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PRINCESS
Angela was making a quick trip to the upstairs bathroom to powder her nose, and as she came out she found Phil waiting for her in the dark hall. He was dressed in his prettiest white dress with his auburn hair in pigtails, and he looked so adorable that just the sight of him made Angela smile.
But Phil sure wasn't returning her smile. His chubby cheeks were pink with anguish as he reached up to grab her hand.
"Angela, please! You can't do this to me! I'm begging you!"
She gave him a little pat on top of his head.
"No, no, Princess. You know your mommy doesn't allow you to raise your voice when you speak to her. Especially on nights like tonight, when we have company over. If you have something to say, say it nicely."
Phil stomped his tiny foot in frustration.
"Stop it, Angela! Stop treating me like a kid!"
Angela smirked, bending down so she was closer to his height. She gave one of his pigtails a playful little flip.
"Funny," she said. "Maybe you should go have a look in the mirror, because you sure look like a kid to me."
Phil closed his eyes for a moment, trying to keep his temper. He opened them to find Angela beaming down at him.
"Please," he begged. "Don't go out on a date with that smug son of a bitch. Even if you've turned me into a little girl, I'm still your husband!"
"Don't be silly, Princess. I don't have a husband anymore. I only have my precious little baby girl."
Phil groaned, hating every single thing about his life. It was all so unfair. Before they got married, Angela never told him she was a witch. If he'd known she had the power to transform her husband into a six-year-old girl with just a wave of her hand, he never would have cheated on her!
"Look," he said, "if you just call off this date, I promise I'll do anything you want. Anything at all!"
She smiled.
"Anything, huh? Like what, Princess?"
"Anything! I'll clean my room without you having to tell me! I'll stop complaining when you make me wear these stupid dresses! I'll even go to elementary school when the semester starts next week! Please, I'm desperate!"
Angela laughed, covering her mouth with her hand.
"My silly little Princess! You were going to do all of those things anyway. Remember, Mommy already told you that if you don't learn to behave properly, she's going to change the spell she cast on you so your mind matches your cute little body. Remember when she told you that?"
Phil took a step back, the color fading from his chubby cheeks.
"Yes," he said. "I remember. But... you wouldn't ever really do that. Would you?"
Angela just smiled for an endless moment, letting Phil twist in the breeze. When she spoke, her voice was quiet.
"Mommy doesn’t make idle threats, Princess. You know that."
Phil just stood there staring at her, the grim reality of his situation setting in. He was still in shock when he heard a man's voice coming from the dining room downstairs.
"Angela, darling?"
She moved to lean over the railing, raising her voice so she could be heard.
"I'll just be one more minute, Tom! I'm afraid that my darling little girl just can't bear to see her mommy leave."
She turned back to face Phil.
"Isn't that right, Princess?"
Phil clasped his hands together behind his back and bowed his head, not meeting his wife's eyes. It was a submissive, little girlish posture and he hated doing it, but he knew he had to do whatever it took to satisfy his wife.
"Yes," he said, his voice low. "That's right."
"That's right, what?"
Phil flinched, despairing that he had to say the word but knowing that he truly had no choice.
"That's right... Mommy."
Angela gave him a big, beautiful smile.
"Such a sweet, obedient little girl. Now, your sitter is waiting for you downstairs. I hired Sara, the teenage girl from down the block."
Phil gasped, raising his head quickly to look at Angela.
"Aw, come on," he whined. "Sara is always so mean to me! She calls me shorty and she pulls my hair! And she makes me watch stupid telenovelas with her!"
"Sara is a fine sitter. You'll do absolutely everything she says tonight, or Mommy will have to punish you later. Do you understand?"
Phil nodded glumly.
"Yes, Mommy."
"Good girl. Now remember, no sweets after 6:30, and I want you in bed by eight tonight."
"Eight?"
Phil regretted it the instant the word left his lips, knowing how much it annoyed Angela whenever he complained about his bedtime. She put her hands on her hips, giving Phil a look that made him want to run and hide under the skirts of his little pink bed.
"Yes," Angela said, her voice deep and commanding. "I said, I want you in bed by eight. Do you have a problem with that?"
"N-no, Mommy!"
Her stern expression faded and she squatted down so she was closer to Phil's height.
"Now come on," she said. "Give Mommy a nice kiss."
Without thinking he kissed her on the lips. She stood back up and gave him a smug little smile.
"No no, Princess. You know the rules. Only kisses on the cheek, for you. Little girls don't kiss their mommies on the lips."
Phil slumped his shoulders.
"Oh, right. I forgot. I'm sorry, Mommy."
Angela turned back into the bathroom and stood at the mirror for a moment, giving her lipstick a quick touch up and doing a little primping.
"Naughty girl," she said with another smirk. "Mussing Mommy's lipstick like that."
"Sorry, Mommy."
Satisfied with her appearance, Angela turned from the mirror.
"There. How do you like Mommy's dress, Princess?"
Phil looked her up and down miserably. She was wearing a tight little black dress, showing off her curves. Phil had lost a lot of things when he was changed into a little girl, but unfortunately his strong attraction to his wife wasn't one of them. If anything, the longer he spent as a kid and the more frustrated he became, the more seeing his wife all dolled up for her new boyfriend felt like absolute torture.
"It looks fine," he muttered. "Your dress is very... nice."
She snickered.
"Yeah. But it's nothing compared to what I'm wearing under it."
She tossed a lipstick and a few other items of makeup in her bag and then she snapped it closed, hurrying past Phil.
"We'll be out late," she said over her shoulder. "Remember, I want your little butt in bed by eight!"
She practically skipped down the stairs, then a few moments later Phil could hear her greeting Tom in the dining room. Phil tried to resist having a peek at them, knowing he would only make himself miserable, but finally he gave in to cruel temptation and looked between the bars of the stair railing just in time to see his wife leaving the house with Tom's arm wrapped around her waist.
Phil stood alone for a moment at the top of the stairs. Tonight while Angela was passionately making love to her new man, her little Princess would be stuck at home with the babysitter, watching Argentinian soap operas.
Phil sighed, knowing he had no choice but to try and make the best of tonight. Sara was always nicer to him if he offered to braid her hair, and he had to admit that deep down he was kind of curious to see what was going on with Blanca and Pablo on La Angustia de una Muchacha.



THE ETERNAL MOTHER
Suzanne was one of those silly "new-age" girls who liked to pretend she was a witch. She was always wearing big, billowy white dresses and lighting candles and praying to the Mother Goddess. Her boyfriend George thought it was all ridiculous of course, but Suzanne was hot as hell so he put up with her many eccentricities.
One Saturday morning Suzanne told him she wanted to go out to the forest and have a special picnic.
