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PRESTO CHANGO


Bradley always thought Michael’s obsession with being a "wizard" was a joke. Teasing him was just harmless fun—until Michael, pushed too far, starts casting "spells" on his tormentors. Brad and his friends laugh it off. Nothing happens. No one turns into a newt.

At first…

Then mysterious women start coming: beautiful, eager, and desperate for Brad’s attention. He’s not about to question his sudden luck… until the night he feels his body twist and change. He finds himself transformed into a woman for just long enough to realize the horrifying truth.

Those women weren’t women at all.

Maybe Michael’s magic wasn’t so fake after all.


CHAPTER 1
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We called him Magic Mike… though not because he was some muscular stud. The name was more… ironic, because he was quite the opposite. His name was Michael, and he was convinced that he was magic.

Everyone knew a guy like Michael back in high-school: a Dungeons & Dragons obsession that just got a little bit too out of hand. He stumbled onto some website or another and suddenly he thought he could cast spells and summon spirits and all of that.

We all laughed endlessly when he showed up to school in a cloak, complete with hood and staff. The teacher made him take the hood off, and she confiscated the staff until the school day was over. Michael scowled at her and said, “You’re lucky I don’t turn you into a frog!” And we all howled with laughter…

Because it was funny. Even the teacher couldn’t hold back her chuckle, which made Magic Mike even more upset. He grumbled and stormed off to his seat, slouching down low before reciting some latin incantation. And no, Mrs. Peters never did turn into a frog.

I tried not to laugh. I really did try. But it was hard to keep the giggles back some days. The vice-principal caught him drawing a pentagram on the bathroom wall with pig blood that he stole from the butcher shop down the road. In the middle of gym class one day, he raised his arms in the air and said, “Oh, Great One! I summon your minions to bring chaos to this earth!” The whole place went silent before the roar of laughter. No minions did show up.

And yes, we did speculate that Michael could have had… some sort of disability. I’m not condoning mocking someone with a learning issue; I can’t say one way or another if he did indeed have anything like that, but I suppose there were hints—and this was back before stuff like autism was super well known.

But I will say… I don’t actually think that this was entirely to do with something like autism. Not now anyway. Because something ended up happening that was so unexplainable, I could only conclude that there was something real behind what Michael had found himself into. Maybe he didn’t turn the teacher into a frog or summon demonic minions to attack his bullies—but he did manage to produce some magic… and maybe it was just a fluke.

I know that this story is hard to believe. I had a hard time believing it myself—and I was seeing it unfold with my own eyes.

It all went down at a house party. Half the school was there, but people were being surprisingly well-behaved. A few of us were old enough to be drinking, but a number of our friends weren’t—so we were all being cautious to ensure police didn’t end up being called. The music volume stayed relatively low, and nobody got drunk enough to do anything stupid…

At least not knowingly stupid.

We were drinking, and some other substances were being passed around. Nothing serious—no narcotics or anything like that. I overheard someone saying that a few people had magic mushrooms—and that was about as intense as the night got.

I was there with a few friends from school. Chuck was trying to impress some girls by chugging as much beer as he could. He ended up puking on himself, and all of the girls laughed, so he went to be alone for a while to recoup his humility. So I was left hanging out with Nico and Alan.

I will admit that there was some peer pressure. Someone had brought in a box of vodka from their parents’ house—apparently their parents kept boxes full of bottles in their basement; they’d invested in some vodka company that failed, and now they were stuck with the stock. So we were all doing shots—and most of us were lightweights, understandably.

I was feeling tipsy, and I knew to stop. Nico kept thrusting shots towards me. “One more, man! Don’t be a puss-ay!” He was swaying, drunk. Alan was handling his liquor better, but I could tell by the redness on his face that it was starting to get to him.

“C’mon, Bradley. One more shot,” Nico insisted. “Don’t make me drink alone.”

“I’m drinking this beer,” I said, holding up the beer I’d been sipping slowly for over an hour.

“That’s beer. That doesn’t count,” he said.

I laughed. It was a good time. Though there was one issue with the party: “There are hardly any girls here,” I said.

And I was at that age: that early adulthood age where one thinks constantly about their virginity. Each weekend was the same; I would get ready wondering, ‘is this going to be the night I finally lose it?’, and after every party, I went home with the same deep-down disappointment.

My problem wasn’t rejection; it was my fear to try. I would always tell myself that tonight would be different, but then I would see a pretty girl and I would become consumed by fear. Maybe it was fear or rejection—or just fear of embarrassing myself altogether.

Now, I was scanning the room. There were a few familiar girls there. I knew some of them had boyfriends already. The others… well, they weren’t really my type—or they just seemed out of my league. The night wasn’t even over yet, and I was already ready to chalk that night up as a defeat. I wasn’t going to end up fucking anyone, unless something wild happened…

And then something wild happened.

I went to the kitchen to get myself a glass of water. I could already tell that I was going to wake up with a headache, and I wanted to be proactive in reducing the annoying, inevitable hangover. While I was at the sink, a woman walked into the kitchen. She was stunning. She looked almost angelic with her pale skin and near-white blonde hair.

She was staring at me, and I just froze. I must have looked like a complete idiot as I stood there staring back at her.

She had those pouty lips, those big, glistening eyes. She tilted her chin down and smiled slightly, making my heart skip a beat. “Um… Hi,” I said. I didn’t recognize her at all. In fact, I was positive she didn’t go to our school, because if I had ever seen a woman who looked like that at school, I would have been obsessed.

“You’re cute,” she said softly. I was not expecting her to say that. It was so shocking that I couldn’t reply.

She walked over to me. She bit her bottom lip and looked me up and down. Then, she looked into my eyes. Her eyes flashed, and I knew that it was some unspoken offer. She wanted to fuck.

She wanted to fuck me.

I was in disbelief. I thought it must be a prank. Maybe Nico put her up to it. Maybe he even paid her to pretend to be interested in me, just for a gag.

She took my hand and led me upstairs. There was something so ethereal about her—yet in a weird way, familiar. Her hand was small and delicate. But when I looked at her face from the side, I almost recognized her profile… but from where?

“W—What’s your name?” I asked.

“Shh,” she said, putting her finger to my lips. She closed the bedroom door. Then, she took the soft white dress she was wearing and let it drop to the floor. Now, I was staring at a naked goddess, her pale skin almost glowing. Her small breasts were adorable. Her little pink slit made my heart race. Her pink nipples were erect, almost pointing upwards. She tilted her chin down and pouted her lips. “Would you fuck my brains out, please?”

I went to her. I pressed my lips against hers. She put her hands on my chest and gasped. “Your heart is racing so fast,” she said.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said. “W—What’s your name?”

She didn’t answer. She reached down and grabbed my package. She gasped again. “You’re hard.”

“Look at you,” I said in disbelief. Was this a dream.

She unzipped my fly and pulled out my erection. She gasped again. Then, she moaned. I looked down and saw fluid dripping down her thighs. She was wet… insanely wet. She sat down on the edge of the bed. She raised up her knees and spread her legs. There was a nervous look on her face. “Do it,” she whispered.

So I stepped forward. I pressed my tip against her tight little pussy. It took a moment to penetrate. She was so tight. Fluid gushed out of her. I started pumping—and almost instantly, she started moaning.

I wish I could say that I lasted more than a minute. If it was a full minute… well, I’m pretty sure it wasn’t even close. I didn’t have a condom, so I was going to pull out—but then she grabbed me and held me. “Cum in me.”

“I don’t want to get you pregnant,” I gasped.

“Don’t worry about that!”

