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Chapter One: The Unhappy Man

It was on the night of his fortieth birthday that Robert Stephens became a fourteen year old girl.

He’d been drunk, of course. Drinking in that anonymously trendy bar on the East side of town that he sometimes went to when he no longer wanted to think about things.

He’d been alone, of course. As alone and as lonely as he could remember being, ever since he was old enough to understand what “loneliness” meant.

And, of course, he’d also been trying to pick up women, in that desultory, unbothered way of his that always felt like an immense waste of his and everybody else’s time.

The checklist of his life, in other words. The same anonymous, gray blend of existence that had been his stock in trade every weekday night for as long as he could remember.

With one slight difference.

“You know it’s my birthday tomorrow?”

“Oh. Yeah?”

“Guess how old.”

The blonde girl visibly suppressed a sigh, tossed a manicured hand through her curls and peered around the bar lounge, as if hoping someone might turn up at any moment and save her from this conversation.

They didn’t.

“God, I dunno…” she let her eyes flick over Rob’s slightly gray face, his body already starting to sag with middle age, “forty three?”

Rob smiled, took a sip of his martini.

Vodka, he thought, vaguely, check me out. Just like James Bond.

“Nice, but not even close.” A pause for effect. “Fifty. I turn fifty at midnight.”

“Yeah?” A faint flicker of interest. “I guess you do look pretty good for it.”

The girl’s face was half in shadow in the bar’s low light, but even so Rob could see the crow’s feet, the half-hidden pimples, the desperate attempt to conceal her true age.

She’d been sat alone for about an hour when came to talk to her, he knew she was as bored and lonely as he was.

“I work out a lot,” he heard himself say, flirting on automatic. “Try to keep in shape. Hey, know where my family’s from?”

I don’t care, he could read the words in her face. But he could read something else, too. That desire for human connection, even with someone she didn’t really like or care about.

Rob knew that look only too well. It was the look he saw every damn time he passed a mirror.

At last, the girl sighed.

“Boston, maybe?”

Rob gave a tiny snort of laughter.

“I meant back, way back.” When she didn’t answer. “Eastern Europe, well my grandma anyway. They do birthdays different there, you know?”

“Oh?” Eyes wandering, still looking for any other men that might be more interesting to talk to.

Except, on a Tuesday, that was a bigger pipe dream than magically becoming young again.

Youth is wasted on the young… the words to the old song kicked around Rob’s head, mixed with the faint buzz of alcohol, before you know, it’s been and gone…

And you’re stuck in bars like this, trying to pick up girls like this, really hoping you won’t remember any of this come morning.

Outwardly, though, he kept on track.

“Sure. When you have a birthday over there, you’re the one meant to buy everyone else drinks. How crazy is that? I guess it’s a “thank you for celebrating my birthday with me!” sort of thing.”

“What’s your point?”

“Wanna celebrate my birthday with me? Eastern European style.”

He nodded down at the cocktail the girl was occasionally sipping, something pink and lurid.

“My treat.”

For a moment, the girl seemed to consider turning him down. He saw her eyes flit longingly over to the handsome, hipster barman who’d been ignoring her all evening. Do a quick mental calculation about how likely it was he’d come and talk to her, respond to her slightly-drunken, longing glances.

Rob simply waited. He had a feeling he knew which way this was going.

He knew women like this were no different from him.

“OK, sure.” The girl sighed at last. “I’ll have another, if you’re offering.”

“My pleasure.” Rob gestured a private corner of the bar. “Join me in the booth?”

“Why not?” The girl slid off her stool, “you use this line a lot?”

“Never.” Rob lied.

As the girl – she was actually pretty short now she was standing up, even in her heels – tottered towards the corner booth, Rob raised one hand to catch the bartender’s attention.

Two more, he mouthed.

The barman gave a brisk nod. Rob gave a phony smile in return, picked up the girl’s drink, followed her across the bar. The old-fashioned clock hanging above the bottles showed ten. It already felt so much later.

Just two more hours, Rob thought, just two more hours until I officially turn forty. Jesus Christ.

He had no way of knowing at that moment that he’d never make it.

*

“So, in conclusion, you hate your job?”

“Sure.”

“And your home life stinks?”

“It’s more non-existent, but sure.”

“You’ve got no future you can see?”

“Yep.”

“And you’ve got nothing going for you?”

“Harsh. But fair.”

The girl sat back, raised one eyebrow at him.

“And you think I should sleep with you why?”

Rob shrugged. Forced up a smile that had no life in it.

“Because we’re both kinda lonely?”

It was about eleven fifteen. The bar was empty except the two of them. The last hour or so hadn’t exactly gone as Rob had planned.

As he’d followed the girl over to the table, he’d had a mental roadmap in his head of how the evening was gonna go. The things he’d say to slowly wear her down, the questions he would ask, the compliments he’d give.

The way he’d get her to open up a little. The way he’d offer to cab share with her home.

The listless sex they’d have in her apartment, both of them frantically using the other’s body as a way of forgetting this endless tiredness.

Instead, things had taken a very different turn.

“Look,” the girl sighed, leaning back, “I know I probably look easy to you, but trust me, I’m not just here looking for random sex.”

“Sure, of course. Erm.”

“What?”

“Can I ask what you are looking for?”

“You mean why haven’t I done what every other woman in your life has done and left you?”

Rob laughed uncertainly, squirmed a little under the woman’s cool stare.

“That’s about it, yeah.”

A ghost of a smile flickered around her features.

“Because I’ve got a strange feeling I can help you.”

Help me? Jesus Christ, how did I screw this up so badly?

He’d spent the last hour and a quarter trying to open this woman up, to make her feel a flicker of vulnerability, to make her realize how sad and helpless her life was, so that when he made his clumsy move, she’d be too worn down to say “no.”

Instead, he’d listened with mounting horror as his drunken mouth spilled all of his little secrets to her.

It had started slowly. A little anecdote here. A minor confession there. He’d expected the woman to reciprocate.

Only she hadn’t. She’d simply trained those luminous blue eyes of hers on him and listened as he talked and talked and talked.

At some point, it had gotten out of control.

He’d talked about his crap office job that he hated so much, that left him feeling somehow both stressed and useless.

He’d talked about how women’s bodies faintly repulsed him, about how unnatural it felt climbing into bed with them even as he forced himself to keep on doing it.

He’d even talked about things he’d never talked about with anyone before.

How looking at his developing male body in the mirror as a teenager had made him feel like crying.

How he could still remember changing in the boys’ locker room at school, and felt these strange feelings running through his skin.

How he’d once tried to… oh, God… to kiss his roomie at college, and how they’d looked at him like he was some sort of insect, and… and…

And how he now wished he was young again, so he could do it all over, and make it right this time.

Through it all, there had only been those two eyes. Trained on him. Pulling his secrets out of him, like he was powerless to stop them.

And now here he was, all drained of those hidden thoughts, and suddenly feeling very sad and vulnerable.

He shifted in his seat again, fidgeted with his empty cocktail glass.

“Look, I’m sorry… I know it sounds bad, but I really don’t need… maybe I should…?”

Go, he’d meant to say. But the word simply wouldn’t come.

It was like he’d been so beaten down by his own confession that he couldn’t even bring himself to finish speaking.

“Maybe I should tell you I’m desperately unhappy,” he heard himself whisper instead.

The woman nodded beneath her dark bangs.

“Trust me, I already know.”

That faint smile was still on her face as Rob blinked at her.

Dark bangs…? Hold on…

He could swear this woman had been blonde when he first started talking to her. Swear she’d looked small, petite, and worn down like he was.

Now she seemed to be changing, her body shifting with the shadows, becoming taller, darker, more dominant every time he looked away.

He glanced down at his glass, his mind fogged with confusion. How many of these had he had again?

“I sometimes wish I looked like you,” he heard himself confess, “that men would come up to me in bars and talk to me, and I could remember being young and being a… being a… well, y’know.”

The woman held up her hand. Her long, red nails looked almost like they were molded from blood in the low light.

Weren’t they shorter, earlier…?

“It’s OK, you don’t need to tell me. I can pretty much guess by now.”

At her words, Rob’s voice suddenly trailed off. He shook his head, as if trying to clear it. Frowned at this tall, dark-haired woman.

“Hey… why am I telling you all this, anyway?”

“Don’t feel bad,” the woman shrugged. “It’s not like you exactly have a choice.”

There must have been something comic in Rob’s dopey, surprised expression, because she suddenly suppressed a smile.

“Aww, come on, you must have guessed by now.”

“Guessed what?” Rob asked.

He shook his head again, tried to focus. If only he could get rid of this drunken buzz, chase this fog out of his mind. Concentrate, damnit!

The woman’s hypnotic blue eyes were still focused on him, seeming to fill his vision.

“All men tell me the truth, Rob, they’ve got no choice,” he heard her say. “Usually, it’s a curse. Usually, it’s very, very boring.

But sometimes, I meet a man with a little secret. And trust me, then the fun really begins.”

The bar seemed to suddenly be very dim, the woman before him very large, like a giantess, towering over her prey. Rob felt himself shrink a little into his seat.

“Secrets?” He mumbled. “Like-like what?”

The woman smiled. Her shining eyes didn’t blink.

“All sorts of secrets. Sometimes, they’re nasty little secrets. Nasty little secrets held by nasty little men. And once I’ve heard them I do what I’ve been put on this planet to do.

I make those nasty little men into something better.”

Rob’s mind was swimming. He felt like he was suddenly bobbing away from the shores of sanity, adrift in a tiny boat on those huge and glowing eyes.

“I-I’m not…” He managed to get out.

I’m not nasty… am I?

To his surprise, the woman – or the witch, or whoever she was – nodded.

“I agree, Rob. You’re not nasty. Sad, yes. Maybe a little pathetic. Not normally someone I’d punish.”

She now seemed to be almost seven feet tall. A willowy giant, looming over him, her hair jet black and molding into the shadows, her eyes like portals to another world.

“But, you see, I don’t just punish people. Sometimes I help them. Even when they don’t know they want to be helped. Call it tough love.”

“That doesn’t…” Rob replied weakly, “that doesn’t sound so…”

He tried to move, tried to look away from those unblinking eyes. But it was like he was rooted to the spot.

I’ve got to get away. This is too weird. It’s too…!

“I can give men the lives they deserved to have, the lives that it would benefit the whole world the most to see them living.” The woman whispered. “Abusive, bullying men who should be sweet and innocent little girls, say. Tyrannical husbands who it would make everyone happy to see stuck as their wife’s doting maid…

Or lonely, 40-year old men who secretly want to be teenagers again.”

