

Amanda Kyler’s Store

by Alison Carpenter & Mindy Murdoch




Part I

The first morning rays of the early sun peeked through the window’s curtain and struck directly in Kyle’s eyes, interrupting his already disturbed sleep. Tossing around, in hope of finding a better sleeping position, he turned over in his bed.  

“Trrrrrrrrringgggggggg,” the sharp alarm from his phone rang with a vengeance around the entire apartment and forced Kyle to turn it off with an impatient sigh, before falling back on the bed in slumber. He had slept late that night, anxious about his new job and his anxiety had kept his mind buzzing until he fell asleep in the early hours of the morning. 

“Trrrrrrrrrrrinnnnnnnnnnnngg,” Kyle woke up with a start and realized that the second alarm seemed to be coming from the desk beside the door. The night version of Kyle seemed smarter than this sleep-addled one in the morning, as he pushed back his covers and went over to snap the alarm shut. Now, fully awake, he looked at the time – 6:00 AM. Satisfied that his idea of two alarms had been effective, he quickly started getting ready for his new job at the law firm downtown. 

As he donned the clothes he had set out for his first day, Kyle felt a bubbling feeling of anxiety and nervousness spring up in his stomach. After graduating from law school, he applied tirelessly to any available job, and finally, after two months of searching and praying – he had received his acceptance from the Cooper Law Firm as the new paralegal. It was a proud moment; he had been so overwhelmed with joy that he had rushed to his father’s den as soon as he opened his acceptance letter – without thinking of consequences! Kyle was transported back to that day – reliving the bitter memories of the conversation he had with his father. 

“Dad! You’ll never believe what I just got in the mail,” Kyle spoke jubilantly, as he pushed open the door of the den. He immediately doubled over in coughs as the strong smell of cigar puffs hit him. His father sat on a large, pudgy sofa – drinking his wine and cigar as usual with a book in his hand. The den was dark and suffocating, just as his father liked it after the death of his wife and Kyle’s mother when he was just fourteen years old. Their relation had been strained ever since; his father had buried himself in his work, ignoring Kyle completely. Even after retiring from his job as a professor, Kyle had never felt as if he had a paternalistic figure in his life, his father was never pleased with what Kyle did. He yearned for his approval, even studying law – which he knew his father wanted. But nothing worked; his wife’s untimely death had left Chris Thompson a shell of the person he used to be, wallowing in self-pity and misery – substituting his books with his son. The eyes that once lit up at Kyle’s slightest look were now empty and hollow, without a trace of the warmth of a father.  Even now, as Kyle stopped coughing and looked at his father, he could see his father’s irritation at being disturbed.  

“What is it now?” his father asked in a bored voice, without looking up from his book. 

Kyle fidgeted with the letter in his hands and blurted out, “I got a job at Cooper’s Law Firm downtown. They want me to start next week!” 

That finally got his attention, as his father closed the book with a snap and stood up. Kyle gave him the letter to scan. Kyle waited and waited, as his father read the letter carefully. Minutes ticked by, with no response – which made Kyle uneasy and even more nervous, and he bit his lip as he braced himself for the final judgment. The den seemed to be getting stuffier with every moment as Kyle waited with bated breath to receive his father’s praise.  

Finally, after ten excruciatingly long minutes, which seemed like an eternity to Kyle, his father spoke up. “Well,” – clearing his throat, “Ehm, good work Kyle. Have you decided where you will live?”  

Kyle’s heart plummeted like a falling star. He had been hoping for some kinder words, elation, or anything that remotely resembled pride in his father’s eyes. But all he got was a formal question about his residence. Bitterly disappointed, Kyle informed him that he had already rented an apartment near the office.  

His father simply nodded, handed the letter back, and went back to his book – clearly dismissing him. It seemed as if he had forgotten how to be a father to his son in these last years.  

Shaking his head, Kyle returned to the present. He mentally reminded himself that today was a very important day of his life – and he could not afford to be sidetracked by his wayward memories. Resigned, he looked at his small, apartment littered with cardboard boxes making it difficult to move. He had arrived just a day before and still hadn’t unpacked fully, a task he had left for the weekend. Kyle looked in the mirror one last time, before heading out to his job. He saw a nervous, introverted twenty-five-year-old staring back at him. His brown hair was gelled back in perfection, and his clothes were crisp and clean cut. However, his brown eyes reflected a tense and jittery expression. Taking deep breaths to dispel his timidness away, Kyle picked up his briefcase, foregoing breakfast because of the butterflies dancing around in his stomach, and made his way towards the train station, to catch the first one out. 

Keeping his phone in hand, with the navigation, Kyle reached the train station in just fifteen minutes, congratulating himself on his time. Since he was new to town, he really had no idea about the traffic or the routes, therefore; google was his current best friend. He stepped onto the train, trying to keep his appearance as fresh and tidy as he could. He wanted to make a good first impression on his first day! The train zoomed ahead, and Kyle sat down nearest to the door, twitching his leg. Fortunately, the train was almost empty, so he did not have to worry about dirtying or crumpling his three-piece suit due to the throngs of people. Fifteen minutes later, the announcement for his station was made, and he stepped outside, only to be greeted with a sharp burst of chilly air. His teeth chattered as a rush of frigid air swept down his back. Kyle hadn’t realized that it would be so cold in the morning, and cursed his stupidity and naivety or not bringing a top coat with him. He hugged his suit a bit tighter, to save him from the onslaught of the chill and moved forward to where his phone showed the location of the office.  

The office was located in a posh street, with other very well-built shops. Cooper’s Law Firm stood right at the end, with a large white building, made of marbles and the name printed in black, somber heading, giving it a modern yet professional look. Slightly relieved that the office might at least have a heater, Kyle moved forward to enter, when the door wouldn’t even budge. He realized that it was locked, and just that instant all his feelings of nervousness and tension came running back. Was this some kind of a mean trick someone played on him? Mentally wracking his brains for any of his college enemies who would play such a prank on him, he pulled back, devastated and sad. What would his father say? That he was worthless and couldn’t even find a real job? That he was so gullible and stupid that he got pranked by a company that wasn’t even open? Wild thoughts began to race in his mind, as he looked around in desperation. Suddenly, his eye caught a passerby and he decided to stop him, “Excuse me, sir, could you tell me why Cooper’s Law Firm is closed?” 

The passerby gave him a gentle smile and replied, “Son, you’re not from around here, are you?” 

Amazed at his assumption, Kyle nodded and asked how he knew.  

“The offices around here usually open at nine. Seeing as it’s just seven thirty right now, I guess you’re a bit early” he explained. 

Kyle heaved a sigh of relief, scolding himself mentally for thinking the worst of every situation. He thanked the kind gentleman who went about his way, shouting over his shoulder, “Best of luck, you might want to take shelter though, it’s starting to rain!” 

As he said that, a tiny droplet fell over Kyle’s hair, and he looked upwards to the sky. Indeed, it had darkened and was rumbling now with greyish clouds gathering around. Soon enough, the light drizzling turned into heavy rain as Kyle desperately tried to find a sheltered place. All other offices were closed as well, and he looked around frantically for any dry area to save his clothes. He couldn’t show up drenched in rain on his first day – he knew he’d be fired on spot. So much for coming in early, he thought bitterly.  

Suddenly, he heard someone calling him from the opposite street. A young woman, from what he could make out in the torrent of rain had opened her shop door and was gesturing him inside. He quickly ran towards the store, without looking left and right – just relieved that at least he could catch a break. As he entered the shop, a floral fragrance greeted him, which instantly calmed him down. Brushing over his suit and tie, to remove the water, he looked around at where he was. It was a cute, little women’s clothing shop! The ceiling was low, with muted hues of lavender and flowers planted at every corner, giving it a very cottagey vibe. Rhythmic, soothing music seemed to jingle from somewhere and mannequins dressed up in high-end colorful dresses were displayed meticulously.  

“Are you alright?” a sweet voice asked from behind him. He turned to properly thank the person who had opened her shop’s door for him in this difficult time and saw the young woman hold out a towel. She had long, wavy black hair until her waist, which settled perfectly at one side of her shoulder. Her red, full-sleeved cotton blouse was perfectly stitched and perfectly complimented the long checked blue and black skirt she wore. The black stockings with simple court shoes and a long, delicate necklace completed her look as the owner and seamstress of the wonderful clothes displayed in the shop. Kyle thanked her profusely for her help, as he took the towel from her and patted his hair dry.  




***




The soft whirring sound of the coffee machine soothed Amanda’s nerves as she woke up on a chilly morning. It was an early start of the day for her, and she was getting restless for her next project to show up. For the past week, since she and her shop had zapped up downtown, Amanda had been looking for the wanderer and her next victim, who would be given one of her special makeovers. She had a warm, tingly feeling today – the one she usually got whenever she sensed that the person in need was near. Maybe today was the day he would enter her magical shop and she would get a chance to start her new project, she thought hopefully. 

A small ping of the coffee machine jolted her out of her thoughts, and she moved forward to pour the mixture into her mug. Moving towards her sofa, which was nestled directly between her window and bed, she looked down at the street. It was a chilly, frigid morning – with mist packing in densely around the silent street. Offices were closed, and not a soul was seen downstairs. Amanda loved these early mornings where she could be alone in her thoughts. She took out her history folder from the cabinet and shuffled through all the tasks she had completed since the start of her career. Noting down every project she had successfully fulfilled and helped achieve something in life, she looked at the pictures like a proud mother, sipping her warm coffee. She saw a particularly difficult one, of a college student, who was ashamed of it at first and it took a lot of convincing and cajoling to make him accept his true self. Looking back, a sense of contentment and satisfaction spread through her, at his progress that she had checked through her crystal ball every now and then. It was always a pleasure when a particularly rude and difficult customer changed for the better, she smiled. 

Suddenly, she caught a sharp movement below in the street from the corner of her eye. Looking down, she saw a young, strapping gentleman, with a crisp three-piece black suit, making his way towards the law firm in front of her “Amanda Kyler Store”. A strange aura surrounded the young man, Amanda could sense his inner struggles and sadness, and it was as if the whole burden of the world was somehow put upon his delicate shoulders. Instantly, Amanda recognized him to be her next target and smiled to herself, as she got up, dressed, and went down to the ground floor to her immaculately designed retro clothing store. 

She watched intently out the glass windows, as the man conversed with a passerby and then held the briefcase over his head to protect himself from the light drizzling that had started. Soon enough, the rain turned into a torrential downpour, as streaks of water droplets slashed against the glass windows of her shop. Bingo! She thought. The young man was looking around for shelter desperately and she grabbed her chance – moving forward and opening the front door of the shop and called him out “Hey, you there – come out from under the rain” her voice was totally drowned in the sound of the rain splattering on the pavement with renewed vigor, but the man saw her and ran towards her, as she opened the door wide to let him in. The person perused her shop with a bemused look as she closed the door which had let the heat escape and fetched a towel for him. After a few minutes, when the young man was still keenly observing her cozy space, she cleared her throat and asked him if he was alright. The brown eyes person turned to her with a start, took the towel, and started patting himself dry, all the while muttering his thanks, gratitude, and apologies for the inconvenience he had caused. Little did he know, he was the very person she had been waiting for for a week! 

“It’s no problem at all sir!” she pacified him. “Are you new in town?” 

The person smiled, slightly bemused, “Wow, is it that obvious? Someone else just asked me this a few moments ago!” 

“Well, it is a small town so we usually know when a new face appears,” Amanda replied. 

“I guess so,” he shrugged as he handed the towel back, the worst of the drenched suit now dry. “I’m Kyle Thompson, moved here just last week for my new job at Cooper's,” he introduced himself. 

“Hello Kyle, I’m Amanda Kyler – the owner of this sweet little retro –clothing shop, at your service,” Amanda replied, with a slight smile, and gestured him towards one of the sofas neatly wedged between the two racks. She wanted him as comfortable as he could get, to know about his life and troubles.  

“Please, have a seat. Cooper’s won’t open until an hour at least and it’s pouring like hell outside. Do wait here until the rain subsides,” she offered. 

“Thank you so much, Ma’am,” Kyle moved and sank into the pink, puffy seat. 

Amanda perched herself on the sofa opposite to him and tried to probe. “Please, call me Amanda. So, tell me about yourself, Kyle?” 

Kyle, who had been lost in his thoughts, quickly looked at her and answered, “Oh there’s nothing much interesting about me. I just graduated law school and now I’m here for my job.” 

“What about your family?” 

At this, she could sense Kyle hesitating, and instantly realized that this was the topic she needed to question him on if she was to know his troubles. Kyle replied in a monotone, “Father’s a retired professor from NYU. My mother died when I was fourteen. Nothing much interesting there to tell you. What about you? How long have you been running this store?” Kyle expertly tried to divert the topic. 

“Oh you know, it’s been a long, long time. I can never keep track of the dates, you see. I’m always popping here and there, where I’m needed,” Amanda replied with a mysterious smile which made Kyle uneasy.  

“Err….popping here and there? You mean like you have franchises all over the country?” Kyle's curiosity got the better of him. 

“You could say that. But enough chatting. Let me make you some tea, you’re shivering from all that cold!”  

“Oh no you don’t have to-“Kyle tried to dissuade her, but she had a plan in her mind. Since Kyle was not opening up to her about his past and present troubles, she had just the trick for him! Paying no heed to Kyle’s refusal of a tea, she bustled around in the kitchen at the far corner of the store. As she put the water to boil on the stove, she opened up her special ingredients cabinet and took out the magical herb for truth. Kyle had moved on to roaming around the store – looking at the dresses displayed, so she quickly powdered the root and added a pinch to his cup, inhaling the sweet aroma of the truth herb which would allow Kyle to let go of his inhibitions and speak to her candidly. Satisfied with her plan, she arranged the cups on a flowery, pink tray and moved back to the couch, calling for Kyle, who had ventured further into the shop, seemingly mesmerized with the flamboyant display. 

***

Kyle heard Amanda calling him and he quickly averted his eyes from a particularly pretty, black retro dress that seemed to catch his eye. Instantly realizing that he had been admiring women’s clothing, he shook his head and jerked his self back to reality. A man did not simply praise women’s clothing; he admonished himself and went back to the couches. He anxiously sat down, wary of Amanda in case she would start asking about his personal life once again. He never shared the details of his troubles with anyone and wanted to keep it that way, changing the topic when she had tried to hold a conversation about it earlier.  

As Amanda served him a steaming cup of tea, he fell relaxed, as the aromatic tea was something he had never smelled before. One moment he could detect lavender, then the next it changed into sweet chamomile smell, he couldn’t exactly pinpoint the taste either. As Kyle drank the warm beverage, he felt a soothing presence deep in his veins, and comforting warmth spread from the tip of his hairs to his toes, that dispelled his shivers. How glad he was to choose this particular shop for his waiting time! 

After a few moments of silence, Kyle heard Amanda asking him about his family. She looked so sincere and welcoming, that he felt instantly at ease. All his previous hesitation fled away and he spoke with genuine emotion. 

“Well, my father is a retired professor. He used to teach law at NYU. And my mother, she was a teacher at the local school.” 

“If you don’t mind me asking, how did she die?” 

“She had a sudden heart attack, collapsed one day while making us breakfast. It was so sudden, we couldn’t save her,” Kyle’s throat closed from the welling emotion. And he could feel tears burning at the back of his eyes, remembering the fateful morning. “One moment, we were a happy family, sitting down for our breakfast. And the next moment, she just fell on the floor. No warning, nothing that could prepare us for what was to come.” Kyle smiled ruefully, “she had made my favorite breakfast that day, pancakes. Still can’t eat them – they reminds me too much of her!” 

“I’m so sorry to hear about that Kyle. But at least you have your father with you?” Amanda consoled him but instantly realized that she had said the wrong thing. Kyle’s whole demeanor changed at the mention of his father, a dark shadow dominating his face. 

“My father changed after her death. He wasn’t the same smiling, happy person – truth be told, he stopped being a father to me from that day,” Kyle replied. 

“What do you mean?” Amanda asked. 

“He ignored me and pored his life over his precious books and university students. Never ever had time for me, my school functions, I was the kid whose father would never show up at his graduation, do you know that?” Kyle gave a mocking laugh as he said that. 

“I tried so hard, I really did to make him proud. Even got a law degree for him. But do you know what he said when I graduated?!” All of Kyle’s frustration, which had been bottled up for the past few years, was screaming to be released. And he held nothing back. “Graduating is one thing, getting a job is another matter entirely. Come to me when you have one!” 

“I’m so sorry to hear that Kyle. It must be difficult to see a parent change so drastically,” Amanda said. 

“The worst part is, I don’t even know how to make him proud. Nothing is enough for him, you know? All my life, I really just want to hear a word of praise from him. Pathetic, right?” Kyle burst out, as a tear dropped down his cheek, which he wiped fervently. 

He saw Amanda hand a napkin over to him, which he took gratefully and wiped his face. “But now you finally have a job right? That’s good!” 

Kyle looked up, “I guess so. I’m so stressed about it actually! I have no interest in law; I only took up that degree for the happiness of my father. I might not even be good at the job, look at me? First day and I’m a mess before even starting it!” 

“Don’t say that. I’m sure you’ll be amazing!” Amanda encouraged him. 

“Thank you for saying that. But I know I’ll be a failure. My father knows it, it’s about time I accept that my life is useless and I’ll never be successful. You’re kind, by the way – more than my father at least. He couldn’t even be here to see me off to my apartment.” 

“Young man,” Amanda spoke sternly, “you need to get out of this pitiful state of mind and relax. The Cooper Law Firm has a great and supportive culture. You will do a great job!” 

Kyle smiled at her praise, pleasantly surprised by how much faith she had in him. His eye caught the time from the intricately designed clock placed behind Amanda on the shelf, and he saw at it was almost 8:30 am, which meant that he had half an hour left until the Law firm opened. He realized that he had probably overstayed his welcome at Amanda’s shop and drained the last few dregs of his tea. Getting up, he thanked Amanda for her hospitality and started towards the door. The glass windows showed a lighter drizzle spattering in a rhythmic manner across the street. Although his three-piece suit was now completely dry, Kyle dreaded the idea of crossing the street and becoming remotely wet. He hadn’t even had the presence of mind to pick up the umbrella from his apartment – although it was probably dumped somewhere in one of the million boxes that were lying unpacked in his apartment. 

“Would you like to purchase a coat and umbrella? It seems to be drizzling outside, and you never know with the weather in this area. It unpredictable as hell, one moment the sun is shining in full glory, and the next – well – you just saw the rain situation yourself” Amanda asked him.  

“What? You’d want me to buy a woman’s coat” Kyle asked incredulously, alarmed at her suggestion. What would his colleagues think if he just walked with a women’s coat on. He would forever be the brunt of office jokes! 

Amanda gave him a short, quirky smile, “Exactly!” and then snapped her fingers, eliciting a sharp sound that echoed in the shop. Kyle looked at her as if she had completely lost her mind.  

“Why would you snap your fingers like that?” he asked. 

“You’ll see,” she replied, mysteriously. Just as Kyle was wrapping his head around the fact that Amanda might be crazy, a sharp swishing sound came from the back of the shop. Intrigued, Kyle moved forward to see the source of it and reeled back as he saw a black and red ladies coat, flying towards him with great speed.  The big structure resembled a bat as it moved and wrapped itself around Kyle, binding him in such a way that he wasn’t able to move his arms at all, the buttons fastening on their own.  Amanda just stood there in the corner, watching him with a thoroughly satisfied smile plastered upon her face. 

Kyle tried bucking the damn thing off, still trying to make sense of what was happening. He must be dreaming! He realized, yes, he was still fast asleep in his shitty new bed and the stress of the new job was giving him lucid dreams. How could a lady's coat fly and fasten the buttons around him, unless magic existed? Did it? He quickly pushed the wayward thought out of his head as he felt himself being lifted a few feet off the ground. Panic and hysteria clouded his vision as he closed his eyes. Screwing them shut tightly he prayed and hoped that he would be back in his bed, once he opened them again.  

A strange feeling of being shrunk spread throughout Kyle, as his body reduced in length, but expanded in places such as his chest and hips. Whereas his height reduced, his overall physical appearance now consisted of pleasing curves, with a generous bust and flared out hips, giving him a nice, hourglass figure that women spent hours to gain, through excessive workouts. His nether regions quickly changed, inverting from male into female.

Accompanied by his drastic bodily changes, his clothes began to shred and weave themselves at a rapid pace. His white undershirt ripped, shrunk and sewed itself into a white, lacy bra that was soft and cupped his large breasts. His boxers also slowly moved upwards until they transformed into white, matching panties as the bra – a completely innocent yet alluring set. His white socks changed color to black and slithered up his shapely, toned legs and reached his thighs where they were fastened by a garter belt. The black pants he wore, shredded at the seams and then merged together to form a large black, ample skirt billowing around his legs. The edge of the skirt merged with the bottom of his shirt to form one, continuous block of cloth – as a long black dress plastered with red criss-cross patterns hugged his newly formed figure like a glove. His black belt flew open and wound itself above his new dress, the buckle cinching tightly at the waist, to give a pretty shape to the dress. The suit jacket that Kyle had worn shrunk and turned into a red, velvet bolero jacket that covered his delicate shoulders and arms- until his elbows- over his strapless dress.  His shiny, black leather shoes which he had spent over an hour polishing last night, were shrunk into cute little court shoes, with a golden buckle attached on the top to give a professional look, with a three-inch high block heel.   