I assumed she was on birth control—so I let it happen. I gushed deep into her body. I filled her with a fat creampie, and then I pulled out slowly and watched as it spilled down her smooth, pale thighs. She gasped, red in the cheeks, staring down in disbelief.

“What’s your name?” I asked again. I needed to know the name of the girl who just took my virginity—even though it was an embarrassing excuse for a first time. I couldn’t believe I only lasted a few dozen second.

She stared at me, and then she bent over to grab her little white dress. “I should be going,” she said.

“Wait,” I said. She didn’t even have the dress over her breasts before brushing by me and rushing out the door, as if she regretted every second with me—and that certainly did not help my ego.

I went to the door and peered out, seeing her rushed to the stairs as she struggled to the straps of her dress over her shoulders.

“Wait,” I said again, but I didn’t chase, because I was bottomless—and there were eighty people in that house who would see me at school in just a couple of days.

She left—and I didn’t see her again… at least not for a long while.

She had run off, taking my virginity with her.


CHAPTER 2
[image: ]


For days, I tried to figure out who she was. I hated that she had slipped away from me. I hated that I had no idea who was responsible for taking my virginity. They say that you never forget your first time—which meant that I would spend my entire life wondering who that girl was…

And to think that she was so attracted to me! She looked at me in a way that no woman had ever looked at me before, as if I was the hottest dude she’d ever seen. It felt so good to have a girl—a pretty girl—look at me like that.

But she was gone, as if she didn’t exist. I tried asking around. I tried giving her description to classmates, but nobody had heard of her. I asked the host of the party if he had invited anyone who matched that description. “Only people from school,” he said to me. “Why?”

I didn’t tell him why. I didn’t tell anyone that I had sex with a beautiful woman at that party, even though I wanted to; I wanted to tell everyone, but I was afraid that nobody would believe me. I was afraid that everyone would just laugh when I said that she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen—but couldn’t prove that she even existed.

I was starting to wonder if she even existed… but the memory of that quick romp was vivid. There was no way that it was just some sort of alcohol-induced dream… I hadn’t even had that much to drink that night.

So I thought that it was just going to remain a mystery forever… then it happened again.

This time, it didn’t happen with that same girl. This time, it happened with a gorgeous little redhead, who—quite literally—appeared out of nowhere.

I was at a playground with a couple of buddies of mine: Dennis and Lonny. It was where we usually went to smoke a doobie and talk about video games and movies. It was a warm night, and Lonny ended up saying, “I’m starting to think that we’re all going to be virgins forever.” He laughed. Dennis laughed too.

“Who said I’m a virgin?” I said.

They all looked at me. So I told them, with blushing cheeks, “I slept with a girl at that party last week.”

“What girl?”

“That’s none of your business,” I said, turning away so they wouldn’t see my blushing face. I didn’t want to admit that I had no idea who she was.

“Some hog?”

“No. She was hot,” I said.

“Yeah right.”

“It’s true,” I said.

We argued for a while. The guys really didn’t believe me—which is exactly what I expected. They shook their heads and waved me off, and soon, we were talking about some video game that was about to be released.

Then, Dennis stood up and said, “I’m going to walk to the gas station and get some cigarettes.”

“I need to get home,” said Lonny. “But I’ll be back in a couple of hours.” He had to help his grandmother get to and from the bathroom every night.

‘You coming?” Dennis asked as he pulled his last cigarette out from his jacket.

“Are we coming back here?”

He shrugged and nodded his head. We spent a lot of time hanging out there.

“Then I’ll just wait here.” I really didn’t feel like walking the eight blocks to the gas station, and then back—and I also knew that if I went with him, he would try to guilt me into buying cigarettes for myself, which he would constantly bum off of me.

I went to a swing and sat. I enjoyed my alone time—though I didn’t stay alone there for long. It was only a minute later when I heard a soft, feminine voice say, “Hello?”

I turned to see that little redhead, with long curly hair and a tiny little white dress. She had tall stockings pulled up her legs, and little black flats on her feet. I looked her up and down and said, “Hey.”

She blinked, making her long dark lashes flutter. “Why are you just sitting here all alone?”

Blushing, I said, “Just waiting for some friends.”

“How long until your friends are here?”

After a moment, I said, “Probably twenty minutes… maybe thirty.”

Then, she took the straps of her little dress and gently pulled them off of her shoulders. With a small shimmy move, she let the dress fall down enough to expose her breasts. Her breasts were wide apart, and flat, with her nipples pointing slightly away from one another.

I sat there, stunned. She was beautiful—and exposing herself to me. “Can I suck you?” she asked.

“S—Suck me?”

“Your cock.”

I considered the possibility that she was crazy—maybe even on drugs. I didn’t know how to politely ask—so I simply asked, “Are you… clean?”

“Of course,” she giggled.

My better sensibilities were telling me to reject her… but how could I reject such a perfect specimen? It’s not like I had any other sexual opportunities.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

She blushed and said, “Don’t worry about that.” She came up to me and dropped down to her knees. I looked around the dark playground. This was so crazy. It was so unbelievable—literally; my friends weren’t going to believe this, unless I could convince that girl to hang around and back my story.

And why didn’t she want to tell me her name? Was this some sort of new trend with young women? Are girls secretly horny, and they go to great lengths to ensure people don’t think that they are sluts?

She got my cock out—and she sucked. Of course I was hard instantly. Her plump, soft lips… the way her petite hands caressed my thighs… her warm, wet tongue exploring the length of my shaft. “You’re so big,” she moaned.

“Thanks,” I said. I don’t know if that was the right thing to say back.

She kept sucking me, bobbing her head, saliva trickling down my length and dripping off of my balls.

Then, she stood up and walked over to the playground equipment. She bent over, planting her hands down on a platform. She looked back at me. “Fuck me in the pussy,” she said.

So I did it. I came up behind her and I slid my wet shaft into her tight hole. She moaned loudly. I watched as my veiny member vanished into her body. As I began to thrust, I heard the loud gushing: she was wet. She was turned on. She actually liked being with me; she was attracted to me. I was starting to think that maybe I wasn’t as repulsive as I thought I was a couple of weeks earlier.

“Cum inside of me,” she moaned.

“Are you on birth control?” I asked, voice strained as I tried to will the orgasm back another dozen seconds or so.

“Don’t worry about that. I won’t get pregnant. Just cum in me!”

I dug my fingernails into her hips. I groaned and she cried out. Then, I finished inside of her, gushing thick pulses of cum into her tightness.

I pulled out slowly and stumbled back, looking at her perfect little body in disbelief. I really couldn’t understand why a girl like her would approach some stranger like me for sex. She could surely go into any bar and have her pick of a partner. So why settle for some random playground stranger?

She shimmied her panties back up before the cum spilled out of her. I even saw the dark spot growing before she pulled her dress back on. I was still speechless. I just stood there, wanting to ask her her name—but I knew she wouldn’t give it to me. “D—Do you want to hang out?” I finally asked.

“I have to go.”

“I want to see you again,” I said. “Maybe I could get your number.”

“I don’t have one,” she said sheepishly.

It was like my romp at the party all over again: like these girls were robots following the same script.

“Can I walk you home?”

“I’m not going home.”

“Can I walk you to where you’re going?”

“I’m fine,” she said. “It was nice meeting you, Bradley.”

I paused. Did I ever tell her my name? I was pretty sure that I didn’t… but she knew my name, so I must have.

I stood there and watched her leave. Ten minutes later, Dennis returned with his new pack of cigarettes. “Anything interesting happen while I was gone?” he asked with a chuckle.

