

This book copyright Lisa Change, 2017 ©

All extracts copyright Lisa Change, 2016 or 2017 ©

All rights reserved.

Front cover image Beryl_snw by Sailor - Winter 0.2, used freely from Flickr with modifications (without endorsement) under a Public Domain license.


Contents

*

The Boy Who Became a School Girl

*

Swapped at the Mall (Free Preview)

*

Also by Lisa Change

About the Author


The boy Who Became a School Girl

I

“Hey. You OK in there?”

At the sound of Myra’s voice, Noah closed his eyes, pressed his face into his hands. His cheeks were still burning red, little tears pricking at the corners of his eyes.

Leave me alone, he thought, dully. Please. Just… leave me alone.

“Noah?” Myra’s voice was soft. Tender. Laced with concern.

“Noah, it’s me. Come on. Please?”

“Go away!” The words exploded out before Noah realized he was going to speak.

They came out angry. Cracked. Upset. The words of a boy who’s just been humiliated. A boy who’s just…

Well, Noah didn’t want to think about that any more than he had to right now.

“Just… just go away!” He yelled, trying not to cry. “Go on. Go!”

For a moment, all was silent on the other side of the flimsy wooden door. Noah could almost hear the cogs ticking over in Myra’s brain, as she tried to figure out what she should do. Tried to figure out what a best friend’s role was in this situation.

After all, it wasn’t every day you were forced to watch your bestie get utterly humiliated.

It had been a standard afternoon in Hell, up to that point. The two friends had hooked up on their way into school; the nerdy, dark-haired girl and the slim, effeminate guy, both just trying to survive until college.

As usual, Caden and his jock buddies had whooped at Noah as he passed through the entrance hall, trying to intimidate him. As usual, Myra had leaned over and whispered:

“Don’t look now, but I think we’ve just entered the Douchebag Zone.”

And as usual Noah had hissed at her to keep it down, but had been unable to keep the smile off his face.

Even though he was the guy in their strange little pairing, Noah had always been the wimpier of the two. While he preferred to pass the school bullies with his head down, hoping not to be noticed, Myra was happy to insult them to their faces. It made life a little crazy sometimes, but, well…

…if it wasn’t for Myra, Noah thought he might have gone crazy a long time ago.

With his slim, lithe frame, effeminate features and mop of unruly dark hair, Noah was almost perfect bullying material. It didn’t help that he didn’t like sports, mainly hung out with girls, and had a streak of almost heartbreaking shyness running through him.

As Myra sometimes liked to point out, he was a guy born to spend high school getting his ass kicked.

That day, though, things hadn’t been too bad. After arriving, Noah had drifted through a double history class, followed by a quick trip to the science labs. When the bell had finally rung, he’d grabbed his bag, high-tailed it out the door…

…and run smack bang into Caden and his groupies.

“Hey there, sissy,” the tall, muscular jock had sneered, looking down at Noah from inside his powerful, 6ft2 frame. “Where’s your little dyke friend?”

“Hey, Caden,” Noah had muttered unhappily. They were two sentences in and already he had known their encounter wasn’t gonna end well.

Caden was a big, imposing guy, with a broad chest, powerful biceps and shoulders that made Noah feel slightly funny every time he caught sight of them. He was popular with the junior girls, all of whom seemed to giggle whenever he walked past them. He was captain of the lacrosse team, a handsome, popular guy everyone was sure was gonna go on to great things.  

He was also a monumental douchebag.

“Hey. Hey!” The voice had snapped Noah out of his reveries, made him look up into the big jock’s square-jawed face. “I’m talking to you, gayboy.”

“Sorry,” Noah had mumbled, “I was, uh…”

At this, Caden had given his buddies a mugging, conspiratorial look.

“Fucking hell, gayboy, I thought you were meant to be smart. I said…”

Then he’d leaned close, so close Noah could almost smell his breath, hot and slightly-sour, a strange smile on his face.

“Do you think I’m a douchebag?”

For a moment, Noah’s mind had reeled.

Holy fuck! Did he just read my mind…?

And then he’d remembered Myra’s whispered comment by the entrance and everything had slotted into place.

“What?” He’d mumbled, uncomfortably looking down, trying to hide his eyes from Caden’s shiteating grin. “Uh, no. I-I dunno what you’re talking about, Caden…”

“Sure you do.” The jock’s deep voice had been soft, almost gentle. Like they were friends and he was inviting Noah to share a confidence.

“Ain’t that what you and your dyke friend said? That I’m a douchebag?” He’d leaned closer, so close Noah could have almost leaned forward and kissed him. “Go on, sissy, don’t be shy.”

A little crowd had gathered by this point, watching them. Junior girls, smiling at Caden and looking at Noah with disgust. Nerdy guys, glad they weren’t the ones being picked on.

Caden’s big, jock buddies. Just waiting for his signal.

Noah had swallowed, lowered his head, given it a little, submissive shake.

“Y-you must have misheard us.”

“Misheard you?” Caden raised his eyebrows. “Nah… not that bitch.”

He’d suddenly straightened up, smiling down at Noah’s small, 5ft9 frame.

“Know what happens to guys who call me a douchebag?” The muscular douchebag had asked. “They get hurt. So I guess I’d better hurt you.”

“Please, Caden…”

“Fucking hell, gayboy, shut up already, will ya?”

He’d sneered at helpless little Noah. Caden was big enough to break every single bone in Noah’s body and they both knew it.

“I oughta hurt you,” he’d said, slowly, “but maybe I don’t gotta. Provided you do something for me.”

“What?” Noah had asked, trying to sound tough, but simply sounding scared.

In response, Caden had stuck out one sneaker-clad foot, still decorated with mud from the lacrosse pitch.

“Kiss my foot.”

A giggle had gone up through the crowd. Noah had felt his mouth drop open.

“Your foot… what? No!” He’d furiously shaken his head. “C’mon, Caden, you’re being a dou-”

“A what?” Caden had whispered, his voice suddenly deadly.

And Noah had instantly snapped his stupid mouth shut, his palms suddenly damp. What had he almost said?!

“I-I said…” he’d stuttered, miserably, “I said you were being a…”

He’d fully intended to back down. As he always did. To just mumble something and let Caden taunt him until he and his jock buddies had had enough.

But then he’d happened to glance into the crowd, and Myra had been looking right at him.

She’d been a short distance away, standing outside a classroom, a pile of books in her arms, her mouth dangling open. As Noah had watched, her pale face, framed by her dark hair, had screwed up in anger. She’d taken a step towards them, ready to give Caden and his buddies an earful, ready to save Noah…

…and suddenly, Noah had felt a wave of disgust rise up in him. Disgust at himself, for standing there and letting Caden insult him. Disgust at the thought that a girl had to save him.

Caden had still been waiting for his reply, a smug look on his handsome features. Slowly, Noah had raised his head and looked right into the jock’s electric blue eyes.

“I said you’re a douchebag,” he’d repeated, flatly. “A fucking asshole douchebag.”

The effect had been instantaneous. From the corners of his eyes, Noah had been able to see a row of shocked faces, looking expectantly to Caden.

Before him, the big jock had glowered at him.

“I should kick your ass,” he’d whispered. “But I’ve got a better idea.”

And before Noah had known what was happening, he’d felt two strong hands reach out, grasp him by the shoulders. Felt them spin him round to face the crowd.

Then felt them grab his pants and yank them down around his ankles.

For a split second, all had been silence. Then the entire corridor had burst into gales of laughter.

All around him, boys had pointed and laughed at Noah, even as his cheeks burned crimson with shame. Girls had giggled behind their hands, looking at him with eyes that were a dreadful mixture of disgust and pity. Behind him, Noah had heard Caden and one of his jock buddies, the muscular meathead Harvey, slap hands and laugh.

“There,” Caden had growled in his ear, his hot breath tickling Noah’s cheek, “not such a smartass now, are you?”

Then he’d planted a hand in Noah’s back and sent him sprawling on the floor.

“Check out gayboy’s tighty whities!” Noah had heard his bully crow.

And, below that, Myra’s voice. Furious. Shrieking.

“You fucking assholes! What the fuck have you done to him?!”

There was a clatter, and Noah heard his best friend drop down beside him.

“Noah? Jesus, are… are you OK?”

It had been the last straw. After his humiliation, knowing a-a girl was coming to rescue him…

His cheeks pink with shame, Noah had yanked his pants up, pulled himself to his feet. Then, ignoring the peals of laughter and Myra’s desperate questions, he’d taken off down the corridor as fast as his slender legs could carry him.

He hadn’t stopped running until he reached the restroom.

*

“Noah?” Myra’s voice was faint in the darkness of the cubicle. “Look, I know you’re upset…”

Damn right, thought Noah, angrily.

“…but, seriously. You’re acting like a total penis.”

There was a pause. Noah unlocked the door and let it swing open to reveal Myra’s pale face.

“Good.” His bestie gave him a little smile. “Mind if I…?”

Noah shook his head.

“Awesomeness.” Myra gently stepped into the tiny cubicle and shut the door behind her.

In this tiny space, they were squeezed close together, almost kissing close. But neither noticed.

They’d never thought of each other in that way before.

“Sorry,” mumbled Noah, deliberately avoiding Myra’s eyes, hoping she wouldn’t see that he’d been crying, “I didn’t mean to…”

“I was trying to help.”

“I know.” At last, Noah looked at his friend. “It’s just…”

“That I’m a girl?”

“Yeah. Something like that.”

For a moment, they were silent. The distant sounds of the corridor drifted through the darkness. Cries. Cheers. The hubbub of school life.

Finally, Myra gave a little sigh.

“It’s no big deal, right?” She said, a defensive note in her voice. “Y’know, ten years from now, no-one’s gonna care that you…”

She stopped at the sight of his expression.

“OK. Yeah. I guess that doesn’t sound too comforting in the here and now.”

Silence again.

“I guess one good thing came out of all this,” Noah muttered, at last.

“What?”

“I got to call Caden a fucking douchebag.”

A slow smile spread across Myra’s face. She let out a little laugh and squeezed his arm.

“Ohhh, Noah! I’m fucking proud of you. Man, I wish I coulda seen his face! I bet it was all like…”

She rearranged her features into a dopey, hurt expression.

“Duhhh, what dat boy say? Me no like.”

“Not really. It was more like… more like when a farmer sticks his hand up a horses butt.” He made his eyes go comically-wide. “Thought he was gonna whinny.”

The two friends grinned at one another in the darkness, the tension suddenly gone. For a split-second, Noah almost forgot the horrible humiliation he’d just been through.

Then it all came rushing back. He lowered his eyes again, little pinpricks of misery dancing across his skin.

“God, I hate this place,” he whispered.

Myra shook her head, her dark hair flicking out around her shoulders like a curtain fluttering in the breeze.

“Nah. You just hate Caden and his asshole friends. Ask yourself: would you be happy here if Caden was the guy everyone was picking on.”

“No.” He hesitated. “Maybe. Why?” 

“Coz,” Myra smiled at him, her eyes twinkling, “I think I know just how we can make that happen.”


