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I

“Hey, cocksucker!”

Ryan smiled to himself as he saw the effect his words were already having on Jack. Ahead of him, he saw the skinny boy’s shoulders stiffen as his body went rigid with fear.

What a fucking pussy… Ryan sneered to himself. He doesn’t deserve to be male. What a waste of testosterone!

Out loud, though, he kept his insults simple.

“I’m talking to you, dickface! Hey. Listen to me!”

At the word listen, Ryan shot his hand out, fist bunched, and slammed it into the nearest locker.

It wasn’t too hard – nothing like as hard as he knew he could punch if he wanted to – but then Ryan didn’t want to, like, damage the locker.

He wanted to scare Jack.

And, clearly, it had worked.

As the crash rang out around the corridor, Jack slowly turned to his tormentor, an ill look on his face.

He was tall and skinny with a square jaw and wide, brown eyes that blinked out from beneath a mop of black hair. Ryan knew a couple of the girls thought he was ‘weirdly cute’, although they’d never admit it out loud.

Right now, though, he didn’t look cute at all, weird or otherwise.

He looked freakin’ terrified.

“There you are, dickface!” Ryan said loudly, a big, fake smile on his handsome features. From further down the corridor he heard a girlish giggle, and just knew some of the hot juniors were eyeing up his muscular body right now, admiring his display of masculinity, wishing he’d ask them to the prom.

Sure, baby, maybe I will, he thought drolly to himself, or at least ask you out back for a quick bit of finger action…

“How’s my favorite cumdump?” Ryan said, stepping right up to Jack. “Still sucking dick like a little faggot?”

Jack nervously swallowed. He was 18, the same age and grade as Ryan, and about the same height, too.

But whereas Ryan was all muscle and power and testosterone, Jack was willowy and thoughtful and intelligent.

In short, he was perfect bullying material.

“Hullo, Ryan,” he muttered at last, “celebrating your SAT scores early?”

“Nah,” Ryan smiled, not letting himself be thrown off, “I just wanted to see who you were taking to prom, dickface. Lemme guess… Not that dyke of yours, even you’ve got too much cock for her. So it must be… Katie A, right? She’d be all over you.”

Katie A was the oldest, and hottest, of the two Katies in their year. She was a cheerleader with a great rack, long legs and straight blond hair, and was a shoo-in for prom queen. One drunken night not so long ago, she’d let Ryan shove his hand up her skirt after a party, and all his bros had freaked out!

In other words, she was exactly the sort of girl who’d never be seen dead with Jack.

Jack forced up a smile. Ryan was standing intimidatingly close to him, and could see it hurt him to keep up his casual air.

“Not really my type,” he mumbled. “But then, I’m betting she’s not yours, either.”

Ryan’s eyes narrowed.

“How’d you mean?” He growled.

If this little prick was calling him a faggot, there was gonna be hell to pay.

“Nothing much,” Jack shrugged innocently, “I’ve just heard you prefer your girls who are, um, let’s say… more consanguineous.”

“Con-what?” Ryan snapped. “Hey, what are you saying you little prick?”

This time, Jack’s smile seemed almost genuine.

“Consanguineous. Look it up. At least,” he added, “if you can figure out how to use a smartphone.”

A mumble went up from the girls and boys who’d crowded around, expectantly waiting for a fight. One or two laughed uncertainly.

Fucking cocksucker prick! Ryan fumed inside himself, all too aware that those hot-ass juniors were watching, too. I’ll show you…

“In fact,” Jack was saying, “whilst you’re doing that, maybe you should also look up Neanderth-.”

He didn’t get any further.

With calm, deliberate movements, Ryan seized Jack by the collar and hoisted him into the air. He flung him back against his locker, pinning him up there, then raised his other fist and leveled it at his face.

“You little fuckwad,” Ryan whispered, “I’ll teach you to get smart with me. Why, I should flatten that stupid nose of yours.”

“Jesus, Ryan! Fuck!” Jack gasped as he struggled, “you’re overreact-”

“Say ‘I’m a cocksucker’.” Ryan whispered. “Or I’ll bust your face open in front of all these girls.”

Jack’s eyes swept the corridor wildly, as if desperately looking for help. None came.

“Say it!” Ryan was shouting now, ready to smash this smart-ass jerk’s face in, even if it got him barred from the prom. “Say it, you creep. Say ‘I’m a cocksucker’!”

“OK!” Squeaked Jack. “OK, fuck, you win!”

Ryan smiled, lowered his fist slightly, gestured his victim to go on. Jack drew in a deep breath…

“You’re a cocksucker.”

The giggles of the surrounding kids cut to Ryan’s core. With a howl of rage, he slammed Jack’s head back against the locker, raised his fist…

“Hey! Leave him alone!”

Ryan slowly turned around, a grin starting to split his handsome features.

“Look at that,” he crowed, “poor little dickface’s favorite dyke is here to help him out.”

The small girl stood behind him gave him a terrific scowl. She was unusually short, with close-cropped dark hair, a flat chest, and a surly face. She was dressed in a men’s bomber jacket and loose-fitting jeans that made her look like a tiny, angry thug.

“I mean it,” Charlie said. “Let. Him. Go.”

“Or you’ll what?” Asked Ryan, “go running off to your girlfriend? Nah, I’m not gonna let him go…”

He turned back to Jack, a thought suddenly occurring to him.

“But I’m not gonna hit him, either,” he said with a smile.

“Ryan…” Charlie said, “I’m warning you. You hurt Jack and I’ll…”

But Ryan wasn’t even listening.

“No use wasting a punch on a pussy like you, is there, cocksucker?” He whispered. “Not when I can just do this.”

And with that, he dropped Jack to the floor, spun him round, and gave him a wedgie.

The effect was instantaneous. The whole corridor burst into laughter, pointing at Jack and howling as he staggered away from Ryan with an expression of pure humiliation. Ryan crossed his arms and grinned, watching him go. He hadn’t given anyone a wedgie since, what, fourth grade?

“Not so smart now, are you, cocksucker?” He laughed. “Good luck finding a prom date now!”

He turned and winked at the group of hot junior girls, who all blushed and giggled, watching Jack’s humiliation with twinkling laughter in their eyes. As Ryan looked, one pulled out her phone and took a picture.

Yep, that prick’s not getting any pussy in this town for as long as he lives.

“Jack!” Charlie ran past him, her face flooded with concern for her best friend. “Jack, are you OK?”

Jack waved her away, desperately clawing at his underpants, trying to make his humiliation disappear. Ryan smirked.

“So long, ladies,” he said. “Gotta go get ready for prom. Good luck finding a date who isn’t your dyke-friend, dickface!”

At his words, Charlie looked up and glowered at him, a look of loathing that burned with the force of a thousand suns.

But Ryan didn’t even notice. He was already walking away, casually strutting past the junior chicks, making sure they knew who was in charge. Making sure they knew who the alpha male was.

Brains’ll get you so far, he thought, happily, as he sauntered down the corridor, but girls like one thing and one thing only. Power. Smartass pricks like that…

He gave Jack one last, dismissive glance over his shoulder. It pleased him to see his cheeks were still bright red with embarrassment.

…Will never get the girls.

It was only later, when he was clad in his beautiful new dress, his pussy moist between his legs and his vast new breasts heaving with desire that Ryan would reflect on just how wrong he was.

*

The rest of the lunch break passed in a whirl.

The hall was busy being decked out for the senior prom that evening, so Ryan took his lunch with a couple of his bros in the courtyard, where they eyed up the juniors and tried to guess who would be best at sucking dick.

Just before afternoon classes began, Ryan’s phone vibrated in his pocket. Expecting to see a message from his mom about his suit, he checked the screen, and was surprised to see a text from Katie A.

BASEMENT, it read, NEXT PERIOD. COME ALONE.

And, underneath that, in stark letters Ryan could barely believe he was seeing:

I’M STILL ALL WET FROM LAST TIME ;)

For a moment, Ryan hesitated.

There was something off about the text. It wasn’t just that Katie was meant to be going to the prom with his bro Chester tonight. It wasn’t just that a random text like this really wasn’t her style…

It was like there was something else. A sort of aura about the words that sent a chill running down his spine.

The feeling passed. Ryan smiled to himself, slipped his phone back into his pocket, then carried right on laughing and smiling at Chester’s jokes like he wasn’t secretly planning to get some off his prom date.

Fifteen minutes later, he was in the school basement.

Access was meant to be restricted, but one of the janitors used to play high school football with Ryan’s older brother, and Ryan managed to get the key off him.

Now here he was, in a world of shadows, ill-lit corridors, pipes and air ducts, waiting for a chance to play with Katie A’s sweet pussy again.

“Hey!” He called, softly. “Hey, Katie! You down here?”

As he moved carefully through the darkness, Ryan checked his phone for the fiftieth time.

Fuck. Still nothing…

“Hey!” He whispered again. “It’s me. Ryan!”

There was a distant sound, almost like someone giggling. It mingled with the hiss and clank of the old water pipes, making Ryan feel weirdly nervous.

“Look, if you’re not interested I’ll just go back up, OK? You called me down here.”

He stopped for a second, wondering what the hell was going on. Where was she?

And then he saw it.

Walking out of the darkness towards him came a strangely-familiar shadow. A shadow with short, close-cropped hair. A short shadow almost lost within its oversized bomber jacket…

“There you are,” Charlie smiled sweetly, “I was beginning to wonder where you’d got to.”

In the silence that followed, Ryan felt the world lurch out from underneath him. He bunched his hands into fists and growled.

“Where’s Katie?”

Charlie gave an innocent shrug.

“Somewhere upstairs. Getting fingerbanged or whatever it is girls like her do instead of learning.”

A mischievous light came on in her eyes.

“Or maybe,” she said, holding something up, “she’s looking for her cell.”

Ryan stared at the phone, calmly held up in Charlie’s palm. That was Katie’s phone, all right.

“Wait, hold on…” He shook his head. “Are you saying… you sent that message?”

“Maybe I did, maybe I didn’t. The point is…” Charlie grinned, “I’ve finally got you where I want you.”

Where she wants me?

There was something about the look on Charlie’s face – predatory, smug – that made Ryan shudder.

Calm down. It’s just some dumb dyke…

“If Katie hears you’ve got her phone,” he began, clutching at the only sane thing in this weird setup.

“Whatevs. I don’t need it anymore.”

To his surprise, Charlie chucked the phone back to him. He caught it with ease.

“It’s you I want, Ryan,” the short girl declared. “You’re the guy I’m gonna make suffer.”

“Suffer?” Ryan snorted, “yeah, right. How’re you gonna make me suffer?”

He still sounded tough, but inside he was starting to get worried.

She could have a knife in that jacket… a gun. Sweet Jesus, she always seemed like the school shooter type…

In response, Charlie simply smiled and changed the subject.

“Hey, remember history class, when they did that lesson on the witch trials in our area? Even a dumb jock like you probably paid attention to that one.”

Bitch! Ryan raged. How dare she call me dumb?

Outwardly, he simply nodded, waiting for his moment. The moment when he could slip back into the shadows and escape this dumb encounter.

“Sure, a bunch of chicks got hanged out by the town hall. I remember. Cool story.”

Charlie’s eyes twinkled.

“Well, that’s just it,” she drawled, deliberately drawing her words out, “it wasn’t a story. Not exactly.”

She shot Ryan a savage grin.

“Y’see, dipshit, those women they hanged really were witches. And one of them…”

Her grin grew wider.

“Was my great-great-grand-something-or-other.”

She paused for effect.

“Which means,” Charlie whispered, “that I’m a witch, too.”

Oh, great…

Ryan rolled his eyes.

“And you’re gonna curse me and get me back for beating on your bestie homo? Gee, great prank guys.”

He shook his head, the tenseness finally running out of him.

“What did you expect? That I’d go all mushy and start crying or some shit so you could YouTube it?”

He sneered.

“Real life doesn’t work like that, bitch. Now, if we’re done, I’m gonna get outta here before you give me AIDS or something.”

He turned to go, already feeling the masculine confidence flooding back into him. Already feeling strong, in control. Already feeling-

“Stop right there.”

At the sound of Charlie’s voice, Ryan’s body instantly froze. His feet stopped moving. He gaped down at them, wondering what the hell was going on.

Hey, what’s happening here…?

“Turn around.”

There was a sickening lurch, the world span and suddenly Ryan was facing Charlie again, a horrified look on his face.

The short girl before him snorted with laughter, a mocking light in her eyes.

“Christ, if you could see your big, dumb face right now…”

“Hey, what the fuck is this?” Asked Ryan, suddenly feeling very worried. “What the fuck did you-?”

Charlie’s eyes flashed.

“Shut the fuck up.”

Immediately, Ryan’s jaw snapped shut, cutting him off mid-sentence. He grunted and tried to open it again, but it was like his teeth were wired shut.

With a sudden feeling of horror, he realized he was incapable of speaking unless Charlie allowed him to.

“There,” snickered Charlie, “much better. Now, I guess I’d better tell you exactly what’s going on…”

She crossed her arms, obviously enjoying Ryan’s helplessness.

“I’m a witch, OK? And I can make anything happen. Mostly. Provided my coven agrees to it.”

Ryan was barely listening. His mind was too full of whirling horror.

Why can’t I move? He thought, frantically. What’s going on? Help!

“I’m not allowed to use my power in public,” Charlie was saying, “which is why I’ve never done this before. However…”

Her grin grew wider.

“Coz it’s my prom, my coven have allowed me one major spell, as a gift, sort of. I was gonna use it to try flying for the first time, but then you had to go and humiliate Jack like that.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“And I suddenly realized exactly what I had to do.”

The basement was darker now, like the shadows were all crowding around Ryan, threatening to drag him away. He cowered before Charlie’s terrifying gaze, wishing he could still talk.

“You were right earlier when you said Jack didn’t have a date for tonight,” Charlie whispered. “I told him: why bother, but he was all like: ‘oh, we have to go Charlie, it’s a life event.’ You know what he’s like. Anyway, thanks to you, Ryan, now he can’t get a date.”

She took a step closer, her face so black that Ryan desperately tried to shrink back. He’d never been scared of a girl before and it was a weird feeling.

“So I decided to give him the next best thing,” Charlie whispered. “If Jack couldn’t find a date among the girls at school, I’d have to find a new girl for him. A girl who’d hang on his every word. A girl who’d find that whole intellectual thing he’s got going on sexy. A girl like…”

The corners of her mouth twitched.