“What is happening?” Kyle burst out, still not opening his eyes for the fear of what would happen if he did.  

“Nothing much, let the makeover finish, you’ll get your answers soon enough!” he heard Amanda’s excited voice reply to him. 

Soon enough, items from a different section of the store started flying off their shelves and ornately settling onto Kyle, making him even more pretty. Black, satin gloves settled themselves into his hands, covering his neatly manicured nails, painted with bright red nail color. The gloves had a white lace underneath the fingers and a cute white bow at the edge of the hands, which gripped a black and red umbrella that had unhinged itself from its carrier and had deposited itself into Kyle’s right hand. The fingers of his other hand curled around a small leather bag, with a matching golden clasp as his shoes. Jewelry consisting of an intricate double-stranded pearl necklace wound its way around Kyle’s delicate, pale neck, accompanied by dollops of pearl earrings on his ears lobes to complete the look.  

A few moments later, makeup from the rack behind the dresses flew closer and applied itself to Kyle’s face. A perfectly blended, luminous foundation and matte powder applied itself like magic, followed by a dark, maroon lipstick on his full, pouty lips and pink blush on his round, plump cheeks made him look irresistibly pretty. His eyelashes were naturally elongated and thick; only one layer of mascara was needed to give them an oomph factor! The brown hair, which had elongated until his shoulders now, crept up in a classy bun hairstyle, suitable for sophisticated outings, overlaid with a bright, maroon ladies hat. Finally, Kyle felt a wide set of black petticoats settling beneath his dress, flaring it further to form its distinctive shape and puffing it with a voluminous flare. 

As Kyle felt his feet finally returning to the floor, and the coat binding him give way, he opened his eyes. Standing in front of him, was Amanda with a floor-length mirror in which he saw his self – completely transformed! He had the same eyes, but the rest of him was completely unrecognizable!  

“What is all this?” he asked, his voice shaking with disbelief as he heard himself. The manly voice had completely turned into a ladylike, high-pitched sound. 

“This, Karlie, is the real you,” Amanda replied. 

“Are you crazy? You’re a witch, aren’t you? Turn me back this instant!” Kyle demanded, anger creeping up in him as he looked at his beautiful new gown, fluttering about. He could see that he had been turned into a beautiful woman, but did not want to give Amanda the satisfaction, therefore; he kept his face stoic and resentful. 

“Yes. I am a witch. But that is neither here nor there. The important thing is that you have finally been given a chance to live your true life! As a woman,” she explained. 

“Excuse me?! True life? You’re crazy!” he resisted, although it did sound like a positive prospect.

Amanda gave a sigh and explained, “Look, Karlie, you might have lived your whole life as a man, but look back upon it. You were never happy, you never felt worthy of your father’s raise. Deep down, you have always yearned to be a strong woman, who can achieve her dreams!” 

As Kyle thought about Amanda’s words, he realized that she was right. Not only had Kyle always felt suffocated in his life, but he wanted to be praised and admired. Maybe his father would finally be proud of him now? Not to mention, that wearing a skirt that fluttered around with a single movement of his legs got him feeling extremely excited. A small smile escaped him, as a voice rang inside his head, “This is what you always wanted, Kyle. You can finally find some peace and admiration as a woman,” his subconscious cajoled him. The voice that negated this seemed to be getting smaller and smaller with every passing moment and Amanda, raised her hand to her mouth and blew a cloud of powdery dust all over him. As the dust settled and sprinkled over him, it disappeared, and Kyle felt all hesitations vanish alongside it. 

The Karlie in the mirror gave her a timid smile, and she let go of his inhibitions and disagreements. She was now Karlie Thompson, daughter of Chris Thompson, on her way to her first day at her new job as a secretary of a law firm. Her dress, coat, and other accessories were perfect for the occasion, as Karlie scrutinized each and every detail closely. The long lady's coat was pitch black, shorter in the front, and long at the back which allowed her red skirt underneath to peek from below. There was a red belt wound around her waist with a bow on the left side, as golden buttons fastened over the top and a red collar peeked out from the sides of her neck. Finally, after a few minutes, she patted her hair to fluff it up and turned to thank Amanda. 

“I can’t thank you enough for what you’ve done for me,” she said, “How much do I owe you?” 

Amanda walked towards the counter and rang up her bill, which Karlie paid from her new, shiny purse. Amanda just smiled and waved her off, “It was my pleasure. Now off you go, you don’t want to be late for your first day.” 

Karlie walked to the front door, confident and poised, opened her umbrella as she stepped out of Amanda’s. She looked back at Amanda one last time, gave her a short nod which she returned with a smile, and moved across the street towards the law firm.

***

[image: Karlie]




Amanda sat back on her couch, as she celebrated her newest sale with a cup of another tea. A sense of accomplishment trickled down her veins as she fetched her crystal ball, and tracked the performance of her newest project. Waving her hands in a series of complex maneuvers and muttering the spell under her breath, she waited until the foggy crystal cleared and showed her what she was seeking.  

Karlie had strutted across the road, with her newfound confidence and grace of a woman who was aware of her strength. The offices had opened and the street was bustling with activity, with job holders and people all rushing to get to work on time. However, Amanda could see the effect that Karlie was having on every man, who seemed to stop short of what they were doing to glance at her! Feeling satisfied at the effectiveness of her makeover, she looked on as Karlie reached the door of the law firm. Two guys, who were casually sipping their coffee, saw Karlie approaching and quickly opened the door for her. They seemed to be completely enthralled by her beauty and quickly engaged her in a conversation, about helping her around the office and showing her the town. Amanda gave herself a congratulatory pat on the back, as she realized that Karlie was going to rock her first day and have all the male members completely wrapped around her finger! 

She laughed and thought out loud, “Owning a shop where the clothes choose the customer is really the best way to do business.” 

She then performed another spell, and the crystal ball showed her Chris Thompson, in a dark den smoking a cigar and looking out the window. He looked depressed as if a heavy cloud of misery had permanently settled around him. Books were strewn haphazardly across his reading table, and he did not seem bothered by the mess. It seemed like Chris Thompson had lost the will to live, not even for his son!  

Turning away from the crystal, she took out a mail package from under the billing counter. Opening it, she snapped her fingers and a lovely, blue coat flew in the package, along with a fully customized makeup box, accessories, and undergarments. The package wrapped itself in a shiny silver paper with the name “Amanda Kyler’s Store” embossed on it in flowery font, which sparkled.  

“Let’s make it a two-for-one shall we?” she said out loud, all the while giggling at her ingenious plan.  

She addressed it to Karlie’s father’s house and waited for the postman to arrive. After an hour of waiting, he finally did, and Amanda posted it – instructing the postman to be extra careful with the package and to deliver it straight away! She couldn’t wait for her next project to commence, Amanda thought gleefully as she saw the postman ride away. She turned back to settle down for a long day of waiting and serving her customers.


Part II




Chris looked down at the book in his hands, and let out a pained sigh. It had been over an hour and he was still going over the same lines over and over again, without actually absorbing what the author was saying. His thoughts strayed towards his son, Kyle, who had moved out just yesterday in order to be closer to his job in a law firm. He remembered how hopeful Kyle had looked when he announced his acceptance in this very den and how he, had frozen up at his jubilant face and uttered a solemn congrats. Cursing himself, for being so unfeeling and heartless, Chris shut down his book with a loud snap and placed it on the table.  

When had he lost connection with his son? He mused while smoking his cigar. Was it when his wife had died? But, he had retired from NYU in order to be closer to his son, hadn’t he? His inner thoughts clashed with each other and further exacerbated his turmoil. How had it all gotten so wrong, he had retired from NYU early to be a good father for Kyle. But it seemed as if he had forgotten how to be one after the death of his beloved and dear wife, April. He looked at Kyle, an exact replica of April, and his heart would immediately drown in an avalanche of sorrow and grief. He wondered what Kyle would be doing at the moment – unpacking perhaps, it was late at night and he was supposed to start his job tomorrow morning.  

Maybe I should give him a call, Chris thought, ask about his apartment. Yes, I’ll do that! 

Excited, he pushed off from the pudgy sofa in his den, and picked up his mobile, sifting through his contacts until his thumb finally landed on Kyle. Instantly, a rush of panic and sadness gripped his heart as he saw Kyle’s picture. His thumb hovered over the dial button, refusing to press it, and Chris knew then and there, that he would never be able to salvage the relationship with his son. He was too late! 

Suddenly, the mobile emitted a loud ring, shocking Chris to a degree that it slipped from his fingers and landed on the soft carpet with a thud. Cursing out loud, he picked and attended the call of his former colleague, who shouted into the phone, “Chris, how are you?” 

“I’m very well, Thomas. How are you?” 

“Great, I’m great old chap! Just checking in if you’re on for tomorrow’s professor’s reunion at the old university?!” 

Bugger! Chris thought, he had forgotten all about the retired professor’s reunion being held at the community center tomorrow. It would be a boring affair, but Chris had already promised Thomas that he would attend – and he never went back on his word. 

“Yes, Thomas, I’ll be there!” 

“Excellent!” and with that, he cut the call abruptly. Strange fellow, Chris thought. He looked out the window, where the night had coated the sky black, and wondered again what Kyle would be doing. Huffing out a deep breath, he rubbed his eyes and moved back to his book – determined to read it with comprehension this time. Just fifteen minutes later, the heady combination of his cigar and the stuffy den made him sleepy and he dozed off right into the couch, without caring to change his clothes or even trudging up to his bedroom. 

Chris had woken up at the wrong side of the bed – or couch – the next day. His muscles were sore and protested with every step he took. Alas, he had to wake up, shower, and look presentable for the reunion he had promised to attend. Grumbling and cursing himself for making the promise in his deluded mindset – he opened his cupboard and took out the clothing he had set aside for the day.  

As he sifted through the options, he heard the doorbell ring loudly into the recesses of his large home. Stumbling down the stairs, he opened the door to reveal a bright, chirpy postman with a large box in his hands. 

“Urgent delivery for a Mr. Chris Thompson,” he transferred the white, heavy box towards Chris’s outstretched arms.  

Chris was confused, he hadn’t ordered anything and was not expecting any sort of delivery at this time, “Who is it from?” 

“No idea, you’ll have to check on the package. Anyways, have a good day sir, Ciao!” the postman gave a nod and sauntered off. 

Burrowing his eyebrows in confusion, Chris kicked the door shut and placed the box on the table to examine it. It was a clear, white box with the letters, “Amanda Kyler’s Store” written on it with a golden, girlish script. As he lifted the lid and sifted through its contents, Chris began to bubble up with rage. The box held an assortment of ladies' retro clothing, complete with makeup, accessories, and even undergarments! This was clearly some sort of prank played on him, as he thought about what this meant. Anger and irritation coursed through his veins, who had the audacity to send him such stuff? He thought irritably. Even in his anger, he could not help but admire the softness of the garments and their silky feel as he passed it through his hands. Mentally shaking himself, he threw the contents back and covered the lid again, throwing the box on the table carelessly.  

Enough of these games, he trudged back up to his room to get ready for the dreaded reunion all the while grumbling about pranksters and their audacity. After choosing his attire with careful consideration, Chris looked at himself in the mirror. Although his clothes presented an immaculate, successful, and respectful professor, he knew that in reality he had failed in his biggest endeavor – and that was to be a good father to his son.  

“What I would give to salvage the relationship with Kyle,” he thought out loud. 

“Well. That can be easily arranged, Mr. Chris,” a strange women behind him instantly materialized out of thin air, as Chris gaped at her sudden appearance. As the lady continued to look at him hopefully, Chris opened and closed his mouth to say something, but his level of disbelief rendered him speechless. How did a woman reach his room? What was going on? Was she a thief? 

A whirlwind of thoughts crashed his mind, one after another, until he couldn’t keep up and blurted out, “Who are you?! Get out of here this instant!” 

“Tut. Tut. Is this any way to treat a guest who will change your life?” she said and then snapped her fingers. 

As soon as she snapped her fingers, a loud whirring noise filled the room and the door blasted open wide. The white box, that Chris had carelessly thrown on the downstairs table, floated in and settled on the bed. The lid flew open and a dark blue coat zoomed towards Chris and wrapped itself around him, tightly buttoning itself up so that he couldn’t move his arms an inch.  

“I’m Amanda, by the way!” the woman spoke out as Chris was lifted from the ground and she looked on as materials from the box hovered and attached themselves to him. Chris could not move, or resist at all as the change occurred. His body shrunk down and his arms and legs became shorter, whereas his chest grew two large breasts making his shirt tighter around that area. He could feel a major difference in his nether regions, as they moved inwards and changed from male parts to female ones, making his boxers loose. His undergarments also shrunk and changed into bra and panties. The thin, wispy brown hair elongated and settled in a voluminous heap all around his face till his neck. Then, Chris saw his white button shirt changing color to navy blue, as a row of dainty, pearl buttons emerged in the front, instead of his somber buttons, and the shirt shrunk itself around his breasts, perfectly encapsulating them in a tight grip, with a white-collar. The sleeves also shortened till his elbows and his cardigan vanished into thin air. The khaki pants he had worn, simultaneously changed color to the same blue as the shirt above and tore themselves at the inner seams, and then were sewed back a second later in the shape of a skirt which was joined meticulously at the waist with the upper shirt, making it a continuous frock with pleats all around, cinched tightly at the waist. His house shoes transformed into delicate womanly ones, with block heels, laces and closed toes ends in a color combination of blue and white, matching perfectly with his dress. A pair of lovely, soft, and white tights crept up his legs slowly covering his shapely legs, as did white gloves over his hands. Once the dress was complete, makeup from the bag floated around and hovered in front of Chris’s face – applying powder, blush, and red lipstick to paint his face into a cute, motherly look. Simultaneously, a matching set of pearl necklace and studs implanted themselves on his neck and ears. A blow-dryer made up his hair into a sleek pushed-back look with the edges curled outwards as a blue, classic pillbox hat settled over them. A blue, small bag and narrow brown spectacles shaped like almonds completed the look for him.  

After the clothes were transformed, Chris was slowly lowered to the ground and the coat released its binding on him. As he looked in the mirror, he was flabbergasted at what, or rather, who was looking back at him. A middle-aged, womanly figure with kind, warm eyes looked back, complete in a retro blue gown that fluttered around when Chris moved.  

“What have you done to me?” Chris tried to rage at Amanda, but what came out was a squeaky, womanly voice, which shook with emotion and disbelief.  

“Now, now. Is that the way to talk to someone who is giving you a second chance with your son, or should I say – daughter?!” she replied chagrined.  

“Wha..what do you mean?” Chris asked. 

“Just that you are now the proud mother of your daughter. I know what has always been in your heart – you have always wanted to salvage your relationship with your son. And this is how you will be able to do it!” 

“I don’t understand…” Chris looked at Amanda, still doubtful. 

“You have always struggled with connecting with your child, Cynthia. And the reason behind that is you were never comfortable in your own skin. You had motherly instincts but the shell of a male attire and its corresponding attributes always held you back from actually forging a relationship with your son!” she explained. Chris thought over her words and realized that what she said had an inkling of truth in it. But, still, he could not accept that all his life would be upturned in just a blink of an eye! 

“But, I just can’t accept this, even though what you’re saying is right!” he denied her. 

Amanda just smiled and blew a golden duty powder over him which settled on his face as he scrunched his eyes shut. “Well, then, I’ll just have to nudge you along. Like father, like son!” 

As the powder settled over Chris, all his inhibitions vanished, and he smiled for the first time. He was now Cynthia Thompson, a former elementary school teacher, who simply adored kids. She had retired as a teacher and had one daughter – Karlie Thompson. Her husband had tragically passed away but she was a strong woman, who loved her daughter. 

“Oh, I almost forgot about this last part,” Amanda added and waved her hand as a white petticoat materialized under Cynthia’s skirt and plumped it out further. Cynthia twirled around and felt amazing at the feel of the soft fabric against her legs. 

Thanking Amanda incessantly, Cynthia looked at herself one last time to check her appearance. She was after all going to her elementary school reunion, so she needed to look her absolute best. Satisfied with what she saw, she moved with grace and poise, took a cab and made her way towards the school, eager to meet with the others and show off her clothes and jewelry.  




***
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Cynthia had just settled into her sunroom when the doorbell rang with a loud cacophony in her ears. She was crocheting a new sweater for her daughter, Karlie today and was pleased with her progress. Crocheting soothed her nerves and the wide, spacious sunroom was just the right place for it. Early in the morning, she would take her breakfast and then move to the sunroom, as the rays of sun floated through the wide windows and the chirps of the birds filled the room with a melodious, rhythmic sound. Cynthia was happiest when she was crocheting something here, the room and in fact, her whole house was filled with quilts, clothes, and knickknacks that she crafted in her spare time.  

As the bell rang again, Cynthia placed her half-completed sweater on the side table and went downstairs to open the door. The sight that greeted her instantly brought a smile to her face, as her daughter, Karlie swept in and hugged her tight. 

“Mother! I missed you so much,” Karlie’s voice was muffled as she spoke into her mother’s shoulder.  

Cyntia hugged Karlie tightly, never wanting to let go. It had been a week since she had gone off downtown for her job as the secretary in a law firm. Cynthia had missed her so much, that she had contemplated shifting with Karlie, many times, however, decided against it as she loved her small, quaint home.  

“I missed you too darling, here let me see you properly!” she scrutinized Karlie and saw that her face indeed reflected happiness and contentment. “I need to feed you properly you’ve lost so much weight, come inside and I’ll make you breakfast!” 

“I’d like nothing more than to eat your breakfast mom, I’ve literally been dreaming about it for a week!” 

Both sauntered towards the kitchen, as Cynthia got busy in making Karlie her favorite pancakes, as she settled on the table.  “In fact, let’s go out for a picnic together, mother. What do you think? Should I start preparing a basket?” 

Cynthia felt a burst of joy in her heart, at Karlie’s suggestion. Not only had Karlie missed her but was also suggesting going for a picnic with her, which had always been their Sunday ritual. “Absolutely! You pack the fruits and I’ll take care of these,” she nodded towards the pancakes on the stove.

Once the basket was prepared, Karlie piped up, “Let’s get dressed in matching outfits, just like we used to!” 

Cynthia agreed and they both climbed up the stairs and chose the outfits that they would wear for the picnic. Cynthia was clad in a baby pink dress, with flowery patterns all over it, which was fitted at the chest area and then flared out beneath the waist. The sleeves were puffed out at the shoulders and reached till her wrists. A light grey shawl adorned her shoulders to combat the chill in the air and she wore pink, short heels that would be easy to walk in and also give her a sense of grace. Her white stockinged, feet peeked out from below the flowery, long dress as she twirled around to give her daughter a show. Karlie laughed and clapped, “you look perfect, just add these pearls and you’re a vision!” Cynthia obliged and wore the necklace her daughter handed her.




[image: Cynthia's pink dress]

Next, it was time to choose Karlie’s dress. They both decided on a pink-colored one for her too. She wore a matching, dark pink gown, with the same flowery patterns on it, with puffy sleeves and a light blue colored shawl which was lightly textured with glitter. Her gown had a white petticoat underneath, which gave a poofy look, and the lower part of the dress swished about when she moved. She also wore silver earrings and even wore a nice, pink hat cloche that completed her look.  

After applying the necessary makeup on each other, both ventured out of their home towards the nearest park, which was full of activity that Sunday morning. They laid down their picnic basket and settled themselves comfortably under the shade of the tree. Although the sun was shining, there was definitely a slight chill in the air, which caused them to press their shawls tighter around themselves. 
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“So, Karlie, tell me all about your new job? Is it going well? Have you made any friends yet?” Cynthia shot out one question after another, so eager she was to gain insights into her daughter’s new life. 

Karlie, with her mouth full of her mother’s delicious pancakes swallowed quickly and gave a burst of tinkling laughter, “Slow down mother. Everything is great! The people in the office are extremely welcoming. Do you know on my first day, a gentleman offered to show me around the office and the next day another one offered me to show around the town!” 

Cynthia furrowed her eyebrows at that, “You need to be careful around boys, Karlie.” 

“I know mother. I’m a big girl – please don’t worry! I have made tonnes of new friends and my boss is very happy with my work. He says I might get a promotion within the next 6 months if I keep working hard!” 

Cynthia’s heart burst with pride as she heard how successful her daughter might become. All her efforts in raising her daughter had finally paid off; she was now a strong independent woman who was doing well in life.  

“Speaking of boys, I might have heard something about a certain gentleman you met at your school reunion! I want to hear all about that, Mother!” 

Cynthia blushed, thinking back to the day of the reunion, where she had met a university professor with whom she had hit off and then he had asked her out on a date. 

“Well, he is the same age as me, obviously. His name is Thomas and he retired from NYU some years back. We actually have a date tonight!” Cynthia explained, with a blush coating her face red. 

“Then it seems that I came back on the right day! When we get back, I’m giving you a glam makeover so that you’re ready for your amazing date!” 

Cynthia just laughed, and nodded, glad that her daughter did not seem revolted by the idea of her mom dating at this age. Her heart was full of contentment, her daughter was flourishing, she had a date tonight – life was good! 

END.



The Neighborhood Boys

by Alison Carpenter & Mindy Murdoch




Part I




“Yes, I’ll be there. Don’t worry! Saturday at 9, right?.... Of course, no problem!” Tony heard his mother drawl on the phone, using her airy high pitched voice, which he had termed her “work voice”. She always transformed into a people pleaser, saying yes ma’am to everyone whenever she got a call from the hospital. He wondered what it was this time. Another late-night shift, perhaps? He thought dully, arranging his action figurines according to their height on his study table, books long forgotten when his mother had gone out to listen to the phone. As he heard her end the call, he quickly threw his toys into the basket and resumed his acting of reading the book he was supposed to for school.  