II

The library was quiet, as if it had long ago been wrapped in a dustsheet and tucked away out of sight from the rest of the school. Its shelves creaked with books old and new, slick academic books, and dusty tomes that wouldn’t look out of place in Hogwarts.

In the far corner, Noah carefully held the wooden ladder as Myra perched atop of it, pulling out random books and whispering excitedly.

“Remember that scandal when we were in junior high, the one with that Satanic cult?”

“Sure,” Noah shrugged. “Why?”

“Turns out the old librarian here was a member or something. They say that just before the FBI grabbed her, she managed to hide her old spell books… aha!”

“Great,” mumbled Noah as Myra triumphantly pulled a battered old volume off the top shelf. “But I don’t get…”

“What this has to do with Caden?” Myra was leafing through the book now, her brown eyes eagerly scanning each page. “Yep, this is the one. Move over.”

Noah stood aside as his bestie slipped down the ladder.

“It’s like this. What do you think would be the worst thing that could happen to someone like Caden?”

“Dunno. Car crash, maybe. Uh, shits himself while playing lacrosse?”

“Think less normal,” Myra said, not taking her eyes off the open book. “Big, homophobic, alpha male douchenozzle… how do you think he’d feel if, say…”

She suddenly looked up at Noah, her eyes alive with mischief.

“He woke up tomorrow as a girl?”

The shadows in the library seemed to grow longer, like someone was slowly turning down a dimmer. Noah swallowed.

“Wait. Are you saying…?”

“I’m saying I bet something like that would traumatize him.” Myra’s grin tugged wider, becoming almost a demonic leer. “Imagine. Sissy hating Mr. Jock-man wakes up to find he’s got boobies and a sweet little puss-puss and a sudden desire to neck with boys.”

Noah shook his head.

“Myra…”

“Maybe not just any boy, either.” Myra giggled. “Maybe he wakes up to find he’s head over heels in love with his own worst enemy.”

“Who’s that?”

Then Noah saw the way Myra was looking at him, and his eyes went wide.

“Urgh! No! I don’t wanna… wanna have Caden fall in love with me!”

I can’t believe I’m having this conversation…

“Why not?!,” Myra giggled. “I mean, it wouldn’t be Caden Caden, y’know. It’d be some hot-ass girl who just happens to have his memories, and can’t help but follow you around, thinking about what a smart, sexy guy you are…”

“No! No fucking way! That’s-that’s too weird.”

Myra sighed.

“OK, OK. Well, maybe one of his jock buddies, then?” His best friend suddenly started to laugh. “Oh man! Imagine Caden having sex with Harvey!”

She broke down into giggles, urgently jamming her fist against her mouth to try and stifle the laughter.

“Can you imagine how that’d fuck with his tiny, dickless brain?”

Noah glanced down at the book. Hesitated.

Surely not… I mean, there’s no way…

“Hold up. Are you saying,” he swallowed, unable to believe what he was about to ask. “Are you saying this book can really…?”

Myra shrugged.

“Well, according to stuff I read online, totally, yeah. According to what I understand of the laws of physics… probably not, no.”

Her eyes glinted.

“Buuut… it’d be kinda cathartic to at least try, right?”

For a long moment, Noah stared at the book. At its crinkled, yellowed pages. At the strange writing in it. A shiver passed up his spine.

Was that a warning? A warning not to mess with this kinda shit…?

He gave himself a mental shake.

Hey, this stuff isn’t real, remember?

At long last, he nodded.

“Yeah. Yeah, I guess it would be.”

“Awesome!” Myra jumped up and down, looking like a little kid at Christmas. “Let’s do it! One transformed jock, coming right up!”

As she eagerly leafed through the pages, Noah had a sudden sense of worry.

“Don’t you wanna… I dunno. Don’t you wanna test it first? See if it works?”

“Why? If it doesn’t, who gives a shit. But if it does…”

She looked up at Noah, her eyes seeming to shine with laughter.

“Think how badly we could fuck up that jock asshole’s entire life!”

Noah shook his head.

“Myra… wait.”

“What?”

“I don’t…”

Myra was staring at him now. He looked down at his feet.

“I don’t wanna fuck up his life,” he mumbled. “He’s… he’s a total fucking docuhebag, but… ruining his life? That seems… that seems a little douchey, too, y’know.”

Now it was Myra’s turn to shake her head.

“You’re amazing. Ah-maze-ing.”

Noah shuffled in his shoes.

“Thanks.”

“I didn’t mean it as a compliment.”

For a moment, his bestie was silent, her brow furrowed. Noah let her think.

“OK, fine,” she sighed. “We’ll only cast the spell for a week, OK? I mean, it’s not gonna work anyway, but if it does…

“He’ll spend a week in hell, making out with his big, dumb jock buddies and acting like a girl, then on Friday we appear and promise to turn him back if he never picks on you again. Deal?”

“I guess so.”

“Thank you, God! Ready then?” She grinned at him. “One gender-swap spell, coming up!”

And with that, she lifted up the book, opened her mouth…

…and paused.

In his head, Noah silently counted to five.

“What?” He said, at last.

“I was just thinking,” Myra said, slowly, “this is meant to be cathartic for you, but I’m the one doing all the fun stuff.”

“I don’t mind. Honestly? I don’t really wanna-”

“Here.”

Myra suddenly threw the book to Noah. He clasped it to his chest, almost dropping it.

“That spell right there, just read it out. Only make sure you say Caden’s name. There, in the middle bit.”

The book was heavy in Noah’s hands. Almost supernaturally so. He could feel a faint tingling in his fingertips, like the book was alive with static electricity.

Or magic.

Hesitantly, he looked up at Myra, suddenly unsure.

“Do we really…?” He whispered. “I mean, do we have to…?”

“Noah, man,” Myra closed her eyes, as if in pain. “Just get on with it.”

For a second, Noah really thought he wouldn’t. Really thought he’d put the book down and tell Myra this shit was too dark for him.

But then he remembered that there was no such thing as magic, and the moment passed.

“OK. But if Caden gets transformed and comes looking for me…”

“He’ll be stuck as a girl. Even you could probably take him.”

“Thanks,” Noah muttered.

Then he gave a sigh, hoisted up the book, and began to read.

No sooner had he started chanting the strange words on the page, than the air began to crackle with electricity. A wind whipped up, blowing the pages around him and making his hair dance.

“Holy shit!” Myra breathed. “It’s working!”

Noah couldn’t respond. Now he had started speaking, it was like he was locked into the spell. Like he couldn’t stop, even if he wanted to.

Gripping the book tight, he yelled the words. Yelled them as the world trembled around him and electricity danced across his skin.

Oh my God, is it really gonna…?!

Then, suddenly, it was over. The last, strange word left Noah’s mouth. The wind died down. The book slipped from his fingers and tumbled to the floor.

In the silence that followed, Myra looked around, a faint expression of disappointment on her pale features.

“Huh. I guess maybe it didn’t…”

And then she turned to Noah and her eyes went wide. She raised one trembling hand, pointed at him.

“Noah… you’re… you’re-!”

But Noah didn’t need her to finish. Already, he could feel his skin start to twitch and writhe. Feel the magic, traveling over his body.

“Oh no…” he whispered, helplessly, looking down at himself. “Oh God no!”

His body was changing. Before his eyes, his skin was starting to twist and warp, tucking in here, pushing out there.

In panic, Noah raised his hands up before him. He felt his stomach drop out.

His hands were different. Where only moments before they’d been kinda slender and suspiciously dainty, but very much boy hands, they were now two small, delicate things, with long fingernails painted a bright, bubblegum pink.

“Oh shit!” Squeaked Noah. “Oh shit!”

As he watched, his wrists narrowed down, his arms shed muscle, and suddenly all the thin dark hairs that had recently started dusting his forearms were gone, leaving him with two slender, willowy things.

A feeling of horror rising up in him, Noah looked at Myra.

“The book!” He squeaked. “Quick… the book!”

But Myra was rooted to the spot, her eyes wide, one hand pressed over her mouth. Unable to do anything but look on in horror as her bestie swapped his gender right before her eyes.

There was a creaking sound, like the hull of a wooden boat expanding, and suddenly Noah could feel his hips pushing outwards, growing larger until they protruded from either side of his body like two handles.

At the same time, his shoulders – never broad like Caden’s – began pulling inwards, losing what little masculine shape they had and becoming narrow and slender.

A magical tremor ran around Noah’s midriff. With a yell, he yanked his shirt up and watched, goggle-eyed, as the skin across his belly rippled and twitched. Suddenly, there was a feeling like someone was yanking a belt tight around him and his sides collapsed inwards, leaving him a waist so narrow you could almost fit your hands round it.

“Wha-what’s happening?” He yelled, not caring who might hear him.

Myra slowly shook her head.

“I think…” she whispered, “I think you’re…”

“What?”

His best friend shrugged, a helpless look in her eyes.

“Turning into a girl.”

No sooner were the words out her mouth than a sound like one of those ridiculous wobble boards filled the air. Noah’s ass jumped up and leaped out, gaining fat, becoming round and curved and peach-like.

Whimpering, he glanced over his shoulder at his new bum and almost fainted.

His ass was enormous! Like one of those butts you used to see in music videos. He clasped his cheeks between his newly-dainty hands and was mortified to feel how pert they were.

A tingling shot through Noah’s scalp, like someone had wired him up to the mains. A waterfall of hair suddenly exploded out his skull, tumbling past his eyes in waves until it reached down to his shoulder blades.

In fright, Noah grabbed a strand between two fingers, and watched open-mouthed as all the color bleached out and his hair became a brilliant, near-white blond.

Please… Oh please God no…

The changes were coming faster now. In quick succession, Noah felt his lips plump up. Felt his jawline soften and his cheekbones become sharper. Felt his teenage Adam’s apple slip back into his throat and disappear, leaving only a smooth, slender, swan-like neck.

In the bottom of his vision, he saw his nose – always slightly too-big – shrink down, turning into a cute little button. Then his eyes were suddenly overwhelmed by fluttering black wings that made him cry out and raise up his hands, before he realized they were simply his long, dark new eyelashes.

“For God’s sakes, Myra!” He squealed in a voice that shot up two octaves, “make it stop!”

“I-I don’t think I can.” His best friend whispered, her face ashen. “Sorry, Noah, I really am, but…”

She swallowed.

“You’re female now.”

Her words made Noah feel like screaming. But then he felt it, something that obliterated everything else and made him whimper and plead in cold horror.

Somewhere, beneath the skin of his chest, a strange pressure was building. Like something was about to come bursting out. With panicked movements, Noah threw up his hands…

…and watched in open-mouthed horror as a pair of beautiful breasts came bursting out.

They swelled up suddenly beneath his shirt, getting bigger and rounder and perter, until they strained at the fabric, pulling it taut across his chest.

With a feeling like a man in a dream, Noah experimentally touched one, squeezing it gently through his shirt, and was surprised at how firm it was. How ripe.

Oh my God… those are bigger than Myra’s! He thought, helplessly.

As someone who had never had a girlfriend, Noah didn’t have much experience with cup sizes. But he knew Myra was a B, so that meant…

That meant he was the proud owner of a pair of C-cup titties, at least.

I can’t have tits! That’s impossible…

Then another, darker thought occurred to him.