An icy hand seemed to grip Rob’s heart.

“No… you can’t mean…” He tried to shout, but his voice wouldn’t raise, “I hated being a teenager! I can’t-!”

“Shhh….” His words vanished beneath her soft whisper. “I’m here to help you, remember? It certainly won’t feel that way at first, but trust me. I really do know what’s good for you.”

There was the ghost of a smile.

“Besides, you wished for it, didn’t you? To be young again? Well, why not count yourself lucky that your wish came true?”

She raised one hand, thumb and forefingers poised.

“Trust me, you’ll thank me one day.”

Rob’s fogged mind finally seemed to break the hypnotic spell, seemed to realize what was about to happen.

“Wait!” He gasped. “Those things I said… I didn’t mean them! I’m happy, really I am, even with my job, I just gotta work harder and make sure I get a-!”

“Bye, Rob.” The woman said, loudly. “I’m very glad I met you.”

Another smile.

“I think, in time, you’ll be glad you met me too.”

Then she clicked her fingers.

Immediately, the seat in the booth opposite her was completely empty.

There was no trace left that anyone had ever been sitting there at all.

Smiling to herself, the tall, dark haired woman got to her feet. Turned to face the barman, who was staring at the spot Rob had just vanished from, his face as white as a sheet.

“Sorry,” the woman shrugged apologetically, “no witnesses allowed. I hope you can forgive me one day.”

“What in the hell did you-?” The barman started.

Then there was another click of fingers, and his voice was cut off as he snapped out of existence.

The woman gazed blandly at the spot he’d once stood. She was the only person in the world who knew that, at that exact moment, an adorable five year old girl on the other side of the country was just waking up from a nightmare that she’d been a smelly, grown up barman.

She was the only person who knew that, by morning, that little girl would have forgotten her dream. Forgotten that she’d ever been anything but a cute little poppet.

“I really hope he’d done something,” she muttered to herself. “Seems a bit unfair otherwise. I mean, most men have, but still…”

She shrugged her shoulders. If anyone watching her had been sensitive to magic, they’d have felt the entire fabric of the universe tremble with the movement.

“Oh well, what can you do? We’ll see…”

Then she was out the door, out into the world, into the city, out into that place where men still lurked, in need of punishment. In need of salvation.

Far away, in another part of that world, Robert Stephens was fast asleep in his new body, dreaming strange dreams of a witchy woman and a terrible secret, unaware that he was now only a few hours away from waking up to the weirdest birthday of his life.


Chapter Two: The New Girl

The first thing Rob noticed when he woke up was the light.

It was everywhere, brilliant white, seeming to burn into his retinas. He blinked, his mind still groggy with sleep, and screwed his eyes back shut.

Did I forget to draw the blinds again? I must’ve been wasted…

A tiny voice in the back of his mind whispered something about how, blinds or no blinds, there was no way the sun would ever fall on his side of the apartment block like that, but Rob squashed it back down. Ignored it.

He was feeling far too sleepy to deal with whatever was bothering that little voice.

With a soft moan he pulled his pink bedsheet up over him, wrapping it around his slender frame like a cocoon. He rolled over on his front, flicking his head so his long hair stayed out his eyes, felt his still developing breasts squash up against the mattress.

It must have been a good night, he decided, one hairless, slender arm crooked beneath his soft face, to be feeling like this in the morning.

Well, a good or a really bad one, depending on your attitudes toward midweek drinking.

As the voice tried to whisper something urgently to him, Rob’s dream-fogged mind drifted back to the night before.

What had he been doing again? He’d gone to the bar, obviously.

(Although, now he thought about it, he didn’t feel particularly hungover. There was none of that faint sickness in his belly, no trace of his usual morning-after headache. He felt more like a man who has had a nice, long sleep than a drunken night out.)

And he’d met some woman or other. No doubt he’d tried to chat her up, maybe successfully.

(Although not too successfully, he guessed. There was none of that dull ache in his cock you usually got after sex. In fact, there seemed to be no feeling in his little guy at all…)

His cute face pressed against the pillow, Rob frowned to himself. The voice was getting louder now, almost frantic.

What had happened with that woman, again? He couldn’t even seem to remember if she’d been blonde or dark haired now, tall or short.

All he could remember was spilling his secrets to her, using her as a confessional booth. Oh Christ.

With a high pitched groan, Rob squirmed in embarrassment, automatically scrunching up into a little ball, sticking his hands between his legs so they rested against his vagina, trying to block out whatever memory was about to make him feel like a total fool. His budding breasts rested against one another, sending strange signals to his brain.

What had he said? More importantly, how had the woman – whoever she was – reacted? Had she listened to him, been impressed with his honesty?

Had she laughed at him? Tweeted his darkest secrets out into the world for the entire internet to see?

Rob’s long hair tickled at his cheeks. He could feel the thinness of his pajamas against his tiny new hands.

Funny, I thought I always wore shorts to bed…

The voice in the back of his head had risen to an all consuming roar, a deafening klaxon. At the same time, a strange feeling was steeling over Rob, mixing with his memories of the previous night, creating a collage of panic in his subconscious that he still didn’t understand.

No, she hadn’t laughed at him. It had been worse than that. She’d said something, or done something, or…

A light went on in a dim corner of Rob’s mind.

Or turned him into something.

With a flash, Rob’s memories snapped back into place. The weird signals his body was sending out all came blasting into his brain at once, just as he remembered the click of transformation. His eyes flew open…

…and he was suddenly out of bed, stood in the middle of his new bedroom, staring down at his newly female form and trying not to scream the house down.

There! Where he usually wore almost nothing in bed, his body was suddenly clad in sickeningly pink two-piece pajamas, with tiny red, white and black hearts dotted all over them!

There! Where he’d normally expect to see large hands with prominent knuckles and big feet with a dusting of dark hairs on the toes, he now saw two dainty little hands with long-ish nails, and a pair of feet that were tiny, their toenails painted red!

And there… where he’d usually see a flat chest, leading down to a very male body shape… he now saw…

He now saw two little breasts, just out the training bra stage, a gentle double swell beneath the fabric of his girly pajamas.

And, below that, the swell of his hips, just starting to get bigger, to grow outward from his pelvis, marking the beginning of his slow transition into womanhood.

“No…” Rob felt his lips move, but the squeaky voice he heard was that of a very young stranger, “oh God, no, please…”

Long, chestnut hair was flowing over his shoulders in two waves, dangling over his front, over his new breasts, down to his suddenly-flat stomach, far, far longer than any hair he’d ever worn.

Gingerly, Rob grasped it between his slender fingertips, held a strand up before his eyes. He gamely tugged at it, hoping the wig someone had put on his head as a prank would fall off and his nightmare would be over, but of course it didn’t.

“How…?” He heard that scared young girl whimper again, “but this can’t…”

He could feel something, pressing against the back of his lips. He explored it with his tongue and realized to his horror that he was wearing a retainer.

In panic, he raised his hands to his face. Felt how different it was. How smooth its cheeks were, how big its eyes, how weak its jaw. How soft and springy and youthful its skin.

Then, with a feeling of dread, he lowered his transformed hands. Hesitated. Already knowing what he would find. Already knowing what would cap this nightmare.

With a feeling of helplessness, he touched his crotch.

Immediately, he gave a yell and jumped back, yanking his hands away like he’d just been stung, his cute hazel eyes nearly bugging out of his head.

That second had been all he needed. All he needed to feel the absence of his cock.

All he needed to know for certain that he was now the proud owner of a vagina.

With a desperate moan that sounded ominously close to tears, Rob dropped back onto his new bed with its pink and purple bedsheets. Gazed with uncomprehending eyes at the fairy lights strung up across one wall, at the pile of girl’s clothes discarded on the wicker easy chair in the corner.

A beginner’s bra lay on top of the dresses, where he’d tossed it only the night before, after getting ready for bed. A small bra, but a bra nonetheless.

Like the bras Rob would now need to wear for the rest of his life.

Silently, the scared girl who used to be a grown man looked at the posters on her bedroom walls. At the mixture of handsome young men and slightly out of date boybands, of One Direction and Harry Styles and even an old Princess Elsa poster, hidden behind more generic images, as if it’s owner was a bit ashamed of her old loves and crushes, but didn’t want to ditch them just yet.

What the Hell is happening…?!

Rob’s panicked eyes took in the fluffy animals still propped on a desk beside the bed, sat incongruously next to bottles of blender and concealer and tubes of lipstick and God knew what else.

School work was piled on the desk. Inspirational quotes from figures like Maya Angelou were tacked alongside super retro polaroid phots of a group of preteen girls, all smiling on a beach somewhere.

EVEN WHEN THEY’RE NOT AROUND, someone had scrawled in black felt tip across the image, THE BEST FRIENDS ARE ALWAYS IN OUR HEARTS.

I must be dreaming… I must…

At last, Rob’s wide new eyes came to rest on the phone.

It was a newish model, one he’d thought about buying for himself only a year before, but realized he couldn’t afford. Only he couldn’t imagine having ever bought that pink case with all its sparkly stickers.

He could tell from the little symbol on the screen that its owner had messages.

Like a man in a dream, Rob reached out, noting in a distant corner of his brain how utterly huge the phone looked in his small new hands. Pressed the power button. Watched as the screen lit up.

And felt his heart sink as he saw the messages waiting for him.

They came from all social networks. Some, like Facebook, he was familiar with. Others, like Snapchat, he’d only ever heard of.

They came in all files and sizes. Videos. Images. Simple SMS messages from people he assumed must be older relatives.

But they all had one horrible thing in common.

They all wanted to wish his awful new body a very happy birthday.

14 TODAY! SO PROUD OF YOU XX NAN XX

REMEMBER THIS, RUBES? HAHA WE WERE SO YOUNG BACK THEN, ROCHELLE X along with a picture of two girls who looked about 12, one of whom had long, chestnut hair.

DUDE, YOU’RE 14!!! WHAT HAAAAAAPENED? MIA X

HAPPY 14TH RUBY, this on a picture of a cake, written in icing, LOVE YOUR FAVORITE INSTA-WHORE

“Insta-what?” Rob whispered in his squeaky voice, unaware he was even speaking out loud.

It was a tsunami of social media. An obliterating wave of evidence, washing his old personality away and leaving this horrible new life in its wake. The life the woman had given him with a click of her fingers.

The life of a fourteen year old girl.

