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THE SISSY SPELL


Prom is approaching and Jeremy has his eye on Amanda. Well, every guy has his eye on Amanda, and a few of the girls too. She’s the hottest girl in school, so Jeremy doesn’t actually think he has a shot…

Until he meets Lilly in the back stairwell during his spare one afternoon. She’s drawn a pentagram on the floor with lipstick, and she’s reading from some heavy latin tome. She seems to think that she’s a witch, and Jeremy would normally burst into a fit of laughter—but he saw something that he couldn’t quite explain: a glowing light that grew brighter and brighter in the middle of that pentagram, but there was no light source.

He’s open-minded, and Lilly has a spell in her book that can supposedly make any girl fall in love with the caster. The spell only requires some personal belonging from the female target. Jeremy manages to snag a pair of Amanda’s undies from girls’ changing room, and then Lilly carries out the enchantment.

The spell seems to be working, but there’s a catch: for the magic to keep working, Jeremy has to keep in direct contact with the enchanted undies. There’s only one easy way to make sure he’s always touching them…

There’s just one little problem… Lilly’s no expert in latin, and she may have accidentally read out two spells instead of one when she was enchanting the stolen undies.


CHAPTER 1
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Amanda was the most amazing girl in the school: plump glossy lips, big bouncing boobs, thin waist that could fit into a pop can, and wide hips that could hardly fit through a doorway. Okay, maybe I’m exaggerating a little bit, but she was the school bombshell, and every guy would almost certainly agree, except for the few weirdos who liked their girls with chubby cheeks and bottle cap glasses. Every guy with a decent amount of testosterone in their body wanted to be with Amanda, including the guys with girlfriends.

It was well known that Kate and Andrew broke up because Andrew started moaning Amanda’s name while they were fucking. Everyone knew why Anthony was pulled out of school: because his therapist told his parents that it wasn’t healthy for him to be around Amanda—and it wasn’t safe for Amanda; that’s a whole story for another time.

Long story short: Amanda was high in demand, and now prom was coming up. Amanda had already rejected four guys: Matt, Kurtis, Trevor, and Nick. Nick was the big surprise: the school’s star athlete; we were all sure he was going to be the one, but Amanda was leaving her options open. The guys in math club had a wager going, complete with odds. I saw their chart—I was very, very low on it; my odds weren’t great… but at least I was on the list.

Eric was at the top of the list (now that Nick was scratched off). He was a pretty boy with long bangs that sat over his eyes. He would do that thing where he threw his head back to make his flowing hair swoosh to the side. Girls liked Eric, so it seemed very possible that Amanda would pick him.

Then there was Steve: a skinny guy like me, but with a whole lot more confidence. He was voted Most Likely to Succeed, and was already kind of successful with his budding comedy career. He’d already booked a few gigs around town, and was even paid to go to Edmonton to perform at Yuk Yuks. Canadian Magazine named him one of the top-five up-and-coming Canadian performers. Steve had a good chance with Amanda.

Also with good odds was Raphael. He had that whole Spanish charm thing going for him—and the accent… and the deep voice.

Next on the math club odds list was a curious choice: Peter Morris. Peter was already dating Susanne Wallace, but there had been some rumours about Susanne catching Peter chatting with Amanda in a private chat on Instagram. Those rumours hadn’t been verified by a reliable source, but they were enough to push Peter near the top of that list.

Next in line was Bert. Bert was a big goon with terrible grades, but he’d recently been visited by a scout for the San Jose Sharks. He was possibly going to be drafted to the NHL… well, maybe more like the Sharks’s farm team where he would probably be held as a prospect or a trading chip. Long story short, he would probably never actually wear an NHL jersey unless there was a huge amount of injuries in the actual Sharks roster. But nonetheless, if he ended up being drafted, he would probably be a millionaire before thirty.

So the list went on from there: Xander Darby, Bobby Wachowski, Rob Lyle… there was even a girl on the list before me: Georgia Pothier. I think they just put her on because she was the hot lesbian in the school.

And then, a few more spots down was me. I’m not sure why they put me on the list at all, or why I beat out Wendall Kehoe or Kyle Farrabe. There probably wasn’t too much reasoning behind it. But a five-dollar bet on me would have won you almost five-hundred dollars if you were so inclined to bet on me; I wouldn’t have advised it.

I mean—sure, I wanted to take Amanda to prom, just like every guy in that school… but I’d never even spoken to Amanda. I’ll just say it: she was way, way out of my league. She was the most popular girl, with her little army of popular, beautiful friends. She never looked at me. One time she was assigned with me for a class project, and we hardly spoke. She wore a low-cut shirt and sat right next to me, and I was a stuttering mess the whole time.

She’d shown zero interest in me, and I wasn’t convinced that I would be able to muster up the confidence to even ask her out to prom. I didn’t want to be school news for a day after being rejected. I’d been rejected before; Laisha told me that I wasn’t her type and Kelsey told me that she wasn’t interested in being in a relationship (she started dating Kevin Parker a week later). I didn’t mind being rejected like most guys. But being rejected by Amanda would be a different story. Being rejected by Amanda would mean the whole school finding out; it would mean my classmates laughing at me: laughing at the thought that I figured I had a chance with the blonde bombshell. I wasn’t sure I needed that in my life…

But I couldn’t help but fantasize. If Amanda did go to prom with me, I would probably be remembered as the coolest mother-fucker in the whole school. And I was still hoping to lose my virginity before the end of the semester; if I lost my virginity to Amanda, I would be something like a god. Who gets to lose their V-card to the hottest girl in the city? How many people can look back on their first time with that much pride?

I knew the reality: my prospects weren’t quite so great. And every day, they were getting worse. Guys were asking girls out, picking girls off of the market. Sure, there were a few cuties left, but they would be picked off soon enough. The damning reality was that I was probably going to end up going to prom alone; sure, I could have settled for a girl like Tina Parker or Lilly Sandleton… but what was the point? I wasn’t going to ask some random five out just because I was afraid of looking like a loner at prom.

Okay, maybe I was a little bit afraid of looking like a loner. It was a Thursday afternoon when I had a strange surge of what I can only describe as courage. Amanda was standing down the hallway, at her locker, and none of her friends were around. She was looking for some textbook or another, and I knew it was my big chance: my chance to be rejected by Amanda.

But in that moment, I didn’t really care about rejection. I didn’t want to leave school without having tried, even if it meant being the laughing stock for a day, like Nick, like Trevor, like Kurtis, and like Matt. Oh well—they got over it and a couple of them had already paired up with other hotties.

Here was my chance. So I started walking towards her.

I’m not sure where that change of heart came from. I didn’t usually find myself with unexpected bravery. Sadly, that feeling didn’t last long. I came within ten feet of her, and then my joints began to lock up. My planned speech was gone from my mind. I felt a paleness creeping into my face—and then she turned to look at me, and my brain shut down completely. What the hell was I doing? I forced a smile and she returned it.

“Hi Jeremy,” she said.

“Do you have glue?” I said loudly. I hid my trembling hands behind my back.

“Glue?” she said, giggling and narrowing her eyes. “What kind of glue?”

“White glue. For a project.”

“No,” she said. “Sorry. I think there’s some in pretty much every classroom though.”

“Okay,” I said, and then I turned away and walked as far away as I could from her. It was a humiliating attempt, but I suppose it could have been worse. I could have thrown up in front of her—or on her. Or it could have been as bad as the time in the tenth grade, when I went up to Brooke Crawford to ask her out, and ended up sneezing in her face; that was bad. She still went on a date with me, but it was more of a pity date that ended without even a hug.

As I walked away from that awkward scene, I looked up and saw two girls staring at me, covering their mouths, snickering. Were they laughing at me? Did they just watch me crash and burn? Was my little encounter horribly awkward to more people than just me?

I scurried away, not even heading towards my own class. I had to get away from those giggling faces. I was starting to panic, knowing it would only be about an hour before half the school heard about my embarrassing moment.

No, no—it wasn’t that bad. I just asked her for glue… Was it really that bad? Maybe it was the volume of my voice! Why was I speaking so loud with her? Or maybe it was my sudden exit, turning around and rushing away as if I only had a few seconds to make it to the potty before I needed new boxers. Oh God, everything about it was so awkward and horrible!

I went to the back stairwell. I rushed down the steps, where nobody ever went. That back stairwell went down to the old parking lot, and now, that parking lot was never used: full of potholes and soon going to be repaved into a basketball court. I just wanted to be alone—

But there was someone else in that stairwell.

I froze when I saw the bright light coming from down below. It was a purplish light that seemed to pulse brighter and brighter. It wasn’t like a light I’d ever seen, and it made me stop in my spot. “Hello?” I called out, afraid to go down any further. That light was coming from under the steps.

Suddenly, the light vanished. There was a silence, and I was starting to wonder if I’d just witnessed some sort of UFO phenomenon.

I took a few careful steps down the stairs, staying close to the wall, not sure what I was about to see.

I was not expecting to see what I saw: some goth girl, sitting there with her legs crossed, looking up at me with her super-dark eye-shadow and thick eyeliner. “Can I help you?” she asked as if I was the biggest inconvenience of her life.

I looked around her and saw that she’d used her lipstick to draw a pentagram on the floor, and there was some old book flipped open, written in a language I’m sure she didn’t actually understand. There was a picture of a demon on the page: one of those old woodcut-style drawings with all of the little lines. “What are you doing?”

“What does it matter to you?” she asked in a dry, blunt voice.

“What was that light?” I asked, trying to see if there was some party light plugged into some outlet. I couldn’t see anything, but I’m sure there was something hiding there.

“None of your business,” she said.

“Aren’t you supposed to be in class?”

“Are you a teacher or something?” she asked, rolling her eyes. “Screw off.”

“Seriously,” I said. I’m not sure why I was pushing her so hard; that light was very surreal and strange—unlike anything I’d seen. I wanted to know where it came from. I can’t quite say why it was bothering me so much… but it was really, really bothering me. “What made that bright light.”

“I told you: it’s not your business.” She rolled her eyes.

“I’m making it my business.”

“It was a summoning spell, and you ruined it,” she said.

“Summoning what?”

“A succubus,” she said.

I laughed, but she didn’t laugh along. She wasn’t kidding—she was serious! “No,” I said. “You don’t actually believe that shit, do you?”

“Oh look, another dork who thinks they can make fun of me…” She turned back to her book and started thumbing through pages.

“I’m not making fun of you. But come on… a succubus? That’s like… a demon… right?”

“I had the portal open and then you ruined it. The spell doesn’t work without complete silence.”

I felt bad making fun of her, especially because I was running away from being mocked by other students… but I just couldn’t help myself. She was talking complete nonsense. I’d seen guys in that stairwell before: playing Magic: The Gathering cards, playing Dungeons & Dragons. That little corner of the school seemed to attract the nerdiest of nerds.

Now, I was snickering.

“Just leave me alone, okay?” she said.

“Okay, okay,” I said, shaking my head. “Just wait. I want to see this magic.”

“Don’t be an ass,” she groaned.

“Come on,” I said. “Make the light again. I want to see it.”

“It won’t work with you here,” she said without even looking at me. I could tell that I was embarrassing her, and maybe I should have been a bit more sympathetic, coming off of my own embarrassing episode… maybe it just felt nice to know that there was someone having an even more embarrassing moment.

“Why not?”

“Magic only works with believers around. If you don’t believe in it, it won’t work with you here.” Her face was turning red and she was refusing to look at me. I was starting to feel kind of bad for making fun of her little hobby… but at the same time, that bright light still hadn’t been explained. She wasn’t concealing any devices that I could see. Maybe there was a tiny, tiny part of me that wondered if she actually conjured up that bright purple light.

“Who says I don’t believe?” I said, but I said it with a grin on my face, so I’m sure that didn’t help my case.

“Just bugger off, brat,” she said.

“Please,” I said. “I saw that light. I need to know how you did that.”

“You don’t believe me, so what’s the point of this conversation?”

“Maybe I do believe you.”

“Can you just screw off already?” she asked, glaring at me with an intense look that actually made my heart jump a beat.

I took a deep breath and let out a sigh. Okay, so maybe I was being a bit cruel. Maybe I was getting a bit of entertainment at her expense. I wanted to know how she made that light, but there was no way I was going to believe that she was summoning demons, or that she could make magic, but only if ‘believers’ were the only people around.

“Alright. See ya,” I said, and then I went back towards class. I was feeling a bit better, realizing that my thing was embarrassing, but at least I wasn’t drawing pentagrams with lipstick at the bottom of the stairs.


CHAPTER 2
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Afew people asked me if I tried to ask out Amanda. “What?” I laughed. “No way. Why would you think that?” Someone told me they heard I was rejected. “That’s nonsense!” I said. “I never asked her out!” And yes, the rumours were embarrassing, but it did feel better knowing that I wasn’t pretending to cast magic spells under the back stairwell.

By the next morning, the heat had died down. Things were back to normal, and it wasn’t long before I got to thinking about who I could take to prom. After the previous day’s awkward encounter, Amanda was off the table. So who was worth my time now?

There were a few cute girls. I started eyeing the petite blonde, Riley. She was a cute chick with a bit of an emo-scene-chick thing going. She wore fishnets on her legs and sometimes guys called her a slut, but she was actually quite nice; I’d chatted with her a few times in a few different classes; she definitely wasn’t a slut…

But there was a risk in taking her to prom. I had a feeling she was going to show up in some black lacy vampire dress while everyone else was wearing pink or blue or purple. I wasn’t sure I wanted that kind of attention… Plus, there were those rumours about her being a slut; I didn’t want those tied to me—no offence to the girl.

There was also Parker; she was a tiny bit chubby bit she had a beautiful face. She was bubbly and chatty and tons of fun to hang out with… but the last guy to ask her out was labelled a ‘chubby-chaser’ and I wasn’t sure I wanted that to be me.

I came up with a few more options, but throughout the day, I found out that those girls had already been picked off. James asked Brianne out the day before. Cory asked Vanessa out two days earlier. Caroline was going with Hector, and Sarah was going with Grant. The options were becoming slim…

But Amanda was still a free agent. And who else was free? I stood in the hall, near my locker, watching all of the girls as they went to class. I didn’t know all of them, but the ones I did know were already reserved. “This sucks,” I whispered to myself—and then I saw the witch.

Maybe it’s mean to call her ‘the witch’, but something tells me she would call herself that if you asked.

She wasn’t an ugly girl. She wasn’t fat or weird-looking. She was actually kind of cute in her own goth-girl way. She was wearing a tight black dress with a long lace skirt. On her legs, she had fishnets that had spider-web designs on them. She honestly looked like she was on her way to a Halloween party. But she was still pretty enough that I would probably get a pat on the back from at least a few guys if I showed up with her. But, like Riley, she would probably show up to prom in some black goth dress, black eye-shadow, black lipstick… People would think that I had some sort of fetish.

But looking at her now, I remembered that pulsing light. I still had no way to explain that light. It was daytime when that light was pulsing in the stairwell; and for a light to shine that bright, overpowering the sunlight coming in through the windows… it must have been a very powerful light: more powerful than any lamp or flashlight, unless she had some sort of police-grade flashlight hidden in her bag. I suppose that was possible… but then why was it purple, and why was it pulsing?

Look—I like to consider myself an open-minded person. I was so open-minded that I was often the victim of gullible tricks from other students, like the time the guys on the basketball team convinced me to go into the girl’s bathroom because, “some girl is in there and she’s asking for you.” Well, it wasn’t true; they just locked me in there once I went in, and then a few girls screamed at me, thinking that I was in there to spy on them peeing.

I bit down on my tongue. I watched her for a minute, thinking about that ‘magic’. I was still so curious. No, I don’t think I would ever date the witch girl; she was a bit too spooky for me, and while I was totally into the whole goth look, I wasn’t into spooky girls who fantasized about drinking blood—and I certainly wasn’t into girls who were convinced they could make demons appear in school stairwells.

Well, I followed her again when I noticed her going over to that back stairwell. She kept looking around to make sure she wasn’t being followed, as if she was up to no good. I had to hide a few times when she looked back, pretending to be minding my own business a couple times when her gaze caught me.

She went through that door, into that stairwell. I snuck up to the door and peered through the small window. I waited a minute, listening carefully. I was supposed to be in class, but this seemed more important. I was intrigued and wanted answers… but there was something I wanted even more than answers.

I pushed the door open as quietly as I could. I didn’t want to disturb her little rituals. I crept towards the steps, and now I could hear her chanting softly under her breath. It sounded like she was speaking another language: Italian… maybe French… maybe Romanian—or possibly Latin. Or maybe she was just making shit up, because it was all just a big role-play. Or maybe it wasn’t.

I moved down the stairs, staying against the wall where I wouldn’t be seen. I listened for a long few minutes, and then I saw that pulsing light again. I was determined to catch her this time. If she had a flashlight, I would see it…

But this just couldn’t be a flashlight! It was too bright—and flashlights don’t pulse like that. It must have been something else.

