leo ran through her head. Images of the two of them, fucking on the cool grass before the house. Images of the older man, throwing her over his knee and spanking her.

Images of Leo’s big, alpha male dick driving deep into her pussy while she moaned and wailed and whimpered like a helpless girl.

As she masturbated, Karen began to get an overwhelming urge to fill her hole, to have something inside her. Wishing the magic had also given her a dildo, she curled two fingers and slipped them into her slit, her thumb wildly rubbing at her clit as she did so.

For a woman who’d been a boy just days ago, it should have been a weird feeling. The sensation of pushing two fingers inside yourself when you should have been rubbing something long and hard.

But Karen was far too horny to care about that.

Transformed boy or not, she needed this more than she’d ever needed anything.

She came after barely six minutes, biting down hard on her lower lip so her squeaks and moans didn’t wake Emily.

Her female orgasm shuddered through her, lasting longer, much longer, than her male orgasms ever had; so strong she briefly thought she might pass out.

At last, it ebbed away. The fire in her clit died down a little, and Karen could move again.

Without bothering to clean up or put any clothes on, she walked upstairs, quietly pleased by the way her tits bounced and wobbled with each step, still perkier than most 38-year old women’s.

She’d meant to go straight to bed (and maybe send herself to sleep masturbating again), but on impulse she decided to stick her head in on Emily and see how she was doing.

To her surprise, her little girl was awake, lying sleepily in a moonbeam, one half-open eye trained on the door.

“I heard you wanking,” the child muttered, grumpily. “What’s the matter, wasn’t he any good?”

“No, he was good,” Karen whispered back, “just maybe a little too old fashioned for his own good.”

“So have you found me a daddy yet?”

“I don’t know, sweetheart,” Karen sighed. “I really don’t know.”


Chapter Two: Alex

The bodies pulsed around them. Slow, animalistic, moving in time to an invisible beat. Faces, their eyes shut in bliss, briefly loomed out the darkness before disappearing into a cloud of fog again.

Bright colors glowed. Glowsticks worn half-ironically. Neon clothing mimicking the most garish side of the 90s (a decade Karen supposed she really should remember in her current body).

It was surreal. The loose flowing limbs. The loved up kids. The vibrations of the dance floor.

But, most of all, the overwhelming silence.

All around her, people were dancing while barely making a sound. Lost in a trance, like puppets under the control of invisible puppeteers.

It was strange. Like a twisted dream you can’t quite remember the next day. It was…

“You gotta keep the headphones on!”

Karen jerked back to reality, to the slender, dark haired young boy before her with his dreamy smile, mop of black hair and lithe, athletic body, encased in a tight-fitting white vest top that showed off his youthful muscles.

“Don’t mansplain, I know how it works. I’m not sixty.”

The impossibly cute boy grinned at her, gestured his own ears, where two tiny little white buds nestled. He couldn’t hear a word she was saying.

It was Sunday afternoon, barely twelve hours since Leo had dropped her back off at home and left her with a desperate, almost animal desire to masturbate. Outside, it was a bright, breezy day, the winds carrying a bite of cold down from the north.

In here, though, it could have been any time. Or no time at all. The club was dark, windowless, dense with artificial smoke.

Karen guessed it looked just as it did late on a Friday night.

“Hey, wha-?!”

The boy had suddenly danced close, very close, his body almost touching Karen’s. She blinked up at him, wondering if he was about to kiss her – wondering if she’d mind if he did – and then she heard the music again, felt her blocky, retro headphones resting on her head, and realized what he’d done.

There. The boy mouthed, an adorable half-smile on his face. Better?

In response, Karen comically narrowed her eyes at him, wrinkling her nose so he’d know she was joking. She raised her dainty hands to her headphones, and started dancing again, moving her hips, letting her whole body curve in a carefree, female way.

She’d always liked dancing as Karl. Now she was Karen she’d vaguely worried she might look dumb, pulling the same guy moves, but no.

As soon as she’d first put her headphones on, she’d found herself dancing like a woman, unconsciously adopting the poses of every confident girl she’d ever lusted over at a club.

It had been so freeing. As a girl, it was like looking cool was no longer a priority. Looking sexy was. Utilizing this curvy new body to create something guys couldn’t look away from.

And, to her surprise, Karen was starting to learn that she really did like feeling sexy.

The boy was still dancing close, his soulful brown eyes locked on her green ones. Smudges of neon face paint still decorated his naturally olive complexion, making Karen smile.

He looks just like Emily’s dad used to. Back when we were still young…

The older woman frowned internally.

Hey, where did that come. Emily doesn’t have a dad, remember? That whole backstory was just created by the magic…

She shrugged the thought off. Impulsively let her slender arms drop onto the boy’s shoulders, pull him in closer. She felt his hands drop to her shapely hips…

…and then they were dancing as one, their lips barely inches apart, looking deep into one another’s eyes as they moved in time to the invisible beat, their hips almost touching.

From the corner of her eye, Karen caught other dancers looking at them. Young faces. Curious. Wide-eyed. Maybe even laughing.

She supposed it couldn’t be helped. She’d realized long ago that she was the oldest person in here by far, and the age difference between her and Alex was even greater than it had been between Leo and her.

They must think I’m a cougar, someone’s horny aunt, come to get her claws into some fresh meat.

The thought tickled her.

They’re not exactly wrong…

As they danced, she felt one of Alex’s hands hesitate, then suddenly slip from her hip, down the small of her back, and onto her ass. His fingertips gently squeezed her flesh, sending a little wave of warmth through her body.

Karen closed her eyes, smiling at his touch, a faint little gasp involuntarily escaping her lips. Part of her wanted to smack the boy’s hand away and tell him not to be so cheeky.

But it was a very tiny part. So instead she opened her eyes, gave him a flirty little look from under her auburn bangs.

Cheeky, she mouthed.

In response, the boy smiled, gave her ass another squeeze. Karen shivered to his touch, grinned, let her whole body be pulled forward until it rested against the boy’s, her breasts squashed up against his slender but well-defined chest.

She could feel his warm breath against her cheeks. Smell his sweat, male and arousing to her body in some strange way she couldn’t comprehend. In her head, the music throbbed, like the sensuous gentle thrusts when you slowly make love on a lazy Sunday morning.

As they danced, she squeezed herself against this oh-so-young man, already feeling giddy.

For a date she’d thought might be a disaster, this was going better than she could have dreamed.

*

“He’s cute.”

“He’s a child.”

“He’s older than us.”

“Older than you, honey.”

“Mommy, I swear to God…”

“OK, yeah, I remember.” Karen held up her hands. “I’m sorry, I really am. It’s just…”

She let out a long groan, put her face in her hands.

“I feel exhausted. God… can’t this body take some wine and half an hour’s basketball?”

It was that morning. After multiple demands from Emily to get her bitch ass outta bed, Karen had finally rolled out of bed at 11, feeling like a woman who hasn’t slept for days.

To go from being a twenty one year old with a twenty one year old’s stamina to a woman approaching forty with the stamina of – so it felt – someone nearing the age of a bazillion in the blink of an eye had not been a happy experience.

And so she had found herself sat at the kitchen table, clutching her mug of coffee like a life saver and wondering what had possessed her to arrange a date for Sunday afternoon.

Particularly with some damn kid she’d never met before.

“If people see us out together, they’re gonna think I’m a cradle snatcher. Worse, they might think I’m his mom.”

Across the table, Emily peered over the top of Karen’s phone at her mom like she was an idiot.

“You’re thirty eight, he’s twenty three. I hardly think you’re likely to be his mommy. Maybe his auntie.”

“Don’t try and talk big, darling, it sounds weird.” Karen yawned, tried to stretch. Her muscles were still hurting from the night before. “Maybe I could ghost him. We could spend today eating ice cream on the sofa and watching… what?!”

The glare Emily had trained on her had been like two high powered laser beams.

“You’re going on this date, Kar… Mommy. Or else I’m calling 9-1-1 right now and telling them you tried to make me join an ess ee ex cult.”

