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Sneak Preview

(skip this bit to avoid spoilers!)

Jack slowly lowered his hands from his long, blonde hair, his mind reeling. Stepped back, put his hands on his too-wide hips, stared his new girl-body in the mirror.

It was as bad as it had seemed back in the old classroom. Likely, even worse.

Jasmine, the girl he’d been turned into, didn’t just have a beautiful face and a big rack. She had a dynamite body, too.

Her legs were long and slender and tastefully bronzed, a heavenly pair of legs that invited male eyes to slide up them, until they reached the hem of her little cheerleader skirt, so loose and easy for any strong man to flick aside and get at the goodies within.

If he turned on his side, Jack could see the swell of her perfect, peach-like bum, barely covered by the blue fabric of his skirt. It curved out behind him, just as his chest now swelled forwards, giving him a sinuous, seductive shape that he knew from experience the average male brain was hardwired to find attractive.

Jasmine’s waist was tight, her sides kinked in above her round hips. Her yellow cheerleader top – their school’s logo emblazoned across the front – was slightly too small, leaving a slip of flat, toned stomach on display whenever Jack raised his arms.

Long, blonde hair flowed down her back, its little curls and kinks full of the sort of bounce and shine you only usually see in modelling catalogues. Add in her pert breasts and that gorgeous face and, well…

…incredible as it was, Jack had to admit that he was probably now the hottest girl at school…

(now turn over and keep reading!)


I

“Psst. Psst!” A short pause, then, softly: “Hey!”

At the sound of the girl’s voice, Jack felt his teenage body go rigid. His breathing get just that little bit quicker. He automatically lowered his head, pretended not to have heard.

From his long years of experience, girls trying to get his attention meant they were usually about to help humiliate him as part of some elaborate prank.

“Hey! I know you can hear me…”

Upfront, the teacher overseeing their detention – a bald and bored-looking man Jack only knew as Mr. Longford – stifled a yawn, turned over a page in the textbook he was marking and frowned at something.

Nope. No help there.

Jack hunched forward, tried to make himself look busy, like he really cared so much about this dumbass book he was supposed to be reading. His mop of dark hair fell across his face, half-shielding him from the outside world. Quietly, he thanked God that his thick hair meant the girl wouldn’t be able to see his ears burning.

For a moment, he thought it might be over. That she might have given up and decided to leave him be instead of tormenting him.

Then the chunk of eraser bounced off his shoulder and, with a sinking feeling, Jack realized he was going to have to do something after all.

“Hey! Unabomber boy… I’m talking to you!”

With a quick, cautious glance at Mr. Longford, Jack turned round.

The girl sat behind him grinned, her white teeth showing and her brown eyes sparkling.

“Finally…” She sighed under her breath, “I thought you were totally ignoring me.”

She was small – almost impossibly so – with a slender frame hidden inside a green winter bomber jacket two sizes too big for her. Her skin was bronze, her hair a sort of muddy blonde, full of kinks and curls that looked a nightmare to sort out.

Her face was pinched, mischievous (kinda rat-like, Jack thought). Her breasts almost invisibly small. She looked about his age – 18 – but as little like a grown up as he felt.

More to the point, she didn’t look like the usual girls who got his attention just to laugh at him. There was no trace of a bored, rich girl sneer. No sign of stuck-up, cool girl chic.

She looked like one of him. Another freak.

An outsider.

“I know you,” the small girl was saying, her eyes still bright, “you’re John or Jack or something, right? Man, I never thought I’d see you in here.”

Upfront, Mr. Longford coughed. Jack felt his body freeze up again, then untense as the girl smirked and rolled her eyes at him.

“Wow. You’re sure jumpy, huh?”

She nodded at the distant teacher.

“Don’t worry, I won’t let him touch you.”

At last, Jack spoke.

“What do you want?”

“What do you think? To talk.” The girl lowered her chin down onto the desk, looked up at Jack with a sigh. “I’m bored. We got, what, another hour of this? You really wanna spend it just staring at that book?”

Jack hesitated. He still wasn’t sure this wasn’t a trick. That he wasn’t going to wind up getting laughed at, getting humiliated.

As a small, slightly-effeminate boy at a high school in the dullest town in America, Jack had had it drilled into him from a very young age that other people simply didn’t like him.

He was too weak. Too nervous. His few friends all seemed to think he was gay and that he’d be happier when he came out, while the rest of the school just saw him as a loser.

Even though he tried to be as polite and as inoffensive as possible, he seemed to spend his life running away from wedgies and swirlies or just general abuse.

The worst part of it all? He seemed to get the blame. Whatever jock had just humiliated him would get off scot free, while Jack would be left to handle the fall out.

Just like today. Just like the “incident” that had gotten him this dumb detention.

Incident… Jack fumed to himself, of course that’s what the school would call it…

He’d been in the hall, just returning from a mid-lesson bathroom break.