"Darling," she said in her breathy, affected voice. "This isn't just any picnic. I want us to venture into the woods and get in touch with your beautiful, pure essence. I want to bring out the real you, and release your feminine energy."
George struggled not to laugh. Suzanne was always going on about the "feminine energy" in everything, and George sure as hell didn't have a drop of anything feminine in him.
"Sure, honey," he said. "As long as you're cooking."
That afternoon they drove out to a secluded area deep in the woods, found a clearing and set up a nice little spot with a blanket.
George looked around curiously, not seeing a basket of food anywhere.
"Hey, what about our picnic? Did you forget to bring the chow?"
"Don't worry," Suzanne said with a grin. "You'll get your lunch very soon. And I promise it'll be the best meal you've ever eaten."
They lied down together on the blanket. Suzanne was wearing one of her loosest, most diaphanous gowns, and George could see that as usual she wasn't wearing anything beneath it. There was a warm breeze, and as they sat there with Suzanne's dress billowing out around them, he could clearly see the shape of her gorgeous breasts and the outline of her stiff nipples.
Overcome with desire, George kissed her and reached for her breasts. Suzanne just leaned back, rolling her eyes indulgently.
"Oh darling," she sighed. "You have such a sweet child's soul. Your needs and desires are so pure. You're really just a beautiful little baby, lost in the body of a grown man."
George had learned to just tune Suzanne out when she talked like that so he just kissed her again, but she giggled and playfully brushed him away.
"Don't worry, my precious little one. We'll have all the time in the world for that. Now, I'd like you to take off all of your clothing."
"Really?" George looked around the woods. "Out here in the woods, in the middle of nowhere like this?"
"Yes. Let the Mother Goddess see your beauty."
George thought about it for a moment, then he shrugged and decided to go for it. Getting naked in the woods sounded like it could be kind of fun.
He stood up and stripped, tossing his clothes aside, then he stood naked before Suzanne. He worked out a lot, and he was proud of his body. Still, there was something about the way Suzanne was looking at him that didn't make him feel very sexy. It was almost as if she felt sorry for him somehow.
"Don't worry, my little angel. Soon everything will be as it should be.  Now, sit down here in front of me, and take my hands."
He sat down on the spread out skirt of her dress, between her knees, and took her hands. The wind was chilly on his naked skin, raising goosebumps on his arms, so the warmth of Suzanne's hands was especially nice.
"After today," she said, "our bond will be beyond the merely sexual, beyond marriage, beyond infinity. Once the bond is made, it can never be unbroken. We'll be closer than you can imagine. I want to give you all of my love, my body, my everything. Are you ready to release your feminine essence and be my precious baby, forevermore?"
George tried to keep his face blank. This was all getting pretty weird, even for Suzanne. He had to dump this loony chick, and soon.
Still, it didn't sound like she was talking about anything legally binding, so he figured whatever silly little ritual she was talking about couldn't do much harm. If he said yes he was guaranteed to get some hot sex out here in the woods, and he was eager to find out what Suzanne meant when she said she was going to give him her love, her body and her everything. He was already fully erect, and seeing the pinkish outline of Suzanne's nipples through her thin white dress was making him so horny he was ready to agree to anything.
Who cared if a girl was a loony, when she had a body like Suzanne's?
He said yes, and Suzanne giggled and clasped his hands more tightly.
"Wonderful. Then we will begin. Close your eyes as I say the spell, and when I ask you questions, answer what is in your heart."
He closed his eyes, listening to the sounds of the forest all around them, the chirping birds and the whisper of the wind in the trees.
"Mother of All Mothers," Suzanne said, "kindly hear my call. We are but two humble spirits who wish to be joined for all time in the most pure and sacred of feminine bonds, the bond of the maternal protector and her sweet burden. I pledge that if you grant our wish, I will lay down my life to shelter and defend my precious daughter."
George raised his eyebrows but kept his eyes closed. Jesus, Suzanne really was crazy as hell. Maybe this was a mistake after all.
"Darling," she said, speaking to George now. "Do you wish to release your pure child's soul to me in these woods, to become my sweet burden, my child, my daughter, my everything? Answer what is in your heart, knowing that was is said can never be undone."
What was in George's heart right now was a strong desire to hurry this thing up so they could get to the screwing, but he put he put on a somber whisper, like they were in church or something.
"Yes, Suzanne."
Suzanne squeezed his hands and George felt kind of dizzy for a moment. He hoped it wouldn't be long until Suzanne told him he could open his eyes.
"Our wish is granted," Suzanne said with a delighted laugh. "We are united in bliss! Oh, Mother of All Mothers, free this beautiful child from the binding chains of manhood, and release him as a daughter to his new mother's waiting arms."
The dizziness was getting worse and George could feel his hard-on waning. He was getting goose-pimply all over, and his skin was really starting to sting from the breeze. This stupid ritual was taking forever!
"George," Suzanne said over the rising wind. "Repeat after me: 'Suzanne, my mother, I am yours for all eternity.'"
"Suzanne, my mother, I am yours for all eternity."
"Again, my precious angel! Keep saying it, over and over!"
George sighed, unable to hide his impatience. The wind was getting really strong now. By the time Suzanne was finally ready to screw, a storm was probably going to blow in.
"Suzanne, my mother, I am yours for all eternity. Suzanne, my mother, I am yours for all eternity. Suzanne, my mother, I am yours for all eternity. Suzanne, my mother..."
He stopped, puzzled. As he'd spoken the last few words, his voice had sounded strange, very high and squeaky. He tried to continue, but somehow he couldn't quite remember how to say the words.
He opened his eyes, expecting to see Suzanne's face before him, but found that he was instead looking up at her, her breasts looming above his face. Why was he way down here? He was still sitting up straight between her outstretched legs, so the angle didn't make any sense.
He looked up at Suzanne's face and saw her grinning down at him ecstatically. She looked so strange. It was like she was bigger, somehow. Like she was much, much bigger.
"It worked, darling! The spell worked! Now you're mine! You're my own precious daughter, for all time!"
He looked down as her now enormous hands squeezed his suddenly tiny ones. He pulled his hands back and looked at them. They were unrecognizable, small and fat, like a child's. He looked down at his body, and saw the thick, flabby middle and spindly limbs of an infant.
His penis was gone. He wasn't just a baby. No, the change went so much deeper than that...
He reached up and touched his face, felt his tiny nose and chubby cheeks. Trying to speak, he could only make a high whimpering sound, like a frightened child.
Suzanne was looking down at him with genuine concern.
"What's the matter, baby? You look upset. Isn't this just what you wanted?"
She was terrifyingly large, larger than any person he could remember seeing in his life. Before George knew what was happening, before he could stop himself, he was bawling loudly, sounding exactly like a wailing infant. He'd always hated the sound of a baby crying, and now that horrible sound was coming out of his own mouth!