And I couldn’t tell him, because I knew he wouldn’t believe me. Nobody would ever believe such a fantastic tale. Nobody would ever believe that some mysterious redhead had randomly approached me for sex—and they certainly wouldn’t believe that it was the second time in a week.

And they wouldn’t believe that it happened a third time, just a few days later.

The third time it happened, I was at school. I was on my way to the bathroom in the middle of chemistry class. I heard footsteps behind me, and I turned around to see a girl: a girl I’d never seen before. And she certainly wasn’t dressed for school. She was wearing a tiny skirt and a crop-top—both were certainly violating the school dress code. She tapped on my shoulder and I stared at her for a moment before saying, “Can I help you?”

Well, I won’t waste too much of your time with the details. It happened very much like the previous couple of times. She stared into my eyes and suddenly propositioned sex. We went into the bathroom and did the deed, starting with a blowjob, and ending with me ejaculating, unprotected, into her tight pussy.

Of course she didn’t tell me her name. She didn’t give me her phone number. She had a weirdly guilty look on her face once all was said and done, and she scurried off—and I never saw her again.

Now, in the span of less than ten days, I’d gone from being a virgin to having slept with three different women—and they were three of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen.

I couldn’t tell anyone. Nobody would believe me, and the whole school would find out that I was lying about some girls—and then I would be the pathetic laughing stock of the school: the pathetic loser who invented a bunch of fake lovers and tried to convince everyone that they were real. I wasn’t going to be that person. I already felt idiotic after having told my friends at the playground.

I’m sure you don’t even believe me—and I don’t blame you.

On my way back to class, I saw someone else in the hallway: Michael, standing there in his robe, holding his staff. He had a big grin on his face as he stared at me. There was something about that awful look that just made me freeze.

A terrible chill crept down my spine.


CHAPTER 3
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Icame up with some theories. The one that made the most sense was that some girls had gotten together and decided to ‘prank’ me—though I really wasn’t sure what the prank was exactly. I’m not sure how having sex with me was in any way pranking me.

Or it was some sort of dare. Maybe the girls all dared each other to find the biggest loser and have sex with him—and I fit the bill. I know that you’re probably thinking that I have extremely low confidence—but how else was I supposed to explain what was going on?

When the fourth girl came to me asking to have sex, I decided to reject her. It took all of my willpower to turn her down. Like the others, she was gorgeous. She took off her top and showed me her tiny titties, and I nearly fainted—but I still turned her down, because this had all just become too weird. You may think that I was crazy turning that gorgeous vixen down—and maybe I was crazy.

And I would have fucked her if she had just answered my question: “Who are you?” I asked.

“Don’t worry about that.”

But she had randomly approached me in the street.

“Why me?”

“I think you’re so cute,” she said.

“Don’t lie to me,” I said. She put her hands on my shoulders. The smell of her perfume was tempting. The way her gently hands caressed my shoulders—and then my chest… but I just didn’t want to keep doing this. “I’m sorry. No.”

“Please,” she said. “I really, really need you to fuck me. You can fuck me however you want.”

My heart skipped a beat. “What’s your name?”

“Don’t worry about that,” she said.

“If you don’t tell me who you are, we’re definitely not doing it.”

“Just stop worrying about that stuff. Just fuck me.”

“No!” I snapped. This was becoming too weird—and too frustrating. “I’ve never seen you in my life. Where did you even come from?”

She had a pale, nervous look on her face.

“Please,” she said, clutching at my shirt. “I want you to fuck me so badly.”

“No!” I gasped, and I pulled myself away. My God, it was tempting, but it was just too weird. This whole thing had just become too bizarre, and now, I wanted answers. “Did someone tell you to do this?”

“No,” she said. “I just want you to fuck me.”

“But why? Why me?”

“I think you’re so cute.”

“I don’t believe you,” I said.

“It’s true!”

“Tell me who you are!”

“I—I can’t do that!”

“Why not?”

She stared at me with wide, nervous eyes. I shook my head. “I have to go,” I said.

She followed me for a few blocks, begging and begging and begging. Then, I got to Chuck’s house, and suddenly, she ran off. I knocked on Chuck’s door—but he didn’t answer. I knocked again. No answer. I looked down the street, worried that woman was still there, watching me, or planning to pounce on me.

I took out my phone and called Chuck. The phone rang, but he didn’t answer. Why did he ask me to come over if he wasn’t even there?

I was just about to leave when the door suddenly flew open. I looked back to see Chuck standing there, strangely out of breath, face pale. “Sorry. Come on in.”

I assumed that he had been jerking off. “What the hell, man? I’ve been standing here for nearly fifteen minutes.”

“Sorry,” he said. “I had to finish up some, uh, errands. They took longer than I expected.”

He had definitely been doing something. I didn’t know what—and I didn’t really care. I was more interested in getting to the video game that we were meeting up to play.

I didn’t suspect that his weirdness had anything to do with that strange girl who had just been propositioning me for sex. After all, Chuck was like me: he didn’t have any female friends, and he had never had a girlfriend.

We played the game. Chuck was acting a bit strange the whole time: much more quiet than usual. His mind seemed to be occupied with something else, so we didn’t end up hanging out for long. It’s hard to hang out with someone who has other things on their mind.

I felt like I was never going to get any clues as to who those mysterious women were. I thought that it was just going to remain a weird mystery that I would have to keep secret, because it was too unbelievable for anyone to ever believe.

And then, that night, something even more unbelievable happened—and maybe it was a big clue as to what the hell was going on.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwas at my house, finishing dinner. My mom looked at me and said, “Are you feeling okay? You’re awfully pale.”

I was feeling fine—but something did feel weird. There was a tingling inside of me… and there was a weird euphoric sensation in my cock: the same sort of feeling that you feel right before you blow a fat load. Biting my tongue, I said, “Maybe I need to lay down.”

Worried that I was about to cum spontaneously, I went to my room. I had this incredibly strong desire to take off my clothes. I felt like I needed to be naked—like those clothes were restricting me in some intense sort of way. I took them off and put them on the bed. Then, right before my eyes, my sweater and jeans turned into a lacy dress. Of course I assumed that I was hallucinating. I walked up to the garment and lifted it up with my hands. I closed my eyes for a moment and then opened them, expecting the dress to transform back into my proper clothes—but I was still holding a dress.

“What the hell?” I said—and then I noticed that my voice wasn’t quite right. It was soft and high-pitched. I felt something tickling my shoulders. I went to brush whatever it was away, and I felt that it was hair. I grabbed the hair and gasped, and then I spun around to look at the mirror, and that’s when I saw breasts growing out of my chest.

I nearly screamed. In the span of about ten seconds, I went from having a normal flat chest to having a pair of double-Ds. My nipples widened and puffed out, bigger than thimbles.

And then I saw my cock shrivelling up, shrinking rapidly. I stood there, horrified, thinking that this was some sort of nightmare. It got so small—and then it seemed to suck up into my body as a pair of puffy lips appeared. I reached down and tried to feel for my cock. My fingers gently parted those lips—and there, between those puffy lips, was a pussy.

“No,” I gasped.

My stature seemed to be smaller. My shoulders were more narrow, and my hips were wider. It was all so… impossible!

I was staring at a woman. There was even makeup on my face: dark eyeliner, smoky eye shadow, pink blush, pink glossy lips. “No, no, no,” I said.

I was terrified… for a moment. But suddenly, as that ‘transformation’ finished, the terror started to flutter away. I felt a weird euphoria inside of me. Suddenly, I found myself drawn to the reflection in that mirror. I blushed as I stepped closer. I carefully felt my body with my hands. I cupped my surprisingly large breasts and squeezed them. I let out a soft sigh. Then, I put my hand down between my thighs and gently began to rub my clit.