I kept moving down the steps, getting closer and closer. She started to chant in that language again.

I was close now—close enough that I could catch her. But at the same time, I wanted to let her finish her little spell, just to see if it actually did anything other than make a bright light. I wanted to see a succubus, if such a thing could even exist.

I took a deep breath, waited a moment, and then I jumped around the corner, determined to take her by surprise. I was sure that I was going to see some sort of device in her hands, but there was nothing; she was just sitting there, now white in the face as she gasped and looked at me. The glow was suddenly gone—and then that pale face suddenly turned red. “You again!” she barked. “What the hell are you doing!?”

I was sure that I was going to catch her, but there was no evidence of a light… just that lipstick pentagram on the floor.

“Are you crazy or something?” she asked me, and the question seemed ironic… though I really was starting to wonder if I was the crazy one. “Are you, like, stalking me or something?”

“No,” I said. “I had a question about, uh, prom.”

My heart was racing now. I really did feel like I’d screwed up. I was so sure that I was going to catch her so that I could say ‘I told you so’, but instead, I was just feeling like an idiot; now, I was scrambling to make it seem like I wasn’t quite so crazy… but I had a feeling that I was about to sound even more crazy.

“What about it? If you’re going to ask me out, the answer is no; you’re a pest.” She narrowed her eyes and glared right into my soul.

“No—I wasn’t going to ask you. But hey! What’s wrong with me? You would be lucky if I asked you out.”

She rolled her eyes. “What do you want, pest? Here to make fun of me again? What the hell does this have to do with prom?”

“Well, first, let me start by saying: I believe you,” I said, but I could feel the big grin on my face, which probably made me less than genuine.

“Believe what?”

“This whole magic schtick. I believe it.”

“Shut up,” she groaned. “Don’t patronize me.”

“What? I’m serious. I thought I might catch you, but again, you don’t have any light here. You must really be conjuring up that light. So—have you been able to summon a demon yet, or what? How’s all of that going?” I smiled.

And then she jumped to her feet and clenched her hands into tight fists. “Are you just here to mock me and waste my time!? What the hell does any of this have to do with prom!?”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “I was, uh, just wondering…” I felt my face turning dark red. This was embarrassing, but if there was any truth to what she was doing, maybe she could help me; maybe I was a little bit more desperate than I liked to admit… Maybe… just maybe… I actually thought she could conjure up some magic to help me win over Amanda. “There’s a girl I want to ask out, but, uh… I’m not sure if she likes me…”

Suddenly, the witchy girl grinned. She was staring at me, letting her shoulders relax, letting her hands unclench from those tight fists. “Wait,” she said with that wicked, witchy grin. “You want my help?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean—is there, like, a spell for that, or what?” I bit down on my tongue, trying not to look too embarrassed. I could tell that she was gloating, enjoying every second of this. I didn’t even know her name, but I hated giving her the satisfaction.

But maybe there really was something to all of this magic nonsense. Maybe she actually knew a thing or two about magic. I mean—I really wasn’t the type of person to believe that science could explain everything. I’m not saying that I was some sort of science denier, but I think there’s a lot more going on in the universe than we realize.

“So is there a spell or not?” I asked, looking away from that gloating smile.

She let the tension linger for a moment. Her grin made me think she was going to tell everyone what I asked her; she was thinking about it, without a doubt: revenge for ruining her little spell caster game twice now. But she also looked intrigued, like she was considering it. “I might have a spell like that,” she said softly.

“Okay,” I said. “Well do it then.”

“Well, first, I need to know who we’re doing this to,” she said. “And we can’t do it now.”

“What? Why not?” I said.

“We need certain things.”

“What things?” I asked. I was half-convinced this was something she could do, and half-convinced that I was just humiliating myself, and she was trying her hardest not to laugh at me.

“I have to look into it,” she said. “Come find me tomorrow. I’ll do my research tonight. Then, maybe we can do the spell on the weekend.”

“The weekend?” I said. “No, no—there’s no time for that. Prom is coming up fast. Someone’s going to ask her out any day now. I don’t think I can wait that long.”

She blinked a few times, batting her dark eyelashes. “Who is this girl?” she asked.

“Why do you care?”

“I need to know. Her name needs to be in the spell,” she said with a bluntness that made me feel very, very stupid.

“Oh,” I said. “Well, uh, can I just tell you once we’re ready to do the spell?”

“Just tell me now,” she said, now with that grin again. “Or I’m not going to look into this for you.”

“Why are you teasing me?”

“Because you teased me!” she gasped. “Look—I don’t have to help you. I’m just trying to be nice, but to be honest, I have no idea why.”

“Well, I was just giving you the benefit of the doubt here,” I said. “I don’t need to take abuse.”

“The benefit of the doubt?” she said. “Maybe you forgot: magic only works if you believe it can work. If you’re just being a jerk again, don’t expect any results.”

I was tense all over. I had no idea what I believed—but I wanted to believe her. I wanted to believe magic was possible, because that meant there was actually a chance I could take Amanda to prom—and maybe going to prom would turn into more. Maybe she could take my virginity, and then maybe we could have some sort of relationship. Oh man, my friends would be so jealous if I went to prom with Amanda—and if they saw me kissing her… if they found out we fucked… my heart soared just thinking about it. I would be the coolest guy in school, and that’s how everyone would remember me, even decades after we all drifted our separate ways. ‘Remember Jeremy? The absolute mad-man who took Amanda to prom?’ I wanted it so badly.

“Tell me or bugger off,” the witch said to me.

“Okay, fine. Amanda,” I said before biting down on my tongue. I had a feeling I was really going to regret saying that name out loud.

Her eyes widened. “Amanda?” she said, and then she giggled. “You want to go to prom with that bimbo?”

“She’s not a bimbo,” I said. “And what does it matter to you?”

“She’s not even hot,” the witch said, rolling her eyes and turning her gaze away from me.

“Agree to disagree,” I smirked. “I think just about every guy in the school would disagree with you.”

“Well that’s because guys here have no taste,” she groaned. “But whatever. If she’s the one you want, I could care less. It’s your blood.”

“My blood?” I said. My heart skipped a beat.

“Yeah,” she said. “You need to bring me a small vial of your blood. That much I know for sure. I have to look into the rest.”

“O—Okay,” I said. “How much blood are we talking here?”

“Like a tablespoon,” she said. It didn’t sound like a lot… or maybe it did. My stomach was suddenly in a knot. Now, she was waving me off. “Get out of here. This is my only spare, and you’re wasting it.”

“That’s it?” I said.

“What else do you want?” she asked.

I just stood there, not quite sure what to say. I guess there was nothing else. Though as I started to turn away, I realized I didn’t even know who she was. So I turned back to her.

“What?” she said.

“What’s your name?”

“Lilly,” she said, but she almost hesitated, as if she didn’t want me to know. She stared into my eyes, seemingly trying to read my mind. And in that moment, I didn’t feel so great. I felt like I was dabbling with something that I shouldn’t have been dabbling with.

I was raised catholic. My parents wouldn’t have approved of me mingling with some wannabe-witch girl, drawing pentagrams and asking me to collect my own blood in a vial. It was all very spooky and weird… and there was probably no substance to it…

But at the same time, there was a tiny part of me that wondered if it could be true. And then I started thinking about what Lilly said: did I really have to believe it to be possible for it to work? How could I convince myself that it could actually work? Was a glimmer of hope not enough?
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Ispent that night doing some research. I found a few videos online that claimed to be capturing real magic, on camera. It was impossible to know if it was real or just some hoax, in the era of computer generated imagery. One video showed a young woman using her hands to make a box float into the air. In another video, a man had a camera in a forest at night, and he was sneaking up on what looked like a seance. In the video, as the man zoomed in on the fire in the middle of the dancing witches, faces could be seen flickering in the flames.

Now, I’m not sure how someone could use a computer program to make that fire, but at the same time… how could it be possible? Surely, if witchcraft was real, we would know about it by now, in the age of the internet, where every single person and his grandmother owns a camera-phone. Surely science would have stumbled onto this little practise.

But I found website after website, packed full of stories: people who claimed to have witnessed the impossible. Those stories were enough to pique my interest, and maybe they helped to make my mind a little more open… but would I say that I now believed that magic was real? Does anybody truly believe magic is real?

I suppose children believe in it—and they say that unexplainable paranormal events happen to children far more often than adults. In fact, I’d read that many kids can apparently talk to ghosts, and look into past lives, and see auras, and all of that occult bullshit.

I wanted to believe that Lilly could make Amanda fall in love with me. I was desperately hoping there was some truth to her ‘spells’. But all I had was hope; I can’t say that I also had faith.

I tried hard to change my mindset. Maybe being open-minded would be enough; it was all I could do. When I went up to Lilly the next day, while she was at her locker, I put on my best straight face and I spoke were a quiet seriousness. “Okay, so what do I need to make this happen?”

“You startled me,” she said, putting her hand against the middle of her chest. She was wearing one of those strappy tops, where the straps formed an upside-down pentagram.

“Sorry,” I said. I looked around to make sure there weren’t any other students within earshot. “So what do you need? Did you look into it?”

“Your blood,” she said. “And then I’ll need something extremely personal of hers.”

My heart jumped. “Something personal?” I said. “What does that mean? Be more specific.”

“It says in the text that we need a personal belonging, something ‘very personal’.”

“Like, her phone?” I asked.

“I suppose that would work, but how are you going to get her phone?” Lilly asked, looking at me once again like I was a fool.

“I don’t know,” I said. “How long do we need it for?”

“So, here’s how it works,” she said. “You bring the personal item to the incantation. We draw a pentagram with your blood as an offering to a succubus. Then, we chant the spell while her personal possession is in the middle of the pentagram. Finally, as long as her possession—whatever it is—is with you, she’ll love you.”

“Wait,” I said. “So I have to carry the thing around everywhere I go?”

She nodded her head. “The example in the book is a tooth, which the caster has made into a necklace.”

“Oh great,” I said, rolling my eyes. “I’ll just pull out one of her teeth and make it into a necklace. That’s not crazy at all. She’ll love it.”

“Well, she will, if we say the chant right,” Lilly grinned. Now, I was back to thinking she was just teasing me, trying to humiliate me.

I shook my head with my eyes closed. “So let’s back up. I’m not getting her tooth or her phone. I’ll think of something else. But let’s say it’s, like, some shirt she likes. Can I just keep it bunched up in my pocket, or do I have to wear it?”

“I don’t see why it can’t be bunched up. I have to get to class.”

“Wait,” I said, grabbing her wrist as she tried to skirt away from me. She became tense, as if I was attacking her; maybe I was coming on a bit strong, but I could sense the clock ticking. It was a miracle that Amanda was still without a date for prom—but it wasn’t going to stay that way for long. Even now, I could see Amanda down the hallway, and I could see three different guys eyeing her, waiting for their opportunity to strike. All she had to do was drop a textbook, and the first guy to rush over to pick it up had an in—and maybe that was enough.

“What?” Lilly said to me, tugging her arm away.

“I’m sorry… I’m just…” I took a deep breath. “I’ve never done anything like this before. Please just tell me you aren’t screwing with me.”

“I’m not screwing with you,” she said, rolling her eyes. “But like I said: if you don’t believe it will work, it won’t work.” She stared right into my eyes, making that point very clear. I wanted to get more clarification on that fact, but I wasn’t sure how to get her to be more specific; it probably wasn’t quite so simple to explain, and maybe she didn’t even understand quite how that part of it worked. All I could do was hope for the best…

But first, I needed to figure out how to get something from Amanda.

I didn’t have much time to figure it out. I had my third-period spare to come up with an idea. Once the hallways were quiet and all of the students were in class, I walked up and down the hallway, near Amanda’s locker. I knew that if I could get inside, I could get something that I could use—something important to her, like her phone, or maybe some hair scrunchy. Was a hair scrunchy important enough? Lilly just said that it needed to be something ‘extremely personal’. The phone was the only thing that came to mind… unless she had some precious stuffed animal from her late grandmother at home, or maybe the keys to her car. The phone seemed like the best option: I could steal it and then find a way to secretly pay her back for it, so I wouldn’t feel too guilty for stealing her phone.

The janitor came around the corner. I paused. My heart skipped a beat. I saw an opportunity and I couldn’t miss it. “Excuse me,” I said. He paused and stared at me. He had a long moustache on his tanned face, and a pointed nose that seemed so narrow between his beady eyes. He said nothing—but he just stared at me. “I, uh, forgot the code to my locker. I keep trying the code over and over, and it’s just not working. Is there any way you could open it for me?” My heart was racing fast. I knew that I could get into huge trouble for this; if he cut the lock and I got the phone… then Amanda would complain that her phone had been stolen and that janitor would be asked, and he would point me out…

But I needed that phone.

“Which locker is yours?” he asked.

“This one,” I said, pointing to Amanda’s locker.

He kept starting at me. There was a long, tense silence, and then he began to shake his head. “That isn’t your locker,” he said in a Mexican accent. “That’s Amanda locker.”

Of course—even he knew who Amanda was. I put on a fake smile. “Amanda? Amanda who? This is my locker!” I said. “This has been my locker all year. This has been my—wait. No, wait… maybe you’re right! Oh my God, I’m such a fool! You see, this was my locker last year. I really need to start getting more sleep! My locker is just down there. Wow—I’m such an idiot. Well, that explains why my code isn’t working! It’s not even my locker!”

He stared at me for a long moment, and then he carried on to wherever he was going, looking back at me a few times to check that I wasn’t up to no good. I was lucky that he didn’t care at all. I had to walk away from that locker, and I had to face the reality: there was no way that I was going to get inside of it. I would have to think of some other way to get someone that belonged to her—and I had to think fast. I knew that I didn’t have weeks to plan this out. Lilly wanted to do the incantation soon, and Amanda was probably going to pick her prom partner any day.

I could go to her house and steal something from her room! But where did she live? How could I find out where she lived without raising any alarms? If I was going to be stealing something, I had to be extra careful not to raise any suspicion… I was probably already going to be in hot water after my encounter with the janitor.

I walked down the hallway, trying to calm my racing heart. Then, I looked into the gymnasium and saw her: her long blonde hair tied into the cutest ponytail, her big breasts bouncing in her tight white top. I stopped and ogled her amazing body. I wasn’t the only one; the gym teacher was gazing at her with sweat forming on his forehead. We all wanted a piece of Amanda; even the teachers.

And then a tingle crept down my spine. I realized in that moment that Amanda’s stuff was probably unattended in the girl’s locker room—and right now, they still had eight minutes of class left. I had to act fast; I didn’t have time to think of the pros and cons, or any of the risks associated with the stupid thing that I was about to do. I needed to get something that I could use, otherwise I’d humiliated myself with Lilly for nothing.
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Iwalked up to that locker room door. My heart was pounding, my palms were sweating. I felt cold all over, knowing I was doing some absolutely insane—and stupid. I would be lucky if I ended up being branded a thief over this; the more likely outcome was being branded a lunatic or a pervert. But still, I kept going, reaching for that door.

They usually locked the locker room doors during class, but now, it was unlocked… possibly because someone was inside.

I pushed the door open slowly, seeing the white cinderblock wall that stopped people from seeing right into the locker room. “Oh God,” I whispered under my breath. My hands were shaking, but I was still moving forward, driven by that desperation.

I stepped around the corner while calling out softly, “Just grabbing something for someone.” It was my cover, in case there was someone there. Maybe it wasn’t a great cover, but it was all I could think of in that moment.

But the room was empty. It was a perfect opportunity, but I had to move fast. Class was about to end and I still didn’t even know where Amanda kept her stuff.

There was a sea of closed lockers. Which one was Amanda’s? I rushed over to the first and pulled it open. None were locked; the school had never had any problems with creepy guys sifting through the girls’ stuff… until now.

The first locker had pink clothes inside. I was pretty sure Amanda was wearing a tight white tank top today, with little green shorts and thigh-high socks… okay, so I’d done some staring earlier, like all of the guys in the school.

I flew to the next locker, throwing it open. It was empty. The next one had big clothes for a hefty girl, and then the next smelled so bad; I didn’t even want to know who owned those clothes.

I kept going from locker to locker. Every so often, I found one that could have been her. I had to look through the books inside, looking for names. Carol, Petra, Nancy, Riley, Ellen… I saw so many bras! I got to smell so many different brands of perfume. My head was spinning. Was that smell going to stick to me? Was it going to get me into a load of shit?

I had to keep moving.

Where was Amanda’s stuff?

Suddenly, the bell rang. My heart froze. Those girls were going to pour into that locker room at any moment.

I knew it was my cue to hightail it out of there, but I was strangely determined. I figured I had another thirty seconds before the gym teacher let the girls go—so I flew from locker to locker, desperate to find her phone.