Suzanne swept him up in her arms with disconcerting ease, then she nuzzled him against her giant breasts and spoke to him in a soothing tone, like a mother consoling her baby.
"Georgie, precious, I don't understand! We agreed we both wanted this. I told you all about the spell. So why are you so upset, baby girl?"
He tried to speak, but could only bawl louder.
"Oh, angel, I'm sorry. I thought I was so clear about what this spell involved. Didn't you understand you were going to become my baby girl for real?"
Still bawling, he shook his head. Suzanne looked crestfallen.
"Oh. I'm so sorry, sweetie. I really thought you understood. I'm afraid it's an eternal spell. I'm your mother now, until the end of time."
Shrieking, he swatted at her ineffectually, trying to get her to put him down. He didn't like being held against her body like this, it made her seem even larger.
"Please don't cry, darling. You'll see, this will be wonderful. You're finally free to express all of your emotions, to be completely vulnerable, to really be the innocent child you are. You don't have to wear clothes or live by adult rules. And you get to be a girl. A wonderful, beautiful little girl. We've released the real, beautiful you, and as your mother I'm pledged to eternally love and protect you."
George looked sadly at Suzanne's breasts. He'd been stripped of his manhood, and he wouldn't get to make love again for years. He looked down between his thighs and whimpered again. Suzanne observed his sad self-appraisal and chucked him gently under the chin.
"Don't worry, angel. We'll be close in ways you never imagined. You always loved my breasts so much, you couldn't stay away from them. Well, now you can suckle from them all you like. You'll get all of the nourishment you need, directly from my body. You can even feed in public, and nobody will think anything of it. Come on, I bet you're hungry right now."
With one hand she lowered her neckline, then she pressed him up against her huge breast. He opened his mouth to bawl again, and with a sweet giggle Suzanne stuck her nipple right between his lips. George fussed and tried to spit it out, but it filled his whole mouth. He whined and kicked his little feet, trying to fight it. Maybe he was stuck as a baby girl now, but he sure as hell wasn't going to allow himself to be breastfed!
"Come on," Suzanne said gently. "Don't be shy, Georgie. I'm your mommy now, and I've got all the milk you could ever need. Just try one little sip and you'll see how nice it is."
George pouted, but he had to admit that Suzanne's nipple did feel kind of nice in his mouth. Curiosity got the better of him, and he gave it one quick suck. To his amazement, a thick, rich milk began to gush down his throat. It was absolutely delicious, and he couldn't resist gulping some more of it down. The stuff kept flowing, and he kept gulping. It was thick and sweet like a milkshake, but warm and rich, almost meaty. Every sip just made him want the next sip even more.
Suzanne's milk made him feel sleepy and stupid as he fed, and soon he'd almost forgotten why he'd been so upset.
"That's right, baby girl," Suzanne whispered down to him as he drank. "I told you that you were going to get your lunch soon, and it would be the best meal you'd ever eaten."
George was too sleepy now to understand, so he just gurgled happily as he squeezed his little hands around Suzanne's nipple, the better to drink the milk that flowed from the bountiful breasts of his eternal mother.



LOUD AND CLEAR
Hannah climbed into the bed beside Carrie, boggling at the sight of Carrie's huge, pregnant belly and boobs. Carrie hadn't been pregnant yesterday.
"Oh my god," Hannah said. "This is the freakiest thing ever. I can't believe Larry's really in here! Tell me again how it happened."
Carrie lied back with her arms folded behind her head, a smug little grin on her face. She'd only been pregnant for a few hours, but she already had that gorgeous maternal glow.
"Well, Larry had just come home drunk, just like he has every night for I don't even know how long. He was yelling at me for not making his dinner, and he was stomping around and waving his fist in my face, like he was going to slap me around me again. He kept expecting me to cringe and cry, and when I wouldn't it just made him madder."
Hannah gave Carrie's belly a resentful look.
"Yeah," she said. "That sure sounds like the Larry that I used to know, all right."
"So he was pissed off at me, and he kept saying I was his woman and I had to serve him. You know, that same old sexist shit he was always saying. Well, I just kept looking at him, not saying anything, with this big grin on my face."
"I bet that made him nuts."
"You bet your ass it did! He asked me what I was so happy about, and I told him I'd been screwing his ex-wife, that we were in love, and we were going to have a baby girl."
Hannah burst into laughter, covering her mouth with her hands.
"Oh, my God! I sure wish I could have seen his face when you told him about us!"
"It was an absolute joy to witness, let me tell you. Of course he went totally ape shit, and he asked how the hell I was planning to have a baby girl when the doctor told me I'd never be able to conceive."
Carrie looked down at her round belly with a smug grin.
"And that was when I said the incantation that Vanessa told us about at that last coven meeting."
Hannah shook her head and laughed.
"And it actually worked? For real?"
"It worked, for real. As soon as I said the words Larry started to shiver, then he doubled over and began to shrink! He got smaller and smaller, and I could see he was getting younger, too. Finally, when he'd become a tiny little baby he disappeared, and then a  second later my belly and my boobs started to swell up."
She gently stroked her fingertips along the skin of her belly.
"Within a few seconds," she said, "I was a brand new mommy for our bouncing baby girl."
Hannah and Carrie exchanged a warm, lingering look and then Hannah crawled down to Carrie's belly, stroking it as she kept her eyes locked on Carrie's face.
"Poor little Laura. Or Lauren. What she would call him?"
Carrie giggled.
"We'll figure it out. 'Larry' is fine, for now."
Hannah was stroking Carrie's belly slowly now, running her nails across it in ticklish little circles.
"Do you think he can hear us in there?"
"I hope so," Carrie said. "Why don't you try talking to him?" 
Hannah smiled and leaned in close to the skin of Carrie's belly.
"Hey, Larry! Your dreams have come true! You finally have two hot mamas who are gonna love you and kiss you and take care of your every need! Remember how you used to always order us to go get you a bottle of beer? Well, now we'll be happy to fetch you a bottle whenever you want. But it'll be a baby bottle, full of formula!"
Carrie snickered and shook her head.
"No, there will be absolutely no formula for our baby girl. She's gonna have lots and lots of fresh, warm milk." She grabbed her swollen boobs and gave them a little shake. "Straight from the source."
Hannah and Carrie shared another look, longer this time. Hannah leaned in, planting soft kisses on Carrie's round tummy.
"Do you think he can hear us in there?"
"I know he can hear us," Carrie said. "At least it sure feels like it, judging by the way he keeps kicking me."
"Awesome. And you're sure he's going to be a girl?"
"Well, I guess we won't know for sure until I get my first sonogram, but I did the spell word for word, and it's supposed to make him a girl. And the last I saw of him, when he was super tiny right before he vanished, I didn't spot any dick."