“A girl like you.”

What?! What’s she talking about? Ryan thought, incredulously, I’m not a girl!

But then a thought surfaced from the depths of his mind. An unpleasant thought that chilled him to his core and made him want to scream and vomit.

Suddenly, Ryan knew exactly where this was going.

“I know what you’re thinking,” Charlie whispered, “you’re thinking ‘but I’m not a girl!’ Well, guess what?”

She smiled sweetly.

“You are now.”

And then she was suddenly pointing at Ryan and whispering under her breath. There was a crackle of electricity across Ryan’s skin, making his hairs all rise up and stand on end, and a sound like stardust falling.

In shock Ryan raised his hands, as if trying to stop the spell, as if trying to block the magic. Then he saw his hands and let out a horrified moan.

His hands were changing. Where they used to be two large, meaty things, they were now becoming small and dainty, with tiny palms and willowy long fingers.

As Ryan stared open-mouthed at them, he saw his fingernails begin to elongate, stretching outwards and turning a sparkly bubblegum pink.

Charlie! He tried to scream, stop this! But of course, no sound came out. Instead, he simply looked at the short witch before him, the witch he’d spent years tormenting, with a panicked, pleading look on his silent features.

Charlie smiled sweetly back at him.

“You want me to stop the spell, Mr. Big Tough Jock?”

She folded her arms.

“No. Fucking. Chance.”

There was a tinkling sound, like fairy dust drifting overhead, and suddenly Ryan was completely naked.

He gaped down at his exposed body, with its broad shoulders, strong arms, muscled torso and dangling cock, wondering where his clothes had gone to. Then he saw the way his flesh was twisting and shifting and writhing and heard himself scream.

His pecs were inflating, swelling up like two balloons. Ryan raised his dainty new hands up to try and squash them back in, but suddenly they expanded at a dizzying rate, knocking his hands away. He watched in horror as they swelled up and up and up, becoming firm and pert, and next thing he knew, he was the proud owner of a pair of beautiful breasts.

Holy fuck… Ryan thought in horror, they must be a C-cup at least!

They were exactly the sort of size and shape breasts that Katie had, proud and heavy, not too big, but fantastically pert. Only they looked wonderful on Katie, while on Ryan’s man-body they looked horrifying.

“Nice!” He dimly heard Charlie calling over the whistling, magical wind, “but I think we can do better than that!”

Then she clapped her hands and Ryan’s breasts expanded even further, swelling up until he could feel their weight tugging on his back. Swelling up until they naturally squashed against one another and Ryan could see them in the bottom of his vision even when looking dead ahead.

Ryan groaned, gaping at his brand new rack. His new titties were no longer anywhere near a C-cup. Now they looked like a pair of great big Double-Ds!

I’ve got tits… the former jock thought numbly, I’ve got actual tits.

Like a man in a dream, he reached up and clasped them, and was astonished at how firm they were, how heavily they rested in his palms.

Look at me! He thought, miserably, I’ve got the best rack in the whole school. Fuck, maybe the whole town!

Then his body gave another spasm and there was no time left to think about anything at all.

A grinding sensation tore through Ryan’s body, making him shudder. His shoulders were narrowing down and tugging inwards at the same time as his hips were pushing outwards, giving him a ridiculous, pear shape.

Ryan hopelessly grabbed his hips and tried to stop them from getting any wider, but no sooner had his hands touched his flesh than he felt his ass twitch once, twice, then jump up and fill out, becoming round and firm and peach-like.

In disgust, Ryan glanced over his newly-thin shoulder and was mortified to see that his new ass was slammin’ hot. It jutted out from his back like a whole separate body, like it was trying to pull away from him.

It was the sort of ass white girls only have in music videos. The sort of ass that, clad in shorts, would have made Ryan go dizzy with lust. The sort of ass that’s made for spanking.

And now it was his.

A feeling of tightness gripped Ryan’s belly, like an invisible belt was being pulled taut around him. With a sigh, his sides collapsed inwards, leaving him with a nice, tight waist.

An itching sensation passed across his skin, and all of his wiry, male hairs wormed their way back inside him as one, leaving his body as smooth as it had been on the day he was born.

There was a stretching feeling, and Ryan’s legs telescoped upwards, becoming long and slender, even as his torso shrank down to a less-dominant, more girly size.

Please! No more… Ryan sobbed inside himself, I’ve learned my lesson… please!

But, of course, there was no way for Charlie to hear him.

Besides, from the smirk in her eyes, Ryan could tell that she was loving this.

The changes were coming faster now, firing off after one another in quick succession.

First, Ryan felt his jawline soften and his face squash and twist as it lost its masculine features and became soft and feminine.

Then he almost screamed as a wave of blond hair exploded out his scalp and tumbled across his vision, leaving him momentarily blinded, it’s straight, shimmering ends coming to a halt just above his big new breasts.

Finally, there was a strange sensation in his crotch, like Ryan’s heavy, sportsman’s cock was waving goodbye.

Ryan looked down, peering over the vast pink breasts now hanging in his way, just in time to see it give one goodbye twitch. It shot back into him, dragging his balls with it, and for a second there was nothing but skin. Then came a feeling like a zipper being undone and the skin parted into two plump little lips that dangled either side of a tight, moist hole.

At last, it was over. Ryan’s body gave one final spasm that made his new boobs and ass jiggle and wobble in a way that made him feel sick, and the magic stopped.

The silence that followed was broken only by the sound of Ryan’s ragged breathing, escaping his plump new lips in little, high-pitched gasps.

“Well, what do you think?”

He looked down at his new body in dazed wonder. There, where only this morning he’d seen a flat and muscular torso now lay a body with soft, springy skin that curved and stuck out in all the wrong places.

“Don’t be so sad. It suits you.”

Ryan wasn’t even listening. He ran his hands over his new hips, shocked at how big they were, like two handles sticking out either side of him. He let his fingers clasp around his tight new waist, then reached up and cupped his big new boobs, shivering at how wonderful it felt to have someone grasp hold of them.

Experimentally, he jumped up and down, his long blond hair trailing out behind him, and had to stop when his new breasts jiggled in a way that was somehow both sexy and a little bit painful.

What the fuck? I’m a man. Men don’t jiggle!

Finally, he let go of his breasts, hesitated, then slowly slipped one dainty little hand down into his crotch. He felt something warm and slightly wet beneath this fingertips – a little mound lightly dusted with curly golden hair – that twitched with pleasure when he pressed against it, sending pink stars spinning through his mind.

Oh God, I’m gonna have to be careful with that…

“Well? Get on with it already.”

At last, the voice cut through the fog of confusion engulfing Ryan’s mind. With slow movements, he looked up, automatically brushed the bangs out his eyes and stared at Charlie.

“What the fuck did you do?” He whispered.

No sooner were the words out his mouth than Ryan realized he could talk again, the muting spell having faded along with his male body.

But that realization was quickly lost under one that was less appealing. One that made his eyes go wide and made him clasp his dainty hands over his pouty new lips.

His voice had changed.

Not just changed, it had altered entirely. Where it used to be deep and masculine and powerful, it now sounded soft and high-pitched and almost musical.

The accent had changed, too. Gone was Ryan’s regular, boring, New England accent.

In its place was one that shone with the sun with California, the sort of accent you heard in dumb 90s movies or on TV shows. A spoiled, rich-girl, bimbo accent.

The witch had turned him into a Valley Girl.

“Oooh,” Charlie laughed, “listen to miss fancypants with her new accent! Say, asshole, how does it feel to be the dumbest bimbo in school?”

“I’m not a bimbo!” Ryan squeaked back at her, desperately trying to ignore how… 90s he sounded. “I’m just, like, y’know, not a math geek. OK?”

In response, Charlie simply raised her eyebrows.

“Not a bimbo huh?” She smiled. “Well, you sure sound like one to me.”

And whose fault is that?! Ryan fumed, but he sensibly shut his mouth, not wanting to humiliate himself any further.

Charlie was now watching him with a cold, cruel expression, her eyes alive with mischief. As she stared at him, Ryan automatically squeezed his thighs together, throwing both arms over his boobies, trying to hide his new, female parts from her prying gaze.

He didn’t know why exactly, but being naked as a girl felt different to being naked as a man. Whereas in his old body, being naked meant showing off his raw, animal power, in his new one, it meant feeling strangely… vulnerable.

With a shudder, Ryan realized he was suddenly very glad there were no men around.

“Look at you,” Charlie was smiling, “this is so perfect. The big jock turned into a dumb bimbo. Do you have any idea how many girls secretly fantasize about this? About emasculating a guy and making him put up with all the shit they’ve had to put up with?”

She shook her head.

“Man, I could almost start masturbating right here.”

You better fucking not! Ryan thought, throwing the witch what was meant to be a warning look.

From the way Charlie smiled, though, he could tell it didn’t look tough on his new face.

What’s she done to me? I need a mirror… has she given me a babyface or something? Ryan shuddered, his arms still clutched tight over his big new boobies, or is it because we’re nearly the same height?

Fuck! He realized, this dyke could probably kick my ass now!

“But, sadly,” Charlie sighed, “there’s more work to do. I didn’t just transform you for the hell of it, right? I transformed you for the prom.”

The old, savage smile returned to her lips.

“So. Let’s get you ready!”

Then she was pointing right at Ryan again and whispering under her breath, and suddenly the world went mad all over again.

A faint itching in his crotch made Ryan glance down. To his horror, he saw a pink thread was zipping back and forth across his pussy, weaving itself into a lacy pair of see-thru panties.

Just as he was watching this happen, a feeling gripped his new breasts, like someone was gently squeezing them together. Ryan had just enough time to wonder ‘now what?’ before they suddenly leaped upwards, nearly whacking him in the face.

For a moment, Ryan stared dumbfounded at his brand new cleavage. Then he saw the pink cups magically forming across his breasts, the straps appearing over shoulders, and realized to his chagrin that he was now wearing a patterned push-up bra.

“Nice!” Called Charlie. “Really suits you. Hey…”

Her eyes glinted evilly.

“I wonder what Katie A would see if she could see you now?!”

But Ryan didn’t have time to come up with a smart answer. Already, the changes were getting out of control.

There was a bump and Ryan suddenly found himself tilting forwards, as if he was about to go toppling flat onto his face. He squealed and threw out his hands, then glanced down and saw he was now wearing a pair of bubblegum pink high heels with killer stilettoes.

Angrily, he tried to kick them off, to send them spinning across the room. But they remained stuck fast to his feet.

It was as if his new outfit was as much a part of him as his brand new breasts or tight little pussy.

There was a sound like dozens of birds taking off at once, flapping their wings. A pink, tutu-style skirt suddenly flew up from nowhere and attached itself around Ryan’s waist, its crinkled edges billowing in the wind.

Ryan shrieked and clasped its satin hem in his hands, trying to hold it in place.

Why the hell has she dressed me in this stupid thing? He wondered, angrily, it looks ridiculous!

He didn’t have to wait long to get his answer.

A wave of pink liquid rose up off the tutu, crawling up Ryan’s stomach, inching its way up his spine. He shivered at the coldness of it, trying to twist his body away. It crawled up to his breasts, stopped, then suddenly solidified into a pink fabric which clung to his skin, showing off his curves, white patterned flowers decorating its edges.

Ryan goggled at his new dress, and was surprised to find himself admiring how well it went with the tutu-skirt-thing Charlie had magicked him into.

Hey, not bad, he thought, pleased for some reason, I’ll be the envy of all the girls like this!

He frantically shook his head to dislodge the thought, causing his long blond hair to trail out behind him.

He didn’t want to be the envy of all the other girls.

Invisible fingers seemed to gently stroke his hair, winding their way through Ryan’s long, luscious locks. Suddenly, they gripped tight and yanked his hair back so hard he screamed.

Like a woman in a dream, Ryan watched in horror from the corners of his eyes as his hair combed, pinned and curled itself into a beautiful blond waterfall that rose up before tumbling down one bare shoulder.

With a sudden burst of petulance, Ryan reached up to tear the pins out his hair and muss it up again, to make it look less female. But those invisible hands gripped his wrists and refused to budge.

It looked like he was stuck looking however Charlie wanted him to look.

There was a jangling sort of noise, and suddenly Ryan’s wrists, ears and neck were weighed down with jewelry.

He glanced down and saw he was wearing an expensive diamond broach around his neck, that nestled at the top of his soft, white cleavage. Raising his hands to his head, he realized he also had expensive bracelets and earrings on.

I must’ve rented these for the prom, he thought dimly, forgetting that Charlie had just magicked him into them, I’d better be careful not to lose them…

Finally, there was a feeling like his face was being assaulted by a thousand tiny hands at once, making Ryan close his eyes and shriek for Charlie to stop it. When he opened them, he saw that his eyelashes were now thicker, darker, fluttering in his vision like the wings of blackbirds.

Experimentally, he reached up and touched his lips with one white finger and stared at the pink lipstick mark that came away with it.

There was no doubt about it. Charlie had made him wear makeup.

The wind died down again, the magic faded, and the shadows returned once more. Now dressed in his prom dress, Ryan glanced over to Charlie.

“Done?” He asked, his soft, female voice quavering slightly, “or should I hold on for another round?”

Charlie smiled back at him.

“There’s no more transformation stuff, I promise,” she said. “But we’re not quite done yet.”

Ryan swallowed, his swan-like neck bobbing delicately as he did so.

“Like, what’s that meant to mean?”

God, I sound like a moron…

In response, Charlie stuck her hand inside the pocket of her bomber jacket, rummaging around.

“I don’t usually carry one of these,” she said, “but I couldn’t go without seeing your face when you saw it.”

“Saw what?”

“Your face, dumbass. Your new lady-face. Here.”

She threw something small across the room. Ryan went to grab it, and was astonished to find he almost fumbled it, wobbling round in his heels and clawing frantically at the air.

She’s changed more than my body… he thought, uneasily, she’s altered my mind, too. Dude! What if I can’t play sport anymore?

The thought worried him, but he had other things to worry about right now. Holding up the tiny little black disc Charlie had thrown, he saw it was a pocket mirror, the kind a couple of his girlfriends had used to carry around with them.

“Go ahead. Look.”

Suddenly, Ryan wanted to shake his pretty new head. Wanted to throw the mirror on the ground and smash it into a million pieces, bad luck be damned! Anything but see what this evil witch had done to him.