He’d been alone. The only figure moving through this great, empty place of misery they called a school.

Or so he’d thought.

Just as he’d turned the corner, he’d heard the banging of a locker, and realized he wasn’t alone. But the warning had come too late.

Without meaning to, he’d walked straight into three of the biggest jocks in school.

“Hey, buttface, shouldn’t you be in class?” The biggest of them all, an irritatingly handsome guy all the girls swooned over called Matt, asked.

“I, uh, I just had to…” Jack had hesitated. “I mean, couldn’t I ask you the same thing?”

And Matt had crossed his thick arms over his chest, and smirked down at the weakling before him.

“We got a pass. We’re on pantsing patrol.”

“What’s-?” Jack said before he managed to stop himself.

But by then it was too late.

Matt’s two friends – Trevon and Chad – had grabbed his arms, pinned him against the lockers. Jack feebly tried to struggle, but he’d known it would be useless. And it was.

“It’s where we patrol the school corridors…” Matt had said, slowly, stepping towards Jack, “and find the biggest asswads we can. And, when we do…

…we pants them!”

Then he’d yanked down Jack’s pants, pushed him back against the locker as Trevon and Chad howled with laughter. Jack had furiously scrabbled for his pants, just as a door had crashed open and a bald, angry head glared out into the hall.

“What on Earth is going on out here?!” Mr. Longford had shouted.

“Sir!” Matt had yelled back, gesturing, “sir, Jack’s getting his wiener out, sir!”

And Jack had felt like wailing, and had tried to explain, but Mr. Longford had just yelled at him to put his pants on and go see the principal.

And the principal had given him detention. Threatened to call his parents. And so now here he was, trying to read some dumbass book and do everything he could to avoid getting in even more trouble.

“What is it, Moby Dick?” The girl glanced at his open book, shrugged. “There’s a whale, some speeches, everyone dies. What’s the big deal?”

She sighed.

“You wanna read something, you should try my book. It’s kinda awesome, and I say that with all humility.”

“You’re a writer?” Jack fumbled for the words, “that’s… cool. I guess.”

Ask her what she writes about… his brain whispered. C’mon, you can do conversation. You’re not a total weirdo!

But by the time he’d formulated the thought, it had already been rendered moot by the girl’s talking.

“Nah. Well, not in the standard, conventional sense.”

The girl suddenly giggled. For some reason, Jack found himself smiling too. Her eyes twinkled.

“Hey. Can I tell you a secret?”

“Uh, sure.” Jack nodded. “People say I’m, y’know, a good listener.”

That wasn’t true, of course, but it seemed like the sort of thing he was meant to say. The girl motioned him closer.

“Good. Coz, get this…”

Her voice dropped to barely a whisper.

“I’m a witch.”

“Oh.”

Jack’s first feeling was one of disappointment. Then a sort of frustration that the first person he’d talked to all day was a bigger weirdo than he was.

“That’s… uh, that’s cool.” He mumbled, unenthusiastically. “What, like Wicca, or…?”

The girl was shaking her head.

“Fuck that shit,” she whispered, her voice amused. “I’m a gray witch, both light and dark. But super powerful. Seriously…”

That grin again.

“Super powerful.”

“Oh… yeah?” Jack was already longing to turn back to his book, to end this conversation.

Nice one, asshole, his brain sneered, get seen with this chick and they’ll bully you worse than ever…

“What? You don’t believe me?”

“I dunno.” Jack shrugged. “I mean, if you’re so powerful, how come you’re in detention?”

The humor drained from the girl’s face. She studied him seriously.

“Because I let them put me here. So I could meet someone like you.”

There was a prickling sensation on the back of Jack’s neck, almost like he was suddenly standing on the edge of something beyond his ability to comprehend. He tried to shake it off, annoyed with himself.

“Me? But you don’t even…”

“Know you? Sure I do, John. You’re like me. Another loser. Specifically, a guy loser. And you’ve got something I need.”

“I don’t-”

Jack didn’t get any further. There was a loud cough from the front of the room. Jack span round in his seat to see Mr. Longford glaring at him, his face a mask of irritation.

“Mr. Reynolds, Miss Nightingale, could you both please be quiet?”

“You want proof I’m a witch?” The girl’s breath was warm against Jack’s ear. “OK, how about this?”

There was a scraping sound. The girl got to her feet, a small smile on her pinched face. Upfront, Mr. Longford did likewise, his expression black.

“Miss Nightingale! I’m telling you for the last time to-!”

Whatever it was Jack expected to come next, it wasn’t what actually happened.

With a fluid movement, the girl reached inside her bomber jacket, pulled out a piece of pointed wood and pointed it at the teacher, smiled to herself, and said:

“You’re not telling me to do shit, asshole.”

Then she yelled out strange words, words Jack had never heard before.