The phone slipped from Rob’s numb fingers. Fell to the deep white carpet with a soft flump. It gave a little buzz and activated selfie mode, just as Rob glanced down after it.

In the phone’s screen, canted at an odd angle, a cute young tween peered down at it, her youthful face as white as a sheet.

Rob was dimly aware she was extremely pretty, in a way too young for you to ever even consider it kind of way.

Her cheeks were still slightly rounded with puppy fat, even as her cheekbones were already developing, becoming sharper than a guy’s would be.

Her eyes were big and hazel, somehow younger than her already-diminutive years, two innocent things you couldn’t imagine a single bad thought ever flashing behind.

Her hair was long and chestnut falling in straight lines that would be the envy of countless grown women. Her skin was slightly bronzed, like she might have some Latina in her a few generations back. Her body was slender, just finally starting to acquire the curves and kinks of the woman she would become.

She was tall for her age, almost a little gangly, even as she was still far shorter than Rob had been only the day before. She looked like a teen who might grow to be a beauty, or even a supermodel.

And she was him.

As Rob blinked dumbly down at the phone, the 14-year old girl onscreen blinked dumbly back at him.

Ruby. The teenage girl he would now be trapped as for the rest of his life.

Still staring at the screen, Rob watched in fascination as Ruby’s eyes went even wider. As her soft lips opened into a gigantic, gaping ‘O’.

He wasn’t in the least surprised to hear her start screaming.


Chapter Three: The Tasks of a Teenage Girl

I’m a teenage girl.

The thought beat a pulse through Rob’s new head like a drumbeat, even as his screams died away, a door opened somewhere deep in the house and a male voice called “Ruby?”

I’m a teenage girl. It’s my 14th birthday. I’ve got boobs and a womb and a-a hooch…

The thought drummed out, even as worried footsteps drummed on the stairs and that voice called out again.

I’m-I’m cute! I like boys and I dress in pink and, oh God, I’m trapped as a schoolgirl…!

“RUBY?! Are you…?”

The thought pulsed through his head, even as the footsteps picked up speed, as the door handle started rattling…

I’m a teenage girl. And I’m… I’m…

“I’m fine!” Rob suddenly yelled, his tween voice piercing his ears. “You don’t gotta come in!”

Deep in the phone’s screen, Ruby looked back at him with terror on her cute features. He watched in morbid fascination as she visibly took a deep breath.

“It’s OK.” He saw her squeak, “Really. I was just… just…”

Just what?

“Just celebrating my birthday is all,” he finished, lamely.

He could sense a figure, standing just outside his bedroom door, half ready to come bursting in if it thought its darling little girl was in trouble, if someone had scared her, if she was upset.

The thought made Rob briefly shut his eyes. Made his skin crawl.

Urgh. No. He couldn’t handle that right now. Couldn’t handle meeting whatever new dad this awful spell had given him. Couldn’t handle a grown man trying to protect him.

Not when he didn’t even know who he was yet.

“Sorry I scared you,” he tried to force a giggle into his voice, it sounded unnatural, “we were just all on snapchat and someone started-started squealing, and I just sorta…”

He trailed off, deeply aware of how suspect it all sounded. How implausible.

He didn’t even known if you could scream on snapchat. Did it have audio? If it did, was a group scream something teen girls actually did together?

Christ, the last time he’d spent any time with a teenage girl, he’d been a teenager himself and it had been the 1990s. Bill freakin’ Clinton had been in the White House.

Who knew what sort of stuff girls got up to these days?

If his excuse was bad though, it wasn’t so bad or so weird that the grown man on the other side of the door noticed it.

“Are you being serious, Rubes?” The male voice said, lowering and getting gruffer in exasperation. “You almost gave your mom a heart attack. Then I had to come running…”

As he spoke, the man who was presumably Rob’s new father started to swing the door open again. Rob immediately yelled out.

“NO! Don’t come in! Honestly, I’m fine, I’m just…!”

His brain floundered for an excuse.

“I’m just naked, OK?! And I don’t wanna start my birthday with my dad seeing me with my fanny out!”

The door stopped. Rob slowly let out a breath he didn’t know he’d been holding in. When the voice came again, it had changed.

“Really?” Suspicion, but thankfully the door didn’t move. Rob could almost hear its owner thinking Why don’t you just put some clothes on and open up, then?

“You’re not doing drugs in there, are you?”

“What?! No!”

The question almost made Rob start laughing hysterically.

If only you knew what was going on inside your daughter’s brain, you poor bastard, you’d wish it was drugs…

“Right. Fine. I know. I just…” there was a deep sigh. “I didn’t want to start your birthday like this, Rubes, but I worry about you sometimes. Ever since you turned thirteen, it’s like…”

The unseen man audibly cut himself off. Rob waited, frozen on the bed, unaware his tiny hands were clasped tight in his lap, playing nervously with the fabric of his pink pajamas.

“Never mind, I guess.” The male voice went on at last. “We just wanted to wish you a happy birthday, sweet pea. Your mom’s, uh, got some birthday waffles on if you wanna join us downstairs…?”

“No.” Rob said. “No, it’s OK. I’ma…”

What?

“I’ma stay up here for now.”

“OK. If you’re sure…”

There was hesitation. The figure seemed to be deciding whether or not to come in after all, naked daughter or no naked daughter.

Please go away… Rob pleaded silently, please go…

There were footsteps, leading away from the doorway, down onto the stairs, heavy footsteps leading away from him, from Rob and his awful new body.

The teenage girl who used to be Rob let out a tiny sigh of relief. After all she’d been through this morning, there was no way…

“Rubes?”

That voice again. Rob felt like screaming.

Get lost, why don’t you? Why don’t you just get LOST?!

Outwardly, he said: “yeah?”

“Almost forgot, someone left a card for you. I, uh, don’t recognize the handwriting, but I guess one of your friends is playing a little joke, or…”

“Just… just leave it outside my door.”

Rob sat in silence as the footsteps came back up, stopped outside his door again. They were just about to leave when he suddenly frowned to himself.

“Dad?”

“Yeah, sweet pea?”

(It was so weird, hearing himself say that word he hadn’t said for so long, saying it in this high-pitched voice, and hearing that man – that stranger who was probably no older than his grown up body had been – responding to him)

“What do you mean, it’s like a joke?”

“You should probably tell me, they’re your friends.” There was a long pause as ‘Dad’ waited for an answer. When it didn’t come he sighed again. “There’s some weird writing on the back. I almost chucked it, but it was so obviously a birthday card I didn’t want to…”

Rob closed his eyes, desperately wishing this conversation could be over.

“What sort of weird writing?”

“Well, I mean….” The voice was doubtful. “It’s more what it says…”

“Dad, can you just tell me already?!”

“Something about being from the ‘Woman in the Bar’.” More silence. “Any idea what that’s all about?”

“No.” Rob’s voice seemed to be coming from somewhere very far away. He closed his eyes. “I mean yes. It’s just a joke. One of the girls at school. Ha ha.”

“OK.”

The man still sounded unsure. He lingered a moment longer, as if wanting to say something more.

Rob waited, breath held, but it never came. Instead, the footsteps started down the stairs again, heavy, almost exhausted. They clumped down and then clumped through into some unseen room deep in the bowels of the house.

A door opened somewhere. For the briefest moment, Rob thought he could hear a woman’s voice, indistinct-

Mom?

-and then the door closed again and all was silence.

About thirty seconds ticked by. Thirty seconds until Rob was sure it was safe. Was sure he wasn’t gonna have to talk to someone while he was stuck in this horrible body.

In that short space of time, his new body conspired to remind him of just how horrible it really was.

He could feel his small new breasts, dangling from his frame. Tiny and underdeveloped, but their noticeable weight still weird as Hell to his male mind.

He could feel his long hair, tickling at his bare neck. Feel his new body, feel how small and light and delicate it was, like he was suddenly made of air.

And, most of all, he could feel the space between his legs. The space that now marked him out as female. The space that proved beyond any doubt that he was now a girl.

By the time thirty seconds had passed and Rob felt able to move again, he was more certain than ever of one thing.

He had to read that card from the mystery woman.

Not only that, he had to find her again. Wherever she was. No matter how long it took.

And, when he did, he had to force that bitch to turn him back into a man.

*

Drip… drip…

The plink plonk of dripping water echoed around the cavernous bathroom, mingled with the warm steam embracing everything, turning every glass surface an opaque shade of white.

Stood before the sink, Rob made a small tsk noise in his throat and reached one small hand out to wipe the mirror clean again.

Once again, the troubled face of teenage Ruby appeared, blinking back at him, a toothbrush in her mouth and a towel wrapped around her torso. No sooner had she come back into focus than her outlines began to swim away into oblivion again, as the glass fogged back over in the hot room.

Rob mentally sighed. It seemed like the perfect metaphor for how his morning was going.

Every time he thought he’d wiped the glass clean and caught a glimpse of what the hell was going on, it’d fog back up and leave him in the dark again.

It was now maybe an hour since he’d woken up to find himself trapped in Ruby’s pubescent body. Barely sixty minutes of dealing with having a growing girl’s body, a growing girl’s mind, and a growing girl’s hormones.

In that short space of time, Rob had managed to make his situation seem even more opaque than it had before.

After his new dad had gone downstairs, Rob had decided he better make himself scarce until both his new parents went to work, or whatever it was they did.

(hopefully they both actually have jobs…)

At first, he’d considered going back to bed. But then he’d remembered that this was Wednesday, which meant a school day, which meant getting literally zero privacy for any plan that involved staying in bed beyond seven a.m.

(not that he actually intended to go to school, but still, he couldn’t let his new parents twig something was up…)

So, after a bit of dithering, he’d decided the shower was his best bet, after a quick glance at the card.

That way, at least it’d seem like he was doing something. Like he was getting ready for school.

And so he’d found himself beneath a curtain of water, his eyes firmly shut, desperately trying to ignore the new body he was washing while the words of the card swirled around his brain, threatening to send him mad.

They’d been written in loopy, cursive script that looked neat but was semi-impossible to decipher. When he’d finally cracked it, the message they contained hadn’t been welcome.

Dearest Ruby! They’d begun. First off: welcome to your new life! Your new name is Ruby Stephens. As you may have guessed, you are 14 years old today, and you’ve just moved up from middle school to freshman year at your new high school.

Don’t worry, you’re very popular. I wouldn’t go and stick you in the body of someone you’d be unhappy as.

Stood in the shower, Rob had stopped replaying the words in his head at this point to let out a bitter laugh. How was he meant to be anything but unhappy as Ruby?