But, of course, he didn’t have a choice.

Slowly, like a condemned man mounting the scaffolding, Ryan opened the little pocket mirror.

And looked.

And looked.

And looked.

And then, finally, he screamed.

“Ryan,” he heard Charlie say, proudly, “meet Rachel.”

Rachel… the words thudded inside Ryan’s dazed brain, so that’s her name…

The girl in the mirror was awful.

She had a young, baby face with round cheeks and startled blue eyes that seemed to fill her whole face. Her lips were pink and pouty, her cheeks dusted with blusher. She had a tiny little button for a nose, and a startled, innocent expression that made you almost desperate to corrupt her.

She was pretty. No, she was beautiful. Gorgeous. With her long blond hair, large breasts and willowy frame, she looked like someone you might see in a magazine. An actress or glamor model.

And the worst part was, she was him.

“No…” Ryan whimpered, helplessly, watching in despair as the girl moved her lips in time with him, “no, no, no… please…”

From the corner of one of his big, doe-like new eyes, he saw Charlie shrug.

“You’d better get used to it. That’s your face now.”

She gave a dark chuckle.

“Besides. I thought you liked bimbos?”

In response, Ryan simply shook his head, trying to convince himself it was all a trick, that it couldn’t be true.

There was no way the beautiful girl staring out at him could be him. No way!

Then he stuck his tongue out and the girl did likewise. In panic, he raised one hand to his mouth, and saw the cute bimbo cover her bud-like lips in shock with one dainty, pale white hand.

There could no longer be any doubting it.

She was him. He was her.

Charlie had used her magic to turn Ryan into a beautiful schoolgirl.


II

For a long, long moment the two girls stood in silence, Ryan staring into the mirror with a look of horror on his pretty face, Charlie watching him with a smirk on hers.

Then, finally, Ryan let out a long, loud moan.

“Oh God!” He screamed in his dumb, Valley Girl accent, “Oh fuck, no! You can’t. You can’t turn me into a-!”

“Into a what?” Asked Charlie, still grinning away.

“Into a hot piece of ass!”

It was horrible! The girl in the mirror had exactly the sort of body and face combo that Ryan would go out of his way to tap, the sort of girl he’d chat up at prom then try to feel up in the back of Chester’s car.

Even now, even when he was her, he couldn’t stop his male mind from thinking an endless stream of dirty, sexist thoughts about her.

Look at those lips, his mind darkly whispered, perfect for giving a blowjob… Oh man, those fuckin’ titties. I’d love to cum on them… Man, that ass would be perfect for fucking. Maybe I could get her to do anal…?

With a cry, Ryan threw the mirror away, burying his beautiful new face in his tiny hands. Dimly, he heard the sound of glass shattering as the mirror impacted the floor.

“Hey, douchebag, that was my mirror!”

But Ryan didn’t care. Didn’t care about anything except blocking out the world and trying to pretend this nightmare wasn’t happening.

I can’t be thinking that about myself! He sobbed. I just can’t! It must be a dream… I’m still a bro really!

Deep down, though, he knew it wasn’t true. Even with his face buried in his hands, he could still feel the cool air around his bare legs from where his dress was too short. Still feel his big boobies, rising and falling in time with his breathing, snuggled safely in their bra.

Still feel the forlorn little hole between his legs, waiting to be filled.

“That’s seven years’ bad luck, you know, asshole?”

“So fucking what?!” Ryan screamed, not pulling his hands away from his face. “You’ve already turned me into a fucking girl, you-you witch! What else could go wrong?”

There was a pause, then footsteps. Seconds later, Ryan felt two cold hands gently grasp his wrists.

“OK, come on Rachel, cool it, OK?”

“That’s not my name,” Ryan sniffed, but he didn’t fight. Slowly, he allowed Charlie to lower his hands away from his face, realizing as she did so that she was probably now slightly stronger than he was.

“Calm down, huh?” Charlie was saying, “I know you just got a massive estrogen dose, but really? Screaming and crying is not a good look.”

“Like I care,” Ryan scowled at her, slightly-shocked to notice he really was crying, dainty little girl-tears running down his cheeks, smearing his makeup.

“Yeah, well,” Charlie replied, “You’re not the one who wasted some of her magic doing your makeup, only to see it all go panda eyes.”

When Ryan simply blinked at her she sighed.

“Your mascara, dumdum. Tears.” She mimed weeping. “It’s running.”

“Oh.” Ryan sniffed. “Right.”

He took a tissue Charlie offered him and dabbed at his eyes, slightly embarrassed at how little he knew about being a girl.

“Look,” Charlie said when he’d stopped crying, “I wasn’t gonna say this since you were such a douche earlier, but…”

She hesitated, then saw Ryan’s pathetically-eager face, desperately hoping for some good news, and sighed.

“The spell isn’t permanent,” she muttered, looking down at her feet. “There’s no way my coven would let me transform someone without their consent for longer than a day or two, just to teach them a lesson.”

Her voice suddenly hardened.

“And you sure needed a lesson after what you did to Jack earlier.”

Ryan couldn’t believe his ears. It was like he’d been drowning and someone had just thrown him a lifesaver.

“I did!” He said, eagerly clasping Charlie’s hands in his slender ones, trying to ignore the way his breasts nearly fell out his top as he bent forwards, “and I’ve learned it, trust me! I-I…”

He shook his hesitations away. He had to say this.

“I was a dick by the lockers,” the words sounded strange in his Valley Girl accent, but he plowed on, “I shouldn’t have done it. But look!”

He gestured his new body, with all its horrible curves and soft bits.

“I’ve learned my lesson! I’ve been humiliated, too. If-if you turn me back now, I promise I’ll never be a douche to Jack, ever again!”

An idea came into his mind.

“I’ll even help him find a date for tonight! Tyson’s sister Ceri…”

“Bullshit.” Charlie snorted. “Even if you really mean that, there’s no way any girl will want to go with Jack after seeing that video of him getting wedgied.”

Ryan shrugged helplessly. There wasn’t a lot he could do about that!

“So here’s the deal.” Charlie folded her arms, giving Ryan a hard look. “Part one of my plan was to humiliate you like you humiliated Jack. I’ve already done that. But part two…”

Her voice dropped to a whisper.

“Was to get him a date.”

Ryan clasped his hands together, pleadingly.

“I already said I’ll try,” he squeaked. “Like, maybe I can ask those junior chicks to do me a favor, or…”

“I had something easier in mind,” Charlie said. “Did you think to wonder why I turned you into a total hottie? It would’ve been just as easy to turn you into a nerdy, bullied girl, y’know?”

Ryan hesitated. Now that he thought about it, it didn’t seem to make much sense.

“I did it,” Charlie went on, “because I wanted to make Jack feel good about himself. He’s basically the only guy here who doesn’t give me shit for looking like a lesbian, so I want his prom to be awesome. That means finding him a date who isn’t me and isn’t troll-faced, and isn’t just there to do some douche jock a favor. In other words…”

Her eyes twinkled.

“Someone like you, Rachel.”

“What?!” Ryan yelped, jumping backwards as if stung by a wasp, “you want me to go to the prom with Jack? You gotta be kidding me! That’s, like, so gross!”

Charlie gave him a smile that was cold and lifeless.

“Maybe, but that’s the deal. You go to the prom with Jack, let him hold your hand, let him dance with you, and pretend like you’re into him, and I’ll turn you back.”

Her brow darkened.

“On the other hand, you refuse and I’ll make the spell permanent and you’ll be stuck as that hot piece of ass forever.”

Ryan’s eyes went wide.

“B-but you said,” he stammered in a deathly whisper, “that your coven…”

Charlie shrugged.

“They’ll punish me,” she said, “they’ll probably take away my powers and wipe my witch-life from my memory. It’ll suck balls. But…”

Her lip curled contemptuously.

“They’ll also be unable to turn you back. I used up an insane amount of magic on your transformation, more than they’ll be willing to put in to turn you back into your usual, douchebag self. I might suffer for it, but you…”

Her smile had taken on a demonic leer now.

“You will be stuck as bimbo airhead Rachel forever.”

The silence that followed was broken only by the pounding of Ryan’s heart in his generous new chest.

“You-you mean I’d be a girl for the rest of my life?” He whimpered.

Charlie nodded.

“Yup. You’d go to college as a coed, join a sorority, find yourself a boyfriend, get married, get pregnant, have kids, and so-on until one day you’re a grandma who can’t even remember what it’s like to be male.”

She let the words sink in.

“On the other hand…”

“OK, like, I get it,” Ryan snapped, angrily. “Lemme think.”

He frowned for a second, concentrating. In his new body, it seemed harder to form thoughts and ideas. Like swimming through fog.

“OK…” he said at last in his high-pitched, Southern Californian accent, “so, all I gotta do is take Jack to the prom, right? I don’t have to… kiss him or anything, right?”

Charlie gave him a casual shrug.

“Not really. Maybe a quick peck to make him smile...”

“But no tongues, right?” Ryan squeaked. “I won’t do it if there’s gonna be homo stuff!”

Charlie rolled her eyes.

“Sure, OK, no ‘homo stuff’. But,” she added, her voice hard, “you gotta act like you’re into him, OK? He has to finish the night thinking he’s had a wonderful time with a hot girl who thinks he’s amazing and wants to get in his pants one day, got that? I’ll call him at midnight, and if he’s not happy then bam. Deal’s off.”

Ryan gave a jerky little nod. It looked like he was gonna have to put the effort in.

Be Jack’s date? His mind whirled with horror, there’s no way I can pretend to like him. What if he holds my hand? What if he grabs my ass?

But it looked like he didn’t have any choice.

“Lucky for you,” Charlie was saying, “I’ve given you a bit of help with all this ‘homo stuff’.”

Ryan frowned.

“Help how?”

Charlie smiled.

“Well, not intentionally. Y’see, the thing with this particular spell is it doesn’t just alter the body. It gives the mind a bit of a… twist, too.”

“How’d you mean?” Ryan asked, irritated.

In response, Charlie giggled.

“I’m gonna ask you a question, OK? And I want you to answer instantly, no time to think, got that?”

Ryan sighed and nodded. What dumb game were they up to now?

Secretly, though, he was glad of anything that would give him more time to prepare for the nightmare tonight.

“Ready? OK, remember, instant answer.” Charlie paused, then said quickly, “do you wanna have sex with Katie?”

“Shut up!” Ryan automatically responded. “No way! I’m not a dy-!”

The words died on his lips. He looked incredulously at Charlie. She grinned.

“So, the spell makes you think like the person you’ve been turned into, too. And Rachel here…” Charlie’s smile grew wider, “let’s just say, I don’t think she’s lesbian material, right?”

No.. it couldn’t be true. There was no way he, Ryan, probably the straightest guy in school, could suddenly be into… well.

Into dudes.

No, he refused to believe it.

“You’re full of shit,” he said in his high-pitched voice. “I’m no homo!”

“Precisely,” Charlie laughed. “You’re 100 percent straight. Shame for you in your new body that means you’re exclusively attracted to men.”

Ryan gave a little whimper.

It was nuts. There was no way he could be attracted to guys. No way!

He closed his eyes and tried to picture Katie, as she’d looked while he felt her up at that party. The way she’d closed her eyes and softly moaned. The little gasps coming out her mouth as he slipped his fingers deeper into pussy…

He had to stop. At the thought of Katie, writhing and moaning to his touch, Ryan had felt a faint sensation of nausea rise up in him.

Gross. He found himself thinking, I don’t wanna touch pussy!

Wait. Did that then mean that he wanted to touch…?

Ryan didn’t let the thought finish. He opened his eyes.

“OK, so maybe it worked a little bit,” he confessed, “whatever. I’m still into girls, OK? But even if I wasn’t, I don’t see how…”

“Jack’s not bad looking,” Charlie replied. “In fact, I think he’s kinda cute. This whole thing might be easier for you if you think he is too.”

She smiled again.

“Who knows? You might even find you really are into him by the end of the evening.”

At the sight of Ryan’s thunderstruck expression she burst out laughing again.

“OK, OK, maybe not. The point is…” she sighed, “just try and enjoy yourself, Rach. Have some fun, give Jack a good night out and I’ll turn you back. Deal?”

Reluctantly, Ryan nodded.

“Fine, whatevs. Deal.” He scowled at Charlie. “I’m not gonna enjoy myself, though!”

“You don’t have to,” Charlie replied. “You could have the worst night of your life and I wouldn’t give a flying fuck. The point is to make Jack happy, OK?”

“OK,” Ryan muttered.

Then he looked down at his new body again and a feeling of hopelessness rose up in him.

“But, like, how am I supposed to deal with looking like this all day? It’s aaaages till the prom, you can’t just leave me like this!”

“Not my problem,” Charlie said, flatly. “Find a way to entertain yourself. Just make sure you’re there in time to meet Jack at 7, OK?”

She looked at her watch.

“Anyway, I’ve gotta get to class. Have fun, Rach, and remember: if Jack’s not happy when I call him tonight, the deal’s off!”

“You’re going?” Ryan’s pretty mouth dropped open. “B-but you can’t just leave me here! What if I need something? I-I don’t even know how to pee in this body!”

But it was all too late. No sooner had Charlie finished checking her watch than she’d muttered something under her breath, there’d been a gust of wind, and she’d vanished.

For a long time, Ryan simply stood there, staring at the spot where Charlie had been, trying to wrap his head around everything that had happened.

He was a girl now. A sexy girl.

Worse than that. He was a sexy straight girl, all dressed up for prom, with nothing to do until her date arrived.

My date…

It seemed like a horrible dream. The idea that he’d have to go to the prom with Jack. That he’d have to hold his hand and laugh at his jokes. That he’d have to press his body up close to his during the slow dance, shyly glancing up into Jack’s deep, brown eyes.

That he’d have to tilt his head back, part his lips, and let Jack kiss him in the middle of the dancefloor. That he’d have to nibble on his tongue and clutch tight to him, feeling his erection pressing against his new, womanly belly.

That he’d have to slip out back with him, climb into the back of someone’s car, and lie there in the dark as Jack slipped him out his pink panties…

With a start, Ryan realized he was standing there with his eyes closed, a small smile on his beautiful new features and a warm feeling inside him that he couldn’t explain.

Fucking magic… he thought as he shook his head, yuck! There’s no way I could be into someone like Jack!

He gave a sigh and miserably crossed his arms over his vast new breasts, shivering slightly. How had he not noticed how cold it was down here beforehand?