I was grinning. I liked the way I looked. I felt strangely… empowered, like I could go out and do anything.

I looked to that lacy dress. I felt an odd thrill. I snatched it and put it on. It was tight. I would say it was more like lingerie than a dress. I spun around in front of the mirror.

Then, my bedroom door opened. My mom was standing there, staring at me. Her eyes widened, and then they narrowed. “Who are you and what are you doing here?”

I wasn’t able to respond. Did she not recognize me?

“Is Bradley here? Bradley!”

“He—He went to the store to buy us some snacks,” I said.

She shook her head. “I think you should go home. I’m going to have a good talk with Bradley about this.”

I nodded my head.

“I’ll give you a few minutes to change, young lady. You’re lucky I’m not calling your parents about this.”

I nodded my head. She closed the door. It took a moment before I was able to move. That was so embarrassing—but thankfully, she didn’t recognize me.

Suddenly, my body started to change. I had that urge to take off my clothes, so I put the dress on my bed. Within a minute, I was myself again. My clothes were my clothes again. Just like that, everything was back to normal…

And I would have assumed that it was a weird hallucination had my mom not come back upstairs once I was dressed. “Is she gone?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Uh, she just left.”

“Did she leave out the window?”

I nodded my head.

“Bradley—as long as you’re living under our roof, you are not to bring girls home like that. You know we don’t believe in pre-marital sex in this house. And to do it behind our backs like that is just… offensive!”

“I’m sorry,” I said. It was better than her knowing the truth.

“If you want to have your girlfriend over for dinner one night, we can arrange that. But you are not to be sneaking her in here to… fornicate!”

I nodded my head.

She left me alone… after checking my closet and under my bed for that girl.

I was left in my bedroom with a lot of unanswered questions. For ten minutes, I was a girl—and I had my mom’s testimony as evidence that it really happened. It was totally impossible… yet it happened.

And it happened again the very next day, this time at school.

I started to feel that weird sensation while I was at my locker, getting my books for my next class. I tried to ignore it, but then I started feeling that weird urge to take my clothes off. It got stronger and stronger—until I realized I was going to end up taking my clothes off in the middle of class, so I rushed to a bathroom and went into a stall where I instantly started to remove my clothes, just to satisfy that urge.

It felt good, getting those clothes off of me.

Then, I saw my clothes change. My sweater turned into a skimpy crop-top, and my jeans turned into a leather miniskirt. My socks turned into stockings. My shoes turned into leather booties.

Then, I felt my body changing; it didn’t hurt, but it felt strange. I felt a tingling in my chest. I put my hands over my pecs and felt them growing suddenly, ballooning out until I was holding a pair of tits.

I felt my cock shrinking up into my body. I felt my hips stretching wide while my shoulders shrunk into my body.

And then, after a few dozen seconds, I was changed. Afraid of being naked in school (and in the boys’ bathroom), I put on that outfit, even though it was terribly skimpy for school. At least the crop top covered my nipples, and the skirt covered my pussy. I pulled up the stockings and slid into the booties. Then, I emerged from that stall and looked at myself in the mirror.

A moment later, the door opened and a guy named Karl stepped in. He paused when he saw me, and then he checked the sign on the door, as if he was worried he went into the wrong bathroom. “Uh, you’re in the wrong bathroom,” he said to me.

Suddenly, I saw Karl in a totally different light. He was so insanely attractive. He seemed so confident and so manly. I was drawn towards him. I desperately wanted to feel his arms. I wanted him to touch me. I wanted him to do whatever he wanted to me… I wanted to be submissive for him.

I knew those thoughts were wrong, but they were so powerful that I couldn’t deny them. “Why don’t you lock that door?” I asked softly, biting my bottom lip. My heart was racing.

He just stared at me. “Um… Why?”

“It could be fun to, uh… fool around a little bit.”

His eyes widened. “Who are you?” he asked, narrowing one eye.

“Don’t worry about that,” I said. “Let’s just fool around. A few minutes of harmless fun. You can… do whatever you want with me.”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying—but I was so desperate to feel him. In fact, I walked right up to him and I put my hands on his arms. He had strong arms. And now that I was a good thirty pounds smaller than usual, his arms seemed even bigger. I let out a whimper. Where were these feelings coming from?

“I need to be back in class in a few minutes.”

“We can do a lot in a few minutes,” I said. And then I found myself sinking down. He stood there unmoved. He wasn’t saying no… but his confusion seemed to be overpowering any excitement he was possibly feeling.

I was worried that he wasn’t interested—and then I put out my hand to rub his crotch, and I felt that he was hard. My heart raced faster. I nearly squealed with excitement. If he was hard, then he was hard for me—right? “You feel so big,” I said, rubbing his shaft through his pants.

He bit his lip. “What’s your name?” he asked.

“Don’t worry about that.”

“I really don’t have long,” he said. “But maybe we can, uh, meet up later today.”

But I knew I wouldn’t be a girl for long. Somehow, deep down, I knew that this would be over in the next ten or fifteen minutes.

I unzipped his fly. His big, heavy cock flipped out. I gasped. It was veiny. His foreskin was pulled back, stretched, reddened. I grabbed his shaft and started sucking. I stroked him while I sucked his tip. I gripped him firmly. I knew he didn’t have long, so I was determined to make quick work of him.

And I did it. In just two minutes, he was cumming in my mouth. My God, it was so satisfying. The taste of his cum was the taste of validation; it was proof that he thought that I was sexy, and more than anything I just wanted to feel sexy.

He stuffed his cock away and awkwardly said, “I really need to get back to class. Can I have your number?”

I shook my head, mouth still full of his cum.

He suddenly looked annoyed. “Do you even go to this school?” he asked.

I stared at him blankly.

“Just… Find me out back at two-thirty. Alright? We’ll figure out something.”

I nodded my head, just to get him to leave, because I could feel myself changing—and I didn’t want him to see me turn back into a man… a man he knew.

He left, and I went back into that stall. I stripped down and then watched as that girly outfit changed into my regular clothes.

And it was in that moment that I started to wonder if the girls that I had fucked over the past couple of weeks had really been girls at all.

When he asked me my name, I told Karl the same thing those girls had told me: “Don’t worry about that.”

And if those ‘girls’ were actually guys who had been temporarily transformed, then who were they? Were they people that I knew? Had I fucked my own friends?

When I left that bathroom to head back to class, I saw him: Magic Mike, wearing his robe, holding his staff, donning that same insidious grin on his face.

Was he behind this? Could he have stumbled onto some sort of real spell? Was this his way of getting revenge on all of the people who had laughed at him since he started with this whole wizard fad?

An uneasiness washed over me. I didn’t like this at all.

Of course I didn’t like it. Nobody wants to have no control over their body, over their urges, over their feelings. At any moment, those urges could overtake me, and that transformation could happen—whether I was at home or at school. And when would it end? How could I make it stop—or was this going to be a curse that lasted the rest of my life?
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It was four days later when I felt that transformation starting again. Just like before, it started with a tingling between my legs, and a growing desire to remove my clothes. My brother had some friends over, and they were drinking in the basement—and I just knew that it would turn into a serious problem if those sexual urges came over me in a house full of college guys.

So I left the house. I moved quickly—no idea where I was going, but I knew that I needed to get far, far away from those guys.

The desire to take off my clothes grew and grew and grew—until I just couldn’t stand it anymore. I slipped into an alleyway and pulled my clothes off as if they were covered in red ants. I tossed them onto the ground and stood naked in that alleyway, feeling like a complete idiot.