Oh Jesus. Caden’s gonna make my life Hell…

Noah was still staring at the awful new things poking out his chest, rising in the lower part of his vision, when he suddenly felt it. The faint twitch in his crotch. The faint twitch that was all the worse because he knew what it meant.

With a soft moan, he tried to tear open his belt. Tried to grab hold of his cock and stop it from disappearing. But it was useless.

Barely had he moved before his penis had vanished back into his body, dragging his balls with it. There was a faint sound like Velcro being torn open, and suddenly Noah could feel a tiny little hole open up between his legs, flanked by a pair of plump, moist lips.

And then it was over. There was a sudden gust of wind that made Noah throw up his hands and shriek, and the spell was finished.

The silence that followed was broken only by the sound of Noah’s breathing; shallow, high-pitched, feminine. Slowly, he looked down at his body and realized with a jolt that his clothes had changed, too.

Whereas only seconds ago, he’d been dressed in a pair of skinny jeans with a loose-fitting button shirt, his body was now kitted out with a plain white tank top, a stylish dark jacket, and a pair of leggings that clung to his skin and stopped just above his ankles.

His shoes, too, had changed, switching from a pair of white sneakers to a pair of girly pink converse.

“Um…”

With slow movements, Noah looked up from his new body to Myra, watching him with a shell shocked expression. He swallowed gently.

“What… what the hell did we do?”

The moment the words were out his mouth, he wished he could snatch them back, keep them locked away and stay silent.

His male voice had vanished. In its place was a voice that was high-pitched, soft and kinda squeaky. The sort of voice you heard floating out from groups of junior girls, or echoing down the corridor by the girl’s locker room.

Myra was still staring at him, like she’d just seen a ghost.

“Um…” She hesitated, seemingly unable to take her eyes off Noah’s new face. “Um, I guess we…”

She gave herself a little shake.

“Huh. I guess the spell worked after all.”

Noah felt his pretty little mouth drop open.

“B-but it was meant to work on Caden!” He squeaked, angrily, hating the way his new voice grated on his ears. “Not me!”

He glanced back down at his new body. At the vast cleavage on display below his low neckline. At his slender arms and long legs and hourglass-shaped figure.

“Look at me!” He squealed, helplessly. “I’m… I’m a girl!”

Just saying the words out loud made his head spin, made him want to be sick. He felt like closing his eyes and keeping them shut until he could wake up from this awful nightmare.

But, deep down, Noah knew it wasn’t a nightmare. He could feel his brand new breasts, pressing softly against one another in his bra. Feel his long, blond hair, tumbling over his shoulders, tickling at his neck.

Feel the tight little hole between his legs, where his penis had once been.

No. Even the worst nightmare wasn’t this detailed.

Myra was still staring at him, in a way that made Noah want to slap her. With a deep mental effort, he forced himself to stay calm.

“What?”

“Huh? Oh, nothing…” Myra quickly looked away.

Noah sighed.

“Myra,” he said, trying to keep his soft, girly voice level. “Your best friend just turned into a girl right before your eyes. There’s no nothing about this. What?”

In response, Myra knelt down and began rummaging in her bag.

“Hold on… it’s in here somewhere. Aha!”

She leaped onto her feet, holding out something small and black in one hand, still avoiding looking at Noah.

“It’s just… it’s just kinda weird seeing you all… well. You’ll see.”

But Noah was barely listening. With his dainty new hands, he snatched up the little plastic mirror from Myra’s palm, pulled it open. Then, trembling, he raised it up to his new face.

The first thing he noticed was that his eyes had changed color. Where once they’d been a pleasant brown, they were now a deep, sky blue.

But it wasn’t his new eyes that made Noah raise one hand to his lips in horror. Wasn’t his eyes that made him want to scream and keep screaming and never stop.

No… Please, God, no…

The girl in the mirror was gorgeous. She looked about 18, the same age as Noah. But where Noah had been nobody’s idea of a supermodel, the girl before him was...

Well. She was beautiful.

She had a soft, baby face with pouty pink lips beneath two piercing blue eyes. Long, flowing blond hair tumbled over her shoulders, framing her high cheekbones and china white skin.

Her neck was long and slender, her face that of a future prom queen. She had the body of a cheerleader, with strong, slender legs and a tight waist, offset by her pleasingly-large boobs.

She was stylish, in an unshowy way. The sort of girl who clearly took care of her appearance. The sort of teenage beauty who all the jocks hit on and the nerdy guys hopelessly lusted after.

She was the prettiest girl at their school. The sort of popular, beautiful girl all the other girls want to be, and the guys simply want.

And she was him.

Noah couldn’t help it.

He screamed.


III

“Jesus, fuck, Nora!” Myra put a finger to her lips, urgently shushing him. “Keep it down!”

Noah barely heard her. He was too busy staring at the prom queen in the mirror. Too busy staring at the teenage beauty he’d magically become.

That can’t be me… It can’t!

Noah fixed his eyes on the panicked-looking girl in the mirror, desperate to prove this was all some cheap parlor trick. He quickly stuck out his tongue, only to feel his heart sink as the girl stuck hers out in time with him.

He winked at her. Crossed his eyes. Pulled a stupid expression.

But it was no use.

Whatever he did, the girl did also. She was him. He was her.

He was now a beautiful schoolgirl.

“Oh my God…” he whimpered, hating the way the girl in the mirror moved her lips in time with his. “Oh my God…”

“Hey… hey, take it easy,” Myra whispered. “Hey, it’s cool…”

“Cool?! How the… how can it be cool?! Jesus, Myra,” Noah moaned in his soft voice, “we really…”

A frown creased his perfect brow. He lowered the mirror. Myra blinked.

“What?”

“What did you just call me?”

“I dunno. When?”

“Just now! You said… you Jesus, fuck, Nora.”

“Did I?” Now it was Myra’s turn to frown. “Why would I do that?”

“I don’t know…” Noah whimpered, suddenly feeling sad and frightened and utterly helpless.

Myra shook her head.

“Wait. No way…”

“No way what?”

“Well, this is gonna sound nuts, but maybe…” Myra shrugged helplessly at him, “Maybe it’s your female name.”

A trickle of ice seemed to run down the length of Noah’s spine.

“My what?”

“Look,” Myra said, “the spell was meant to do more than just swap Caden’s body, right? It was meant to make him into Harvey’s girlfriend, make him act like he’d always been a girl. Maybe…”

She hesitated.

“Maybe when it rebounded on you, it changed your past, too. Maybe to everyone else…”

She gave him an apologetic look.

“You’ve always been Nora.”

The world seemed to sway and tilt around Noah. He looked down at the spell book, lying in a heap at his feet.

“Does that mean…” he swallowed, his voice barely a whisper. “Does that mean… other things have changed, too?”

“Like what?”

“You know,” Noah couldn’t even look at his bestie. “Harvey.”

Myra sighed.

“I hate to say this, but I really dunno.” She crouched down, gingerly picked up the book. “I mean, were you focusing on the Harvey part when you cast the spell?”

“How should I know?” Noah snapped, crossing his arms over his new breasts. He could feel them, pushing back against his arms, and it was weird.

“I didn’t think it would work. And if it did… why would it work on me?!”

“Who knows?” Murmured Myra. “The good news is…”

Noah let out a harsh bark of a laugh. In his newly-female voice, it sounded strange, bitter.

“Hey, don’t be a dick, huh?” Myra frowned up at him. “I didn’t know this would happen.”

It was your idea! Noah raged in his head.

Outwardly though, he forced himself to bite his tongue. There was no point arguing now.

“I know. I just… fuck,” he sighed. “OK. Go on, what’s the good news?”

“The good news is, we only set the spell to last a week, remember?” His best friend stood back up, clutching the book to her chest. “Even if we accidentally placed the curse on you, you’ll still turn back by Friday.”

For a second, Noah almost couldn’t understand her words. It was simply incomprehensible, like he was a man on the verge of drowning who’d suddenly been thrown a chocolate lifesaver.

“Wait, you mean… you mean this is temporary?”

“Should be. Might be even more-temporary if I can figure out the reverse spell.” She frowned down at the battered old spell book. “Well, maybe…”

Noah was barely listening. A feeling of elation was rising up in him, like he was suddenly flying.

“I’ll change back? I’m not stuck like this?”

“I don’t think so,” Myra said, carefully. “I mean, why would you be? If we cast the right spell…”

Relief washed over Noah, making him dizzy. He looked down at his curvy new body and almost felt like crying.

A week. That was do-able. Sure, it would be weird. And sure, he’d have to deal with shit like peeing sitting down and having guys come onto him, but one measly little week? He could survive that.

After all, he’d survived much worse at school.

He felt a smile tugging at the corners of his pouty new lips. He was suddenly extremely glad he’d convinced Myra not to make the spell permanent.

“OK…” Noah turned his new, supermodel smile onto Myra. It felt weird on his face. Like he instinctively knew even without looking in the mirror that it was the sort of smile guys would kill to see directed at them.

“OK, I think I can do this. All I’ve gotta do is keep my head down, right? Avoid Harvey, and make sure…”

He trailed off. Myra had suddenly gone very pale.

“Myra? Wha…?”

His bestie was looking over his shoulder, looking like she might be sick. With a feeling of dread, Noah started to turn around…

…and then he heard the voice and nearly screamed.

“There you are!” The deep, masculine voice boomed out, shaking the library shelves. “I’ve been looking for you!”

With a feeling of horror, Noah looked down the row of books to see Caden walking toward them, a grin on his square-jawed face. His eyes were alive, his fists swinging at his sides.

And he was headed straight for Noah.

Oh shit… Oh dear Jesus, no…

“Thought you could get away from me, did you? Thought you could get away from Caden?”

Panic rose in Noah’s big new chest. He turned helplessly to Myra, but she looked just as terrified as he did.

The spell, he knows we were gonna try the spell on him, and now he’s here to… oh, fuck!

Caden was nearly on them now, making a beeline right for Noah, his eyes hard, his face determined. For a second, Noah wondered if maybe they should run, but it was already too late.

No… his only chance was to… to explain what had happened, and pray to God that Caden wouldn’t beat the shit out of him while he was still a girl.

“C-Caden,” he whispered, his high-pitched voice suddenly dry, “I…”

And then it was too late. Caden stopped directly in front of him, smiling down at poor little Noah, towering over him.

“Nora, baby, I’ve been looking for you for ages…”

Baby? Noah just had time to think, what-?

And then Caden was reaching out, wrapping an arm tenderly around Noah’s tight waist. Pulling Noah’s weak, girl-body towards him. Smiling down at him with a cocky look in his eyes.

Just before it happened, Noah realized what was going on. Started to struggle. Opened his mouth to plead.

But it was too late. Caden leaned in. Noah felt his body automatically tilt its pretty head back, open its pouty lips.

And then the two boys were kissing.

They kissed like their lives depended on it, the sort of kiss only teenagers and people in movies give.

Caden’s tongue invaded Noah’s mouth, swirling between his lips, possessing him, making him his. He clutched Noah’s lithe, female form close against his strong, male one, pressing their hips together, running a hand gently through his Noah’s long, silky hair.