Five hours to the prom. What the hell am I gonna do?

Then, suddenly, his big, blue eyes went wide. A grin crossed his pretty face.

Slowly, Ryan looked down at his new, female body. At his boobs. At his long, slender legs. At his pussy, hidden away beneath his tutu.

And he began to laugh.

It was a low laugh, a faint giggle that sounded ridiculous coming from his lips; but Ryan barely noticed.

He’d just had an excellent idea.

So I’m trapped as a girl, huh? He thought to himself, in that case, maybe I’d better make the most of it…

With determined movements he suddenly turned and walked back towards the stairs, back towards school, back towards life.

So maybe I’ve gotta take dickface to the prom tonight, he thought as he tottered forward on his heels, trying to ignore the way his bum bounced and curved with each step, the way his big breasts wobbled in his bra, but that doesn’t mean I can’t have some fun beforehand.

A smile lit up his soft, round face, cold and predatory.

That witch Charlie didn’t know it, but she’d just made one of Ryan’s dirtiest dreams come true.

*

The locker room was quiet as Ryan slipped inside. Empty. He put his hands on his wide new hips, glanced around and smiled.

Ever since he was old enough to understand what sex was, Ryan had fantasized about being able to get inside the girl’s locker room and watch the cheerleaders undress.

True, in his fantasies he was usually still male, and simply hiding away somewhere, but why look a gift horse in the mouth, right?

Casually, Ryan made his way over to one corner and slipped out his pink skirt. Then he grasped the hem of his top and pulled it off over his head, mussing up his beautifully done hair.

If he was right, it was currently around half-past. That meant the cheerleader squad would be coming back to get changed any minute now.

Any minute now, this small, antiseptic room would be filled with soft and pink female flesh, as girls slipped out their panties, unhooked their bras and climbed into the showers. Dozens of them, all with their legs and butts and titties out on display.

And Ryan would be right there among them, casually showering his curvy new body while the dumb bitches chatted away, unaware that there was a boy in their midst.

Stupid Charlie, Ryan smirked to himself as he unhooked his big, pink bra, bet she didn’t realize she’d be doing me a favor.

He looked down at his topless body, at the two big breasts protruding from his chest, their nipples pink and long.

It was fucked up, of course, that he, Ryan, was stuck with a pair of bitch tits. Humiliating.

But, if there was nothing he could do about it…

…well, let’s just say it wasn’t often a guy had a big, ripe pair of Double-Ds he could do anything he liked to.

It was still a few minutes until the other girls were due. After a quick glance around to make sure no-one was coming, Ryan hesitantly raised his dainty new hands, and grasped his titties in his palms.

The feeling in his chest was weird, unlike anything Ryan had ever felt. As he cupped his boobs and gently kneaded the flesh, it struck him that no-one had ever really touched his chest before. All his past girlfriends had seemed more interested in his biceps or shoulders or legs. And, even if they’d been into chests, Ryan doubted they would’ve touched him like this.

But there was something kinda… nice about it, too. Comforting. As he stood there, squeezing and groping his own fantastic breasts, Ryan began to feel a faint stirring in his crotch. A kind of warmth that seemed to radiate out across his body.

Whoa, that feels good… he thought, still looking down at the titties he was playing with, as if hypnotized by them. No wonder girls are into having their chests touched…

As he kneaded away, letting the warmth wash over him, he became aware of another thought, bubbling away just below the surface of his mind. An alien thought. A female thought.

If only I had a handsome man to touch these puppies…

Ryan violently shook his head, trying to dislodge the thought.

It was the magic, of course, trying to force him to play the part of a straight girl. Well, too bad. Ryan wasn’t no homo. So long as he concentrated, he’d be able to keep these weird thoughts at bay.

C’mon, bro, he thought, closing his eyes, we’ve got a juicy pair of tits to play with. Pretend they’re someone else’s!

So he stood there, thinking about Katie A, trying to ignore the warmth in his chest and focus on the sensation in his hands. Trying to pretend he was still a dude, feeling up Katie’s rack at some party or other.

For a moment, he thought he had it. He could clearly see Katie in his mind’s eye, her lips hanging wordlessly open as he played with her titties.

But then the image lost focus and faded, and suddenly Ryan was imagining himself, stood helplessly in the corner at a party, letting some big, handsome man play with his breasts, trying not to gasp as he tweaked his new nipples with his fat fingers, trying not to let him know that his pussy was dripping wet…

With a scowl Ryan opened his eyes.

His breasts were slightly swollen, warmer than they had been, the blood rushing to the surface. His nipples were now long and hard and pointy, like a pair of pink bullets.

Even if he’d never been with a girl before, Ryan would’ve known that his new body was feeling extremely turned on.

Jesus fuck… Just the thought of guys is giving me a chick-boner, he thought, unhappily.

The damn magic. This wasn’t what he had in mind.

With a feeling of astonishment he realized that he might wind up showering with the cheerleaders… and taking no notice of their slammin’ bods whatsoever.

And what could be more emasculating than surrounding a guy with naked, female flesh, and magically-altering his mind so he couldn’t get excited by it even if he tired?

Maybe this was a bad idea…

Ryan reluctantly let go of his breasts, ashamed and quietly angry.

So Charlie had predicted his reaction to a forced gender-swap. In that case, there didn’t seem to be much point in sticking around.

With a sigh, Ryan picked up his pink bra again, so lost in his own thoughts that he almost didn’t hear the footsteps, echoing down the hallway.

Here they come, he thought, miserably, a bunch of hot cheerleaders about to get their kit off, and I’m not even gonna stick around to see it.

Feeling worse than he had in ages, Ryan scooped up his prom clothes, turned…

…and then he heard the voice and froze.

It was deep. Powerful. A masculine voice, filled with bass that wormed its way into his gut and made him shiver.

It was familiar. Undeniably male.

And it was coming his way.

Oh shit, oh God, oh no…

With a sense of panic, Ryan glanced around, taking in the body-length lockers, the football jerseys, the jock-straps dangling from the pegs.

How could I have been so fucking dumb?

He’d been so wrapped up in his plan and on slipping through the corridors unnoticed in his prom dress that he’d just let his feet automatically take him to the locker room.

And now here he was. In the men’s locker room.

And there were guys heading his way.

“Oh, dude, did you see Barbie earlier at tryouts? Man, the rack on her…”

At the sound of the approaching voice, Ryan gave out a terrified little squeak. He looked down in horror at his nearly-naked body, clad only in a pair of tiny pink panties and felt like screaming.

He couldn’t be discovered looking like this! The guys on their way sounded like jocks, and Ryan knew just how they’d react to a beautiful, topless girl in their locker room.

He knew, because that’s exactly how he would’ve reacted, too.

Why did I have to take my clothes off? He thought, furious at himself, fuck, why did I have to be such a stupid dickwad?

The voices were getting closer. There was no time even to slip into his bra now. Any second now, those guys were gonna come round the corner and…

Then a lightbulb went off over Ryan’s pretty little head. With lightning-fast movements, he pulled open the door of the nearest locker, slipped inside and shut the door just as the guys came walking in.

It was cramped in the locker. Smelly. Even in his short new body, Ryan was forced to stand at an odd angle to fit inside.

Trying not to breathe, horribly aware of his big, ripe breasts still dangling free, he peered through the horizontal slats at the room outside.

There were three guys moving around out there. From his awkward position, Ryan couldn’t quite make out their faces.

“…heard she loves sucking dick. Chad swears he went down on her…”

“That’s nothin’. Matt says she does anal.”

“Seriously? Oh man… if I could fuck an ass like that I’d die a happy man…”

The voices were strangely familiar. Crouched in the locker, Ryan wished he could see who was out there.

“Maybe at the prom?” One of them said, pulling his football jersey off, “slip her some punch and bam!”

In the darkness, Ryan felt his pretty little mouth drop open.

He recognized that voice! That was Chester. His bro was out there, getting undressed, totally oblivious to the fact that one of his closest friends was only inches away, trapped inside a girl’s body.

“If I wasn’t taking Katie,” Chester was saying as he undressed, “I’d be all over that.”

The other two guys laughed an agreement, peeling off their shirts. From his vantage point, Ryan could see their muscular chests, their bare, bulging biceps, their broad, naked shoulders…

At the sight of all this powerful, male flesh on display, he felt his mouth go strangely dry.

“I’d get her down like this. Hoo! Yeah!”

The other guys laughed as Chester started jerking his hips, pretending to fuck an invisible Barbie. If he’d been out there, with his bros, Ryan would’ve been laughing, too.

But locked away here in the darkness, the cool air of the locker room caressing his female skin, laughter was the last thing on Ryan’s mind.

There was something about the shape of Chester’s body… about how powerful it was. How-how masculine.

As Chester kept up his stupid charade, Ryan couldn’t help but notice how his biceps bulged, the veins standing out on his thick forearms, like someone had wrapped a cord taut around them.

Look at him… he thought in wonder, he’s so… so…

Well. Manly.

There were howls of laughter. Chester stopped thrusting, turned, and slapped one of the guy’s outstretched hands. Seen through the narrow slits in the locker, the sight of his back sent an odd shiver running through Ryan’s new body.

As a guy, he’d never even thought of backs and shoulders as attractive. Now, though, he could feel his eyes involuntarily tracing a little line over Chester’s shoulders. Admiring how broad they were. How weirdly perfect.

Ryan gently shook his head.

This is ridiculous. That’s Chester out there! Stop thinking about him like a…

Then Chester stretched his arms back, making the taut muscles of his shoulder blades and back bunch and contract, and the thought was washed away as Ryan’s new body began to respond.

He became aware of a faint warmth in his crotch. Of his nipples hardening. His breasts slightly swelling.

Just close your eyes… just close your eyes…

But it was like they’d been taped open. As his shallow breath caught in his throat, Ryan watched in dazed amazement as Chester turned back towards him, his powerful torso rippling, imprinting itself on his newly-female brain.

How did I never notice before? How did I never notice how ripped Chester is?

Almost unaware he was doing it, Ryan gently squeezed his thighs together. The action made the warmth in his pussy increase; a beautiful, lazy warmth that embraced his whole body.

Wait… I can’t be… I’m not gonna…

Am I?

With a feeling like a girl in a dream, Ryan squeezed his thighs tighter, enjoying the feeling of his hairless legs squashing together. Enjoying the feelings its sent flooding through his crotch.

Enjoying the strange, terrifying, wonderful thoughts whirling through his mind.

“Hey, Chester. Hey, bro. Show Dwight your guns.”

Outside the locker, Chester struck a pose, like some Adonis sculpted from the purest marble.

At the sight of his former friend’s biceps, Ryan let out a tiny squeak. Suddenly, the darkness of the locker felt very warm, very oppressive. An insatiable gnawing was starting to take hold deep inside his brain, like an itch that would overwhelm you if you couldn’t scratch it.

Ryan desperately tried to clear his head, but it was like his body was beyond his control now. He was getting turned on. By his friend.

And there was nothing he could do about it.

I thought girls weren’t meant to get like this, he thought, dizzily, the sight of Chester’s strong arms seeing to invade every part of his brain, do they lie about it or something?

This craving he felt right now was stronger than any he’d ever felt as a man. It seemed to light up the edges of his consciousness with a fizzing fire, making rational thought impossible.

Suddenly, Ryan realized what he was about to do.

With slow, careful movements, he felt his dainty hands drop down to his crotch. Felt the rough weave of his pink panties beneath his fingertips.

Like a girl in a trance, he slipped his fingers inside his panties, until his pussy sat in his palm, warm and soft and moist.

A drumbeat seemed to echo around inside Ryan’s skull. Outside his bros were talking again, but it was like their voices were coming from another dimension. In here there was nothing but his muffled breathing, the warm, forgiving darkness, and the hypnotic warmth inside his crotch.

Ryan hesitated, knowing he should stop right now. Knowing he should close his eyes and wait until Chester had left, then get out this locker and go running back to reality.

But he also knew he was too far gone for that now.

Gently, Ryan began to rub the ball of his hand up against his crotch. He did it on instinct, guided by his new body.

For a second, he was surprised that he hadn’t just snuck a finger inside himself – that was what girls liked, wasn’t it? Then the pleasure hit and he didn’t think of anything at all.

Somehow, the gentle, grinding motion was making his pussy thrum with happiness. Waves of warmth washed over his body, prickling at his skin, making Ryan bite down on his bottom lip and his eyes go hazy.

Playing with his pussy like this felt fantastic. Just by squeezing his thighs and rubbing his hand in his crotch, Ryan was feeling hotter than he had in… well, probably ever.

Without any input from his brain, he pressed the bottom of his palm against his clit, hard, his fingers gently moving against his slit. A tiny gasp escaped his pouty lips.

Jesus Christ that feels amazing…

In a daze, Ryan trained his eyes on the slit in the lockers, on the display of male flesh outside.

Deep down, he knew what he was doing was wrong. Knew he was acting like a homo. But it was like he didn’t care.

So long as he was inside this blanket of darkness, feeling this perfect warmth envelop him, it was like he was no longer himself. He was Rachel. Beautiful, ditzy, horny Rachel, a slave to this desperate, hungry feeling inside her.

And Rachel had one thing on her mind.

Look at him, Ryan thought deliriously, look at Chester. That’s what a man should look like…

He squeezed his clit harder, struggling not to moan. Suddenly, a secret part of him kinda wanted Chester to throw open the locker door and take him into his arms. To clutch him against his muscular chest and let Ryan drink in the smell of his sweat…

I bet he’s got a big cock, Ryan suddenly found himself thinking. The thought made his legs go all weak and woozy.

I bet he’s got a great, big cock for me to touch. Oh God… I want it in my hand…

The idea of holding Chester’s cock, of feeling its raw power was strangely appealing. Ryan could imagine himself jerking his friend, delighting in Chester’s soft grunts, delighting in the feeling of holding another man’s dick in his tiny hands.

I’d hold it… Ryan thought, unaware that he’d closed his eyes, unaware that he was now furiously rubbing away at his crotch, then I’d get down on my knees and open my mouth… Oh God… and then-and then…

And then his thoughts gave way to images. Images of Chester, his strong torso on display, his legs dusted with light blond hair, smiling down at Ryan. Of his penis, bobbing before Ryan’s face, as strong and rigid as the rest of him.

Of Chester’s dick, resting on his pouty lips as Ryan smiled up at him, ready to take this handsome stud in his mouth…

Oh God… oh fuck! Here it comes! Here it comes!