Hannah flicked her tongue along Carrie's belly, her hands rubbing the sides.
"Hey, Larry," she said softly. "Looks like we're gonna have to paint the walls of your nursery pink."
"Yeah. And won't Larry look simply adorable in a ruffly little dress? I can't wait until he's old enough for us to put his hair in pigtails!"
Carrie felt a sharp kick and winced, folding her arms around her baby bump.
"Ouch! The brat is really going nuts in there."
Hannah gave Carrie a sly grin.
"Poor baby," Hannah said. "Here, let me kiss him on the head, that should cheer him up."
She kissed around Carrie's protruding navel, her kisses slowly traveling south.
"I don't know if that was his head," Carrie said. "You'd better kiss my tummy some more. But lower."
"Sure. How about here? Or here. Do you think his head is down here?"
"Maybe. I'm not sure. You better kiss a little lower."
"OK. Down here. Or maybe, way down here."
"Lower," Carrie whispered. "Just a little lower."
Hannah giggled, climbing into position between Carrie's thighs.
"Maybe I should talk to him a little more directly. Maybe I should get down here and whisper right in his ear, huh?"
"Good idea. But it's still probably hard for him to hear you clearly, so you'd better put your lips up nice and close."
"I will. Very close."
Several minutes passed, several minutes of kiss and touch, but not a word between the two witches. Finally Carrie spoke up.
"I don't hear you saying anything to Larry," she said.
"Don't worry," Hannah said. "I think he gets the message, loud and clear." 



SMALL PARTS
At 31, Monty was convinced his days in Hollywood were numbered. His agent had been calling less and less lately, and it seemed like every day when Monty looked in the mirror he noticed fine lines that hadn't been there before.
He investigated various forms of plastic surgery, but they all seemed so risky. If something went wrong, if the doctor's scalpel slipped or he injected just one CC of juice too many, it could ruin Monty's career in Hollywood. He could end up with one of those awful faces like the dummies down at the wax museum!
Monty had an old friend in the biz, Jules, who recommended the services of a special clinic located in Germany. The clinic allegedly used a technique the Soviet government had been working on before the collapse, a technique that was somehow supposed to wind back your body clock and actually make you younger. What's more, once you were your new age, it would allegedly be 10 years or more before you began to age show any signs of aging again. Jules said he'd used the technique himself, and he'd looked no older than 25 or so for as long as Monty had known him.
It sounded crazy, but Monty was desperate enough to try anything. Besides, Monty and Jules went all the back to the days when they were on that season of Topanga Canyon Nights together, and Monty trusted Jules as much as anybody in Hollywood. The treatment would cost almost everything Monty had in the bank, but it'd be well worth it if he could actually buy back his youth.
So finally, Monty decided to give the clinic a try.
It was crucial that word of Monty's treatment didn't get out, so he traveled alone, carrying a letter Jules had written for him in German. The letter explained that Monty wanted 10 years taken off of his age, so that he would be 21 again. 21 struck Monty as the perfect age for an actor. It was young enough to start his whole career over, but not so young that he couldn't play leading men. While Monty had been tempted to go as young as 19 or even 18, he didn't want to risk getting stuck playing teenage boys for the next decade or more!
The staff at the clinic seemed very keen on confirming the number of years Monty wanted taken off his age. They were kind of annoying about it really, but he told himself that it was just a sign of their thoroughness. After all, he sure didn't want to pay that much just to end up walking out of the clinic 10 months younger.
"Bist du sicher?" the nurse asked him over and over again, as he signed various forms. "Sie wollen ein 11-jähriges mädchen zu sein?"
Not knowing a word of German beyond ja and nein, Monty could only nod and say, "Ja, ja. Just make me younger, that's all I ask."
Finally they had Monty put on a scratchy blue hospital gown and they took him into a small room that was filled with old-fashioned equipment that looked like it was right out of a Frankenstein movie. It was creepy-looking stuff, but all Monty cared about were the results.
Trembling with anticipation, he sat in a cold metal chair and allowed the doctors to strap down his wrists and place a strange contraption on his head. The doctors went behind a large wall of glass and put on goggles, then they did a quick countdown on the overhead speaker and began to flip switches and turn dials.
The room filled with blinding green light and a sound like a few dozen blenders making smoothies at the same time. Monty could feel the hair on his arms standing up, the fillings rattling in his teeth. He couldn't believe this was really going to work, and with every second he was more convinced he was about to be electrocuted.
But then Monty remembered the assurances of the ever-youthful Jules, and he closed his eyes and prayed for the best.
A cold shiver of energy passed through his whole body. Monty could feel his flesh rippling all over, jiggling on his bones like Jello. The feeling intensified, his body shivering and shaking in the chair. Just when Monty felt like his body was about to fly apart, like he was going to end up splattered all over the walls, the violent shaking stopped.
He opened his eyes to see the doctors behind the glass grinning and giving him the thumbs up. He couldn't believe it. It had worked! He was getting a second chance at youth, and he felt like the luckiest guy in the world!
But then he looked down at himself and saw that something was wrong. The hospital gown was huge on him now and his arms looked pale and scrawny. Worse, the firm pecs he had spent countless hours sculpting in the gym had somehow vanished, and in their place he had two soft little bumps with pointy tips poking out against the thin fabric of the hospital gown. They looked just like a pair of itty-bitty tits, like the kind you'd see on some girl in middle school. Monty struggled helplessly in his restraints, and as he did the two little bumps bounced inside his gown just like a pair of budding breasts, the fabric scratchy against his strangely sensitive nipples.
The nurse came over to free Monty's wrists from the chair. She was the same nurse who had spent all that time going over the forms with Monty, but since the last time he saw her she had grown quite a bit and now appeared to be about seven feet tall. She was smiling down at Monty as she held out a mirror for him to see himself. He flinched away from it, dreading what he was going to see, but then his curiosity was too strong and he had to look.
The face in the mirror was completely unrecognizable. The pale, smooth, hairless cheeks. The button nose. The big blue eyes with their prominent lashes. The blond, naturally wavy hair that framed his pretty new face. It was all totally wrong. Every single inch of this soft little body was totally wrong.
Monty screamed, and the sound that came out sounded like the noise a very small dog makes when somebody steps on its tail. 
Monty learned the hard way that there no true friends in Hollywood. Even if you spent years going out for all the same roles as a guy, hanging around in the same waiting rooms, sharing your sob stories about all the parts you'd lost, that wouldn't stop him from turning you into an 11-year-old girl the first chance he got. If a guy never had to worry about you competing with him for roles again, what did he care if you were stuck using pimple cream and maxi pads? What did he care if you were gonna be too young to drink for the next 20 years or so?