And then I found that white tank top, those green shorts, and those long white stockings. I gasped at the sight of them. I reached in and dug into her little purse, but the phone wasn’t there. I thought about taking the whole purse… but how was I going to carry a purse around with me for the next few weeks? And if I wanted to keep her as my own, the rest of my life… It would never happen.

Then, I saw her panties. Panties! Those were extremely personal, right?

I grabbed them: black, lacy, high-waisted but semi-transparent in all of the succulent spots. Just touching them, I felt a surge of excitement.

And then I heard the door open.

I jumped to my feet. The jig was up. I stuffed the panties down into my pocket, and then I bolted across the room to hide in the shower area. I should have just come forward and pretended like I was locked in there by some mean bullies. I should have come up with some sort of lie instead of hiding! But now, I was hiding as girls poured into the locker room.

I felt sick. I was going to be caught with panties stuffed in my pocket. The girls were now all noticing their opened lockers. “Was someone in here?” I heard one say.

And that’s when I noticed the open window, five feet up. It was a narrow opening, just to let out the steam from the showers. It was my only hope.

With athletic ability that I didn’t know that I had, I jumped up, grabbed the edge of the window, and I pulled hard: the first successful pull-up of my life (desperation does some amazing things). I must have looked like Jackie Chan as I vaulted myself through that window—and then fell fifteen feet into a bush. Thank God for that bush, otherwise I would probably have a broken leg or two. Instead, I walked away with nothing but a tiny scratch on my arm. I scurried quickly along the wall of the school to the back entrance. The door was just closing: a teacher heading inside from a smoke break. Those doors locked when closed, but I managed to get a finger in to stop it. I slipped in, unnoticed, and then I got to the study hall before anyone noticed. There was some commotion about ten minutes later, once the girls complained to the gym teacher, and the gym teacher notified the office. Dozens of staff members descended on that locker room and it became something like a crime scene. “Someone went into the girls’ change room and stole Amanda’s panties,” I was told, not even an hour later. The whole school knew what had happened. “I heard they’re going to call the cops.”

“How do we know she didn’t just misplace them?” I said, trying not to expose my trembling hands. The evidence was still in my pocket, burning a hole, reminding me that I was a pervert and a criminal. I didn’t deserve Amanda.

But the terror of being caught did make me realize one thing: I really did believe in Lilly’s magic. There was no way that I would have risked my reputation like that over a glimmer of hope.

Lilly found me at my locker after school. “Seriously, you weirdo?” she whispered. “Her panties?”

“I took what I could find!” I hushed, and then I was tempted to cover her mouth with my hand. My heart hadn’t stopped pounding, like it was trying to bash a hole through my ribcage. I’d been faint all afternoon, waiting for the police to storm into my class and haul me away. I had no idea if there were cameras around the school: footage of me slipping through that changing room window like some sort of deranged pervert. Those panties stayed in my pocket, creating a small bulge; it didn’t feel so small though… it seemed like it was enormous, like it was the only thing anyone could see.

I felt so sick by the end of the day… but nobody approached me. Nobody suspected me. I was horrified that the janitor would chime in and tell the principal that he encountered me asking to get into Amanda’s locker… and maybe that moment was coming, but it hadn’t happened yet.

“So can we do the incantation thing yet?” I asked Lilly once school was over.

“Do you have the blood?” she asked.

“Fuck,” I said. “The blood. Um—I can get it. I just… how do I extract it?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “A needle. You can just cut yourself. Just don’t kill yourself, alright? We can do this tomorrow during my spare, down in the stairwell. Bring the… item, and the blood. That’s enough, I think. I’ll have the spell ready. And you’re sure you want to do this? I mean—obviously you’re sure, if you were willing to break into the girl’s locker room and steal a girl’s panties.”

“Shush!” I gasped, looking around. “Just forget about that, okay? You said to get something personal. I didn’t hear you coming up with any ideas besides extracting her teeth.”

She grinned. “I’m just teasing you, Jeremy. See you tomorrow.”

I wasn’t sure how she knew my name. I paused for a moment, wondering if it was some magic intuition, and then I realized we went to the same school. My name was written on my binders and textbooks, and most people knew everyone. Just because I didn’t know who she was before doesn’t mean that she didn’t know who I was.
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Ifelt awkward sneaking away from the other students after the bell rang, skipping my class once again, even though I’d gotten a strict warning from my teacher: “Don’t miss another class or it will be reflected on your report card.” I needed to leave the school with good grades, but more than that, I needed to leave with a good reputation—and that meant taking Amanda to prom.

Lilly was already there, sitting on the steps, staring out the small window at the old parking lot. “Hey,” I said, trying not to startle her, but I startled her anyway. I was starting to think that her hearing wasn’t so good, though I had been very quiet and sneaky heading down that direction, though I wasn’t quite sure why; it’s not like I was trying to sneak up on anyone. “Any chance we can do this fast, so I don’t miss class?”

She stared at me with that classic ‘you’re an idiot’ look that she had mastered. “It will take as long as it takes. Got the stuff?”

I handed her the blood, which was in a vial I bought at the dollar store, and then I tried to hand her the panties. She recoiled her hand before her fingers grazed the black lace. “Ew,” she said. “I don’t want to touch them. Just hold them for now.”

She looked at the vial. “That’s all you got?” she asked.

I paused for a moment, not thrilled by her reaction. Getting that blood wasn’t easy. I poked my finger about fifty times, getting the tiniest drops of blood. Now, my fingers were all too sore to type at a computer. “That’s all I could get,” I groaned.

“I hope it works,” she said. She dropped to a knee and began to dribble the blood onto the floor. She used the tip of her finger to draw a big circle, and then the pentagram inside of it. I just stood there, feeling increasingly insane. Why did I agree to this again? Oh wait, it was my idea.

“And you’re sure this is… safe?” I asked.

“I’ve never done the spell before,” she said. “But it’s from a book that I use all the time, and the other spells work.”

“Okay,” I said. “It’s not going to, like, make me ill or anything… right? And I’m not signing my soul away to the devil or something, am I?”

“You’re making a deal with the devil, but unless you tell him he can have your soul, it’s all yours.”

“So what deal am I making then?” I asked.

She grinned. “Well, you’re acknowledging his power. He likes that.”

My stomach groaned. I didn’t like the sound of this. When it was witchy, it was kind of cool, but now it was just getting a bit satanic, and as a young catholic man… satanic wasn’t exactly my jam. “Let’s just get this over with, okay?”

She finished drawing the pentagram. “Put the object in the middle,” she said. I placed it down. She groaned at the sight of the used panties. “Freak.”

“Get over it,” I said.

She grabbed my hand. “Hold,” she commanded, so I held her dainty, pale witch-girl fingers. She took a deep breath in and slipped out that book. “Now just close your eyes and focus. Try to keep your mind clear, so that your body is receptive.”

“To what?” I asked.

“The succubus,” she said.

I bit down on my tongue. “Mind clear. Got it,” I said.

“Now I’m going to read the passage. It will take a few minutes. If you let your mind wander too much, you’ll cloud our reception and it won’t work. Got it? Clear mind—like you’re doing a meditation.”

I nodded my head. I was willing to try, though I was horrified someone was going to walk in and see us like that; it was an embarrassing sight, and not something I wanted to be associated with at all. I bit on my tongue and prayed she would read the book quickly.

The language was unrecognizable. She began to speak, slowly, stumbling on a few words, proving that she didn’t actually know the language she was speaking. Some words just sounded downright wrong. She was taking her time. I had a feeling that I was going to be missing class.

I took a deep breath in. Anxieties quickly filled my mind; I tried my best to send them away. I didn’t want to ‘cloud the reception’, whatever that meant. I wanted this to work. I needed this to work. I had to stay focussed, no matter what.

She was still talking: nonsense to bother me and her. I let my eyes open for a moment, just to see what she was doing, to see if she was doing any sort of hand motions or focussing her attention anywhere in particular… but she was just staring at the pages of that book, reading some foreign language or another.

She eyed me, and scowled for a moment, as if I was doing something wrong, so I closed my eyes and turned my chin down again. I just had to wait.

Oh God, if someone walked in and saw us now… Why couldn’t Lilly read faster?

That text went on and on and on and on.

No, Jeremy—keep your mind clear. Don’t let those thoughts in. Think of nothing. Think of the colour black. Think nothingness… I took another deep breath in.

Her foreign words were strangely hypnotic. She had a bit of a sexy way of talking. I let my eyes open again and I looked at her carefully. She was very pretty; if she ditched the creepy witch and satan stuff, she would be a top-five in the school—especially with those big eyes, and those big breasts. Man—her boobs were possibly even bigger than Amanda’s… maybe there was some way of convincing her to be more normal. Maybe I could ask her to prom under the condition she didn’t bring her satanism with her.

She eyed me again, so I closed my eyes. The spell still wasn’t finished. I was starting to wonder if she was repeating herself, or if this text was actually this long.

Then, against my eyelids, I noticed a pinkish glow. I paused for a moment, and then I let my eyelids flutter open to see Lilly staring at me. The glow was suddenly gone.

Lilly batted her eyelashes a few times and then smiled. “It’s done,” she said.

“That’s it?” I said.

“That’s it.”

“Did it work?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “That’s for you to find out. Given your inability to focus for more than five seconds… I would say there’s a fifty-percent chance that it worked.”

“I’ll take those odds,” I said.

“So just to be clear: the spell wasn’t cast on you; it was cast on the undies. Got it?”

“I think so,” I said, looking at the lacy garment.

“So Amanda won’t fall in love with you, per se… she will just love whoever is in possession of the panties.”

“Got it,” I said. Though it was a bit sad that the spell didn’t mean that Amanda would love me. I wanted her to love me—or at least just like me enough to go to prom with me. Instead, she was just going to be in some strange magical state of hypnosis thinking about me whenever I had those panties with me. I suppose that’s about the same thing… right? What else was I expecting from the magical spell?

I bent over and picked up the panties. I felt the lace in my fingers. “So… right now… is she thinking about me or something?”

“I don’t know,” said Lilly. “I guess so. I told you: I haven’t done this before. The translation of the spell wasn’t super clear. I mean—I ran it through three different translators, and they were all a bit questionable with the output. Anyway; good luck with getting get to go to prom with you. I hope it works out, because that means that I know how to do a new spell.” She had a proud smile on her face, and my heart was filled with a newfound excitement. I stuffed the panties down into my pocket and nodded my head at her.

“Well, I guess I’ll see you around. Thanks for the help,” I said. I started to leave.

“Wait,” she said.

Now, she was staring into my eyes, looking like she had something to say—maybe an apology for being kind of cruel with me, or maybe there was something else. It was a glossy kind of look, like she’d been meaning to tell me for a while but needed the courage. I knew that look, because it was the look I always had when I dreamed of asking girls out on dates.

“What is it?” I asked.

“This mess,” she said. “It’s your blood, so you should probably clean it up.” Then, she was the one to walk away, leaving me with that mess. So I went to the bathroom to get some paper towel pieces, and I scrubbed the blood off of that concrete floor. It didn’t all come out. A blood-stained pentagram stayed there after I left; I’m sure it went on to freak a few people out.
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Irushed off to make my class, sneaking in and taking a seat near the back while the teacher was writing at the board. I checked the time. I was twelve minutes late… not the end of the world. I took a moment to catch my breath. A few of my classmates eyed me. I was still on edge from the whole panties-stealing incident, still worried it was just a matter of time before the principal barged in and pointed a finger at me in front of everyone.

The faces turned back to the front, and I took one last deep breath before sinking into my seat. “And, again, you use the same formula to find the missing angle,” the teacher said, turning around. Her gaze found me. She paused for a moment and then went on without chewing me out; I was safe.

As she continued to talk, I scanned around the room. Amanda was in that same math class. Now, she was sitting near the front of the classroom, left side, with her phone under her desk. She was texting someone, with a grin on her face. I reached into my pocket and felt those panties. Then, I wondered if she was thinking about me. If she was, why wasn’t she looking at me? Was she messaging a friend about me?

Or was she just keeping her feelings under control for now?

Or did the spell not work?

I clutched the black panties in my hand, feeling the soft lace. A tingle crept down my spine, like a mild euphoria that was almost enough to make me—no, it was enough to make me moan. I let a small moan slip out, and then ten heads turned to me.

My eyes lit up and I let go of those panties. “I pulled a muscle in my back. It’s killing me,” I said. The gazes slowly turned away. Now, Amanda was staring at me, looking back with a narrowed gaze. I kept my hand in my pocket, squeezing those panties. I smiled at her and she smiled back. She was the only one still looking at me! Did that mean it was working? Was she realizing that she was in love with me?

I slipped my hand out from my pocket, and then she looked away. Did I need to be physically touching those panties with my skin for that magical effect to work? A waited a few minutes and then I clutched the panties again, waiting to see what would happen. I swear she perked up, as if that same tingling was overpowering her—the same one that I felt inside of me. Maybe this was really going to work. Maybe I really did have magical panties in my pocket.

I started telling myself that I was going to do it: I was going to ask Amanda out to prom. I was ready. I was shaking all over with terror just thinking about it—but I was going to do it. I had the power in my pocket.

But I couldn’t just keep my hands in my pockets while I talked to her. I would have to find another way to make sure those panties were touching my skin.

Another jolt of mild euphoria surged down my spine when I had what seemed like a good idea: I could just put the panties on under my boxers. Then, they would be touching me—making contact with as much surface area as possible. I was a smaller-framed guy—about the same size as Amanda, so I was sure they would fit.

I eyed the clock. The bell was due to ring in twenty minutes. So I threw up my hand. “Can I use the bathroom?”

The teacher waved me away. I went straight to the bathroom and made a point of locking the door so nobody would walk in on me, even though I still planned on changing in a stall. I didn’t need any company.

I quickly pulled my jeans and boxers down. Then, I pulled the panties out from my pocket and stepped into the holes. I shimmied them up, up, up my legs, getting them snug against my crotch. They were tight, but the soft fabric actually felt surprisingly nice.

I opened the stall door, just so I could see in the mirror. I wanted to see how stupid I looked. After all, this was possibly how I was going to be for a while. As long as I wanted to keep Amanda, I needed to have those panties… and the best way to keep them hidden while also touching my skin was… well, the way they were made to be used.

I felt silly, of course, but I found myself pausing, staring at myself.

I really had to admit that the panties framed my body in a way that was strangely captivating. I never really realized I had hips like that… or a waist like that. I twisted side to side, pulling my forearms tight to my body. My bum wasn’t half bad either. Hell—I’d say I had a pretty good ass! Probably from all of the skating I did in the winter. I put my hands under my butt cheeks and lifted them slightly, making myself blush. I bit down on my bottom lip.

Then, I grinned. It was a funny feeling, posing like that, as if I was some sort of model. I was just joking around, of course, but I surprised myself a few times with a few cute glances. I caught myself giggling, and then there was a rattle at the door: someone was trying to get in. “Why is this locked?”

“Sorry!” I called out, scrambling as I grabbed my jeans and pulled them up my legs. I stumbled towards the door, zipping up my fly as I reached for the lock. “I must have accidentally turned the lock.”

Another senior student stepped in, eyeing me strangely. “Who accidentally turns a lock? You weren’t jerking off in here, were you?” He looked down towards my crotch, and for a horrifying second, I was worried that the panties were creeping up above the waistband of my jeans.

He just walked away. “Whatever,” he said.

And then I scurried out of the bathroom, with those panties on under my boxers.

I slipped right back into class, taking my seat at the back of the room. I let out a small sigh of relief as I caught my breath. My heart was still pounding. I was terrified that my panties were going to ride up; luckily, nobody was behind me—but still, I didn’t want them on display. I kept reaching back to push them down.

Amanda looked back at me a couple of times, seemingly curious, seemingly captivated. Each look made a surge of adrenaline rush down my spine. I was so sure that it was working! I was going to ask her out and she was going to say yes!

But I kept finding myself getting distracted. My gaze kept drifting around. I couldn’t help but notice Riley sitting next to Amanda, wearing that black skirt and that black shirt. No, it wasn’t a shirt; it was tight and it pulled under the waistband of her skirt; it was a bodysuit. Oh my God, I bet that felt so good: that soft, stretchy fabric hugging her skin, down her abdomen, between her legs, and up her back. It actually left her back exposed, which was a cute look—and then there were the criss-crossing straps in the front (I noticed them when she went to the board to solve a math problem). And her boots were cute too: tall army-style boots, in black to match her goth-girl outfit. I really liked how she’d done her makeup, with a smoky look around her piercing eyes. And then she had that collar around her neck. I wondered how I would look with that same outfit, now that I knew my body was kind of cute and low-key femme.

I shook my head and forced myself to look away from her. I had no idea where these thoughts were coming from.