“That was the hospital,” she spoke with an unnaturally long sigh. 

Tony looked at her questioningly, “I guess you need to go again? Cover a shift for your colleague and leave me here?” 

His mother narrowed her eyes at his tone, warning him,” Don’t you take that tone with me, young man. You know as well as I do that I need to pick up these extra shifts to pay the bills around here.” 

Chastised, Tony went back to his book.  

“I’m sorry Tony,” his mother realized that Tony had been offended, and reached forward to hug him, “You are a wonderful boy, please understand, I need to go to the hospital and work – or they’ll fire me,” her cajoling voice failed to melt Tony’s stony heart. 

“Do you have to go right now? It’s almost nighttime!” 

“Yes, now” she paused and fixed a stern look at him, “and I won’t be back until tomorrow evening. You know how busy it is at the hospital, they’re already short-staffed darling” 

“But what about our weekend plan mom?!” Tony realized what she was saying, “you said we’d go out tomorrow because you got Saturday off!” 

His mother kneeled in front of him, holding his hands in hers, and tried explaining him, “I know I said we’d spend the day together Tony, but work comes first, right? You understand that, don’t you? We can go next Saturday, how does that sound?” 

Tony couldn’t believe his ears. Betrayed and hurt by his mother, he snatched away his hands and ran towards the bathroom – shutting the door with a loud bang.  

“I hate you! You never have time for me ever since dad left,” he shouted through the door, anger pumping in his veins. 

His mother sighed, helplessly as she approached the door, “There’s mac and cheese in the fridge. Don’t forget to take your dinner. And I’ve frozen some strips for tomorrow as well.  

No answer. 

Why don’t you go over to your friend Travis’s house tomorrow? Have a little boys day, hmm?!” 

Again, she faced pin drop silence. It was no use, her son had always been a rebellious one and lately, she had been covering extra shifts at the hospital because three other nurses had quit. She needed to pay her bills, ever since her useless excuse of a husband had left her for some other woman. No wonder his son was acting out, she was hardly home to spend some quality time with him. 

“Don’t sneak out while I’m gone, Tony – I don’t want to hear another complaint from our neighbors. Love you,” she instructed Tony and left for the hospital with a heavy heart. 

Tony unlocked the bathroom door as soon as he heard his mother leave. He couldn’t believe that his mom had once again left him alone and canceled their plan of going out on Saturday. In hindsight, he should have expected something like this – after all this wasn’t the first time he had spent the weekend alone. His father, although useless, had always made sure they went out together to eat. But ever since he had left them two years ago, it was just him and his mom – and now it was just him all alone in this big house. He had been so excited about tomorrow but was now filled with hatred and disappointment. Never mind, he thought, he could always sneak out tonight and play a prank on Mr. Fitzbert – the old, cranky neighbor. Rubbing his hands together in excitement, he changed his clothes from his nighttime pajamas to his usual outdoor ones, black washed jeans, a white shirt, and his favorite blue sneakers. Completing his look with a thin denim jacket, he pushed his hairstyle into a spikey one and looked at himself in the mirror, winking at the cool dude looking back at him.  

Excited, he bounded down the stairs two at a time and landed with a jump right in front of the door, pulling it open, however, it didn’t budge. “Crap! She locked it again. Does she think I’m a baby? I’m ten years old already!” he spoke out in frustration. Undeterred by his plans, he climbed out the window and moved towards Mr.Fitzbert’s house, at the end of the block. The sun was setting, and the street was completely empty, with no one in sight. As he reached his cranky neighbor’s house, he could see that the lights were turned off and the curtains were closed. Perfect! He thought to himself, as he stealthily climbed over the wooden fence, taking care not to make any sound to alert someone. Reaching the garden of the house, he crouched low and pulled out the flower beds which he had seen Mr. Fitzbert plant just days ago in the sweltering heat, crushing them together and scattering them all over. His hands were coated with mud and he gave himself a mental pat on the back at his handiwork. So engrossed was he, that he didn’t notice the door of the house open and Mr. Fitzbert approach.  

“What do you think you’re doing, young man?” 

As soon as Tony heard him shout out, he dropped whatever he was doing and ran like the wind, jumping over the fence. Mr. Fitzbert tried following him, but the old man couldn’t keep up. “See ya later!” Tony taunted him one last time, as he went towards one of his best friends, Travis.  

Travis’s house was a little farther away from his own, residing in one of the more posh areas of the society – because his parents were some big-shot lawyers. Reaching his magnificent house which Tony often thought looked like a mansion, he rang the doorbell, and out came Travis’s mom, who immediately turned up her nose at the sight of him.  

“Hello Ma’am. Is Travis in?” 

“Yes, he is. But he is studying right now, Tony. I don’t want you disturbing him!” 

Tony snorted audibly at that, earning himself a reproachful look from Travis’s mother. He knew Travis wasn’t studying, he didn’t have it in him to concentrate on books – most probably he was playing a new game on his latest PlayStation. But his mother didn’t know that and he kept quiet about that, “Okay Ma’am. I’ll come by tomorrow with Victor since we need to complete a group project for school!” 

At that, Travis’s mother lit up, “Sure thing, honey! I’ll make sure you three have snacks as me and Travis’s father will be busy in the office all day tomorrow. I’m glad you three are focusing on your studies now instead of terrorizing the neighbors.” She patted Tony’s hair, dismissing him and closing the door.  

Tony smirked to himself as he walked home. He had no intentions of working on the stupid science project. Tomorrow, he, Travis and Victor would spend the day playing video games – and probably knock over the Miller’s mailbox. His little prankster mind had already begun making plans.




The loud bell signaled the end of another boring class, and Tony breathed out with relief. One more minute listening to his teacher’s drawl and he would have punched a hole in his desk. He quickly bounded towards the door and ran outside to the playground, flanked by “The Boys” which consisted of him, Travis and Victor.  

“So, boys! How are we doing today after that weekend of awesome fun?” he asked his two best friends. 

“It.was.awesome!” his bulky friend, Victor replied, punching the air with each word he spoke.  

“Yeah man, great idea painting over the Miller’s mailbox and then breaking it!” Travis congratulated Tony. 

“No thanks to you chickens. You were just standing by while I did all the heavy lifting,” Tony rolled his eyes at them. Suddenly, he caught sight of Connie Mathers – his next-door neighbor and a certified freak - at the far end of the ground, playing with her stupid little dolls.  

“Hey boys, our next target has been spotted,” he nodded towards her.  The other two boys looked at what he was saying, gave each other a knowing look, and made their way towards her. 

“Well, well, well. Look what we have here! Connie Mathers and her pathetic little dollies!” Tony shouted out, as he snatched one of her dolls and held it over her head. 

“I wonder what’ll happen when her arms break……oops,” as he tore off the arm of the doll, while Connie tried to grab it back when he placed it high above her head. “Give it back!” she cried out. 

“Sorry, no can do” as he and his friends laughed at her. Tony then broke the other arm and threw the doll back at Connie’s face. “Here you go, what a pathetic little toy!” 

Connie caught it and saw the damage, after which she crossly pushed at the three annoying boys and went to complain to their teachers about their behavior. She had had it up with these three annoying pests; they always picked on her – just because she was a girl!  




“Mrs. Collins, your son Tony is in trouble again. We need you to come down to the principal’s office right away,” the cold yet harsh voice spoke into the phone, one which April had heard countless times.  

“What has he done now?” she asked, tired and disappointed at her son’s behavior. This had been the seventh time she had been called down to school because of Tony’s activities. 

“Another fight with Connie Mathers. I’m afraid this can’t go on Mrs. Collins – Tony is getting out of hand.” 

“I know. I’m sorry, I’ll be right there. Thank you for informing me.” 

As she picked up Tony from the office and walked back to their house, she couldn’t help but think where she went wrong with Tony’s brought up. Were his acts of rebellion just a plea for help? Did he feel ignored because his father had left him? How could she manage the bills and be there for Tony? 

“Tony, this is the final straw. What on earth possessed you to torture the little girl?” 

“I didn’t torture her mom! We were just having a little bit of fun,” he retaliated. 

“Oh really? Just like the fun you had over the weekend, destroying Mr. Fitzbert’s garden and Miller’s mailbox? Did you think that was fun too, hmm? 

Tony looked at his mother, shocked that she knew about that. 

“Oh yes I know, did you think you could go around vandalizing the neighborhood and your own mother wouldn’t know about it? Young man, you are grounded!” 

“You can’t tell me what to do. Besides, you’re never home anyway so there’s no point in grounding me!” 

April pursed her lips at that – he was right Even now, she had to go back to the hospital as she had taken a short leave to escort Tony back home.  

“Please go to your room Tony, I don’t have the time or energy to argue with you further.” 

Tony looked just as disappointed as she felt, and moved up the stairs as she went back to her job. 

Frustrated and bored out of his mind, Tony looked for ways to keep himself busy. He was once again alone in the house and was burning up with anger towards Connie Mathers – the bane of his existence. How dare that girl complain about him to the principal! What a cry baby she was. He decided it was time to teach her a lesson! 

Looking out the window, he could see her next door in the garden, playing some sort of role-playing game with toys set around her. There, the perfect opportunity! Sneaking out the window, he first gathered Travis and Victor – thankfully both of their parents were at the office and didn’t stop them. He led them both back to Connie’s house and they hid behind the bushes to see what she was doing. 

Connie wore a white sleeveless frock that reached till her knees, it was cinched tight at the waist with a belt with a bow at the left corner and was adorned with a flowery pattern all over the front and back, making it look like straight out of a magical forest, with blue flowers and branches panning out in swirly patterns. Above that, she had put on a crocheted white sweater that closed at her neck with a brown button.  Her feet were covered with flat, white pumps, with frilly socks that ended on her ankles. She also wore white gloves made of net with embroidered flowers of the same color on them which gave them quite a delicate and dainty look. Her blonde hairs were made up in an elaborate waterfall braid, and a blue clip with sparkly glitter held them together. Tony had to admit, her overall attire was cute and fun, something he would never admit out loud in front of his friends. 

“Okay boys, showtime!” he said and the three of them emerged from their hiding place and approached her. She was apparently hosting a tea party for the stuffed animals settled all around her. 

“Hello there, Connie! What's up?!” he asked earning a frown from her. 

“I’m hosting a tea party for my friends, can’t you see?” she replied, turning back to the stuffed elephant in her hand. 

“Friends?! I don’t see any friends. All I see are your stupid stuffed toys,” Tony instigated her further. 

“These are my friends. You three are welcome to join me of course, we don’t mind boys!” 

“Us? Join your stupid tea party? You think we’re mad enough to play with a girl?!” Tony spat out the last word as if it was something disgusting. “Right, Travis? Victor?” 

“Yeah man”, “Absolutely” both of them replied affirmatively. 

Connie narrowed her eyes and frowned, her bottom lip trembled as she tried to keep her tears at bay. “It’s fun,” she tried convincing them. 

“No, it’s not! You’re just a loser with no friends that’s why you always have these pathetic dolls and toys with you!  

All three of them laughed, as Connie started crying, her big tears sliding down her cheeks. She quickly gathered her belongings and ran into the house, not daring to look at the mean boys who were still laughing and pointing at her! 

As she ran in, without looking where she was going – she crashed into someone. “My dear, what’s wrong? What has happened?”  

Looking up, she saw that it was her mother. Without a word, Connie hugged her tight and started sobbing hysterically, “the boys…th..they..” 

Florence Mathers quickly gathered her daughter in her arms and went towards the sofa in the lounge. She knew Connie would only calm down after she had cried herself out – so she just hugged and soothed her until Connie was finally able to speak coherently and her sobs died down. 

“The boys, who teased me at school today, just called me a stupid girl outside when I was playing with Mr. Huggles and Bluey. They also said I don’t have any friends because I am just a girl” she hiccupped in between her stories. 

Her mother quickly realized what had happened; Tony and his gang of so-called boys had once again targeted her daughter to bully. She wiped off her daughter’s tears – enough was enough. The boys needed to be taught a lesson – they had it coming.  

“Don’t worry Connie. This has gone long enough. I promise that they won’t bother you anymore.” 

“Really?” Connie asked her mother with her big, hopeful eyes, “will they also come to play with me? Instead of their stupid video games?” 

“Yes, dear, they’ll do anything you want!” Florence assured her. “Now, I want you to go freshen up, wash these tears away. The boys will be here this afternoon to play with you, and most importantly, apologize!” 

At this, Connie became lively once again, as joy lit up her whole face. As she scuttled up to her room to get ready for her evening tea party, Florence rang up the parents of the three boys to complain and settle the matter once and for all.   




“Don’t worry Florence, the boys are on their way to apologize to Connie, I just saw them leave the house,” April assured Florence. 

After her frantic call to the parents of the three troublesome boys, she had complained and demanded that they be taught a lesson. The parents had pacified her by promising that they would scold the boys and send them over to her home in order to personally apologize to Connie and take part in her tea party. It was 5 in the evening, and Connie had just set up her toys around her little dining table, with all the cups and kettle for it. She sat on her dainty little chair, swinging her legs impatiently for her new friends to arrive and start playing – shooting furtive glances at her mother.  

Florence knew that Connie was a wildly imaginative but sensitive girl, she had always been like this ever since she was a baby. She had often complained to her husband, Stephen when Connie wouldn’t really cry out her lungs even as a baby when she was always quiet and smiling, and as she grew she became more and more introverted. Her husband always assured her that it was all part of her unique personality and they both made sure to fulfill every demand of their daughter! It had been difficult for Florence to adjust to a suburban lifestyle, as she had grown up with Romany gypsies before meeting Stephen and falling in a whirlwind of romance. She was used to being outspoken, moving from place to place, and meeting new people, but her daughter was more like her father, lost in her own world.  

“Mommy, when will the guests arrive? Mr. Huggles is getting hungry!” her daughter whined. 

“Any minute now, my dear,” she said, as she saw the three boys walk down to her doorway from the window and hesitate before ringing the doorbell.  




Tony couldn’t believe his rotten luck when he approached Connie’s front door. His mother had scolded him to such an extent that he had to come to apologize to Connie – just for saying the truth. Moreover, she had also roped in Travis and Victor’s parents to force them to do so as well. Which explained their current predicament of standing in front of Connie’s house and hesitating to ring the bell.  

“Go on then, ring it and let’s get this over with!” Travis urged him. 

“You do it if you’re so eager to say sorry!” Tony snapped. 

“Why? You’re the leader here,” Victor piped in, siding with Travis. 

“Fine, you’re such a bunch of scaredy cats!” Tony reached forward and pressed the button for the bell. A few seconds later, the wide door opened, and out came Ms. Florence, Connie’s mother. Tony had seen her a number of times while passing her house; she was a stay-at-home mom and was always busy making some sort of delicious cookies, the smell often reaching his room. 

“I’m so glad you’re here boys! Come on in, Connie had been waiting for you eagerly,” she ushered the three of them inside the house. 

Tony and the others stepped inside the comely house. Immediately Tony could sense that the house was filled with love and warmth, somehow it filled him with a strong feeling of longing. Comparing this with his own house, which was just a bunch of furniture put together for use, always empty and cold – this looked like heaven. There were pictures of Connie and her parents hanging on the walls, oversized couches, and colorful sofas as well as strange but strange artifacts on the shelves. Ms. Florence made them sit on a sofa and then proceeded towards a large brown cabinet that had different assortments of books. She took out a heavy, old book which was covered in dust and tattered at the spine, “Ahh, just what I was looking for.” 

Bringing the book back and sitting in front of them, she opened it after blowing the dust from its surface – treating it as a delicate child. Tony exchanged an apprehensive look with Travis, what was going on? Should he just apologize and then leave or did Ms. Florence want them to stay? He cleared his throat, but Ms. Florence just shushed him by raising a finger to her lips. After a few minutes of sifting through the pages, she started speaking – in a deep voice unlike hers and a language that none of them could understand. For a minute, she continued, confusing the boys to such an extent that they started fidgeting in their seats, and then suddenly, a blinding flash engulfed the whole living room, causing the boys to shield their eyes with their fingers.  

“This lady is crazy” Tony whispered to Victor who nodded back at him with a worried expression. 

“Now then, boys. It’s time for you three to apologize to my daughter,” Ms. Florence instructed as she snapped the book close. “Not only this, but she has arranged a wonderful tea party for you three, so you will have to attend it and be on your best behavior!” 

“What? But..but…we only came to apologize,” Tony tried to protest, but quickly shut up when he saw the warning look on Ms. Florence’s face. 

“You will apologize, and you will attend the party and do whatever you are told, or else you will suffer the consequences!” she spoke in a sharp voice that had Tony trembling in fear. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” he acquiesced. The three boys then stepped forward where Connie had set up her table and apologized, “We’re sorry for hurting your feelings, Connie. We won’t do it again.” 

Connie, who was easily persuaded, smiled wide, “No worries, please do come and sit at the tea table! Mr. Huggles and Bluey – we’ve been waiting for you to join us!” 

Tony looked at the large brown elephant and a blue toy which looked like a monkey seated on a small wooden table covered with a white, frilly table cloth. Plastic cups, spoons, and plates were laid out ornately for them and they sat down on their designated chairs as Connie instructed.  

“Now then, thank you for joining us, we’re delighted to be in your company. Tony, Travis, and Victor, please meet my friends Mr. Huggles and Bluey.” 

The boys looked cluelessly at the stuffed animals, how were they supposed to “meet” toys? 

“Well, go on then! Say hi and shake their hands!” Connie urged them. 

Groaning with frustration, the three of them chimed up halfhearted hi’s and hellos. Connie then proceeded to clap her hands together excitedly and brought a tea kettle, pouring imaginary tea into their cups. After she was done role-playing as a host, she sat down and picked up her cup, bringing it to her mouth and taking a sip. Travis and Victor, although embarrassed followed her lead and picked up their empty cups to their lips, pretending to be drinking from them. 

“Wow, tastes very good, Connie!” Travis praised her. 

“Why thank you, Travis. Why don’t you add in a bit of sugar as well?” she said while passing him a little sugar pot. 

“Err…” Travis looked around for help – but when neither Victor nor Tony said anything he picked his little spoon up and pretended to put some sugar into his tea. 

“Now you stir it, silly!” Connie showed him how to mix the sugar into the tea, “go on and tell me how it tastes now!” 

Humiliated, Travis again sipped and praised her. Connie then pushed the sugar pot towards Victor and Tony, who had to follow the same steps to appease her. 

After some time, Connie realized that the boys were sitting very casually, leaning back into their seats with their legs stretched out in front of them. She chimed in, “Boys, you’re sitting the wrong way. Please have some decency – the etiquette to sit is to cross your legs together, see like this?” she showed them how to sit like a lady, “Come on then please show some decorum” 

Tony had had enough. What the hell was he doing, sitting around with a girl, pretending to drink tea and making it seem like he was having a good time!? he thought. 

“ENOUGH!” he stood up, pushing the chair back so abruptly that it fell over. “Travis, Victor! Stop playing along with her stupid ideas. We’re leaving right now!” 

Saying this, he wheeled around and moved towards the front door, eager to get away from Connie and her mother, leaving Connie in a pool of tears at his rudeness. As soon as he reached the front door, however, something or someone, kind of like an invisible force stopped him in his tracks and he burst into a fit of loud laughter. Ms. Florence looked on, unsurprisingly as Tony’s laugh turned frantic and loud, while the children shot confused and apprehensive looks at each other. A few minutes later, Tony’s laugh turned higher-pitched and transformed into girlish giggles. His body turned shorter and softer, like a girl’s – with his genitals shrinking in and turning into female ones. Soon enough, his body had turned into very much like a lean ten-year-old girl. 

Suddenly, the usual white shirt that he had worn stitched itself into his black jeans, combining the two together. The jeans began shrinking until they reached just below his knees and burst out at the seams, melding both legs into a poofy skirt with a pink, ruffled petticoat swishing into existence underneath to make it fluffy. As soon as the stitching of the new tea party dress was finished, the original colors on it vanished completely and the dress turned pink as though someone was painting it with strokes of a brush, and drawing pink flowers on it just like Connie’s dress. A simple pink ribbon emerged out of thin air and tied itself around his waist with a bow at the side and a pink full-sleeved shrug, with a row of tiny buttons on both ends of it, settled on his shoulders and arms. His legs got covered in white net tights, with patterns of intricately embroidered butterflies and flowers entwined together. The trainers that he usually wore melted into sparkly pumps with a slight heel and a glittery strap to keep them in place. His gloves were the same as Connie’s white and embroidered net. Furthermore, his short, spikey hair elongated and crept onto his shoulders till his waist, and then twisted and turned themselves into complicated yet cute braids, with a frilly bonnet atop them and tied under his chin. Completing the look, were his necklace, a pink heart-shaped one with a string of diamontes all around its edge and held together with a silver chain around his neck, while his ears had matching pink heart-shaped earrings.

As the transformation finished, so did Tony’s giggles. Travis and Victor just sat there stunned, looking on with wide eyes and mouths hanging open in disbelief as their friend settled, straightened and walked with a slight wiggle to where they were sitting.

They watched their feminized friend smile shyly and bob an adorable little curtsy, lifting both sides of the full skirted dress with delicate limp wrists.