On the bright side, it wasn't long before Monty became far more successful as an actor than Jules had ever been. On the not so bright side, Monty's breakout gig was as a vain, stuck-up little blonde on a Disney Channel sitcom.
Sometimes when Monty was at the malls, signing autographs for long lines of sweaty, starry-eyed kids, he would find himself bitterly thinking about that old saying in the acting biz: There are no small parts, only small actors.
Monty had finally landed a really big part. But to do it, he had to become a very small actor indeed.



FREAKY FREIDA
Fred was putting his books in his locker when he heard Joey’s sneering voice behind him.
"Hey, Freaky Freida!"
Fred cringed. He'd already been having a terrible day, and Joey was the absolute last person he wanted to see right now.
"Leave me alone, Joey. I haven’t done anything to you."
Joey paid no attention, coming over and standing entirely too close to Fred, pinning him back against his locker. Normally Joey traveled around with a pair of his awful friends, but he was still plenty awful enough on his own.
Fred hugged his books close against his chest, suddenly feeling acutely self-conscious about his big boobs. He'd worn his baggiest sweater to school today, but no matter how baggy his sweaters were, they were never baggy enough.
Fred knew all too well that Joey teased him so cruelly because he had a schoolboy crush, and knowing that only made Joey’s taunting seem even more creepy. Fred was 35 years old, an accountant and a normal, straight, red-blooded American male. It was tax season right now and Fred was supposed to be working at his office downtown, doing stacks of returns. But instead, thanks to that damn magic spell cast by his bitch of an ex-wife Gina, Fred was stuck in high school as a boobsy little 16-year-old blonde, getting harassed by some big, dumb jock from the volleyball team!
"How’s it going, Freaky Freida? Still think you’re a dude?"
"Leave me alone," Fred muttered. "Just let me go, OK?"
But Joey just leaned forward, putting put his hands on either side of Fred and pinning him against the lockers.
"Why do you want to be a boy, Freaky Freida? Do you wish you had a dick?"
Fred scowled, hugging his books more tightly. The loss of his manhood was an especially painful subject. Joey saw how upset Fred was becoming, and grinned.
"You do wish you had a dick," Joey gloated. "You’re a lezzie."
"No, I’m not!"
"Oh, so you like guys?"
"No! I mean..."
Fred felt his face becoming hot. What could he say? If he said he liked girls he’d be branded in school as a lesbian, and if he said he liked guys he’d be branded as the girl who said she was a guy but who liked other guys!
Fred had despised high school when he had to endure it the first time. Now he was going through the whole nightmare again... only this time, he was doing it stuck as a girl. It was bad enough when he used to get bullied by the other boys. Now he was getting bullied by boys who called him a lezzie and stared at his tits!
"I don’t like anyone," Fred said at last. "I don’t think about that stuff!"
It was a lame answer, but it was all Fred could think of. Joey was standing too close, it was impossible to think with him right there in Fred’s face.
Fred pulled his books more tightly against his chest, mashing his breasts down as much as he could. Gina had a little extra fun with Fred's body by giving him really big boobs for a girl his age, and the damn things were a constant annoyance. Even though he always wore the loosest shirts he could find, his nipples had an awful tendency to stick straight out and get super-sensitive whenever he was nervous. They were always especially bad whenever Joey was around.
Joey gave him a smirk.
"You’re a total lezzie," he said. "I know it. I bet you love gym, when you get to look at all the other girls in the locker room."
Fred grimaced. Gym was actually one of his least favorite times of day. Even if he was one of the girls himself now, he knew he’d never feel right sharing a locker room with them.
"You love it," Joey said. "You love to watch the other girls change, and you love to stare at their tits."
"What? No, I don't!"
Fred moved forward, trying to escape past his tormentor, but it only brought him right up against Joey, who pushed him back against the locker and moved in even closer.
"Why do you always cover your tits with your books?" Joey’s voice was quiet, his face inches from Fred's. "Are you ashamed of them, because they’re so big?"
To his horror, Fred could actually feel his boobs kind of puffing up in his bra, like all the blood was rushing to them and they were actually growing or something. When he first turned into a girl he'd read some books about girl stuff so he'd know where everything was on his body and how it worked. One of the books had talked about that, that sometimes your boobs could swell up a little if you were feeling certain things. His nipples were stiff as hell and achingly sensitive too, poking out like little bullets through his bra, through his shirt.
Fred found himself looking deep into Joey's eyes and thinking about how pretty they were. Joey was a big, handsome boy, with broad shoulders and strong hands and amazing lips. Lately Fred had even had a few gross dreams about Joey, dreams where they kissed and held hands. In one dream they even kissed with tongues and Joey started to put his hand under Fred's shirt. That was when Fred's alarm clock went off, waking him up just in time!
These feelings were all so wrong, so creepy and confusing and scary, but Fred was totally powerless to fight them. Now Joey was right there, in his face, and Fred felt hot and wet all over and his heart was throbbing in his chest. He looked longingly over Joey's shoulder, desperate to get free and run far away before these wrong, weird feelings got any worse.
"My boobs aren't that big," Fred mumbled, instantly cursing himself for taking Joey’s bait. Now they were having an actual conversation about Fred's boobs, and how big they were.
"Yeah," Joey said. "You're real big. You’re probably the biggest girl in school. You have a really sweet pair of titties, actually."
Fred was appalled by the clumsiness and immaturity of Joey’s remark, but some part of him was also strangely flattered. His cheeks felt hot, and he knew he was blushing. He still had that weird feeling like his boobs were growing, too. How big were the stupid things gonna get?
"Please," Fred whimpered. His voice was sickeningly small and helpless. "Please, just leave me alone."
"You shouldn’t be ashamed of having big tits. It’s good for a girl to have them. It looks good. You look good."
Fred glanced back and forth down the hall, both terrified and relieved to find that they were all alone. He looked up at Joey, and knew that they were both feeling the same excitement and fear.
No. This couldn't be happening. No.
Joey reached down and tried to gently pull Fred’s books away, but Fred held them tight, like a shield across his breasts. Without the books in the way, Fred's bullet-hard nipples would be obvious. Fred was feeling that warm, ticklish, swelled up feeling down low, the feeling he got now whenever he thought about boys for too long. The feeling that led him to experiment with the different shower head settings and sitting on the clothes dryer when it was doing the spin cycle.
But this time, the feeling was stronger than ever. He needed more than shower heads and spin cycles. He needed Joey.
Joey pushed his leg between Fred's knees, spreading Fred's legs a little against the locker. Fred looked up into Joey’s eyes and was hypnotized by the warm blue of them, the little flecks of green and gold. Joey was standing so close now, and Fred wanted to be even closer. Without thinking he lowered his books, gave his lips a quick lick to moisten them and titled his head up just a little. He suddenly remembered the Sloppy Joe he’d had for lunch, and wondered what his breath smelled like.