“An ess ee…? Oh, right. They won’t believe you, darling, we both know that.”

“Fine, then I’ll start wetting the bed every night and you’ll have to change it.”

Karen closed her eyes.

“OK, you’ve got me. That’s a workable threat. Gimme that phone.”

Emily sent it sliding over the table. Karen looked at the boy’s Tinder profile again with a sinking feeling.

She’d set up her own profile almost the moment she realized she needed to get dating fast if she wanted a chance of getting her body back. Barely had she put the phone back down than someone had swiped right on her (or was it left? The good one, she couldn’t remember).

At first, she’d felt thrilled. A man, already after her! (Thank God this new body was sexy) All she had to do was meet up with him, get him to fall for her, and she’d go back to being Karl in no time at…

And then she’d looked at her match and realized, with a feeling like she was submerging under cold water, that it wasn’t going to be that simple.

He was just too young. She needed someone older. Someone who would be good for Emily (the spell specified that, after all).

She’d been about to swipe away and ditch him when she saw it. The last of his five pictures.

The young, cute boy, bending over a baby in hospital, looking at her like she was the only thing that mattered in the world.

This oh-so-young, oh-so-cute boy was – unbelievably – a daddy.

So Karen had given him the good swipe, too. And they’d messaged. And arranged to meet Sunday.

But now both Leo and Dwight were in the mix, it felt like a total waste of time.

As Karen looked at the photo of Alex and the baby again, she shook her head.

“Really, we don’t even know if he is a daddy. This could be his sister’s kid, or maybe his mom is still young enough to pop another out, or…”

“Or maybe he just stole a baby for that dumb photo. No more excuses, mom.” Emily pulled a face. “You’re going on that date, and you’re going to be nice.”

And so Karen had sloped upstairs to get changed, barely even noticing her new body as she showered. Doing her hair on automatic, slipping into her short loose dress and tight jeans combo without even registering it, or thinking about anything but Leo and the night before.

And now here she was, at a silent warehouse club on the redeveloped side of town, having the time of her life.

*

“This is literally the first time I’ve been in the women’s toilets.”

“Me too.”

“Huh?”

Karen mentally kicked herself.

“Nothing, I’m just being kooky. A manic pixie, that’s me. Here we are…”

Taking Alex’s hand, she pulled the cute young man into one the cubicles, a mischievous little smile on her face that felt both fully feminine and fully natural at the same time.

The door swung shut. Karen closed the lock with a deft flick of her wrist. Looked up at the boy before her, the tall, slender, polite college boy she thought might be the most beautiful man she’d ever met.

As Karl, she’d been able to tell when a guy was good looking, but it had only been in a huh, he’s handsome, I guess, kinda way.

As Karen, she’d discovered what it felt like to be in the thrall of a good looking man, to look at him and think about how rugged he was, and how it might feel to be forcibly fucked by him.

But Alex was the first guy she’d ever thought was honest-to-God beautiful.

“So, uh, what now?” The young guy said, a slight awkwardness in his voice that made him cuter than ever.

“Now?” Karen slowly laced her arms around his neck again. Rested her forehead against his. “Now you kiss me.”

And just like that they were making out, kissing passionately in the graffitied toilet of this club, while outside hundreds of people danced a silent, passionate dance.

They kissed for what seemed like forever, Alex’s tongue hesitantly swirling around the inside of Karen’s mouth, one of his polite, college boy hands stroking the curve of her ass.

I bet he’s got a polite, college boy dick, too… all long and thin like he is.

The thought made Karen smile between kisses.

At long last, they disengaged, two young men, gazing dazedly at one another with lust.

“Maybe it’s too early to be saying this,” Karen murmured, “but you’re so fucking cute.”

She ran her fingers through his hair, utterly mesmerized by him. Suddenly, she knew what it was like to look at someone in their early twenties and feel that strange desire mixed with longing for one’s own youth.

At that point, she felt like even when she got her Karl body back, she’d never be able to look at a girl with the same sort of desire ever again.

“I still can’t believe you’re a daddy…”

Alex gave a bashful little laugh.

“I can’t believe you’re a mom. Like, you’re older than some of the moms at school, but you’re…”

“I’m so glad there was a but there, young man. Go on.” Karen stepped back, teasingly put her hands on her hips. “What am I?”

“You’re hot.”

Karen couldn’t help it. She giggled, even as she rolled her eyes.

“You have so much to learn about complimenting women. Don’t go too far too early, and don’t use words like ‘hot’, that’s lesson one.” She reached up, stroked one of Alex’s cheeks. “Maybe I can teach you?”

Deep down, Karen knew she was probably no more experienced than this kid. Knew she’d only been female for five days at this point, but by now the magic meant she only knew this intellectually.

On a biological level, she simply knew she was a 38-year old, gorgeous woman with a baby and a long line of lovers behind her.

And that meant she had plenty of advice to give.

“I don’t think I need lessons,” Alex replied. “I used to have a fiancée, remember?”

“Yeah?”

Karen was barely listening. As they talked, she’d begun slowly unbuckling Alex’s belt, playing with the buttons of his fly.

“What happened with that?”

“Can we talk about it some other time? Like, it’s not bad or anything, just while you’re… you know…”

“Undressing you? Bit distracting?”

Karen suddenly yanked down the boy’s pants, reached into his underwear, not taking her eyes off his. She felt her elegant fingers close around something hard and thick.

“God you’re big. Man…” She suddenly sighed, “I wish we had some drugs. Some pot or something, it’d be just like being young again.”

To her surprise, Alex gently shook his head.

“No way. For real, I gave up doing that shit the moment I had Mia.”

His eyes suddenly flickered closed, his face screwing up in pleasure as Karen began moving her wrist.

“Oh shit… Wow. Uh, I mean…”

“So you’re a responsible daddy, huh?” Karen whispered, stroking the boy’s dick, loving the feeling of it in her palm. “Maybe you can handle an older woman.”

Alex grinned at her through eyes fogged with pleasure.

“Long as they’re as hot as you.”

Inside her head, a male voice was wailing at Karen, asking her what she was doing. Warning her that the thing she’d just decided to do was taking it too far, that the magic can’t have changed them that completely.

She ignored it. So long as she was female, she might as well act like it.

Besides, wasn’t there something she’d always secretly wanted to try?

She leaned forward, pulled aside the fabric of Alex’s vest top with her free hand, started kissing his hairless, slender chest.

“Lesson two,” she whispered as her lips brushed his skin, “older women like to be reminded they’re still young. They like to do crazy shit once in a while, stuff they were too scared to do when they were your age.

Stuff like this.”

Alex gave a gasp. Before him, Karen hand sunk to her knees, pulled down his underpants and started kissing his cock all up and down the shaft, her free hand playing with his balls as she did so.

She licked his prick hungrily, amused to note it was just as long and thin as she’d imagined, running her tongue around the rim of his head, making the boy shiver.

It should have been strange, humiliating. Kneeling down in this restroom, on a floor covered with God knew what, worshipping a boy’s cock.

But Karen barely seemed to register this. All she knew was that there was something she’d wanted to do, ever since she first set eyes on this gorgeous man.

She gave the tip of his prick one final kiss. Swept her long hair back out of the way, opened her pouty lips…

And then she was sucking dick. For the first time in her life as either Karen or Karl, she had a prick in her mouth, her beautiful head bobbing up and down as she slobbered over Alex’s cock, amazed to discover she found it every bit as beautiful as the rest of him.

Ignoring the sounds of women coming and going outside the cubicle, ignoring the hipster exposed brickwork and graffiti around them, she gave this boy she’d only just met a blowjob, sucking on his cock like her life depended on it.

When Alex finally came – barely two minutes after she’d started – she waited until all his seed was in her mouth, before turning and delicately spitting into the toilet bowl, being careful not to get any in her hair as she did so.

With a pleasant little start, she realized her body was now feeling all hot and aroused, as if they’d been making out instead of doing something the boy part of her brain still insisted had been disgusting.