But now, my gaze was on Larissa. She was the exchange student from the Philippines. Now, she was wearing a fitted sweater with a turtle neck. It was tucked down into a pleated skirt: a classy schoolgirl look, but with a touch of sexy with her tight stockings, and the thin black choker-style necklace with the little gold chain tying it together at the back. She had long flicks of eyeliner, making my heart race. I wanted to look like that. I wanted to know what it felt like to look so cute.

No! I turned my gaze away. I was getting carried away with stupid ideas. I saw myself for ten seconds in panties and now my brain was running rampant with silly ideas of crossdressing. Sure, maybe I could hypothetically pass as a girl with some makeup, a wig, and some clothes… well, maybe I didn’t even need a wig. I’d gotten my longish hair cut recently, but the hairdresser gave me a curious cut, with bangs, keeping it long on the sides. She told me it was a trendy cut, but I honestly thought that it looked a bit feminine…

It wasn’t long before my gaze was drifting again, looking at all of the girls—including the teacher. She was wearing semi-sheer pantyhose, which gave her legs a nice gleam. Her nails were painted a soft pink colour: the same colour she painted her lips. I knew there were a few guys with ‘crushes’ on her. They called her the Milf of Mill Street (the school was on a street called Mill Street). She had three kids, but she was divorced, and one of the guys had stumbled on her dating profile.

But she had a killer body—and killer clothes. I wanted to feel that narrow pencil skirt on my body. I knew I had the hips, and that pencil skirt was made to show off nice hips. And her blouse was tucked in just perfectly, with a bit of slack to tease her figure. She was smart with her outfit, using her clothes to show off her best qualities, cleverly hiding her age with the right choices. She had a clever maturity, but she was still sexy. I really loved her minimalist makeup, and it was giving me ideas. I’d never really noticed her makeup before (or anyone’s makeup for that matter). She dusted on a touch of brown shadow on her eyelids, and a darker brown above her eyes. She didn’t use eyeliner, but she had a dark mascara that made her eyes pop in a natural-babe sort of way. There was a glimmer under her eyes: some sort of makeup highlight that brought the attention up to those pretty eyes. A girl could learn a thing or two from carefully studying that pretty face. I was learning plenty…

But I wasn’t a girl—and I had no idea why I cared. I was thrilled and relieved when the bell rang. I was the first out of my seat, tugging up my jeans to be sure that my panties weren’t showing. I grabbed my bag and scurried to my locker. I noticed the Cera twins while I was packing up my bag. They were wearing matching cheerleader outfits. They had practise soon—but I couldn’t help but eye their hair. My God, they were masters of hairstyling! They both had perfect loose curls, bouncing over their shoulders in a heavenly way. Their long bangs were feathered back, but not in an obnoxious sort of way. Those feathered bangs framed their faces, giving them soft jawlines, making them look so cute. And that’s when I noticed their eyebrows, which were carefully manicured into a very pleasing shape. I was hypnotized, staring at them for a long moment, and then I noticed that they were staring back at me, and that was my cue to leave.

By the time I was down the block, I remembered that my plan was to ask Amanda on a date. I had to do it! I had to go back and ask her out! I did a complete 180. I started hurrying back towards the school. It was Friday, after all, and that meant that I wouldn’t see Amanda until Monday, which meant every guy who knew her phone number or her address had a leg up on me. Sure, maybe I could ask someone for her number, and maybe they would give it to me—but right now, I was playing with an advantage; Amanda was presumably feeling strange feelings for me and it was my time to capitalize.

I rushed into the school and then fate brought us together in a very clumsy, awkward way. I ran right into her, making her drop her purse, making her fall onto her butt, and making me do the same. “Oh my God! I’m so sorry,” I said.

“What the hell are you doing!?” she asked, scrambling to get back onto her feet. I felt my face turning dark red. I bit down on my lip, and then my gaze found her legs. Her skirt had flipped up and she hadn’t quite noticed yet. She was wearing a pink thong: satin and soft, and I instantly started to wonder how that would feel. I knew how lace felt now: so, so soft and strangely pleasant. But satin was so much softer than lace. Could it feel even better?

“I’m sorry,” I said, clearing my throat. “I didn’t mean to do it. I was—I was actually just looking for you.”

“Me?” she said, narrowing her eyes. She was staring right into my eyes. My heart started pounding. My instinct was to run, to abandon the plan. But I felt a moment of strength, a moment of confidence, a moment of hope that the magic had actually worked. “Will you go to prom with me?” I blurted out.

I heard gasps around me: at least a dozen students heard me say it, and it was only a few seconds before they whispered to the ones who didn’t hear it. Now, there was a lull in the matrix; everyone stopped walking, stopped talking, stopped everything to look over and see her reaction. They were all waiting for her to do one of two things: burst into a fit of laughter or just bluntly reject me. I was ready for either; I was just ready to be done with this whole thing, win or lose. The stress was killing me. Asking Amanda out on a date was sort of like a thorn stuck in my skin that I just needed to pluck out; the outcome almost seemed irrelevant.

“Prom?” she said, strangely dazed.

I nodded my head.

“O—Okay. Sure,” she said.

And there were those gasps again. I might have been one of them. Did Amanda just agree to go on a date with me? Did she actually just say yes, or did I just put her on the spot, and she was going to take it back as soon as she realized what she’d done.

“Wait… what?” I said.

“I said okay.”

“Okay to what?” I said, shocked into a state of disbelief.

“Okay, I’ll go to prom with you, Jeremy,” she said bluntly. Then she let out a small laugh.

“Wait… Are you fooling with me? Is this a prank?”

“What? You asked me,” she said, utterly confused—maybe even now more than me… no, there was no way that she was more confused than me.

“Right. I mean—awesome. Cool. Well then we’ll go to prom together. It will be fun. I’ll pick you up, and, uh… we’ll have a good time.” I started to back away. Everyone just stood there, silent, confused, wondering why a girl like Amanda would ever agree to go on a date with a guy like me.

They didn’t know about the magical spell that Lilly put on those panties. Amanda didn’t know about it either; maybe she was just as stunned as the rest of them, wondering why she would agree to such an insane proposition.

I got out the door and then I ran away, wanting to get as far away as possible for reasons that I didn’t quite understand.


CHAPTER 7
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Icouldn’t believe it. She really said yes. I was going to prom with Amanda. I was going to be the envy of every guy in school. The blonde bombshell, who was desired by everyone including many of the girls, was going to be holding my hand into the rented hotel ballroom.

But now, I had a bit of a problem. I’d eaten my dinner, done my homework, brushed my teeth… and now it was time to shower… but I didn’t want to take off those panties. I was afraid of Amanda coming to her senses; I couldn’t let that happen, which meant that I needed to keep those panties touching my skin; it seemed to me that the magic only worked as long as that black lace was in contact with my skin.

But I had to shower, so I carefully slipped out of them. I kept them in my hand, and I kept that hand up in the air, clutching those panties as the warm water flowed down my body. I soaped myself with my free hand. I washed my hair with that free hand. I towelled myself with that free hand. Then, just to be safe, I got back into the panties and put my sweatpants on overtop. A part of me was afraid that the magic wasn’t properly working while I had the panties off, even though they were in my hand. What if Amanda had a revelation during that short period? What if she realized she’d made a huge mistake? Did that revelation flutter away once the panties were back on?

I tried to search online for some more information about the spell. I had no idea where to look. I figured I would find something about a magic spell that sounded like the one Lilly did for me. But I could find nothing. Now, I found myself on social media, trying to find Lilly, but I didn’t know her last name, and none of my mutual friends had a friend named Lilly. “Shit,” I groaned. I figured it was safest to just keep the panties on until I could chat more with Lilly about how this magic worked.

So I slept in the panties, and that night, I had the strangest dreams. I had a dream that I went to prom—not with Amanda, but as Amanda. I was in a white dress: something like a skimpy wedding dress with a short skirt and tight sleeves. My top was cut low exposing my cleavage in a not-safe-for-school sort of way. Men were ogling me as I stepped in: legs shaved and smooth, feet in tiny white heels. And those ogling gazes filled me with a strange sense of power. I felt so intimidating. I felt so… sexy. I smiled at them and made them blush. Everywhere I went, people looked at me; it was a feeling that I just wasn’t used to.

And then I had another dream, and in that dream, I was Amanda again, this time getting ready for school. I had my long blonde hair tied into a bun on the top of my head. I was leaning forward with a tube of lipstick, putting that lipstick on my lips and puckering to pose for myself. I batted my eyelashes, and then I was suddenly myself—not Amanda at all… but I was wearing makeup. My hair was long and blonde. I ran my fingers through my hair, feeling the long, soft locks. I had perfume on, and the smell was hypnotizing. I bit down on my lip, and I looked so cute… so sexy. But I was still myself.

And then I had one last dream. It was just like the first, walking into prom, but this time I wasn’t Amanda; I was myself. But the other details were the same in a nightmarish sort of way. I was wearing that small white prom dress that looked like a skimpy wedding dress. I had that long blonde hair. I was wearing makeup and those tiny white heels. Men were turning to look at me… and it was impossible to tell what they were thinking. The whole place just fell silent, and I looked down at myself and realized I was dressed like a girl. I gasped, knowing I’d made a mistake, knowing that I’d meant to change into my boy-mode outfit for prom, but I’d forgotten. I suppose it was a lot like those ‘showing up nude to school’ nightmares, where it’s too late as soon as you’ve realized you’re naked.

I woke up sweating, panting, breathing heavily. I jumped out of bed and started pacing around my room, and then I looked in the mirror and made myself shriek when I saw the panties creeping up above my sweatpants waistband. I pushed them down, heart pounding. I wanted to take them off, but I knew that meant losing Amanda’s interest. I had to leave them on until I knew what I was doing…

Those dreams were haunting me, lingering in my head. My skin tingled all over as I thought about them. It was only 5:00 AM. My alarm wouldn’t go off for another ninety minutes. But I knew I wouldn’t be able to fall back asleep.

I paced and tried to settle my pounding heart, but the panic was just growing. I stopped at my mirror and stared at myself. I’d almost forgotten just how feminine my figure was. How had I never noticed this before? And why would a girl like Amanda agree to go out with a guy who had a similar body shape? Surely she would have preferred some football jock… no? She could have had some guy with big muscles, but instead she agreed to go with a guy with a chick’s body…

Well, I suppose it wasn’t up to her. The magic made her do it.

I kept staring at myself, now thinking about those dreams. That’s when I began to wonder what I would look like in a dress. I looked so good in that dress in my dream… or, I should say, my nightmare. I couldn’t help but wonder if the dream was some sort of accurate representation or just some hyper-exaggeration. But now, I was so curious. That curiosity was horribly overwhelming and impossible to ignore—and it was growing stronger and stronger.

“No. I’m not doing it,” I kept saying to myself, shaking my head.

The whole house was still asleep. I decided to go brew a coffee, hoping it would get my mind off of these strange thoughts that were in my head… but it didn’t quite work, because as I stepped into the kitchen, I saw the bin of folded laundry, and right on the top of the pile was one of my sister’s dresses. What were the chances? It was a small green dress that she’d recently worn to a spring fling at her boyfriend’s school. It was a bit loose on her, and it would probably fit me just fine…

But I’d never thought about putting on a dress before. Nothing like this had ever crossed my mind. But now I had that curiosity, and it just wasn’t going away. It wasn’t going to go away until I dealt with it… so I snatched the dress. “Let’s just get this over with,” I said, ashamed of myself. I wanted to put all of this behind me.

So I went into my room, closed the door, and I set down the dress. I wriggled out from my sweatpants and shirt, leaving me in just those panties. I groaned, even though my skin tingled warm all over. I lifted up the little dress. It felt nice in my hands: a wonderful-feeling fabric that I just didn’t want to put down. I found myself rubbing it between my fingers, feeling that increasingly familiar mild euphoria. It was so strange, but it was somehow so satisfying.

“Let’s just get this over with,” I whispered. I stepped into the unzipped dress. I stepped my other leg in. Then, I pulled it up, wriggling it up my torso. It was tight, but it felt good, holding me tightly. I wondered if I’d ever worn something that was so tight-fitting before. I struggled to reach back for the zipper, pulling it up slowly, focussing hard so I wouldn’t rip my sister’s little green dress.

I felt so weird, with my legs exposed, with nothing properly covering my crotch: just that skirt blocking it from view. Once I had it zipped up, another jolt of mild euphoria buzzed through me. I let out a soft whimper, feeling so satisfied. I turned to the mirror and stared at myself, suddenly hypnotized. It was hard to look away, because the dress fit me so perfectly. “Wow,” I whispered, turning side to side, checking out my curves. In that moment, I noticed that I was standing in a peculiar way.

I wasn’t standing like a guy. I was up on the balls of my feet, legs straight, elbows bent and hands ditsy and limp in front of me. There was a strange femininity about my posture, and I had no idea where it came from. I couldn’t stop standing like that: popping out my hip, standing with a wide stance. I even caught myself blowing a kiss at the mirror. I grinned and pushed my fingers through my hair. Why was I doing all of this?

I knew that I needed to take that dress off; I’d seen what I wanted to see… but I just wasn’t ready to give up that warm euphoria just yet. I felt good and I wanted to hold onto that little high. I’d never done drugs or alcohol before, but I assumed it felt something like this.

“Nobody’s awake,” I whispered. “So maybe I can just spend a few minutes like this.” I had no idea why I wanted to do it… but I really, really wanted to stay in that dress. So I stayed in it. I pranced over to my bag and made sure I had all of my textbooks. Then, I went back to the mirror to check myself out again. I smiled, blushed, and blew another kiss. I giggled like a schoolgirl. I turned to check out my bum.

And suddenly, that satisfied feeling began to wear off—not because I got it out of my system, but because my curiosity had grown stronger and expanded, so wearing that dress no longer satisfied my craving.

I opened my bedroom door and waited a moment, listening to make sure the house was still asleep. Then, I crept out, still in that dress, and I went back to the kitchen. I quietly dug through that laundry bin and found another outfit: a skirt and a tight white cashmere sweater. I also found one of my sister’s bras, so I put that on. It had little inserts to give her some chest (she was naturally flat-chested). I also grabbed a pair of thigh-high white socks, and then I retreated back to my room, heart pounding, excitement pulsing.

I put the outfit on quickly and ogled myself in the mirror. I turned from side to side, watching my pleated skirt dancing around me. “Oh my God,” I whispered. Now, the mild euphoria was gone… replaced with a strong, moan-inducing euphoria. I was so satisfied, feeling that same feeling you get seconds after ejaculating: that peace and relief that lingers and makes you want to fall back on a warm cloud. I let out a whimper. I ran my hands down my cashmere-clad sides. I played with that pleated skirt. I danced in those white stockings.

And then I heard someone waking up, leaving their room. In a panic, I undressed and stashed everything in the depths of my closet where it wouldn’t be found. I would find a way to get it back into my sister’s room another day. I left the panties on, knowing the magic wouldn’t work if the panties were off. Then, I grabbed my jeans…

But I didn’t want to pull them up my legs. They felt so cold and so… disappointing. I literally stopped. I froze. I wasn’t able to move. I looked over at the closet, knowing that dress and skirt were inside. Oh God, I wanted to pull them out so badly. I wanted to feel them on my body again.

So I put the skirt back on. I knew people were waking up. I knew my door didn’t have a lock on it. I knew I was taking a huge risk, but I just needed to feel that satisfaction for one more moment. Is this what it felt like to wear women’s clothes? Why hadn’t I stumbled onto this sooner? I could have been dressing up in my sister’s clothes for years! Oh God, there were so many things I wanted to try on! She had that black dress that was cut up the side… and she had those little goth outfits from when she went through that stage. I could look so cute in so many of those outfits…

And then makeup. Would I look even better with makeup? I had no idea how to do makeup, but maybe it was time to learn a thing or two. Maybe I could pick up a few little tricks and doll myself up while nobody was around, just to see what I looked like…

No! What was I thinking? Where were these thoughts coming from? They weren’t welcomed in my head. I had to fight them away. I was just tired: a few days with very little sleep, and tons of anxiety thinking the police were going to find out that I was a panty-thief. I needed to ground myself. I needed to stop with this nonsense before I ended up doing something that I direly regretted. Hell—I already regretted putting on my sister’s clothes; I couldn’t think of anything more humiliating. If she found out! Oh God, I didn’t want to think of that.

I took the skirt off and stashed it away, feeling that lonely coldness again. I just had to accept it. I had to put on my proper clothes and get ready for school. I could keep the panties on; nobody would see those, and they gave me a slight sense of satisfaction…

No—I wasn’t wearing them for satisfaction! I was wearing them because I had to wear them so that Amanda would continue to like me. Prom was a few weeks away; I only had to wear them for a few weeks. I could find a way to clean them every day without having to stop touching them. It would be a long few weeks, but worth it in the end.