Then, I saw the clothes change. Suddenly, there was a lacy bra and panties, and a little see-thru skirt and see-thru top. It was maybe appropriate for a stripper… but not for wearing out in public.

I put the clothes on. They were better than nothing.

Then, I remembered that there were half a dozen handsome horny men in my house. I bit hard on my tongue. I didn’t want my brother to see me like this…

But I wanted, so badly, for my brother’s friends to see me like this. I wanted them to look upon me and lust over me. I wanted them all to take me together. I wanted to get them all off. I wanted them to want me, which meant going back to the house so they could see me.

I started walking, but then I managed to stop myself. I managed to control my urges for a moment. “Don’t do it,” I whispered to myself. I knew that it would only cause problems. I knew that there was no good way to get those men away from my brother.

Then, I saw a man walking down the street. I started to approach him—and then I stopped when I recognized him. “Oh my God,” I whispered. It was Dennis.

I froze, trying to stop myself from going any further. But now, there were new urges. I never realized how handsome Dennis was. I never realized how cool he seemed, how charming his personality was.

He looked over and saw me, and then he paused. I smiled at him, and his face turned red.

I waved him over, against my better judgement.

He put up no resistance. He came over and he blushed hard. “Want to fuck me in the alley?” I asked.

“W—Who are you?” he asked.

“Don’t worry about that. Let’s go have some fun.”

I could see apprehension on his face. I could tell that he wasn’t entirely comfortable with this proposition—but he couldn’t turn me down. I was too hot, and he was a virgin who had spent the past decade dreaming about losing his virginity.

And now, he was losing it. It probably wasn’t how he imagined losing his virginity: to a stranger behind a dumpster. He didn’t last long either. He penetrated me, which was a weird feeling at first, and then he started pumping me. After a minute, it started to feel good. Sadly, he didn’t last much longer than that. He groaned and squirmed, and then he gushed inside of me: deep in my pussy.

And then I felt the transformation reversing, so I shooed him away. I insisted that I needed to be alone, and he was awkward and confused—but he didn’t put up a fight; he just left, scurrying off nervously, leaving me alone to change back into Bradley.

The worst part was when my cock pushed back out of my body: it was all covered in Dennis’s cum. Big globs of his cum dripped off of my tip and trickled down my thighs. I had nothing to wipe it with, so I just put my pants on over top, and then I went home to shower and change.

I hid in my room after my shower. I curled up in a ball on my bed and I fell into a terrible panic attack.

I no longer had control over my life. I was terrified of leaving the house—and even more terrified of staying in the house. I had no idea when a transformation would sneak up on me. I had no idea who would be around when one of those transformations happened.

And it was just the next day when another girl came up to me, begging me to fuck her. She was unbelievably beautiful, with large breasts that were bulging out of her tight top. But I knew that she wasn’t ‘real’. I knew that she was most likely a guy, like me, who had been cursed with some sort of gender-swap curse.

But I got an idea. I decided to follow her after she finally gave up on getting me to fuck her. She looked back at me and suddenly looked nervous. She tried walking faster, but I kept pace. She looked back again. “Why are you following me?” she asked.

I didn’t answer. I just kept following her. She started running, so I chased her. Maybe I was freaking out some random girl. Maybe I seemed like a crazy person. But I was pretty sure that she was about to change back into a guy—and I wanted to know who she really was.

She rushed into a public bathroom next to a park, and when I reached the door, it was already locked. But it was a single stall bathroom, and there was no other exit except that door, so I stayed. I stayed for the next thirty minutes.

Then, the door opened. A head poked out and looked left and right. I recognized him instantly: Nico.

He saw me and he turned white. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I was… going to the bathroom. What are you doing?”

He brushed by me and started walking away.

“Where are you going, Nico?”

“Home. Why do you care?” He walked faster, trying to get away from me. But I kept up with him.

“What were you really doing in that bathroom, Nico?”

“I was taking a piss! Leave me alone!”

“You’re lying to me!” I said. “I know what you were really doing in that bathroom, Nico. I know that you were… transforming.”

He stopped. His body was rigid. He didn’t turn his head to look at me. “You turned into a girl—and you went into that bathroom to turn back into yourself.”

He turned his head slowly after another moment of paralysis. Then, he feigned a laugh. “You sound crazy, Bradley. Like—seriously crazy.” His face was pale.

“I’m right, aren’t I?” I said.

“People don’t transform. You sound like a lunatic.”

“Don’t lie to me, Nico. I saw you as a girl. I saw you go into that bathroom. You can’t lie to me.”

His eyes were wide. “M—Maybe that girl is still in the bathroom. Did you think of that? Why did you jump to assuming that I… transformed?” His eyes narrowed. Now, it seemed like he was the one grilling me. Now, he was trying to get me to admit that I’d transformed before.

And maybe it was time to come clean. Maybe it would be like a weight off of my shoulders. I could have someone to talk to about this humiliating curse.

I took a deep breath. “I’ve changed too,” I admitted.

His face reddened. He didn’t reply.

“It’s happened a few times. I—I think we’ve been cursed or something.”

“That’s crazy,” he said, his voice weak. “It sounds crazy.”

“So have you changed or not?” I asked, expecting him to lie again.

He was silent for a moment, and then he said, “Yeah. Okay. I’ve changed. I don’t know why it’s happening, but every few days… it happens. It’s weird. I’m not into you, Bradley—it just comes over me when I change. You were… just the first guy that I saw after I changed. I’m not gay. I’m not into dudes. I’m not into you—no offence.”

“It happens to me too,” I admitted, even though it was so embarrassing. “And I suspect it’s happening to other guys too.”

Nico looked strangely relieved, though embarrassed that he was admitting to having tried to convince me to fuck him. I felt my own wave of relief, having finally confided in someone—and finally having someone that I could relate to...

But the problem still existed, and we weren’t any closer to having a solution.
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Iarranged to meet with Nico the next day, at his house, after school. The plan was to put together all of the evidence that we each had, and possibly figure out what the heck was going on. We also planned on reaching out to some other friends to try to get them to admit that the same thing had been happening to them. The more minds we could get on the issue, the more likely we were to come up with a solution.

The meeting started out productive. We made lists of each time we had transformed, where we were, and who we had engaged with. It was embarrassing, admitting that I’d given a stranger a blowjob, and it was embarrassing admitting that I’d had sex with a man. Nico was embarrassed too, but he admitted to having had sex with four different men on three different occasions. “What do you mean, four men on three occasions?”

He blushed and admitted that two men took him at once. He even admitted that one took his ass while the other took his pussy. My heart raced when he told the story. I was just happy that I hadn’t done anything that depraved.

But I knew that it would happen sooner or later if we couldn’t figure out how to stop this ‘curse’.

I was about to bring up Magic Mike when I started to feel a tingling. I tried to ignore it, hoping that it wasn’t that tingling. But as it started to get stronger, I said, “I think it’s happening now.”

“What?” he said.

“I’m… changing.”

“Right now? Here?”

I nodded. I looked around. “I should… go.”

“Where are you going to go? If you go out, you’ll end up going after some stranger. It’s not safe.”

“But if I stay here…” I looked at him, and he blushed. There was no more time to decide. The urge to take my clothes off was so strong.

“Hold on,” Nico said. “I’m want to watch you change. I know it sounds weird, but I need to see this with my own eyes.”

I didn’t want him to see me in such a vulnerable position, but there was no time to go anywhere else—not even across the hallway to the bathroom. I had to rip my clothes off. I got naked right in front of him, and then I let out a strong sigh of relief. I started changing right away—right after my clothes magically changed into what looked like a Playboy Bunny romper, with fishnet stockings and heels.