Ryan stretched his legs apart slightly, running his finger back and forth over his clit at high speed. His pretty mouth dropped open. His blond hair fell across his face in streaks.

He half-opened his eyes, wanting to get one last look at Chester’s perfect torso…

“FUCK!”

The high-pitched scream was out Ryan’s mouth before he could stop himself. He shrank back inside the locker with a squeal, throwing his hands up, the burning heat in his pussy suddenly forgotten.

A pair of piercing blue eyes were staring through the slit in the door at him, unblinkingly taking in his nearly-naked, female body.

As Ryan shrank back, there was a laugh, then suddenly the locker door was flung open and rough hands were reaching inside, pulling him out into the light.

“Well would you fucking you look at that?!” Chester crowed as he pulled Ryan from his dark comfortable cocoon out into the harsh light of reality. “What’ve we got here?”

To the sound of chuckles, Ryan found himself pushed out into the locker room, his mind and body whirling, his eyes alive with panic.

“Just look at this dirty little bitch.”

It was like waking from a warm and pleasant dream into a screaming nightmare. Ryan squealed and threw his hands over his breasts, then felt a shove between his shoulder blades and suddenly went sprawling on the tiled floor.

He landed on his hands and knees, his heavy breasts dangling. He glanced up and saw a smirking male face and shrank away, crawling backwards against one of the benches.

Ohfuckohfuckohfuckohfuckohfuck…

“Did you guys see that?” Chester stood there, his arms folded over his naked torso, towering over Ryan. “This little slut was spying on us, rubbing herself off while we were changing.”

He leered down at Ryan.

“That’s sexual harassment, you crazy bitch.”

“Sorry!” Ryan squeaked in his girl-voice, cowering away from the three men watching him, wishing he could just disappear, “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to-!”

“She’s pretty hot,” one of the shirtless guys sitting on the bench remarked. He had a square jaw and shaved head. Ryan vaguely thought he might be called Dwight.

“I’ll say,” responded the broad, muscular guy sat beside him. With a start, Ryan recognized him as Tim, a guy he sometimes played football with.

“Hot or not,” Chester said, firmly, “we gotta report this bitch. Perving on us getting dressed… that’s some fucked-up shit.”

“NO!” Ryan shrieked.

If Chester reported him to the Principal, anything could happen. They might try to contact his parents and find out no-such girl existed in their records. They might decide he was a mad girl who’d wandered in of her own accord.

Worst of all, they’d definitely bar him from the prom.

And that would mean he’d be stuck as Rachel – with these horrible thoughts about sucking off dudes – for the rest of his life.

“Please,” Ryan clasped his hands together in a submissive, begging pose, “I-I’m sorry. Just please don’t report it.”

All three of the guys were now looking down at him with identical smirks on their faces. With a sudden pang of humiliation, Ryan realized he’d left his fantastic, Double-D boobs completely exposed.

He snatched his hands back, clasping them over his nipples, a wave of embarrassment washing over him.

“Please,” he whimpered. “I’ll do anything.”

Chester seemed to be mulling something over. Ryan waited, crouched at his feet, feeling more pathetic and female than ever.

I can’t even try to run, he thought, miserably, these guys could hold me down with just one hand if they wanted to.

Fuck! Why did women have to be so… so weak?

At last, Chester turned to the other guys.

“Whaddya think?” He said. “Shall we give the girl a break?”

Although his words were neutral, there was something about his tone that made Ryan start to feel worried all over again. He glanced warily at Tim and Dwight, and saw they were both now grinning from ear to ear.

“Well…” said Dwight, “I wouldn’t wanna screw over such a hot piece of ass.”

Hot piece of ass? Like, who does he think he is? Ryan raged, but outwardly he kept right on smiling hopefully.

“Yeah,” nodded Tim. “Not when she could be put to better use.”

“B-better use?” Ryan stammered, cursing how weak and pathetic his female voice sounded.

Chester shrugged.

“Simple. You’ve got a secret you want us to keep. One that could get a girl like you into a lot of trouble.”

Dwight nodded.

“You don’t wanna be known as a slut all your life,” he said, sagely.

“Exactly,” continued Chester. “So, you want us to keep quiet, you gotta do something for us.”

“What?” Whispered Ryan. He wasn’t at all sure he liked where this was going.

In response, Chester simply smiled. With slow, languid movements, he reached inside his shorts…

…and pulled out the longest, thickest cock Ryan had ever seen.

It was enormous, far bigger than Ryan’s had ever been when he was still a dude. It was at least 7 inches and thick as a club, a bulging vein running down one side of it.

Ryan shook his head in horror, his mouth dangling uselessly open. He looked pleadingly up at the three male faces and saw their eyes were all alive with laughter.

No… he’d fantasized about sucking Chester’s cock just now, that was true. But that didn’t mean he really wanted to be forced into giving his bro a blowjob!

Desperately, Ryan looked up at Chester, his heart hammering in his generous chest, his pussy suddenly no longer warm and wet.

I’ll have to tell him. It’s the only way. Chester’s a good guy, if he knew it was me in here…

“Chester,” he began.

“So you know my name, huh?” Chester smiled. “Lemme guess, you’re some junior I met at a party once or something. And now you can’t keep away from me.”

Ryan was stunned into silence.

Like, seriously, what the fuck is that about? Does he know he’s got an ego like that on him?

He licked his lips. They were dry with fear.

“Chester,” he started again, “Bro. It’s me. It’s-!”

Ryan is what he’d meant to say, but suddenly the words changed in his throat, twisted by the magic.

“It’s Rachel.”

No! Ryan screamed inside himself. No, not now!

He tried again.

“I mean, I’m Rachel!” He squeaked. “We’re buddies, remember? You always…”

But Chester cut him off with an angry wave.

“Shaddup already, Rachel.” He grunted. “Either get sucking or we’re going to the principal right now.”

There was nothing he could do. With a moan, Ryan looked at Chester’s hideous, fat dick, the dick he’d have to put in his mouth any second now.

Then, slowly, he swallowed. Lowered his hands from his breasts. Then he hesitantly started to pick himself up off the floor.

“No. On all fours.”

What?!

Ryan looked to see if Chester was joking, but, of course, he wasn’t. With a growl of despair and suppressed anger, he let himself drop onto all fours. Then he crawled across the locker room floor to his former-bro, trying to ignore the way his boobies dangled, trying to ignore the way his pert, peach-like butt curled with each movement.

In no time at all, he was before his friend. In a daze, he pulled himself into a kneeling position. Chester’s cock bobbed before him, strong and thick and terrifying.

Hopelessly, Ryan shot his bro one last, pleading look.

“Chester…” he whimpered.

Chester shook his head.

“Nu-uh. No talking. Just sucking.”

This was it, there was no way out. With a feeling like a man about to step over a precipice, Ryan jerkily raised his hands, clasped them around Chester’s thick shaft.

With a feeling of nausea, he closed his eyes, parted his pouty lips. Then he leaned forward, trying not to cry, opened his pretty little mouth as wide as it would go…

“Stop right there.”

Ryan’s eyes flew open. He glanced wildly around, aware that Chester, Dwight and Tim were doing the same…

And then he saw him.

He stood at the back of the room, his square-jawed, pale face defiant, his eyes burning with anger under his mop of dark hair.

A phone was clasped in his hand, pointed at them, filming every aspect of their encounter. His free hand was bunched into a fist, its knuckles white.

“OK, Chester,” Jack whispered, his voice quavering but filled with determination, “let’s not take this any further.”

From his position on the floor, Ryan gaped up at Chester, and watched as an incredulous sneer crossed his handsome face.

“You little prick,” Chester laughed. “You think a dickless dweeb like you gets to tell us what to do?”

“I mean it,” replied Jack. Even kneeling several feet away, Ryan could see his hands were trembling with fear.

“Stop this. Now.”

“Or you’ll what?” Chester nodded to Tim and Dwight. “Get this cocksucker outta here.”

The two beefy football players got to their feet, smiled savagely at Jack, started forwards…

“Or I’ll hit share and stick this video on YouTube.”

…and came to a frozen stop. No-one moved.

“I’m serious,” Jack stammered. “This is borderline rape. If you guys don’t leave… don’t leave…”

“Rachel,” grunted Chester. At the sound of his assailant helpfully supplying his new name, Ryan almost burst into hysterical laughter.

“Don’t leave Rachel alone,” Jack continued, “I’ll get everyone involved. It’s not like when your big bro was at school, Chester, when the town covered up for the football star. I’ll tag Anonymous in the video, BLM, feminist activists, Rolling Stone, you name it.”

He held up his phone, thumb ready to swipe and share.

“You’ll be internet-famous before prom even starts. The rest of your life, people are gonna see you as nothing but a meme about assholes and rape culture.”

For a second, Ryan thought Jack had overplayed his hand. He could see Chester tensing his muscles, trying to judge if he could charge across the locker room before Jack could react, getting ready to start punching, and probably not stop until he put Jack in hospital…

Then, suddenly, his shoulders went limp.

“OK, fine,” he muttered, “we’ll go. But if you post that fucking video…”

He pointed at Ryan.

“We’ll tell the police what this bitch was up to before you came in.”

“Just go.” Jack whispered, clearly trying desperately to keep his voice level. “Go now, and that video will never see the light of day.”

“Yeah, whatever, dickface,” Chester sneered.

He nodded to Dwight and Tim.

“Grab your shit guys. We’ve got better stuff to do.”

With slow, menacing movements, the three muscular bros picked up their stuff, pulled on shirts, and sauntered out past Jack, who looked almost sick with fear.

“See you at the prom, dickface,” Chester snarled as he left.

The silence that followed was broken only by the sound of Ryan’s heart, pounding in his generous chest.

What the hell just happened…?

He’d just been saved from sucking dick like a little faggot, from having his bro’s cock in his mouth. And his knight in shining armor was…

“It’s OK, I didn’t really film it,” Jack mumbled, not looking at Ryan. With the others gone, his pretense at being an alpha male had vanished, leaving him looking visibly shaken.

That was, like, so brave… Ryan found himself thinking in wonder. Those guys could’ve killed him if they wanted. But he still stood up to them.

“I’ll, um, leave you to get dressed,” Jack was saying. “You should probably stay away from Chester tonight, though, if you’re going to the prom.”

At the mention of the prom, Ryan jerked back to life. He nodded frantically, then realized Jack wasn’t looking at him and replied loudly.

“The prom? Oh, yeah, totally.”

“Cool.” Jack nodded. “Well, um, let me know if you wanna go talk to the counsellor or something…”

“Counsellor?” Ryan was pulling himself to his feet now, his mind focused solely on his missions. “Nah. Like, I didn’t actually mind that much, y’know? ‘Sides, I’ll have forgotten about it all by tomorrow.”

Not fucking likely. As long as he lived, Ryan knew he’d never forget the time he jerked off over, and then was almost forced to suck off, one of his friends.

He didn’t think he’d ever see Chester in quite the same light again, either.

“OK,” Jack said, doubtfully, “well, so long as you’re OK…”

There was something about the concern Jack was showing for him that made Ryan involuntarily smile.

Look at him… He’s just saved my ass, he obviously cares if I’m OK, and he’s not even sneaking a look at my tits.

For the first time in his life, Ryan was beginning to see why some girls preferred guys who weren’t alpha males.

“Right,” sighed Jack. “In that case… I, uh, I better go, I guess.”

He went to leave.

“Hey.”

He stopped, still not looking at Ryan, standing there with his breasts dangling free.

“Are…” Ryan swallowed. “I mean, what about you. Are you going to the prom?”

He could tell Jack thought it was a weird-ass question, considering the circumstances. Nonetheless, he replied matter-of-factly.

“I was going to, yeah, but…” he shrugged his slender shoulders, “well, no date. Thought it might be a bit depressing. So no. I guess not.”

In that moment, Ryan saw exactly what he had to do. A smile crept across his face, a smile that was strangely genuine.

“Hey, I gotta question. Turn around.”

For a moment, Jack didn’t move. Then he slowly turned, keeping his eyes fixed on Ryan’s face with a visible effort that made Ryan giggle.

Jeez, that’s so cute! It’s not like I’d even mind him staring at my tits anyway. Who could blame him with puppies like these?

Confidence was flooding back into Ryan’s body, but not the powerful, aggressive, cocky confidence he’d known as a man. This was… different. Sly. Feminine.

Sexy.

He leaned casually against a locker, feeling his body naturally curve. He crossed his arms over his breasts and looked at Jack with a twinkle in his eye.

“Wanna go to the prom with me?”

There was silence, a crushing silence filled with disbelief; disbelief from Jack that a girl as smokin’ hot as Ryan now was would ask him to the prom.

I’ve really fucked him up over the years, Ryan thought uneasily, he’s so scared, awkward. He’s not even bad looking…

At last, Jack slowly nodded.

“Great!” Ryan was surprised to hear how genuinely pleased he sounded. “In that case, meet out front at 6?”

“Uh, sure.”

There was another long pause, as if Jack thought he might be dreaming and would wake up soon.

Then he shook his head and gave Ryan a big, open smile. With a little start, Ryan felt a tiny shiver run through his new body.

Wow. He actually is kinda cute. If only he’d smile more…

“Cool,” Jack said. “See you at 6.”

Then he gave one last, dazed smile and vanished from the locker room.

For a long time afterwards, Ryan simply stood there, his head spinning from the speed of the day’s events.

Here he was, trapped inside the body of a stunning girl, his pussy still damp from where he’d rubbed himself off over his former-bro’s muscular torso, recently saved from having to suck off a dude, and now with a date arranged with his awkward savior.

And, on top of that, he was stood almost completely naked in the boy’s locker room.

It’s been a weird day alright… Ryan thought to himself, the sooner it’s over, the better.

But, even as he bent down, picked up his pink bra and started trying to wrestle his large breasts into its cups, he knew that wasn’t how he really felt.

In fact, a strangely large part of him was now looking forward to the prom more than he had ever looked forward to anything.


III

The night of the prom came at last. Only a couple of hours after school had closed, the building was alive again with the flow of chatting, happy, smiling teenagers.

There were boys in tuxes, the muscular ones with the seams of their jackets bulging, the nerdier ones looking small and almost lost inside them. There were girls in flowing dresses, with sculpted hair and terrific smiles, their feet encased in spectacular shoes.