“Why are you sitting like that?” my sister asked me when she walked into the kitchen and saw me sitting at the kitchen table, eating my breakfast cereal.

“Like what?” I asked.

She stared at me and then laughed, shaking her head. “Are you trying to be funny or something?”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

She motioned down at my legs, so I looked. For some reason, my legs were crossed. My toes were pointed. My back was straighter than usual, and I was sitting with my elbows properly off the table. I quickly uncrossed my legs and put a fake smile on my blushing face. “Yeah, it was just supposed to be funny.”

“Do you think you’re making fun of me or something?” she asked.

“Yeah. It’s how you sit,” I said, playing along with the lie that she’d provided me. But really, I had no idea why I was sitting like that. I’d never sat with my legs crossed like that before. I’d never sat in that proper way at all.

Now, I was tingling all over again, with a combination of embarrassment and that weird, mild euphoria. I was starting to wonder if I was sick.

“Well, I don’t know why you thought it would be funny to make fun of me,” my sister said. Then she went to the laundry bin. She started digging into it. “Mom! Where’s my white sweater?” she called out.

“In the bin.”

“It’s not here! And neither is my skirt!”

My heart rattled around in my chest. Why was that the exact outfit she was looking for!? What were the chances? I kept my gaze glued to my cereal bowl.

“It should be there!” mom called out.

“It’s not,” my sister said, and then she groaned. “That was a two-hundred dollar sweater.” She stormed off to look for it. And then I tried to gather my focus, letting my heart settle—but my mom then said, “I’ll check in Jeremy’s closet. I put a few things away there last night; maybe your sweater got mixed in.”

I sprung to my feet, racing to my bedroom door to beat my mom there. “I was just going to look for something in my closet!” I snapped. “I’ll see if it’s there.”

My heart was pounding so hard and so fast. I was starting to feel faint. I pulled out that sweater—and the rest of it. I quickly folded it up, the way my mom folded laundry. Then, I thought of going out and using the convenient excuse that had been created for me. I could have said something like, ‘I found it. Looks like it was put in here by mistake!’ But instead, I did something awful. I took the clothes to my bed, lifted the mattress, and slipped them under, where nobody would find them casually—unless they were digging my room apart with some intense suspicion.

A moment later, my mom was in the doorway. “Find them?” she asked.

I spun around to face her, heart pounding, white in the face. I stuttered for a moment as that faintness washed over me again. Then, I managed to perk up and say, “Nothing here.”

She stared at me strangely, probably noticing my guilty white face, or maybe my panties were poking out from my pants. I was too afraid to look down to check, worried if they were out and she hadn’t noticed them, then looking down would certainly make her notice.

“Feeling okay?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said quickly. “I—um—I guess I’m just on edge. There’s a big test today. In fact, I’d better get to school. The test is in my first period class. I don’t want to be late. Okay—bye.” I slipped by her, my back now tickled with sweat. It wasn’t just my back; the backs of my legs, and my neck were also covered in beads of cold sweat, trickling down, tickling me, making me feel so on edge.

“But it’s Saturday,” she said with a laugh.

“Oh… Right,” I said. “Oh, I just remembered I’m supposed to meet with some friends today. I should get ready for that.”

That as too close; I had to be more careful. I just had to make sure to get those clothes back to my sister’s bedroom before she became truly suspicious that someone had nabbed them, and then I could put this whole cross-dressing experiment behind me. It was over: I’d seen what I felt like I needed to see, so it was time to move on. I thought I could just put it all behind me…

But it wasn’t quite so simple.

I had many opportunities to get the clothes into her room that weekend, but I took none of them. In fact, every time I was alone in the house, I snuck into her room and nabbed more, returning an item occasionally just so I could take another. I must have tried on two dozen outfits.

On Sunday night, while I was showering, I noticed my sister’s razor, and decided to do away with my leg hair. I’m not sure what came over me or why I didn’t stop myself—but after fifteen minutes, I was smooth like a girl. And hell—I looked more like a girl than most of the girls in my school! I caught myself smiling, blushing, and I couldn’t stop feeling my smooth legs. God, it felt so nice! I should have done this so much sooner. And it seemed so easy to keep my legs concealed with pants and socks. Nobody would notice that I shaved. I could just pull my socks up high in gym class, and wear long pants for the rest of the school year.

But then I suddenly thought about prom night. What if I ended up in bed with Amanda? What if she wanted to see me naked? How was I going to hide my shaved legs… and my shaved crotch?

Maybe I made a mistake, but I couldn’t stop smiling about it.


CHAPTER 8
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Amanda smiled at me in the hallway. I smiled back, blushing all over. I probably should have stopped to chat with her, but I was overwhelmed with so many different emotions: mainly shyness, but also a sense that I’d deceived her and I didn’t actually deserve to go to prom with her. She wouldn’t have gone with me if I hadn’t hypnotized her with demon magic, after all… Maybe that wasn’t fair; maybe I was taking her prom experience away from her, and taking her away from some guy who actually deserved to go with her.

I couldn’t let those thoughts drag me down. I’d gone through so much to make her agree to go to prom with me. I couldn’t just throw it away over some guilty ideas. Who knows… maybe she would have gone with me without the magical panties.

I laughed thinking about it. Yeah, right. And maybe I could be the next emperor of China…

So maybe I didn’t deserve her. Maybe she deserved better. But that didn’t mean that the prom experience had to be lousy for her. I could make it fun. I could show her a good time. I could make sure she remembered it fondly for the rest of her life… and maybe she would come around to me naturally, to the point that I didn’t need those panties. Maybe I could woo her and charm her and make her realize that I was more of a catch than met. the eye.

The other students were staring at me. Now, everyone knew that I was going to prom with Amanda. Apparently, some kid won seven-hundred bucks because he placed a bet on me. He got the entire pot, minus what the math club kept for themselves to buy candy after school. That kid, just sixteen years old, was the only person to come up to me, pat me on the back, and say, “I knew you had it in you! I have no idea what you said to her… but I knew you had it in you!” Apparently he’d placed many bets on those of us with terrible odds.

Everyone else just stared at me with absolutely confusion. During the first period, I was overwhelmed with gazes. Every time I looked up from my desk, I would see their eyes. Bobby Cruz wouldn’t stop staring at me. He looked like he wanted to walk up to me and rip my heart out from my throat. His eyes narrowed and then he looked away slowly. But he was looking at me again the next time I looked up.

He approached me after class. “Going to prom with Amanda, huh?” he said.

“Yeah,” I said. “Why?”

“You paying her or something? Doing her homework for her?”

“No,” I said. “Mind your business.” I tried to push by him, but that just made him angrier. He grabbed me by the arm and pulled me against a wall. He stared into my eyes, turning a shade of red. “Tell me what you did, because I’m not buying it.”

“What gives!?” I snapped.

He moved in closer, looking around to make sure nobody was looking. We were just in the doorway nook, out of sight of the rest of the students. I knew I could yell for help, but I didn’t want to come off as a wuss… And there was something else…

Now, his body was pressed against mine. His body was warm, and hard all over. He worked out. He was on the football team, and the hockey team. His arms were so thick, and his chest was like a plate of warm metal. I went to push him back, but then my hand froze: palm against his chest. A warm jolt moved through me. I felt suddenly submissive.

“I’ve been working on Amanda for six months, and you just come out of nowhere,” he growled. “I don’t get it. I don’t know what you did. But I’m going to figure it out. If you’re blackmailing her or something—I’ll figure it out.”

I kept my hand on his chest. Then, for reasons I can’t explain—as if I wasn’t in control of my own body—I started to pull that hand down, sliding it across his chest, his abs, down his pelvis… Then, I managed to make it freeze. He looked down, suddenly white in the face. “What the fuck are you doing?” he asked.

I retracted my hand. “I’m just trying to push you back!” I said.

He looked at me with absolute confusion, and a mild tinge of disgust. He stepped back. “You’re a fucking nut job. Why the hell is Amanda going to prom with you?” He looked me up and down and then he stormed off, looking like he was desperate to go and wash his hands—or his whole body. He looked like someone who just stuck their hand into a cup full of some kid’s boogers.

And I probably looked even more shocked, wondering what the hell I’d just done. Did I really just run my hand down his whole body? Did I really just try to feel his muscles through his shirt? What the hell was wrong with me?

And worse… why was my cock now half-erect in my pants.

I had to scurry off to the bathroom. I couldn’t stop my heart from pounding. I felt sick. Ideas were springing up in my mind without any invitation. Something was really wrong. Some sort of connection had been mixed up in my brain.

Then, in the bathroom, there was a guy with his shirt off. There was water spilled down the shirt that was on the counter. He looked at me and laughed. “I need to learn to drink out of a water bottle.” The water bottle in question was there too: one of those big blue bottles that holds a whole litre of water. It was empty now. “I guess the old gym shirt comes in handy again,” he continued. Then, he slowly pulled his crimson gym shirt over his toned, muscular body. I stopped and stared, seeing the beads of water droplets that he failed to wipe glistening off of his skin. He had a nice slender build, with good muscle tone.

I just stood there, staring, feeling that pulsing euphoria inside of me.

I was having what I suppose I would call ‘gay fantasies’ for the first time in my life. I swear that I’d never experienced anything similar: thoughts of being with a man. More specifically, I was having thoughts of being dominated by a man. A part of me wanted to run to the door and turn the lock, so I could be alone with him. I had this fantasy of him taking me: turning me around, bending me over, pulling down my pants. But it was more complicated than that. I imagined him leaving those panties on me, slipping the lace to the side so he could slip his hard cock into me… I wanted him to fuck me while I wore those panties. I wanted to feel his wet muscles against my soft, feminine figure. I wanted to be fucked like a girl… so were those fantasies really… gay?

I finally forced myself to look away before making a fool of myself. I rushed to a bathroom stall and locked myself inside. Then, I pulled down my pants and looked at those panties.

Those panties did this to me. Had I never found them, this would have never happened. I got a small taste of this ‘lifestyle’ and now my head was filled with bad ideas. I wanted those ideas gone. I needed to get away from those ideas, but I couldn’t get far, because I had to keep those panties on so the magic wouldn’t wear off. I was stuck with those damned ideas until after prom—or longer if I wanted to keep Amanda as my own.

And those ideas just kept coming. I had gym next. The locker room before class was absolute torture, watching all of the guys changing. I saw a few cocks, and I just stared. I ogled their muscles. I imagined them all turning on me and taking me as a group: taking turns fucking me like a little submissive sissy. I had to slip away to hide after a few minutes, because my erection wouldn’t go away. I decided to just deal with the little problem the way a man deals with his horniness. I was sure that I could just nip this issue in the bud…

So I jerked myself off in a shower stall. I closed my eyes and the fantasy that came to me wasn’t of my own choosing: I imagined Bobby Cruz finding me and fucking my brains out with his big, hard cock: pounding me fiercely against the ground, squeezing my throat with one hand and my left breast with the other. Why did I have breasts in my fantasy? I have no idea, but I decided to let the fantasy play out, just so I could ejaculate quickly. I figured those ideas would leave with the ejaculation… but the relief was only temporary.

Once I was in class, running with all of the guys, it got worse. It didn’t help that it was the first day of wrestling week.

As soon as we started, that feeling of submission just washed over me. My first little battle, I let him pin me, and then I caught myself moaning when he wrapped himself around me to hold me down. I didn’t put up any fight, and then my gym teacher looked at me with a pathetic sort of look. “You need to do better than that, Jeremy,” he said.

“O—Okay,” I said, nodding my head. My next fight was ten minutes later, and my partner was already sweaty. He rubbed his sweaty arms all over me, and then he flipped me into a position so that we were scissoring like a couple of lesbians. I could feel his bulge between my legs, and I felt my face flushing red. I started grinding myself against him, grabbing his thigh to hold him still. It took him a minute to realize that I wasn’t ‘fighting’ with him, and then he pulled himself away from me.

“Dude! What the fuck!?”

“What?” I said.

“What were you just doing?” he asked, red all over. Then I noticed his hands in front of his crotch. He was blushing. Did I give him half a boner? He shuffled away from me, looking confused and nervous and shocked and a thousand other emotions.

And I probably looked the same. Why did I just do that? What the hell had gotten into me?

And then it happened again in my next bout. Mr. Ryan, the coach, put me up against Lou, who was the huskiest guy in the class. He wrapped his large arms around me and pulled me to the ground with ease, and then he straddled me to pin me down. I felt his bulge with my wrist, so I started rubbing. I’m not sure what the hell I was doing or why I couldn’t stop myself, but his bulge was so… big. He was a hung boy, and through his tight shorts I could feel the whole contour of his meaty cock.

I whimpered, and managed to push him back just enough that I could get my hand right on his dick. He froze, paralyzed, stunned, and it took a moment before I let go. I felt my face turning white, and then I managed to say, “Ew! Was that your dick!?” I put on a good performance.

“Get your hands away from me,” he growled. But I just couldn’t help myself. Every little fight ended with me feeling my partner: either his muscles or his cock. By the end of the class, Mr. Ryan had to pull me aside.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Jeremy, this is kind of awkward, but a couple of the students came to me and complained. I’m not one to comment on someone’s… uh… sexuality, but you can’t touch the other students on their…”

I felt myself turning dark red. “It was an accident,” I said. “And I’m not gay. I’m just—I’m bad at wrestling. I’m too small for it.”

“It’s fine, Jeremy,” he said, blushing hard. “Just don’t do it again, okay? I don’t want to get calls from parents. If someone has you pinned, you can’t touch them… there.”

“I told you it was an accident!” I gasped.

“Like I said, I don’t judge people based on their sexuality.” Then he cleared his throat. “You, uh, might be interested to know that the cheerleading team needs a male. Kevin dropped out last week, so that spot is open.”

“Why would I want to do that?” I asked. It was his subtle way of insinuating that I was gay, because only the gay guys tried out for the cheerleading team.

“There’s a competition coming up. It wouldn’t be hard to get you ready, and, uh, you might really like it.”

“It’s not my thing,” I said.

It was so humiliating; thankfully, it was a short talk and I was able to rush to the locker room to get away after a few seconds. But the locker room wasn’t a better place to be, filled with naked and half-naked guys. I became quickly dizzy, forcing my eyes down at the ground. My heart was beating so quickly. I had no idea where these strange emotions were coming from. I didn’t like feeling so confused.

Was I gay?

Had I been repressing these feelings for years and years? It just took one little trigger: putting on those panties, and that set off the dominoes, putting ideas in my head… maybe they’d been there all along.

I got changed in a toilet stall and scurried out of the change room as quickly as possible.

Then, during my next class, I saw Amanda. She looked at me and smiled. “Hi Jeremy,” she said. But in that moment, I felt nothing for her. I couldn’t even bring myself to remember why I wanted to take her to prom so badly. Maybe it was because she wasn’t dolled up. She wasn’t wearing makeup, and her hair was tied into a messy bun. Her outfit was a shame: a sweatshirt and sweatpants. She had no idea how lucky she was to have that body: those curves, those big breasts, those narrow shoulders and that perfect face. If I had what she had, I would never waste an opportunity like that. If I could be in her shoes, I would make a point of being beautiful every chance I could.

Oh God, can you imagine? Imagine being able to put on makeup and a dress without it being ‘weird’ or ‘creepy’. Imagine being able to step out of the house with curled hair and cat-eye eyeliner, just to turn every head and make every man drool. Why would she waste such a precious gift?

“Jeremy?” she said.

“Huh?” I replied. “Oh. Hey Amanda.”

“Are you okay?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah,” I said.

I knew that I wasn’t making a good impression. I probably should have been complimenting her. I should have been a bit more lively. But now, I was overwhelmed with a sense of jealousy. Did I want to go to prom with her? No—I wanted to go to prom as her. I wanted to walk into that ballroom with my hair done up, with my makeup all pretty, wearing a sexy dress and cute heels. But no; I would have to go in some cookie-cutter suit, looking like a dweeb with my slender build. Nobody would notice me, except for the guys who wanted to know why such a dweeb was with a bombshell.

“Are you getting excited for prom?” she asked me.

“Sure,” I said. “Still a ways away.”

“Right…” she said.

“I should get to class,” I said, and then I skirted by her. I just had to get away from her. I felt so strangely angry at the fact she wasn’t dolled up. I would have never wasted an opportunity like that.

Then, on my way to gym class, I passed Riley. Riley was an emo chick who never wasted an opportunity. Maybe she didn’t exactly have the same style as me, with her super-dark makeup and gothic outfits—but at least she never showed up without putting in the effort. I stopped and watched her go by. She was chatting with a friend, holding her gym outfit in her left hand. “Are we seriously going outside today?” she said.

“I know, right? It’s so mucky out. This is going to suck.”

They went off to the girls’ change room. I paused. I should have gone to my next class, but instead, I went back towards the gym. I stopped near the end of the hall and watched the door to the girl’s locker room. After a minute, girls started coming out in their little gym outfits. They all went to the gym where the coach was getting ready to take them outside. I stood there and waited for silence, but silence never truly came because of the loud pounding of my heart against my ribcage.