Nico watched me change. And I felt my ‘feelings’ changing in realtime. Suddenly, Nico was so attractive. He was so incredible sexy in an exotic kind of way. And to think that someone so handsome could be attracted to me.

And in that moment, I didn’t care that he knew who I was. I didn’t care that fucking him would make things super awkward.

Sadly, he didn’t reject me. He tried for a few minutes, but I kept begging. I pulled my top down and insisted he feel my breasts—and the next thing I knew, he had me on his bed, legs spread wide, cock sliding in and out of me.

He even came inside of me, which initiated the start of the transformation back to myself. It seemed like it always happened right after having sex.

I didn’t bother going to hide. I let myself change back in front of him. I felt my personality returning—along with my sensibilities. “Nico, what the fuck!?” I snapped. “You were supposed to reject me!”

“I—I couldn’t. You’re… really hot as a girl.”

“But I’m not really a girl, you idiot!”

“But you were,” he said, smiling awkwardly. “You were insanely hot. And your tits were huge. I don’t get big tits like that when I change.”

I could still feel his saliva on my nipples. I could feel his cum in my boxers. “From now on, we reject each other—no matter how tempting it is!”

He nodded, looking away. I tried my best to forget the fact that my friend had just fucked me. I mean—it’s not like he fucked me. He fucked a woman, and my ‘soul’ just happened to be in that woman’s body temporarily.

“We need to figure this out,” I continued. “And I think I know who did this to us.”

“Who?” he said.

“Michael.”

“Michael?”

“Magic Mike,” I said.

He laughed. “The guy who dresses like a wizard?” He didn’t take my suggestion seriously at all.

I nodded my head. “I’ve seen him… and he had this look on his face, like he knew—like he knew everything.”

Nico’s eyes lit up. Suddenly, he looked relieved. “So if we know who did this, then we know who to go to to have this reversed!”

“And what makes you think he will reverse it?”

“We’ll just ask him nicely. We’ll pretend to be his friend. I’ll take him to see a movie with me or something.” Nico waved me off, looking all too confident in his idea.

“And what’s going to happen when he changes you back and then you drop him as a friend? He’s just going to change you back.”

Nico paused for a moment. “Well, I can keep it up for the rest of the school year—it’s not like there’s much left. And it’s not like he needs to be my best friend. I’ll see him every few weeks.”

I suppose it did seem like a good idea. And Nico was so confident that he thought he could handle Magic Mike on his own, on all of our behalf. He was sure that he could get Michael to reverse the feminization curse for everyone afflicted—not just himself.

His confidence gave me hope… but that glimmer of hope was extinguished almost instantly when I found out that Nico’s attempt to befriend Michael went south fast.

He had approached Michael in the stairwell of the school. It started with him saying, “You know, Mike, I really think that robe looks good on you. You might be onto a new trend with that. Maybe I’ll start wearing a robe.”

Of course, Michael became instantly suspicious, putting his guard up. He said nothing back to Nico, but Nico kept going.

“Someone told me that you’re into magic. Is that true? See—nobody really knows this about me, but I’m a big magic guy. Love magic. In fact, I’ve always wanted to get into magic. Maybe you could show me a thing or two. We should, like, meet up after school and just… you know—talk magic!”

And still, Michael remained silent.

“Oh, come on, Mike! Loosen up. I just want to talk magic with you. We can be, like, witches together or whatever. Wizard buddies. Maybe we can turn Principal Kenning into a frog or something. Wouldn’t that be cool.”

Finally, Michael spoke back to Nico. “Are you trying to make fun of me?”

“What? No. Of course not. I just really want to talk magic with you. I think we should be, like, magic buddies.” Nico made a big smile, but Michael was just getting frustrated.

“You’ve mocked me for years. I’m not an idiot,” Michael growled.

“What!? You’re definitely mistaken. I think you’re just the coolest, Mike… Mikey Boy. We should hang out. Come on, buddy. What do you think?”

Michael stormed off from Nico. Nico ran to catch up. “Wait, wait. Look. I just want you to undo the spell—alright? Just do me a big favour, and I’ll promise to be nice to you from now on. Okay? Undo the spell. You know what I’m talking about. I don’t want to change anymore.”

Michael stared at him for a long moment, and then he said, “Fine.”

But it wasn’t what Nico wanted. I don’t know what Michael did, but he must have gone into one of his spell books and found something that was—quite possibly—even more sinister than the spell that we had all been originally cursed with.

The next day, Nico came to school in a dress. I thought that it must have been some sort of joke—but Nico wasn’t joking. There was makeup on his face. He had a little butterfly clip holding his bangs to the side. His legs were shaved, and when he spoke, he used this strangely soft, high-pitched voice.

“Snap out of it, Nico,” I said.

He stared at me, batting his long (false) lashes. “Snap out of what?”

“You’re just going to make Michael angrier,” I said, assuming that this was some sort of attempt to tease Magic Mike.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Bradley,” he said. “I’ve decided that I finally want to be happy. I don’t want to live a lie. I’m finally going to be the person I’ve always wanted to be.”

Apparently, Nico was coming out as trans. He’d never mentioned wanting to be a girl before… and, of course, if he did want to be a girl, he wouldn’t have been so upset about what Michael had done to him; he wouldn’t have put any effort into undoing that spell.

I knew what really happened.

Michael undid the original spell on Nico, but he put a new one on him. Now, he had Nico convinced that he wanted to be a girl. He had Nico carrying out his own humiliation.

But… there wasn’t nearly as much humiliation as I expected. I assumed that Nico wasn’t going to suffer a torrent of teasing and bullying, but the other students either didn’t care or they were strangely supportive. Within a few days, Nico was hanging out with a group of girls, and they were even helping him to improve his femininity.

As for me, the random transformations kept happening. Every few days, I would feel that weird tingling, and I would feel that weird urge to remove my clothes. I always tried to get far, far away from men as soon as I felt it happening, but my efforts were always pointless, because once I was changed, my priorities changed entirely. All of my reluctance would flutter away and I only cared about one thing: finding a man to leave me satisfied

And it was frighteningly easy to find a man who would take me away for a few minutes. It turns out, it’s sometimes just as easy as making eye-contact with a guy. And the transformation wouldn’t end until someone had their way with me.

After seeing what happened to Nico, I was way too afraid to attempt approaching Michael. I didn’t want the same thing to happen to me. I didn’t want Michael to worsen my fate.
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Inever did find out the identities of the other ‘girls’. It was possible that Michael had put the spell on everyone. Maybe every guy in the school was changing unexpectedly—and maybe Michael had no plans to end the torment.

But I think that other guys came to the same conclusion that I had come to with Nico: they figured out that Michael was almost certainly behind the madness, and I’m sure that they attempted to confront Michael the same way that Nico had.

This is, of course, only a theory—but it’s a theory that explains the fact that more men started coming to school as women, just as Nico had.

The week after Nico came out as trans, a guy named Aaron also came out as trans; he came to school in a miniskirt and a crop top, with a blonde with that was a little bit too big for his head.

The week after that, Dale announced to everyone that he now wanted to be called Delilah—or, I should say that she wanted to be called Delilah. Before this whole incident, our school only had one trans girl. By the end of the month, there were five. And I saw Michael in the hallway on day, in his robe, holding his staff; he had a big grin on his face, apparently quite happy with the chaos that he was solely responsible for.

There was a nervousness. All of the guys in school were… quiet. It was like we all knew what was going on, but nobody wanted to talk about it. I definitely didn’t want to talk about it; I tried talking about it with Nico, and that was super awkward and got us nowhere.