“Compelia funtau matris!”

There was a sudden flash of light…

…and, when Jack turned back – his eyes wide with shock – his teacher was gone.

Well, not quite. As Jack blinked away the flash still burned across his retinas and leaned forward, he realized that there was something now standing where Mr. Longford had been standing the moment the spell was cast, a faint tendril of smoke still rising from it.

There, next to the teacher’s old desk, a little girl’s dolly with big, blue plastic eyes, long blonde curls and a look of shock on its frozen, cherubic features stared back at him. It was dressed in a pink little dress with frills around the edges that were still singed from the blast of magic.

Behind Jack, the girl calmly slipped her wand back in her pocket.

“There. We can go now.”

Jack was still staring in horror at the little plastic dolly as the girl walked calmly past him, picked it up, smiled at it.

“Cute, isn’t he?” She stroked the dolly’s hair, looked over at Jack. “What do you think? Improvement?”

“Y-you killed him!”

The words were out before Jack could stop himself, before he could freak out that he might get turned into a dolly too. His whole body felt numb. He couldn’t stop staring at the toy’s surprised, plastic features.

What just happened? Oh fuck, what the hell just happened…?!

It was horrible. The idea that a man could get turned into - into a thing like that. That his mind, with all its hopes and dreams, was now just a lump of plastic. Worse-! That he might still be conscious in-

At the front, the girl rolled her eyes.

“Relax, OK? He’s fine. I set the spell to turn him back and wipe his memory at the end of detention. He’ll just think he zoned out.”

She giggled, looked right into the dolly’s eyes.

“Well, he might have nightmares about this every now and then for the rest of his life, but he’ll probably just think it’s some weird ass fetish he’s developing or something.”

She placed the dolly down on the desk, nodded at the door.

“C’mon, John, I got something to show you.”

“Jack.”

“What?”

“It’s Jack.”

Jack got to his feet, still trembling slightly, looked down at the dolly in disgust.

“And what do I call you? The wicked witch of the Midwest?”

“Don’t be a dipshit. I’m Lauren.” The small girl turned, leaned against the desk with her hands in her pockets. “But you can also call me your hero.”

“Why would I ever…?”

“Because, I’m gonna sort your life out. Just like I’m about to sort mine out.”

Lauren suddenly gave him a grin. Not a smile, but a big, toothy, happy grin.

“If my plan works, Jack, after today neither of us is ever gonna be bullied ever again.”


II

“You can’t be serious.”

Lauren shrugged.

“Sorry, but that’s the way it is. Big magic like this needs female and male energy.”

Jack looked down at the ornate little knife in his hands with an internal shudder. Its blade was twisted and oh-so-sharp, its handle an old wooden thing carved with runes and weird symbols.

“But… I mean, you just turned a man into a little dolly…”

“Yeah, for, like, half an hour. That’s kid’s stuff. You want a longer change than maybe a day at most? You gotta get some contrasting energies involved.”

She crossed her arms over her khaki jacket, gave him a defiant look.

“And I want this change to last forever.”

Jack fell silent. He didn’t know what to say.

He kinda wanted Lauren’s promised change to last forever, too.

They were standing in an old classroom in the rundown, disused building their school had originally been housed in before it expanded to its newer, bigger facility next door the year before. The older building had been scheduled for demolition, but a row with the town hall over who was responsible for disposing of it had led to the project being stalled.

Now, the old gated-off and boarded up building seemed to exist primarily to give the younger local kids fodder for ghost stories, and the older local kids a place to get busted sneaking into while trying to freak their date out.

Now, it looked like you could add ‘a place to do black magic in’ to that long charge sheet.

“The only thing is…” Jack mumbled, still staring at the little dagger, “how do I know this isn’t all a…?”

“You’re seriously asking me if this is a joke?”

Lauren sat down on the edge of one of the dust-coated desks with a sigh. A weak beam of sunlight made murky by the grimy windows caught her hair. Jack noticed that she was so small her heavy-booted feet didn’t touch the ground but dangled just above it.

“Man, I just turned a guy into a baby’s toy for you and you still doubt me? What do you want me to do? Use my wand to give you a 12 inch dick or something?”

She can actually do that?! Jack’s brain yelped. Outwardly he just shrugged.

“I know. I really… I really do. But can’t you see how this might be a little… weird for me?”

“It’s as weird as you wanna make it.”

Lauren sighed, threw her head back. Then, with her eyes closed, she quietly said:

“Look. This was just an offer, OK? Not fate or destiny or an evil command or what have you. You don’t wanna help me. Fine. I’ll find someone else. I won’t bother you again. Promise.”

Ten long seconds passed. Twenty. A minute. Nothing moved but the motes of dust, turning and dancing and spiraling in ever-changing patterns through this forgotten classroom.

At last, Lauren opened her eyes. Lowered her head.