Fred realized with horror that Joey was about to kiss him. And worse, much worse: Fred wanted it, at least much as Joey did.
And then Joey was kissing Fred and Fred was kissing Joey back, parting his lips to let Joey’s warm tongue slip deep inside his mouth. They were exploring each other's mouths, tongues touching teeth and flicking against all the wet, sensitive pink flesh.
Oh no. They were actually kissing. They were frenching.
Fred couldn’t understand what was happening or why he was doing this insane thing. He just knew it felt much too good to stop. No way could they stop now. Fred needed more of Joey. More kissing, more tongue, more frenching. More Joey. More.
Their hands found each other as they frenched, their fingers intertwining. God, now they were frenching and holding hands. This whole thing just kept getting worse. This wasn't some innocent little kiss. This was making out! Fred was making out with a guy! With Joey!
All the tension between them was suddenly exploding into something crazy and unstoppable, something so wrong but so, so good. As the kiss stretched on and on the whole world seemed to fall away around them, and Fred was aware of nothing but Joey’s warm breath and his lips and his teeth and his tongue. Fred heard himself making soft, whimpering little sounds, and he couldn't stop doing it. Some girl instinct was forcing him to purr and coo, to say without saying, Yes, everything you are doing to me right now feels very good, please continue.
Giving in to his basest instincts as a teenage girl, Fred took Joey's hand and placed it on his breast, signaling with more soft whimpers that he very much wanted to get felt up now please. Joey needed no further prompting and he began to knead Joe's breasts, running his thumb in a firm circle around Fred's nipple so Fred could feel it through his shirt and bra. Every circle sent a shuddering jolt down Fred's spine to the treacherous place right between his thighs. Fred felt all sorts of weird stuff going on down low now, everything warming up and unclenching, his teenage girl body preparing itself for Joey.
Fred was making out, frenching, getting felt up. Where would it end? The back of Fred's head was bonking against the locker as they furiously kissed and touched and squeezed and bit each other, in a blind frenzy of passion. Mostly Joey was the one groping Fred, but it didn't all go one way. Fred found himself grasping at Joey, squeezing his tight little butt, pulling him close as they kissed and kissed and kissed.
Fred was whimpering helplessly now, partly from desire and partly from despair. Kissing Joey at all was bad enough. But why did it have to be the best kiss ever?
"Dude, what the hell are you doing?"
It was the voice of Trey, one of Joey’s friends, jolting Fred back to reality. Fred looked up with blurry eyes to see that Joey's friends were standing a ways down the hall. Normally Joey was the ringleader while he and his friends teased and tormented Fred. Now Joey's friends were looking at him and Fred with wide, amazed eyes.
Fred and Joey suddenly came to their senses, leaping out of each other's arms, wiping the saliva off their lips and chins and adjusting the clothes that had been tugged askew while they groped and fumbled with each other. How long they’d been making out? Had it been a minute? More? For all Fred knew, Joey's friends might have spent the last five minutes watching Joey as he was lost in a passionate clinch with Freaky Freida.
Joey stared over at his friends, then he stared back at Fred. He looked just about as horrified as Fred felt. Without another word Joey turned and hurried off, away from Fred and his friends. Joey's friends looked confused for a moment, then they turned and rushed in the other direction out of the hall, away from Fred and Joey.
Fred found himself alone in the hall, his head still hot and woozy from the kiss, his body damp and tingling all over. He reached up to his lips, using the back of his trembling hand to wipe away a bit of Joey's saliva. As Fred slammed his books in his locker and he felt the aching emptiness between his thighs and the tickle of his hard nipples against his shirt, he knew that Gina’s triumph was complete. She had made her ex-husband a teenage girl, inside and out.
But then Fred thought about the kiss some more. Nothing like that ever happened when he went to high school the first time! When you were a boy and another boy was bullying you, there was nothing you could do. But when you were a girl and a boy was bullying you, you could make out with him.
There was a glass case full of trophies at the end of the hall, and as Fred reached it now he could see his reflection. He struck a few little poses, fluffing his hair, making faces and admiring his new self. He'd been trying to hide it, but underneath his baggy shirts he had a great figure. If he put a little effort into his appearance, like if he wore dresses and maybe put on some makeup, he could probably be the prettiest girl in the whole school.
Fred smiled to himself as he hopped down the school's front steps, not even minding the soreness of his heavy boobs as they bounced in his bra. He was already looking forward to getting home, digging around in Gina's makeup drawer and doing a little experimenting.
The boys at school called Fred Freaky Freida. But soon they were all gonna find out just how freaky Freida could get.



A FUSSY BABY
A few weeks after they met, Carol told Ray about her fetish. She loved to infantilize men, treating them like babies.
At first Ray thought she just meant a little baby talk, but she liked to really treat her men like babies, complete with diapers, bottles of formula and even the occasional spanking.
It all began for Carol when she was a kid. Her stepbrother had been a couple of years younger than she was, and when her parents would go out they'd always leave her in charge. Her stepbrother resented it, and he'd act up terribly. Sometimes, when he was especially bad, she'd punish him by making him wear their little sister's diapers. She'd grown addicted to the feeling of weird power it gave her, and soon she was looking for excuses to put him diapers.
When she reached adulthood, Carol found that she had a full-blown kink for this stuff. Nothing turned her on as much as treating a man like a baby. She knew there were men out there who would have enjoyed being infantilized, but she preferred men who resisted her every step of the way. For Carol, taking a strong, self-confident, masculine man and transforming him into her helpless baby was the most satisfying, sexiest feeling in the world.
At first Ray was kind of horrified by her fetish, but after some soul searching he decided it was really pretty harmless. He agreed to indulge her, up to a point. He would wear diapers around the house once in a while and he'd act like a baby for her, but he wouldn't pee in his diaper, drink from a bottle or call her Mommy. And he absolutely refused to do any of the girly stuff she wanted, like putting on little pink dresses or playing with dolls.
Carol was delighted when he agreed to indulge her, and for the next few months she babied him every chance she got. She bathed him, diapered him, powdered him up nice and rubbed baby oil into his skin.
It was kind of fun for Ray, but it also made him feel creepy. Unfortunately, the more uncomfortable he was, the more Carol liked it. Nothing got her more excited than Ray acting "fussy," as she called it. 
As time went by, Carol began to push for more. She tried to get him to eat baby food. She tried to get him to go out in public wearing a diaper. And she wouldn't give up on getting him to call her Mommy.
"Please," she'd beg. "Just say it once. Come on, be a good baby and just say 'Mommy' for me."
"No," he'd growl. "That's too weird. A little role playing is one thing, but you're not my mother. You take this stuff way too seriously."
Sometimes he got tired of her games, and he just wanted to be together like a normal couple.