I was in the stairwell when I heard someone pleading with Michael. I didn’t go down the stairs to see who it was—mostly because I didn’t want to end up involved in the fallout. I just heard him pleading, “Please, Michael. Please. I’m begging you—please. Make it stop. Make it stop. Please!”

And then I heard Michael’s laughter: a peppery chuckle, completely void of empathy.

I’ll never forget those sounds: the pleading, so full of pain and emotion—and then that laughter, which was so soulless and evil. It became obvious to me in that moment that Michael was not going to undo what he’d done. He had no intention of ending the punishment once he thought that it had gone far enough. Michael didn’t care. Years of feeling like some sort of victim had turned him into something without emotions. He lacked basic human empathy—and maybe it was our fault. Maybe we turned him into a monster by making fun of him for years—or maybe he had always been that way; maybe there had always been some screw loose in the boy’s brain.

Michael wasn’t going to save me—but if Michael could figure out how to create this problem, maybe I could figure out how to undo it.

That evening, I found myself in a book store. My research online had brought me there, though I felt very awkward as I approached the old man behind the counter to ask, “Do you have any… grimoires?”

He stared blankly at me for a moment before saying, “Is it something you’re interested in purchasing?”

“Yes,” I said. “I mean—can I look through it first?”

“The grimoires we have are antiques,” he said. “They’re valuable to collectors—and they aren’t exactly cheap because of demand.” He looked me up and down. “What exactly are you interested in seeing?”

I bit my tongue. I don’t know why this seemed so embarrassing. I hated admitting that I believed in magic—though I was walking evidence that magic was real. “I’m just looking for, uh… some instructions.”

“For what in particular?”

“Do you have the grimoires or not?”

He seemed hesitant to show me, but after a moment, he got up and fetched a book from the back. He brought it back with white satin gloves, placing it down on a table carefully. “Here is a smaller one. You can see for yourself that it’s very old.” He turned the pages very carefully. The pages looked like they were days away from turning to dust. I took a close look. The words on the page weren’t even in English.

I was quickly realizing that this wasn’t going to be as simple as finding some text to read aloud from a book.

“This book is $8,000,” he said. “It’s an authentic grimoire from the 1600s.”

“Wow,” I said. “I—I don’t have money like that. Do the spells… work?”

He stared at me. “Well, whoever owned it originally certainly believed the spells worked. This particular grimoire was heavily used during its time. In fact, many of the pages are stained with the blood that is called for in the spells written on them.”

“Do you practice magic?” I asked.

He stared at me. “No,” he said after a long moment, though I wasn’t so convinced. “I’m just a collector. It’s just interesting to me.”

“Can you understand what’s written?”

He peered down and then looked back up at me. He nodded his head. “It’s Old English. It’s what I studied in university.”

“Can you tell me if there’s a spell in the book to… undo another spell.”

“Of course there is. Every grimoire contains exactly what you’re asking for. It’s called a purification rite.” He stared into my eyes. “I can’t let you take this book, young man, but if you give me your phone, I can take a photo of the page containing the purification rite. It will be up to you to translate it and figure out how to perform it; that shouldn’t be hard with computers and whatnot these days. But just know… it’s important that you understand a spell very, very thoroughly before trying to perform it. Sometimes a beginner will dabble with magic and make things a whole lot more complicated than they were before.”

I handed him my phone. I was still embarrassed, even though he seemed to believe in magic. He seemed to know a good deal on the topic, and he probably could have seriously helped me if I could swallow my humility and asked him for help. But the thought of telling some random old man that I turned into a woman and had sex with strangers… well, it was just too humiliating to handle.

And then it happened. The urge to undress struck me suddenly while he was taking that photo. “Can I get my phone back?” I asked with a racing heart.

“Hold on,” he said. “I have to just make sure I’m giving you the correct page. It’s been a while since I’ve looked through this old grimoire.”

“J—Just take the picture and I’ll figure it out. I’ll use Google or something. Please.”

But he was busy reading the passages, ensuring that he was indeed about to photograph a purification rite and not something else.

I squirmed while I waited. “I’m sure it’s the right thing,” I said.

“I think it is. I’m just double-checking.”

“Just take the picture,” I snapped.

He looked at me, slightly annoyed, and then he took the photo and handed me my phone.

But the urges were strong now—too strong. And I hate to even tell you what happened. But I suppose I must.

I ran out of the building and into the alley. I ripped my clothes off, sighing with relief, and then I watched my clothes transform into a cute pink frilly one-piece, complete with tulle and lace. I put it on, over my plump breasts and wide hips. Then, I skipped right back into that bookstore. After just a couple minutes flirting with the old man, I learned that he was just easy to turn on as my male classmates.

He had no idea I was the same person he’d just been talking to.

So excited to fuck me, he pushed the grimoire over to the side of his desk and then he hoisted me up and plopped me down on my back. A moment later, his old man cock was slithering into my pussy, making me gush on his paperwork. I won’t give you all of the details, but the man lasted a whole lot longer than what I was used to with my classmates. For at least forty minutes, he fucked me, pawing at me with his wrinkled hands—and then he came in me.

I was ashamed of myself, of course—but hopeful that it would be the last time. Now, I had that purification rite, and I was hopeful that I was going to get my life back.


CHAPTER 8
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Translating the Old English wasn’t nearly as easy as you would have thought. It wasn’t just a matter of plotting the letters into some search engine—mostly because it wasn’t always clear what the letters were in that photo—partially because that grimoire was handwritten with bloody ink, and partially because it was so heavily used that some words were so faded it was nearly impossible to figure them out. And then there was the issue of the words not translating, which I wasn’t expecting. ‘No results found’, it kept saying—and I was sure that I was copying the words correctly. Maybe whoever wrote the words into that book didn’t have the firmest grasp on spelling. After all, back in the 1600s, I don’t think the average person was literate…

But soon enough, I had a good idea of what needed to be done, and I was confident that the incantation was indeed what I needed.

I had a good idea of the section that I needed to read from. I didn’t need to know what it said exactly—I just had to say it aloud as it was written. The section in question was in a red-inked box. All of the writing around the box was just supporting text, explaining when to use the spell and whatnot. I didn’t need the supporting text. I just needed to purify myself of spells and curses.

All I had to do was… read. But something was stopping me.

A sudden fear gripped me. Now that I knew how powerful magic could be, I knew that I needed to be careful. I knew that these ‘spells’ could change lives. Well… I wanted my life to be changed back to normal, did I not? So why was I hesitating?

I didn’t like transforming into a woman… but there was always a moment when I transformed that felt… good. The moment I wriggled that magical female outfit onto my curvy body, and the fit was just perfect—there wasn’t a feeling quite like it. It was just so intensely satisfying…

And then, of course, was the satisfying feeling of being noticed. When a guy saw me and his eyes lit up… God, why did it feel so good?

I knew that those ‘feelings’ were just a part of the curse, but they still felt real. Whenever I felt that tingling coming on, maybe I did kind of look forward to what was about to happen, even though it was completely terrifying. Being a woman was weirdly… liberating. I got to feel free for a short period of time, and not worry about the usual problems that I had to deal with.

Once I read that purification rite, that feeling of freedom would vanish… But I would get my life back: a life without worrying about when I was going to lose control of myself.

But maybe I liked losing control… just a little bit.

I bit hard on my tongue. I couldn’t let these intrusive feelings hold me back; I couldn’t let this curse control my life because I was starting to think that I liked certain aspects of being turned into a girl.

So I cleared my throat and I read from the book. I read slowly and clearly. I didn’t know what all of those words meant… In fact, I hardly knew what any of those words. The writing was Old English—which was curious, because the book was from the 1600s, after Old English was already outdated (I’m sure some historian could explain why an old spell book would have been written in an outdated language).