This new body, by the way, is yours. Ruby may have a life already, and everyone may remember her, but I assure you I created her from whole cloth – so to speak. Don’t worry, you’re not possessing anyone or stealing anybody’s life. This life and all attached to it was created solely for you.

Somehow, that thought hadn’t made Rob feel any happier about his new form. He refused to even look at Ruby’s body as he showered, sure that even the most cursory glance would make him feel like a perverted, middle aged voyeur.

But those words also sent a chill through him, needling at the back of his brain.

How powerful must that woman be, what magic must she have, if she could create a whole new life for him – complete with friends and family – simply by clicking her fingers?

Now, to business, the card had gone on. As I sincerely hope you remember, my little spell yesterday was done with the best of intentions. I’m convinced you’ll be happier as Ruby, and I think that deep down you probably agree with me.

Because of this, I should warn you now that I have absolutely no intention of turning you back. You’ll be Ruby now for the rest of your life.

When he first read those words, Rob had almost screamed again. Screamed and gone mad.

The idea of having to grow up all over again, as a girl this time, was horrible in the extreme!

Luckily, the handwriting had carried on below this.

Still, we all do make mistakes, and there’s a tiny, tiny, tiny chance I’ve done so here. So, if you really do think I’m mistaken, and you really do want to go back to being that sad and lonely man I met, you can do so. Provided you complete these simple tasks before your birthday ends:

One. Spend time with your new girlfriends. Hang out, get to know them, have some fun.

Two. Meet a boy you like. As you’ve probably guessed by now, I’ve altered your brain chemistry quite a bit. You’re now a completely straight girl, with eyes only for boys. So! Meet one you like, and tell him you like him. You’re still too young for any kissing or anything, but you can talk to boys all the same.

As the words to task two had replayed through his mind, Rob had found himself violently shuddering.

Meet a boy? No way! He was a grown man in a teenage girl’s body, it’d be wrong in the extreme to do anything like that!

And anyway, he was straight. Not as the woman meant, oh no, but as a man. He’d only ever liked girls, and he knew he still liked girls now, damnit.

But, even as he’d been thinking these thoughts, he’d been completely aware of how futile they were.

He was a straight girl now, the magic had seen to that. He could tell, in the same way he could once tell without directly thinking about it that he was a grown man, that he was American, that he liked girls.

If he thought he had any choice over who he was now attracted to, he was lying to himself.

Task three, the card went on. Treat yourself to some new clothes and shoes. You can combine this with task one or two if you like? I’m sure mom will pay since it’s your birthday.

And that’s it! If you complete these three simple tasks before midnight tonight, then click your heels and say “there’s no place like home”, you will immediately change back to your grownup, male self, no questions asked. Ruby and her life will cease to exist, and you can be that sad old man once more.

We both know you’re not going to do that though, are you?

Anyway, must dash, more men to transform. Happy birthday cutie, and enjoy your new life!

And, underneath, surrounded by scrawled kisses.

Your lifesaver.

“Lifesaver?!” Rob had growled in the shower, furiously scrubbing his new face. “The goddamn nerve of that-!”

But he’d been vaguely aware that he could hear someone moving around outside the bathroom door, and bit his lip.

No sense getting grounded for swearing. Not when he had so much to do.

So now, here he was, stood before the mirror, cleaning his new girl-teeth, and drying his new girl-body, and trying to figure out if he was really gonna do it.

If he was really gonna do what the woman wanted and forget all about that letter, come out the shower, apologize to his parents, and then settle down to his new life as Ruby.

Pretty, popular Ruby who was gonna grow up to be a heartbreaker. Cute, carefree Ruby, whose parents lived in a big house, and obviously had money to spare, and girlfriends by the bucketload.

Trendy, teenage Ruby who he could spend his whole life as if he wished to, and no-one would ever realize she was really a 40 year old man.

As the water dripped down, echoing around the bathroom, Rob turned the thought over in a secret, shameful corner of his mind.

It was what the witch expected him to do, wasn’t it? And it’d be easy enough. All he’d have to do would be go to school and start acting like this had always been his life.

No-one would know any different. No-one was secretly watching, ready to laugh at him if he started to enjoy being a 14-year old girl.

It was his life. It had been gifted to him. He could do with it what he wanted.

And, when he was much older, and had settled down with some handsome man and had babies and was watching his first daughter reach the age he’d been swapped into, wouldn’t he be happy he’d chosen to stay?

Chosen to never go back to that cold and lonely life with its empty memories?

Wouldn’t it just be better to accept this was a gift? To accept that he’d really always wanted to be a teenage girl?

The voice that was whispering these thoughts in Rob’s head was so seductive that he almost mistook it for a real part of him.

What? No. Rob, it’s the magic saying that. It’s her spell. She’s scrambled your mind!

In the mirror, the blurred outline of Ruby’s young face creased in anger. With a growl, Rob bent over the sink and spat up toothpaste suds.

No, that was what the witch wanted! She’d cursed him to be a teenage girl, and now she was making his mind play tricks on him.

It was probably all this damn estrogen, making him screwy, making him act like he was into being a girl. Well, no man could ever be into such a thing, y’hear? No man on God’s green Earth could take being emasculated like this!

It wasn’t what he wanted. It was humiliating! A punishment, something witches did to bad guys in weird eBooks written by oddballs. Not something he wanted to have happen to him!

“Just three tasks, huh?” He growled out in Ruby’s soft voice, deliberately trying (and mostly failing) to make it as low as possible. “Right you witch, just you watch me complete them!”

He stood back up straight, smiling a ferocious smile that looked weird as on Ruby’s innocent face.

He would complete his tasks in record time and get his body back. You see if he wouldn’t!

His energetic new mood was so intoxicating, so powerful that he almost didn’t mind having to teach himself how to put a bra on.


Chapter Four: The Mall

“So, what you’re secretly trying to say is that I look like a total slut in this?”

“Oh my God, Rochelle, would you actually shut up? You look amazing. For realsies.”

“Aww, thanks bitch.”

A pause.

“Rubes? Hey, Rubes. Ruby!”

Rob jerked his head up from his phone, blinked at the two girls looking expectantly at him.

“Huh?”

“Gurl, you seriously just blanked us.”

“Ha! She’s on Tinder. Knew it.”

Rob felt himself blush a weird shade of pink.

“Am not!”

“Oh my God, Rubes, for real?” The taller of the two girls, a blonde with an oh-so-stylish topknot that made her look maybe two years older than she really was, rolled her sky blue eyes. “We’re just screwing with ya.”

“Unless you actually for real are on Tinder,” the shorter, chubbier one grinned. “In which case you have got to show us who you’re messaging.”

It was late morning, not four hours after a man called Rob woke up to discover he was now a teenage girl called Ruby. Less than three hours since the transformed man had made a decision to complete his tasks and get turned back, no matter what.

And, already, he was starting to deeply regret that decision.

Trying furiously to control his blushing, even as he was dimly aware that he looked unbelievably cute all embarrassed like this, Rob slipped his phone back into his jeans pocket, where it made a comical bulge beneath the tight fabric.

“No, I’m obviously not on Tinder.” He said in his high-pitched new voice, “like can you even imagine the number of perverts…? Eww!”

“I heard,” the topknot girl – Mia, her name was – said with a knowing look, “that Chantelle’s big sister swiped on a cute guy once, and guess what.”

“Adrianna?” The shorter girl – Rochelle – snorted, “God, she probably swiped some rapist. She’s such a dumbass.”

“Worse.” Mia paused for effect, gave Rob a sly glance to make sure he was listening. Rob smiled weakly. “Mister. Evans.”

Rochelle’s mouth dropped open. Rob heard himself let out a gasp and felt himself put one dainty hand to his mouth, even as he wondered to himself who the Hell Mister Evans was.

“The history teacher?” Rochelle’s eyes were practically glowing with excitement, “for real?”

“Same as.” Mia nodded, sagely. “Seriously, he was all…”

She pulled a pouty pose, languidly curling one arm behind her head and flexing her bicep, turning sideways a little as she did so.

The resulting, very-male-looking pose made Rochelle break out in fresh laughter which Rob forced himself to laugh along with.

“That’s too funny! Did she-?”

“Message him? Urgh, can you imagine?” Mia’s blue eyes flashed. “He’s like thirty. And a teacher. Serious consent issues.”

“Still…” Rochelle gave an apologetic look. “Pretty cute.”

Now it was Mia’s turn to look shocked.

“Shut up! No, you did not just say that!”

There were giggles, high-pitched, girly. Mia suddenly turned to Rob.

“Rubes, did you just hear that?!”

His mind spinning with confusion, Rob plastered a perfect smile onto his features in imitation of his girlfriends.

“You guys….!” He heard himself giggle, “I swear you are actually too much!”

Outwardly, it sounded almost right. Sounded almost like a teenage girl talking, like the spell was putting his body a little on autopilot and helping him to fit in.

Inside, though, Rob was more confused than ever.

As far as birthday mornings went, this was the strangest he could remember by a long shot.

After showering, he’d crept back into Ruby’s bedroom to get dressed (his brain still refused to think of it as his bedroom), determinedly looking away from his own chest as he grabbed a fresh bra out the closet and fumblingly snapped it’s clasp behind his back.

That had been a challenge. As a man, Rob had taken bras off women before – of course he had – but putting one on? That was a whole new experience, and one which he apparently sucked at.

He’d wound up sitting awkwardly on the edge of his bed, semi-nude, his chest thrust forward as he twisted around, trying to fit the straps together, probably looking for all the world like the biggest idiot in his new neighborhood.

When he finally had got the damn thing clasped, and his underdeveloped breasts nestling in their cups, the real problem had started.

He had literally no clue how to dress as a 14-year old girl.

Ruby’s closet was a kaleidoscope of clothes. A smorgasbord of options that apparently meant something to his female self, but which left his male brain painfully confused.

He could remember yanking out dresses, tops and cut-off denim shorts that were painfully flimsy, even in his tiny hands. More just scraps of fabric than actual clothes.

How the hell do you even wear half this stuff? He’d groused as he held up yet another white thing that may have been a tank top or a pillowcase, or just an arbitrary thing. Where the hell are the normal clothes?

But even when he’d found the “normal” clothes, they’d still turned out to be exceptionally weird.

The jeans, for example, all seemed to have great big holes ripped in them. As someone who’d grown up in the ‘90s, Rob could still easily remember grunge and loose fitting jeans with a rip over the knees. Hell, he’d worn a few pairs like that, back in the day.

These jeans, though, could barely even be called jeans.