I waited a minute. No more girls were coming out, and no one had come by to lock the door. I knew it was a terrible, terrible idea to go back in there; I was almost caught the first time, and I wasn’t going to keep getting lucky… but I couldn’t help myself. I went to the door. I looked around and then I pushed it open and slipped inside. This time, I didn’t call out; I just walked in, peeked around the corner, and then I rushed over to the lockers and began searching for Riley’s. I found it quickly: the third locker I checked. There was that black gothic dress and those black stockings. I grabbed the dress and felt it in my hands, letting out a whimper as that soft euphoria surged through me.

Her purse was there too. I peeked in and saw all of her makeup. I put the dress on and then I grabbed the makeup and rushed over to one of the mirrors. I placed the makeup down on the counter.

What was I doing? Was I hoping to be caught?

I started penning on eyeliner. I made the lines thick, like Riley did, and then I took a brush and put some dark shadow around my eyes. That surging euphoria was growing stronger. I put on a touch of blush. I put on her dark crimson lipstick. I puckered my lips. Then I fetched the black socks and pulled them up. Her shoes were there, so I tried them on: a bit tight, but they were cute and I was able to get my feet into them. Now, I was almost moaning with pleasure, as if I was having some sort of orgasm.

I skirted out of the changing room, back into the hallway. Now, my heart was furiously rattling, warning me to stop before I dropped dead. I was walking through the school hallways, dressed like a girl, makeup done—and I couldn’t stop myself. It was almost like some intense force had hijacked my body and was now taking it for a free ride, trying to get me into a ton of trouble.

But the excitement was so intense. I was grinning, blushing. I loved the feeling of that skirt dancing around my thighs.

I turned a corner. Two students were talking in the hallway. They turned to look at me, making my heart sink into the pit of my stomach. One smiled at me, and then they went back to talking. They didn’t realize I was out of place; they had no idea that I was a boy and not a girl. So I kept walking straight, trying to stop my legs from trembling and collapsing. I moved towards the back exit, reached the door, and walked out.

I had my boy clothes clenched in a tight ball. I had no idea what I was going to do with them, or where I was going, but I knew I had to get away from the school as long as I was dolled up, and that intense desire to be dressed up was too strong to ignore.

I crossed the road. I went down the block, and then the next. I passed strangers on the street. Some eyed me. Some stared for a moment longer than I was used to. I caught one smiling: a guy, a few years older than me. I smiled back, blushing, and then he blushed, turning a shade of pink—and that look lifted my heart so high up into my chest.

I could see this becoming an addiction…

It already was an addiction. It was already like a drug that I needed. I did just completely risk my reputation for the second time, just to feel what it felt like to be a girl. But my God, did it feel good. I needed this in my life. I felt like I was experiencing something that I’d been missing my whole life. How could I cut this feeling loose? How could I go on living without it, knowing that it was there, always waiting for me?

I was ten blocks from the school when panic truly started to set in. I decided to stash my clothes in a bush in a park, and then I was headed for the mall. I was missing class. What if the teacher called my parents? What if they realized I was missing at the same moment Riley discovered her clothes gone? Would they put it together?

And what if I was spotted at the mall? It’s not like I was wearing a wig. Sure, I looked like a girl, even with my scruffy boy hair, but I still looked like… me. I knew it was insane to step foot into that mall. My sister had a few friends who worked there—and my sister worked there a few afternoons each week too. Was that one of them? I had no idea… but I couldn’t stop myself.

I went right in, and then I went right into a women’s clothing store. I started thumbing through the racks, feeling the outfits, having a strange orgasmic reaction to being surrounded by all of that girly attire. I loved it in there. I wanted to try on everything. Oh God, where were these feelings coming from? Why couldn’t I pull myself away from that rack of clothing?

I made a stack of outfits and then went into the changing room. I was in there for nearly thirty minutes, trying on everything with no intention of buying anything. I didn’t even have my wallet with me, after all. I was just there to play dress up. I went from store to store, trying on so many outfits. I must say that I learned a lot about my body. I learned what cuts looked good on me, and which ones made me look broad and masculine.

I went into a unisex store and spotted a little skater dress. It was cute and pink, with black stripes down the sides. It was the exact type of outfit that would have made me instantly crush on a girl… but now, it was something I needed to have on my body.

And God, it felt so good, hugging me in all the right places! I looked down and saw the erection. I tucked it away as best I could, but the bulge was still there. I tried waiting for it to go away, but it wouldn’t leave; it was determined to stay there, trying to humiliate me… but the desire to be seen in the dress was so overwhelming that my judgement became strangely clouded. I stepped out from that change room in that skater girl dress and walked into the store, erection bulge be damned.

The young man behind the counter eyed me, paused, and then he stuttered before asking, “Is there anything I can help you with?”

I smiled, heart pounding. I walked up to the counter and leaned across it, folding my arms and tilting my head to one side. My pounding heart was begging me to stop, but I just couldn’t. It really was starting to seem like my body had been hijacked by some invisible force.

“I really love this dress,” I said in a soft tone—a bit higher than my natural voice, as if I was trying to sound like a girl, even though I wasn’t doing it consciously. “Don’t you think it looks cute on me?” I stared right into his eyes.

He stuttered. “Um, yeah, it—uh—looks nice on you.”

“Thanks,” I said. “So, can I, uh… have it?”

“You want to buy it?” he asked, looking pink.

I shook my head. “I don’t actually have any money on me. But I’d love to have it.”

“Well, miss, you, uh, need to pay for it.”

“Maybe there’s something else I could do,” I said, glaring right into his eyes. No, no—this wasn’t like me at all, but I was still going; I couldn’t stop myself. My body was possessed by some poltergeist. This wasn’t right! I hardly had control over my own body… but at the same time, I was doing everything that I wanted to do. Maybe I had control over my body but I didn’t have control over my desires… is that possible?

I could feel sweat dripping down the back of my neck. My vision was starting to blur, but I still wasn’t stopping myself. “You, uh, really have to pay if you want it. It’s… store policy.” But now I was watching his eyes darting quickly, taking quick glances down my body.

“Maybe you could buy it for me,” I said.

And I knew he considered it because he eyed the price tag: sixty dollars. He hesitated for a moment and then he said, “I’m sorry. You really have to buy it if you want it.”

“Oh come on, you can buy it for me. Please? I’ll make it worth it for you,” I said, leaning further across the counter, glaring deeper into his eyes. I smiled and he turned a dark shade of red. He stuttered again. “I don’t, uh, really have the cash on me. I’m kind of new here.”

“You get a staff discount, don’t you? You could make it work… for a little surprise? Maybe you can come to the dressing room with me and come see how it fits.” I grinned.

I was sure now that I’d lost my mind. I’d been losing sleep for many days in a row and I was finally having a mental breakdown. I had a feeling that this day was going to end with the police pulling me off the top of some building, naked, ranting about lizard people who live inside of the moon.

The man stood there, now white in the face, wide-eyed as if his brain had just shut off. He kept stuttering but coming out with nothing. So I just turned around and started towards the changing room. A moment later, he was there, at the curtain, standing, still pale, still with nothing to say. “Want to come in here and help me?” I asked.

He nodded his head slowly, not blinking. Finally, he took a step forward. I walked up to him and reached behind him, sliding the curtain closed. I stared into his eyes, smiled, and then I dropped to my knees. I looked up at him and saw that he was now trying hard to catch his breath. “Don’t be nervous,” I said with a calm smile. I’m not sure how I was managing to stay calm. My heart was pounding, but otherwise, my body was still and cool. I reached up and ran my fingers over his crotch, feeling the bulge of his shaft through his pants. I giggled and looked up to see that he looked like he wasn’t breathing at all, turning darker and darker red. I almost wanted to remind him to breathe.

“You’re already hard,” I smiled.

He didn’t reply, unless you count his stutter.

I took his fly and pulled down that zipper. I giggled again as I slipped my fingers in. It wasn’t hard to find his shaft: the big, throbbing, hot piece of flesh that was pushing hard against his pants. His cock was a nice size: thick and veiny. I gripped it tightly, feeling that surge of warm euphoria in my body. It was the same feeling I felt when I put on tight outfits—but stronger. It made my heart flutter. It made me grip that shaft even tighter. I let out a soft moan, feeling my own shaft starting to swell. I began to jerk him. Then I looked back into his eyes. “So you’re buying the dress for me, right?” I batted my eyelashes, and then he quickly nodded his head.

So I leaned in and sucked him off. I pressed my lips around his tip and bobbed my head quickly, letting my saliva trickle down his length. I bobbed low to lick that saliva back up, before it reached his swelling ball sack. “Do you think I’m pretty?” I asked while tugging him with a clenched fist.

He nodded his head.

“Say it,” I moaned. “Tell me I’m pretty.”

“You’re pretty,” he whispered.

“Say it louder,” I said, gripping his cock tight enough to make his back straighten. A yelp slipped out of his lips.

“You’re pretty!” he gasped. “You’re really pretty!”

I grinned, and then I leaned back in. I sucked faster and harder, bobbing my head. His cock felt strangely satisfying cradled on my tongue as I bobbed. I got his tip against the inside of my cheek: rubbing, sending more warm jolts through me. I tickled his tip with the tip of my tongue, getting a groaning reaction out of him. It was fun, playing him like a puppet. I had control over him from down there on my knees.

And speaking of knees, his were shaking, looking like he was about to lose his balance. I giggled and leaned back for some air. I gripped his cock tight and pumped it fast, looking back into his eyes. “How badly do you want to come in my mouth?” I asked—but I didn’t quite get to finish speaking before he ejaculated without warning. A loud groan accompanied a huge gush onto that dark skater girl dress. I gasped, looking down, watching streams of thick cum spewing across the dress. I made sure to finish him off, pumping him slowly with a tight grip around his tip. And then I giggled. “So, can I pick a clean one off of the rack?”

He was red all over, nodding his head quickly. “Yeah, sure, of course. I’m sorry. Did any get on your skin? I didn’t mean to finish so fast. I don’t normally finish that fast.”

I walked out of the stall, walking past a guy who eyed my cum-covered dress. He froze and stared at me as I snatched a clean dress and then walked past him again. I went back into the stall with the sales boy and started changing.

“Can I get your number or something?” he asked.

“Sorry, no,” I smiled. “But thank you for the dress. It’s so cute.” I kissed him on the cheek and carried on with my mall excursion.

I loved that new dress… and it was mine. I didn’t have to feel guilty because I stole it from anybody. I ‘earned’ it, which made me love it even more.

I explored that whole mall. I saw a few familiar faces, but I managed to avoid eye-contact. Sadly, I wasn’t able to go into a few stores that were full of adorable outfits, but I had my fun. I felt satisfied as I left the mall; it was dark outside now and I’d completely lost track of time. I missed three classes at school—and possibly a test that I was just remembering now. “Was that today?” I whispered to myself.

A few guys in the parking lot were looking at me. I smiled and winked at them, waving with a cute little wave.

“Hey princess,” one of the guys called out. “Want to come to a party?”

“Okay,” I blushed. And the next thing I knew, I was in the back of some stranger’s truck, sandwiched between a pair of guys who were ten years older than me. Heavy metal was playing on the radio—too loud to talk, and that was probably for the best, since my voice would have given me away. “You’re hot!” one of the guys shouted over the music.

“Thanks,” I said with a wink.

And then we got to the house. There was no party… yet. It was only 7:00 PM. The guys offered me drugs, but I declined. I was already high on something… They gave me a beer, so I drank. They sat around and chatted, smoking marijuana, playing video games. One of the guys kept complimenting me, which was nice, so I snuggled up against him on the couch and let him put his arm around me. “I think she likes you, Barry!” said his friend.

Barry was blushing all over. “You in college, beautiful?”

“High school,” I said.

“Oh, damn. Can you even drink?”

“No,” I said, sipping from my beer with a grin. The men all blushed. I was their little prize; they were so excited to show me off to their friends. It was 9:00 PM when their friends started showing up for the kegger. The boys were quick to introduce me. “We found her at the mall,” they said proudly. The newcomers were even older, in their forties, looking rough, looking like they just finished working some dirty construction job and didn’t have time to shower.

The party filled up quickly, mostly men, some rough biker-girlfriend-types. I was starting to feel nervous as the men got drunker and eyed me with less subtlety. My ass was grazed on more than one occasion, and even squeezed by a man with a dark beard. Another man brought me a drink that I was almost sure was drugged, so I didn’t drink it.

The whole time, my heart was slamming, threatening to quit on me, begging me to leave, but I just couldn’t do it. I was the centre of attention. They all wanted to flirt with me. They all blushed when I looked at them. They all eyed me when they thought that I wasn’t looking, looking up and down my figure.

My soul was on a sort of high, but I knew it wasn’t right; I knew I was having some sort of mental breakdown. It was around 10:30 PM when I managed to sneak away, slipping out the back door, tipsy from four or five beers. I stumbled into the alley and rushed away. I was far from home, with no money for a bus, so I just walked and walked. It took an hour to find the park where I stashed my clothes. Then I found an empty public bathroom to change in, but the thought of taking off my dress and cleaning off my makeup was heartbreaking. I had to force myself to do it. I had to get home before my mom called the police to go out looking for me.

The makeup washed off and then I stared at my boring face in the mirror. I felt so… naked, even though I now had my boy clothes on. I was myself, but I didn’t feel right.

But I had to fight the urge to put it all back on again. I forced myself to walk home. I forced myself to head straight home. I found a fabric bag on the side of the street and used it to stash my new dress and Riley’s dress, and the shoes, and the socks, and the makeup. I then hid it in the old storage bin in the back yard before going into the house, knowing I wouldn’t make it to my room before being caught by my mother.

And she caught me. She was furious. The school called to let her know I was gone. And she could now smell the liquor on my breath. I’ll spare you the details of the screaming; I ended up with my computer being taken away, along with my Playstation. She thought that I would care, but those were not even on my radar. My interest in video games was now evaporated. I only had one thing on my mind: desperately wanting to be a girl.

I was already thinking of sneaking out of the house once my parents were asleep, so I could sneak off to some party and feel that amazing attention again. But I knew I needed to control myself. I needed to practise some discipline before I got myself into bad trouble.

But before I did anything, I needed to clean those panties. They’d been on me for a long time and definitely needed a proper cleaning.

It was late. I assumed that Amanda was at home, asleep, getting ready for school, so I figured I could take them off for an hour just to run them through the wash. I will admit that I was terrified that the washer would wash away the magic that made Amanda want to be with me, but they needed to be cleaned properly. I set it to a quick twenty-minute wash once everyone in the house was asleep. I tossed them in and stepped away, and that’s when my senses came back to me.

“What the actual fuck did I do?” I whispered, remembering sucking off a stranger for a skater-girl dress.

I felt the blood draining from my head. My head was now spinning with terror. All at once, I was realizing how insane I’d been over the past few days.

It was the first moment that those panties hadn’t been touching my skin in some capacity, so it didn’t take me long to realize those weird feelings that I’d been fighting for days had come from those panties.
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Ihad to test out the theory. Once the panties were cleaned and dried, I put them on. Sure enough, the strong desire to sneak into my sister’s closet came hard. She was at a sleepover, so I could spend as much time as I wanted looking through her things. I could even find some cute lingerie and feel properly sexy, like a little slut…

But when I took them off again and tossed them onto my bed, my senses came back to me. No—I didn’t want to put on my sister’s undies! Gross! Why would that thought even enter into my mind!?

I tested it once more to be sure. And there were those feelings again. I started fantasizing about stroking a hard cock between my feet, watching it ejaculate all over my pretty toes…

And then when the panties came off, those weird visions went away. I stared at them, terrified of their power. But it wasn’t the power that they were supposed to have. “I can’t put them back on,” I whispered to myself. “I can’t do it. Those panties can’t touch me again.”

I was afraid of getting close to them. I was insanely lucky to have nothing more than a mild grounding. I could have been caught stealing in the girl’s locker room… twice. I could have been caught at the mall by one of my sister’s friends… or by my sister! I could have had a police record for stealing—and maybe be on some sexual predator list for stealing panties. It was just a matter of time before I got myself into trouble by wearing those panties. I had to keep them off of me. I had to just let my body hair grow back. I could be normal again, and pretend like none of this had ever happened…

But what about Amanda? She only liked me as long as those panties were touching me. And if I kept them off for long enough, she would come to her senses, dump me, and find herself a new prom date.

I stared at the panties. What was I going to do?

I bit down on my tongue. I couldn’t lose Amanda. I’d put in too much effort to get her as my prom date. I went through so much, and I couldn’t just let it all be for nothing.