“Hello everyone! I’m Toni Marie, how do you do?”
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Toni looked on hopefully as the two boys continued staring at her as if they had seen a ghost. She couldn’t understand their behavior and blushed furiously under the stares. Slightly nervous, Toni looked at Connie for help.  

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Toni. Do join us; we’re having a wonderful time! Travis, Victor, you can leave if you want to. I’ll play with Toni Marie.” 

As soon as Connie gave them leave, Toni saw the two strange boys get up hastily and run towards the door. But not before Mr. Florence warned them, “Boys! Wait up. Your friend is now a girl and everyone remembers her as such. Not a word about this to anyone, or you’ll be next. 

Fearful, Victor and Travis nodded and agreed to remain silent. “Very good, and also keep in mind – if you ever break a girl’s heart, the curse will work its magic and you boys will never get to wear pants ever again!”  




A few days later, Toni Marie skipped her way to her best friend and neighbor’s house, Connie Mathers, wearing her brand new purple tea party dress, with matching earrings and shrug. Connie had gifted her this dress, so it was very special for her! Twirling, but being very careful, lest she got any dirt on it, she waved her mom goodbye blowing her a kiss. Reaching the door, she rang the bell. She loved the feel of the skirt whenever she moved, so she twirled around while she waited for the door to open. 
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Finally, after a minute, she was greeted with a tight hug from Connie, who was similarly dressed in a pink tea party dress. 

“Come on, I’ve been waiting for you! You look adorable with that purple bonnet and matching dress!” Connie squealed in delight. Toni blushed at her compliment and replied with soft thanks, curling her braided hair on her finger. 

“Has your mother left already Toni?” Ms. Florence emerged from her room and asked her. 

“Yes auntie, she told me she had already talked to you about me staying over tonight” Toni answered. 

“Yes of course darling, come on, I’ve baked some delicious pies for you both to eat at your tea party!” she ushered them to the living room and they started playing with dolls and toys. 

“I’m so glad you’re going to stay over tonight. Your mother seems to be working very hard, Toni” Connie piped up. 

Toni Marie sighed; she knew how hectic her mother’s routine was and tried her level best to support her. Just today, Toni had helped make her mother breakfast and she was so proud of herself. “I know, I do try to help her out in household chores as much as I can.” 

“That’s great Toni!” Connie praised her, as they heard a peal of loud laughter from outside. Both of them looked to find the source of the commotion, and it was Victor and Travis, the two boys who were always roaming around and playing basketball. 

“How can they tolerate being so dirty?” Toni Marie wondered as she saw the shirts of the boys stained with dirt. 

“Because they are boys, I guess,” Connie replied. 

“Hmm….Why don’t we invite them over to our party, Connie?” she asked. 

“Oh no, they won’t come! Don’t you remember the last time they came and left strangely in the middle of our party? Leave them to their video games and let’s play!” Connie replied as she smoothed her skirt and sat back on the chair.  

Toni figured Connie was right. Shrugging, she sat back down as well, crossed her legs, and readied herself for an exciting day of playing dress-up with her best friend! 


Part II




The shrill sound of the referee’s whistle struck Victor’s ears and alerted him of the start of the big game. Coach called all the team members into a huddle before they could all take up their positions onto the field. Victor jogged over to the side of the field and gave all his attention to his coach.  

“Players, listen up! This is it, the last play of the game – not just any game, this is for all the marbles! Jack, as a quarterback I need you to be nimble and swift on your feet. Victor!” – he said, looking at Victor with expectant eyes, “you know what to do! Protect Jack – make him score and the game is in the bag!”  

Victor’s heart thumped with adrenaline, as he nodded enthusiastically, agreeing with the coach, “You got it, Sir!”  

“Now go over there and kick some ass boys! I want to see that trophy in your hands in about an hour” the coach gave his pep talk and was received by a loud cheer and shout by the team members, all pumped up.  

“We got this, Victor!” Jack looked over at Victor’s strained expression.  

Victor smiled at his best friend, “Sure thing Captain! See you out on the field!”  

It had started raining, with big droplets of water streaming down the wide expanse of the field, making it difficult to see through the helmet. Victor pushed through the rain and took up his position behind Jack, as the center lineman. The atmosphere in the stadium was infectious, and the crowd was chanting Jack’s name in full volume. Victor looked over to the stands and saw a tiny glimpse of his own girlfriend, Samantha, chewing on her nails nervously, her trademark book abandoned on her lap. Victor grinned as he remembered how hard he had to convince her to come watch the game when all she wanted to do was study for her upcoming exam. She gave him a small wave and a smile which he returned and then shifted all his focus towards the game. The sounds of the stadium drowned out, as he revisited every instruction that Jack had given him.    

“White 80!” Jack’s gruff voice pulled him out of his thoughts as he snapped the ball back and moved forward to tackle the offensive line. The opponent was no match for his brute strength as he easily struck him to the ground and sidestepped, rotating around to move towards Jack, in order to shadow him for protection.   

Quick as lightning, Jack ran towards the far left of the field, sidestepping the offensive players. However, Jack noticed that a huge player was advancing quickly towards him from behind in order to smash him to the ground. Victor moved forward, urging his legs to take him there as fast as possible, as he cupped his hands and shouted, “Behind you Jack!”  

But Jack was too busy holding the ball securely and outmaneuvering the players pouring in from his front. Victor pumped his legs ferociously and right at the moment he thought Jack would be tackled, he threw himself in a deep dive in order to block the opponent aiming for Jack.    

The crunch of bones suggested that Victor might have broken something, but at least he had saved Jack from being trampled. He and the opponent fell down on the hard ground, with a collective grunt. As they did so, Victor felt a heavy weight on his leg, where other players had also fallen on top of them both in the ensuing madness. A sharp burst of pain shot through his right shoulder, he had probably bruised it while falling, however, at the very moment, a resounding roar flowed throughout the stadium!  

It was done, Victor moved the opponent’s body from over him, and looked at Jack running towards the end line, sidestepping, lunging, and then finally diving forward to score the winning touchdown!  

“YESSSSSSSSS!” an involuntary cry of jubilation escaped Victor’s mouth, as the opponent groaned in defeat. Victor quickly scrambled up, ignoring the biting pain in his shoulder, and lunged towards Jack, where he was surrounded by their teammates, hugging and laughing at the victory!  

“WE WON! WE’RE THE CHAMPIONS!” Jack looked at Victor approaching and hugged him fiercely as the stadium erupted with the school’s victory chant and the announcer read the final scores out loud. The coach had tears of joy in his eyes as Jack lifted the Trophy in front of the entire stadium, whopping with excitement.  

As Victor changed into his usual black jeans, his favorite trainers and threw the varsity jacket over his white shirt, in a quick scramble to get to his girlfriend, who would be waiting for him, or so he hoped.   

“Hey man, where you off to?” Jack, his best friend asked him just as he reached the locker room’s exit.  

“Off to meet my girlfriend, where else?” Victor gave him a goofy smile.  

“Ughhhh….ever since you’ve both started going out, you never spend time with us man!” Jack complained.  

“He’s right, you know!” Hunter, another one of his team members piped up as well.  

“That’s not true. We went out last week!” Victor tried to argue. Was he spending too much time with Samantha and ignoring the boys?  


“Yeah, and then you bailed on us halfway through that because your girlfriend called and needed your help in studying,” Jack replied, “not that you would’ve been any help” he sniggered at his joke.  

Victor frowned, “Haha very funny! Excuse me for trying to be a good boyfriend to my girl,” he said good-naturedly.  

“Why don’t you come down to the celebration party at my house tonight? Bring Samantha too!” Hunter contributed, drying out his hair with a towel.  

“Yeah man, there’s gonna be tones of booze, games, and chicks ready to roll!” Jack – the playboy of school winked at Victor.  

Victor sighed, “Okay” and then went out to the parking lot where Samantha had texted him to meet after the game. He could never understand why Jack was so callous in his treatment of girls, he never dated – rather just slept with them and discarded them like a used tissues. Victor, for the most part, had already vowed to himself ten years ago never to break a girl’s heart. The memories of his young friend  Tony turning into a girl at a tea party were still fresh in his mind. Therefore, he always took care to watch his actions. Especially around his girlfriend of one year!  

As he approached the parking, he could see Samantha pacing to and fro, with the large book in her hands.   

“How's my favorite straight-A student and future CEO!?” he drawled out as he got closer and wound a burly arm around her waist, snuggling into her brown hair. Although jumping a little at first, she slowly loosened up and relaxed in his hold.   

“Stop saying that! You don’t know if I will pass this test or not!” she laughed.  


“I know you will ace it Sam! Because you’re brilliant - and all mine!” he turned her around and gave her a small peck on the lips.   

“You were great today Victor!” Samantha praised him.  

Victor puffed out his chest at that, “Well thanks, what do you want to do now? We can go to Hunter’s for the after-party if you want?”  

Samantha’s face fell at the suggestion, “Well, I was thinking we could maybe head back home and have a quiet night? Just you and me?”  

“Whatever you want Sam. The party’s gonna be full of drunk popular kids anyway” Victor assured her and moved towards his car.  

“What? Is the whole school going to be there?” Samantha shrieked out from behind and stopped him.  

Victor nodded, confused beyond measure at her attitude.  

“Well, then let’s go, Victor! I need to blow off some steam, I’ve been studying all day!” Samantha said.  

“Sure babe!” Victor shrugged at Samantha’s volatile mood swings but didn’t want to say anything to upset her. He had a nagging feeling that she only wanted to go to the party to mix in with the elite class of the school. But then again, she did genuinely seemed to care about him, he thought. Shaking his head, he drove them both to the party.  

*** 

Victor parked the car a block away from the front door – because the entrance of Hunter’s house was teeming with students, half drunk and on their way to be fully wasted. It wasn’t even 10 yet, he thought. He looked over at Samantha, on the verge of asking if she wanted to leave, but stopped when he saw her bouncing with excitement at the edge of her seat.   


“Woww…let’s go Victor!” she looked at him, ruffled his short, blonde hair which he had carefully gelled back, and jumped out the door, almost skipping towards the throng of students packed in the front lawn.   

Chuckling at her antics, he stepped out as well and followed her into the house. Hunter opened the front door and as soon as he did, thrust a cup full of beer towards them both. Being the designated driver, Victor refused it, however, Samantha downed in it one quick go, chattering about with all the other girls present there. The music greeted him with loud thumps and everywhere he moved, people stopped to congratulate him on his performance at the game. He stopped and chatted with everyone for a few minutes as he was on good terms with almost everyone in school. His habit of not wanting to hurt girls had somehow become his personality, and although he realized that he was not the most famous or the brightest person in the room, he still tried his level best to be nice to other people and treat them with respect.   

Samantha, who eventually got bored with all the football-related talks, turned towards Victor with a cute pout, “I’m gonna go mingle! You okay being alone?”  

Victor laughed, and bopped his nose with hers, “Yeah, I’ll be fine! Just don’t get lost and text me if you need anything”  

As Samantha walked away and was engulfed in the crowd, Victor got thumped on the back with a burst of raucous laughter, immediately recognizing it as Jack.  


“Finally let you free, has she?” Jack was already drunk, slurring his words a little.  

Victor sighed and supported Jack, who was almost slipping due to being drunk, “Jack, don’t speak about my girl in that way.”  

“Fine, fine! No need to get testy,” he held up his palms as a show of surrender, “Come on, let’s party”  

He led Victor towards the lounge area where a group of his team members were playing beer pong. Although he couldn’t play, he supported Jack and his team members whenever they scored. All of them were extremely noisy drunks and by the end of the game, each one had a girl in his arms and they were either making out or about to. Feeling a bit lonely, Victor took out his phone, to check if Samantha had texted him for anything. Nothing. He was a bit disappointed, to be honest.   

A pair of slender arms touched his back and entwined themselves in his front, capturing him in a back hug. He smiled to himself, Samantha had found him herself. He turned around and was shocked to find, that instead of his girlfriend, it was Jessica – Samantha’s rival- who had wound herself around him. Slowly, so as not to hurt her, he extricated her hands from his chest and moved back.  

“Hey Jessica,” he looked around to be rescued, “what are you doing?”  

Jessica flipped her long blonde hair back and gave him a knowing smirk, “You looked verrry lonely out here, all by yourself. I thought I’d give you some company!”   

She moved forward, as Victor moved backward with each step, finally hitting a dead-end behind him. Holding his hands, palm up he tried reasoning with Jessica, “Hey, you’re very drunk, maybe you should go home!”  


She had reached close enough for Victor to identify the tell-tale signs of being in a stupor – her eyelids were drooping and her speech was slurred. “Reaaaallly? Will you take me back – hiccup - to your home then?” She reached and wound her arms around Victor squeezing them, “Oh, hello Mr.Bicep!” She fluttered her fake eyelashes up at him.   

Slightly disgusted and chagrined, he pulled himself from her arms quick enough to misbalance her, and she wobbled a bit before stabling herself. Victor had long run away from the lounge by the time she turned.  

*** 

Jessica watched as Victor searched for his girlfriend throughout the house. Her drunk performance had clearly failed to melt his heart, which was a first for her because this was how she usually struck up a conversation with the football boys – the team members of the school football team – as she liked to call them. It had been fairly easy to entice other members, but somehow, Victor had turned out to be a hard nut to crack. She couldn’t figure him out at all, being a member of the team he was fairly popular, but then again she had never seen him put a toe out of line. His steady girlfriend, of one year, was the school’s brightest kid and Jessica was insanely jealous of her. She wanted to hurt her because Samantha apparently had everything just handed to her, talent, good looks, and a popular boyfriend. For a month, Jessica had been trying to rope in Victor, flirting with him, asking for his help, drunk dialing him – but apparently, he was a faithful kind of guy. Never once during this time, had he slipped up or given her anything other than a friendly glance.  

Her eyes followed Victor’s movement, who was steadily avoiding her gaze. He was looking around and gave a sigh of relief as he spotted his girlfriend Samantha on the dance floor. Jessica saw him move towards her, as Samantha clutched him tightly and they both started dancing slowly to the rhythm.   

Time to interfere!  

Jessica sauntered over to the floor, picking up a guy along the way, and started dancing close to the couple she had targeted. Soon enough, it got so busy, the lights dimmed and everyone started moving along the beat, irrespective of their partners. She sidled over to Victor and moved closer to him, plastering herself all over his front in an effort to seduce him. For a few moments, Victor didn’t realize that it wasn’t his girlfriend in his hands and continued. However, Jessica knew the exact moment realization dawned on him, as he stiffened and then pushed her away gently.   

So gentle, even when refusing me! 

Moving back towards his girlfriend, he whispered something in her ear and they both left the noise and chatter of the party.  

This playing-hard-to-get is really making you more attractive in my eyes, Victor – she smirked as a plan formulated in her mind.  

*** 

Victor made his way towards the corridor where Samantha’s test was being held. It was almost lunchtime, and he was sure that Sam would be surprised to find him here, as soon as she got out. He couldn’t wait to see the expression on her face when she saw him. He had told her that he couldn’t come to meet her because he had football practice, and she had been forlorn but understood that he had to practice to play well. Jack and Hunter had teased him all morning, calling him whipped but he didn’t care.  

He leaned against the wall, right opposite the classroom door, and waited for the bell to ring. People came and went dropping him a quick hello and he responded equally cordially.   

“Hi Victor!” a nasal voice spoke from behind him, making him jump and groan in frustration. It was Jessica again. It had been almost a month since she had been trying her weird tactic and even last week, she had cornered him at Hunter’s party. He could not grasp why she was so interested in him when he had already told her a hundred times that he was happy with his girlfriend and would never leave her. He was lucky enough that Samantha had agreed to go home with him from Hunter’s party after he had sensed Jessica groping him on the dance floor. Right now, he wasn’t quite sure what she wanted, she had a distinctly evil smirk in place and her eyes glinted with mischief.  

“Hi, Jessica. Fancy meeting you here?”  

She gave a high pitched giggle as she leaned forward, “Oh I just wanted to talk to you”  

“Yeah? What is it?” 

“I was just wondering how your girlfriend is sooo busy with her exam, why don’t we go out for lunch?”  

“Jessica, look. I am flattered really, by your attentions, but I have no intention of breaking up with Sam,” he tried to explain gently, with a silent apology and a plea to back off.  

“Well, who said anything about breaking up with her?” she rolled a coil of hair on her finger and leaned forward, conspiratorially. Victor also moved forward to what she wanted to say.  


“We could just go out and never let her know!” she whispered and suddenly smashed her lips against Victor’s, moving to place her arms around his neck, bringing him down towards her. Surprised and shocked beyond reason, Victor couldn’t understand what was happening for a few seconds. Jessica was kissing him.  

Jessica was kissing him.  

In the middle of the hallway.  

Where his girlfriend could come by any second.  

As soon as he realized it, he tried moving backward, but her grip around his neck was so strong that he couldn’t budge. He tried pushing her and moved his head from side to side to avoid her lips but somehow this seemed to spur Jessica even more, who pushed him back at the wall and pounced at his lips again, giving him no edge.   

As Victor groaned, Jessica took her cue and slipped her tongue inside his mouth. Too stunned to react, Victor opened his mouth further and started kissing her back. His hands moved of their own accord towards Jessica’s waist and he pulled her in closer, kissing her with fervor. So lost was he in Jessica’s administrations that he forgot where he was and what he was supposed to do – or not do.  

“What the hell is happening here?!” a shrill voice spoke from behind them and Victor looked over Jessica’s shoulder to spot his girlfriend, fuming.  

Jessica quickly spun around and smirked at Samantha, before running away as Samantha started shouting at Victor.  


“I CAN NOT BELIEVE THIS! WHAT THE HELL WAS THIS VICTOR?!”  

Victor stood gaping at her, unsure of what to do or how to react. He had been caught kissing someone else, red-handed by his girlfriend. Trying to placate her, he moved forward, “It..I…I don’t know what happened. Please, Samantha, she tricked me!”  

“Tricked you? Tricked you into kissing her? How the hell did she manage to do that, may I ask?!” Samantha raged on.  

“She…I mean,…well she just came on to me and I was waiting…for you….I was gonna surprise you! And she just kissed me!”  

“Oh, you surprised me alright!” Samantha sneered; “We. Are. Over!” she punctuated each word with a violent push to Victor and ran away with her books, tears streaming down her face.  

“No, wait!” Victor called out after her and ran to stop her. He had to make her understand the whole situation!  

Suddenly, Victor was overcome with a strange feeling, of being restricted, he could not take another step forward, and soon enough, a fit of laughter attacked him and he burst out in loud chuckles, almost doubling over. Students all around him looked up from their respective activities and observed his strange behavior.  

A few moments later, Victor’s body started shrinking and molding itself into a curvy shape, with his chest bursting into large, perky breasts, his waist narrowing down and his hips flaring out, in a perfect hourglass figure. His genitals began shrinking away, retreating inwards, remolding from male into female. His legs toned down into shapely ones. His body had changed from the bulky frame to a toned, curvaceous figure that boasted of strict workout and athletics. 


Next came the transformation of his clothes, the usual varsity jacket and jeans hanging loosely on him. The denim jeans that hung low on his waist, shredded themselves and then sewed themselves into a red, pleated skirt that ended just above his knees. The skirt’s upper hem crept further upwards and a shirt materialized, merging both the parts into a cheerleader outfit, of red color with yellow stripes, the cheerleading uniform of the Bentonville Bombers. His white shirt, under the costume, remained the same, just shrank to fit his new chest like a glove, highlighting his breasts. His socks elongated upwards and reached just below his knees and his sneakers changed into girlish saddle shoes, a few sizes smaller of black and white color. His blond hair, which had been trimmed short, and gelled back – lengthened along his waist ending right above the hips, and then shot upwards into a high, voluminous ponytail, with front bangs on the forehead and a red bow on top of them to complete the whole look. The last step of the transformation commenced as magically a coat of foundation painted his face, with a pop of pink blush on his cheeks, mascara to highlight his thick, long lashes, and a smear of lip gloss was applied to his plump lips. 


Snapping out of her trance, Victoria Alexis Turco ran towards the bathroom that was just at the end of the corridor. As she looked at herself in the mirror, she was pleased by what she saw, her makeup was perfect and her hairstyle was on point. She reached in her bag to refresh the coat of lip gloss on her lips, as she heard a shout from outside.  

“Victoria! Come quick, cheerleading practice is about to start!”  

Oh, dear! I can’t be late! 
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Giving herself one last look in the mirror, she smacked a kiss and winked at herself. Jack was going to be practicing for his next game in the same auditorium where cheerleading practices would be held. She needed to look perfect if she wanted to catch his eye – after all, he was the hottest boy in school. She quickly bounded towards the auditorium, swishing her ponytail behind her as she loved the feel of it hanging at her back. As she approached the area, she could see other cheerleaders had already taken up positions, and the football team was running laps – Jack was obviously leading. Adding a bit of wiggle to her walk, she tried to entice Jack, she knew she had quite an attractive rear. She just hoped Jack would notice her and ask her out.   


“Hey, Victoria!” Jack halted his run and called after her.  

Omigodddd…oh my god! Is he actually talking to me?  

Stunned beyond measure, Victoria turned around and saw Jack jogging towards her. She couldn’t believe that Jack, football team captain, the hottest boy in school was actually coming to talk to her. She had to think fast and be as charming as she could.   

“What’s up?!” he asked, as he stopped in front of her.  

Quick, think of a witty reply!  