For starters, there were so many tears in the fabric that he genuinely worried they might just disintegrate and leave him standing in the middle of the school hall wearing nothing but his underpants.

They were ripped all up and down the front, horizontal slits that seemed designed to offer peeks of skin to passersby, to let them give his bronzed legs a critical glance and make sure he’d shaved them that morning.

(Did 14 year old girls even need to shave their legs? He guessed they probably did, and the thought of sitting on the edge of his bed, absentmindedly waxing his slender new legs like it was the most-natural thing in the world depressed him in the extreme).

They were also unbelievably tight. While even a guy as tuned out of young people’s lives as Rob had been vaguely aware that skinny had been fashionable for about a decade, he’d been unprepared for how close fitting girl’s jeans really were.

At one point, he’d found himself having to jump up and down as he tugged at the waistband, growling with frustration as he pulled these stupid things on. Desperately trying to ignore the way they made his new breasts jiggle slightly.

When they were on, they seemed even dumber. The band came right up to his waist, buttoning up super tight just below his belly button.

If I eat a single goddamn sandwich while wearing these, he’d thought unhappily, looking down at his new pants, I’m gonna come bursting outta them. Who the hell designs these things?

Yet they had been the closest thing to “normal” he’d been able to find. Even if they clung to his butt, made him feel like he was wearing a second skin.

So, reluctantly, he’d worn them.

Thankfully, choosing a top had been slightly easier.

After a bit of dithering, Rob had pulled out a flimsy light gray top with long sleeves that pulled down to his waistband, covering his belly.

For a moment, he’d struggled to get it up over his shoulders, wondering what the hell he was doing wrong. Then he’d realized it was meant to go only as high as his upper arms, leaving the top of his chest and his shoulders completely bare.

God, this is weird, he’d thought as he crossed the room to Ruby’s full length mirror, I’m gonna look dumb as…

To his amazement, though, he hadn’t looked dumb at all.

He’d looked cute beyond words.

No, not just cute. Like a street model or something. Combined with his long, flowing hair, his outfit made him seem almost older, more mature.

And, for the first time since he was maybe fifteen, Rob discovered that looking older was something he was seriously into.

So he’d paired his new outfit with a bright pink Yankees baseball cap he’d found (his new girl-body sure liked pink), and a casual pair of pristine white sneakers. Then he’d posed again in front of the mirror, trying to ignore how much he was starting to enjoy this game of dress up.

“Damn, Ruby,” he’d murmured to himself, hypnotized by the way this teenage girl’s reflection moved her lips in time with him, “you look awesome.”

Just saying those words out loud had made a shiver run through him. Made him feel an urge to jump up and down and grin a goofy grin and hug himself.

Wasn’t this what he’d always secretly wanted? To be able to dress like a girl, an actual girl, and for it not to be weird or wrong?

Hadn’t he always dreamed of this when he was a teenage boy?

No sooner had the thought passed through his head than he squashed it back down, a frown on his pretty teen face.

No. He wasn’t going to let the magic affect him like this. No matter how much it might twist his brain into thinking he was enjoying himself, he was gonna ignore it.

Still, he couldn’t help but feel the tiniest bit of excitement as he sat down at Ruby’s vanity chest to start applying his makeup.

Not only were Ruby’s family clearly wealthy, they clearly spoiled their daughter, too.

Sat at his new desk in his new body, feeling his long hair tickle his bare shoulders, Rob was astounded by the sheer variety of makeup around him.

There were expensive looking, branded bottles. Tubes of mascara. Tubs of stuff that he hadn’t even known had existed before, as most men are ignorant of the sheer number of creams, concealers, blushers and foundations most women over the age of 12 routinely wear.

I’m never gonna know what I’m meant to be doing with all this… I should just go natural. Ruby’s quite pretty, who’s gonna care?

Yet the thought had somehow been frightening to his teenage brain, like a taboo that should never be broken. Not if he wanted to keep his social standing.

It should have been laughable to Rob. He wasn’t a real girl, why should he care? He was gonna be getting out of this body soon anyway!

Yet, to his surprise, he found himself picking up a tub of something, looking uncertainly at it, and frowning in his makeup mirror.

“Here goes…” he’d muttered, not even noticing how he was already getting used to hearing a teenage girl’s voice when he spoke.

He’d expected a mess, a discouraging, difficult mess. Instead, his body had switched to automatic, and he’d found himself applying his makeup like an expert.

(Well, as expert as any 14 year old can ever hope to be.)

When he was finished, he was amazed to find he looked even prettier than before.

That, with his darker eyelashes, subtle bronzer, eyeliner and lip gloss, he looked almost…

Well, why be coy about it? It wasn’t his body after all, not really.

If he wanted to say that Ruby looked beautiful, why the hell shouldn’t he?

“We’re gonna be a heartbreaker when we’re older,” he found himself whispering to his reflection. “For real, by the time we’re 18 we’re gonna be fighting boys off with a stick.”

Suddenly, Ruby’s reflection creased into a frown.

What did he mean “by the time we’re 18”? He, Rob, was gonna escape this nightmare today. And then Ruby was gonna cease to exist, and there would be no 18 to even reach.

Right?

His makeup done, all dressed in his stylish teenage clothes, Rob had had just one last, major goal to accomplish.

Figure out how the Hell he was gonna get out of going to school.

The thought of being back in high school made him shudder. The idea of walking through those halls again, dealing with those same cliques and circles of misery made him want to scream.

And to do it as a girl now? To have boys covertly looking at him, or getting all shy and awkward whenever he walked past them…?

Nu-uh. He’d rather die than suffer that. Seriously, he’d jump off a building right now before he went back to school.

Luckily, getting out of school hadn’t required anywhere near that level of sacrifice.

“Rubes? Sweet pea? When did you wanna go to the mall?”

“Huh? What are you talking about, dad?”

Rob had been sat cross legged on his – Ruby’s – bed at that exact moment, trawling through all his birthday wishes on social media and trying to figure out who was who.

The witch had been right about one thing. He was super popular, it seemed. Just by glancing at his phone, he could already tell he was one of those girls that everyone at school wants to be friends with.

Lucky me, I guess…

Down at the bottom of the stairs, the male voice gave what Rob hoped was a good natured sigh.

“The mall, honey. You’re meeting Mia and Rochelle there, remember?”

At the mention of the two names, Rob had felt something fire in the back of his mind. Briefly seen a snapshot of two girls: one tall – even taller than him – and so stylish it hurt; one shorter and slightly chubby, with an aura of mischief about her.

Oh God, am I starting to get Ruby’s memories now, too?

He’d quickly shook his head, clearing the thought away even as he tried to ignore the way the movement sent his long hair swishing out around him like a fan. No, now really wasn’t the time.

“What about school?” He’d shouted back, his voice still high and soft even at this volume. “I mean, shouldn’t I…?”

“School?” His dad had laughed. “Well, if you really wanna go in on a Saturday, honey, I’m sure we can ask Principle Chalmers to…”

Rob didn’t even hear the rest of what he said.

It’s Saturday? But how can it…

He quickly swiped one long-nailed finger across his phone, pulled the date and time window up. Stared dumbly at the small, stencil letter word that spelt out SATURDAY.

She can change time, too… the downy hairs on the back of his neck all rose up at the thought, if she can transport the whole planet into the future, just so I can go to the mall…

Still, he wasn’t complaining, not when he had his tasks.

He’d been told he needed to buy himself some new clothes and hang out with his new girlfriends, and what better place to do that than the mall?

Which was how, one short ride in his dad’s big red 4x4 later – his earbuds put firmly in, desperately trying to ignore the good-looking thirty-something bearded guy he was now forced to call “dad” – he found himself at the mall with Mia and Rochelle.

Which was how he now found himself here, in the girls’ changing rooms at the back of an upmarket clothing store, trying on outfits with his new besties and trying his hardest to fit into his strange new life.

“We’re too much?!” Rochelle was still laughing, “Rubes, I swear you’re the most too much of all of us.”

She gestured her new outfit, the one still with a security tag dangling off its shoulder.

“You haven’t even told me how balls awesome I look in this.”

Rob looked the teenage girl up and down. The short, dark-haired girl who was twenty six whole years younger than he was in real life (he refused to think of this life as real). The teenage girl who would never dream of willingly spending time with a 40-year old guy, not in a million years.

The weirdly confident adolescent a snap of one woman’s fingers had nonetheless transformed into one of his new body’s closest friends.

Did you exist before? He found himself involuntarily wondering. Did you have your own life, own past, own memories. Or have you also just been made out of whole cloth?

Just like me?

Outwardly, though, he made himself give a tiny little sigh.

“Rochelle,” he said in a formal-sounding voice, “you look so awesome not even balls could describe it. You. Look. The. Tits.”

Whatever part of his rapidly reassembling mind had chosen that specific sentence for him to say, it clearly chose well.

Rochelle blinked in astonishment, her eyes went wide…

…and then she was gasping with laughter, turning with a big grin towards Mia, who gave a little tsk and a shake of her perfect head.

God, she’s so pretty, Rob found himself involuntarily thinking, so blonde, so tall, so perfect. So cool in those cut-off shorts and with that on fleek hair…

Why can’t I look like that?

The thought momentarily threw him. Of all the teenage girls at this mall – and there were a lot – Ruby was clearly one of the very prettiest. Why should she feel insecure around someone like Mia, whose beauty seemed to stem more from fashion choices and confidence than her genetics?

Before he could uncover the ugly truth about the endless insecurities teenage girls spend their lives getting hammered with, though, the conversation had dragged him back in.

“Oh my God, seriously? You two are such potty mouths…!”

“C’mon, you love it! I can actually see the love in your eyes…”

Suddenly Rochelle had darted forward and thrown her arms around Rob. He gave a confused yelp, ready to break this strange girl’s nose if she tried to hurt him, then realized he was being pulled into an over the top hug and quickly hugged right back while both he and Rochelle grinned at Mia.

“Just look at her, Rubes!” Rochelle whispered loudly, “look at all that love. I swear, she’s actually gonna jizz her pants with lesbo love for us!”

Suddenly, the chubby, crazy girl was grabbing his head, turning it to face hers.

Rob blinked in astonishment. Rochelle’s face was so close now, closer than he’d ever been to a girl before without kissing them.

Wait, she’s not actually gonna…?

“What say we see how wet we can make her?” Rochelle giggled.