I knew what I had to do: I had to find Lilly. I had to get her to fix this using her magic spell book. If she had a spell that could make this happen, then she had a spell that could undo it too—and surely there was a way to undo the part of the spell that made me want to act like a girly slut without undoing the part that made Amanda love me.

So I reluctantly put the panties back on; it was just temporary, until I could figure out how to fix all of this. But as soon as the panties were on, the cravings and urges came strong. I wanted to find a boy to pleasure me. How hard could it be? I found a guy who let me suck him off, and all of the guys at that party would have happily fucked me if I gave them the opportunity.

I wanted to know how it felt. I needed to know.

It was only ten minutes later when I found myself in the kitchen with a cucumber in my trembling hand. I ran it under hot water, so it wouldn’t be too cold. Then I sucked on it, slicking it with saliva. My heart was pounding, but I was so desperate to feel it that I didn’t even bother going back to my room. I figured I could hide if I heard my parents’ door open up.

I sat up on the kitchen island and spread my legs. Oh, did I mention that I was back in that skater-girl dress and Riley’s long stockings? I twisted and pushed that cucumber into my asshole, holding back my erection with my other hand so that I could see everything.

I pushed it into me, making me gasp, and then I pushed it deep. “Oh, yeah,” I moaned. I twisted and pushed, forcing it deeper and deeper, making my legs tremble. It didn’t hurt like I thought it would; it felt interesting… but satisfying. I felt so full—fuller than I was supposed to be, but I kind of liked it that way.

I closed my eyes. I tried to stop myself, knowing this was just one of the urges from the panties—but I wanted to feel how good it could feel. I started pumping, pulling my knees up and planting my toes hard against that marble countertop. “Shit,” I moaned. I pumped faster and faster, making my cock twitch.

I let out a long elated moan. I didn’t stop. I kept going, maybe for twenty minutes, perched on that kitchen island like a deranged whore. I pushed the cucumber as deep as I could, and eventually I managed to find the right angle to hit that sweet spot. I pushed against it hard and then I made myself cry out. Cum spewed all over the kitchen floor. I gasped, staring at my cock, which was ejaculating without being touched.

I beamed with a bright, excited smile. I had no idea such a thing was possible! But my God, did it ever feel good! I just froze and watched until I was drained, and then I pushed the cucumber out from my body, letting it fall to the floor with a plop. I spent a minute gathering my composure. “You need to sleep, you idiot,” I whispered to myself.

I forced myself to take of the dress, but I left the socks on. I slept in the panties, not wanting Amanda to wake up out of love with me. When I woke up, the first thing I thought of was raiding my sister’s closet. I wanted to put on her makeup. I wanted to wear her dresses. I wanted to go out and feel like a girly girl, getting attention from boys—

But I fought away those urges. I bit hard on my tongue and forced myself to be a boy. It was almost painful, ignoring those pulsing urges. I knew they weren’t actually mine—but why were they so, so hard to ignore?

I caught myself slipping a few times, like when I saw the folded skirts on the kitchen counter: clean laundry that would end up in my sister’s closet. I put my hand on them, just to feel the fabrics. And then I caught myself again on the way to school, stopping at a store window and staring for five long minutes at a skin-tight cocktail dress, with a $900 price tag on it. It had a ruffled skirt, strapless and backless. The sight of the dress was hypnotizing. I just stared and stared at stared, and then realized I was going to be late for school.

Class was hard, trying not to stare at the girls… and the teacher, who was wearing one of her signature pencil skirts, with the semi-sheer pantyhose. God, she was so lucky, being ogled by all the horny boys. Why couldn’t that be me? Why couldn’t I stand there, in front of the class, dolled up, with men fantasizing about fucking my brains out?

I shook my head and turned my gaze away.

Finally, I was able to find Lilly, on her way to class. “You have to help me,” I said, darting in front of her.

“I’m late for class.”

“Fuck your class,” I said. “This is more important.”

She stared into my eyes, and then a worried look crossed her face, as if she knew straight away that she’d messed something up. And that look wasn’t exactly inspiring. I didn’t exactly feel optimistic seeing her face turning so pale, as if my situation was totally hopeless.


CHAPTER 10
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She took me down to that spot at the bottom of the staircase during lunch. She still had that worried look on her face, refusing to look into my eyes. “I, uh, skipped my last class to run some passages through a translator,” she said. “We might have read a bit too much.”

“We?” I said. “I didn’t read anything! And what do you mean, we read too much? Explain to me what that means, because I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Well, it’s not so easy to know where one spell ends and another one starts. I don’t know if you’ve ever read a six-hundred-year-old latin book, but it’s not exactly the easiest thing to read.”

I stared at her face, but she continued to refuse to look into my eyes. “Tell me what you did.”

“Two spells,” she said. “The one you wanted, and another one…”

“And the other one did what, exactly?”

She blushed and smiled. “Well, the other spell is to give the target any personality they want. But, uh, to get the personality, you need to take an item from the person who has the desired personality.”

“Wait,” I said, feeling cold all over. “The panties are giving me… Amanda’s personality?”

“Something like that,” she said. “I mean—they don’t use the word personality. It’s a latin word that doesn’t have an English translation. Well, the word that comes out of most of the translators is ego… but I don’t know if that’s really correct.”

“So when I put those on, I start thinking like her?”

She looked up at me and narrowed her eyes. “You’ve been putting them on?” I asked.

I turned my face away. “No,” I said. “That was, uh, just an example.”

She kept staring at me. “Are you wearing them now, Jeremy?”

“No,” I lied.

“Show me your boxers then.” She was grinning.

“No,” I said.

“Show me, Jeremy!”

I bit down on my tongue. “Okay, fine! I’m wearing them. It’s the only easy way to be touching them at all times!”

She started laughing. “You’re a weirdo, Jeremy,” she said, shaking her head. “Whatever. It’s none of my business. So you’re wearing them now—does that mean you have her personality now?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked.

I didn’t want to tell her the truth… but those thoughts weren’t my own, so I suppose it wasn’t technically embarrassing for me. “I’m, uh, thinking about a skirt.”

“Skirt?” she said.

I looked down and nodded towards her skirt. “I, uh, want to wear it.”

“My skirt?” she laughed.

“It’s cute. I mean… can I just try it on? If you just let me try it on, I can get this out of my system so I can have a clear head, so we can do the new spell, or whatever.”

She shook her head. “There’s no new spell, Jeremy. All we can do is discard the panties that you’re, uh, wearing—and then you can get a new item and we can enchant it with the first half of what we did last week.”

“A new item!?” I gasped. “No, no. I hardly was able to get these. There’s no way I can get a new one. You need to look through your spell book and find a spell to reverse what you did. I need this to work. If I go try to steal another pair of panties, I’ll definitely be caught.”

“No one said you have to steal panties; just something personal… extremely personal, according to the text.”

“Well, I’m open to ideas, but I don’t think I’m going to get anything else.”

“You should probably take those panties off, Jeremy,” she said.

I blushed, embarrassed. “I’d love to, but I can’t. If I take them off, she’ll realize she can do better than me and dump me before prom.”

“Well that might be better than the alternative,” she said with a pale gaze.

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“The second spell that we did… it’s not a temporary spell, Jeremy. Those panties are changing your personality slowly. The text says to stay in contact with the personal item for a full fortnight for the full effect to take hold.”

I froze, feeling a dark tingling in my heart. “How long is a fortnight?”

“Two weeks, Jeremy,” she said with a blunt, emotionless tone.

It had almost been half of a fortnight. And I couldn’t help but wonder if some damage had already been done. I noticed that I had some of those lingering feelings the night before when I was taking the panties off. I just assumed it took a few minutes for the effects to fully wear off. I assumed the desire to put the panties back on was just my desire to ensure that Amanda continued to love me, and not because I just wanted to be wearing panties.

“Go to the bathroom and change out of them,” she said to me. “Then figure out a plan to get something else from Amanda.”

I groaned. It was easy to say, but not so easy to accomplish. “Okay,” I said. Then, we parted ways, but I didn’t take those panties off. Sure, I tried; I went to the bathroom and I went into a stall and took off my jeans… but I couldn’t take off the panties. I found myself thinking about Amanda and how badly I wanted her to like me. And there were other thoughts in my head: the memory of that night at that party, surrounded by those strangers, getting all of that attention, being ogled from every direction. That wasn’t something I wanted to forget about, and it wasn’t something that I never wanted to experience again.

But I knew I wouldn’t have that feminine confidence without those panties.

How much more damage could one more day in the panties really do? Maybe I could keep them on and try to find a way to get something else from Amanda.

I knew that Amanda had her gym class right after lunch, so that’s where I went, staking out a spot down the hall where I had a view of the locker room. But that day, the girls didn’t go into the locker room. Gym class was cancelled, because half of the girls in that class were on the school’s cheer team, and the other half were going on the bus to cheer the cheer team on at their competition across town. The bus was idling out front and the coach was going over some motivational speech. Amanda had her bag with her; she was leaving nothing behind—nothing for me to steal (or maybe I should say borrow).

I knew it meant trouble, but I saw my opportunity. That cheer competition was going to be bustling with girls, ninety-nine-percent of whom had no idea who I was. If I could dress up, I would blend right in. I could sneak past security and get to Amanda’s things while she was competing. Then, I could bring a fresh pair of panties (or something similar) to Lilly to fix this whole problem.

I slipped out of school and raced home. I knew it meant getting in trouble, with my school, and probably with my parents. But this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity that I just couldn’t miss. I had to run fifteen blocks, exhausting myself as I reached my front door.

I felt a wave of nausea, suddenly realizing just how much trouble I was getting myself into—even if I didn’t end up being caught. I’d missed so many classes. My mother was going to be furious—but worse, I was probably going to flunk a few tests. I was so behind on the material, and we had all of our final exams quickly approaching.

But still, I was determined to hunt down Amanda’s personal item.

I darted into my sister’s bedroom and snatched her old cheer outfit. She was on the school’s cheer team a year earlier, so she had the costume, with the black and gold skirt and the tight halter-top. It took a few minutes to find the long black and gold socks that went with the outfit; I made a real mess of her closet locating it. I didn’t have time to clean the closet up; I could only hope that I would beat her home to straighten it.

I flew to her makeup desk and started dolling myself up. I had to act quickly, but I needed my face to be perfect. I wanted to look cute—but more importantly, feminine. I needed to blend in, and a sloppy makeup job would only do the opposite. I ended up spending twenty minutes in front of that mirror, but the extra time was worth it. I looked cute, and the extra details made me less recognizable, which was perfect.

I scrambled to find a pair of shoes that fit in my sister’s closet, and then I raced to the door. I had another twenty blocks to run to make it to the auditorium where the cheer competition was taking place. I knew the competition had probably already started, and I had no idea when our school was up, so I had to move quickly.

I didn’t run, not wanting to sweat my makeup off. Instead, I threw up my thumb, hoping to get a ride. I’d done it before many times when I was in a rush, but nobody ever stopped for me. This time, the very first car came to a screeching halt. I guess that’s the benefit of being a woman. The man threw his door open and looked at me with glowing eyes. “Need a ride somewhere, young lady?” he asked. His eyes explored my tight cheerleading outfit. I smiled and told him where I was going, and he pretended like it was perfectly on his way.

He didn’t pay much attention to the road, constantly looking over at me. And then he tried to get my phone number once we reached the destination. I will admit that I was tempted to stay in the car with him, letting him hit on me, building up my confidence… but I had a job to do. “Bye now!” I said with a cutesy voice, and then I rushed out towards the event.

It was a busy auditorium—usually a basketball court, but they’d reconfigured it to host that big provincial cheerleading competition.

The men at the door paused to look at me. I didn’t have a lanyard, but they determined that I didn’t need one, thanks to my outfit. “I’m really late,” I said, blushing.

“Go on through,” they politely said to me, stepping aside. It really was that easy to break into a high-school cheerleading competition.

Inside, I was instantly overwhelmed with the volume of girls packed into the place (and a few guys as well). A few of them turned and noticed me, but they were all busy preparing for their own routines. Some were going through the motions, some were pacing back and forth, eyes closed, trying to get into the right headspace. Others were recently finished, high-fiving—and then there were the ones who didn’t perform so well, now sulking and off in their own disappointment.

I snuck by, skirting between girls, grazing a few boobs along the way. I had no idea where I was going.

Then, I heard someone shout, “Hey you! Vanier!?” Vanier was my school. I stopped and turned towards the voice and saw a man with a clipboard staring at me. “You’re on in two minutes!”

“Oh,” I said. “I’m, uh, just an alternate.”

“You can watch from the coaching bench,” he told me, pointing towards the hallway to the stage floor.

“I just need to grab something from the changing room,” I said.

“Okay, but hurry,” he said, and then he started walking away.

“Wait,” I said, rushing up to him. “Could you, uh, point me in the right direction.”

“To what?” he said.

“The changing room,” I smiled. My heart was pounding. He was hesitating, catching onto the red flag, realizing that I was out of place there, even in my makeup and cheer outfit. It was a slightly different cheer outfit from the year before: the skirt was a bit shorter and the gold stripes were narrower. The school logo was also slightly different on my chest, with a smaller lynx and not the new bubbly lynx that was designed by one of the ninth graders.

“You don’t know where the changing room is?” he asked with that narrowed gaze.

“Sorry. I showed up late.”

My heart was racing so fast. Now, I could feel other girls looking over at me, picking up on my nervous energy. I suddenly had the urge to dart out of there, to leave before I ended up being caught: unmasked like some villain in a Scooby Doo Episode. But I was close to what I needed.

“It’s just down that hall. Your team is the third room on the left.”

“Thanks,” I smiled. My heart was racing now. He was still staring at my face, printing out some mental image that he could share with the police later when Amanda reported her personal belongings stolen. Did they have cameras in that place? Could they recognize me on some footage? I couldn’t worry about those things now. I’d come this far; there was no turning back.

I rushed down the hallway. Then, I heard the announcement that Vanier was up. I knew the routine was only about two minutes long, which meant I only had about four minutes before the team was back to get changed into their proper clothes.

I had to move fast. I rushed into the room and began darting from bag to bag, trying to locate Amanda’s bag. I was trembling all over, feeling a cool breeze against my exposed bum as I stood bend over that long bench. “Where is it?” I whispered.

It didn’t help that those panties were still influencing me, still putting ideas in my head, making me hesitate as I came upon items that piqued my interest. One girl had a little makeup kit that had the cutest shadow colours, and another girl had a change of panties that I desperately wanted to steal (and I stopped for a good fifteen seconds as I considered stealing them); they were purple and lacy, cut low with a satin strip to sit against the pussy. I wanted them badly, but I had to remind myself that I was on a mission, and running out of time fast.

I went from bag to bag. I heard the audience cheering as the Vanier routine came to an end. Then, I found her bag, but there wasn’t anything inside of it: not even a change of clothes. She only had her English homework (with her name on it), a pen, a copy of To Kill A Mockingbird, and a tube of lipstick. I thought about nabbing the lipstick, but I knew it wasn’t going to do the trick; it wasn’t even used yet, still with the protective seal around the lid. “No,” I whimpered.

I didn’t have time to linger. The mission was a failure and I needed to leave before I ended up being caught. I darted out of the room and saw the Vanier girls coming down the hall, so I turned and went the other way, before they noticed me. I rushed fast, slipping into a crowd of girls in similar colours: Brentwood High was also black and gold, so I blended right in.

Then I turned the corner and bumped right into the man with the clipboard. He caught me from falling, grabbing me with both hands as he dropped his clipboard. “Careful!” he said. “Oh—it’s you! You missed your team’s routine.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I’ve seen it a thousand times.”

And he was staring at me again with that strange look. His gaze went down, and at first, I assumed he was just checking out my breasts… but then I remembered that I didn’t actually have breasts. I didn’t even put on a padded bra; now, I was rocking the flat chest look. But that’s not what he was noticing; it was the old, out-dated logo on my chest that he was fixated on.

“Did you register with the rest of the team?” he asked cautiously.

“Um,” I said. “I think so. Anyway, I need to get by. I’m a little bit late.” But he grabbed my arm before I could slip by. He had a firm hold on me. He stared into my eyes with a dark look.

“Just hold on a second,” he said. He bent over and picked up his clipboard. He flipped through some pages and then he looked into my eyes. “What’s your name?”

“My name?” I said, biting down hard on the edge of my tongue.

“You have a name, right?”

“Um,” I said. “Yeah, of course. It’s Amanda.”

He found her name on the list and then he glared up at me, pausing for a moment. He was heavily suspicious, and I had a bad feeling that the jig was up.

“Your name is Amanda?” he said. “And just to confirm, Amanda, what’s your birthdate?”

“Um,” I said.

“Amanda,” a male voice behind me said. I turned around to see our gym coach staring at me. My heart plunged deep into the pit of my stomach.