"I don't want to wear a diaper and crawl around on the floor tonight," he'd say. "I just want to be your man."
"But I don't want you to be a man," was her invariable response. "I want you to be my baby!"
But everything else between them was great, and after they'd been going out for about six months Ray decided to ask Carol to get married. Even if her whole baby thing was kind of weird, she was still the most exciting woman he'd ever met.
And Ray had to admit, this baby stuff was kind of starting to grow on him. Sometimes when Carol diapered him and made him crawl around, it really turned him on. He especially liked it when Carol would pretend to breastfeed him. He would snuggle up against her, she would unbutton her top and pull her boobs out of her bra, then he would spend a long time with his face buried in her cleavage while she cooed in his ear about what a good little baby he was.
The whole thing was so weird and wrong. But it was also much, much more exciting than Ray wanted it to be.
He bought a ring, and he was planning to pop the question on the following Saturday afternoon. Unfortunately when Saturday rolled around Carol already had the day all planned. Of course, her plans involved one of her baby games.
"Please, baby. Just put on one of your diapers and come out into the backyard with me so we can play. Nobody will see us."
"No! Honey, I really don't think today's the best day for that stuff! I..."
But then she began to cry. Ray had never seen her cry in all the time they'd been together and he rushed to her and held her close.
"I don't understand," she said. "All I want is for you to be my sweet baby! Why do you always fight me? You know how important this is to me! I know you're the one for me, and I just want us to make each other happy."
Ray looked at her, touched.
"I'm the one? You mean it?"
"Of course," she sniffled. "You're my baby."
Well, that did it. Of course he couldn't say no to her now.
"Fine," he sighed. "I'll do it."
She giggled and ran to get his diapers. He had the undeniable feeling she'd played him for a sap to get what she wanted, but he just laughed and shook his head. He'd just have to try and relax and enjoy this. After all, it wasn't like he had much choice.
A few minutes later he was lying on the back lawn wearing the snug cloth diaper that Carol had pinned on him. She'd just gone back inside for a moment to get something, leaving him alone. He wriggled uncomfortably on the grass, hoping like hell that nobody was watching him from one of the other backyards. He had a paranoid fear that somebody was peeking through the wooden slats of the fence, taking pictures that were going to end up online somehow and haunt him for the rest of his life.
But Ray had to admit that deep down there really was something kind of exciting about this. The diaper felt good, and it was fun to be outside like this.
But the fact that all of this appealed to him on some level just made it even more disturbing. It felt like Carol was winning, like she was slowly pushing him into accepting life as her baby.
Carol came out with a big smile and one of her hands behind her back.
"I brought something for you, baby."
"Oh, yeah? What's that?"
She held out a bottle full of formula. Ray made a face.
"Come on, Carol! I told you, no formula. Isn't it enough that you got me out here dressed like this?"
"Oh, calm down, baby. It's din-din time, and babies need their formula."
She stood above him, giving him a sexy smile as she dangled the bottle back and forth.
"Come on," she said. "Won't you be a good little baby and drink from your bottle, for Mommy?"
She did make it sound strangely enticing, but for the sake of his dignity Ray knew he had to at least put up a convincing protest.
"OK, damn it. If you're gonna twist my arm, I'll do it just this once."
She giggled wickedly as she got down on her knees beside him.
"We'll just see about that," she said, placing the bottle's nipple to his lips. "Something tells me you'll like it. Something tells me it will be quite habit-forming, and I'll be feeding my baby this way a lot, from now on."
He took the nipple in his mouth and gave a glum suck. To his surprise, the formula was delicious, warm and thick and rich. Carol giggled.
"How does Mommy's little baby like his din-din?"
Ray frowned, sucking the nipple again.
"Well, I gotta admit, it's not so bad. What is this stuff?"
"It's something special Roxanne whipped up for me."
Ray made a face.
"Roxanne? That weirdo friend of yours who calls herself a witch?"
"Uh-huh. She's had a lot of experience with brewing up special formulas for uncooperative little babies. Now drink up."
Ray sucked the nipple again, gladly this time, gulping down more of the delicious formula. After a minute he began to get kind of sleepy, and he closed his eyes as he continued to drink.
For a moment everything spun in the darkness as he savored the formula. The only sound was Carol's breathing above him. He almost fell asleep, but then he awoke with a jolt as he realized he was being lifted up off the ground.
Opening his eyes, he saw Carol towering above him, unimaginably large. She was grinning down at him, supporting him against her chest with one arm as she held the huge bottle to his suddenly toothless mouth. He tried to wriggle free, but she was far too strong for him, he could hardly budge. The more he struggled, the wider Carol's grin got.
"Oh no, is baby gonna cry? Don't be scared, Mommy's just feeding her little angel din-din! Tasty din-din, for baby!"
She tilted his head back, pouring the last of the formula down his throat. Once Carol at last took the nipple out of his mouth he began to wail, a high, screeching sound that stunned him with its childishness. Somehow he'd become an actual infant!
His diaper had fallen off as he shrank, and he was naked now in Carol's arms. She rocked him gently, but her grin was full of sinister pleasure.
"Sorry, baby, but that's all you can have of that formula for a while. If you drank any more, you'd get so tiny that I couldn't even snuggle you anymore! But don't worry, I'll feed you a fresh bottle of the stuff every few months. That way you won't ever have to grow up, and you can be mommy's darling little baby forever and ever."
She placed him over her shoulder, patting him on the back as she spoke.
"Let's see," she said dreamily. "What should mommy feed you for dinner this evening, huh? Strained peas? Apple sauce? Maybe you'd just like a bottle of fresh milk, huh?"
As she continued patting his back, Ray was horrified to feel something coming up from his stomach. A few more pats, and he belched a tiny baby belch. Carol laughed, absolutely delighted. She'd just burped him!
"Come on, baby," Carol said, laying him flat on the grass. "Let's get you dressed up in your nice new clothes, OK?"
There was a pink baby bag Ray hadn't noticed on the grass before, and Carol reached into and pulled out an infant-size diaper, some baby wipes and a big white bottle of baby powder. Ray whined, kicking his legs helplessly, but Carol just smirked and went to work cleaning him with the wipes, never breaking eye contact with Ray as she scrubbed his chubby little legs and belly.
And as Carol cleaned him, Ray realized something very important was missing down there...
"What are little girls made of?" Carol sang to herself as she worked. "Sugar and spice, and everything nice. That's what little girls are made of!"
Ray lay on the grass, desperate to escape but unable to do more than wriggle and whine as Carol rubbed the wipes across his strange, tiny new body. Just when he thought she was done she flipped him over onto his belly and kept on cleaning him, sweeping the wipes in gentle circles across his tender skin.