“I guess that’s settled, then.”

Awkwardly, Jack nodded. If Lauren was on the level, her offer really was too good to refuse. They both knew that.

After Mr. Longford had been changed into that little dolly, Jack had felt like he would either immediately go mad, or have to start accepting any old shit the world threw at him.

He’d decided to go for the latter, but even so, when Lauren had told him what she had in mind, he’d found himself wondering if it wouldn’t just be easier to slide into insanity.

“Right. So. Let’s get moving, huh?”

Lauren slipped off the desk, went and stood on the edge of the chalk circle she’d drawn on the floor. Strange runes surrounded it. Candles burned feebly at five different points.

“I stand here, OK? You stand…” She took a big step across to the circle’s other side. “Here. At least, I think…”

She frowned a little, then shook herself. Turned to Jack.

“This is important, OK, coz if you stand in the wrong bit… blamo.”

“Blamo?”

“S’right.” Lauren nodded importantly. “BLAMO. So…”

She stepped into the center.

“We cross our hands here. I say the spell. As the energy drips down…”

Jack looked unhappily at the dagger again.

“You mean my blood.”

“Like I said…” Lauren glared at him. “As the energy drips down, I say the spell. Don’t worry. It’s long, but I memorized it last night.”

“You mean, you don’t know it off by heart?” Jack asked uneasily.

Lauren gave him a defiant look.

“There’s, like, fifty thousand spells in my spell book, get it? You wanna try learning them all off by heart be my guest.”

“Don’t you have a spell to help with that?” Jack muttered under his breath, but he was secretly glad when Lauren pretended not to hear him.

He didn’t want to argue with someone who could turn him into a donkey or a pig or a dolly, even if it was just for half an hour.

“Where was I? Oh yeah…” She went back to where she’d started, in her part of the circle. “We both step back to our parts, and focus on the image in our heads. There’s a flash of light, probably some wind or smoke or some shit, and then…

…we say hello to our new lives.”

She let the words hang in the air, like dust in a sunbeam. Stood back by the desks, Jack swallowed.

There it was, the thing Lauren had promised him. The carrot she’d dangled before him so he’d agree to donate some of his energy (no, seriously, it’s blood, his brain interjected), and help her get what she wanted.

A permanent change into the thing he’d always desired.

That wasn’t how she’d put it, of course, but that was the gist Jack’s brain took away. Somewhere, in that big, battered old book of spells Jack had glimpsed in her bag, this crazy girl called Lauren had a spell that would make Jack the weedy, weak, miserable kid vanish…

…and replace him with the strong, confident, good-looking man he’d always secretly wanted to be.

He’d been dazed as Lauren told him this, too busy trying to cope with both the revelation that magic was real and the complexities of breaking into the abandoned school buildings to really concentrate, but he’d got the essence of it.

Lauren’s spell could turn him into a big, powerful jock. Give him the biceps he’d always wanted. The massive dick he’d always wanted. Make all the girls at school fall in love with him, and all the boys admire him.

It could change history so everyone thought this was how he’d always been. So even his parents would have memories of their son as a popular athlete with many friends and a sport scholarship awaiting him at an Ivy League college, instead of the useless, weedy wuss they’d wasted the last 18 years raising.

And, while all that was happening, Lauren would be transforming too. Into the tall, blonde girl with supermodel looks and the eye of all the boys. Into the hottest, most-beautiful, most-confident girl at school.

“I don’t wanna actually be a bimbo, y’know?” Lauren had said as she explained this, “but looking like one wouldn’t be so bad. Especially since I’d get to keep my intellect and my witch powers.”

Here, she’d sighed happily.

“Beautiful, brainy and powerful. That’s gonna be me. And the spell’s gonna make it so all those bitches who used to bully me now think I’m like their idol.”

Two new lives. Two loser kids gone, replaced with gorgeous, perfect, and – most importantly – happy human beings. And nobody would be any the wiser.

Except for those who were stood inside that chalk circle when it happened.

They’d get to look at their awesome new lives, compare it to when they used to be miserable, and feel even happier at the changes.

“Why me?” Jack had managed to ask at one point, “why not some other guy?”

And Lauren had shrugged.

“Why not? You were the only other loser in detention. If you hadn’t been there, I’da just had to go back tomorrow and wow a different guy with my dolly trick.

Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth, huh?”

Jack had decided to take her advice.

And now here he was. About to undergo a transformation that, in its own way, would be as unlikely and as freaky as the one Mr. Longford had suffered.

“You gotta get your mental image right, OK?” Lauren had stepped out the circle now, and was glancing through her spell book, tracing things with her finger and occasionally frowning to herself. “Don’t go accidentally thinking of Donald Trump or nothing, not unless you wanna look just like that windbag…

And it says here to be careful you don’t just picture someone attractive and famous. We can’t have two Chris Pratts running around, no matter how many people the idea might give boners. Oh, and don’t…”

She frowned at the book again. Jack waited for her to go on, but she shook her head and snapped it shut.