There were kids laughing. Kids whooping. A couple of kids crying. A couple more furtively sipping illicit booze.

And, in the middle of it all, was Ryan.

He walked through the crowds approaching the school entrance, a small, mysterious smile on his beautiful face.

Everywhere he went, other kids turned to look at him. The boys with expressions of hopeful or hopeless desire, the girls with a kind of confused and defensive jealously, as if they were wondering why haven’t I seen her before?

Well, there was no doubt about it, after tonight, no-one would ever forget Rachel.

Not when she looked like this.

Ryan gave a muscular jock a coquettish smile as he walked slowly past, enjoying the way the big meathead turned and watched Ryan’s cute little butt wiggling under his dress. He saw one of guys playing in the band and shot him a tiny wink, secretly loving how his eyes rested cockily on his large cleavage as he passed.

Dude, you’re getting a bit too into this…

Yet Ryan couldn’t help himself. For the first time in his life, he knew he was beautiful. More than that. He was sexy.

And, to his shock, he was starting to realize that he enjoyed it.

As a loud, muscular guy, he was used to people paying attention when he entered a room. But this was something else.

It was like someone had thrown a spotlight on him. Like he was a celebrity. The way the other kids looked at him gave him a confidence that was so much better than his insecure jock-confidence had ever been.

He was the prettiest girl here, and he knew it. Even Katie A paled beside his new body.

And he had eyes for one man only.

As he approached the entrance, Ryan checked his watch. 6:30. He was late. Still, this was the sort of shit girls did, right? You had to be prepared for a bit of jerking around.

‘Sides, he thought to himself, it’s not like I haven’t earned myself a little leeway.

After getting back into his underwear, he’d managed to dart across the corridor into the girl’s locker room and snatch a spare cheerleader outfit. Then, his body clad in a tight top and tiny little skirt, Ryan had spent the rest of the afternoon idly letting time pass in the library, trying to ignore the guys who deliberately sat down opposite him, clearly after a last-minute date.

He’d felt a little silly, posing as a cheerleader – and with his hair still all done up in prom mode – but what else had he been meant to do? Hang around in the basement till 6?

Finally, when the school closed down, he’d changed back into his prom dress and slipped off to the playing fields to watch the sunset and wait for his date to roll round.

As he sat there, a beautiful girl bathed in the orange glow of early evening, he’d realized he was genuinely looking forward to prom.

Must be the magic, he’d thought, idly playing with a piece of grass, it’s making you feel some weird shit for sure.

Yet he couldn’t help himself. Magic or no magic, he really was looking forward to prom.

And now here he was, all dolled-up, his heart fluttering in his generous chest as he slowly made his way towards what was bound to be the weirdest night of his life.

“Uh, hey.”

Lost in his thoughts, Ryan had barely noticed Jack stood before him, a nervous smile on his handsome face. All fidgety like this, Ryan couldn’t help but notice his body thought Jack was kinda adorable.

“I, um, I thought maybe you weren’t coming,” Jack said, bashfully running one hand through his messy, dark hair.

Oh my God, Ryan marveled, he’s so awkward!

As a guy, Jack’s awkwardness would’ve made him want to yell something, see if he could make him even more nervous.

As a girl, though, he found it cute. With a smile, he stood up on tiptoes and gave Jack a quick peck on the cheek.

“And miss a date with my knight in shining armor?” He said in his soft voice. “Nu-uh!”

Then Jack was smiling dazedly at him and saying something, and next thing Ryan knew they were walking through the door, arm in arm, looking like a proper, grown-up couple.

Here we go, Ryan steeled himself, we’ll show this bozo the best night of his life then get back to being our old self.

But there was another feeling, too, under the obligations Charlie had forced on him by magic.

After their moment in the locker room, Ryan really did want to give Jack the best night of his life.

Maybe I’ll give him a kiss during the slow dance, Ryan thought as Jack prattled away. That wouldn’t be too homo… just a nice, long kiss so he can say he got some off a total hottie. He kinda deserves it. Just lips. No tongues.

Well, maybe with tongues, he corrected himself. Yeah, definitely with tongues.

“Hey, can I ask you something?” Ryan suddenly piped up, cutting Jack’s nervous chatter off. “What’s consanguineous mean?”

“It, uh, it means ‘related by blood’.” Jack frowned. “Why?”

“I just heard it somewhere,” Ryan half-lied, “and you seemed like a total intellectual, y’know?”

Related by blood… Hey! Did he secretly call me a motherfucker earlier?!

He brushed the thought from his mind. After all, he wasn’t technically him anymore.

Then they stepped into the hall and he no longer even cared.

The gym hall had been done up something spectacular. The theme was 1920s, and the school had gone all out.

The stage was like something from the Great Gatsby, with billowing curtains, a jazz band, and a huge Art Deco typeface announcing their school’s name and graduating class.

Faked-up chandeliers hung from the ceiling. A homemade speakeasy was operating out one corner, pretending to hawk illicit alcohol. Someone had even smuggled in an Al Capone Chicago mob car that people were having Bonnie and Clyde style pictures taken with.

It was ridiculous. It was overblown.

And it was perfect.

“Oh my Gawd!” Ryan heard himself squeal. He jumped up and down, clapping his hands.

“This is so awesome!”

A couple of the other girls looked at him like he was a freak, but Ryan didn’t care. For some reason, his body wanted to act like a ridiculous, uber-girly girl. And at this stage he was willing to let it.

With a sudden feeling of abandonment he turned to Jack, determined to be Rachel, just for this one night, and enjoy it.

“Let’s go get our picture’s done!” He said, breathlessly, amused to see how taken aback Jack was.

“Sure thing,” he said, awkwardly. Then he shook his head and smiled, a strangely handsome smile that seemed to make his whole face take on a mysterious confidence.

“What?”

“Nothing, it’s just…” he shrugged, “I’ve never met a girl quite so, y’know, unique as you.”

Ryan mockingly raised his pencil-thin eyebrows.

“Unique? That’s good, right?”

Jack laughed, a small, self-deprecating laugh that made Ryan’s insides feel strangely warm.

“Very,” he replied. “Come on, let’s have our photo done.”

He held out his hand, obviously expecting Ryan to take it.

For a split second, Ryan hesitated. They’d walked arm-in-arm just now, but taking a dude’s hand, especially if that dude was Jack…

Well, that’d be total homo, right?

The feeling passed. With a smile, Ryan fluttered his eyelashes at Jack from under his bangs, reached out and clasped his hand tight. He was slightly-shocked to see how Jack’s masculine fingers dwarfed his elegant, slender, girly ones, how his male hand just seemed to swallow his female one whole.

Shocked, too, to feel how tight Jack’s grasp was. How… well, masculine.

It was like he could suddenly see something that had been hidden all this time. Girls didn’t need guys to be total muscle to feel small and feminine next to them.

They just needed them to be, well, gentlemen.

“Hey, you know something?” He asked as they made their way across the dancefloor together, holding hands like a couple.

“What?”

Ryan squeezed Jack’s hand and twinkled his eyes at him.

“I’m glad I met you, Jack.”

*

The stars shone brightly above the sports field, thrumming with a distant energy Ryan was sure he could almost hear. The night was crisp, unexpectedly cool.

Ryan sighed and pulled Jack’s dinner jacket tighter around his tiny frame, luxuriating in its warmth, in its smell.

It had been one hell of a night.

After they’d gone and got their pictures done, posing together like the cheesiest prom date ever, the rest of the evening had passed into a blur.

Dimly, Ryan could remember laughing at some weird joke Jack had told him, raising his slender fingers to his lips and giggling uncontrollably, helpless to stop the silly girl giggles escaping his pretty mouth, but not caring.

Hey, he remembered thinking as Jack slipped one hand around his waist, gently guiding him across the floor, he’s really funny… Funny, and smart, and, yeah, kinda cute.

Why didn’t I ever see this before?

Dimly, he’d been aware that the magic and the estrogen flooding his new brain were taking affect, changing what he felt, making him act like he was into Jack.

He was also aware that he could always later say that he was simply keeping up his side of Charlie’s bargain.

But there was something else, too. Ever since Jack had put his ass on the line to save Ryan back in the locker room…

Well, he’d seen his former victim through entirely new eyes.

At one point, Ryan had slipped away to the girl’s bathroom. Getting out his outfit just so he could have a pee had been a total ballache, and peeing sitting down had been weird as fuck.

As he stood before the mirror, adjusting his hair and checking his makeup like it was the most-natural thing in the world, the door opened and Katie A walked in, a fed-up look on her beautiful face.

“Hey,” she’d said, giving Ryan a disinterested glance.

For a second, Ryan had stood stock still, frozen by the weirdness of the situation. Worried that Katie would somehow realize that the strange girl she was stood next to was the same person who’d fingerbanged her at that party all those eons ago.

Then the feeling had passed, and the Rachel part of his brain had taken over.

“Hey, Katie, isn’t it. God, I love your dress.”

Katie had glanced down at the tiny flapper-style black cocktail dress encasing her elegant body and shrugged.

“Oh, thanks, I got it off eBay. Some second hand deal.” Her eyes flitted over Ryan’s new body. “Hey, awesome shoes. Those heels are sick.”

Deep within his brain, Ryan had been aware that they were talking like girls. That his male brain would have never had a hope in hell of dealing with this weird web of mutual compliments.

But his female mind seemed to handle it with ease, leaving his male side quietly agog at this side of Katie he’d never personally experienced before.

“You’re here with Jack, aren’t you?” Katie was saying. “You from outta town or something?”

“Uh-hu,” Ryan thought it was just easier to lie. “I’m just here for the week. Jack invited me to the prom, so I thought, why not?”

“Oh, cool.” There was something in Katie’s eyes, something that the girly part of Ryan’s brain picked up on that made him press on.

“Who’s your date?” He’d asked, dimly aware that this was the first time he’d ever spoken to Katie without mentally undressing her.

She’s beautiful, the female part of his brain had acknowledged, but it hadn’t been with desire.

It had been with a kind of strange jealousy, mixed with weird admiration.

“Oh, you know Chester,” Katie had said wearily. When Ryan had nodded, she’d rolled her eyes.

“Course you do. Everybody does.” Then, with a sudden exasperation, “how come all guys ever wanna do is finger stuff?”

“Maybe it’s the guys you’re seeing?” Ryan’s high-pitched voice had sounded like it was coming from very far away.

“Maybe,” Katie had sighed, looking at herself in the mirror. She’d turned to Ryan, who’d realized with a start that she was now taller than he was.

“His friends are even worse. There’s this one guy, Ryan, I swear to God he thinks he’s the hottest guy on Earth…”

She’d scowled and shook her head.

“You got the right idea, going with Jack. At least he’s not gonna spend all night pestering to touch your bush.”

After that, Ryan had quickly made his excuses and left, his mind whirling in a way he wasn’t at all sure he liked.

As he made his way back to the dancefloor, he’d passed a group of his old buddies, crowded round the fake speakeasy, whooping and hollering at something.

When he slipped out the door to the ladies, the whole group had turned and openly leered at his tits, his ass, his long, slender legs.

“…check out the rack on her…” he heard someone whisper.

In the middle of the crowd, he’d caught a glimpse of Chester, looking at him with desire mixed with utter contempt.

“She’s a slut,” Ryan heard his old bro whisper loudly as he passed, making his face flush red with embarrassment, “I heard she went into the locker room naked, literally begging for dick.”

“And now she’s going with dickface. She’d have to be a total whore to fuck that freak.”

Then Ryan was past them, and all he could hear were grunting laughs as the boys all pictured his nubile body, stripped of clothes and moaning loudly.

Those fucking assholes! He’d thought, furious, but powerless to do anything about it, Chester’s date’s just in the next room… creeps!

Under the surface, there’d been another thought.

Was I like that? Would that have been me, if I hadn’t met Charlie?

Jack had been waiting for him. He’d smiled as Ryan approached, unaware of the anger coursing through his veins.

“Hey. You were gone a while…”

He’d frowned.

“Something up?”

“No,” Ryan had shaken his pretty head, defiantly. “I’m cool.”

And Jack had glanced over at the crowd of bros in the corner and given a wry smile.

“Fed up with the Beavis and Butthead tribute act?”

Ryan had hesitated. Then nodded, biting his lower lip.

And Jack had smiled at him, a warm, genuine smile. He’d held out his hand.

“C’mon. Let’s show them how much we care about their bullshit.”

And he’d taken Ryan’s hand, and led him onto the dancefloor, and next thing Ryan had known they were dancing. Dancing in front of all their classmates, his willowy, female body pressed up against Jack’s tall, slender one, dancing beneath the spotlights where the bullies’ endless jibs could never hurt them.

At some point, during a slow number, Ryan had gently laid his head against Jack’s chest, amazed at how warm it made him feel, how comfortable.

“Jack…?” He’d whispered, aware of the boy’s arm around his waist, aware of the faint smell of his sweat, making his body feel all tingly.

“Yeah?”

And Ryan had looked up, looked deep into those brown eyes beneath that mop of dark hair. Looked into the eyes of the boy he’d bullied so badly over all these years. The weirdly cute boy he was now dancing with, his heart fluttering in his generous chest. He’d tilted his head back, closed his eyes…

…and suddenly they were kissing, Jack’s lips locked to his, their faces closer than they’d ever been before.

Jack’s tongue delicately swirled round the insides of Ryan’s mouth. Possessing him, making him his. He’d clung helplessly to Jack’s frame, unable to do anything but breathlessly drink him in, like an addict inhaling some sort of drug.

Warning bells had sounded in his mind, warning him that he was going too far, that kissing a dude was even worse than touching himself over Chester’s body…

And then Jack had pulled back and smiled at him, a mysterious smile that made Ryan’s girl body suddenly feel almost dizzy, and his last objections had been swept away on a warm sea of happiness.

In that moment, Ryan had known exactly what he had to do.

“Hey,” he’d whispered into Jack’s ear, standing on tiptoes so his new body could reach, “I have an idea?”

“What’s that?” Jack had murmured back, his breath hot and ticklish against Ryan’s elegant neck.

Ryan had closed his eyes, a smile on his pretty face, unable to believe what he was about to say.

“Let’s go somewhere else,” he’d whispered.

And now here they were, out on the playing fields together, the noise of the party dim and distant behind them.

“What’s that one?” Ryan asked, pointing up at the night sky, enjoying the feeling of the cool night air on his skin.