Oh, well. Let it insist. Whether it was the danger aspect of it, the suddenness, or the just that sucking dick really was that wonderful, Karen knew she’d found the whole experience a total turn on.

“You… you alright?”

“Why wouldn’t I be? I offered, remember?”

Alex held out a hand, helped her up off her knees.

“I kinda always thought girls didn’t really… y’know…”

Karen raised an eyebrow.

“Lesson three. Don’t assume you know what women want.”

“Is there a lesson four?”

“Yup. Never refuse a post-blowjob kiss.” Karen leaned forward, then stopped and giggled at the look on Alex’s face. “Lol. Joke. Like I said: manic pixie.”

She leaned past Alex, unlocked the door, led the boy back out into the restroom. A couple of girls about 18 years old, stood at the mirrors gave them both a look which seemed to say Urgh, we know what you’ve been doing in there and, like, aren’t you old enough to be his grandma anyway? So gross.

In return, Karen gave them a pitying look, eyeing their ridiculously short skirts like a supermodel eyeing two children playing dress up.

“C’mon,” she smiled to Alex, “why don’t you show me some more of your moves?”

“I thought I already did,” the beautiful boy muttered as they both left the restroom, headed back for the sensuous silence of the dancefloor.

*

Later.

The sunset seemed to bathe the whole park in an orange, unreal light. The lake glistened like something from a jewelers, the last families picnicking at its edge little more than shadows.

Above the tree line, the few skyscrapers of their smallish city caught the light and threw it back at the sky, making it look like each one was competing to outdo the other in brightness.

Far, far below, on a little English-style garden bridge over a stream, Karen held the boy against her and kissed like she’d never kissed anyone before.

It was a kiss of complete surrender. A kiss designed only to invite a man in and let him know he can treat you like a whore and you won’t complain in the slightest.

It was long, rough, sexual; somehow all the sweeter thanks to Alex’s clear inexperience.

In some dark, wonderful place inside her, Karen felt both like she was corrupting this young boy, and that he was corrupting her. Like they were joining together in sin.

It was something she hadn’t felt since she was a teenage girl.

Huh? Hey, wait a minute. I was never a-

The thought vanished. She didn’t care.

All she cared about was this feeling of her hands, running through Alex’s thick, dark hair. Of her breasts, all swollen with desire, her nipples painfully hard. Of Alex’s unmistakable erection, pressing into the soft flesh of her belly.

At last, Alex pulled back. Looked dazedly down at the improbably hot older woman he was making out with.

“This might be an, uh, odd question,” he murmured, “but, um… what time is it?”

Karen gave a little snort of laughter.

“Who cares? Late.” She stood on tiptoes and kissed him again. She could spend all eternity here, she decided, in the arms of this one boy whose inexperience made her feel so alive.

“I care. I gotta… no…”

Alex fell silent again as Karen forced another kiss on him. If the evening was becoming chilly, neither of them noticed it at that point.

“The real lesson number four, never promise a woman a night out you can’t deliver on.”

A smirk.

“I thought I only promised an afternoon.”

“Well let’s make it a night, shall we?” Karen leaned back so he could see her whole face, with its tempting, naughty smile. “Hotel. Somewhere fancy. You choose, I’ll pay. Wherever you like. All you have to do…”

She leaned forward again, until her lips were almost brushing his earlobe.

“Is fuck me like a whore.”

Just whispering the word was enough to make her new body tremble, make her clit tingle with forbidden desire.

It was like magic, like something her female body secretly wanted, but also wanted to kick against, a label her brain consciously loathed and quietly hungered for in a way she could never, ever admit to. The emotions it stirred up were so dark, so confusing.

At that moment, though, in the arms of this angel who corrupted her like a devil, dark and confusing was exactly what Karen’s body wanted.

I mean it, she wished she could say out loud. You can come on my tits, fuck my ass, make me eat your sperm and call you master…

Just please stay with me.

If their positions had been reversed, if she’d still been Karl and it was Alex who was trapped as a gorgeous woman, offering himself on a plate to her, she’d have said yes. She knew she would as clear as she knew anything.

What single young man wouldn’t?

So it was with a whole lot of surprise that she watched as Alex sadly shook his head. Karen’s mouth dropped open.

“For real, you don’t wanna-?”

“Of course I wanna,” muttered Alex, avoiding her eye. “God, Karen, you’re the hottest- sorry, most on fleek girl I ever met.”

Karen wrinkled her nose.

“OK, now I know you’re deliberately trying to make me feel old.” She let go of his shoulders, touched his arm. “What’s up? Tell me.”

The boy looked away, the last traces of sunlight playing through his dark hair.

“It sounds silly, it’s just, uh, Mia…

I haven’t spent a night away from her yet. She’s only three months, I know, but I haven’t and I… I guess I don’t want to. Sorry, but…

Not even for you.”

There was a long silence. Alex’s hands slipped off Karen’s waist. He stood awkwardly, suddenly looking even less than his twenty three years, more like a kid of eighteen.

For Karen, with the twenty one year old Karl part of her brain still intact, it should have looked dumb. Or comical. Or just plain weird.

But the magic had altered her brain chemistry on a fundamental level. Made her into a middle aged woman in body, mind and soul.

So she simply thought he looked sweeter than ever.

“I’m sorry,” Alex was mumbling, “when you’ve got an 8 year old it probably sounds dumb, but, I mean, when I think about her…”

He trailed off. Karen squeezed his arm, smiled at him.

“Hey. Hey. There is nothing dumb about caring about your daughter, OK? Lesson whatever we’re on now, a great dad is worth more than a great fuck, a zillion times over.”

Alex grinned bashfully. Gave a little laugh and touched one of her hips.

“You have no idea how much I wanna go with you.”

“Trust me, I think I’ve got a pretty good idea.” She leaned back against the railings of the little ornate bridge and laughed. “Gawwwwd! I am so horny right now…”

Alex couldn’t help it. He burst out laughing too, an apologetic look on his youthful face that made Karen want to start kissing him all over again.

So she did. And they kissed for three more minutes, and then Alex said he really, really had to go, and this time Karen went with him.

As they walked arm in arm together, he showed her pictures of baby Mia on his phone. Her wide eyes, brown like her dad’s. Her confused little baby expression as she discovered the world around her. Her soft little face as she fell asleep in daddy’s arms.

By the time they went their separate ways at the subway, Karen realized to her despair that she’d fallen in love all over again.

*

“Did you have fun playing with Tyrone?”

“Nu-uh. Umm… kinda. He’s still a baby, mommy.”

“He’s only one year younger than you, honey…”

“Mo-om! He’s in second grade. All the other kids will make fun of me.”

“Aww, Emmy… they don’t gotta know. ‘Sides. I think he likes you.”

“Ewwww!”

“Not like that. Not like… huh. Well…”

“Not like his daddy likes you. He doesn’t wanna eff you kay kay me.”

“Language, madam. It’s not too late for me to give you a spanking.”

“Mommy…?”

“Yes, sweet pea?”

“We’re doing it again, aren’t we?”

A sigh. “Yes, we are.”

Silence. Eventually:

“Mom?”

“Hmmm?”

“I can’t remember what it’s like to be a boy anymore. I think-I think I’m starting to like being a little girl.”

“Aww, baby! Don’t cry! Here, let mommy get you a tissue…”

“It’s not fair! Why did I have to get turned into a little girl? Why didn’t you?”

“Honey, I know you’re mad, but remember. Mommy’s not having much fun either.”

“Yeah, right.” Sniffing. “You’re having all that ess ee eks and letting men put their winkies in you and-and do a pee!”

“And do a…? Say. You really can’t remember what it’s like to be a grown-up, can you?”

“I hate this! I HATE it! And if you don’t make me change back I’ll hate you, too!”

“You don’t hate me, honey. Besides, just two more days now.”

More sniffing.

“You mean if you can decide on a new daddy for me.”

“That’s right, baby.” A sigh. “If.”


Chapter Three: Dwight

That night she had the dream again.