Then suddenly she was leaning in slowly, too slow to be serious, parting her lips, a goofy look in her eyes. Rob tried to play along, giving this girl what he hoped was a lustful look back, giggling and parting his own lips…

Then something in him snapped – his grown up mind or Ruby’s ultra-straight side, he wasn’t sure which – and he was pushing Rochelle away while she screamed with laughter, fighting her off with his weak girl hands while laughing like mad himself.

“Gross! No, no fair! Don’t… urgh. You’re such a Weinstein! Me Too! Me Too!”

Giggling, Rochelle fell off her stool, slid down to the ground. Despite being as fashion conscious as either Ruby or Mia, it looked like she still hadn’t quite kicked the playful habits of a pre-teen kid.

I mean, we are only fourteen, Rob thought to himself, just look at us. Mia’s not a supermodel, she’s just a kid. Hell, three years ago, I was probably still playing with dollies.

But it was the thought of an adult, not a teenager. As Mia’s disinterested exterior finally crumbled and she laughingly dropped down beside Rob on Rochelle’s old seat, the Ruby side of him completely rejected any idea of being a kid.

In the long decades since he’d first grown up, Rob had forgotten just how adult being fourteen feels when you’re fourteen yourself.

“One day,” Mia sighed, absently stroking Rochelle’s hair with one hand, “I’ma find some normal friends. For realsies.”

Sat on the floor, Rochelle grinned up at her.

“Face it, Mia, we’re the best you can do.”

“Oh my God, shut up!” Mia pushed her friend’s head away, but gently, “I swear, just wait till I’m famous.”

“For what? Being a lesbo?”

“Killing my bestie?”

Rochelle grinned up at her, poked her tongue out.

“And don’t make fun of lesbians, it’s not cool.” Mia turned to face Rob. “Right, Rubes?”

Rob guiltily dropped his phone back in his pocket.

“Huh? Oh, yeah. Yeah, sure. Totally.”

He was barely listening. He’d been trying to surreptitiously open Google Street View so he could check if the bar was still there in this altered reality, the bar where he’d been transformed, and where he might be able to find the woman again.

No such luck.

“She’s back on Tinder,” Rochelle said, “And you’re only saying that coz you are a lesbo.”

But her voice was quieter now, the immediate giggles subsided. At her words, Mia smiled a stiff smile, turned quickly back to Rob.

“What you think, Rubes? We done here?”

Rob looked down at the bag of teenage girl clothes he’d just bought, a medley of dresses, skirts and stockings that had been all sorts of weird to try on.

(Weird, but also kind of… liberating. Like maybe wearing skirts and dresses was something he’d always dreamed of doing).

“I guess so,” he said. “If you guys are?”

“I am,” nodded Mia. “Rochelle…?”

Rochelle looked down at the now-crumpled outfit she’d just picked out.

“Yeah. I was gonna buy this, but suddenly I’m thinking put it back? I dunno, what do you guys-?”

“Amazeballs,” Mia cut her off, got to her feet. She sighed, did a little yoga stretch, then crossed her arms and peered over the rim of her hipster glasses down at Rob.

Immediately, Rob felt that weird surge of jealousy mixed with love he always seemed to feel looking at his super-skinny new friend.

“Round two, ladies?”

“Sure,” Rochelle started picking herself up off the floor, “no, wait. What’s round two?”

Mia rolled her eyes.

“Rubes? Can you actually tell her what’s going on?”

Rochelle looked over at Rob, who felt himself blushing again.

Tell her…? I don’t know myself?! What do you mean round…?

“It’s easy,” he was surprised to hear his new body say out loud. “What else can we get in the mall?”

When Rochelle still looked confused, Rob felt his face smile, all by itself.

“Shoes.”


Chapter Six: The Bestie

Shoes…

As a man, Rob had spent the best part of his life thinking of shoes as something mostly functional, something you put on your feet and occasionally polished before you did something big and important, like getting married or whatever.

Oh, sure, some men’s shoes looked better than others. Oh sure, when he was a kid, he might have gotten excited about some sneakers or what have you.

But, by and large, men’s shoes were as boring as a gigantic pile of boredom topped with a extra helping of dullness.

Girls’ shoes, on the other hand?

Let’s just say that the differences in Rob’s footwear choices seemed almost a big as the differences in his physical body.

“Whaddya think?” The transformed man asked, teetering uncertainly before Mia.

The tall blonde girl frowned at him.

“Lemme see the back.”

“OK, hold on. This is kinda…”

With delicate movements, determined not to go falling splat on his ass and look a fool, Rob gingerly did a little semi-pirouette, one balancing hand held out for dear life.

How the Hell am I meant to walk in these…?

These were a pair of seriously stylish chunky black platform ankle boots with a proper tread on their front half, and a huge thick spike jutting up below the heel.

They had zippers running up the sides, their leather buffed to a shine, with a weird little buckle-strap system Rob couldn’t quite get his head around, but which looked pretty cool.

They left him feeling like he was standing on tiptoes, lifting his already-tall frame another four inches into the air, so he would’ve towered over plenty of full-grown women he knew.

They also left him feeling like he was only seconds away from tumbling over with an ear-splitting scream.

“Ta-daahhh.”

Rob instinctively threw a pose, letting one hand rest against his hips, the other dangling limp at his side. Cast a look over one shoulder at Mia, tossing his gorgeous hair out of his eyes as he did so.

“How do I look?”

It was more than just a simple question. It was a kind of longing. Even as Rob was aware Ruby’s body was prettier than average, that it probably looked amazing in these shoes, he was also aware of something else.

The desperate insecurity of being a teenager again. Of craving validation through his looks, or through his style, or his sense of humor or anything.

Already, it seemed the magic had sapped away all the dull confidence of adulthood.

As he thought these thoughts, Mia raised her perfect eyebrows.

(Like Clara goddamn Delevingne, the nasty side of Rob, the part he was starting to think of as Bad Ruby, sniffed in his head, she actually doesn’t know how lucky she is).

“You literally look amazing, Rubes,” the other girl sighed. “Oh my God, I wish could pull those off.”

Rob glanced doubtfully at his tiny new feet. They looked bigger in these retro-style ‘90s platforms, but still absurdly small compared to his old, male feet.

“You really think so?”

“No, seriously girl. You one hundred percent for real look so awesome.”

You said that about the last few pairs, Rob thought to himself, but it was a distant thought, an uncharitable appearance by bad Ruby.

Deep down, he was grateful to Mia for telling him what he should have already known.

The two friends were stood in a low-roofed women’s shoe store on the other side of the mall. Well, Rob was stood, while Mia was technically sat down on one of those little not-that-comfy cubes you get in shoe stores, but whatever.

Rochelle had declined to join them, saying that she didn’t really wanna hang out in a place selling dead cow to put on your feet and she’d meet them after. So it had been just Mia and Rob for the last twenty minutes.

And what a twenty minutes it had been! Rob must’ve tried on a dozen pair of shoes, most of them waaaaay too grown up for him to actually get away with wearing at this age, but still shoes that his body was naturally drawn to.

At one point, as Mia was trying on some heels she couldn’t afford but which she couldn’t just not try on, Rob had found himself looking down at the ruby red, Wizard of Oz-style shoes he’d impulsively slipped on, and dazedly thinking about how much fun he was having.

If you’d told me just yesterday that I’d spend my fortieth birthday trying on girls’ shoes, and that I’d enjoy it, I’d have laughed in your face…

He wiggled his feet, admiring the way the shoes sparkled beneath the fluorescent lights, even as he was sadly aware they didn’t really match the rest of his look, or any look Ruby might one day conceivably wear.

Besides, his mom would kill him if he started dressing too grown up. He was only just allowed to do proper makeup and wear actual decent clothes, heels were probably a year or two off yet.

Unless he could argue her round. A bit of parent-ingratiating ought to do the trick, like maybe tell her she looked amazing and do the dishwasher for a week or so.

Either that, or they could just have another blazing mother-daughter row.

Whoa, what are we thinking? The male part of Rob’s brain had reminded him, we’re not gonna be here in a couple of years, are we?

We don’t want to spend the rest of our lives as Ruby or anything, remember?

“Of course not,” Rob had murmured to himself in his teenage-girl voice, “we’re just doing the tasks is all. Gotta do the tasks.”

He was no longer sure who was trying to convince.

And now here he was, showing off the way these awesome boots made him look, feeling secretly pleased to have aroused Mia’s jealousy, even as he still felt sure his friend was only trying to make him feel good.

Jesus, all these neuroses are hard work. Is it like this for most 14-year olds, or just Ruby?

“Thanks,” he said out loud, “I like ‘em.”

He turned back to face Mia, looked down at his toes, all-too aware of the swell of his developing chest in the bottom of his vision, of the way his hair fell down in chestnut curtains either side of his youthful face.

“I wish Rochelle was here to see them, she loves haute couture.”

“Leather? Maybe not, Rubes,” Mia sighed.

She smiled at Rob, who automatically smiled back.

“Actually, I’m kinda glad she’s not here. Like, don’t get me wrong,” Mia added hastily, “she’s like so amazing and she’s such a friend and all and I love her to bits…”

Rob could sense the but coming a mile off. Still, he made sure to keep his face perfectly neutral.

“But, there’s, like, just some things I actually cannot talk about around her. Y’know,” Mia blushed a little, “big things.”

The blonde girl’s eyes locked onto his. Guarded. Open. Hopeful. Worried. Wanting him to ask her more. Terrified he would question her further.

No, that wasn’t right. Not him, not Rob. Not some nasty old man.

Ruby. Her friend. The girl she loved with that intensity only girls who aren’t yet adults can love their closest friends, with all the wonderful hope and paralyzing fear that a single spilled word, a single bitchy comment could destroy them forever.

Now wasn’t the time for Rob to be Bad Ruby.

Now was the time for him to try being Good Ruby, the friend.

“I know what you mean,” Rob said, smiling reflexively back at Mia, the way girls do. “I mean, of course I agree, of course she’s amazing and I love her, of course I get she’s just having fun.

But yeah, sometimes, when I wanna talk. I always…

I guess I’d always talk to you first, Mia.”

A look flitted across Mia’s youthful face. A look of relief. Of danger passed. Of quiet flattery that the girl she secretly always compared herself to – the girl she sometimes felt was a friend, and sometimes a frenemy – had said something so nice to her.

At that moment, Rob saw her as she really was. A kid. A scared, 14-year old trying to navigate the dangerous waters of adolescence, with only her equally scared and inexperienced friends to help guide her.

Well, not quite… he thought to himself. Maybe it’s time to get some adult perspective on things…

“Do you…” he said, slowly, not wanting to break the spell, “do you wanna maybe go grab a latte? Like, together?”