“Whatever, I think I got this,” she muttered, dropping it on a desk. A puff of dust came up with a flump. “Let’s just get on with it, shall we? OK, circle. Now.”

For a split second, Jack hesitated. Still not sure this was really happening. Still not sure it wasn’t all just some mad dream.

Still not sure he should let someone alter the world like this, even with the best intentions.

The moment passed. He took a deep breath, stepped into his part of the circle.

“Good, now…”

Lauren stepped into the circle, hesitated.

“What?” Jack’s voice was barely a whisper.

“Nothing. I was just trying to remember if…”

“You do know what you’re doing, right? I don’t wanna get turned into a-a buttplug or something.”

Lauren scowled at him.

“That only happens in stories. Weird ass ones.” She shook her head. “Nah, we’re fine. OK…”

She inhaled deeply, a slightly sick look on her pinched face. For the first time, Jack realized she was nearly as nervous as he was.

“Now.” She held out her palm. “Knife me.”

“What?!”

“You gotta cut me and I gotta cut you. Don’t ask me why, OK, just do it.”

Jack looked down at Lauren’s outstretched hand, her open palm, with its life lines and pale skin. He swallowed.

“I-I don’t think I can…”

“Oh for fucks’ sakes. Padit n anima!”

There was a tiny spark of light. Jack’s shoulder jerked to life. Before he could figure out what was happening, his arm reached forward of its own accord and sliced the blade over Lauren’s palm with a deft flick. The girl winced, gave a tiny little gasp as a wet, red line opened in her hand.

“Jesus!” Jack yelled. “What the hell did you just…?”

“Anima sonta!”

Jack’s arm froze as suddenly as it had come to life. The knife leaped out his hand, landed in Lauren’s left one. She grasped its handle as Jack wildly shook his head.

“Wait… Lauren, please-arrgh!”

Pain flowed through his hand, hot and stinging, as blood oozed out from his new cut. He tried to snatch his hand back, but it was still frozen by Lauren’s latest spell.

Quick as a flash, the girl snatched his wounded hand in hers, pressed the cuts together, mingling the blood, making it well and seep out, run down their wrists.

“Oh shit that stings!” She whispered. She fixed her dark eyes on Jack. “Concentrate, OK, John? We got one shot, and now I’ve started I can’t stop, OK? John!”

She squeezed his hand, pain flared again.

“Listen to me, OK? We gotta get this right. Don’t think about the pain. Think about who you want to be!”

“My name isn’t John!” Jack squeaked back at her.

“Well, whoever you are, just listen to me, OK? You’re about to be a whole other person!”

At that moment, Jack realized he believed her completely.

A wind was whipping up now, a magical wind that blew through the classroom, tearing open Lauren’s spell book, sending its pages fluttering, making the two teenagers’ clothes billow around them and Lauren’s hair whip past her face. A roaring noise accompanied it, unearthly and terrifying.

“It’s working! Close your eyes!” Jack heard Lauren shout. “Close your eyes and concentrate!”

You mean, you didn’t know if it would work?! Jack felt like yelling. But instead he closed his eyes, tried desperately to imagine the man he was about to become.

The wind was blowing harder now, threatening to send them both flying out the circle. As the dampness on his wrist and the pain in his palm increased, Jack summoned his mental image. Of the tall, broad shouldered athlete with big biceps, a square jaw, and a winning smile. Of the boy with powerful, hairy legs, wealthy parents, and a bright future as a rich, famous man all the girls would go wild for.

Don’t forget the big dick… his mind whispered. This time, Jack didn’t ignore it.

“OK!” Lauren’s voice was barely audible above the roaring of the wind. “Here we go!”

Then she was chanting, chanting away as Jack screwed up his eyes and started to yell.

“Kantor… demonicus… transfominous ka neti… POJD’EME!”

At that final, nonsense word, there was a blinding flash of light, so bright Jack could see it through his closed eyelids. He screamed louder, sure his eyes were burning out their sockets, screamed as he tried desperately to hold onto that mental image, screamed as the wind’s roar grew to a body shaking crescendo…

And then it was over. There was a noise like water being sucked down a tube, the light vanished, and then the wind stopped and Jack was stood in the classroom, his eyes closed, the sudden silence broken only by the sound of Lauren screaming.

Her high-pitched, feminine squeal dropped away the moment his male one did, leaving them both in silence. Behind the darkness of his eyelids, Jack felt like he was going mad.

Oh my God… Oh my God it worked…

Without opening his eyes, he could already tell that his body had changed. Already tell that things were very different.

The only trouble was, the ways in which they were different didn’t seem to make a whole lot of sense.

He could feel the lightness of his body around him, like it weighed less than usual. Like its bones were suddenly full of air.