Alas, her brain had stopped working and all she could do was gape at him. Jack gave her a complete once-over, his eyes raking her from head to toe and an appraising glint shimmered in his eyes. Victoria blushed furiously at his appraisal, tucked a non-existent strand of hair behind her ear, and tried to form a coherent response.  

“Oh…uhh…nothing much…I..errr…CHEERLEADING!” she blurted out, her voice coming out in a small squeak, flailing her arms and pointing back to her team which had gathered around in a huddle, waiting for her. Victoria mentally smacked herself at her nervousness. 

Cheerleading, seriously, that’s the best you could come up with?! 


“Yeah, I’ve seen you practice. You’re pretty awesome!” he tried making conversation again.  

Victoria completely melted at his praise, “You really think so?”  

“Of course! You’re probably one of the best cheerleaders on the team, you should be captain!”  

“Ohh…I don’t know. I was offered captaincy, but I really don’t like being in charge,” Victoria replied.   

“Hmm…makes sense,” Jack turned back as his coach yelled at him, “Listen, I’ll see you around, Victoria!” he winked and bounded back.  

Did Jack Walters actually wink at me?!  

Dazed and pleased with herself, Victoria went on towards her team, who all gathered around her! They wanted all the details about her conversation with Jack. 

“You both looked sooo adorable together!” Jessica, one of them cooed as they wrapped up practice and went to the cafeteria for lunch. Both of them took filled their trays and sat down, Victoria taking care to smooth out her skirt from the back lest it got wrinkled. She crossed her legs together and started eating her fruit salad before replying to Sarah.  

“Really?” Victoria asked. She was still skeptical about Jack talking to her. He had never really singled out any girl before – and obviously, she wasn’t one of his top picks.  

“Yes, really! Look at him now, he can’t take his eyes off of you!”  


Victoria turned sideways to peek a look at Jack, who was sitting at a table with his friends, all of the jocks and popular kids, creating a huge ruckus. Some were hanging off the table, some had their feet propped on it and everyone had created a huge mess. Ignoring the boy’s antics, Victoria spotted Jack. Sara was right, he was looking at her and when she met his eyes, he gave her a goofy grin as if he had been caught doing something secretive.   

Victoria was sure she looked like an overripe tomato, as she could feel her face growing warm with the blush that had painted over her face.  

“I think he has a crush on you!” Jessica piped up.  

“No, he does not!” Victoria countered although she did feel elated at the thought.  

“Yes, he does. I bet he’ll ask you out for the spring formal dance next week!”  

“We’ll see …” Victoria shushed her, she didn’t want to get her hopes high but she had a feeling her wish might finally come true!  

*** 

It had been a grueling practice today, and Victoria was exhausted. Finally, it was Friday and she was looking forward to a weekend full of rest. As she reached the parking lot, she heard Jack calling after her. Turning around, she saw him jogging towards her, she immediately tried to fluff her hair in order to look more presentable. He looked so handsome in his signature white shirt and denim, coupled with the messy brown hair.  

“Hey, Victoria, mind if I talk to you for a second?!”  

“Yeah sure, Jack. What is it?” she fluttered her eyelashes.  


“Well, I was wondering…if you wanted to go to the Spring Formal Dance with me?”  

Victoria couldn’t believe her ears. Is this really happening?  

“Errmm…really?” she put a hand over her chest, as her heart thumped erratically she was sure Jack would hear it trying to burst out of her chest.  

“Yeah! I’d love for us to go together!” Jack replied, eagerly waiting for her answer.  

“Sure, I would love to go as your date!” Victoria beamed up at him  

“Great then, I’ll pick you up at 7”  

*** 

The day of the spring formal had finally arrived, and Victoria was freaking out. Not only had her long-time crush asked her out, but she was actually excited to try on her formal evening gown with high heels she had bought, specifically for this day. Standing in front of the full-length mirror, she examined herself closely. Her long sleek, midnight blue gown was littered with dark blue sparkles and hugged her body in all the right places, which made her feel like a princess as she twirled around and it fluttered along her legs. It had a sweetheart neckline and she had worn a diamond necklace on her bare neck. She was wearing her black lace bra and panty set underneath. She had foregone her usual high ponytail for an elaborate messy updo and silver, delicate tiara on top of them. As the bell rang downstairs, she quickly put on her silver high heels and rushed towards Jack.   

Opening the door, she saw him dressed in a dark blue tux which perfectly complimented her own dress, and his brown hair gelled back in a sleek look, parted sideways.  


“Wow! You look amazing, Victoria!” he breathed out as he saw her.  

“Thanks,” Victoria blushed, “You look handsome too”, she bit her lip and gave Jack and shy look from under her eyelashes.
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“Shall we?” he moved forward and Victoria placed her hand on his arm as they both went towards the car. Carefully picking her gown, Victoria entered the passenger door and smoothed out the dress from the back before she sat. As Jack closed her door and entered from the driver’s side, he sat down and buckled his own and her seat belt. However, instead of starting the car, he kept on looking at her, with warm eyes.  


Victoria got shy under his scrutiny and turned to him, “What is it?”  

“You’re so beautiful!” Jack said. “I can’t believe we’ve never talked before!”  

Victoria rolled her eyes playfully, “Stop flattering me, Jack!” She fluttered her hand and smacked Jack on his shoulder playfully.  

“No, really! You need to believe me. Victoria, I….” Jack looked nervous, “I would really like you to be my girlfriend!” he asked.  

Victoria was over the moon, hearing those words. This was what she had dreamed of, and she couldn’t believe that she was living out one of her fantasies. She bit her lip and shyly said, “Of course I’ll be your girlfriend Jack!”  

Jack’s happiness was palpable as his whole face lit up with joy.   

“In that case, I’ve been dying to do this since I first talked to you!” he unbuckled his seat belt and leaned forward, kissing Victoria passionately. Victoria, although stunned for a few seconds, responded almost as soon as she realized what was happening. After an enthusiastic make-out session, Jack pulled away. He loved to see the blush coated on Victoria’s cheeks and her ravished look. Smiling at her, he finally started the car and drove towards the Spring Formal – eager to introduce Victoria as his girlfriend to everyone he knew.


Part III




The trees towered over Travis, blanketing him in the darkness of the woods. He had escaped into the night, running for his life – and ended up in the middle of nowhere, his heart pounding violently against his ribs. At least he was safe now, he thought – when suddenly he heard a pair of footsteps from behind. Turning slowly, he saw a female figure emerge from behind the tree in a graceful manner. As the shadows cleared, he saw her face clearly and immediately recognized Mrs. Florence, Connie’s mother – his neighbor from when he was ten years old, whom he had not seen the last 17 years. 

“Mrs. Florence?! What are you doing here?!” Travis stammered out in disbelief.  

She just smiled, in a creepy sort of way, “Travis dear, I hope you’re keeping the promise you made 17 years ago!” 

“Yes, yes most definitely!” Travis nodded enthusiastically. He could still remember the weird tea party which had completely turned his life upside down. 

“Good for you!” Mrs. Florence replied, but then started chanting something in a completely different, unknown language, her voice increasing with every second until it got so loud that Travis had to cup his ears and squeeze his eyes tightly shut against the onslaught. Echoes of laughter rang around his head, making him run away in desperation to avoid the noise. The trees and their branches hit Travis over the head, scratched at his hands and face as he tried to crawl forward out of them, sidestepping and hurtling his way through the forest. He had never been an athletic person, always preferring to stick to his video games and gadgets.  

Should’ve probably taken that PE Lesson in high school! 

As soon as the thought rushed in his head, his foot tangled with an overgrown root, and he fell flat on his face onto the mushy, overgrown bush right in front of him. 

Travis awoke with a start, disorientated and confused at his surroundings. He looked around to find himself safely in his bed, with curtains thrown over the window to block the harsh sunlight. His whole face was covered in sweat, as he breathed a sigh of relief. It was just a dream- again! Rubbing his eyes to ward off his sleep, he looked at his clock, which showed him that he had again woken up before the alarm. The recurring dream had almost become a norm for him – he knew that the fear of what Mrs. Florence could do had been so deeply ingrained in his subconscious that he could not really let it go. As such, he had always tried to fulfill the promise and never break a girl’s heart through his actions. He shuddered to think what would happen if he did. He couldn’t live like a woman all his life – he had too much to do and prove! 

He pulled off the covers because going back to sleep wasn’t really an option, the nightmare would chase him back to wakefulness again. Since he had a few hours to get ready for office, he decided to run a last-minute scan through his presentation that was due today. He worked as the IT Manager for his company and had developed a new video game, where people could choose their own avatar and dress it up before going on a mission. It was partly inspired by the tea incident he had gone through – as the characters in the game would slowly transform into their opposite gender whenever they failed a mission, one step at a time. His boss, the CEO had been impressed with the unique idea and had praised Travis a lot, which is why he would be the one pitching it to a group of investors today. Travis thought back to years and years of hard work when he had started playing video games with his friends as a ten-year-old and was thankful that his parents had recognized his talent for technical gadgets and sent him to the private tech school and MIT later for his degree in IT and Technology Management. The video game of his had been a brainchild – an idea that had sprung due to one of those sleepless nights when he had been afraid to go to bed due to the fear of the nightmare! His dorm room became his own personal office as he developed the code for the new video game. It had taken months and months of sleepless nights and hard work to finally give it proper shape and storyline – but he had succeeded! 

He checked his presentation deck one last time, everything seemed in order – the slides were wonderful, graphic, and worked properly. Soon, his alarm rang, which meant that it was 7 in the morning, his cue for getting ready. He got up and changed into his three-piece suit, which he had specially ironed last night for the big presentation. Looking at the mirror, he tied his tie in a Windsor knot, brushed his brown hair to the side, and straightened his jacket.  

“You can do this!” he said to himself, winking at the mirror when his doorbell rang. Quickly realizing who it was with a smile on his face, he went forward to greet his girlfriend, Jasmine who stood waiting in her professional clothes with a tray of two coffees. She wore a dark blue colored pantsuit, with a cream-colored stole around her neck, perfectly tailored to her figure, giving her a professional look. 

“What are you doing here so early babe?!” he asked her as he pulled her in for a hug and a quick kiss, taking the tray from her. 

“Well, I knew you’d be working on your presentation till the very last minute so I thought I’d bring in coffee for you! You forgot breakfast today right?!” she replied, tucking a wayward strand of her blonde hair back into the bun. 

“You know me so well” Travis was bemused and a little touched at his girlfriend’s gesture. 

“Obviously, it’s been what, a year now since we’ve been going out? I know you like the back of my hand,” Jasmine put her shoulders around his neck, leaning in for a kiss. 

“Well, thank you! Let’s get going then, I don’t want to be late for the presentation!” Travis detangled himself from her arms and made it towards the door, leaving a frustrated Jasmine behind to trail after him.  

Travis knew he should be thankful to have such a caring girlfriend, but he couldn’t care less. For him, his topmost priority was his work – which he considered to be his actual girlfriend. Jasmine had been fully aware of this fact, even before they had actually committed to each other. As she sat in the passenger seat of his sports car, and they both drove towards the office, he thanked his lucky stars that they both worked for the same company. 

I would have to drop her off at another office and it would’ve made me late if she wasn’t working for the same office! 

It was actually quite funny, the way that had met and gotten together. Travis still remembered how nervous he had been on his first day of the job when he along with 5 other inductees had stepped foot in the office. Jasmine was also one of the new hires and they’d both been paired up together for the orientation rounds. Apparently, Travis’s aloof and mysterious personality had attracted a number of females in the company – a fact that Jasmine had later revealed to him after they had gotten together!  

“What are you smiling about babe?” Jasmine’s probing voice broke through Travis’s trip down the memory lane. He wasn’t even aware that he had been smiling! 

“Just remembering how you flirted with me for almost a month until I agreed to go out with you!” Travis replied cheekily. 

“Oh my god, you were the most clueless person ever! I still remember how I had to literally ask you out!” Jasmine gave a light chuckle. 

“How was I supposed to know you had the hots for me?” Travis asked her. 

“Well, for one, I constantly kept texting you – for almost a month. And, not to mention all those get well soon and best co-worker cards I gifted you” Jasmine shook her head, “You wouldn’t even look at me twice, it was all business first blah blah!” 

Travis laughed at Jasmine’s obvious frustration, “It’s okay though, I finally understood in the end, right?!” He rubbed the back of Jasmine’s neck to console her while keeping the other hand on the steering wheel. 

“Yes, you did!” Jasmine replied, smiling at Travis, “Oh, we’re here! And with ten minutes to spare, Mr. I-have-never-been-late-in-my-life!” 

Travis just smiled, gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, and went towards the conference room where the meeting was to be held, to make sure everything was in place and perfect for the investors. This was his one chance to make his video game go worldwide and he wasn’t going to let anything screw it up for him. 




“And that’s the whole idea and framework for the video game. I hope you guys like it, if there are any questions, I’ll be happy to answer them!” Travis ended his presentation on a positive note, looking over at the investors who had been eating up every word of his during his speech. It looked like they had been impressed, but Travis didn’t want to get ahead of himself.  

“That was an excellent rundown of the whole game. Mr. Travis, I’m a little concerned about the financials of it all, do you think we can break even in 3 months?” a younger-looking man clad in an immaculate three-piece suit asked him.  

“Yes, Mr. Simon, the numbers have been double-checked, and given the demographic targeted, I think if the marketing efforts are as aggressive in the plan, we have a possibility to make a profit just after three months of the launch. Of course, that depends on how well-financed we are!” Travis replied with a smile, trying to get Simon on board. Although he was young, Travis knew that Simon Bradley was the major business tycoon in the corporate world, and his investment was the most crucial one amongst all others. Being the youngest multi-millionaire in the world, with a booming business of lucrative investments at just 30 years old was no small feat – even now, Simon was eyeing his calculations shrewdly, and for a few minutes, Travis held his breath.  

“I see…you’ve done your homework, Mr. Travis. While this seems extremely profitable, you’ll have to give me some time to run it through my associates. We’ll give you an answer in a week!” Simon stood up, shook Travis’s hand, and effectively dismissed the meeting, making all other investors leave. 

Travis released the long-drawn breath he didn’t realize he had been holding. This was it, he had done his part – now it was all up to Mr. Simon – who would decide whether his game would actually be launched or not. Pumped up with adrenaline, Travis walked out of the conference room towards his cabin, in order to look after other tasks which he had ignored for almost a week due to the presentation. His cabin was situated at the far end of the corridor, a medium-sized space that he had decorated with his favorite ornaments and gadgets which he had made himself.  His colleagues often called him the “Tech Freak” but he didn’t care. He wanted his passion to be reflected in every space of his life. As soon as he sat in his chair, his phone rang up. 

“Yes Sasha?” he answered his secretary. 

“Hello Mr.Travis, the CEO wants to see you in his office, right now” Sasha informed him in her usual clipped tone. He loved how professional his secretary was, it removed the need for him to be extra cordial with her. He liked keeping a boundary between personal and professional life which was why he didn’t really have many friends at the office. 

“Sure, tell Mr. Chris I’ll be right up!” he hung up the phone and immediately got up, straightening his coat and tie. 

He probably wants an account of the meeting with the investors… 

No need to panic! 

He confidently strode up to Mr. Chris’s spacious office and knocked twice before entering, putting on his show face. He needed Chris to see him as the strong, confident employee who would take this company to new heights. 

Mr. Chris was sitting on his desk, so engrossed in his laptop that he didn’t even hear Travis enter. Clearing his throat, Travis moved forward, “Sir, you wished to see me?” 

Mr. Chris looked up, and gave him a stoic smile, “Yes, Travis! Please take a seat! I hope your meeting with the investors went well?” 

“Yes sir. I think Mr. Simon was pretty impressed, he said they’d have a decision by next week,” Travis sat down on the chair. 

“Good good..that is good news,” Mr. Chris replied, somewhat distracted, Travis thought. 

“Is everything alright, sir?!” 

“Well, now that you ask Travis, I have some good news and some bad news for you,” Mr. Chris said ominously. 

“Okayy…I’m listening sir” Travis drawled out.  

Had the investors refused?! 

No, it’s too soon…they said they would wait a week. This is about something else! 

“You’ve been with this company for over a year now Travis, and I’m pretty impressed by your hard work and dedication!” Travis’s heart ballooned with pride at Chris’s words of appreciation, “I’ve decided to give you a promotion based on your performance – as the IT Manager for the whole region!” 

Travis couldn’t believe his ears, a promotion?! This was the best day of his life, as the IT Manager for the whole division, he would have better benefits, increased salary and more autonomy to make decisions! 

“I’m honored sir, truly!” Travis mumbled out modestly. 

Chris waved his thanks off, “It is well deserved. But, now to the bad news,” he turned serious and somber. “As the promotion will require a significant increase in your pay and benefits, we need to let someone else go. The responsibility of terminating an employee lies completely up to you, and you need to fire that employee today.” 

Travis was confused as to why his boss would think this was bad news for him. Granted, terminating an employee was a particularly cruel thing to do, however, Travis knew how to do it. 

“Don’t worry sir! It shouldn’t be too hard to wheedle out the underperformer and terminate him!” 

That’s the thing, the employee to be fired has already been determined and it’s Jasmine. You need to deliver her the news asap.” 

“Shouldn’t be too hard sir, after all, it’s all business – not personal, and Jasmine knows that!” 

“Ahh…well. In my personal opinion, firing an employee is one of the hardest things one ever has to do! But you seem like you can handle it so I’ll leave you to it. Best of luck!”




Travis had been pondering over the files for the performance reviews of the team for the last two hours. The decision was glaring in front of him like an obvious solution, there was only one employee who had consistently underperformed and failed to achieve their targets in the given deadline. He finally understood why Chris had told him to fire Jasmine. It would be tough…  

But think of the promotion! 

Yes, it shouldn’t be a difficult conversation really! Those who don’t perform well should be fired immediately! 

After a minute of thinking, he finally made the decision. It had to be done; otherwise, his promotion would be a faraway dream. He was sure that Jasmine would understand, after all, it was just business. 

Suddenly his phone rang and he answered it without looking at the ID, “Hello?” 

“Hey, babe, how did your big presentation go? Wait – don’t tell me now! We have that one-year anniversary lunch panned in fifteen minutes, come on downstairs; let’s go or we’ll miss our reservations!” Jasmine ambled on without giving Travis a chance to speak. 

“Sure, I’m on my way – meet you in the parking lot. I have something serious to discuss as well!” he replied, and went down to the parking lot, where he saw Jasmine already waiting for him by his car. 

“I took an early break!” she informed him with a wink as they settled and drove towards the restaurant where Jasmine had made reservations for them. 

The restaurant was a five-star one, with a massive building decorated with the finest chandeliers hanging overhead the spacious room. Jasmine and Travis were both led by the waitress to their table at the far corner of the room, in a private setting. Jasmine had outdone herself, Travis knew reservations at this restaurant weren’t easy to come by, they had at least a month’s waiting. 

“So, now that we’re here, tell me all about your meeting with the investors!” Jasmine chirped up when they had ordered. 

“Well, it went great; I think they were convinced, we’ll know the decision at the end of the week!” he replied. 

“That’s great. But what was the something serious you wanted to discuss?” Jasmine chuckled out, making air quotes when she said the words something serious.  

Travis cleared his throat, humming and hawing to delay the inevitable, “Well, you see, I was offered a promotion today! 

“Reallyyy? That’s great!” Jasmine cut him off mid-sentence with an excited squeal and gave him a quick hug, “I’m soo proud of my boyfriend!” 

“Yeah, well….the thing is I looked at the numbers and the performance reviews of the last quarter and it looks like the company will have to let you go.” 

“Let me go?!” Jasmine scrunched her eyes in confusion, picking up her glass of wine, “let me go where?!” 

Travis looked at her. Was she deliberately being this dumb? How much clearer could he get? 

“Basically the company is going through some budgetary cuts, and they are firing employees who have consistently performed badly. That includes you, so I need you to clear out your desk by tomorrow morning!” he narrated the script he had readied in his mind.  

At that exact moment, Jasmine had gulped down her wine, but as soon as she heard Travis’s dispassionate discourse, she spluttered it out in disbelief, her eyes widening into huge sockets, “Travis! Are you firing me?!” her shrill voice echoed around the restaurant, making other people turn their heads and find the source of the commotion. 

“Jasmine, you need to relax – people are staring! And yes, according to the stats you have been the worst performer of the month – so obviously I’m going to have to fire you!” 

“But…but..bb…I’m your girlfriend! You can’t do that do me!” Big fat tears started dripping down Jasmine’s eyes as her voice trembled on the words. “Fire someone else!” 

“I can’t do that Jasmine, it would be completely unfair” Travis was shocked that Jasmine could even suggest such a thing. She knew how particular he was about his rules! 

“Well, then. If that’s your decision, then hear mine as well. I never want to see your face again!” she threw the remaining amount of wine in her glass at Travis's shocked face and abruptly left the restaurant, crying and sobbing hysterically. 

Chagrined and somewhat embarrassed, Travis stood up to go after her. How could she not understand simple business? He questioned himself when suddenly he felt a weird, ticklish feeling starting from his neck and spreading all the way down his arms and waist. He looked around to figure out who had the audacity to tickle him but everyone was seated in their chairs and looking at him weirdly. The tickling soon transformed into a full-blown session all over his body and he couldn’t help but let out a shout of hoarse laughter.  