A pause.

“Like, just you and me?”

For a second, he wondered if maybe he’d misjudged it. If the new hormones now soaking his teenaged brain might have gotten confused and sensed something that wasn’t really there.

Then Mia was nodding slowly, an unmistakable look of gratitude on her features.

“For realsies? That is a seriously good idea.”

*

The coffee place was up high, so high that the drop next to it almost caused you vertigo.

Far below, in the depths of the mall, little figures flitted to and fro, a swarming of little ants crawling past the plastic trees and fake marble fountains. Little creatures, unaware they were being observed.

Way above them, Rob let a frown crease his pretty face. He was pretty sure that counted as, like, a totally profound thought.

“Oh my God… don’t look now, Rubes.” A giggle. “But that guy over there…”

“Which one? NO! Don’t point…”

Another giggle.

“Oh God, he totally saw me. See him? That one? This is crazy!”

“I can’t look! Not now you’ve… Umm. Is he…?”

“What?”

“Cute?”

Across their little Formica table, Mia gave him a knowing smile.

“Guess you’ll have to look.”

“No. I actually can’t… OK, hold on.”

Casually tossing one hand through his hair, Rob turned and pretended to glance around the courtyard, with all its restaurants and coffee places and fast food joints.

He felt his eyeballs innocently flit from one table to another, looking, looking, just looking…

…and then he quickly glanced in the direction Mia had indicated and felt his heart stop in his chest.

There, about fifty feet away, a small group of boys were lounging around a table, trays of KFC spread out before them.

They looked older than him and Mia. Like, maybe fifteen or even sixteen. Most of them were dressed in super tight-fitting shirts and jeans, with hair that was short-shaved at the sides and floppy on top. Most of them were good-looking, kinda sporty.

But there was one boy there… a guy who was so slender, so tall that he looked like an elf or something. Dressed all in black, with a t-shirt that showed off his wiry frame. A big, mop of blonde hair on his head, framing a face that was cute, confident…

And.

Looking.

Right.

At.

Him!

For the longest second, Rob felt his eyes lock with this strange boy’s. Felt his entire being seem to freeze, like time had just stopped.

Dreamily, he watched as the boy smiled the tiniest little smile, a twinkle in his sky blue eyes that made little shivers run up Rob’s spine.

He felt himself smile back automatically, as if his new body was helpless to do anything but mimic this boy’s movements, to send these subtle little teenage signals back at him, to…

“Oh my God he saw you!”

The spell was shattered. Instantly, Rob flicked his pretty little head back round, ran his fingers through his hair and blinked at Mia.

He forced his face to resume a neutral expression, but inside he could feel every single nerve ending in his entire body tingling.

Jesus, that witch didn’t lie when she said she’d made me straight…

Hard as it was for his male brain to believe, the sight of that one cute boy had made him feel dizzier than seeing one hundred beautiful women.

“You’re actually blushing,” Mia’s eyes were alive. “Oh my God, Rubes!”

“Do you think he can tell?” Rob felt a strange, almost overwhelming urge to giggle, to act like a shy schoolgirl. “Mia, he’s so cute!”

“They’re seriously all looking now,” Mia glanced over Rob’s bare shoulder, “I bet if you went and talked to him…”

“I’m not doing that!” Rob giggled – actually giggled! “If he likes me so much, he can come over here.”

At the same time, though, he was glad that social pressure still existed in this form, no matter what people might claim about true equality being achieved. That it was socially acceptable for him to now sit here, deliberately ignoring this boy, rather than being peer pressured to go up to him.

As much as he was enjoying his new life. As much as he needed to talk to a boy to complete his three tasks, he was still a forty year old man.

Sure, he might be in a teenage girl’s body. Sure, he might be starting to forget what it felt like to be male or to be grown up, but still.

He couldn’t shake the feeling that there would be something kinda… wrong if he got romantically involved with anyone. Even if no-one else knew, he would.

If I wind up staying as Ruby, he thought, I’m gonna set myself a new rule. No romance until I’m 18. No kissing boys until they catch up with me and we’re both adults. It’s only fair that way.

Not that I’m gonna stay as Ruby, of course. Obviously…

He squashed the thoughts back down. Mia was still grinning, still waiting for his next move.

“Anyway,” Rob said out loud, “We didn’t come up here to talk to boys. We came for you, Mia.”

Deliberately turning his back on the boys, he took a sip of his latte. Drinking coffee made him feel so grown up.

“Like, what did you want to tell me?”

The laughter drained from Mia’s face. That nervous, slightly-haunted look came back. She sat back and started subconsciously checking her topknot.

“I mean, I dunno Rubes, it’s pretty big… no, I mean, it’s nothing. Maybe we don’t need to bother, I don’t wanna bore you or…”

“Mia.” Rob gently laid one hand on her leg. Gave her a little squeeze. “You’re my best friend. You can tell me anything. I promise. Anything.”

Mia gave him a grateful smile. Yet still she hesitated.

“You know earlier, with Rochelle? When she said those things…”

“Sure.” Rob nodded, not really sure, but not wanting to break the spell. “I mean, of course.”

“Well, I didn’t say nothing, because I was all like, I don’t wanna spoil this party. But when she said that, I just felt like… I wanted to say something…”

To Rob’s surprise, the future supermodel before him, the young girl his own young girl brain was secretly jealous of, suddenly looked close to tears.

“Oh my God, Mia… it’s OK. Mia…”

“I’m actually just so-so confused.” Mia whispered. “I thought at first I was imagining it, but it’s not going away, and when Rochelle made those jokes about lebos, and-and now I think, I think I’m…”

A lightbulb went on in Rob’s head just before she said it.

“Mia, I know what you’re gonna say, and…”

“I think I’m gay,” the word came out of Mia like a release. A look of shock passed across her face, like she couldn’t believe she’d said it, and now it was out, she was terrified Rob would laugh at her.

“Like, I know it’s meant to be cool now, but that’s only online, and here is so different, and I always wanted to be…”

She didn’t get any further.

Acting with instinct, Rob reached across the table, wrapped his arms around his new bestie, the troubled bestie this spell had given him. Pulled her into a hug.

Not the sort of quick hug you give a female friend as a man. Certainly not the kind of lingering hug you give a lover.

It was the sort of hug you only ever give when you’re a teenage girl and your friend is in trouble. The sort of powerful, lifesaving hug that even grown women don’t give.

“Thank you so much for telling me,” Rob whispered in her ear, aware he was physically closer to this girl than he’d been to anyone in a long time and no longer caring, “I’m so proud of you, Mia.”

“You don’t…?” Whispered his new friend, “I mean, you aren’t…?”

“Mia, you are awesome. You’re my best friend and… and…

And I’ll love you no matter what.”

As soon as the words were out, Rob realized to his shock that they were true. That he was no longer a trapped grown man, trying to comfort this girl as best he could while still looking for a way to escape this life.

He was a teenage girl now. A girl who really did feel this close to her best friends, who really did care about how Mia felt, and wanted to help her and make her feel better.

He was Ruby. Plugged into this life, invested in it. To leave now, to leave Mia unsupported, to leave that morning’s argument hanging over his new parents…

It would be more than wrong. It would be criminal.

At that moment, he realized his conscious mind had finally accepted the decision his subconscious had made the moment that strange woman clicked her fingers.

He would be Ruby – pretty, carefree, loving, maddening, teenage Ruby – for the rest of his life.

Just as he was thinking these thoughts, he heard Mia give a little sniff. She leaned back, pulled a piece of tissue out her bag and started dabbing at her eyes, trying to hold back tears so her makeup wouldn’t run.

“Oh my God, just look at me…”

She gave an embarrassed smile. Shook her head.

“Rubes. You are officially amazing. You’re like the best-”

An embarrassed look suddenly came into her eyes. She turned away, as if trying to hide her slightly-blotchy face from someone.

Rob just had time to think Rochelle? when he heard the voice, sensed the shadow at his side, and realized what had just happened.

“Hey.” The boy said casually, “what’s your name?”

Up close, he was even cuter than he had been from far away. As Rob blinked up at him, he was aware that the mere presence of this boy was making all sorts of weird things happen to his teenage body. Making all sorts of strange thoughts and desires go flitting through his still developing brain.

“I’m Nathan,” the boy smiled, unperturbed by Rob’s awestruck silence. “My buddies and me, we’re over there. We’re not doing much, but maybe might check out the new Avengers in a bit? I thought, maybe, you girls might wanna…?”

In a flash, Rob saw it all clearly, saw exactly how this would go.

How he’d say yes, and he and Mia would join the table of boys, and laugh at their jokes, like girls were supposed to laugh at boys’ jokes, and keep quiet and smile and listen to them talk.

How they’d wind up later at the movie theatre, and while Nathan was standing in line for tickets, he and Mia – and maybe Rochelle again by that point – would go off to the restroom together, and freak out about how cute these boys were!

How he’d sit next to Nathan as the film played. How at some point, they’d find themselves holding hands.

How he’d slowly get up his nerve. How at some point, after the film, they’d be alone together, and Rob would smile in the cutest way he could, and whisper I like you…

…and how then the spell would be broken. And he’d be able to click his heels and say the magic words. The words that would take him away from this life, and put him back in his old one.

The words that would bring his magical adventure to a permanent end.

All these thoughts flitted through Rob’s mind in less than a split second. Nathan was still standing over him, still casual, still sure these girls wouldn’t turn him down.

“I’m Ruby,” Rob heard himself say out loud. “This is Mia. And thanks, really thanks, but no. No. We’ve, uh, we’ve got other stuff to do.”

“Oh. Sure. OK. Maybe another time.”

Rob smiled gently. Shook his head.

“Probably not. Sorry, but… nah.”

“No? Um, well, whatever.” Nathan flashed him a last, dazzling grin. “Um. Later.”

And then he was gone, strutting back to his guy friends, ready to tell them he tried, but whatever, right? There were plenty of other cute girls hanging around at this mall.

Ruby watched him go with an inscrutable expression on her face. Deep inside her teenage brain, she felt like something had just died. Something old and tired and oh-so sad. Something, some part of her, she wished could have died a long time ago.

“Rubes…”

“Huh?” At the sound of Mia’s voice, Ruby turned back to her bestie.

“Oh my God, you didn’t have to do that. He’s so cute! I mean, I’m fine now, and…”

The blonde girl trailed off as Ruby shrugged her bare shoulders. Mia didn’t dare tell her that she looked so beautiful at that moment.