When I finished reading the spell, something happened. It wasn’t something remarkable—but it was surprising. The wind blew one of my windows open, and some papers scattered around my room.

But there was no way of knowing if the spell worked. I continued to live in a state of anxiety, half-expecting the urge to rip off my clothes to strike at any moment…

A few days went by…

A week went by…

A few weeks went by…

Girls would approach me, just like before, begging me to sleep with them. As for myself… the transformations stopped.

The purification rite worked. I was free from Magic Mike’s curse.

So why wasn’t I happy?

I managed to free myself from Michael’s reign of terror—and Michael didn’t even have to know. I could finish my senior year quietly, without drama…

But there was a peculiar emptiness lingering inside of me.


CHAPTER 9
[image: ]


It was a month before I decided to go back to that bookstore, to talk to that old man about that grimoire. I figured if the one spell worked as it was supposed to, then it was probably filled with all sorts of spells that actually worked—and maybe there was a spell in there to fix this newest problem: this teasing emptiness that wouldn’t leave me alone.

Though I wasn’t entirely sure what I was going to say to the old man who ran the shop. I couldn’t exactly tell him that I missed turning into a girl unexpectedly… though I wouldn’t say that I missed it. Don’t get me wrong—I was very glad to have my life back, but there were aspects that I missed.

And sometimes, I would see one of those beautiful girls, on the prowl for a man to satisfy her, and I would feel a weird pang of jealousy. On one hand, I was so happy that I was no longer in that vulnerable, dangerous position… but on the other hand… it was so much fun.

He recognized me as soon as I entered the shop. Her perked up and turned up his chin and said, “So? Did the purification rite help?”

“It worked,” I said. “The curse… it’s totally gone.”

“Well, that is fantastic news,” he smiled. “So how can I assist you today then?”

“Well…” I said. I bit my tongue. I knew that there was no way to ask the question that I wanted to ask without humiliating myself… but it was worth a try. “I was wondering if there is a spell in that old grimoire…”

“What kind of spell?” he asked. “Also—I have other grimoires.”

“I’m looking for something that…”

He stared at me.

“Well… Let’s say I, uh, have a friend—and the friend wants to turn himself into a, uh, girl.”

He nodded his head slowly, looking a bit suspicious. “Black magic? Like a curse?”

“No, no, no,” I said. “It would be… voluntary. He wants to turn himself into a girl. But… on his own terms… when he wants to do it—not just at random, against his will... And he would be doing it to, uh, himself… not to someone else.”

“And this would just be a temporary change?” the man asked.

I thought for a moment. “Are there spells for both options?”

He thought for a moment. “You’re talking about powerful magic—a lot more powerful than just casting a purification rite.”

“What would I need?” I asked, fidgeting my fingers behind my back.

“Well, that I don’t know. Something that specific… it’s advanced magic. You would have to ask someone who practices magic. Like I told you last time, I’m just an interested scholar; I’m not a practitioner. Spells like what you’re talking about—you probably won’t find anything like that in a basic grimoire. A witch with an advanced understanding of spell composition could figure out how to facilitate what you’re talking about.”

I bit hard on my tongue. I would probably never find anyone that magic savvy to tell me what to do or how to do it. Michael was the only person I knew like that, and for obvious reasons, I couldn’t turn to him for help…

I started towards the door, and then the bookstore owner said, “You know…”

I paused and turned to him. He was staring at me with an interesting look on his face. “What is it?”

“Your friend is looking for a magic spell,” he said. “But… He doesn’t necessarily need magic to become a woman.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well,” he went on. “There’s a book that your, uh, friend may be interested in. It’s an older book—not as old as the grimoires of course—but it’s what a lot of trans folks come to the shop here looking for.” He walked over to a shelf and reached up high, taking out a thick tome. He walked it over to me. “Your friend is welcome to borrow it for a couple of weeks—if he promises to bring it back… it’s worth over a thousand dollars in that printing.”

“The Art of Being Feminine,” I said, reading the spine.

“Just read it,” he said. “It might help.”

So I took the book home. I wasn’t entirely hopeful, but I was interested. I couldn’t help but think of all of my male classmates who had suddenly come out as ‘trans’ over the past few months. I had just assumed that it had been Michael’s doing: a continuation of his magical vengeance streak… but maybe something else was going on.

I started reading the book. It was from the late 1800s. Some of the language was outdated. But the content was… interesting. It was very philosophical, talking about the ‘feminine mindset’. It even got into mystic territory, suggesting that a person that stays in the feminine mindset will start to change physically over time. It talked about manifestation and the power of ‘will’. And, of course, it offered a great deal of wisdom on the details that make a person feminine versus masculine. Rather than saying how to dress, it explained how one can change by thinking about wearing feminine clothes—and wanting to wear feminine clothes. It claimed that adopting a feminine posture can give an otherwise masculine person girly hips in a matter of months, and the intentional softening of the voice can lead to permanent voice softening in a matter of weeks.

The book insisted numerous times that the most important step in all of this is believing that it works—and after seeing what Michael was capable of doing to an entire school, I was open to believe anything.

I will admit that I was fascinated. I will admit that I took some cash and went to a thrift store and bought a few girly outfits that I kept hidden under my bed when I wasn’t wearing them. I will admit that I started sleeping in a little satin nightgown, and if my parents were out, I would sneak into the bathroom and put on a bit of makeup.

And when I was at school, I wore panties under my clothes sometimes… and I made an effort to sit with that feminine posture that the book talked about. And soon enough, I started to notice little changes—like the thinning of my leg hair, which the book said would happen. My hips began to widen. My torso seemed shorter and my legs seemed longer. My shoes even started to feel a bit big on me—and that was apparently from adopting a feminine gait.

I graduated school before making any big life decisions. I chose to move away for college, going to another province where I could get a fresh start, where I didn’t have to worry about my ‘reputation’, somewhere where I was a total stranger.

And I hate to tell you this, but I really have no idea what ended up happening to Michael. I don’t know if he ever did move on from that stage of his life. I don’t know if he ever did let go of his anger and resentment—and I don’t know what happened to all of his ‘victims’. Maybe the curse eventually ended. Maybe they all did what I did and figured out how to purify themselves. I really don’t know how it ended for them all, or if it ended.

In a weird way, I had Michael to thank for my success moving forward. Before he cast that spell on me, I had been… lost. I had no idea what I wanted to be or what I was going to do with my life. But the chaos he struck upon me forced me to make some decisions about what I wanted, and the priorities that I wanted to make.

I didn’t have it all figured out yet, but thanks to him, I realized that I actually liked being a girl… particularly in the sexual context. I ended up meeting a guy at a college party who noticed my panties while I was bending over to help lift a keg from one room to another. He approached me and then quietly brought me to a bedroom. He locked the door and he stripped me down, seeing that I was shaved. He told me to leave the panties on while he fucked me—and it felt so good. In fact—it didn’t feel much different from being fucked in the pussy.

So I kept his number and we ended up having a lot of fun together—and that wouldn’t have happened without Michael’s magical intervention.

But it wasn’t just my feminine identity or my sexual satisfaction that had been swayed my Michael’s influence. It was my whole outlook on life in general. All of that magical chaos had brought me to that bookstore where that bookstore owner handed me that book. I learned all about manifestation and I learned all about moulding your own destiny. Now, I always put those ideas into practice. Whatever I want in life, I work towards having it, starting by adopting the mindset that I’m definitely going to have it. In a way, it’s like a powerful magic that is inside of all of us.

THE END
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