He could feel the strange weight on his head, like he was suddenly wearing a heavy wig, matched only by the strange weight in his chest. Long strands of hair seemed to tickle at his neck, at his shoulders as they tumbled down his back.

He could feel the way his legs were suddenly bare, the cool air of the room caressing them, making him shiver slightly. The way the hem of his skirt kind of tickled his thighs. The way his small, dainty hand was now lost in the grip of a strong, masculine one.

Wait, what…?

A whimper escaped Jack’s lips. It came out sounding high pitched, feminine. At the exact same moment, he suddenly realized that it hadn’t been Lauren who was screaming as the spell ended. Hadn’t been Lauren’s scream that had shot up in pitch as the transformation took place, that had turned into a girly squeal.

Oh God… oh God, no!

His eyes still closed, Jack heard a man cough, clearing his throat. Heard a low, masculine voice that seemed to vibrate through him say in an embarrassed voice:

“John…? Hey, um, John? I think we have a problem…”

Pleasenopleasenopleasenopleaseno!

“John?”

“My name,” Jack suddenly yelled, “is…

…Jasmine!”

At the sound of his voice, all high pitched and squeaky and girly, he let out a squeal. At the sound of the name – his new name, the name Lauren’s stupid spell had given him – he opened his eyes wide in terror.

What he saw made him wish he could snap them closed all over again.

He was standing where he had been when Lauren cast her spell. Only the small girl he’d met only that day was no longer stood in front of him, no longer holding his hand.

In her place, a big, broad shouldered athlete with powerful biceps, a square jawed, handsome face and a winning smile was smiling at him awkwardly.

Jack blinked up at him. He was huge, 6ft4 at least, with a body that looked like a cage of muscle and steel, even hidden away inside that football jersey.

B-but that should be me! Jack wailed inside himself. Which means… Oh God, which means…

“Uh, hey,” the beefy guy towering over Jack said. He used his free hand to bashfully scratch at the short, blond hairs on the back of his skull, the other still mindlessly holding onto Jack. “So, there’s kinda been a bit of a mix up…”

But Jack didn’t wait to hear what this masculine giant said to him. Like a boy in a dream, he reached up with his free hand and touched his new face. Noted his tiny new button nose, his high cheekbones, his smooth cheeks, devoid of the sandpapery feel boy’s cheeks have even after shaving.

Noted, too his long nails painted bubblegum pink, the way his fingers were suddenly long and slender, his hands small and dainty.

“I mean, I’m not sure what happened…”

Frantically, Jack’s fingertips grasped at the strands of long, blonde hair now tumbling from his crown, held one up before him and gaped at how shiny and bouncy and curled it was, like a girl in a shampoo commercial.

“But…” the giant jock continued, helplessly, “the thing is, you’re… kinda…

A girl now.”

It was all too much.

With dream-like movements, Jack bent his pretty little head forward. Looked down at his curvy new body, encased inside its yellow cheerleader’s uniform. Took in its tight waist, its too-wide hips, its legs poking out from beneath its skirt, both long and slender and smooth and ending in two cute little pink ankle socks.

Took in the heavy pair of breasts, the two big, DD-cup boobies now sticking out straight in front of him, straining at his cheerleader top as if they were about to rip it open.

To his horror, he realized he could feel his new tits. The way they were nestling in the cups of his push-up bra. The way they were gently tugging on his chest, using their strange weight to remind him of their presence.

Still looking down, he gave his new body a little shake. Felt his skirt swish slightly. Felt his hair flick out before settling back in a golden waterfall down his back. Felt his new boobs jiggle in their cups.

There was no doubt about it. The spell had gone wrong. Horribly, horribly wrong.

He, Jack Reynolds, was now a girl.

And not just any girl. A cheerleader. A curvy, ultra-feminine beauty with painted nails and gorgeous legs and a big pair of tits all the jocks at school would go wild for.

A girl who looked like a total bimbo. The girl Lauren had secretly wanted to be.

She was now him.

“Change me back,” he whispered, desperately trying to ignore how soft and seductive his new voice was.

He looked back up from his brand new tits to the musclebound hunk who used to be Lauren.

“Change me back, I said!” He squealed, swatting at her hairy arm with his free hand, already feeling like a hysterical cheerleader.

The big jock before him looked uncomfortable.

“Yeah. That’s the thing,” Lauren said slowly, her new voice low and masculine and making Jack’s new body go weak at the knees, “there’s not exactly a reverse spell…”

“What do you mean?!” Jack’s cheerleader body was trembling. He felt on the verge of tears. “Please, just tell me…”

Lauren sighed. Her broad shoulders slumped a little. She fixed her new, piercing blue eyes onto Jack’s pretty face.

“I can’t change you back,” she said. “This spell was one way only. From now on…”

She swallowed, a look of disbelief on her handsome face.