It was the same one she’d been having, on and off, ever since she’d become Karen.

I’m looking down, looking down at my body and it’s male. The body of a man. A young man.

I’m just staring at it when I hear someone shouting. A male voice. I start to panic, want to yell out, tell them no, don’t say that!

But it’s too late. I can hear the word, echoing, rolling out over eternity.

“Milf! Haha… dude, check out that milf!”

And then comes the part I dread. The part I now know is going to happen, but I couldn’t stop, even if I had the strength to move.

That terrible voice, that laughing, female, and very powerful voice speaks, and it says the words that make me want to scream.

“Oh, you rude little boys like milfs, do you…?” A voice that’s low, seductive, then suddenly very hard. “Then how about you try being one?!”

Then there’s that flash of light, that distant, male pleading – different from the first voice. That whimpering man voice that shoots upwards in pitch, becomes the syrupy scream of an 8-year old girl.

I want to look up and see what’s happening. I want to look away from my body… but I’m completely powerless to move. She’s taken my independence. Taken control of my willpower.

All I can do is watch as my male body starts to warp and change. As its shoulders start to narrow down. As its hips expand and its waist pulls tight. As its muscular arms become hairless and slender, its wrists weak and dainty, as its pecs expand into beautiful breasts.

The male voice, the one that shouted that dreadful word, is screaming now. Begging for mercy. But it’s no good. It’s never any good.

“Mercy?” The cruel female voice asks again, “why? I won’t show you pigs any mercy until you’ve learned your lessons.”

Then she starts to laugh, a terrifying, dominating sound. My cock coils back into my male body and a vagina appears between my suddenly shaved and sexy legs.

In a daze, I reach up and cup my new breasts, knowing already what’s about to happen, what the witch has already done to me.

But still I need to see.

There’s a flash of light, and I’m no longer looking down at my familiar, female body, but at her.

Karen.

In the mirror, Karen’s terrified, beautiful face looks back at me, so much older than my male face, so much more attractive. So much more female.

“See that milf’s face?” The female voice asks sweetly. “Do what I say or it’ll be yours for the rest of your life!”

And then she’s laughing again, I’m screaming, Karen’s face crumples likewise into a scream of terror…

…and then there’s no more. The mirror shatters, I feel myself falling – falling in my female body, my hair billowing around me…

And then I wake up.

Karen sat up in the dark bedroom with a start, her limbs shivering, her body slick with sweat.

As always when she had the dream, she had to frantically turn on the light, to check her body and see if she was Karen or Karl or what.

And, like always, her movements faltered as she threw the sheets back and saw the swell of her C-cup breasts under her loose white vest top. Saw the lacy pair of see-thru panties and the gentle curve of her female hips.

For a long time, Karen simply stared down at her new body, her rapid breathing slowing as the nightmare ebbed away.

Usually, anyone watching Karen’s face closely after this dream would’ve seen a sort of sadness, a lost quality it was hard to put your finger on.

But this time was different. If anyone had been watching Karen closely after this dream, they might have sworn they could see just the faintest traces of relief in her eyes.

*

“Ahh… oh God. Oh, fuck! No, ah! I can’t…”

“Don’t move.” Dwight’s voice growled in her ear, so low it seemed to vibrate through her entire body. “I want you to stay like that until I tell you.”

Karen screwed her eyes closed. Her whole body was trembling, her skin tingling. She thought she might go mad.

“It’s too hard. No, Dwight, please, I can’t…”

“Hold it.” His big hands gripped her hips tighter, so tight it almost hurt. “Don’t you dare move, Karen, don’t you…”

“Oh God please. Oh, please!”

Dwight’s grip suddenly shifted. A gasp escaped Karen’s throat. She gave a loud wail…

…and then she was suddenly falling. Falling through space. Falling like in her dream…

Thwump. Her body hit the blue mat. She lay there, panting, aware she was sweating, aware her face was probably pink by this point, aware also that she could barely move.

A dark shadow appeared over her. Dwight held out his hand.

“Here.”

“Th…thanks…” Karen managed to get out. The tall black man pulled her to her feet. “You know, when you suggested we meet for a workout, I kinda thought you meant…”

“We’d be on that rug of yours again.”

“Exactly.”

It was Monday morning. Bright sunlight filtered through the big picture windows of the downtown gym, like a spotlight highlighting the empty treadmills, the empty bench presses, the abandoned mats.

A row of mirrors ran down one wall. TV screens hovered above them, playing silent clips from a bazillion different channels. As Karen stood up, she caught a glimpse of her and Dwight’s reflections in the glass, the only two figures in the whole gym.

“You should be flattered, most chicks I know would kill for a one on one session with me.”

“Yeah, well,” Karen blew a loose strand of hair out of her face. The rest was tied back in a long ponytail that somehow made her look cuter than ever, “most chicks haven’t spent all Sunday partying.”

“You’d be surprised. Plenty of horny housewives round here lookin’ to blow off steam.” Dwight gave her a smirk as started walking across the mats, gestured a space by the window. “Here. Let’s try again.”

Karen sighed, put her hands on her hips.

“You’re a real slave driver, you know that? Whoops. I mean, not that you’re…”

Dwight laughed.

“You’re allowed to say ‘slave’ to a brother. NAACP had this big meeting, we all voted on it, we all decided white chicks get some leeway. Provided they’re hot. C’mon.”

Karen made a sarcastic ha ha face. Still, she crossed the mat to where Dwight now stood, trying to ignore the way her poor, abused muscles complained as she did so.

The two of them had met at the school after dropping off Emily and Tyrone (who, to both of their delights, had been obviously excited to see each other), before coming straight to Dwight’s gym. That meant they’d been here, working out together, for nearly an hour.

This is actually gonna kill me. God, when am I gonna learn to slow down…?

She could remember how easy exercise and partying and all that had seemed, back when she was still with Emily’s dad, before she crossed the big three-oh. How quickly she could recover from a whole Sunday of dancing.

Oh well. That’s what growing up is, I guess. Just wish they’d told me way back when.

She stopped before Dwight, raised one eyebrow at him.

“OK, what tortures you got for me now, Mr. Slave driver?”

Dwight gave her a quick grin, nodded at something out the window. Outside, the busiest part of their local suburb sprawled, a leafy intersection of Mom and Pop stores, sidewalk cafes, and some new craft brewery place that had opened that Friday.

“See over there?”

“Yeah. I mean no. Where?”

“The corner. Nah, that one. That’s where she used to wait for me, when Tyrone was just some little scream machine that couldn’t even talk.”

“Oh. Your ex?” Karen peered out the window, her arms folded over her breasts. “You never told me what happened.”

“Hold up. Let me set the scene.”

“Storytime, huh? Anything to get outta this workout.”

Dwight gave her a little smile. But it was a distracted one, not rising to the bait.

Guess he really wants to tell this story…

“Anyway,” he started. “I’d be up here working out, using the machines, building up a sweat. Maybe you saw when we came in, that’s all one way glass, no-one out there can see shit in here.”

Karen reflexively put her hand on the glass, surprised. She looked down at the people passing below. Not one of them looked in her direction.

“She’d stand there with Tyrone, waiting, and she’d look for me. And I’d just be finishing up, maybe on the weights, maybe on the treadmill.

But every single time, she’d find me. I can’t explain, it’s like… she’d be holding Tyrone, holding my baby, and she’d just know where she could find me. And every time she did, our eyes would meet…

…and both of us would just smile.”

Karen gave a wry smile of her own.

“Are you sure this glass is one way?”

It faded when she saw Dwight’s solemn expression.

“Oh. Shit. You’re being…” She suddenly stepped back, a confused expression on her face. “Dwight, why are you telling me this?”

In response, Dwight swallowed gently. Blinked. To her amazement, Karen realized his eyes were damp.

“I got no idea what most guys say in this situation. I don’t know what happened to your husband, or your man or whoever he was. But me, Alysha…

She didn’t leave me, and I didn’t forget her. It’s been six years now, but I sometimes still remember how she looked at the end. In the hospital. When she…”

A strange feeling swept over Karen. Realization. She took a step forward. Gently placed one tiny hand on Dwight’s thick, powerful arm.