Oh God… Noah thought, weakly, oh God…

To his horror, he could feel his female body responding to Caden’s male form. To his raw, masculine power. His new boobs were swelling slightly, their nipples hardening. He felt dizzy, his legs weak, like a baby deer on roller skates.

Deep between his legs, Noah could feel a strange warmth unfurling as his brand new pussy came alive. As it responded to the feel of Caden’s erection, pressing up against his soft stomach.

At long last, Caden pulled back. He smiled down at Noah, his handsome face only inches from his.

“Miss me, babe?” He whispered.

Without realizing he was about to do so, Noah dumbly nodded his pretty little head. Inside, he was in turmoil.

I just kissed a boy. And that boy was Caden! Oh fuck, that’s disgusting…

But, already, Noah knew it was even worse than that.

Wrapped up in his former-bully’s strong, manly arms, Noah miserably realized the spell hadn’t gone completely wrong after all. It had still affected Caden.

Only rather than transforming Caden and making Harvey his boyfriend, it had accidentally transformed Noah.

Which meant Caden was no longer the bully who made Noah’s life misery. No longer the muscular, meat-headed jock who teased and tormented him.

He was now the muscular, meat-headed jock that Noah was going steady with.

Noah was a beautiful, popular, straight teenage girl.

And Caden was his boyfriend.

*

The sun’s rays glinted off the windscreens in the school parking lot. A warm gust of breeze drifted over the asphalt, teased at Noah’s long, blond hair. With an unconsciously girly movement, he reached up and hooked an errant strand daintily behind one ear.

He had no idea where this was going, but he could already tell it wouldn’t be anywhere good.

“Jump in, babe,” Caden’s voice, low and commanding, made him jump. He turned to the big jock stood beside him, his heart hammering in his chest, and forced up what he hoped was a supermodel smile.

“I-it’s cool, Caden. I can… I can take the bus…”

“Bull-shit, Nora,” Caden laughed, pressing his keys to unlock the car. “You’re always raggin’ me for a ride. Well, here it is. So.”

He smiled down at poor little Noah, a confident smile that was at once tender, and powerful, and annoyingly sexy.

“Get your hot little ass in there.”

My hot little ass?! Noah felt like screaming. What the fuck does he think this is… Mad Men?

But it wasn’t like he had a choice.

Reluctantly, like a condemned woman mounting the scaffold, Noah opened the door of Caden’s powerful, stylish 4x4 and slipped into the passenger’s seat. The leather was hot under his bare skin, the car like an oppressive cage around him.

With a feeling of shame, Noah noted the newly-female part of his brain idly noting how powerful the vehicle was. How right it was that a guy like Caden should drive something like this.

The door slammed beside him. Through the windscreen, Noah watched as Caden cockily walked round the front, lazily waving a last goodbye to his bros across the parking lot. Despite the heat, he shivered.

Oh God, I hope he doesn’t try to kiss me…

Ordinarily, the thought of Caden wanting to kiss him would’ve been so alien that Noah would’ve burst out laughing. But not today. Oh, no.

Already, this was shaping up to be the weirdest day of Noah’s life.

After their passionate kiss in the library, Noah and Caden had stood there, gazing into one another’s eyes for what felt like eternity, Caden with a cocky expression on his face, Noah with a dazed, helpless look on his.

Noah had just been wondering whether he should give into his body’s subliminal urges to start kissing this big, blond jock again, when a little cough had made them both look up.

“Um…” Myra had said, “not that it’s any of my business, but there’s a no petting rule in the library, y’know.”

Still wrapped in his lover’s arms, Noah had turned helplessly back to Caden, just in time to see the jock’s brow darken.

“Who asked you, dykeface?” He sneered. “Why don’t you just-?”

“Why don’t I just what? Gonna beat up a girl, douchebag?”

“Myra! For fuck’s sakes!” Noah had squeaked, helplessly, pulling himself out of Caden’s arms. “Can’t you just give it a rest for… for…”

The little warning light had gone on in his mind too late. Slowly, with a feeling of dread, Noah had turned back to his asshole new boyfriend to see Caden giving him a peculiar look.

“Hold on…” the big jock had rumbled. “Nora… are you… friends with this-?”

“Damn right we’re friends!” Myra had said before Noah could even begin to explain. “In fact, me and Nora are best buds.”

Still clutching the spell book, she’d defiantly stepped up beside Noah and clasped one of his free, dainty hands in hers.

“Now… what were you gonna say to me, huh, Caden?”

Helplessly, Noah had looked up at Caden, his pretty new face automatically rearranging itself into an apologetic smile. Inside, his heart had been hammering away in his large new chest.

Oh God… what if he twigs… what if he realizes he just kissed a dude?

The thought had made him shudder. While Caden might not hit a girl, if he found out there was a guy inside this female body, and if he found out that guy was Noah…

…well. He’d probably try to kill him.

For a moment, Caden had looked from one girl to the other, his brow furrowed. Finally, he’d turned to Noah.

“Nora…?”

Noah had swallowed. Outwardly, he tried to make his supermodel smile brighter.

“Totally,” he’d laughed in his soft new voice, hoping it didn’t sound unnatural. “We’ve known each other since, what, 3rd grade?”

“Our moms used to hang out,” he added, by way of explanation.

For a moment, he’d thought Caden would simply hit him. Or yell something. He’d become so accustomed to dealing with the jock as his victim, that it never occurred to him that Caden was capable of doing anything else.

To his surprise, though, Caden had simply shrugged and given him a winning smile that made Noah’s slender legs go wobbly all over again.

“Shit, my bad, babe. I didn’t know you two had history.”

He’d nodded to Myra.

“No offense, right? Just banter.”

Noah had felt his pouty lips drop open.

Wait, did Caden just apologize to Myra?!

After all the shit they’d given each other over the years, it seemed impossible to think that such a thing could ever happen.

But, deep down, Noah knew what was happening. He was Caden’s hot-ass girlfriend now.

And you didn’t insult your girlfriend’s friends, no matter how much you hated them.

“C’mon, babe,” Caden had said, taking Noah’s delicate hand in his strong, manly one. “Let’s split, yeah? Told the guys we’d grab lunch with them.”

“What?! Like, together? No!” The words had been out Noah’s mouth before he could stop himself. “We’ve gotta-I mean, we were gonna…”

He’d helplessly gestured Myra, the book, willing her to jump in and save him with some perfect excuse.

It had been a vain hope.

“No, it’s cool,” Myra had said, to Noah’s surprise and horror, “we can talk homework later. You guys have fun, yeah?”

If it was possible to kill someone through indignation alone, Noah would’ve fried his bestie then and there. Instead, he’d leaned over and hissed in her ear.

“Myra?! Seriously, what the fu-?”

“It’s cool,” Myra had whispered back, her voice oddly light, “I’ve gotta try and find the reverse spell. Besides…”

A note of humor had entered her voice.

“I’ve just had an awesome idea.”

And Noah had blinked at her, wanting to scream in her face awesome idea?! The only thing I want you to think about is turning me back, right now!

But by then Myra had already been moving away, letting go of his hand, a mysterious smile on her pale face.

“OK, cool, then,” she’d said, brightly, “I’ll call later, yeah? We can talk, uh, homework.”

“Whatever,” Caden had said, clasping Noah’s hand more firmly, “let’s go Nora. Catch ya later, dykefa- err… Myra.”

And then the two lovebirds were off, Caden dragging Noah down between the shelves of books, while Noah had looked helplessly over one slender shoulder, his blond hair falling across his vision and helplessly mouthed call me!

“You guys really friends?” Caden had muttered as they walked.

“Uh-hu,” Noah had nodded, trying to ignore the feeling of Caden’s strong fingers, laced through his slender, girly ones. Trying to ignore the faint, masculine smell of Caden’s sweat, and the weird little signals it was sending to his brain.

Trying not to think about the kiss they’d just shared, and how weirdly good it had felt.

“She kinda… she kinda helps me with my homework,” he’d hurriedly added. “Totally gets all the nerdy stuff, y’know?”

And Caden had looked at him doubtfully, but he’d said nothing.

Whether it was due to the magic forcing them to be a couple, or simply due to the fact that Noah was now stunning to look at, Caden no longer seemed interested in taunting him and questioning everything he said.

After that, the feeling of tension in Noah’s chest had eased slightly. The feeling that he was gonna get found out and given a beating dissipated.

In its place came one of intense weirdness.

In his new body, it was like everything had changed. Whereas before he used to walk through the corridors with his head down, skirting crowds and trying not to make eye contact with people, now it was like everyone made way for him.

They’d passed groups of junior guys who turned and checked out Noah’s figure as he went by, grinning as they did so. 

They’d passed groups of girls who’d never even looked at Noah’s male form, but now seemed to light up when they saw him, yelling “Nora!” and stopping to chat shit with him about hair and clothes and cheerleader practice, subjects poor Noah barely managed to fumble through.

And they’d passed gangs of jocks, guys Caden knew from the sports field, all of whom suddenly seemed interested in making him laugh and telling him how awesome he looked.

For someone like Noah, who’d spent his whole life as an outcast, it had felt like becoming a celebrity; like waking up to find he was stuck in Emma Watson or Scarlet Johansson’s body.

People were suddenly pleased to see him. Girls he’d once thought were out of his league had looked at him with undisguised envy, clearly disgusted with how short, or dumpy, or plain they felt stood next to him. Guys who’d once used him as a punching bag had been falling over themselves to get his attention, to be nice to him.

It’s like stepping into another world… Noah had thought, dazedly, as he clung to one of Caden’s strong arms, smiling up at some stacked black guy from the football team. Like I’m Alice, and I’ve just fallen through the looking glass…

The feeling of dislocation had only gotten stronger when they finally made it to the lunch hall.

“There they are,” Caden had murmured, guiding him toward a gang of lacrosse players loafing in one corner. “Yo, bros!”

For Noah, it had been like walking into the lion’s den.

Every single one of the guys before him had made his life hell at one time or another. Some, like Harvey, were a core part of Caden’s gang that tormented him day in, day out. Just seeing their faces so close had been enough to nearly trigger the bullied boy’s flight response.

But then an incredible thing had happened.

These asshole jocks, these jerks who had spent years making Noah’s life hell…

…they’d been glad to see him.

At one point, Noah had found himself sat on the edge of a bench, one slender leg crossed over the other, holding hands with Caden and laughing and fluttering his eyelashes as Harvey told him a joke.

Jesus, he remembered thinking, if you’d told me just four hours ago that I’d be enjoying Harvey’s company, I’d have thought you were crazy…

Then Caden had squeezed his hand, giving him a cocky smile, and it had all been too much. Suddenly, the reality of where he was, what he was doing, who he now was, had come crashing down on Noah, making him feel ill.

This is horrible… he’d realized, looking at the sea of awful faces around him. I’m still me. All that’s changed is my outside appearance, and look… That’s enough to make them want to be my friend.

He’d suddenly closed his eyes, trying to stop the whirling in his brain.

That’s all high school is, isn’t it? An endless procession of people, judging you by the skin you wear, lifting you up or making you hate yourself, all based on nothing at all…

As he sat there, not sure if he wanted to scream or cry or laugh, he’d felt movement next to him, then Caden had been murmuring right in his ear.