“From now on, I’m whatever jock hero you wanted to be. And you’re…

…you’re Jasmine. The hottest bimbo cheerleader at school.”

“Forever?” Jack whispered, stunned.

“Forever,” Lauren nodded.

The pretty little cheerleader couldn’t help it.

She screamed.


III

If it hadn’t been creased up in misery, the face would’ve looked beautiful.

It stared out the dusty glass of the mirror, a girl’s face, framed by flowing blonde hair, all soft and round and pretty.

There was a cute little button nose, set just above a pair of painted, pouty lips. Eyes that were wide and innocent, their irises a piercing blue that you could lose yourself in forever.

The cheekbones were high, the skin slightly tanned and flawless. Long, dark eyelashes fluttered every time the face blinked.

It was the face of a supermodel. Of a gorgeous, 18-year old girl who could stop traffic, who could bend any man – and several women – she wanted around her little finger. Jack had to admit it was the sort of face he could have fallen in love with a thousand times over.

He just wished it hadn’t been on him.

“Oh man this is weird.”

Jack slowly turned his pretty little head, part of him glad to be looking away from that awful, beautiful face, part of him so fascinated he wanted to keep staring at it forever, like you might stare at a car wreck. Beside him, the big, male jock frowned into the mirror above the broken sinks, pulled his top lip back, stared at his teeth.

“My face…” Lauren whispered in her masculine voice, “it’s so…

…square.”

She reached up with two meaty hands, felt her cheeks. Her eyes briefly went wide with surprise.

“Jesus, stubble too. I’ma have to start shaving…”

She dropped her hands, looked down at her powerful new body, examining her large, barrel chest, broad shoulders and big forearms dusted with dark hairs.

Suddenly, she laughed. A disbelieving bark of a sound that echoed around the empty restroom.

“Look at this shit!” She said, touching one of her hardened pecs. “I swear these things are even bigger than my tits were.”

“Like you can talk.”

Jack suppressed a shudder, looked back in the mirror, back at his new chest. At the big, ripe breasts rising beneath his cheerleader’s top like two swells on a golden ocean.

“Look at me. I’ve got tits. Actual tits.”

It was strange, watching the supermodel girl move her pouty lips in time with him, her gorgeous face taking on an expression of disgust just like what he was feeling. Weird, too, to hear her high-pitched, spoiled, rich girl voice saying his words.

There’s no her about it, Jack thought. That’s my voice now.

Oh God, that’s the voice I’ll have for the rest of my life…

They were stood side by side in the girl’s restroom of the old school building, where they’d both immediately gone to find a mirror after their unexpected transformations.

Part of Jack had rebelled against going inside the girls’ restroom. Even if it was abandoned, it felt like he was capitulating to the demands of his awful new body too quickly. But it had been closer, so the changed boy and girl had slipped inside, stepping over the broken bits of tile scattered across the floor.

Needless to say, what they finally found when they stepped before the mirrors hadn’t been what either of them was hoping for.

“Think that’s weird? Tits are just kinda there. But this thing?”

Beside him, Lauren pulled down her shorts, looked in wonder down at the long, thick thing now swinging between her hairy legs.

“Man, what the hell am I supposed to do with that? It’s a foot long!”

“Ten inches.” Jack said in his soft new voice. He glanced over at the witch and shuddered. “Eww. Put it away, can’t you? I don’t wanna see your… your…”

He swallowed. In the mirror, the bimbo cheerleader’s throat bobbed daintily. No, he couldn’t say those words.

Admitting his new female friend now had a cock was just too weird.

“Why not?” Lauren asked. “It’s technically your dick, you’re the one who wished for it. Oh God…”

She grasped her gigantic new cock in one big hand, began playing with it in dazed excitement.

“I can get a boner now. I can have blowjobs. Shit, I always wondered what that was like, guys go so nuts over it…”

“So long as you’re not expecting me to do the honors,” Jack said, sourly.

He turned his full attention to the mirror, absently mindedly reached up with two dainty hands and fluffed his blonde hair up a little, giving it a little more volume, just as he liked it. Anything to be looking away from that thing Lauren had.

He didn’t want to say anything out loud, but the sight of Lauren’s cock, all thick and big like that, had seemed oddly… intriguing to his newly-female brain.

Urgh. Let’s not think about that right now.

He finished with his hair, stepped back, put his hands on his too-wide hips, examined his new girl-body in the mirror.

It was as bad as it had seemed back in the old classroom. Likely, even worse.

Jasmine (that was her name) didn’t just have a beautiful face and a big rack. She had a dynamite body, too.

Her legs were long and slender and tastefully bronzed, a heavenly pair of legs that invited male eyes to slide up them, until they reached the hem of her little cheerleader skirt, so loose and easy for any strong man to flick aside and get at the goodies within.