“Oh, Dwight. Jesus. I had no idea…”

The big man forced out a laugh.

“It’s not the sorta thing you talk about after a quick screw, right?” He shook his head, gave Karen a sad, sideways smile. “For real, I think about her every day still. Tyrone can’t even remember, s’ not his fault, he just knows mom is missing.

But me… it’s like, I don’t want to forget her. Even if I found someone else, I wouldn’t want to betray her like that.”

He gave a gentle shrug of his broad shoulders, his outsize muscles rippling as they moved.

“I just don’t know if any women could live with that. Like, properly live with it, for real. Knowing there was always a bit of Alysha left in me.”

Karen squeezed his forearm, surprised to find she was blinking back tears too. She didn’t know if it was her newly empathetic female mind or what, but she was really feeling for this strong, wounded man.

“Why are you telling me all this?”

Dwight glanced away from her, out the window again.

“I want you to know,” he said at last, “you’re not the first woman I screwed since she died. There’s been some moms at school, a few girls here…”

“Oh. Right.” It was all Karen could think to say.

“But you’re the first I can’t stop thinking about.” Dwight gave her a quick look, trying to gauge her reaction, looked away again. “I mean it. Ever since I saw you trying to unload those boxes. It’s been like, I mean…

You’re always there. In here. Tyrone hears me talking about you all the time… thinks his old dad’s going mad. And when you dropped Emily round to play yesterday…”

Unbidden, the memory rose to the surface of Karen’s mind.

The way Dwight had offered her a chilled bottle from his craft beer collection after letting them in. The way the two of them had sat at the breakfast nook, making relaxed chat, quietly flirting while Emily marched Tyrone off to show her his toys.

The way they’d wound up making out while the kids were upstairs. Emily sat on Dwight’s lap, her legs around his hips, kissing this insanely strong man who could break her in two without even thinking about it, letting her hands run over his broad chest, grinding her crotch against his until she was all wet and soppy. Enjoying his bulk, the size of him, his smell, the taste of his tongue. Enjoying the way he kept fondling her breasts, like her tits had somehow hypnotized him.

She’d thought it was just a bit of fun foreplay before she went out – they couldn’t fuck with the kids around, after all. A little taster of what Monday’s date would bring.

She hadn’t realized Dwight had been feeling very differently about it.

“Tyrone loves her, you know,” the tall black man was saying. “He’d love a sister, ‘specially one who could boss him around like Emily.”

He gave a chuckle.

“No offense, but ignore the pony stuff and she’s probably the biggest tomboy at school.”

“None taken.” Karen definitely didn’t think this was the best time to fill Dwight in on Emily’s history.

Luckily, her neighbor was already talking about something else.

“What I’m trying to say, Karen, is…” He turned to face her. “I think you’re the hottest mom in the city. You’re honest-to-God so beautiful, you’re so much fun, when I’m around you, I…

I ain’t said this to a woman in six years, and it feels so strange to say it now, but I guess I don’t just want to be the good-looking gym instructor you screw what, three, four times and forget about.

I wanna be yours, Karen. And I want you to be mine. For real.”

He gave a self-conscious grin.

“If that’s not too weird.”

Karen looked into his dark eyes, felt a chill run up her spine. In all her life, she’d never had another man look at her like that, like he was… like he was…

Like he’s in love with me.

The thought was like a blow that threatened to knock her off her feet, sending her reeling. Part of her wanted to scream that this was unfair, that she’d never signed up for this, that she didn’t want to have a man fall in love with her!

But another part of her was already trying to imagine herself as Dwight’s girlfriend. As his lover, his fiancée.

Maybe one day his wife.

Images flickered behind her eyes. Of her and Dwight walking arm in arm down the street together, his reassuring bulk making her forever feel protected and safe.

Of her and Dwight making love in bed on Sunday mornings, the big black man quietly thrusting his huge dick into her, her face all screwed up with unspeakable pleasure and her lips clamped shut as she desperately tried not to wake the kids.

Of Dwight gently stroking her swollen belly, a look of perfect happiness in his eyes as they whispered together about the baby they’d soon be having. The final child that would be theirs together.

Yet behind all that, there was one final part of her trying to be heard. And it was the scariest part of all because it didn’t shout or scream, but just quietly spoke in facts, cold and undeniable.

If you say yes, remember that none of it will happen. On Tuesday the spell will break and you’ll go back to being Karl again, and Emily will go back to being Evan.

And Dwight? Well. You’ll break Dwight’s heart.

All these thoughts formed and vanished in a split second. Dwight was still waiting for her answer, to hear what the woman  he’d so recently fallen for had to say. Karen took a deep breath.

“Dwight… I mean, I’m flattered I really am…”

She stopped herself.

“No, that didn’t sound right. What I meant to say was…”

As she spoke, Karen was dimly aware that people were still passing them in street below, people they could see, but who couldn’t see them.

Throughout the next crazy half hour, not a single one of them glanced in their direction, or seemed to have any inkling of what was going on inside the darkened gym.

*

The Uber zipped through the city, the tall buildings in the center unfurling in a single blur outside its windows.

Sat in the backseat, Karen saw precisely none of this.

She was too busy wondering what the hell she was gonna do.

Three men… three daddies. One choice tomorrow, and I alter everyone’s lives forever.

She sighed, squirmed restlessly in her seat. She’d changed out her gym clothes into a simple jeans and blouse combo that managed to both make her look a little mumsy and somehow accentuate her curvy butt to the point it could probably draw stares.

So. What do we do…

She closed her eyes. Tried to imagine Emily was sat in the back of the cab with her and not at school. That they could talk this problem through together.

“God, mommy”, fake-Emily sighed, “you’re still thinking about this? Adults are so dumb.”

I know, sweetie, but it’s complicated.

“What is? Why is it a problem?”

They’re just all so… different, is all. Leo’s so kind, and so dedicated to his work, and so suave, and he treats me like a lady. Alex is… well, Alex. He’s gorgeous, like a Greek god, and he makes me feel, I know it sounds gross, but he makes me feel like a teenage girl again. I do stuff with him I could never do with anyone else, and yet he’s still so dedicated to Mia.

And Dwight… I mean, you know Dwight. He’s so strong, so cocky, but he’s also so vulnerable, and I don’t think anyone else really sees that. He needs someone to care for him, but he’s also so passionate, and when we’re fucking he makes me feel like a real woman.

So… who do I pick?

“You’re so silly mommy,” fake-Emily rolled her eyes. “You can’t decide if you want to be a lady or a woman or a girl, right?”

I… I guess that’s true.

“Like, all women have this problem,” her imaginary daughter said with a wave of her hand, “stop being a big crybaby and choose.”

But what if I choose the wrong one, and we get trapped like this? Or what if I choose the right one, but then we disappear on Tuesday and I break someone’s heart?

Oh God. I don’t think I can do this…

“Well you better do something mommy. Time’s running out. Tick tock, tick tock…”

I know, sweet pea, but it’s so difficult…

“Miss? We’re here, miss.”

Karen blinked, looked out the window. Saw the vast, redbrick community center, the deprived urban streets around. Teenagers milled, a handful gave the Uber a bored glance.

“Huh? Oh, right. Yes. Well… thanks, I guess.”

She started to get out the door.

“Hey…”

Karen stopped, gave the young man driving the cab a raised eyebrow.

“Listen…” the guy said with a sleazy grin, “I don’t wanna sound unprofessional, but you’re probably the hottest damn woman I ever picked up.”

His eyes flicked down to Karen’s breasts, seemed to drink them in. There was something so nonchalant about the way he did it that made Karen want to scream.

“How about I give you my number? Maybe we can meet up for real, yeah?”

“Thanks,” Karen gave him a bright smile, “I’m flattered. But, really, I don’t date pathetic men with tiny little dicks.”

She got out the car, slammed the door, started quickly walking away even as she heard the window wind down.