“Hey. Nora. Babe. You cool?”

His breath had been warm on Noah’s soft cheeks, his deep voice sending little shivers through his female body. Angrily he’d shaken his head.

And that’s Caden… Caden, making me feel all dizzy and horny like some dumb bimbo who’s into bullies…

“I’m OK,” he’d smiled, before suddenly changing his mind. “Actually, no. I’m not… I’m not feeling good.”

He’d raised his head and looked hopelessly into Caden’s piercing blue eyes, trying desperately to ignore the way his heart started beating faster.

“Could you… could you take me home?”

A slow grin had spread across Caden’s handsome, square-jawed face. His eyes had flicked down to Noah’s pert new breasts, a little, subconscious, flicker that had made Noah’s magically-charged body feel like swooning. 

“Sure thing, babe,” he’d whispered, before turning to his bros. “Guys. We gonna split.”

A secretive smile.

“Something we’ve gotta do.”

And now here they were, sat in Caden’s big, powerful 4x4 together, the engine running, sending powerful little tremors through their photogenic teenage bodies.

“Your mom gonna be home?” Caden asked casually, throwing the 4x4 into reverse and backing out the parking bay.

“I dunno,” Noah said, looking out the window, trying to avoid his new boyfriend’s eyes. “Maybe.”

Even such a simple question was enough to send his mind reeling. In his new body, he looked nothing like his mom. Did that mean he now had a new set of parents to deal with?

Christ, as if there weren’t enough changes to adjust to already…

“That sucks,” Caden murmured, swinging the car round and throwing it into gear.

At last, Noah looked at his old enemy, frowning out at him from beneath his blond bangs.

“Why?”

“Why’d ya think?” Caden turned and gave him a hungry smile, his blue eyes greedily tracing the curvy outline of Noah’s figure. “I haven’t seen you outta those clothes for like a week.”

There was nothing Noah could say. He was stunned into silence.

Oh Christ… oh Christ, he wants to fuck me!

“Ah, we’ll know soon enough,” Caden said with a roguish wink.

Then he turned his attention back to the road, hit the gas, and the young couple were sailing off into the mid-afternoon sun, their bright, outward lives completely at odds with the black hurricane screaming away inside Noah’s beautiful new body.


IV

“How big’s his dick?”

Noah stopped pacing his room. He wrapped his fluffy pink dressing gown tighter around his curvy new body and scowled.

“I didn’t see his dick,” he snapped into his cell.

“But you must’ve at least got an idea, right?” Myra’s voice was alive with mischief. “I mean, you did say you made out…”

Noah gave an internal sigh, turning helplessly to the full-length mirror by his new closet. He grimaced at the beautiful girl looking back at him, at her bare, slender legs poking out the bottom of her dressing gown, at the distinctive outline of her breasts.

I wish I’d never told her that…

“It wasn’t making out,” he protested. “It was… it was just a kiss, y’know? A quick, little goodbye kiss…”

“Yeah?” Myra asked. “Tell me. How long did this ‘goodbye kiss’ last?”

Noah closed his eyes. He ran his free hand through his long, blond hair and wished he could just hang up.

“Maybe fifteen minutes,” he said, at last.

A low whistle came down the line, one that may have been impressed or just shocked.

“That’s a long time.”

“Yeah,” Noah said, unhappily, “yeah, it was.”

But it sure didn’t feel that way, did it?

It had taken him and Caden no time at all to get back to Noah’s house. To Noah’s astonishment, it had been his house; the large suburban home he’d shared with his parents in his male life.

Well, he remembered thinking as they pulled up, at least that’s something…

Inside, everything had been exactly as he’d left it that morning. There were still photos of his mom and dad on the wall, still dirty clothes in the laundry, still a half-eaten bowl of cereal out on the counter.

Yet it was also subtly different. It had taken Noah a few minutes to figure out why, as he and Caden picked their way through the front room, calling for his mom, but it had finally hit him.

The framed photos. Where they used to tell the story of a young, awkward, effeminate boy growing up, they now told the story of a confident, popular girl.

There were pictures of Nora, as a kid, heading out to Halloween parties. Pictures of her, aged 13, all dressed for her first day at middle school, fashionable even back then.

Pictures of her before junior prom, wearing an elegant black dress, stood beside a smiling, besuited Caden, one of his arms wrapped round her waist.

The pictures had made Noah feel oddly guilty, like he was prying through someone else’s life. It didn’t matter that he was Nora, that she couldn’t exist without him.

The bedroom had been stranger still.

Where it had once been a boy’s room – an unnaturally tidy, meticulous boy, sure, but still a  boy – it now definitely belonged to a girl.

The walls were pink, matching perfectly the pink, girly sheets on the bed. There were little fairy lights and candles littered around the place. Makeup on the dresser. Girl’s clothes falling out the closet.

Stood in the middle of it all, Noah had just had enough time to wonder if any of this was really happening, when he’d heard the footsteps behind him, and suddenly Caden’s strong arms were wrapped round his waist, and they were kissing, kissing like their lives depended on it, and it had felt so, so wrong, yet so, so right…

“And then what happened?”

Stood in his pink room, clad only in his new pink dressing gown, Noah suddenly snapped back to reality. To his horror, he realized he had a faint smile on his face from thinking of Caden.

“Nothing,” he said, maybe a touch too forcefully, “we made out and it was super gross, and then I kinda… kinda came to my senses and told him I had a headache.”

“And he just went?” Myra sounded almost disappointed.

Noah nodded, then realized his bestie couldn’t see that.

“Yeah,” he said in his soft voice, “just like that.”

Well, almost…

He gently bit down on his lower lip. There was no way he was gonna tell Myra what had really happened.

That he and Caden had ripped each other’s clothes off, unable to stop kissing, barely able to control their passion.

That he’d placed his tiny hand on Caden’s muscular torso and nearly fainted, feeling its raw power beneath his fingertips.

That Caden had picked him up like he was made of air, like he was nothing at all, carried him across the room, their lips still locked together, and thrown him onto the bed.

That they’d lain there, pressed up against one another, making out like their lives depended on it, only a pair of flimsy pink panties and a pair of white boxers between Noah’s new pussy and the long, hard thing between Caden’s legs.

That Noah had got an overwhelming urge to clutch Caden’s prick tight in one tiny hand, and been shocked at how big it was, and even more shocked at how good touching a guy’s dick was as a girl.

Noah shook his pretty new head. Even now, it seemed like there was no way any of that could’ve happened.

No way he could’ve bitten his bottom lip and moaned as Caden playfully pinched his nipples, kneading the flesh of his bare breasts. No way he could’ve begged his bully to spank him.

No way he could’ve watched in horror as Caden pulled a condom out of his pocket, then closed his eyes and nodded yes.

It was only thanks to his mom getting home from work early that Noah hadn’t gone even further. Hadn’t let Caden fuck him.

Hadn’t lost his virginity to the douchebag jock who made his life hell.

No. He couldn’t tell Myra any of that.

“What about the spell book,” he said, opening his eyes at last. In the mirror, Nora smiled back at him with dreamy eyes, still lost in thoughts about her hunky boyfriend.

Oh God no… I don’t want to think of Caden as ‘hunky’…

“Well, it’s both kinda awful and kinda awesome,” Myra’s voice had a hint of a smile to it, like she already knew what Noah was too chickenshit to tell her. “The awful part is there’s no reverse spell. Sorry. You’re a girl till Friday.”

“Great,” Noah sighed.

He hadn’t expected anything else, but to hear it actually said out loud like that still made him want to cry.

“What’s the awesome part, then?”

“Well, look at it this way,” Myra said. “You’re a girl till Friday.”

In the mirror, Nora rolled her eyes. Even now, his mind still reeling from his makeout session with Caden, his nerves frayed by the discovery that not only was magic real, it was a pain in the ass, Noah still had to admit that his new body was gorgeous.

Look at her, he thought, she’s gonna make some guy very happy one day…

So long as it’s not Caden.

“What, like in one of those pervy ebooks?” He asked, dropping back down onto his bed with a flump, his long legs sticking up into the air. “That’s not really… not really my scene, I guess.”

His hair sprawled around him like a fan. Even now, lying on his back, Noah could still see the pert shape of his breasts, sticking stubbornly up into the air.

“I mean, I did try and look at my boobs in the shower, but it was like I couldn’t get turned on by my own body or some-”

“Guh-ross,” Myra sang down the phone at him. “That’s some real pervy shit, Noah. I thought you were a good boy.”

“I’m not even that anymore,” Noah sighed.

He rolled onto his front, eager to get the weight of his boobs off his chest. But they were just as annoying like this, raising his body up off the mattress and feeling all weird and squashed.

“Go on, then, I’ll bite. Explain what’s awesome about this.”

“What, seriously?” Myra laughed. “I mean, this is perfect, isn’t it? You wanted to get revenge on Caden, right?”

“You wanted to get revenge. I’m the one who wound up-!”

“…getting turned into a girl. Yeah, sure, yada, yada, yada.”

“Yada, yada, ya-?!” Noah’s eyes went wide. “For fuck’s sakes, Myra. How would you feel if you got turned into a boy?”

“I’d feel fucking great. Maybe not if it was permanent, but for a week? I’ve always wanted to know what getting a blowjob feels like.”

Me too, thought Noah, silently.

“Speaking of which, you should try asking Caden to go down on you. Not that I’d put much stock in his technique, but seriously, getting head as a girl is like-”

“What’s this gotta do with revenge?”

“OK, OK, keep your luscious blond locks on.” Myra went silent for a moment. “The spell made you boyfriend and girlfriend, right?”

How could I forget?

“Well, we’ve been so wrapped up in the changes it made to you, we forgot that Caden also got wanged by the magic.”

A lightbulb seemed to slowly come on in Noah’s brain. The first form of an idea.

“How so?” He asked, slowly.

“Isn’t it obvious?” Myra laughed. “He’s in love with you. Like, really. You’re not just his girlfriend, Noah.”

She paused, letting it sink in.

“You’re the girl he wants to spend the rest of his life with.”

Lying on his pink new sheets, in his pink new room, surrounded by traces of his new life as a girl, Noah slowly shook his pretty little head.

“No. No way…”

“Think about it,” Myra purred in his ear. “What’s more guaranteed to destroy a homophobe like Caden than finding out the girl of his dreams is actually a dude?”

She giggled.

“All you’ve gotta do this week is make him really, really fall for you, and then on Friday: pow! That creep’s douchey mind is gonna be blown forever.”

Wordlessly, Noah shook his head.

“No…” He pleaded at last, “Myra, no… I-I can’t be anywhere near Caden right now, understand? Just the sight of him makes me… makes me…”

Wanna rip his shirt off and beg him to fuck me, Noah finished in his brain. But, of course, he didn’t say that bit out loud.

“Who says that’s a bad thing? Roll with it, the spell will make sure you enjoy it. ‘Sides, it sounds like he’s less pushy now we wanged him. If it gets too much you can always ask him to leave again.”

Noah bit his lower lips, hard. He knew he shouldn’t have lied to Myra about that.