A wave of swift changes engulfed Travis as his body shrank and converted into feminine curves, breasts poking out of his white shirt, hips flaring out and waist shrinking into a tiny one with his genitals also converting into female organs. His undershirt and boxers re-arranged themselves into a set of white, silky bra and panties set – with a net embroidery on the borders making it 

extra sexy. The white crisp shirt molded itself around his new bodily curves and lost its buttons, becoming a soft slip of ivory color, in the material of smooth silk, with spaghetti sleeves hanging over his now bony shoulders. As for his upper jacket, it  changed color to a rich creamy tone with a row of intricately tiny pearl buttons sewn down from the middle of the neck hem all the way down. His black dress pants slowly changed color to the same cream tone as the new woman’s business jacket. They tore themselves apart at the inseams before sewing themselves together in a slim pencil skirt halfway down his thighs. His socks turned nude and crept up his legs in the form of pantyhose to complement the professional attire. The black shoes he had worn lost their laces as  they hardened into 3 inched cream-colored pumps. 

As for the tie which he had painstakingly tied around his neck in the morning, it shriveled up and then morphed into a delicate pearl necklace along with pearl studs on his earlobes, with a formal wristwatch on his right arm. His nails elongated into perfectly manicured French tips and as the wine splashed on him dried, his brown hair lengthened to his shoulders, before shooting up in a formal French chignon. On his right hand appeared a small bag that doubled as a tech organizer, as well as a makeup kit. His face got coated with a layer of foundation, base, and concealer all blended together in perfection, with a slight blush on his cheeks and mascara to elongate his eyelashes. The men’s cologne he had worn in the morning changed into a sweet flowery fragrance, a common and popular scent for women's perfumes.

Once the transformation completed, Tracy Olfson looked around at the people busy in their meal and conversation – as if nothing had happened.

[image: Tracy Miranda Olfson]

She opened her small bag, fished out her red lipstick, and applied it to her lips. 

Just a dash of color and I’m ready to take on the world! 

Popping the lipstick back into her bag, Tracy made her way to the office – lunch hour was over and she couldn’t afford to be late! After all, she was in line for the big promotion, and any sort of misstep would reflect badly on her performance.




Tracy walked towards her office, greeting everyone she saw with a quick hello and nod of her head. She was excited and nervous at the same time, it had been a week since the meeting with the investors and they would be announcing their final decision today. She knew that her promotion hinged on the acceptance of this one pitch and being a woman in the tech industry – her worth was often questioned. Nevertheless, she had never let that bring her down and always went after what she wanted with a single-minded focus. Her secretary called her as soon as she had sat down at her desk, asking her to go see the CEO, Mr.Chris. 

Finally! The results are in! 

She walked with great poise and grace towards the CEO’s office, maintaining a façade of calm collected woman, whereas her insides were dancing with turmoil and anxiety. She knocked smartly on the door and waited for Mr. Chris’s soft enter before opening the door. He looked up with a smile and waved her over to one of the chairs in front of his desk. Tracy sat down after smoothing her skirt from the back and crossed her legs, bringing her hands together in her lap demurely. 

“You asked to see me, sir? Has Mr. Simon made a decision?” she asked. 

“Indeed he has Tracy! And congratulations are in order – he has agreed to fund your video game” he delivered the good news. 

“Oh my God, sir! That is wonderful news!” Tracy clapped her hands together in excitement. 

“And that’s not all….he has arranged the launch event for it, today in fact and all of us need to assure our presence there. He specifically asked for you, my dear!” 

A launch event! By the mighty business tycoon, Simon Bradley! The youngest multi-millionaire, owner of the Bradley Business, not to mention the most eligible bachelor in town specifically asked for her. 

Time to get a makeover 

No…why would I dress up just for a man?  

Oh stop it girlie! You’ve been daydreaming about him since the meeting! 

I mean... I could get a new dress for the event today! 

Conflicting emotions warred in Tracy’s mind as she reflected on what to do. Mr. Chris was still going on about the launch event and Simon but Tracy was barely listening. She had developed a huge crush on Simon Bradley ever since the meeting and tonight was the only place she could meet him without the official workspace. She needed to go to a salon and get a complete makeover if she wanted to impress the guy! 

“Thankyou so much sir, I’ll be there!” Tracy stood up, smoothing her skirt, and then went back to her desk, booking an appointment for a hair and makeup session at her trusted salon.  




“Tracy, my dear! It’s been so long since you’ve shown us your face! Come here and let us do our magic on you!” the salon owner, Irina – a middle-aged fashionista pulled her in as soon as she set foot inside the parlor and plunked herself into the seat.  

Two long, grueling hours later, Tracy saw herself in the mirror and almost didn’t recognize the female in the mirror. The hairstylist had dyed her shoulder-length hair with a blonde color so now it had a mix of dark brown and blonde tinge, straightened and framing her face. Her eyebrows had been neatly plucked; a coat of light makeup adorned her face with thick mascara and dark red lipstick to match the look, with a light blush on her cheeks. Her nails had also been painted a bright red color, neatly trimmed and buffed with a glossy coat on top. She changed into her red, silk dress, with spaghetti sleeves and a square neckline that hugged her body like a glove, and a large slit starting just below her right thigh and ending at the floor. She wore her pearl necklace and pearl studs to complete a formal, delicate yet sexy look with her silver heels and twirled around to see her deep, plunging back. The dress was aimed at a sexy yet sleek look and it delivered! Tracy puckered her lips and blew herself a kiss in the mirror. 

“Mamma Mia! Get ready to break some hearts tonight girl!” Irina hooted behind her.  







Simon watched as the throng of guests entered the wide hall he had arranged for the video launch of Tracy’s pioneer project. It had almost been an hour since the event had started and everyone from Tracy’s company had already arrived – everyone except her. He had been constantly watching the entry doors and was growing impatient to the point of agitation. He should have personally invited her, instead of asking Chris to do so, he thought. He had been extremely impressed with how she carried herself with confidence and poise in a man’s world. It was rare to meet such beauty with brains and he really wanted to get to know her more intimately, maybe even go out with her. 

A hush fell through the room, suddenly, confusing Simon as to what had happened. Everyone was looking at the door, and when he turned to see what had happened, all breath knocked out of his lungs. It was Tracy, but she looked ethereal, clad in a body-hugging red gown stitched to perfection and her hair hanging loosely around her shoulders. Simon had only seen her in her formal business attire, so this was completely new for him. Granted, Tracy still looked professional, but she also looked quite beautiful! 




[image: Tracy's elegant attire]




She gave a small smile to everyone, and walked forward, with a slight wiggle in her hips that made her look even more elegant and sexy. Mingling with everyone in the crowd, she felt at ease with chatting people up and her eyes lit up with passion as she explained the idea behind the video game.  

Simon couldn’t stop staring at her, and after a few moments, found himself walking up to her as if he was a moth drawn to a flame. She was eagerly explaining an IT concept to another attendee, moving around her dainty arms as she did so.  

“Ahh..there she is, the woman of the hour!” he spoke in between her conversation. 

Tracy stopped mid-sentence and looked at him with her wide brown eyes. Simon couldn’t help give her an appreciative glance; she looked even lovelier up close, “Mind if I steal you away for a minute?” he put his arm around her waist and swept her away to the balcony without giving her a chance to refuse.  

“How are you? I must say you look ravishing tonight!” Simon spoke softly. His words had the desired effect on Tracy, who blushed furiously under his gaze and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear in nervousness. 

“Thank you. For the compliment. And also, for agreeing to invest in my project” she replied in her soft voice. 

“It was worth it!” Simon moved forward and took her hand in his, “Truly, I could see how passionate you were about this video game. It’s not common, women trying to prove themselves in a field dominated by men. And I can detect a good investment from far away – trust me!” 

Tracy looked up at him with big, appraising eyes, “You really think so?” 

“I know so!” Simon reassured her, “Enough about business, would you like to grab lunch with me tomorrow? I’d love to hear more ideas you might have!” 

Simon could see that Tracy was shocked at his question, as she gaped her mouth in confusion. “You mean, like a date?” Simon could see her internal battle apparent in her expression. 

“Exactly like a date. I really like you and I’d love for us to see where this goes!” 

The moment her expression cleared, Simon knew that he had won. She had finally decided to give his love a chance and he was pleased with what she said next, “Sure, pick me up at 2?!” 

“Awesome!” Simon kissed her forehead and led her back in the hall for the rest of the event. He didn’t want any rumors to start before he had started dating the woman of his dreams.


Epilogue




Tracy picked off her clothes strewn all over Simon’s bedroom after they had come home from their third year anniversary dinner and spent the night in each other arms, embroiled in passion. However, the alarm had woken her up and she had to detangle herself from Simon’s arms to get ready for the office. As the department head, she couldn’t afford to get late. She slipped on her favorite ivory silk slip, which felt like water sliding against her skin - thankful that Simon hadn’t ripped this one off in his haste to undress her, and went towards the kitchen to make herself a cup of coffee, leaving Simon snoring in the bed.  

As the coffee brewed, she plucked out her favorite mug from the cabinet and smelled the fresh beans to wake her addled mind. Suddenly a pair of arms engulfed her from the back, with Simon resting his chin on her shoulder, nuzzling her neck, “Hmm…you smell nice!” his raspy bedroom voice sent tingles down Tracy’s body as she leaned into his embrace. 

“Why did you wake up? I was bringing coffee for you in bed!” Tracy asked him. 

“I missed you…why are you up so early?” he rubbed her arms up and down causing her to shiver in pleasure. 

“Because unlike you I have to reach office in time! I’m not a multi-millionaire business owner who can go whenever he pleases” Tracy replied. 

“Well, I’ve told you countless times you don’t need to work – I can support you!” Simon turned her to face him. 

“You know I can’t do that, Simon – my profession is equally important to me as you!” 

Simon huffed, “That’s why I love you so much, you’re so passionate about what you do, never lose this spark” His intense eyes pierced right through Tracy’s soul, and she blushed red like a tomato. Even after three years of being together, Tracy was always shy and nervous whenever Simon praised her. “And I especially love these rosy cheeks of yours!” he kissed her. 

A few minutes of passionate kissing later, both detangled themselves from each other in order to get ready. Tracy’s phone pinged at the moment and she saw an invitation for a Victorian-themed party by Connie Mathers. A shiver of remembrance raced down her spine as she released who it was, a fragment of her past! 

“What are you smiling at?” Simon asked at her bemused expression. 

“Oh nothing serious, just a party invite from a very old friend!” 

“When? Are you going? I can schedule the driver!” 

“Oh, yes! Most definitely – I wouldn’t miss it for the world” Tracy replied.  




“Victoria, honey! I’m home!” Jack shouted out as soon as he climbed out the elevator that led straight to his penthouse. He had just completed a tour for the national football championship and came home as the captain of this year’s winners of the trophy. One month without seeing his high school sweetheart turned wife had made him desperate, he was eager to be back in her arms.  

“Victoria? Where are you!?” the penthouse seemed almost empty, as Jack checked the rooms and guestrooms as well as his personal gym area.  

Victoria looked from the balcony as Jack searched for her all through the house. One month without him had seemed like a lifetime and she couldn’t wait to surprise him. She checked as Jack searched each and every room and then came back into the lounge, worry lines marring his handsome face and a crestfallen expression affixed on his it.  

Enough torture! 

She sent him a quick text, “Come to the balcony dear!” and waited for him, hiding behind the glass doors. As soon as Jack read the message he stumbled towards the balcony where Victoria was ready for him, hugging him as tightly as she could! 

“I missed you so much babe!” she sobbed out, trying to kiss every inch of his face. 

“I missed you too!” Jack replied, “Never.leaving.you.again!” he said in between his quick yet intense kisses. “Why are you out here on the balcony?” 

Victoria finally remembered the surprise and stepped back, smoothing her hair which had been destroyed by Jack's over-enthusiastic greetings, and raised her arm to indicate the romantic setup she had arranged. A candlelight dinner under on the balcony of their penthouse, overlooking the skyline under the canopy of stars.  

“Woww…baby, this is amazing!” Jack looked on, awestruck. 

“It’s all for you…come on! I prepared a three-course meal, especially for you!” Victoria clapped her hands together and led him to the table. 

A few hours later, after Victoria and Jack finished their dinner and lay naked in their bed, hugging each other tightly after a particularly passionate session of lovemaking, Jack spoke, “ I feel like I should do something for you too, I loved the surprise today!” 

“Nonsense, you being here is everything I could ever wish for!” 

“That may be, but I’d like to take you out for lunch tomorrow!” Jack insisted. 

“Oh…well, tomorrow I’m actually going to a friend’s tea party! I grew up with her” Victoria replied, “but we can go out the day after?!” she widened her eyes into the puppy dog ones. 

Jack smiled and moved on top of her, caging her hands beside her face on the pillow, “You know I can never say no to your puppy dog eyes, right?!” and proceeded to continue kissing her with renewed vigor.
  





Toni Marie checked the salt level in her stew from the wooden spoon she had been using to stir the pot. It was dinner time, and she wanted to make sure that the food was cooked to perfection! Not that her dear husband, Alexander would ever criticize her skills, but she was a perfectionist at heart. The taste was exquisite, and she shifted the stew to the pot and set the table for two. Taking off her apron, she arranged a vase of flowers in the middle of the table, when the bell rang, and she opened the door to let Alexander in.  

“How was your day honey?” she asked him, as she took his coat and hung it in the foyer, leading him to the table. 

“I had a long, tiring day! The boss took a sick leave and I had to step in as the interim one!” Alexander sat down, rubbing his forehead. 

“Aww…poor baby. You work too hard dear, you need to take some time off!” she said, as she massaged his head and shoulders to alleviate some of the tension. 

“It’s okay! Come sit down, let’s eat!” he took her hand and made her sit by his side, “Wow! Toni, this tastes delicious!” 

Toni blushed furiously at his praise and dipped her head in acknowledgment, “Thank you!” 

“So what are your plans for tomorrow?” 

“Oh, I was planning on going to a tea party with one of my friends, is that alright with you?” Toni asked tentatively, biting her bottom lip in anticipation. Although Alexander had never stopped her from going out, she still felt that as a wife, it was her duty to take permission from him before doing anything. 

“Of course darling! You know you can go anywhere with your friends….just come back by dinner time, you know how much I love eating together with you!” 

“I promise!” Toni Marie giggled and sat back, satisfied. 




Connie bustled around in her lounge, plumping up the cushions, dusting the tables again, and making sure all of the Victorian-themed furniture and trinkets were in their proper places. The anticipation of the three special guests was enough to keep her energized and she had been up since the ungodly hour of 6 to get the house ready for the tea party. 

“Connie Mathers, what do you think you’re doing?!” Mrs. Florence, Connie’s mother rushed down the stairs when she realized that her daughter was working. “You should rest in your condition!” 

“It’s okay mom, I was just re-arranging the furniture a bit! Do you think this sofa should be moved over to the end of the lounge?” 

“You need to sit down right this instance! All this activity might harm the baby!” her mother pulled her along and made her sit on the couch. 

“I’m fine Mom, I’m not even that far along…besides, the doctor said that I should walk around – it’s good for the baby” Connie argued, she was tired of lying in bed all day. Plus, she wanted to make sure that everything was perfect for the party! She and her mother had been planning the Victorian-themed tea party for a week, all arrangements were done and invites had been RSVP’d as well. 

“The doctor knows nothing. Trust me, my dear!” her mother cooed, “Now, take some rest; I’ll wake you up in time to get ready for the party!” 

Connie slowly woke up, as someone was softly speaking to her and shaking her shoulder lightly, “Connie dear, wake up! Time to get ready!” 

“Hunhh..what time is it?” Connie spoke, rubbing her eyes and in between her yawns. The pregnancy was making her so tired at times and then at times, she was like a ball of energy! 

“You have almost an hour to get ready, I’ve laid out your favorite dress on your bed!” her mother instructed her to go upstairs, wash and get ready. 

Connie smiled in thanks and went upstairs to her room, to see a beautiful pink crinoline skirted dress laid out on her bed, with matching pink 3-inch heels at its side. The soft tulle fabric seemed like a cat’s fur underneath her fingertips and she quickly got dressed in her undergarments and donned the pink skirt that hugged her upper body, cinched at the waist, and then flared out in form of a big ball gown, with layers of tulles arranged on it in a pleasing pattern. She curled her hair and then made them up in a messy bun, taking out strands from the side to frame her cheeks. Next, she applied soft makeup on her face and wore the matching pink heels, and closed the strap before straightening and twirling in front of her mirror with glee. That is how her mother found her, dancing around in happiness when she returned with Connie’s hat. 

“Connie, a hat to complete your look?” her mother handed the pink hat with real flowers glued on top of it, to Connie, who wore it and struck a pose with one hand on her hip, “How do I look?” 

“Perfect!” her mother praised her, “Now come on downstairs, your guests are already here. I asked them to sit in the lounge!” 

Connie stepped downstairs, pulling her dress up to avoid stepping on it, and reached the lounge where she saw three women, seated comfortably.  

“Hello everyone! I’m so glad you guys could make it!” she welcomed everyone, raising her hands with a flourish. The three graceful ladies rose and greeted her with an air of old familiarity, hugging and kissing each other’s cheeks. 

When all the introductions were finally made, they all seated down and Connie got a better look at what they were wearing. In line with the Victorian theme, all of them wore beautiful crinoline skirted dresses, just like Connie’s, Tracy was clad in a soft blue colored attire, Victoria in purple, and Toni Marie’s tulle skirt was peach. Their flower-embedded hats were set atop their hair in perfect symmetry and they looked like characters right out of a Jane Austen novel. 
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They all sat with their legs crossed and hands folded in their laps, looking at each other with wonder and sharing tales of their childhood. Soon, Connie’s mother bustled in with a tray laden with tea and cookies as well as some sandwiches, which she proceeded to serve. 

“Mrs. Florence, do sit down, we’ll help ourselves!” Toni Marie chipped in, as she loved serving food and being Connie’s best friend was aware that Mrs. Florence in her old age wasn’t supposed to stand and walk around much. As she served, Mrs. Florence settled down and resumed the conversation, “So, ladies, what have you all been up to? We would love to hear about your lives!” 

“Well, I’ve been working as a teacher in the school upstate, and happily married to an investment banker” Toni chipped in. 

“That’s great, I’m with Jack, the NFL Star and we’re actually getting married next fall!” Victoria piped in enthusiastically. 

“That’s wonderful news, Victoria! I’m working as the department manager for Tech Solutions and live with my boyfriend, Simon Bradley – I’m sure you’ve heard of him, the business magnate?” Tracy spoke, eager to share her own life journey with her friends. 

“I’m so glad all of you are settled and happy in your lives dears!” Mrs. Florence smiled appreciatively towards all the women. 

“It’s all because of you Mrs. Florence!” Toni replied. 




“I have to agree, I’d like to actually thank you for showing us our true destiny and making us realize that our true satisfaction lay in being women!” Tracy added on. 

“Yes, Mrs. Florence, I still remember the tea party we had at Connie’s years ago! How Toni here was transformed into a girl. I dreaded being turned into a female from that point on, but surprisingly, I’m now thankful to you!” Victoria explained, full of praise and appreciation for what Mrs. Florence had done for them all! 

“You have no idea how happy that makes me!” Mrs. Florence spoke, her voice turning thick with emotion, as she wiped a tear of joy that had escaped from her eyes. 

Suddenly, Connie spoke out, “Oh my God, I think the baby just moved!” she placed her arms on her stomach, “it’s so light – but it’s definitely happening!” she looked up at all of them, her face dripping with excitement! 

All three women exclaimed and stood around Connie, eager to share her joy and pleasure, clapping their hands in glee! 

“Woww, and to think in a few months I’ll be feeling the exact same thing!” Tracy spoke out in awe. 

“You mean….you as well?” Victoria pointed out as the meaning of Tracy’s words dawned upon her and Tracy nodded shyly. 

“Oh my God! As well? Does this mean what I think it means? Are we all going to be mommies in a few months!?” Toni Marie clapped he hands together and covered her mouth in a gasp. 

The four ladies looked at each other and burst out laughing. How fitting that all four of them would be expecting at the same time! Fate really dealt them a good hand. They all gathered around and chirped excitedly, deciding on baby names, arrangements, clothes, and best of all, exciting ways to disclose the news to their better halves! 

Fin.


A Retro Wish

by Alison Carpenter & Mindy Murdoch







Bobby sat on the stairs as he watched his fiancé angrily packing her bags.




“I just don’t understand what I said wrong!”




He had to duck as the clock from the mantel piece missed his head by inches.




FIFTEEN MINUTES EARLIER




“You know once we’re married, you are going to quit your job and become a housewife, right?” Bobby said to Marcia.




“You have got to be kidding me. How many times do I have to tell you? My job is important to me. I love my work. I have goals and ambitions beyond being anybody’s housewife.”




“Oh, come on, honey! You weren’t really serious about that career stuff, were you? I finally paid our student loans off, and my salary is more than enough for the both of us to live in, plus with better benefits. It just makes sense that the time is right for you to settle in the role of a homemaker.”




“Bobby, this isn’t the first time we’ve discussed this. My job may not pay as much as yours, but I find it highly rewarding. I work hard and am on my way to getting a promotion. One day, I will be running my own department. What does a housewife even do? Sit empty-headed waiting around for you all day? Let you tell me what to do and think? Just being a trophy wife to show off to your buddies?”




“Well, you would do the basics, like having breakfast ready before I go to work, keeping the house tidy, havin dinner on the table when I come back, saying “honey, I’m home!” You know, the standard stuff. Plus, when I want to have children, you would take care of them. Other than that, you would dress up every day, watch soaps, eat chocolates, and gab with the gals. I thought that’s what all girls wanted!”