“That’s Alpha Centauri,” Jack murmured behind him. Without his jacket, he must’ve been chilly, but he continued to stand there with Ryan without even a whisper.

“I guess it’s pretty far away, huh?”

“Not so far,” Jack said, gently, “4 light years or so. Everyone looks up at the stars and thinks wow, that light must be millions of years old, but it’s usually not so ancient.”

A smile came into his voice.

“When that light left its star, Obama was just starting his second term. Things weren’t so different.”

“No? We would’ve been in 8th grade,” Ryan murmured. For some reason, the thought made him shiver slightly.

He gave a happy little girl-sigh and leaned back against the tall boy stood behind him.

“I used to love hearing about this sorta stuff,” he whispered in his soft voice, “my grandpa had a telescope and I’d just sit there and listen to him saying all these weird names. Like a magic spell or something.”

He gently shook his head, looking up at the lonely, distant blink of Alpha Centauri.

“What happened?” Jack let one hand drop down to Ryan’s hip, his touch firm, comforting.

“I just…” Ryan shrugged his slender shoulders, his long hair tickling his bare skin. “I just got distracted I guess. By sports. Friends. Gir… uh, boys.”

He corrected himself just in time. He’d nearly said girls, which would’ve led to some awkward questions. 

“I guess I just started to think that knowing this stuff was kinda lame,” he confessed. “Just for geeks. But it’s not, is it? It’s…”

He fumbled for the word.

“It’s awesome,” he finished with a sigh.

Beside him, Jack nodded. In the darkness, Ryan could feel his male body, standing wonderfully close.

“Yeah, I think so too.”

There was a long pause. Slowly, Ryan turned to face Jack, his face all but lost in the darkness of the playing fields.

“Rachel…” Jack began.

Gently, Ryan shook his head.

“Shh,” he whispered.

Then he leaned in, and suddenly the two boys were kissing.

They kissed for what felt like an eternity, pressing up against each other as the planets whizzed overhead, stars were born and died, and the universe rumbled slowly onwards.

When at last they disengaged, Ryan knew what he had to do.

Stepping back, he slipped Jack’s jacket off his shoulders, letting it tumble to the floor.

Then he slowly took hold of his pink dress and pulled it off over his head, the pink fabric swishing against his skin.

With a smile, he stood before Jack dressed in only his bra and panties. The cold air caressed his skin, making it feel alive. He let out a little giggle.

“Rachel…” Jack whispered.

“You next.”

In the dark before him, the shadow that was Jack hesitated, then began to undress.

His silhouette unbuttoned its shirt, pulled it gently over his shoulders and let it crumple to the floor.

He unbuttoned his pants and pulled them off over his legs, and in no time at all, he was stood naked before Ryan, trying not to shiver.

Ryan let his eyes drift down over the dark form before him. To his surprise, he saw that Jack’s body was less weedy than he’d expected.

It was skinny, sure, but also taut. Strangely powerful. The body of a runner. Slight, but masculine.

Ryan let out a soft giggle.

“What?”

“Nothing.” He smiled. “You look… you look wonderful.”

Jack glanced awkwardly down at his slender frame.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” Ryan stepped towards him, unable to believe what he was about to do. “Now. Come over here and show a girl a good time.”

Now it was Jack’s turn to laugh.

“Your wish,” he murmured, “is my command.”

Then he took two steps forwards and suddenly they were kissing again.

It was a powerful kiss. All consuming. Jack ran his hands down Ryan’s slender back, squeezed his pert, girly ass, grabbed his hips and pressed himself against his female body.

Ryan clung to Jack like a drowning girl, nibbling on his tongue, kissing his neck, his shoulders, his chest. He squashed himself tight against Jack’s frame and giddily realized he could feel an erection, poking against his stomach.

They kissed for what felt like hours, till Ryan’s breathing was ragged, his breasts swollen with desire, and his pussy warm and puffy and wet.

Finally, Ryan pulled back, his eyes hazy from pleasure. He gripped the back of Jack’s neck, pressed his forehead against his.

“Now.” He whispered, unable to believe what he was about to say. “Fuck me.”

For a second, Jack was silent. Then suddenly he was kissing Ryan all over his female body, kissing his breasts, his clavicle, his stomach, each brush of his lips making Ryan’s new form moan softly and twist in Jack’s arms.

With gentle movements, Jack lowered him to the floor. The grass was cool and slightly damp beneath Ryan’s back. Yet he kept on kissing Jack, running his hands through his messy hair, unable to let go of him even for an instant.

“Oh fuck,” he heard himself gasp, “you’re such a good kisser…oh fuck!”

Deep inside, his mind was in turmoil. He was a kissing a man. And that man was Jack. Worse, he was enjoying it!

We should stop, that’s enough, he’ll be happy now, c’mon, let’s stop this…

But the voice seemed to come from far away, too far to make Ryan obey its commands. His body arched against Jack’s, a faint moaning already escaping from its lips.

“Oh Jack…” he whispered drunkenly, “God, Jack…”

It was like their roles had been reversed. Suddenly, Jack was the big one. The strong one. And Ryan…

…well, Ryan was just his helpless girlfriend.

As they kissed, Jack let one drift down Ryan’s body. The feeling of his fingers, running across his cleavage, across his stomach, was enough to make Ryan moan out loud.

Oh fuck that felt good…

He hadn’t been expecting this. He’d known that girls were into some kinda boring stuff with foreplay, but he’d never realized just how sensitive they were.

As a man, he’d always felt like foreplay was just a step to get where he wanted to go to. Something you kinda had to do to get chicks in the mood.

Now he was a chick, though, having Jack’s hands running down his body was enough to make him whimper with pleasure.

Jack’s fingers came to stop between Ryan’s legs. They delicately teased at the pink fabric of his panties. Ryan weakly raised his pretty head, looked into Jack’s eyes.

“Jack…” he whimpered.

“Shh…” Jack replied. “Everything’s gonna be fine.”

Then suddenly he was reaching inside Ryan’s panties, clasping hold of the soft, plump mound between Ryan’s legs.

Ryan had just enough time to let out a squeak, then Jack curled his wrist and sent one long finger plunging deep inside Ryan’s pussy.

The effect was instantaneous. Electric. Ryan felt his body open its pouty lips and let out a loud gasp.

It was the first time he’d had something inside his pussy, and he couldn’t help himself. It was like hot pinpricks were dancing across every inch of his skin, making him dizzy with pleasure. Hs body seemed to gently buck its hips of its own accord, inviting Jack in deeper, inviting him to penetrate his womb. Noises began escaping his mouth, moans, whimpers, pleas.

Ryan had always vaguely wondered why girls were so noisy during sex. And now he knew. It was simple: holding back those noises would’ve been as unnatural in his new body as reciting multiplication tables while fucking as a man.

Each gasp seemed to twist his pleasure, heightening it. Each moan made him feel more alive, more in the moment.

He was a girl now. And he was gonna do exactly what girls did.

Jack’s finger slipped out, teasing the entrance to his pussy, darting back in, lancing into his womb. Each thrust of his finger made Ryan go dizzy. He could’ve lain there forever, letting Jack gently work his magic.

But his new body wanted more.

“Another finger…” he whispered, “oh God, baby, please use another finger…”

Did I really just call Jack ‘baby’?

Jack smiled down at him, curled his wrist, inserted another finger into Ryan’s moist and dripping hole.

Ryan closed his eyes and moaned. There. That was better. He could feel the walls of his pussy being stretched now, widening to accommodate Jack’s fingers.

It felt so good, having something fill your pussy. Like a hole had been plugged, making you complete. As he lay there, Ryan found himself idly hoping Jack would never have to pull out. That they could both just lie here for eternity, until the sun exploded and there was nothing left of this Earth but cold and lifeless ash.

But he had other stuff he wanted to try first.

“You look so hot right now,” he heard Jack whisper as he parted his lips and whimpered. Ryan closed his eyes, bit his lower lip.

“My tits…” he heard himself plead. “Oh God, baby, kiss my tits.”

He’d had no idea where his sudden desire to have his tits played with had come from. But he was glad it had.

No sooner had Jack roughly twisted his bra away and started kissing the soft skin of his breasts than Ryan was in heaven.

Just the brush of Jack’s lips against his breasts was enough to send his mind spinning.

Jesus, fuck! Why did no-one ever tell me how sensitive tits are?

It was like he was experiencing pleasure from two places at once. As Jack’s fingers lanced into his pussy and his lips danced across his breasts, Ryan thought he might faint.

This. This was perfect. Experiencing this much pleasure as a woman, he suddenly couldn’t understand why guys put up with having such unresponsive bodies. It was like he’d unlocked a whole new dimension of pleasure, one hidden away from the men of the world.

I’m never gonna enjoy sex as a man again… He thought, deliriously.

Then Jack started flicking the tip of Ryan’s nipples with his tongue, and all his thoughts were washed away on a tsunami of pleasure.

Ryan’s whole body was thrumming now, his mind enveloped inside a warm, pink cloud. That old, gnawing hunger was growling ferociously between his legs, demanding more, more.

Weakly, Ryan opened his eyes, and looked up at Jack, crouched naked beside him, his dick a long, slender shadow pointing up into the air.

Suddenly a strange desire came over Ryan. To touch Jack’s dick. To hold it in his hand.

No, we don’t need to do that…

But it seemed so unfair, that he should be lying here, writhing away while Jack did all the work.

Reaching out, Ryan grasped him firmly by the shaft, squeezing it where he instinctively knew its pressure points were, just how he liked having his cock held.

“Christ, Rachel…”

It was the first time Ryan had ever held another man’s dick. It should’ve been monstrous. Horrible. The way Jack’s cock filed his palm, its veins pulsing beneath the skin, should’ve made him sick.

Instead, though, it felt amazing. Like this was all Ryan had ever wanted. To hold another man’s dick and give him as much pleasure as possible.

Gently, he started pumping his wrist, pumping away even as Jack’s fingers slipped in and out of his pussy, as his tongue teased his nipples, driving him towards climax.

“Oh baby, that’s it,” he whispered, the feeling of Jack’s cock in his hand adding to his pleasure, making him woozy, “oh yeah, oh fuck…”

Then Jack thrust his fingers deep into Ryan’s new womb, and suddenly something was rising in him, something vast and unstoppable and wonderful.

Ryan had just enough time to squeak out “I’m gonna come, oh, I’m gonna come!” then his orgasm hit him with the force of a tidal wave.

It flew out from his pussy, washing over every part of his body, making his pretty mouth drop open and a tiny scream escape his lips.

He felt gooseflesh race across his skin, felt his nipples go hard as bullets, and then he was falling though space, his mind obliterated, nothing left but the warmth in his pussy and a feeling of bliss stronger than anything he’d ever known.

This was nothing like the short, sharp orgasms he’d experienced as a man.

This was like his whole body was coming and would never, ever stop.

Eventually, though, it had to end. At long last, Ryan’s orgasm peaked, dipped, and he suddenly found himself lying on his back in the wet grass, a man’s hand down his panties and his cock clasped between his fingers.

Dazedly, he looked up at Jack. An involuntary smile split his pouty lips.

“Was that OK?” Jack whispered, his free hand gently running through Ryan’s hair.

Ryan giggled.

OK? He felt like something had been exorcised from within him. Like he’d experienced more pleasure from Jack’s fingers than he had in a lifetime of handjobs and blowjobs from cheerleader chicks.

“It was perfect,” he whispered, raising one hand to stroke Jack’s cheek.

How did I never notice how handsome he was? He wondered, idly to himself. He’s probably the best-looking guy in the whole school…

A thought occurred to him, one that made him smile.

And he’s mine.

Jack was smiling shyly at him now, like he couldn’t believe this evening was really happening.

“How about we get back to the prom?” He whispered. “I mean, if you’re OK with that…”

Ryan blinked at him.

“But-but you…”

“I’m OK,” Jack smiled. “I just wanted to make sure you had fun, y’know?”

Ryan shook his head, still dazed from the fingering Jack had given him.

“Don’t be dumb,” he said. “I’m gonna finish you off.”

He’s too nice, he thought to himself, he needs someone to…

Then a thought struck him.

“Hold on.”

He pulled himself up onto his knees, gently pushed Jack onto his back.

“Wha…?”

“Lemme ask you something,” Ryan looked down at Jack, “are you a virgin?”

Jack’s silence said it all.

“OK, then,” Ryan said, firmly. “In that case, I’m gonna give you something no other girl has ever given you.”

Then before Jack could protest, he raised his tiny, girl body above him, took his cock in one hand, yanked his panties to one side, and guided Jack deep into his pussy.

It was the strangest thing Ryan had ever experienced. Sat on top of Jack, his dick buried deep inside him, stretching the tender walls of his pussy. It should’ve been an awful feeling, like his darkest nightmares come true.

Instead, it felt like a dream.

“There,” Ryan grinned down at the naked boy, lying between his thighs, “how does that feel?”

At the word that, he began gently moving his hips, his body automatically guiding Jack deeper into his womb. Jack closed his eyes and groaned.

I’ve got a dick in me… I’ve got Jack’s dick in me. And God help me, I fucking love it…

“Rachel… oh, Rachel…”

“I knew you’d like it,” Ryan smirked, bucking softly against Jack, squeezing his pussy around his cock.

He suddenly gave a soft groan and closed his eyes.

“Fuck, you’ve got such a big dick…”

The two boys lay on the soft grass beneath the stars, bucking against one another, moaning softly, Jack giving hard, manly grunts, Ryan giving high-pitched, girly ones.

As he gently slid up and down on Jack’s cock, Ryan reached behind his back and undid the clasp of his bra. It tumbled to the floor, leaving his large breasts exposed to the night air, their nipples casting tiny pointed shadows in the moonlight.

“Oh God, your tits are so great…” Jack whispered, watching them jiggle with each buck of Ryan’s hips.

“And your cock is amazing,” Ryan whispered right back, unable to believe what he was saying.

He suddenly had an idea.

“Grab my ass,” he whispered, “and don’t let go.”

Wordlessly, Jack raised his hands and took Ryan’s pert cheeks in his hands. He squeezed their flesh, gently kneading them, the movement stretching Ryan’s pussy open wider than ever, making him moan out loud.

Lying there on the playing field, the two former enemies slowly fucked for what felt like forever, Ryan gently riding Jack’s dick and wishing this moment could never end.

Finally, Jack gave a gasp. His face screwed up, he tried to push Ryan off him.

“Wha-?”