Mia, it’ll never happen, she thought to herself. But I guess that’s OK. I prefer her as a friend…

“Hey, Mia?” Ruby said. “How about we find Rochelle and get outta here, huh?”

“Sure. Why not?” Mia replied, “you’re the birthday girl, right?”

She’d meant it as an off-the-cuff remark. A quick not-quite joke.

So she was kinda surprised to see Ruby break into the biggest smile ever.

“I guess I am, aren’t I?” The teenager replied. “I really am the birthday girl.”

At that moment, she looked so impossibly happy that Mia didn’t even bother to try finding out what she meant by that.


Epilogue: The Happy Girl

Later that night, Ruby lay in her bed, watching with faint interest as the retro red and white alarm clock on her bedside table counted down the minutes until the end of her birthday.

She was dressed in her pink pajamas, laying back against the pillows, her phone discarded beside her. She’d spent the last few hours messaging Mia on social media, giving her some good old fashioned bestie support as she prepared to come out to her mom and dad.

Now, though, the phone was off. Only the fairy lights had been left on above Ruby’s bed. The rest of the house was dark, asleep. Ruby knew she should be asleep too.

She couldn’t help it, though. She needed to see this.

“One minute left,” the teenage girl murmured to herself, as the second hand ticked over.

It had been a good birthday, in all, she thought. Reassuring. She felt she’d made a few decisions that probably classified as adult in nature, made her feel mature.

Mature, yeah. She liked that. Oh, sure, everyone still said you were basically a kid when you were fourteen, but that was just adults.

Deep down, Ruby knew she’d made some decisions today that even adults would be scared to make.

After the mall, one of the first things she’d done was to apologize to her parents for being all screwy earlier.

They’d shrugged and protested and said it was fine, but she’d said no, she’d been a bit of a bitch, and if Mom wanted to make waffles again tomorrow she’d totally eat them, and if Dad wanted to take his special princess out for a birthday treat, then yeah, she’d be up for that.

She could tell they hadn’t been best pleased she’d used a word like bitch, but she could also tell that they’d both been little amazed by her honesty. She could practically hear them whispering afterwards.

Look at Rubes. She’s so mature for her age…

Propped up in bed, Ruby smiled to herself.

They didn’t know the half of it.

“Thirty seconds,” she whispered out loud. Nearly there now.

Another decision she’d made had been a sad one, but one she’d known was necessary.

Although she could feel her body – and it was definitely her body now, not a new body, or a fake body or anything – fizzing with hormones and calling out for contact with boys, she’d decided that was simply something she couldn’t do.

Nope, nu-uh. It’d be just too weird, given her past as a grown man (a past that was already starting to feel like a dream). Too unfair on whatever teenage boy she wound up with.

So… she’d decided she was gonna save herself for marriage. No romantic contact with boys until she was 18, not until they were mentally adults too.

It felt a looooong way away, but she knew she could wait. Even if it killed her.

When she finally found the right man, when she was finally a grown woman and could fall into his arms without feeling guilty…

Well. She already knew it would be perfect.

“Fifteen seconds.” She sighed. She knew four years would go past in a blur, but this last minute was dragging on forever.

With a faint smile on her face, Ruby looked down at her body. At the body that was changing and shifting on a sea of hormones, trapped within the wonders and horrors of adolescence.

It felt a little weird, knowing these two little bumps on her chest were gonna keep growing until they became breasts. Knowing that her hips were gonna get wider, her figure become more feminine.

It felt weird, but it also felt good. Her body was changing right now, going from that of a girl to that of a woman.

It might be stressful. It might even be painful. But more than anything, it would be worth it.

Becoming a grown woman was much better than becoming a grown man. It meant you could get pregnant. Have babies. Breastfeed them. Become a mommy.

And Ruby already knew she wanted to be a mommy one day more than anything in the world.

Had known that ever since she was a sad and lonely teenage boy a whole lifetime ago, looking at his developing boy body in the mirror and feeling his mind filled with infinite sadness.

“How much longer…?” Ruby murmured, glancing away from her body, looking at the clock.

To her surprise, the minute had already ticked over. It was no longer Saturday. No longer her birthday. It was past midnight.

And that meant that it no longer mattered if she completed her tasks and said her magic words. The window to reverse the spell was over.

She was now stuck as Ruby whether she like it or not.

At that thought, a huge smile broke over the teenage girl’s face. She flopped back down on the pillows and grinned vacantly up at the dark ceiling, feeling happier than she ever had in her life before.

There it was. No more adult responsibilities. No more crappy office job. No more living a life that had always made her miserable.

There was just the life of a teenage girl now. Just the life of a pretty, popular 14-year old whose parents loved her and who had the best friends in the entire world.

The life that she, Ruby Stephens, had dreamed of living for forty long years.

“Happy birthday, Ruby,” the teen whispered to herself as she gently closed her eyes. “I’m so happy to be you…”

As she drifted off into a happy sleep, Ruby was unaware of the woman stood outside her house, looking up at her bedroom window. The tall, dark haired woman with those magical eyes, eyes she was now using to cast a new spell that meant Ruby would never again be unhappy, never again live anything but her dream female life.

If Ruby had happened to glance down at the woman at that exact moment, she would have seen that the witch had the biggest smile on her face.

*
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Free Extract:

Turned into Her Bride

The wedding party was over. As the last guests tipsily made their way their way out the grand wooden doors, Chloe came and sat down beside Frank with a happy sigh.

“God, I thought they’d never leave…” she murmured, gazing after the women tugging on their fancy coats by the doorway. “I mean, I love having them here, but…”

She drunkenly squeezed Frank’s knee. A mischievous grin flitted across her face.

“Well. We’ve got more important stuff to do. Right?”

Beside his new wife, Frank forced up a smile he hoped to God looked genuine. A pretty, simpering smile that suited his new face.

“Yeah. We do,” he said in a voice that wasn’t his own.

In response, Chloe leaned forward. Took one of his soft cheeks in her free hand. For a moment, Frank could only look dumbly into her twinkling green eyes, and then the two of them were kissing, Chloe’s tongue swirling around the insides of Frank’s mouth as he whimpered softly.

They had to be soft whimpers. Any louder, and Chloe might have decided that he wasn’t into this. That he was still harboring negative thoughts.

And if she told Queen Lucy of her fears, and Queen Lucy decided to look inside Frank’s mind, and saw he didn’t want to be married to this gorgeous woman, didn’t want to be stuck inside this body…

Well. She might decide to find Chloe a new partner.

And that meant Frank might wind up just like Michael.

At long last, Chloe pulled back from their kiss. Rested her forehead against Frank’s, one hand idly playing with his long blonde hair.

“God, you’re beautiful.”

“Thank you, mistress,” Frank felt himself reply automatically. He blushed a deep shade of pink. “I-I mean, thanks.”

He wondered how Chloe would react to his slip of the tongue. Felt that old fear rising in him, the fear that had been drilled into every single man in Sissyville ever since their Queen arrived. The fear that you would say one wrong word or think one wrong thought and find yourself turned into-

But Chloe just giggled, leaning back in her seat to look at him. Her flowing dark hair framed her pale face perfectly, made her green eyes seem to glow like a cat’s. Its tips were dyed purple, resting against the dark, masculine suit that hid her A Cup breasts from sight.

She was as beautiful as Frank had always found her. Even before.

“No more mistress, OK? You’re not my maid anymore. You’re Francine…

…my wife. Officially, legally, till death us do part.”

Her eyes drifted hungrily down to Frank’s chest.

“And, by the way, you look gorgeous like that.”

Like that was the expensive looking wedding dress Queen Lucy had magicked Frank into after Chloe prayed to her, with its low neckline, elegant curves, open back and long train of the purest white that flowed away from his body over the wooden chair. The dress all the real women had commented on, saying how wonderful it looked.

But like that was something more, too.

Like that was also the body their Queen had magicked Frank into five years ago, when she first seized control of the town. The petit little body that barely came up to Chloe’s chin, with its slender, smooth legs, its tight little pussy and its soft, innocent babyface.

The petit little body with its big, heaving breasts and wide, childbearing hips. Perfect for motherhood.

The beautiful, obedient girl Frank was now doomed to be for the rest of his life…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Also by Lisa Change

*

She Made Him into a School Girl

“Any minute now,” whispered the Scientist with a smile, “you’ll find out what it’s like to lose that big, strong man-body of yours… and wake up as a school girl!”


32-year old Alex thought he had it made: a good job, a loving fiancée and an apartment in the city. But then They came for him, and made him a subject in one of their unethical experiments. An experiment to take a grown man and turn him into a teenage girl.


Stuck as beautiful, 18-year old Lena, Alex must suddenly learn to deal with life as a school girl with school girl thoughts, school girl feelings… and school girl crushes. Because the experiment has done more than transform his body and wipe his memories. It’s made him into a teenage hottie with all the cute boys falling at her feet! 


Can Alex fight his new feelings and escape back to his male body? Or will he discover that being an adorable 18-year old girl with a teenage boyfriend is what he secretly wanted all along? 

Buy now


The Teenage Boy Who Woke Up as a Girl

“All my life, I’ve known something’s wrong. Don’t ask me to explain how, I just know. I’ve always known that my boy body isn’t right, that, deep down, I want to be a girl.


And now my wish has come true. Somehow, I’ve woken up today to find my male body gone. To find I’ve been transformed into a pretty teen girl. 


Suddenly, I’m cute and carefree and able to wear dresses. Suddenly, I’ve got girlfriends to talk to about boys and lipstick and clothes. Suddenly, I’m the prettiest girl at school. I’ve even got a boyfriend…


How long can this change last? Will I have to go back to being a boy again? Or will I be able to spend the rest of my life trapped as a beautiful school girl…?” 

Buy now


The Boy Who Became a School Girl

All his life, 18-year old Noah has been the outcast. Bullied at school. Only friends with girls. Unable to act on his hidden feelings for the hunky boys around him… until now. 


One day, something happens that will change Noah’s life, and the lives of everyone around him, forever. After his best friend Myra jokingly reads from an old spell book, Noah finds himself transformed into a beautiful girl. In the blink of an eye, this shy young boys goes from being bullied, effeminate Noah to Nora, the prettiest, most-popular girl at school!


But Myra’s spell has had some unexpected side-effects. Even as Noah begins to enjoy life as a cute teenage girl, he finds himself slowly falling for one of the muscular jocks who used to bully him. Will this gender-swapped boy be able to resist Caden’s advances? Or will he find himself embarking on a transgender romance as thrilling as it is heartbreaking?  

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 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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