“Where did you learn that this is what “all girls wanted?” The Misogynists’ Guide to the Female Mind?! And what do you mean when YOU decide when we’ll have kids?Don’t you think I have a choice in the matter?”




“C’mon, Marcia! You know what I mean... I just want a traditional family dynamic... Can’t we just go upstairs and forget about all of this?”




“You would love that, wouldn’t you? Getting rewarded for being a jerk! You know what, Bobby? I’m done! I can’t have this fight with you anymore. Here! You can take your ring back!”




BACK TO THE PRESENT




Bobby fiddled with the diamond ring in his hand. The front door was wide open, and Marcia had already loaded suitcases into her car. Nothing he had said had made her change her mind. The antique clock sat in pieces next to him, as well as a broken lamp and the upended coffee table. 




His first thoughts were about the mess she had made, but he figured tidying up now would have just put him in her crosshairs again.




“I am leaving Bobby. All I ever wanted was an equal partnership built on love and mutual respect. But apparently, all you wanted was a 1950’s sitcom family: clueless husband and brainless yet devoted wife. I am taking my things and staying at Jenny’s until I get my own place. Goodbye, Bobby. I hope you find what you’re looking for.”




DOOR SLAMS




Wordlessly, Bobby headed up to his bedroom. From his dresser, he grabbed the ring box. Bobby considered himself really clever when he bought Marcia’s ring, an engagement ring modeled after Audrey Hepburn’s ring from Mel Ferrer. The engagement ring was a platinum band with square cushion-cut diamonds. On their wedding day, Bobby was going to give her a rose gold band and a yellow gold faceted band to go on each side of the platinum engagement ring. He set the engagement and wedding rings back into the dresser.




Bobby sat down on the bed wishing that Marcia would have just considered his ideas of a traditional family.




DING-DONG!




The doorbell surprised Bobby. “Crap… Who could be here now?” 




He opened the door and was greeted by a man in a rumpled suit carrying a carpet bag.




The man said, “Hi there! Ollie Oswald is the name! I sell knick-knacks and housewares. Is there anything you could use today, my fine sir?”




Bobby responded, “Look, mister... my fiancé just left me. I thought I was offering her a nice life, but she seems to think otherwise. I don’t think any of the things I need could fit in that small bag of yours.”




Ollie said, “Why not take a look at my wares? You never know. I might have what you are looking for!”




The salesman reached in and pulled out a myriad of items to show Bobby: a lampshade, a throw pillow, and a frying pan to start. He dropped each back into the bag as Bobby shook his head.




Bobby thought to himself, “How could all these things fit in that bag? Who is this guy? Mary Poppins?”




The man pulled out one more familiar looking item: a vintage looking clock.




“Hey, I had a clock just like that. It sat on my mantle until just a bit ago. What would you charge for it?” asked Bobby.




Ollie responded, “For a man who was just stood up by his fiancé, I will give it to you for fifty-five dollars.”




“C’mon, Ollie, I’ll tell you what. All I have is forty dollars. If you take it, I will buy the clock,” offered Bobby. “It works, right?”




Ollie said, “Yes, of course it works! My fine gentleman, you have an eye for quality and drive a hard bargain. But, for you, I’ll do it. Do you need a receipt?”




Bobby said, “No, I’ll just take the clock. Say, I didn’t know there were still door to door salesmen in the age of online shopping.”




“Well, my good sir, you just struck me as someone who preferred a more classic touch. It was a pleasure doing business with you. and I hope you have a fine day.” Ollie said as he turned and left. 




Bobby watched as the little man in his rumpled suit hurried down the street. He closed the door. Bobby inspected the clock as he slowly made his way through the livingroom to the mantel. He adjusted the hands to the right time and placed the clock where the old one sat. He marveled at how much it looked exactly like his old one.




Bobby turned the coffee table back over and picked up the cracked lamp. Deciding to toss it, he carried it into the kitchen and grabbed a broom and dustpan. The remnants of the broken clock were all over the stairs. 




Bobby took care to get all the pieces since the glass face shattered. As he headed back into the kitchen with a full dustpan. As he poured the contents into the wastebasket, he heard an odd noise coming from the living room.




WHIRRING NOISE AND PAGES FLUTTERING




Startled by the noise, Bobby dropped the broom and dustpan to head to the living room. From the hall, he saw the hands of the living room clock, spinning rapidly. He looked at the 2022 calendar next to the door and saw the pages flipping backwards. 2015, 2013, 2010, 2005, 1998, 1989, 1977...




Bobby began to see changes happening to his living room.




“What the hell is happening?”




In the living room, Bobby saw the contemporary L shaped leather sofa shrink and transform into a mid-century, two piece, chartreuse and gold floral sofa with a square, wooden corner table next to it. The once contemporary drapes now seemed to be cut from the same chartreuse and gold floral pattern as the new sofa.




Gone was his mounted 65-inch OLED television. In its place was an 18-inch screen sitting in a bulky wooden frame adorned with two dial knobs. Just to the right of the screen was a speaker running the length of the cabinet with a small vase of pink tulips sitting on top.




Walking towards the kitchen, he saw a large, bubble gum pink refrigerator. Bobby then witnessed the dishwasher collapse in on itself as the counters shifted down to fill the new void. The stove expanded, turning into a bubble gum shade to match the fridge. Where Bobby’s formally basic four-burner stove once sat was now a very pink double oven stove with an electric heating element separating the large sets of two burners over each oven door.




A broom and dustpan, now pink to match the rest of the kitchen, were leaning against the counter. He opened the cabinet to put them away and spotted something hanging on a peg just inside the door. He pulled out a soft fabric and saw a white apron with a full, tiered ruffle skirt and red piping. Returning the apron to the hook, Bobby broke into a wide grin.




Rotating back around, Bobby saw that the calendar has finally stopped flipping the years, settling on a new page and new year: 1955.




“Hot damn! I don’t know what’s happening, but it looks like I might just get what I want! The salesman had to know there was something special about that clock. I wonder if my perfect housewife is here too!” Bobby said, in a combination of shock and enthusiasm.




He raced up the stairs, peeking into the guest bedroom and bathroom before seeing the closed master bedroom door. Like the living room and kitchen, everything upstairs had been reshaped into their past midtwentieth century equivalents. Bobby hesitantly pushed open the door to the bedroom to see what awaited him on the other side.




CREAK!




Bobby peered inside as the door creaked open. “Hello! Anybody in here?”




He surveyed the bedroom. The first thing he noticed were the two separate, perfectly made beds. He walked over to the side of the room he usually slept on and peered into the closet. Inside were rows and rows of

dresses with a large shoe tree holding dozens of heels. Deep in the closet were built-in shelves holding even more heels.




“Dang, that is a lot of shoes! Works for me! I have always loved a girl with lean and gorgeous gams propped up in cute heels... I think I am going to like this change!”




Upon hearing a creak and a clicking sound, Bobby turned to see the bedroom door must have closed behind him. On the back of the door, he noticed a large mirror. As he reached to open the door, he noticed the second finger of his left hand… where the engagement ring and two

wedding rings were sitting comfortably. He looked at his hand, and it appeared his fingers had grown more... slender. 




As he inspected the rings on his hand with a confused expression upon his face, he heard a sudden noise downstairs.




CLICK-CLACK, THUD




A familiar voice shouted, “Honey, I’m home!”




Bobby froze. “Wait. Who is that?”




Suddenly, Bobby was rooted in place. Before he could identify the voice downstairs, he noticed some changes occurring in the mirror. Staring at himself, Bobby saw his auburn hair growing longer and curlier. Before he could appreciate the length, his hair, once a short undercut, had now piled itself atop his head and styled into an elegant poodle cut.




“Oh my… gosh! I look like Lucille Ball!”, Bobby exclaimed in terror.




Before he could make sense of what was happening, he felt a tingling sensation move across his face. Bobby stood transfixed as liquid foundation poured over across his face, leaving a beautiful porcelain complexion. Brushes appeared, floating next to his head with one angled brush contouring and chiseling his face while a fluffier brush presses rosy powder onto his cheekbones leaving him with flushed and glowing cheeks.




His eyebrows felt damp as he watched an auburn gel pencil sculpt and arch his brows into feminine perfection. He felt a tugging sensation as his eyelashes extended and curled upwards. His lashes fluttered as he shook the mascara particles loose.




Bobby watched as a thin pencil lined his Cupid’s bow, tracing them with a thick waxy red substance. He raised his hands to his cheeks as his mouth opened in surprise. Before his fingers could trace his softer jawline, he noticed that his slender fingertips were covered in crimson polish, accentuating the dazzle of the wedding ring on his hand.




Bobby was unable to look away from the glossy red lips matching his nails when he noticed his now feminized head was perched atop a swan-like neck devoid of any Adam’s apple.




“No, no, no, this can’t be happening. I must be dreaming!”




The voice that escaped from his rouged lips surprised Bobby: it was now an airy, lilting, and feminine soprano. He blushed at the sound of it, being the perfect voice for a housewife to greet her husband. 




He pinched himself while squeezing his eyes shut. “I’ve got to wake up! This must be a dream! I’ve got to wake up!”




Bobby slowly opened his eyes, and the vision of loveliness was still looking back at him. Not only had nothing changed, but the transformation hadn’t stopped.




The collar of his shirt was turning white, with a white cloth rose blossoming where a bow tie would have sat on a man. Below the rose, he saw his grey dress shirt turning white and growing ruffles, extending down his sternum. Beyond the ruffles, his grey button-down turned a bluish purple spotted with white polka dots. This pattern spread over the shoulders and down the now fitted sleeves of the top. At the elbow, his sleeves became upturned with a buttoned, crisp white cuff in a feminine

cut. 




Before he could react, a tightness arose in his chest as his undershirt became tight around his swelling chest. “No, not those!” Bobby exclaimed. “I love breasts but not from this angle!!” 




Bobby watched as his chest expanded and filled the lace brassiere now adorned across his chest. While the new breasts expanded until they were an elegant B-cup, his waist shrank and slimmed considerably, accentuating his newly-full breasts and broadening hips. He felt the constriction continue down below his waist and settle on his backside as additional padding developed in the garment and below.




“What is happening to my butt?! I can’t be wearing a girdle!!” Bobby blurted in his now sweet sounding voice.




He suddenly remembered how he had tried on several occasions to get Marcia to wear a padded girdle to accentuate her natural curves. He knew the body reflecting back at him was now wearing one. He felt it all too well.

In the mirror, his figure was now a beautiful hourglass shape, even still standing in half of his old male clothes.




Bobby suddenly feels a constriction below his waist as he realized he was no longer wearing boxers, but now lacy French cut panties. And there was no way his male anatomy was still confined to these panties.




“It’s gone. I know it’s gone… ”




Overcome with emotion, a single tear slid down his immaculately made-up face as his still-male bravado would not allow for more.




He saw his formally brown belt squirm up as the belt loops, button, zipper and pockets all began to disappear from his trousers. The color brightened to match his now body-hugging top and cinched tight around his now narrow waist. Below his waist, his shirt ends began folding over one another to form a pleated shape. He watched the shirt as it lengthened and billowed slowly across his thighs and settled just below his knees. Simultaneously, his trousers shrunk up his legs with the inseam splitting apart and joining together to create a ruffled, voluminous skirt beneath the full skirt of his new dress. 




His trousers had become a petticoat.




“This dress looks like something June Cleaver would wear to greet her husband after his long day at the office! This isn’t what I wanted!! Not for myself at least!! This isn’t what I wished for!!!”




Bobby pleaded with the universe. Glancing down, he saw his still male legs peaking out of the bottom of the skirts. Before he could focus on the fact that his leg hairs were sticking out above his black dress socks and loafers, his socks began to climb up his legs and lighten in color. 




Once they disappeared under the skirts, he could see that the socks transforming, smoothing into nude stockings. He felt a small pinch as new garters materialize and clip onto the top of the stockings.




As he watched the transformation, Bobby began… admiring his new look? 




“Was wanting Marcia to dress like this really so wrong? Why is this happening?! Why me?? Why??”




Suddenly, his feet began to feel pinched as the toes of his shoes narrowed. The tops thinned out, turning into a single thin strap, the color morphing to match the blue dress. His whole center of gravity shifted as four-inch heels grew beneath his soles. Now attached to his feet were blue Mary Janes, a perfect complement to the voluminous dress.




Bobby took a moment to marvel at his reflection. From a small drawer, a blueish set of of pearl earrings and a matching necklace ejected themselves and flew to his now-pierced ears and neck, adding further womanly elegance to his new attire. A matching bracelet then circled his now-delicate wrist.




And then nothing.




Bobby was staring back at his own eyes in the mirror, but everything else had changed. His face was softer, his hair longer, his body’s movements has shifted into something more feminine and graceful.




“I look like the sister I never had... a sister who’s dressed up like my dream housewife!”




Suddenly, as if not a moment has passed during his ordeal, he heared a man’s voice call through the house: “Honey, is everything alright? Betty, where are you?”




STOMP, STOMP, STOMP




Bobby heard heavy footfalls on the stairs. He had hoped to hear the echo of high heels tapping on the hardwood floors, but he never imagined they would be coming from his own shoes. He grasped the doorknob and stepped into the hallway, walking comfortably in his new footwear, much to his surprise.




As he turned down the hallway, Bobby saw a striking, muscular man with black hair slicked back with pomade in a sleek coif. The person before him cut a perfect image of the all-American man: tall, with a strong square jaw and broad shoulders, his appearance made Bobby’s knees wobble almost imperceptibly. A look of concern crossed his face as he saw him.




“Betty! You scared the devil out of me! Is everything okay?”, the man said. “There’s no dinner cooking on the stovetop, and you didn’t answer when I called. Why are you worrying me?”




“Look, mister, you gotta listen to me! I am not Betty, I’m a fella! My name is Bobby Turner! I am from the year 2022!! I know this sounds crazy, but you need to believe me. This is my house! My fiancé and I bought it last year, in 2021! It was a classic ranch from the fifties, and I loved the vintage style...” Bobby said all of this very fast.




The man responded, “What are you talking about, Betty? It’s me, Marshall!” He laughed. “Dovie, you do have a wild imagination. Don’t worry about dinner. I needed to go to the club after work. That’s why I’m late. I’m sorry I didn’t phone. Is that why you’re messing with me? Did I give you time to pull this joke on me, doll?”




At the nickname, “Dovie,” Bobby blushed and let out a sigh of pleasure. That’s what he has always called Marcia. In college, Bobby read that turtle doves mate for life. When he wanted to be romantic, he would call her Turtle Dove. Eventually, it became just “Dovie.” Now, this pet name was... his.




He thought hard about how he could convince this man that what he was saying was true, but then the name Marshall suddenly popped into his head.




“Marshall, come downstairs with me. I can explain everything better!”, Bobby pleaded with the man.




Marshall laughed and responded, “I feel like I’m in trouble. Only my mother and boss call me Marshall. But I’ll play along, Dovie. I’ll follow you downstairs.”




There it was again. Bobby couldn't help but blush as he lead Marshall downstairs.




TAP TAP, TAP TAP, TAP TAP




Bobby heared the familiar sound of heels on the hardwood while descending the stairs. Once in the living room, he began recounting his afternoon to Marshall. He picked up the clock and set it back on the mantle. Perhaps by making another wish while setting the clock, he could undo what had just taken place. It was worth a shot.




“I wish…WHOOA …”




His heel caught on the rug, and he started to tumble. Marshall was quick to catch him and scooped him up, seemingly without effort.




“Remember when I carried you over the threshold like this Dovie?” he asked with a loving smile.




Looking up into Marshall’s manly eyes, Bobby started to feel butterflies in his stomach. He couldn’t speak.




“It’s alright, Dovie. I’ll always be here to catch you when you fall. I love you, and your wild imagination.” Marshall leaned down and gave Bobby a passionate kiss as he set him back on his Mary Jane-clad feet. Bobby attempted to resist and try to push the man away, but as soon as their lips meet, Bobby’s mind got immediately swept up in a flood of memories.




In quick, vivid flashes, he saw Marshall picking him up in his car after school and taking him to the drive-in. Then, it was Marshall asking him to the senior formal. He remembered wearing Marsh’s letterman jacket to cheer practice so everyone would know that he belonged to Marsh. Then, their engagement when Marshall showed him the platinum band with encircling diamonds, followed by them at the altar when he received the two wedding bands that now embraced the engagement ring on his finger. The vision of beautiful dress he wore while his mother and father looked on with pride was so powerful, Bobby’s eyes went wide. The memories unleashed a torrent of emotions that consumed every aspect of his being.




As Marsh tenderly broke off the kiss, Bobby knew... he was no longer a he.




“I am Betty, and I always have been. I am Betty Turner!”




Betty stopped resisting, allowing herself to be swept up in a torrent of wonderful femininity now flowing through her. She wrapped her arms around her husband and kissed him, melting into his arms as if she was meant to contour him perfectly. She felt complete in his embrace, as if his big strong arms would never let her go.




Marshall pulled back with a laugh, “Well, I think it’s Betty Jackson now unless you are through with me.”




“Never! I love you, Marsh! I am sorry I was acting crazy.Will you forgive me? I can still fix us some dinner quick. I’ll have something whipped up in a jiffy,” Betty said.




“That would be amazing. I’m starving. How am I such a lucky man to have gotten a fine girl like you?”




“I am the lucky one. I have got such a swell fella. Go sit in your chair, and I’ll come get you once everything is ready.”




In the kitchen, Betty grabbed the apron she had earlier seen hanging on the peg. She tied it around her narrow waist and opened the pink refrigerator.




She giggled to herself: “The perfect housewife I always wanted was right here all along! I just was too blind to see it.”




BZZZTT, BZZZTT, BZZZTT!




“It’s done!” Betty exclaimed.




Betty headed into the den to let Marsh know. Grabbing a bottle of scotch from the globe, Betty poured him a glass, and handed it to her man as she kissed him lightly on the cheek.




“Honey, you are a marvel!”, Marsh exclaimed.




At the table, the couple enjoyed their meal. As Marsh drank his scotch and Betty sipped on her iced tea, Marsh turns to her with a look of sudden realization.




“Hey doll, with all the strangeness, I totally forgot to tell you why I needed to go to the club after work.”




Laughing, Betty responded: “I am sorry again about that darling. I just get carried away sometimes.”




“Mr. Cooper, the head of the firm, wants me to run the entire new division. With the new responsibilities, I’ll be getting a considerable pay raise. I think the timing is perfect considering what we had talked about last week.”

“That is just marvelous, darling! You think we are ready to start a family?”




“Yes, Dovie, I think it’s time. I know how much you have wanted this.”




“If you think the timing is right, then I am ready, I could not be any happier! Why don’t I clean up here and you can go push the beds together?” Betty said with a wink.




WHIRRING!




Betty scrubbed down the dinner plates and places them on the drying rack. Once the dishes were done, she wiped down the table and swept the kitchen floor, enjoying the swish of her skirts wherever she went. “A good

housewife’s work is never done!”, she thought to herself.




She looked herself over in the mirror on the living room wall. She giggled as she couldn’t help gently lifting one side of her ample skirts and bobbing a slight curtsy. 




[image: Betty Louise Cooper, the ideal 1950s housewife]

“This is who I was always meant to be: a beautiful woman, an obedient wife, a loving mother! I simply love this life!”




“Dovie, are you coming?” Marshall called from upstairs.




“On my way darling! Sorry to keep you waiting!”










Fin.








The Robbery

by Alison Carpenter & Mindy Murdoch

Lady Samantha looked in her intricately designed mahogany mirror to find a reflection of her perfect self, staring back at her. It had taken almost an hour to achieve this level of immaculate and pristine visage, with her blonde hair tucked back into an elegant bun littered with pearls and her freshly painted face which hid her wrinkles. It was time to call in her maid to dress her up because she liked to wear elaborate gowns with petticoats underneath as well as corsets to give her figure the extra oomph factor. Even at 5o years old, she had not lost her attraction and interest in Victorian-era fashion as well as artifacts.

“Bernadette, do come in and select the dress for me,” she called out, “I need to get ready for the week-long picnic at Crawford’s farmhouse!”

Bernadette, her maid, entered the room instantly curtsying, already aware of her mistress’s plans for the next whole week. She had been invited to spend the week at her dear friend’s house party and was therefore getting ready to leave in the evening with all her bags packed. She was clad in her usual black and white maid uniform, a crisp black skirt and a white collared blouse tucked in with a frilled bib on her neckline.

“Will you be wearing the white gown today Miss?” Bernadette asked, moving towards the million-dollar wardrobe, which Lady Samantha had procured from a Victorian museum.

“Yes, I think that would suit me, don’t you?” Lady Samantha twirled where she stood, looking in the mirror to check her curves and marvel at them. Even at her age, she still left men swooning because of how well-kept and groomed she was. After Bernadette helped her into the corset that pushed her breasts up, she wore the long white gown that made her look beautiful and distinguished.

“Just a slash of red lipstick and the white pearl necklace Bernadette, I think that will complete this look” she instructed her maid, who scurried to the jewelry box laden with priceless jewels to take out the one that had been picked. Once the attire was complete, she walked down her grand staircase, made of the finest wood that could be purchased, towards her dining room for breakfast. Her late husband, bless him, had left her enough fortune to fulfill her heart’s desires of buying the most expensive and antique artifacts and still live in luxury.