“Myra, please,” he tried one last time, his female voice pleading, submissive, “today… today was horrible. I just wanna spend the week at home. I’m gonna call in tomorrow, say I’m sick, then I’m gonna hide in my room and wait till…”

“Noah!” Myra practically yelled down the line. “Or Nora, or whoever you are. Stop being such a dick! Caden’s an asshole, man. He’s like the Ur-douchebag, the bag from which all other douches originate.”

“Please can we stop talking about-?”

“You owe it to me to screw over that guy,” Myra continued, ignoring his pleas. “You owe it to every kid that shitbag picked on over the last ten years. Every kid he beat on for being gay, every girl he called a dyke. You owe it to yourself, Noah.”

When Noah didn’t respond, she let out a long sigh.

“OK, please can we get revenge on Caden?” She said. “I’ll beg you, honestly I will. It’s just this-this is gonna be our only chance, and he’s such a dick…  I mean, I act like it doesn’t hurt and all, but every single time he calls me a dyke, it just…”

“Makes you wanna die?” Noah whispered.

“Yeah. That’s about it, yeah.”

For a long time, Noah didn’t say a word. He simply lay there, trying to ignore the faint ache in his new boobs, trying to think what he should do.

On the one hand, after today, he really didn’t want to see Caden, lest they wind up having wild, passionate sex that would mentally scar him for life.

On the other… well, Myra was right. How often did a kid like him get to turn the tables on a homophobic bully like Caden?

Myra was waiting for his reply, the only sound down the line her faint breathing. At last, Noah stirred back to life.

“OK. OK, I’ll do it,” he said.

“You really mean that?”

“Yeah. But,” he suddenly added, “you’ve gotta look out for me, OK? This magic is strong. I mean, I don’t wanna… you know…”

“Get pregnant with Caden’s kids?”

Noah closed his eyes and nodded.

“Pretty much. Yeah.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll look out for you. It’s only till Friday, right? How hard can it be?”

“Thanks.” Noah paused. “Myra?”

“Yeah?”

“Is this weird?”

There was a sigh in his ear.

“My best friend, my male best friend, is talking to me from inside the body of a prom queen, a prom queen who’s dating the biggest jackoff in school. I’d say we’re way past weird at this point.”

For the first time that day, Noah smiled. Not the dizzy smile of a girl looking at her boyfriend. Not the panicked smile of a boy trying to convince people he was really a girl. A genuine, amused smile. A smile of friendship.

On Nora’s perfect face, it looked radiant.

“Thanks, Myra.”

“Don’t mention it, girlfriend.”

“Myra?”

“Yeah?”

“Fuck you.”

Myra laughed in his ear.

“Fuck you, too, bitch.”

Then, still laughing, she hung up.

In the silence that followed, Noah rolled over onto his back, trying to ignore the way his boobs wobbled. Trying to ignore the way the cool air of the room caressed his slender legs.

Trying to ignore all the crazy shit that had happened to him today.

A distant streetlight was casting strange shadows on the ceiling, patterns that seemed to flicker and change, taking on first one form and then another, like their shape was constantly shifting.

Looking up at them, Noah gave a tiny sigh.

“I dunno about you,” he murmured to no-one in particular, Nora’s soft voice sounding almost ethereal to his ears, “but I’ve got a bad feeling about this.”

*

And so it began.

Every morning Noah would wake up with a start, for a moment convinced that he was back in his old body, and everything was back to normal.

Then he’d look down and see the long hair trailing over his pillow, feel his new boobs lying softly against each other, feel the faint warmth in his crotch that came when his female body woke up from dreams of Caden, and reality would come crashing down with the force of a meteor.

It would’ve been weird enough if he was just stuck at home as a girl, without the extra ballache of having to go to school.

Every morning, he had to make sure he got up early enough to comb his long, curly blond hair, and apply all the makeup his female face seemed to demand.

Every morning, he had to leave enough time to dig through his closet, furiously hunting for the right clothes to wear that day.

Whereas, as a boy, getting dressed had meant throwing on some jeans and a shirt, now it was like a never-ending operation. Time and again, he’d be all dressed and ready to go, only to tear everything off at the last moment and go hunting for an entirely new outfit.

It was almost like going out in the ‘wrong’ clothes would set him up badly for the entire day. Like it was akin to leaving a part of his personality lying around the house.

By the third morning, Noah knew he’d never again criticize a girl for taking too long to get dressed. 

Bad as that was, stuff like makeup and clothes were still within the range of things that seemed, if not normal, then understandable to his teenage boy’s brain.

It was the other stuff that really freaked him out.

Take peeing. As a guy, you did it stood up. As a girl, not only did you have to sit down, but the entire sensation was different. In fact, it was so alien that after one hugely uncomfortable class, Noah had collared Myra in the corridor.

“Look, just promise not to laugh at me, OK?” He’d hissed in her ear, “but I’ve gotta ask you something.”

When Myra has raised her eyebrows, he’d flushed a deep shade of red.

“How do you hold a pee in?” He’d whispered, unable to even look in her eyes.

“Cross your legs and pray,” came the reply.

Showering was another thing that took some getting used to. Noah was so used to his old body that he hadn’t even used to notice its contours as he scrubbed it each morning.

Now, though… now, it was like he was being forced to clean a stranger’s body.

The sight of his C-cup boobs, dripping suds in the bottom of his vision, was enough to send his mind reeling. Remembering to run a razor over his armpits was nauseating.

But the worst part of all was cleaning his pussy. He simply had no idea what sort of maintenance the hole between his legs required.

The thought of asking Myra made him feel so embarrassed that he didn’t even try. Instead, he simply peeled the lips back every morning, quickly running some water over his new line, trying to ignore how weirdly pleasant the feeling of water falling onto his clit was.

Still, it could be worse. You could be a girl on her period…

Then there was the way people acted around him.

From being invisible, Noah had gone to being the star of the school. Nora was the center of attention wherever she went. Every time Noah stepped outside his house, men of all ages would turn to watch him pass, their eyes practically bugging out their heads.

Usually, it was just a bit weird, like the junior boys who whispered in groups when he walked past. But other times…

…well. Other times, guys were just plain creepy around him.

On Tuesday, he’d been called out in history class to write something on the board. He’d had to bend down low to do it, uncomfortably aware of the way his body naturally curved as he did so.

He’d finished and turned around and realized with a feeling of faintness that his teacher, Mr. Barter, had been casually checking out his ass while he was bent over.

“Excellent work, Nora,” the balding, middle-aged man had smiled, quickly looking away when he realized Noah had caught him, “I’ll have to call on you more often.”

And Noah had been left to return to his desk, trembling all over – with rage, with fright, he didn’t know.

Asshole! He’d thought, asshole, asshole!

But even at that early point, he’d known with a sinking feeling that it wasn’t just Mr. Barter.

He was trapped in the body of a beautiful, 18-year old girl. The kind of girl men of all ages have detailed sex-fantasies about.

And, what with the cars that honked as they drove by, the catcalls whenever he walked home alone from school, what with the juniors who openly stared at his tits in the canteen, Noah was getting a horrible crash course in just what jerks some men can be.

And yet, all this, the day-to-day reality of his gender-swapped life, was just background noise. A distant droning beneath the main rhythm that defined every hour of his waking life, the never-ending series of beats that determined where he would be and what he would be doing.

Caden.

From spending his whole life trying to avoid his bully, Noah had gone to spending every waking moment with him.

Every morning, Caden would pull up in his 4x4, offering Noah a lift to school.

Every lunchtime, they’d eat together, Caden hanging out with Harvey and the gang while Noah chatted mindlessly to the other girlfriends of the lacrosse players, pausing occasionally to raise his head and shoot Caden a brilliant smile.

And, every evening, they’d get in Caden’s car and drive out into the wild Californian countryside, the windows rolled down, the warm night air caressing both their bodies.

Far out in the endless blackness surrounding their town, the two former enemies would find a spot to park, somewhere where they could see the Milky Way spread out above them. And then they would talk.

And talk.

And, slowly, Noah would find himself sliding closer to Caden. Sliding closer and closer even as his male brain screamed warnings at him. Sliding closer until their thighs were touching, and they were no longer talking, but kissing, kissing like their lives depended on it.

In that endless blackness, Noah would close his eyes. Would tell himself that this was enough, that it was all their scheme needed, that he wouldn’t go any further.

But then he would find himself climbing onto Caden’s lap, straddling him, urgently rubbing his warm, moist crotch up against his boyfriend’s prick as they kissed, as Caden pulled Noah’s top off, undid the clasp of his bra.

It was like Caden’s body was a drug to him. Just being near his strong arms, broad chest, and powerful shoulders was enough to send little sparks dancing through Noah’s female mind.

Just hearing his voice, no matter what he was talking about, was like wrapping himself in a warm blanket.

And the really fucked up thing was, he was actually starting to like Caden. Not just in a magical way, but really. Deep down, on some level he hated to admit existed.

Part of him really though Caden deserved a girl like Nora. 

Every time he’d promise himself he wouldn’t go any further than making out. Every time he’d tell himself that this was all just a plan to get revenge, and that of course they’d stop kissing soon, because this was Caden and the thought of kissing Caden was gross…

And then he’d find himself sat there, his arms wrapped around his boyfriend’s broad shoulders, his soft lips dangling open, looking straight into Caden’s eyes as Caden gently fucked him, bucking his hips and making poor little Noah throw back his pretty head and moan.

It’s the magic… it has to be the magic…

Lying on the backseat afterwards, his body slick with sweat, his breasts dangling free, curled up in his boyfriend’s arms, Noah would smile dreamily into the blackness, enjoying how safe he felt. Enjoying the lingering smell of Caden’s sweat in his nostrils.

Enjoying how utterly, completely female he now was.

You’ve got to fight it… it’s the magic… you don’t love Caden. You don’t…

“God, Nora…” Caden would sleepily whisper in his ear, making Noah feel all warm and tingly, “God you’re so… so…”

“So what?”

“You know. Perfect.”

Silence. Infinite. Thrumming with possibilities.

Then:

“Caden?”

“Huh?”

“Do you… y’know.”

“What?”

“Love me.”

A pause.

“Yeah.”

And:

“Do you?”

“What?”

“Love me, too?”

Another pause.

“Yeah.”

Twenty minutes later, as they were driving home, Caden chatting away about applying to go to college together, about how they could maybe think about marriage after graduation, Noah would look out into the blackness surrounding them, close his eyes, and wish he and Myra had never found that stupid spell book.


V

“You can’t be serious.”

Noah looked at Myra in the reflection of his dresser mirror. Directly in front of him, Nora sat in her dressing gown, a brush clasped in one hand, idly combing her perfect hair.

“It’s no big deal,” he mumbled, Nora’s lips moving in perfect sync with his, “I mean it’s… natural, isn’t it?”

In the silver depths of the mirror, he saw Myra close her eyes.

“No, Noah, it’s not.” She said. “It’s not even close to being natural.”

Deep down, the dormant male-part of Noah’s brain knew she was right. Knew it was just the magic, working its spell, changing everything about him.

He knew it, intellectually. But knowing something is very different from feeling it.

It was nearly midnight on Thursday. The day before he was supposed to change back. Only a few hours before, he and Caden had been lying on Noah’s bed, looking into one another’s eyes, and talking like their conversation would never end.