“I saw you, yeah?! On Sunday, throwing yourself at that kid, young enough to be your son. You’re a fucking slut, bitch! A total fucking slut!”

Some of the kids loitering outside the community center started yelling back at the guy, shouting at him to get out the car. Karen shot the driver a pitying glance, forced herself to laugh at him.

But, deep down, she felt like she was going to be sick. Felt like this random driver had seen something inside her soul, whether it was really there or not. Something all women who refused to choose were haunted by, that feeling like maybe she really was no better than a whore.

That fucking magic! Guys never have to go through this, they never get called that… It isn’t fair! Just because I’m female now…

For the first time in her whole week as Karen, she was starting to see what it really meant to be female. The endless judgements people passed on you. The abuse you opened yourself up to.

The danger you put yourself in every time you left the house or got in a random cab.

She was still fuming when she stalked into the community center’s reception and walked right up to Leo. The older man frowned as she approached.

“Karen? Are you…?”

“I’m fine,” she snapped, before taking a deep breath and making herself go calm. “Really, I’m-I’m OK. I just need…”

She shook her head, her ponytail bobbing behind her. Gave the older man a pleading smile.

“Why don’t you take me out for a drink, huh?”

Leo raised his eyebrows.

“I thought you’d never ask.”

*

“I’m so fed up with this shit.”

Leo watched wordlessly as Karen threw back her second martini, raised the glance and impatiently gestured the barman.

“I didn’t ask to be a woman. I never said I wanted to be a mommy. But here I am. And it fucking sucks.”

“Isn’t that life?” The older man said carefully. “We get played a crap hand and we deal with it. Some of the kids I talk to-”

“I literally could not give less of a shit about what those kids of yours say.”

Karen gave Leo a defiant, watery gaze for approximately half a second, before her resolve crumpled and she lowered her head into her hands.

“Jesus. I don’t mean that, Leo, you know I don’t. It’s just today… choices, all of it.”

“Don’t sweat it. I always say a drunken bust up makes the perfect second date.”

Karen gave him a wan smile. Leo gently extracted the near-empty cocktail glass from her hands.

“Still, maybe I’d better…”

He waved the barman, signaled Karen no longer needed her refill. Karen sat back and regarded him.

“I’m not a kid, Leo. I’m capable of knowing when to stop.”

“But you do have a kid,” Leo said, his voice entirely conversational as he handed the finished glass to the barman, “and Emily deserves more than a mom who gets soused at lunchtime.”

He gave a long sigh.

“What’s gotten into you, Karen? On Saturday you were so… and now you’re like…”

“A stupid little girl, right? You bet I am. A stupid, stupid little girl.”

She put her elegant fingers to her temples. Closed her eyes. Breathed in deeply.

“Maybe I should call you a cab.”

“No. I mean, I’m fine. Just leave it.”

Karen’s eyes slowly opened. She gave Leo a helpless smile that the silver haired man managed to find both cute and strangely eerie all at once.

“You have no idea how much my life has changed this last week, Leo. Every minute, I’m discovering new and dark and horrible shit about being Karen.”

A hollow laugh.

“Know what I just realized? I have major daddy issues. Like, major. When you were treating me like a kid just now…”

“I wasn’t-”

“You didn’t mean it, I know. You’d rather treat me like a princess or something, like on Saturday.

But that’s just not me. None of this is. These clothes, this voice, this hair… these.”

Leo’s eyebrows raised even further as Karen grabbed hold of her breasts, bounced them in her hands. She waited to see if he would say anything, then laughed when he didn’t.

“Christ, how can you stay so cool?”

“I work with teenagers, remember. Disadvantaged ones. Good kids, but you get used to seeing some maybe not so normal stuff. Compared to the center on a Friday…”

“One drunk mommy ain’t so shocking?”

For a moment, there was silence, then Karen’s mood seemed to dip. She lay back in her seat, seemed to shrink down until she was almost as small and as helpless as a kid herself.

“You wanna know the worst part? It’s fake, it’s all fake… but I still prefer it. I prefer it to everything I had before.

Being a mommy. Having Emily. Being Karen. Even having these things…”

She gave her tits another desultory bounce.

“All of it. Even when that guy called me a slut, I could take it because-”

“Jesus, Karen! Why didn’t you say? What scumbag called you a-?!”

“Because I know it’s worth it. I know I’m happier now. Happier than I’ve ever been before in my whole fucking life”

Her face crumpled.

“And I shouldn’t be! I’m meant to be miserable right now, humiliated. I’m meant to feel like… but instead I…”

She waved a hand angrily.

“FUCK!”

Leo gestured the barman again, hoping the young man wouldn’t call the police, wouldn’t try to kick them out.

Pleadingly, he reached across the table, took Karen’s hands in his. Looked into the eyes of this beautiful, crazy, broken woman he couldn’t stop thinking about.

“Karen… please. Just try to tell me. What’s wrong? What happened?”

“I’m dying, Leo,” she said in a small voice. “No, not like that. A part of me. Some bit of my past. I want it to go, I really do, but if it does…

If it does, there’s a chance I’ll hurt someone. Someone so important. The only person I’ve ever told the truth.”

She smiled again at Leo, blinked back tears.

“I don’t know why I’m here, really I don’t. I mean, I guess I thought I could come here and we could talk and it’d be just like Saturday, and I’d let you screw me, and maybe I’d fall in love with you instead, and…

God, Leo. I don’t know what to do anymore. Please. Please, just tell me.”

There was a silence that seemed to go on for eons. Leo was all too aware that the barman in this empty, upmarket lounge was trying not to listen to this old man and the hysterical younger woman he was probably banging.

He held up a hand.

“Barman? Coffee. Not filter, from the machine. Cappuccino, steamed milk.”

The barman nodded, turned to the machine. Seconds later, the roar of grinding beans, boiling water, and the scalding spray of steam filled the room.

Leo turned back to Karen, still waiting for his answer.

“That’s better, don’t you think?”

The woman before him nodded. Even now, with her face drawn and a look of misery in her eyes, Leo thought she was the most goddamn stunning woman he’d ever met.

She was everything he wanted, everything he’d dreamed of ever since he came home that dull, gray day and first saw Katerina’s note.

He also knew that there was no way she would ever be his.

“So?” Karen whispered. “What do you say?”

Leo gave her hand a gentle squeeze. Looked deep into her eyes, eyes a man could lose himself forever in.

“I think you already know the answer to that.”

Karen nodded, bit her lower lip.

“Leo…?”

“Yeah?”

“I just want you to know I have one regret.” When he didn’t answer, she carried on. “That we never got to fuck.”

At her words, Leo gave a great, loud laugh, leaned back across the table, a wry smile on his handsome, lined face.

“Me too, Karen. Me too.”


Epilogue: Decision

It was early Wednesday morning when she knocked on the door. Dwight was just hurrying to get Tyrone’s lunchbox packed while his son nattered on about some new book he was reading when he heard it.

“Justa sec!” He yelled.

He dropped down onto one knee before his boy, feeling like a giant descending from some distant mountain to meet the little bookworm looking up at him with big, brown eyes.

Look at him… he thought with a strange warm feeling in his chest, this kid’s gonna be a goddamn poet or genius or something.

“Done your teeth, little big-man?”

Tyrone bared his teeth for daddy. Dwight frowned at them.

“That is a big, fat no.” He wrapped one enormous hand around the kid’s shoulder, gently propelled him toward the door. “Now do ‘em for real this time.”

“Is it Emily?” His son shyly asked, looking towards the distant front door.

After what Karen told me? I doubt it very much…

“Just the mailman,” he said out loud. “Now go do those teeth, or else I’ma stuff this lunchbox with carrots and broccoli!”

Tyrone made a retching sound, but he obediently climbed the stairs, off to probably just splash some water around the sink again.

Kids…

Dwight’s smile faded as his son went. He sighed, steeled himself, then headed towards whoever was pounding on the door.