Mr. Ryan was a younger teacher at our school, not quite thirty with a facial-hair-free baby face. He was a bit of a hard-ass when it came to class, and a huge hard-ass when it came to grades. He never liked me much because I was lousy at sports, mostly thanks to my small frame. I couldn’t run as long or fast as the other guys.

“Huh?” I said.

“Amanda,” he said. “I’ve been looking for you. Come with me, okay?”

The man with the clipboard looked confused, shocked, and apprehensive. Mr. Ryan looked at him with wide eyes and said, “Is there an issue?”

“No,” said the man. “No issue. Go along.”

Mr. Ryan waved for me to follow him back towards the changing room. I was terrified of following him, but he’d just saved my ass—and I wasn’t sure why. He obviously knew that I wasn’t Amanda. I didn’t look anything like Amanda, or like anyone named Amanda in our school—and he surely knew that my outfit was from the previous year.

“I should actually be going,” I said, looking around for an emergency exit.”

“Just come with me, okay?” he said, turning to look into my eyes. The thought of running was enticing, but I had a feeling he recognized me through my makeup, so running wouldn’t save me; he already knew who I was.

He opened the changing room door and motioned for me to go inside.

“Please,” I said. “Don’t do this.” I didn’t want all of the girls seeing me like that. “I can explain all of this. Okay? It’s not what it looks like.”

“Just go in,” he said with a deep growl that shook my bones. I had no choice; I had to go in. So like a sad puppy with its tail between its legs, I went into the room, waiting for the choir of gasping girls. Instead, I was faced with an empty room.

“W—Where is everyone?” I asked, looking around the quiet space.

“They were called for an encore round,” he said. “Coach Timbers is with them. I’m just the assistant cheer coach.” He locked the door to the room and then he crossed his arms. “What are you doing here, Jeremy?”

“It’s not what it looks like,” I said. “I—I just… It’s too hard to explain, but I didn’t do anything wrong!”

“I covered for you,” he said. “I had you on tape going into the girl’s changing room—not once, but twice. The first time, I assumed you were dared to do it. I didn’t want you ending up with a criminal record, because you’re eighteen now. I didn’t want some dumb prank to ruin your prospects. So I trashed the tape and told the principal that the gym hall camera wasn’t recording.”

“T—Thank you,” I said softly.

“And the second time—that was a little more shocking. I watched you go in, and I thought that you were insane. I was starting to think that you were some sort of pervert, but then I saw you come out; I hardly recognized you, but I knew it was you in Riley’s clothes. I trashed that tape too, Jeremy.”

I was pale, feeling like I was about to faint. I took a deep breath of cold air into my lungs.

“If that tape got to the faculty, you would be outed to your parents, and maybe your friends too. I didn’t want that for you. I just prayed that you wouldn’t do it again… but here you are. I know the girls didn’t leave their bags like this, so I’m assuming you were going through them.” He turned and looked at the row of opened bags.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I just… I needed something. It’s important.”

“You can’t steal, Jeremy—no matter how important you think it is. If you don’t want to come out to your parents, you need to find a way to fund your own… uh, transition. Okay? You can’t just steal clothes. You definitely can’t steal panties. You will end up being labeled a sex offender.”

“I wasn’t going to steal panties!” I said. But I couldn’t tell him that I was there to steal something, because the reason wasn’t good. ‘I need something of Amanda’s to cast a spell to make her love me,’ sounded horribly pathetic, and maybe even crazier than just admitting that I was a panty thief.

“Just admit it to me. I won’t tell anyone,” he said. “You’re a girl inside, and being in here, with access to the girls’ clothes, makes you feel more like yourself.”

My heart stuttered. It was so embarrassing, but I suppose it was better than the truth. “Okay,” I said softly. “I—I wish I was a girl.” Though I suppose it wasn’t technically a lie as long as those panties were on me. When I had those alien feelings running through my mind, I really did want to be a girl. But those feelings weren’t actually mine; they were Amanda’s feelings… they were just infecting me at a rapid pace. I suppose they were starting to become my feelings, against my will; though it’s hard to say that it was against my will since I knew I could take those panties off at any moment but I was refusing to do it.

“You make a very pretty girl, Jeremy. Or… I should ask, what would you prefer I call you?”

I felt so stupid, but he was sparing me. He thought that I was trans, so he was keeping his mouth shut for me. “I don’t know,” I said softly. “I haven’t thought about it.”

“You really are very pretty,” he said, and that’s when I noticed he was staring right into my eyes. I noticed his hand carefully reaching to flip the lock on the door. He was trying to be subtle about it, but I noticed, and my heart was sent into a tailspin.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“If you want to feel like a girl, I can certainly help you,” he said.

“How?” I asked.

And then he walked up to me. “Your secret is safe with me,” he said, putting his hands on my arms. “I won’t tell anyone.”

“What are you doing, Mr. Ryan.”

“You can call me Greg,” he said. Then suddenly, his lips were pressed against my neck. I felt him kiss, and then that kiss turned into sucking. I gasped, perking up. I put my hands against his chest to push him back, but then I noticed something that made me stop: his bulging pecs. I’d never felt muscles like that before. Mr. Ryan must have spent a ton of time in the gym. He had a bodybuilder’s chest, and thick arms that could lift a car. I ran my fingers down to the edge of his pecs, feeling the contours of his toned physique.

Then I moaned and melted, submitting to him, letting him kiss my neck, letting him kiss down my chest. “Mr. Ryan…” I whimpered. “This—This isn’t a good idea.”

“I want to make you feel like a girl,” he growled.

I closed my eyes. I have to admit: he truly was making me feel like a girl. I moaned and let my head fall back. He pulled my halter down and began to suck my nipple. It was a weird feeling: his tongue drawing small circles around my nipple—but I liked it. I put my hand on the back of his head and pulled him in tight. “Shit,” I moaned. My body trembled all over. Now I understood why he wanted me to join the cheer team; he wanted to fuck me.

He was getting what he wanted, because I couldn’t resist. Those feelings were just too strong; I couldn’t push them away, no matter how hard I tried. I bit hard on my tongue and groaned. He licked my abdomen, making me whimper. Then, he grabbed me by the waist and pulled me directly down, until I was on my knees. His cock was already out, pulled out when I wasn’t looking—and he was hard. He stroked himself a few times, pulling his foreskin far back, and then he tilted it down to my lips. I opened my mouth, not wasting a moment. I let him sink his cock into my mouth, sliding it across my tongue. I pressed my lips firmly around it, grabbed what I couldn’t fit in my mouth with my fist, and I began sucking.

He moaned, legs trembling. I didn’t stop. I wanted it so badly. I wanted to make him moan. I wanted to pleasure a more mature man, even though he was still very young. I felt so satisfied, making him squirm. I loved hearing every single moan and whimper. How was I going to forget about all of this? How was I going to let this go? I couldn’t just let this go and pretend like I never wanted it…

I slurped his perfect cock until pre-cum was bubbling out from his tip. I sucked it out and swallowed it, and then I stood up and looked into his eyes. His face was dark red. His posture was tense. “What are you thinking?” I asked softly.

“I’m thinking we don’t have much time,” he said as the cheering became audible from the main stage. Vanier was finished and the girls would soon be on their way to get dressed.

He spun me around and pushed me against the concrete wall, making me gasp. He lifted up my skirt and tugged my panties down to my thighs. I moaned and looked back at him. “W—What are you going to do?” I asked.

“I’m going to fuck your brains out against this wall,” he said bluntly, and then I felt him cramming his tip between my butt cheeks. I gasped, clenching… but I didn’t stay clenched. I wanted to feel it. I wanted to give him what he wanted. I wanted to feel him erupting inside of me. I wanted to know what it felt like: warm and throbbing, deep and hard. So I pushed my bum back into his lap, making him penetrate me. I cried out as euphoria swept over me.

“Shit,” I muttered. “It’s so fucking big.”

“You’re tight,” he groaned through clenched teeth.

“Please just… just fuck me,” I said.

HIs hands found my waist. He gripped me firmly and then he began to thrust. We didn’t have much time and he knew it; he pumped me hard and fast like a man trying to unload, and I helped by pushing my bum back as hard and fast as I could. God, it felt so good, feeling his sliding, veiny member against the tight velvety walls of my anus.

Each thrust was harder than the last, making me more and more limp. It wasn’t long before I could have collapsed had he not been pinning me against the wall. My own erection was pushed against that cool concrete, but I didn’t mind. He was thrusting deep and hard, using every inch. “Oh my fucking God!” I cried, trying to find something to hold onto—but all I could find was a coat hook. I grabbed it anyway.

“Harder!” I shouted. “Fuck me harder! Please!”

He rammed me as hard as he possible could. I felt every perfect inch inside of me. And in that moment, I knew that the magic had nothing to do with what I was now feeling. That magic had very little to do with what I’d been feeling—not even how satisfied I felt wearing women’s clothing.

Because the reality was: Amanda didn’t love dressing up. She didn’t love doing her makeup. She was naturally beautiful, and she knew it. She often showed up to school in her sweatpants, without a spec of anything on her face. She rarely wore cute dresses or skirts. In fact, I’d heard her complaining about them before. That’s not to say that those magical panties hadn’t put some ideas into my mind. I’m sure they were influencing certain decisions and certain urges… but wanting to be dolled up… that must have been my own desire, because it wasn’t her.

And now, feeling all of that pleasure… Lilly didn’t say anything about those panties affecting pleasure or where it came from. Maybe those panties were affecting this and that, but I couldn’t pin everything on them.

And I suppose now is a good time to admit it, because it was the moment that I admitted it to myself: when I first put those panties on, I’d been looking for an excuse to wear women’s clothing. It’s something that I’d been curious about for years, since bullies started telling me I looked like a girl, telling me I would be better off as a girl. My small frame made me the target of many bullies, and maybe those bullies had put ideas in my head: seeds that had grown over the years, waiting for me to entertain them so they could really flourish. I knew that I could have just tied those panties to the inside of my pants, or cut off a piece and worn it around my ankle; there were dozens of options that didn’t involve wearing them, but I chose to wear them. And I chose to keep wearing them.

I’d been in the closet for a long time—even to myself. But now, there was just no hiding it anymore; this whole magical incident had been a convenient excuse to play a girl for a few weeks. Maybe Mr. Ryan was right; maybe I was a girl on the inside; maybe he noticed it before I even noticed it—and maybe that’s why he never ratted me out, even though he saw evidence of me stealing those panties.

“Fuck!” Mr. Ryan groaned. And then I felt it; I felt exactly what I wanted to feel, and it was just as good as I was expecting. I moaned, turning weak and even more submissive than I knew possible. I felt him gushing inside of me, filling me deeply. His hands found my chest and he squeezed hard, digging his nails into my skin.

Then came the rattle at the door. “It’s locked,” a girl’s voice said.

“Fuck,” Mr. Ryan groaned. “I’ll lead them away. You have to sneak off. Don’t get caught. Okay?”

He pulled out, and then I probably should have grabbed a napkin or something before pulling up my panties, but I didn’t think about it. Cum spilled into my panties and gushed hard around my bum and crotch. Luckily I had my little cheerleading skirt to keep it all hidden. Mr. Ryan slipped out of the room. “Hey girls, how did it go? Before we get changed, there’s a woman asking for a group photo down the hallway. I can’t remember what room she said she was in, but she wants everyone in full wardrobe. Follow me.” He led them all away while I hid, terrified one of the girls was going to break away and slip in to grab something.

But the silence came and I knew that I was safe, so I darted out of the room, left the building, and started towards home with panties full of Mr. Ryan’s cum.


CHAPTER 11
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Iwent straight home. I beat my sister home, so I quickly cleaned up her room, putting everything back where it went, including that cheer outfit. I washed the makeup off of my face and I changed into some boy clothes. I even took off the panties and put them into a shoebox, which I slipped under my bed.

I didn’t want to wear them anymore, even if that meant losing Amanda. I didn’t deserve Amanda if she didn’t actually want to go to prom with me. I didn’t feel good about taking her away from someone else.

To be honest, I never really had feelings for Amanda. I only wanted to take her to prom to impress all of the people who had made fun of me over the years: the guys who mocked me for being small and having a girly body. Amanda was like a prize… but really, she was a real person and deserved better than being treated like some trophy. Sure, I knew how good it felt to be treated like a trophy… but I had a feeling Amanda wanted more than that.

The temptation was strong to put the panties back on. It got stronger and stronger—and then I put some panties on. No, not those black magic panties, but a pair that I bought for myself that evening at the mall. Putting them on my body left me satisfied. My head was filled with wonderful thoughts and warm euphoria, and I realized then that the magic panties really never did much that normal panties wouldn’t have done.

They did teach me an important lesson though: that all I really wanted was to be myself, even if that meant bullies making fun of me, and even if that meant being a nobody at prom… or worse: being the centre of attention because I chose prom as the day to come out to everyone as transgender.

But let’s back up.

I was so relieved when Amanda phoned me and told me she was having second thoughts about going to prom with me. “It’s cool,” I said. “I think you should go with someone else.”

“Am I being a bitch?” she asked.

And I laughed. “Not at all. Have fun at prom.”

I think she was stunned, and maybe I was a bit shocked as well. Now I was more sure than ever that I’d lost my mind. I put in so much effort to get Amanda, and now I was just cutting her loose, not even putting up a fight. Worse: I was pushing her away and insisting that she be someone else’s date! All of that work, all of those embarrassments… and the literal blood! It was all for nothing.

Well, maybe it wasn’t for nothing.

That weekend, I made a trip to the thrift store. I didn’t have much cash. I pawned a few things, including my Playstation and my whole collection of vintage games. I liked gaming, but I needed something more important. I took that money to the thrift store: about eight-hundred bucks, and I spent almost every dime. I saved some, of course, to buy myself some panties and a couple of bras and some makeup—stuff you can’t get used.

But I returned home with a real haul: dozens of outfits and multiple pairs of shoes. I had my own wardrobe now: no more stealing, no more taking crazy risks. I had something else too: a prom dress.

It was just like the one from my dream: white, short, and lacy, looking almost like a cute little wedding dress. The puffy shoulders helped to frame me in a more feminine way. The tight lace sleeves felt so nice against my skin. I could feel that mild euphoria tingling inside of me, and I wondered if that would ever go away. I wondered if it had anything to do with the magic, or if that was just… me.

Maybe it never had anything to do with the magic, or maybe that magic had changed me; I suppose there was no way of ever knowing. Maybe I would have been a perfectly content man had I never let Lilly cast that spell on those panties. Maybe my life would have stayed just the same as it was… but I’m glad it didn’t.

Look—I’m not saying one path was better than the other. I’m not saying that exploring my feminine side gave me a better life than had I just stayed a guy. I liked my life just fine as a guy; I wasn’t sad or depressed… maybe a bit lonely, but I’m sure I would have found myself a girlfriend sooner or later. But as a girl, I felt so… alive. I was so excited, every day, and maybe that was just because it was something new.

Going out as a girl was exhilarating, and also terrifying. Going to prom as a girl—being a girl for the first time in front of my friends and classmates and teachers—was beyond horrifying; I nearly puked a few times from the sheer terror of it all… but by the end of the night, I felt so free. I felt like such a massive weight had been lifted from my shoulders. I no longer had secrets. I no longer felt like I was hiding anything from anyone. I could just be… me.

Lilly found me near the end of the night. Her black lace dress contrasted my white dress, and her dark makeup heavily contrasted my girly pink look. “You look cute,” she said in that blunt tone that I was so used to from her.

“Thanks, Lilly,” I said.

“So you’re wearing them now, huh?” she said.

I shook my head.

“Oh,” she said. “So it was too late then?” Her face turned a shade of white. “Sorry. I can look through my book and see if we can fix it. Actually—I had an idea last night; if there’s no spell to undo it, we can just steal something from a guy. Pick a guy you respect and we’ll do the same thing we did, but with the guy’s personal item—then, after a couple of weeks, you’ll be masculine again.”

“I don’t want to be masculine,” I smiled. “I’m happy like this.”

She stared into my eyes, and then she smiled. “Well, for what it’s worth, it suits you,” she said.

“Want to dance with me?” I asked.

She blushed and pressed her lips thin. “You want to dance with me?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

Then, I led her to the dance floor. A number of students stopped and looked over. I was already the topic of the night between whispering students, but now there was new gossip. I’m sure a few of them were snickering, having a laugh—it didn’t matter to me, and I don’t think it mattered to Lilly either. She went into that night assuming nobody was going to dance with her, and now she was getting a little bit of a proper prom experience. We both were.

“So I guess you won’t be losing your virginity to Amanda tonight then,” she said to me after the dance. “That was the whole plan, right?”

“It was part of it,” I laughed, blushing. “But I realized that’s not what I wanted. I don’t want to trick someone into sleeping with me.”

“That’s good,” she smiled.

I gave her a small kiss—nothing crazy, but it was enough to make her turn red.

And it was enough to make me smile.

THE END
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