At one point, Noah dimly remembered picking up his cell and glancing at the time.

“Uh-oh,” he’d whispered with a pang of regret, showing Caden the screen. “7. I guess you’d better…”

Head off to lacrosse practice, is what he’d meant to say, but Caden had just shook his head, dreamily running one strong hand down Noah’s thigh.

“Nu-uh,” he’d murmured, not taking his piercing blue eyes off Noah’s, “not tonight.”

“But don’t you have to… I mean, your team…?”

And Caden had laughed. A low, gentle laugh that had made goosebumps run up Noah’s slender arms.

“Why would I go hang out with those meatheads,” he’d said, his fingertips tracing little circles on Noah’s legs, “when I’ve got the girl of my dreams right here?”

And Noah had almost laughed at how cheesy he sounded. But at the same time, he’d felt something. A warmth, a strong, impossible warmth spreading out through his body. A warmth that made him want to stick his hands in his armpits and hug himself in giddiness.

It was a warmth he’d never felt before, in his old, unhappy, male life.

The warmth of someone who is utterly in love, and whose partner loves her back.

“Jesus fuck,” Myra moaned, slowly opening her eyes and giving Noah a pleading glance, “this is wrong. This is so wrong.”

“I just said I like him, OK?” Noah snapped at his bestie. “What’s wrong with liking a boy?”

Sometimes she can be such a bitch…

“What’s wrong with it?” Myra asked. “It’s Caden. He’s an asshole. He’s the biggest asshole in the world. Like, his douchebaggery can be seen from space.”

“He was an asshole,” Noah insisted, his soft voice rising in pitch. “But, Myra… you should see him now. He’s changed. I don’t know if it’s the magic, or-or…”

“Or the transformative powers of your love?” Myra fell theatrically back on the bed, clasping her head. “Just listen to you, Noah! You sound like every abused woman in the world. I can change him. He’s not so bad really. Yes, he is! He’s a fucking douch-”

“He’s not!” The forcefulness of his voice surprised Noah. In the mirror, he saw Nora’s already-wide blue eyes go wider still.

He carried on regardless.

“Look, I know Caden’s a jerk, OK? But just look at me!”

He span round to face Myra, gestured his dynamite body.

“That spell book turned me into a girl. That’s… that’s impossible. I’ve got fucking tits!”

He angrily grabbed his boobs, jiggling them, making a point. The action no longer felt as alien as it once would’ve. They were just a part of who he was now.

“If that spell can change who I am, don’t you think…?” He lowered his voice. “Don’t you think it could make Caden… I dunno…”

“Into less of a douchenozzle?”

“Yeah.” Noah nodded his pretty little head. “I mean… couldn’t it?”

Just yesterday, they’d been eating lunch when Harvey had stuck out his foot to trip some junior kid. The boy had managed to dodge, turned and shouted asshole! at Harvey. Caden’s eyes had narrowed, he’d started to stand up…

…when Noah had put one dainty hand on his arm, given his bicep a gentle squeeze. For a moment, Caden had hesitated, then he’d slowly sat back down again.

“Go on,” he’d growled at the kid, “get outta here.”

“Does that sound like Caden? Y’know, the old Caden… What?”

On the bed, Myra was laughing. A harsh, bitter laugh that made Noah want to slap her.

“Oh, Noah… How can you be such a moron?”

She pulled herself upright, shook her head in wonder.

“Look at yourself. You’re hot… shit, you’re fucking beautiful. You’re the most-beautiful girl at school, and you’re wondering why Caden might act all restrained and sensitive round you?”

A pink flush was creeping up Noah’s cheeks. He angrily turned back to the mirror, began brushing his hair again.

“Guys like that always act mature when they’re with a total hottie! I bet right now Caden’s out there somewhere, making some poor kid’s life hell…”

“He isn’t.” Noah snapped. “You don’t know him, Myra. I know he’s good, I-I…”

He closed his eyes.

“I fucking love him, OK? And you’re being such a bitch about it!”

Behind him, he heard Myra give a hollow laugh.

“You really think you love him? Lemme ask you something, Nora. When you turn back into my best friend, who, by the way, I kinda miss… when you turn back into Noah tomorrow, you think Caden’s still gonna love you?”

Her voice lowered to nearly a whisper.

“Or do you think he’ll go back to pantsing you and making you hate yourself?”

In the darkness behind his eyes, Noah tried to shut her out. Tried to tell himself that Myra was just jealous, that Caden really had changed…

And then a thought occurred to him. Like a lightbulb going on. One that made him smile to himself. One that he could never tell Myra.

Who said anything about changing back…?

*

“Careful up there, babe.”

High up on the ladder, Noah turned and shot his boyfriend a cheeky smile.

“I promise to be careful,” he said, “if you promise not to look up my skirt.”

Below him Caden smiled, his powerful arms taunt where he clasped the sides of the ladder.

“Promise.”

“Liar,” Noah giggled.

“OK, OK, it’s a lie,” Caden shook his head. “But, y’know, when the view is this good…”

They were in the corner of the library, Noah stood up on one wooden ladder, searching through the shelves while Caden supported him down below. It was quiet, except for the tick of a clock, counting off the seconds till Noah changed back.

Not if I can help it…

It was still early, before first classes started. If Noah remembered correctly, he’d been transformed somewhere around lunchtime. That meant they still had hours left to find the book before the spell lifted.

“Any luck up there, babe?”

“It’s gotta be here somewhere,” he said, turning back to the shelves, “I mean, it can’t just disappear…”

A unexpected though hit him. Maybe it could just vanish. It was a magic book, after all.

He shook his head, his long blond hair flicking out around him like a fan.

Nope, it was no good thinking like that. It had to be here.

“Maybe we were further along,” he said in his soft voice. A voice he now thought of as his own, as much a part of him as his memories or sense of humor.

“Move your ass.”

Caden obligingly stood to one side as Noah shimmied down the ladder, all too aware of the way his boobs bounced and his pert ass curved under his dress. All too aware that Caden was slyly checking him out.

All too aware that it was a great feeling. One he didn’t plan on losing any time soon.

“Let’s try over here. Bring the ladder.”

Caden rolled his eyes.

“You’re lucky you’re such a hot piece of ass.”

“Oh?” Noah turned to him, leaning on the bookshelves with one dainty hand, his eyebrows mockingly raised. “Is that all I am?”

Caden snorted.

“Nah. You’ve got a great rack, too.”

“Mmm… and you’ve got an attitude problem.”

“What can I say? Part of my winning personality.”

Noah couldn’t help himself. He let out a giggle, sounding just like a ditzy schoolgirl. Flirting with Caden was so… so natural.

He leaned forward, gave his boyfriend a quick kiss.

“C’mon. Help me find this book and maybe I’ll show you what else I’m good for.”

“Your wish,” Caden said with a cocky grin, “is my command.”

He hoisted the ladder like it weighed nothing at all. Together, the two boys made their way further down the row of shelves, Noah deliberately curving his hips, letting his pert ass wiggle under his skirt, giving Caden a little private show.

Now, where were we when I said that spell…?

Deep down, part of him was worried he was making the wrong choice. Worried that maybe Myra was right. Worried that his feelings for Caden were just a side-effect of the spell. It was weird to want to fuck your own bully, wasn’t it? Weird, and abusive, and really fucked up…

But another part of him, the part he called Nora, disagreed. She could see how Caden had changed in just one week under the spell’s enchantment. She could see that, beneath his bro persona and jock lifestyle, there was a decent guy, waiting to get out.

A decent guy, who sometimes felt pressured to be the sort of guy his teammates expected him to be. A decent guy, who confessed that he wanted nothing more than to be a dad one day and have a son to play sports with. A decent guy, who called on his grandma three times a week, to make sure she wasn’t lonely.

He just needed the right woman to show him how to be that guy.

“Let’s try here.”

Caden gently rested the ladder against the shelves.

“Want me to go up this time? Don’t want you to fall, or hurt yourself, or…”

“You don’t know what you’re looking for. ‘Sides,” Noah dropped him a flirty wink, “I thought you liked the view from down here?”

He leaned forward, gave Caden another kiss, luxuriating in the faint scratch of his stubble, of the smell of him, the tang of male sweat that drove his female body wild.

Maybe this is what I always wanted… He thought, as he set off up the ladder. Every time Caden tried to humiliate me… maybe I always dreamed I could just stand up and kiss him like that, let him do whatever he wanted to me…

A thought suddenly struck him, one that made him shiver slightly.

Maybe Caden always wanted it too…

“Well?”

“It’s not here,” Noah sighed, casually hooking a strand of long hair behind one ear. “Maybe it was further…”

And then he noticed two things that made his blood run cold.

The first was a gap between the books. An wide, dusty gap where a heavy ancient tome had clearly once stood, where the spell book had clearly once stood.

The second was Myra, the spell book clutched to her chest, an expression of grim determination on her pale face.

She stood between the shelves, about 20 feet from them, looking at them with a dark frown.

“Hey,” said Caden, “isn’t that your friend…?”

“She’s not my friend.” There was a tightness in Noah’s chest. “Not right now.”

“I can’t let you do this.” Myra’s voice was quiet, shot through with a note of steel. “It’s… it’s nuts.”

“Myra…” Noah warned, slowly starting to climb down the ladder. “Don’t be a bitch. If you do this, I’ll-I’ll never speak to you again…”

He stepped off the ladder. Instinctively, Caden drew him closer, the couple standing firm in the face of the latest threat to their happiness.

“That’s not you saying that.” Myra sadly shook her head. “That’s Nora. Trust me, when you turn back…”

“What the hell’s going on?” Caden asked. “Turn back…?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Noah murmured, gently touching his boyfriend’s arm. “Nothing’s gonna change.”

In a louder voice, he addressed Myra.

“Myra, I know you’re trying to help. But… but please. Please don’t do this. Can’t you see I’m…?”

“What? In love?” Myra gave him a sad smile. “You’re not, Noah, it’s just the mag-”

“Happy.”

The word was out without Noah realizing he was going to say it. The moment it slipped past his lips, he knew it was true.

For the first time since starting school, Noah was genuinely happy.

Look at that… I really am. Who’d have thought the guy who made me miserable would wind up making me happy?

“Don’t you see?” He begged his best friend. “I know it’s weird, but things are better this way. I’m…”

He looked down at his new body in wonder. At its curves. At its prominent breasts. At its dangling blond hair; the way it looked so cute in dresses; the whole, wonderful femaleness of it…

No. He didn’t ever want to be a man again.

“I’m beautiful. I’m popular. I… I never thought I wanted to be those things, but now I am…”

He threw up his dainty hands in a hopeless gesture.

“Don’t you get it, Myra? I was miserable before. I know you liked me, but every day felt like I was dying. And now… Now I have friends. Confidence.”

He turned and gave Caden a sad smile.

“A man I love.”

I love you too, Caden mouthed back. Noah gave him his supermodel smile. He turned back to Myra.

A look of doubt was spreading across his best friend’s features. But she still clutched the spell book tight.