“OK, OK, I’m coming. Just be glad I wasn’t sleeping or noth-”

“Hey.” Karen smiled sheepishly up at him from the front porch. “Mind if we-?”

Before she could finish, little Emily had already barged past her mom to stare hopefully up at Dwight.

“Is Tyrone upstairs?”

“He sure is, little lady.” Dwight stood to one side, gestured indoors with one tree trunk like arm. “Make yourself at home.”

Emily literally jumped for joy on the front step.

“I gotta tell him something! Something total magic, I won’t be going away…!”

And she was off, running into the depths of the house with all the unselfconscious energy only those who are under ten can ever truly muster.

As her footsteps clattered away up the stairs, Dwight slowly turned back to her mom. Carefully folded his arms and leaned against the doorway.

“So…”

Karen gave an embarrassed cough. She was wearing her simple jeans and tee combo again, just like when Dwight had first seen her.

“Um, so. I guess this is…”

“Unexpected.”

“I was gonna go for weird, but unexpected. Yeah,” she slipped her hands into her pockets, “unexpected will do.”

Upstairs, in the distance, they heard the sound of two children shrieking for joy. Karen involuntarily grinned.

“Look, Dwight, I know I said…”

“You said some serious stuff.” The big man nodded. “Some crazy stuff, too.”

He nodded at her, stood on his porch.

“Does this mean…?”

“Nope.” Karen laughed nervously. “No, it’s all still true. Everything I told you.”

“Even about you being a-?”

“A man?” Karen held his gaze. “Yeah. I really am. At least, I really was. Now though…”

She spread her arms.

“I guess this is me. For the rest of my life.”

There were more shrieks from upstairs. Laughter. Dwight turned in their direction.

“And Emily?”

“Trust me, she’s happier this way. No responsibilities, no work, no worries about sex… well, not for four or five years…

She was miserable before, you know? Always stressed. I was pretty miserable, too.”

“And now?”

A shrug. A coy little look.

“That depends.”

“Uh hu?”

“On whether I really chose the right man or not.”

In the silence that followed, a faint gust of wind blew across the porch. Chilly, a sign of the coming winter.

Winter doesn’t mean bad, though, Dwight vaguely thought to himself. There’s always saying stuff on TV like ‘winter is coming’, like it’s so damn terrible.

But if you’ve got a nice warm house, and a kid all excited about Santa, and a woman who loves having you to curl up with… maybe it ain’t so bad.

Outwardly, he crossed his powerful arms again.

“Yeah? And which man was that?”

Karen rolled her eyes.

“Do I haveta spell it out for you? OK, maybe I do.”

She fixed him with a frank look.

“Last night, know what I did? I stayed at home and ate pizza and played with Emily. When midnight came, the witch appeared and you know what I told her?

I told her I hadn’t found a man, so she’d have to leave me this way. And she laughed and said…” Karen put on a seductive, powerful voice, “my dear, you didn’t really think I’d leave you like this, did you? I just wanted to teach you a lesson, and now you know how it feels to be a woman, I’m ready to turn you back.”

Karen raised her eyebrows, inviting the obvious question. But Dwight merely fixed her with a cocky little smile.

“Go on.”

“Well, you can imagine how that made me feel. So I begged her. Literally begged her, like on my knees, not to turn me back. I told her I’d lied, and that I’d found a man, and I couldn’t bear the thought of ever being apart from him again. Emily was begging too, saying she didn’t want to go back to being a smelly man again and all that…

Anyway, Miss Witch let me embarrass myself. And then she finally said…

I’m glad to hear it, Missy. Part of me hoped you might feel that way. Apparently, it uses up a lot of magic changing people back or something, I didn’t really understand. But the important part is…”

Karen took a deep breath.

“She said, very well. You can have your man, and you can keep your body. On one condition.

You marry him. And let him get you pregnant within two years. Because if you don’t…

I’ll turn you both into donkeys, and that’ll be that.”

Dwight snorted. Raised his eyebrows.

“Donkeys, huh? Wow, that’s heavy.”

“That’s what I said. I said, it’s not really fair to threaten Dwight with donkeydom, but she just gave me this weird smile and went all twinkly and that was that.”

“And that was that.” Dwight sighed, shook his head, smiled down at the beautiful, perplexing woman before him. “So now I have no choice but to marry you, right? And give you a new baby.”

Karen took a step towards him, the coy look never leaving her face.

“That’s what the magic says.”

Another step.

“And say I refuse?”

Another step.

“Then I guess it’s donkey time.”

A last, final step. Karen’s feet came to a stop. She stood directly before Dwight, her neck craned back to look up into the eyes of this impossibly tall man.

“Capisce?”

“You know…” said Dwight, slowly, “I’m having a hard time believing, like, any of this.”

Karen pouted theatrically.

“Heyyy, gimme points, at least. Some of it is true.”

“Is it?”

“Well, I really did used to be a man. And there really was magic…”

She looked Dwight right in the eye.

“And I really did find the man I loved.”

For a moment, the man and woman just stood there, smiling at once another. Then Dwight unfolded his arms, stood up straight, looked down at Karen.

“You really wanna try it? Getting married, babies?”

“Duh.” Karen giggled, playfully hit his strong chest with the back of her hand. “Why’d you think I laid on all that donkey stuff?”

“And you’re OK with… you know, with Alysha?”

Karen nodded.

“Yeah. Yeah, I can be OK with that.”

She leaned forward, put her arms up around Dwight’s neck. She had to stand on tiptoes to do so. Dwight could feel the warmth of her lithe, sexy body, pressed against his. Feel her breasts, squashed up against his powerful, manly chest.

“So long as you can be OK with a wife who used to be a man.”

Dwight shrugged his massive shoulders. From her position, Karen felt like the entire Earth was moving with them.

“I guess that’s not so bad. We can watch football, I don’t have to explain the rules of hockey to you…”

“Maybe not, but I bet you’re cute when you’re mansplaining.” Karen giggled, kissed the tip of his nose. “Seriously, though, you wanna do this?”

Dwight gently put his large hands onto her hips. Felt how vulnerable she was, how much smaller and weaker than him. Felt a strong need rushing through him to both protect her and open himself up to her, just like he had back at the gym.

“Yeah.” He murmured, “yeah, I really do.”

Karen smiled again, serious this time. Kissed him on the lips.

“I always knew you were the daddy for me. Deep down, even before Tyrone and Emily became friends.”

“You mean I had competition?”

“Not really. Well, one was cute, and one was so kind, but you…”

“I was perfect?”

“You really were.”

And then they were kissing again, kissing like they’d kissed the first time they met, five short days ago, when Karen had first fallen for the man of her dreams.

As they kissed, Karen squeezed herself tight against Dwight’s enormous, powerful frame, and realized that she would always be the small one, now. Until the day she died, she would be the one who was held instead of holding, the one who curled up in her lover’s arms, all soft and safe and protected.

The thought nearly made her sigh with happiness. It was everything she’d ever wanted.

At last, they broke apart. Stood there, their bodies still locked together, grinning like happy idiots.

“What say…” Karen murmured, “I drop the kids off at school, and you call the gym and tell them you’re ill. Then I come back here…”

“And we have another workout on the rug?”

“Exactly. Only this time, let’s make it yours.”

And then they were kissing again, kissing like their lives, their futures depended on it, kissing with the passion of two people completely in love, who will never be apart.

When Karen finally opened her eyes again, it was two years later, she was standing in a church in her wedding dress, her big pregnant belly barely concealed by the flowing white fabric, just pulling back from her first official kiss with the man who would now be her husband until the day she died.

*
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Free Extract:

The Teenage Boy Who Woke Up as a Girl

The hot water pounded onto soft, female flesh. Cascaded over bare shoulders, ran in little rivulets over each breast, formed little droplets that dangled from nipples that were long, pink and pointy.

Beneath the shower, Oliver simply stood and stared down at his new body.

It was like a tiny miracle. Even now, he had trouble believing that this shape, this perfect female form could belong to him.

The first thing that caught your eye was – of course – the breasts. Intellectually, Oliver knew they were fairly small, even for a teenage girl.