"There we go," she said as she easily turned him over and plopped him down on his back. "Nice, clean little baby girl. Now we just powder you..."
She shook the baby powder into her palm and then she applied it to Ray with soft little pats all over, raising a sweet talcum scent all around them. She scooped her hand under his bottom and lifted him up, sweeping the diaper into place beneath him. She quickly fastened it up and then sat back with a smug grin to appraise her work: Ray was an infant girl, cleaned, powdered and freshly diapered. Just like she'd always wanted.
Ray was kicking his little legs uselessly, his baby doll fingers grasping at the air. Every attempt at a plea or demand came out as infantile babble or a trickle of warm drool down his chin. It was a living nightmare and Ray couldn't imagine how it could possibly get worse...
Or, he couldn't imagine how it could possibly get worse, until Carol reached into the baby bag and began to pull out some tiny clothes. Tiny, pink, frilly clothes.
As Ray sniveled in horror Carol just rolled her eyes, pulled on Ray's little pink dress and used a pair of pink barrettes to put his blond hair up in cute little pigtails.
"You'll see," she said. "Being a little girl won't be so bad. You're gonna have lots of pretty clothes and stuffed animals, and your own dollies to play with. Doesn't that sound fun, baby?"
Ray screamed in outrage, rolling on the grass and kicking his little feet as he wailed a baby girl's wail. Carol gave him a fiendish look, her cheeks flushing pink as she played with his tiny fingers and toes.
"Aw, poor widdle Rachel," she purred. "You know how much Mommy just hates to see her baby girl get fussy." 



BACK TO SCHOOL
"This is damn sloppy work," Professor Heck growled as he looked over the essay that Don had handed in. "Keep giving me crap like this, and you're going to flunk out of Milford University for sure. Your work has been so poor, I'm not sure how the hell you got in."
Don felt like telling Heck to shove the essay up his ass, but once again he just kept quiet.
Heck was Don's least favorite instructor, by far. He was head of the economics program at Milford and he loved lording his power of everybody. He seemed to get a special thrill out of humiliating Don in front of the other students.
Everybody in class had their heads down now, cringing in sympathy while Heck tore Don apart yet again.
"I've had a lot on my mind, sir," Don mumbled. "I did the best that I could."
"Are you kidding? This thing looks like it was written by a high school kid! Is that your problem, Don? Do we need to send you back to high school? I think it would do you a world of good. Maybe you'd learn some discipline and you'd finally stop rushing through everything."
Don bit the eraser on his pencil, trying to keep his fury in check. Heck could see his bullying was getting a rise out of Don, and he smiled a nasty smile and pressed on.
"What's been on your mind anyhow, boy? Must be something big, if it's made you this sloppy."
Don looked down at his desk, trying to keep his expression blank. The truth was, he had been preoccupied. For the past few months, Don had been studying witchcraft in every moment of his spare time. It had completely obsessed him.
"I can't really talk about it, sir. It's personal. But I promise, sir, I'll start paying closer attention to my homework."
Don glanced up to see Judy on the next aisle, giving him a look full of pity. She was a babe with a sweet smile and an even sweeter figure, and under other circumstances maybe Don could have had a shot with her. But thanks to Heck and his constant insults, Judy and everybody else in the class just thought of Don as a pathetic loser who couldn't do anything right.
"You'd better start paying attention," Heck said, his loud voice jolting Don out of his glum thoughts. "You can't walk through the world with your head in the clouds! A man needs to pay attention to the details, if he ever wants to get anywhere in this life!"
With a smug little grin Heck turned and strode back to the board, writing numbers with broad strokes of the chalk as he resumed today's lesson at last.
Don glared at Heck’s back, hating him more than he had ever hated anyone in his life. It was one thing to criticize a student for sloppy work, but Heck took such obvious, fiendish delight in making Don miserable. Heck didn't become a professor because he enjoyed teaching. He became a teacher because he loved it when students like Don failed. It gave him an excuse to really twist the knife.
When the class ended Don saw Judy headed his way, but he kept his head down and hurried out of the room before she could reach him. He was in no mood for another one of her little speeches about how bad she felt to see Heck treat him like that. He didn't want pity. The only thing that he wanted was to get revenge on Heck.
"Well," Don thought as he hurried across the campus back to his car, "Heck should enjoy himself while he can. Because tonight, that old sadist is going to get what he deserves."
When Don arrived home that night, he ate a quick dinner and then immediately set to work finding the perfect spell to get vengeance against Heck. Don already knew just what he wanted to do to Heck. Tonight, as Heck relaxed after a long day of belittling Don, he was going to suddenly find himself transformed into a little teenage schoolgirl, complete with blond pigtails, a short plaid skirt, the whole works! Then Heck would see how he liked being sent back to high school!
The best part was, the spell would be completely irreversible. Don was going to take special care to make sure that no force on Earth, magical or otherwise, would ever make Heck an adult male again. Heck was going to look like a little 13-year-old blonde for as long as he lived, and he wouldn't even know how it happened!
It was a complicated spell, and after an hour or so of going through his books, Don was getting frustrated. There were plenty of spells to change somebody's gender or to make them younger, but it was hard to figure out how to do both at the same time. Also, Don wasn't sure where Professor Heck lived, and distance transfigurations were always tricky.
Eventually it occurred to him that he could take a few shortcuts. He remembered coming across a spell that enabled you to transfigure someone from far away. He didn't remember the exact incantation, but it wasn't a very complicated spell.  Besides, if he screwed up and instead of a schoolgirl Heck was instead transformed into some hideous, half-human freak, that wouldn't exactly be a tragedy.
Don spent a good half hour doing every magic-locking spell he could find, so many that he lost count, making absolutely certain that no force on the planet could ever undo what was about to happen. Then he set one of his books down on a nearby stool and began the long incantation that would start Heck’s new life. As he did, he tried to concentrate hard on the mental image of an absurdly innocent-looking schoolgirl with blonde, braided pigtails, but it was hard to stay focused on the image while he struggled to remember the proper phrasing for the spell.
The instant Don finished the incantation, he felt a strange vibration in the air around him. He looked around, wondering what was causing it, and suddenly there was a stabbing pain in his belly that soon radiated out through his entire body. He doubled over, gasping, and saw two long, blond braids drop down on either side of his face. At that same instant his slacks vanished, replaced by a little plaid skirt, and his loafers became a pair of shiny black saddleshoes. His howl of pain became a high-pitched squeal, like a teenage girl screaming for her favorite boy band, as a frilly white bra materialized beneath his shirt complete with two plump little breasts to fill the cups.
As the pain finally went away, Don staggered over to the mirror and gazed in horror at his shapely new body. He was younger, and prettier, than his own teenage niece.
Heck was right. Don needed to be a lot more careful with his homework.
It was a lesson Don was going to have many years to learn.
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