“Noah, listen to me… the magic…”

“It’s not the magic.” Noah said, amazed at the confession he was about to make. “It never was. I mean, yes it turned me into a girl, and yeah, it kinda made me act a bit weird. But…”

He sighed.

“Liking boys? Liking Caden? I mean, you must’ve known…”

“I like… I like boys, Myra. I always have. I just couldn’t admit it to myself while I was male, just like I couldn’t admit to liking…”

“Whoa!” Caden’s voice suddenly cut through the library. “Nora. Babe. Did you just say…?”

“I did.” Noah turned back to his boyfriend, his heart hammering in his chest.

This is it. The last chance…

“Caden. I… I…”

Behind him, he heard Myra sigh.

“She’s not a she, OK? Well, she is now. But she used to be a guy.”

There was an unhappy pause.

“My guy. My best friend. The only guy I gave a shit about in the whole wide world. And then we cast that spell, and now you two are a couple, and I’m the only one who remembers him.”

“I’m sorry,” whispered Noah, but he was still looking at Caden. “I’m sorry, Myra, but I’ve gotta do this. I can’t-”

To his surprise, he was close to tears. He held one dainty hand up to his pouty lips.

“I can’t go back. I can’t be a boy again. Not without…”

Gently, he reached out. Took one of Caden’s strong, manly hands in his.

“Caden.” He whispered, amazed at what he was saying. “I don’t want to be without you.”

Caden was looking at him with wide eyes, a look of stark terror on his face.

“Hold on… Nora. You’re-you’re a… a dude?”

Noah nodded.

“We knew each other. You used…” a tear suddenly spilled out his eye, rolled down one of Noah’s soft cheeks. He tried to smile.

Wow, girls cry so easily…

“You used to bully me,” he said, doing his best to keep his voice level. “I mean, you were horrible… but I…”

“I still wanted you,” he confessed. “I still-I still dreamed that one day you might…”

He took a deep breath.

“You might want me too.”

Behind him, he heard Myra give a low whistle.

“Noah… Nora… whoever you are. That’s all sorts of fucked up, man.”

But Noah wasn’t listening. Gently, he raised one hand to Caden’s cheek. Touched him, as he’d touched him dozens of times before, in the dark intimacy of the car.

“Well?” He whispered in Nora’s voice. “Do you?”

For a long moment, Caden simply stared at him. Stared at him like a guy who’s just seen a ghost. Looked like he wanted to run away. Or lash out, lash out and beat the sissy who made him fall in love, hurt the girl who wasn’t a girl. Hurt…

Then, at last, he closed his eyes.

“If this is true…” he said. “Then… then, shit. It’s so fucked up. It’s… it’s fucking weird.”

Noah waited, trembling before him. Ready to have his heart shattered into a million pieces.

“But…”

Caden opened his eyes, looked straight into Noah’s. Noah was shocked to see they were slightly damp.

“But I guess I can’t help it. I… I fucking love you, Nora. You-you make me a better person. Since I met you, I-I can tell I’m less of an asshole.”

He struggled for words.

“Even if you are a… I mean a… y’know. I can’t imagine life without you. And if it’s true that I used to treat you like that, before…”

His shoulders sagged, all the fight, all the anger suddenly draining out of him.

“I never wanna hurt you,” he whispered. “Even if you’re in another body and I can’t remember any of this crazy shit. I’d… I’d rather die than go back to being such a… well, a…”

“What?”

“Such a fucking douchebag.”

There was a long pause, one that seemed to last eons. One in which it felt like the three of them had been put on hold while the universe tried to decide what to do with them.

Then, at long last, Noah smiled. Not the smile of a supermodel. Not the smile of a transformed man.

The smile of a girl who is in love, and knows her boyfriend loves her back.

“There’s just…” he swallowed back his girly tears, started again. “There’s just one thing left you gotta do now.”

“What?”

“Kiss me.” Noah whispered.

And then they were kissing. Kissing like they were afraid they’d never get the chance to kiss again. Kissing like the rest of the world had vanished and only the two of them were left, clinging to each other at the end of everything.

Wrapped up in his new boyfriend’s arms, feeling the scratch of his stubble against his soft, female cheeks, Noah felt like he was fainting. Like he might be going mad.

If this is madness, he thought, vaguely, then I wish I’d gone mad long ago…

At long last, a gentle cough made Noah look up. Myra was still watching them, a sad smile on her pale face.

“I’m sorry,” Noah said. “I really am. I know he was your friend…”

“Ahh, forget about it,” Myra said. “I mean, yeah, he was my friend, my only friend…”

She took a deep breath.

“And that’s why I’ve gotta let him go. What’s more important, huh? Having somebody to chat shit with, or making sure your best friend is happy?”

A smile spread over Noah’s perfect face. A radiant, blissful smile. The smile of a girl at peace.

“I won’t forget you,” he promised. “We’ll still be friends. Even if I’m stuck as a-”

“Yeah, yeah, I know,” Myra sighed, hefting open the spell book. “Whatever you say, it still won’t be the same. It’ll be different. But you know what?”

She smiled.

“Sometimes, different is good.”

And then she was reading something from the spell book. Chanting in a strange language.

A strong wind picked up, blowing around Noah and Caden. Cocooning them. The air cracked with electricity.

Cradled in Caden’s arms, Noah turned and gave his boyfriend a smile.

“What now?” Caden whispered, looking like he still couldn’t believe what was happening.

“Now?” Noah asked, his voice barely audible above the rushing wind. “Now, we get to spend our lives as we always wanted.”

The wind grew to a roar, there was a flash of white light. Noah turned and gave Myra one last, brilliant smile.

And then there was nothing.

*

The book landed on the library floor with a soft flump. Myra looked down at it with a feeling of vague satisfaction.

“There,” she whispered. “All done.”

Somewhere right now, she knew Nora and Caden would be opening their eyes. Opening their eyes to find themselves clutched in one another’s arms, the Caribbean sunlight streaming in through the hotel window. Opening their eyes to find the bed strewn with rose petals, a bottle of champagne chilling on the bedside, and a crumpled bridal dress lying on the floor.

Opening their eyes to find wedding rings on their fingers, and two emails from UCL saying they’d both been accepted to go to college together.

If Noah was gonna discard his old life in favor of a new one, then Myra was determined that it be the happiest one possible.

“Thanks, book. I don’t need you anymore.”

The book just stared blankly up at her from the floor. It was just a repository for spells. It couldn’t know what Myra had just used its powers to do.

But Myra knew. And that was enough.

The short, pale girl smiled at the thought of what Noah’s future held. She’d been sad to see him go of course, especially with Caden, but it wasn’t like that jock douchebag would be able to screw things up.

The spell would see to that.

It had been a surprisingly simple one to cast, the happiness spell. The spell that ensured Nora and Caden would never split up. The one that would ensure Caden would spend the rest of his life acting like the man Nora wanted him to be, not the asshole he once had been.

The spell that would ensure they would get married, go to college together, and then settle down to start a family, and always be happy.

Stood alone in the library, Myra smiled to herself.

She couldn’t wait to see how happy Nora would be when she first got pregnant. She was gonna make an awesome mother.

“And who knows?” She murmured with a rueful smile, “maybe one day you can do something for me, too.”

She didn’t doubt for a second that even in her new body, Nora was gonna be anything but an awesome friend.

Far, far away, in the honeymoon suite of their hotel, Nora opened her eyes and smiled down at her new husband, sleeping peacefully beside her. She still couldn’t believe the school had given them time off for this. For their honeymoon.

“Mrs. Nora Johnson,” she whispered, trying out her new name. The words made her tingle with happiness.

This was it. Right here. All she’d ever really wanted.

Any minute now, she’d wake up her new husband. Wake him up and lie in his arms, and make love to him for the first time as husband and wife. Any minute.

But, for now, she was content to watch him sleep.

He looks so handsome like that… Nora thought, a faint smile on her face. Sleeping beside me. As I always wanted to see him.

For the first time in her short, 18-year life, Nora realized she was truly happy.

The End
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It was like someone had thrown Liam a lifesaver. He let out a breath he didn’t know he’d been holding inside his generous new chest.

“You mean…?”

Alex nodded.

“Yep. The wish isn’t permanent. Midnight tonight, you’ll turn back into my douchey older brother. More’s the pity.”

Liam was barely listening. With a feeling of vast relief, he looked down at his horrible new body, with its bits that wobbled and jiggled when he ran, and felt himself exhale.

It was horrible, being turned into a girl. No doubt about it. And there was no way he was gonna get through the rest of the day without needing a pee or experiencing other reminders of his forced gender-swap.

But it also wasn’t as bad as he’d feared. It was just him and Alex at home today; he could close the drapes, hunker down in front of the TV, and just wait it out till midnight. Sure, it’d be weird, knowing he was a girl, but it wouldn’t be too bad…

Then Alex said something that shattered  his plans and left him standing there, his pretty mouth dangling open in shock.

“Of course, that wasn’t my whole wish…”

At her words, a trickle of ice began to make its way up Liam’s spine.

“What do you mean?” He whispered, his mouth dry.

“Oh, just details,” Alex said, airily, stretching her arms, “details like how I wished you’d spend the day at the mall with me. And how I wished you’d dress and think and act like a girl the entire time.”

Her eyes flashed with a hint of what Liam took for pure evil.

“And how I wished that, if you didn’t do as I wanted, you’d never, ever be a boy again.”

Trapped inside his awful new body, Liam slowly shook his pretty little head. He clasped his dainty hands together, pleadingly.

“Alex,” he whimpered, “please don’t make me go out there…”

The thought of other people seeing him as Lily was nauseating. If he had to be a girl, fine, he could live with it for 24 hours.

But to be seen by other people…

What if I meet someone I know? What if a boy starts flirting with me? What if he wants my number? What if he tries to kiss me? What if he touches my ass…?

With a start, Liam realized he’d been standing there for a good five seconds with a faint, faraway smile on his bud-like lips and a warm feeling in his belly.

He angrily shook his head, trying to dislodge the alien thought.

It must be the magic… thank God Alex didn’t notice…

He definitely didn’t want his sister to tease him for the rest of his life about how he’d once thought about kissing boys.

“You have to go out, it’s my birthday,” Alex was saying, “and my birthday wish. So. Whaddya say, Lily?”

She’d winked softly at him.

“How about a girls’ day out?”

Continue reading at Amazon.com…
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Pretty 18 year-old Casey is the quiet girl. The loser. The one all the boys at school like to humiliate. She’s the girl it’s easiest to pick on… until now.


One afternoon, Casey discovers a magic ring that grants its owner unlimited powers. In the blink of an eye, this shy schoolgirl becomes a goddess capable of doing anything. For the boys who made her life hell, that means payback time.


Now Casey will use her powers to exact a cruel and kinky revenge. Before the day is out, her hunky ex-boyfriend has been turned into an adorable little girl, her creepy math teacher is trapped as a sex-crazed bimbo, and the douchebag who assaulted her is stuck as a stripper with big breasts and an insatiable desire to dance for creepy men. As the boys of the school find themselves one-by-one swapped into skirts, it’s up to the girls to intervene and stop Casey’s reign of terror. Will they be able to defeat the angry goddess? Or are their boyfriends doomed to lose their manhood FOREVER?  
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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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