But now they were part of him, swelling outwards from what had previously been a completely flat chest…

…well. They didn’t exactly feel small.

With a faint smile on his pouty lips, Oliver reached up and gently cupped his new boobs, feeling their shape, their weight in his hands.

Felt the strange sensation in his chest that only girls knew, the sensation of having your breasts squeezed and fondled.

“God…” he heard himself whisper in Olivia’s voice, “that feels so good…”

He squashed his new tits together, reveling in the strange feeling of one breast touching the other, then impulsively he let go and wiggled his torso, before quickly stopping with a feeling of embarrassment, ashamed that the local house AI might be monitoring him.

I must look like such a freak… he thought with a nervous giggle, clasping his arms across his boobs, as if afraid someone could see them.

Still, that jiggling feeling in his chest… the sight of his perky breasts bouncing around…

He couldn’t lie. It had been fantastic.

Not that it was just Olivia’s swollen chest that made him dizzy to look at. The rest of his new body was equally – wonderfully – alien.

Gently, Oliver ran his dainty new hands down over his sides, marveling at the way they sort of naturally kinked inwards around his waist, like he was wearing an invisible corset.

He let his fingers come to rest on his hips, frowned down at them.

In their own way, his new hips were even more noticeable than his new breasts. Not because they were particularly big – compared to most girls’, Olivia’s body was kinda androgynous – but because having hips that were even slightly rounded was something you simply never experienced as a guy.

From his male perspective, his new hips seemed crazy wide. The way they curved out below his waist was disorientating, like looking in a funhouse mirror.

Whenever he walked in his new body, Oliver was all too aware that these hips of his were conspiring to roll seductively. To make his round new butt curve and bounce in a way that drew male eyes and made him feel strangely sexy.

It was a weird feeling, to say the least. But one that the transformed boy was onboard with.

Heck, more than onboard with. Hadn’t he used to dream of this, back when he was still a he?

Hadn’t he always secretly wanted to pass through a crowd of cute boys, and listen as their chatter fell silent, as they craned their necks to watch the hot girl pass in their midst?

Hadn’t he always wanted to be a girl…?

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Free Extract:

The Cutest Girl in the Galaxy

In the silence that followed, Sergei stayed frozen, staring straight ahead. He was aware his breathing sounded different. That his body felt different around him.

Oh fuck, he thought in his native language, what’s happened…?

Already he could tell he wasn’t going to like the answer.

His breathing was higher pitched, somehow. Shallower. Closer to little squeaks than the deeper breathing he was used to in his old body.

He could feel a strange weight on his head, a curtain of something that seemed to cascade down his back, past his cheeks, over his shoulders, tickling at his elegant, bare neck.

It was at least five seconds before he realized he now had hair.

Lots of it, too. Does that mean…?

He could hear the American, muttering to himself. See him moving out the corner of his eye. He knew he should look, look down at himself and see what he had become, what strange fate the star had forced upon him. He didn’t want to hear secondhand from Tom.

But it was like something inside of him was terrified of looking. Was placing the signals together without telling his conscious mind, discovering what they all meant and freaking out. 

So, instead, he just sat there, staring straight ahead, trying to feel through sensation alone what had happened to him.

He was uncomfortably aware of a new weight on his chest, something he’d never experienced before, like something was pulling downwards, even in this low gravity.

At the same time, the rest of him felt lighter, like he’d lost something like six stone. Like his bones were suddenly hollow.

The chair seemed bigger around him, like it had grown, its back rising up and its arm supports getting further away. He felt small, weak, vulnerable. 

And, on top of that, a growing sense of dread.

Fuck fuck fuck…

“Serg?” Tom’s voice, changed beyond all recognition. “Oh God, Serge…”

Sergei didn’t respond. Didn’t want the American to look his way before he could get to grips with his sudden transformation.

Instead, he took a deep breath. Steeled himself. Then he lowered his head…

…and looked.

His first thought was that he’d been right about his misplaced patriotism. There, on the breast of his jumpsuit, where his little Russian flag should have been stitched, there was a tiny red rectangle, with a large gold star in one corner surrounded by four others.

The moment he saw it, he realized he was no longer thinking in Russian, but in some other language that should just be gibberish to him. 

Mandarin.

Oh Jesus, I’m Chinese…

He barely had time to register this change, because the second thing he noticed was so much bigger, so much scarier, that it sent his mind reeling.

There, beneath his little, stitched on Chinese flag, where he was used to seeing his flat, very male chest…

…he could now see a pair of breasts.

They rose away from his suddenly-slender frame, rising up towards his chin, a soft swell of cleavage hidden beneath the fabric of his jumpsuit.

They strained at his new top, as if threatening to come bursting out. Two cute little bumps that couldn’t have been more than a C-cup, but looked terrifyingly big from Sergei’s perspective.

Oh God… he thought in the strange, singsong language that was now his own, that means… that means…

With a soft, high-pitched, feminine whimper, Sergei swept the long, straight dark hair out of his eyes, hooked it behind his tiny ears. Stared down at his too-wide hips, at his slender new legs, at the way his waist suddenly kinked in.

“Serg…” Tom’s voice again, gruffer than it had ever been before, its accent different, “I think…”

In panic, the strong Russian man held hands up in front of his eyes that were small and dainty with tiny wrists and slender fingers. Grabbed hold of his face and felt the tiny nose, the big, beautiful eyes, the soft and plump lips. Clutched hold of his long, voluminous hair and screamed – a high-pitched, feminine squeal.

There was no longer any denying it.

He was a girl now. A Chinese girl. The star had taken him, carelessly swapped his race, his gender, his history.

And there was nothing he could do about it…

Keep reading at Amazon.com…


Also by Lisa Change

*

They Turned Me into My Girlfriend’s Mom

They’re just two little words: “I wish…” But what happens when your wishes come true?


Aiden’s trapped. Somehow, against all the laws of nature, this cocky, 18-year old jock has had his gender magically swapped. Now Aiden the school boy is gone, and in his place is Natalie. Natalie, the glamorous 37-year old woman with supermodel looks and a handsome, rich husband. Natalie, the mom all the boys at school are secretly in love with. 


Natalie, who just happens to be the mother of Aiden’s girlfriend.


Suddenly learning to deal with life as a grown up is hard enough. But learning to deal with life as an elegant older woman, while also being a mom to his former-girlfriend and a wife to her hunky daddy threatens to drive Aiden into madness. 


What’s that old expression again? Be careful what you wish for 

Buy now


Turned into a Cowgirl

City boy Lloyd has always dreamed of heading out west and starting a new life in that rugged, manly world. And now his dream has come true. There’s just one problem. He isn’t a 'he' anymore…


One morning, Lloyd wakes up to find himself transformed into a busty, dark-haired beauty named Nancy. Magically dressed in leather boots, a tiny denim jacket and a cute little cowboy hat, this wannabee cowboy must suddenly learn to deal with life as the cutest cowgirl in the West!


But the spell has changed more than just Lloyd’s body. Suddenly married to a muscular, protective hunk of a cowboy, Lloyd must fight his new body’s urges to play the part of the perfect little wifey… or risk becoming the love of this powerful, rugged man’s life!


Have Lloyd’s dreams really come true? Or is this the beginning of a nightmare…? 

Buy now


The Teacher Who Became a Teenage Girl

“This has to be a dream. I can’t really be trapped as a teenager. I can’t really be a high school student again. I can’t really have been turned into a pretty teenage girl…


Just this morning, I was a teacher. A strong, middle-aged man who all the kids looked up to. But then Ithappened. The impossible change. And now…


Now, I’m suddenly finding myself wearing cute little summer dresses. Suddenly finding myself having to attend classes, and hang out with my girlfriends, and talk about boys and clothes and makeup.


I want it to stop. I want to go back to being a man again. I want to escape this teenage girl body, and this cute female face, and my new life as a beautiful, carefree teen. I want to stop being a schoolgirl…


…don’t I?” 

Buy now


About the Author

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

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

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