Far away on the other side of the town, three grown men in their 30’s huddled together with excitement, discussing the awesome news they had just heard at the local bar. The drunk driver last night had been too easy to manipulate.

***

“Do you think what he told was right?” Harry looked down at the other two members of the gang, still unsure of how the piece of useless information about some aristocratic lady on the other side of town meant something for them.

“Obviously,” Joe, the unspoken leader of the group snapped, “Drunk people always tell the truth!” His Italian heritage was apparent through the thick accent coating his words.

“Now what?” Nick – a man of few words – asked, swinging his bulging arms and crossing them over his chest. He spent most of his time in the gym, building up his muscles, which came in very handy during their heists, in case a servant tried to be the hero and stop them.

“Now, we go in, steal the shit outta that house and return here,” Joe said.

“B…bb..but…what if we get caught?” Harry asked in fear. He had always been the weak link of the group – a bit dumb and cowardly so Joe pacified him, “Don’t worry! The driver said that the lady’s leaving for a whole week – that means we have plenty of time”

“Boss,” Nick’s gruff voice resounded in the room above the market, “what about the servants?”

“That’s the best part! She gave the whole week off to her servants as well! The house is ours for the taking” Joe rubbed his hands together in anticipation of the job while cackling like a maniac.

His exclamation was met with a loud whoop from Harry, who jumped up and down in excitement and a gruff from Nick.

“Now, we need to plan,” Joe warned the two, “Let’s hit the house tonight so that we can be done with it quickly.”

“Do we have our costumes ready?” Harry asked.

“Obviously! They’re in my cupboard. Take them out” Joe barked out the order which sent Harry scurrying towards the cupboard.

“Do I need to take my bat? In case we run into some wayward servant?” Nick asked.

Joe thought long and hard, the driver had mentioned that all of the servants were to be given an off except him. That was the reason he was drinking, poor guy. His information did seem legit, so Joe shook his head, “The house will be empty…best not take extra stuff in case we attract attention!”

Nick nodded his assent and went to help Harry with the costumes who had gotten himself entangled in the black suits, God knows how. Harry was always getting himself in problematic situations because of his clumsiness, but he had been a loyal friend to Joe when he first arrived from Italy in this new town. Joe couldn’t even think of excluding him from the gang – although sometimes he wished he could, especially now, when he saw Nick extricating Harry from a mess of clothes. Joe just shook his head in defeat and started working on his plan for the robbery tonight. The lady who owned the house had a proclivity for famous paintings, decoration pieces and, jewelry. This would be his biggest heist ever, he thought as he set his mind down to a plan that was slowly forming.

***

Lady Samantha had just come back from the dining room to her room, to check the last-minute packing activities that Bernadette was performing.

“Hurry up, darling, you know I leave at 4!” she clapped her hands together to usher her maid into a state of urgency that elf was feeling. It had been long since she’d met her friends and she couldn’t wait – but of course, she had to make sure each and everything was packed lest she forgot something important, like her lipstick! Good heavens- what a mess she’d be without it, just thinking about the scenario made her shudder in fear.

Just then, a slight knock snapped her out of her wayward thoughts, and she asked the person outside to enter. It was her driver, Arthur.

“Arthur, is the car ready and prepped for the long journey?” she asked.

“Err..yes…” he said, with a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. Arthur stood there, wringing his hands together, seemingly wanting to say something. He opened his mouth but closed it again in confusion.

“Well?” Lady Samantha asked him, “was there something else you wanted to say?”

“Yes Ma’am…actually…I made a huge mistake and I’m so sorry!” he spoke out in a rush, with a strange expression on his face. She instantly recognized it as guilt straight away and sighed, “What did you do?”

“I…err…it wasn’t my fault…some guys at the bar last night goaded me into drinking and then I might have told them about your plans…”

“You WHAAATT?!” Lady Samantha bellowed out, not able to control her outburst. She could not let anyone know about her absence, because then her house was at risk of robbery.

“And then when I was at the market to buy some fruit for the journey as you asked, I heard them all whispering about a robbery plan tonight through the window! I’m so sorry, it’s all my fault” he said, hanging his head in shame.

Lady Samantha looked at Bernadette, dismissing Arthur with a wave of her hand who quickly stumbled back out the room. “What am I going to do now?” she asked no one in particular.

“You could always teach those guys a lesson!” Bernadette suggested, with a twinkle of mischief in her eyes.

“Do you think so? I haven’t tried that in years!” she gasped out, although the idea sounded more and more appealing with every passing second.

“There’s a first time for everything, my lady!” Bernadette squeaked out, lightly squeezing her shoulder for encouragement, and exited the room, leaving Lady Samantha with her thoughts which teetered dangerously on the edge of canceling her plans and teaching those thieves a lesson through a neat little magic trick she had up her sleeve.

***

“The sleeves are a bit tight on me” Harry whispered through his black mask, as the gang of three donned their customary robbery clothes.

“Shut up, you nitwit! You’re not going to a fashion show” Joe said, shushing him up in case they were overheard. They sat in their trashy truck outside the rich lady’s mansion, waiting for the opportune moment to strike. Lights were still turned on in the window of the room on the first floor and they could see shadows of two women fluttering about in it.

“How long, boss?” Nick grunted.

“Not long, they were supposed to be gone by 5 but you know how these women are. They can’t seem to get ready on time,” Joe cackled as if his joke was funny.

“Right you are!” Harry piped up from the backseat joining in with his high-pitched laugh.

“Can you be quiet for a second Harry?! What if someone hears you?” Joe snapped, hitting Harry on the head which finally knocked some sense into him.

The three watched from the frosted windows of their truck as the light finally turned off and the front door opened, showing the rich lady in her coat and hat walking towards the car – with a short girl trailing behind her, holding her bags. The lady and the servant both sat in the car and after the driver had deposited the backs in the trunk, he opened the driver seat door and started the engine before speeding away. All three of them waited until the car drove around the corner, and let out a collective breath of air – relieved that the house was finally empty and they could start their work!

“C’mon everyone! The house is ours for the taking!” Joe bellowed out and got out of the truck, followed by his two trusted cronies.

As they reached the big, ornately designed door fashioned in Victorian-style wood – they paused for a minute, just to admire the beauty of the colossal mansion. It had truly been fashioned like an old mansion, kind of like an abode for a duke or marquees, with high minarets on both sides and white marble carved into swirly patterns, surrounding the windows. Set against the wide expanse of the sky and bathed in the moonlight, it looked straight out of a picturesque painting.

“Do you both remember the plan?” Joe asked.

Although Nick and Harry both nodded in affirmation, he still revised it because he knew that both of them were a bit forgetful and clumsy.

“Nick – you go straight to the kitchen and look for expensive utensils. I’ve heard the lady keeps crystal glasses and silver cutlery hidden in one of the drawers! Harry, you’re in charge of the living room, grab anything you think is expensive.”

“What about you, boss?” Harry asked.

“I’ll be in charge of the bedrooms and her jewelry” he replied as he took out a hairpin from his pocket and started to pick the lock of the front door. After a few minutes, he heard the satisfying click of the door being unlocked and let out a whoop of excitement while pushing the door open.

They entered the dark hallway, not bothering to keep quiet because the house was completely deserted. The hallway was sleek and ended in a staircase leading upstairs and a path on the left. Joe took out a map of the house he had drawn from the information he had managed to get out of the driver and traced his stubby finger through it.

“Okay then boys, the staircase leads to the bedrooms on the first floor which is my territory. Nick, the pathway on the left leads to the kitchen, and Harry – Harry are you even listening?!” Joe asked when he turned around to see Harry look around in awe startling him so much that he jumped up.

“Yess sir yes!” Harry immediately answered.

“Go straight down the path and then turn left – that’s the living room, got it?”

“Okay boss!” both Nick and Harry nodded their affirmations and went to work.

***

Harry moved forward stealthily – even though he knew there wasn’t a soul in the house except for him and his partners, but he still liked to keep in character. It made him feel like he was the main character in a movie!

“What did boss say? Straight down the path right?” he whispered to Nick who was turning left.

“Yeah” Nick replied not bothering to keep his voice down and went into the kitchen, leaving Harry alone to wade into the living room. Harry inhaled deeply and moved ahead, entering the living room, holding his arm out to switch on the lights.

As the lights turned on, he gasped, because the living room was a sight to behold. Instead of regular tube lights and bulbs, the four corners of the room were decorated with lanterns and chandeliers which had bulbs inside them, giving it a vintage look, which complimented the whole antique-designed sofas and chairs. The fireplace at the far end was the old-style one with coals filled to the brim. Dazed by the luxury he saw in front of him, Harry stepped forward eagerly, to bag the various crystal décor items displayed on the mantelpiece above the fireplace.

In his eagerness, he didn’t pay attention and as he stepped on a piece of pink silk, lying carelessly on the floor something happened that made him jump up in surprise and drop his bag on the floor! The silk came to life, by springing up instantly as his foot touched it and moved upwards his legs wrapping itself like a snake on his legs up to his waist! His black pants merged into a skirt, with a petticoat underneath flaring it out widely around his hips in all of its poofy glory. As the skirt settled over his hips, it started swishing and swaying elegantly, it changed from simple silk to ruffles, settling in a spiraled pattern all over. Harry could not move a step from his place, it was as if there was some kind of body binding magic on him. He yelped a little but was stopped short because it felt like his mouth had been trapped shut as well. He looked on helplessly as his black fitted shirt changed into a baby pink color, same as the ruffled skirt underneath and the sleeves disappeared, turning the ensemble into a sweetheart neckline, with ruffles on the bodice as well. Surprisingly, his chest had transformed into breasts, perfectly filling out the dress, with a corset underneath to give the perfect hourglass figure. His genitals had also shrunk into lady parts, now covered with lady underwear. The dress was long enough to cover almost all of his shapely, thin legs, with just a little bit of nude legs showing and his black shoes had transformed into baby pink heels.

“What…what the hell!?” he shouted out in a high-pitched voice too sweet for words.

At the same time, he looked upwards and saw a large mirror, watching himself for the first time since the skirt had bound him. He saw a pretty lady staring back at him, with red hair made up in a bun and some falling over her eyes. Her eyes were perfectly made up with mascara, pinkish eyeshadow and a subtle pinkish, lipstick accompanied her lips. A single layered pearl necklace and pearl studs adorned her neckline and ears as well as pearly white gloves on her hands. Harry could not believe his eyes and tried his best to shout for help! Was he dreaming?! How could his reflection be a pretty woman?!

***

Nick flexed his arms and put the bag over his right shoulder as he turned into the kitchen. This was going to be the quickest and most fruitful heist that they would ever pull off. The stupid lady was so dumb that she had left her house unattended just like that for a whole week. He shook his head at the stupidity of the womenfolk.

He turned on the lights of the kitchen, and the whole expanse was flooded with white fluorescent lights, illuminating the hard granite counters and the silver tiled floor. The kitchen was huge, even bigger than his whole room back at the shabby apartment which he shared with Joe and Harry. Utensils were made of silver and encrusted with small diamonds – no doubt real because Joe had already confirmed from the driver. It seemed as if the lady was extremely particular about her belongings being priceless.

Nick moved forward and immediately started bagging whatever he thought would be good for them. Knives, sliver cutlery, ceramic plates, and silver coated kettles and teacup – he left nothing! Suddenly his eyes landed on the large fridge, nestled in the corner. His stomach growled violently, he had not eaten anything since the morning breakfast and now the fridge beckoned him like a siren!

“Oh what the hell, just a little taste of something? I’m sure Joe and Harry are still busy…” he thought and opened the door of the fridge to see heaven! It was filled with cakes, lasagnas, pizzas, and fruits! Never in his whole life had Nick ever seen so much food, he quickly took out the lasagna dish and gobbled it up in minutes!

Suddenly, he heard a little yelp from the living room and then complete silence. He groaned loudly.

“Dammit! That idiot Harry must have gotten into trouble somehow!”

Nick contemplated going for his aid or not, and after a few minutes of thinking, he decided that it was too quiet, whereas before he could hear Harry working in the living room. Had he fallen and fainted somehow? He wouldn’t put it past Harry because he was the clumsiest man Nick had ever met in his life. He put the lasagna dish back in the fridge, gave it one last lingering look, and then closed the door with a dramatic sigh. Picking up his bag he moved towards the exit hurriedly when his foot came in contact with something soft. He looked down, and in a split second, a flash of red cloth suddenly came alive and wound itself around his legs like a snake moving upwards in a spiral. As each spiral reached the other side, the jeans below merged into a red skirt and as the cloth reached his waist, his lower body was circled in a red poofy skirt, with a petticoat underneath. 

It seemed as if he could not move his feet, as if they were somehow stuck to the ground – he tried yelling for help but his mouth was soon shut up by an invisible gag. He could only look as his broad chest turned into full, large breasts almost ripping his fitted t-shirt and his waist trimmed down to a narrow length. He could feel a slight tingle in his nether regions, as his hips flared out and his genitals shrank into female ones. The red net skirt had started weaving three layers of red ribbon at the very end of the hem, which ended right below his knees, and his legs were now covered in skin-colored stockings, ending in red kitten heels with a strap. The black t-shirt changed into a red patterned net and it turned into a body hugging red blouse with red embroidery on his chest underneath the deep v-neck which showed his cleavage, with chiffon half sleeves. 

His shortly cropped black hair grew out in soft curls over his head, gathering into a short ponytail. Small diamond encrusted earrings appeared on his ears as did white wrist-length gloves with frilled cuffs. Last but not the least, heavy application of blush on his cheeks and mascara on eyelashes made his square face prettier, enhancing the overall look with a bright red lipstick that matched the color of his dress.

“What on earth was going on,” he thought to himself in bewilderment, “what the hell was in that lasagna?!”

***

Joe was in heaven. Literally! It felt like his wildest desires had finally come to life. He had always dreamed of robbing a house owned by a multi-millionaire ever since he had migrated from Italy to the US. With no money and resources, he had started with picking pockets at a young age and had gradually moved on to robbing houses with the help of his two trusted partners. However, never in his life had he gotten a chance to clear away the house of so many priceless items. He only hoped that his partners downstairs had gotten everything of value!

As for himself, his bag was rapidly filling up with jewelry, clothes, and other decorative items. The drawers were filled with jewelry boxes that had gems and stones overflowing. Clothes which he could later re-sell also went in the bag because all of them were designer made and the quality was top notch – people would pay millions for it! Bedside tables were full of crystal items for decoration. He had already been to one room and now was standing in the middle of the lady’s room itself. A huge four-poster bed lay in the middle, with the mahogany bed decorated with bright red jewels, almost like a queen. He took out his screwdriver and tried to pry those stones from their resting place. 

After emptying the room as much as his bag could handle, he tied it up, hauled it over his shoulder, and made his way out the door when suddenly, his foot slipped on a white cloth, making him and his bag tumble down the floor. He tried getting up but soon realized that his legs were being tied together by the white cloth as if some invisible force was making them travel upwards. He tried removing them, but his hands were soon tied with an invisible force, almost like a string all around his body. 

He could do nothing except look on as the white cloth merged with his jeans which crept up his knees and vanished. Instead of them, he could see a white poofy skirt, with petticoats underneath his hips and nether regions, which by the way had changed into something funny which he suspected were female genitals! Swirly, flowery patterns started appearing on the white chiffon skirt’s hem as if someone artistic was drawing them on with black ink. Simultaneously, his boots changed into black court shoes with a three inch long heel. 

His upper body changed shape, and he could feel it, because his shirt had become tighter around the chest area and loose at the waist. As he looked down, he saw two big breasts jutting out from his chest covered with a black figure-hugging blouse, a black bow at the place where the white skirt and blouse met, with spaghetti sleeves that displayed his womanly collarbones and petite neck for everyone to see. Still lying flat on his back, he felt his balding head become heavier and soon realized that thick black hair had sprouted out of his head and a black headband has been deposited to keep it back. 

A few seconds later, he felt something cold slither onto his neck, which was a diamond-encrusted necklace with matching earrings. With great effort, he lifted one of his hands and touched his face, his hand was covered in white gloves and he saw color on them when he removed his hand from his face. Panicked beyond measure, Joe got up – finally, he was able to – and moved towards the full-length mirror. He saw a woman look back at him, with a face full of makeup – foundation, blush, mascara, eyeliner, and, dear God, very red lipstick!

What the hell was happening! This house was doing tricks on him!

Stricken to his very core, Joe moved backwards, not taking his eyes off the woman in the mirror (although he had a sinking feeling that she was him!) moving out the door.

“Nick, Harry! Come on you fools – we need to get outta here!” he shouted as he descended the stairs, as quickly as the black heels would allow him to. Funnily enough – he couldn’t even take them off!

As he reached the living room, he saw not Nick or Harry but two women who were looking at each other in great panic and on the verge of hysteria.

“What’s going on?!” the taller one in pink dress asked in a high-pitched voice.

“Where’s Joe? Who are you?” the other one with black hair asked in a thin voice.

“What do you mean where’s Joe? I’m Joe – who are you?!” Joe said, but was surprised when instead of his usual voice, a nasally high-pitched one came out – just like a woman’s!

“You crazy lady! What have you done with Joe?!” one of them advanced shakily on her heels as if it was her first time wearing them.

Suddenly, a creak resounded in the whole room and all three of them turned towards the source of the noise. A small rectangular portion of the wall on the left side of the room opened up, like a secret opening, and out came the lady of the house herself! Lady Samantha, in all her glory, a white floor-length sleek satin gown, blonde hair with a silver tiara on top, and a long black fur around her shoulders. Pin drop silence ensued as she stepped forward with a click of her silver stilettos.

“Darlings! How wonderful to see you all fall victim to my petti-traps!” she said, opening her arms wide in greeting, “Welcome to my humble abode, ladies!”

“What?!? We’re not ladies!! Who the hell do you think you are?!” Joe snapped.

“Yes, turn us back into ourselves right this instant or – Nick was interrupted by Lady Samantha, “Or what? You’ll go to the police?!” she giggled and moved forward with an extra sway of her hips, “I don’t think they’ll believe your story one tiny bit, now would they?”  

“Please turn us back into men! We can’t stay like this forever!” Harry implored the rich lady.

“I don’t think so….” She said, turning back to a small ornate box on the mantle, “You attempted to steal from me – now I will steal something from you” she said while she opened the box with a flourish. At once, a strong gust of wind erupted from the small box and wrapped around the three men like a tornado, blocking out their shouts and protests as Lady Samantha watched with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. The wind flew back a few minutes later, and Lady Samantha shut the box. She looked back at the three ladies, who stood there in a trance-like state, staring straight ahead with glazed eyes. She started forward and awakened the first in line with a flick of her wrist. 

“Harriet!”

She then moved on to the second one, “Nicole!”

And finally, “Josephine!”

***

All three of the ladies emerged from of their trance and exclaimed loudly.

“Oh dear, what happened?” Nicole asked, placing the back of her hand on her forehead.

“I don’t know… Lord… did we take a nap in your house, Lady Samantha?” Josephine asked, and promptly put her hand in front of her mouth as if she was mortified.

“I think so… I’m so sorry Lady Samantha, I don’t know what came over us… we’ve been terrible guests!” Harriet moved forward and held her hand, imploring her with her innocent, brown eyes.

“Ladies, ladies, ladies… it’s not an issue, truly! Let’s all settle down and have some tea!” Lady Samantha snapped her fingers and called out to Bernadette who instantly appeared from the front door in her customary black and white maid’s uniform. She quickly curtsied to the three women and turned to her mistress.

“Bernadette, be a dear and bring some tea and biscuits for my friends!”

Bernadette curtsied again and gave a discreet wink to her mistress, and moved away to bring some tea while the four women settled themselves down on the sofas, crossing their legs elegantly and spreading out their frocks.

“Now, tell me all about your lives! It’s been too long since I’ve seen you three” Lady Samantha asked.

Nicole went first, “Oh well…” she giggled, “You know me….I’ve been looking for someone to sweep me off my feet!”

“Ahh…yes, I forgot all about your obsession with big, strong men!” Harriet quipped.

Nicole giggled in embarassment. “Well… I would like a man with big, bulging biceps...” she said in a low voice, afraid that someone would hear her preference. Ladies weren’t supposed to be so forward with their words!

[image: Nicole, a lady through and through!]




“Well, I’m sure you’ll find someone worth your time, Nicole.” Lady Samantha said, “what about you Harriet?”

Harriet, startled by being put in the spotlight came out from her imagination, “Oh well….no progress on the love life, I’m afraid. I can’t really decide on what kind of man I want!” she said forlornly.

“Aww….don’t feel bad, Harriet….I’m sure you’ll realize the right man for you once you meet him!”
















[image: The lovely Harriet, a vision in pink!]

“Yeah yeah….what about me?! I can’t seem to find any man at all!” Josephine butted in.

“Why is that?” Lady Samantha asked.

“I have no idea! No one can handle me I suppose….I’m too fabulous!” she said.

“Well…you are right on one account – no one can handle you!” Harriet joked, making all the ladies laugh demurely.

“But in all seriousness, Josephine….men don’t like their women to be smart-mouthed! Just something to think about” Lady Samantha asked, winking at Josephine, who understood what she was saying. Maybe she needed to be more compromising and not such a saucy-mouthed diva!







[image: The fabulous Josephine!]

Bernadette entered and placed the tea, serving all the ladies who thanked her for her service and continued discussing their love lives and taking Lady Samantha’s advice on how to choose their life partners.







Fin.
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