“I’m gonna come!” Jack gasped out through gritted teeth. “You gotta get off before I-!”

Then it was too late.

Ryan felt waves and waves of something warm and sticky squirt into him, washing into his womb, squirting deep inside his pussy.

With a feeling of delirious abandonment, he bucked harder against Jack’s hips, milking his cock for all it was worth, drawing his sperm deep inside him.

Oh my God, that feels amazing…

He waited until Jack’s gasps faded and he was sure he’d got all his seed inside him, then he gently rolled off his prom date and lay smiling on the grass beside him.

Above the stars twinkled. Alpha Centauri winked down on them, as if approving of their weird, taboo little tryst. Ryan gave a happy sign and lay his head on Jack’s chest.

“You know something, Jack?” He murmured. “This has gotta be the best prom ever.”

And, at that moment, Ryan suddenly realized exactly what he had to do.


Epilogue

The banner hung over the doorway to the hall, welcoming back the old class. It looked almost no different from the banner that had welcomed these same returning students to their prom, all those years ago.

As she passed beneath it, Charlie allowed herself a little smile.

They probably use the same damn one every year.

Inside, the hall was full of faces she hadn’t seen in a decade. People she’d almost forgotten about after moving to England, people whose lives seemed so different from her new life in London, living with her British girlfriend.

And to be honest, she could have lived without ever seeing any of them again.

Well, with two exceptions.

Across the hall, Charlie saw Jack raise his arm high in the air, waving to her. She waved back at her old friend, and began elbowing her way through the crowd, making a mental note as she went of who had got fat, who had got pregnant, who just looked a mess.

It seemed strange now, thinking of that night ten years ago. The way she’d lain in bed, freaking out that her coven would find out about her spell. The panicked phone call she’d gotten just before midnight.

The sound of her voice, begging Charlie not to do it. Not to…

…Well. Y’know.

“There you are!” Jack threw out his arms for Charlie, pulling her into a great bear hug. Charlie clung to her friend and smiled, amazed at how pleased she was to see him in the flesh again.

He’s always so enthusiastic… nothing changes.

Well, not quite nothing.

Away from school, with a good career ahead of him, Jack had shed the last of his awkwardness. Now he was better-dressed, more-confident. A success.

And he no longer just looked ‘weirdly cute’.

Now he was definitely a catch.

Too bad I’m gay, otherwise I’d be all over this…

Well, at least she would be if there wasn’t somebody else in the way.

“It’s great to see you,” Jack said as he pulled back from their hug. He turned to the girl stood beside him, smiling at Charlie, waiting to be introduced.

“You remember Rachel?”

Of course I do, thought Charlie, as she smiled back at her, how could I forget?

It was ten years ago today that she’d put that spell on Ryan. Ten years ago today that he’d called her at midnight and begged her not to undo it.

Ten years since she’d dazedly agreed, and said the words that would make the spell permanent.

And now here she was. Rachel.

Jack’s wife.

She looked a little older, as they all did, her youth slipping away as she approached 30. A little more-tired, too, the result of having two kids, with another on the way. Charlie glanced down at the bump protruding from her dress and guessed she was maybe 8 months along.

And yet, despite all this, she still looked as beautiful as the day Charlie transformed her.

“Charlie,” Rachel smiled, “it’s so freakin’ great to see you again.”

Time had mellowed her accent, but she still spoke like a bit of a bimbo. Not for the first time, Charlie wondered if she shouldn’t use her magic to fix that.

Oh well, at least Jack seems to like it…

“You, too, Rachel,” she replied. “Keeping Jack busy?”

Rachel giggled.

“He doesn’t need me to keep him busy,” she said, giving her husband a sidelong smile, “a high-powered job and two kids, y’know?”

Jack smiled back at her.

“And I wouldn’t trade it for anything else, hon.”

“No, baby,” Rachel smiled, “I wouldn’t either.”

Stood between them, Charlie looked at the happy couple she’d accidentally created, and smiled a secretive little smile.

No, she wouldn’t change a damn thing about Rachel and Jack now, either.

The End.

Like what you’ve read? Why not visit Lisa Change’s dedicated blog for exclusive free TG stories and information on HOT new releases!

*

Alternatively, keep reading for some free extracts from Lisa Change’s other novels of gender-swap revenge and taboo transgender romance…


The Pregnancy Curse: Impregnated by His Best Friend

A red flush began to spread up Bruce’s soft new cheeks. A feeling of shame. Of embarrassment.

He wanted to look away from Harrison’s dick, but he just couldn’t bring himself to. There was something about it. Something hypnotic. Something alluring…

Something that made Bruce want it deep inside his brand new pussy as soon as possible.

With a little scream, Bruce clutched the sides of his head and closed his eyes.

What’s happening to me? He thought, miserably. I don’t want to fuck Harrison! He’s my friend. He’s my bro. He’s…

Sexy.

The thought rose unbidden in Bruce’s brain. He tried to fight it. Tried desperately to wrestle it away.

But his mind was too weak. The magic too strong. Before he could figure out what he was doing, Bruce had opened his eyes again, and was gazing at Harrison’s torso with a dreamy look. Admiring his strong arms. Admiring his broad shoulders and masculine poise.

Admiring his handsome face and kissable lips.

I wonder what he’d be like in bed… Bruce found himself thinking. It’d be amazing to curl up in those strong arms of his… to kiss him all over that beautiful body…

God, what I wouldn’t give to suck that dick.

“Mmm… I think she likes him,” he heard Jen whisper. “And I think he likes her. Don’t you, Harrison?”

“No way!” Harrison snarled, still refusing to meet Bruce’s eye. “That’s-that’s Bruce in there! It’s sick! It’s wrong! It’s disgust-!”

Jen gave an audible sigh.

“Natalie? Would you?”

There was another click from the stairs and suddenly Harrison’s voice cut off mid-sentence. Bruce watched numbly as his strong friend tried to struggle, tried to keep talking.

He looks so perfect like that, he suddenly realized. Struggling. Fighting. That’s how a man should look…

“We’ve taken away your ability to lie,” Jen was saying. “From now on, you can only answer questions with the truth, no matter how unpalatable that truth may be. Now.”

A cruel note of humor entered her voice.

“This girl before you. Brittany. Do you want to fuck her?”

Like a girl in a dream, Bruce watched as his tall, strong friend struggled. Struggled to fight the magic. Struggled not to let the awful truth out.

Eventually, he gave up. Before Bruce’s eyes, Harrison’s shoulders went slack. He lowered his gaze.

“Yes.” He muttered.

“Good,” the amusement in Jen’s voice was palpable. “Next question. Does it bother you that she’s really your male friend?”

For a moment, Bruce thought Harrison would start struggling again. But he seemed to realize it was pointless.

“No.” He whispered.

Then suddenly, to both their shock, he added:

“It’s kinda a turn on.”

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


The Sorority Curse: She Turned Him into a Sexy Coed

The bathroom was cramped with the two men inside it, even with Tyson trapped in his tiny new girl-body. Jim gently closed the door as Tyson padded in and stood there, twisting the edge of his giant shirt between his fingers and feeling awkward.

“Wanna check?” Jim indicated the shower, “go ahead.”

“Uh, OK.”

Tyson gingerly leaned over, pretending to peer into the stall, searching for an invisible spider. He hand to use one dainty hand to brush his long blond bangs out of his eyes, hooking them behind one ear.

Eventually, he shook his head.

“Nu-uh. I don’t see it.”

“Try over there, behind the toilet.”

For Chrissakes…

Obediently, Tyson bent down even lower, his pert little bum sticking out into the air, his heavy boobies dangling, and peered behind the u-bend.

It was gross back there. The floor was dusty, skanky, stained. A lone pube sat on the pipe, wiry and sticking up into the air.

Ewww… Tyson found himself thinking. You can tell boys live here.

He gave himself a firm little shake. Now was not the time.

“No,” he sighed after a second’s pretend looking. “Anywhere else you’d like me to check?”

“How about down there, by the waste bin?”

This time, Tyson let out an audible sigh.

“Look,” he said, turning round slightly, still bent forward, his tiny hands clasped against his smooth thighs, “don’t you think we’ve searched in enough…”

The words died in his throat. Trapped inside his girly body, Tyson felt his eyes go wide. His pretty, painted mouth dropped delicately open.

Of course… He thought, dumbly, so that’s why he made me bend over like that.

Behind him, Jim was leaning with his back against the door, watching Tyson’s pert little ass wiggle back and forth with a great smirk on his handsome features.

But that wasn’t what made the breath catch in Tyson’s throat or made him want to scream and scream and keep screaming until somebody came running.

It was the sight of what was in Jim’s hand that did that.

Clasped between his handsome roomie’s fingers was a fat cock that was bigger than any Tyson had ever seen.

It was huge. A big, purple thing that had to be at least nine inches long, a great vein running down its shaft, pulsing in time to the slow, languid movements of Jim’s wrist.

The shaft was thick as a club, ending in a faint blond public thatch. Two heavy balls dangled beneath it, fat and ready. The tip of the cock glistened with a tiny bead of pre-come.

It was hideous. It was disgusting. It was awful.

And to his horror, Tyson found that he couldn’t take his eyes off it…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


She Turned Him into a Cheerleader

Hailey shrugged.

“I turned you into a cheerleader, remember? So,” She smiled, evilly, “let’s get that outfit on!”

Then she clicked her fingers and the blue light sparked again. Bruce threw up his arms.

“Wait!” He shrieked in his high-pitched, girly voice, “please, stop!”

But it was no use. No sooner had Hailey restarted the spell than a tremendous itching had sprung up in Bruce’s crotch. Looking down, he was startled to see a thin pink lace darting back and forth across his brand new pussy, weaving itself into a dainty pair of see-through panties.

As he was watching the thread in fascination, there was a bump and suddenly Bruce shot up half an inch. A pair of white sneakers had attached themselves to his feet, their laces done up in dainty bows. He tried to kick them off and was amazed to see drops of white leap off them and attach to his ankles, solidifying into cute little ankle socks.

A cold feeling passed across Bruce’s waist, making him shiver. A yellow band of liquid had unfurled itself across his toned new belly. It dripped down his thighs, over his butt, then suddenly became a solid piece of fabric. The edges crinkled and next thing Bruce knew he was wearing a tiny little miniskirt.

There was a sensation like someone was gently squeezing his brand new breasts. His big boobies leapt up and squashed together under his chin, nearly hitting him in the face. For a split second, Bruce wondered what the fuck was going on, then a bright pink sportsbra formed across his chest, accentuating his breast size.

Bruce gaped at the ridiculous new boobs dangling from his chest.

How the hell will I be able to do any sport with these damn things? He wondered, wildly.

But then he had no more time to think. In a flash, a strapless top in the school covers unrolled over his torso, clinging to his curves. An invisible hand grabbed his hair and yanked it back into a ponytail with enough force to make him squeal.

Finally, there was a weight on his dainty new hands. Bruce stared at them in disbelief. He was now carrying two enormous pink pompoms. He desperately tried to unclench his fingers and let the stupid things fall to the floor, but his body refused to let go.

It was like his dumb cheerleader gear was as much a part of him as his skin was.

Then the spell was over. The light faded. From inside his sexy little new cheerleader body, Bruce looked up in fright at the girls who had just changed his life forever.

“Not bad!” Sat on the bench, Tracey nodded appreciatively. “If I was queer, I’d totally fuck her!”

“Don’t worry, I’m sure some big jock will be more than happy to take this little bitch’s virginity.” Hailey turned a smile on Bruce that made his blood run cold.

“How about it, bitch?” She whispered. “Fancy a great big cock in your nice, new pussy…?”

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Also by Lisa Change

*

She Changed Him Into a Bridesmaid

“A New England wedding, he thought, what could she possibly do to me there?”


Millionaire playboy Drake Templeton has it all: money, girls, and looks to spare. He also has a secret. Six years ago, he stole his ex-wife’s money and utterly ruined her. Now Holly has got back in touch with a surprising request… she wants Drake to attend her wedding. 


Driven to a secluded New England mansion, Drake soon finds himself thrown headlong into a nightmare. Magically transformed into a busty blond bimbo named Hailey, Drake must now attend Holly’s wedding not as her ex-husband, but as her maid of honor. Will the beautiful new bridesmaid be able to escape his gorgeous dress and the attentions of the male guests… or will Drake find himself stuck as Holly’s maid of honor forever? 

Buy now


The Groom Who Became a Flower Girl

No man should have to experience a wedding like this…


Matt’s trapped. A week before their wedding, he made the mistake of accusing his fiancée Karen of having an affair. And now he’s paying the price. Somehow, against all the laws of nature, Karen has transformed him into an adorable five-year old girl.


Stuck as cutie-pie Matilda, Matt has to put up with having an angel face, wearing pink princess costumes, and harboring a desperate desire to play with dollies. Even worse, he keeps accidentally calling Karen ‘mommy’.


But worse is to come when Karen decides to press ahead with the wedding. Forced to play the part of her adorable flower girl, Matt must look helplessly on as Karen prepares to marry the man of her dreams. And the person he’s now forced to call ‘daddy’ looks VERY familiar…


The Groom Who Became a Flower Girl is Lisa Change’s latest novella of gender transformation and magical age regression. By turns surreal, dark, and strangely-touching, it follows Matt on his strange journey into the body of a little girl, and into a new understanding of his own secret yearnings… 

Buy Now


Becoming Katie: the Complete Mail-Order Husband Series

Collected together for the first time: both books in Lisa Change's deliciously kinky Mail Order Husband series Becoming Katie.


Middle-aged bachelor Eric thinks women are good for only three things: cooking, cleaning and screwing. So when his friend Marcus introduces him to his beautiful, obedient, and sex-crazed mail order bride, it's a no-brainer. Eric contacts the agency, who ask him to describe his perfect girl. Eric's answers will plunge him headlong into a kinky nightmare. 


Somehow - against all the laws of nature - Eric finds himself magically transforming into his own ideal woman. Trapped as a busty blond Russian bimbo named Katie, Eric discovers he suddenly has an insatiable urge to act like the perfect little housewife. He'll clean for his new husband, cook for him, and service his every sexual whim. Worst of all, his sexist new husband looks worryingly familiar... 


Will Eric escape the agency's cruel curse and get his body back? Or will he find life as a beautiful, obedient bride too delicious to resist...?

Buy Now.


About the Author

Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.

If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...

To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her brand new blog.

*

If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon.
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