If he turned on his side, Jack could see the swell of her perfect, peach-like bum, barely covered by the blue fabric of his skirt. It curved out behind him, just as his chest swelled forwards, giving him a sinuous, seductive shape that he knew from experience the average male brain was hardwired to find attractive.

Jasmine’s waist was tight, her sides kinked in above her round hips. Her yellow cheerleader top – their school’s logo emblazoned across the front – was slightly too small, leaving a slip of flat, toned stomach on display whenever Jack raised his arms.

Long, blonde hair flowed down her back, its little curls and kinks full of the sort of bounce and shine you only usually see in modelling catalogues. Add in her pert breasts and that gorgeous face and, well…

…incredible as it was to admit, Jack was probably now the hottest girl at school. Perhaps in their entire town.

The thought didn’t make him feel particularly happy.

“So, what’s the deal?” He asked, watching Jasmine moving her lips in time with him. “What exactly did you wish for? Obvs, I’m a cheerleader, but anything else…?”

Part of him wondered why he didn’t shout at Lauren. Why he didn’t scream and hit her and punch her with his weak little girl-fists and beg for her to turn him back.

But what would be the point? He’d already made her admit that this was the first big spell she’d ever cast. He’d already dragged an apology out of her, what more could he expect?

Besides, they both had much bigger things to worry about right now.

“Like, am I gonna be homecoming Ki- uh, Queen? Do I… y’know. Have a boyfriend?”

As he spoke, Jack gently ran his palms over Jasmine’s body, getting used to her shape. His small hands rose up over her sides, reached her chest. He hesitated, then, with a feeling of abandonment, reached up and ran them over his big new boobs, too.

The feeling was weird. His new breasts pushed back against his soft palms, firm and ripe and very big. At the same time, as well as feeling the shape of his tits though his hands, he was aware that he could feel the pressure of his fingertips in his breasts as well, that his whole mental map of his body had just been thrown up in the air and rearranged in the craziest way possible.

Without thinking, he squeezed his new breasts together. Felt the pressure of one pressed up against the other. In the mirror, Jasmine looked down at her own tits, her lower lip dangling open slightly.

That felt sorta good…

He realized he was still waiting for an answer. He turned back to Lauren.

“Seriously, you gotta tell me, else I might…”

His high pitched voice trailed off. He felt the color drain from his face.

“Oh. Uh, Lauren? What are you…?”

Just a few paces away, the big, beefy jock who had once been Lauren was no longer staring in the mirror at her new body. No longer examining her new cock.

Instead, she was staring right at him.

Her eyes were slightly dazed. There was a vague, almost goofy grin on her handsome face. Her gaze was fixed on Jack’s chest, watching him touch his new breasts like she’d been hypnotized.

But that wasn’t the worst part. The part that made Jack feel like he was going mad and would have to start screaming all over again.

Poking out of Lauren’s pants, rising into the air like a pillar of rock, was her massive new dick, fully erect and looking thicker and harder than any cock Jack had ever seen before.

“Jesus, Lauren! Fuck!”

The words came out in a squeal. Jack instantly let go of his breasts and retreated back, curling up against the wall, instinctively trying to make himself small, to escape from this threatening male presence.

He did it without thinking, almost like his new, female brain knew exactly what boys were like. And knew just how wary he now needed to be of them.

At his reaction, Lauren’s eyes briefly flickered with confusion, then something like hurt, before creasing up as she smiled again, a cocky grin on her thin lips.

“What? Jesus, don’t act all weird…”

His back pressed up against the wall, Jack glared up at her, his voice tight.

“I’m not acting weird. You’re the one who-!”

“And you’re the one who was playing with her titties,” Lauren retorted. “Can you blame me?”

She glanced down at her big, thick cock, gave a little sigh.

“You’re the one who wanted this big, stupid thing anyway. It’s not like it’s my fault.”

She absent-mindedly gripped its shaft, started tugging slightly, making the tip of her new dick swell up even further, turn a dark purple as it filled with blood.

“Man that feels good…”

As Jack watched the small girl he’d met only hours earlier play with her big new dick, a horrible thought rose up into his mind.

No-one knows we’re here… the voice whispered. There’s nobody in this whole damn building. If she decides to assault you…

…there’s nothing you can do about it.

Jack swallowed, his dainty throat bobbing. He didn’t even want to think about the possibility.

He was all too aware of how weak and helpless his new body was, especially compared to the powerful man stood before him.

“Lauren…” his soft voice was dry, “you need to put that away. Right. Now.”

“Yeah.” Lauren nodded, still looking at her cock, “yeah, I guess I do.”

A thought seemed to occur to her. She hesitated, then turned to Jack, a smirk on her lips.

“Tell you what. I’ll cover this dumb thing up…

…if you show me your tits.”

Jack felt his slender legs suddenly go weak. The restroom seemed very cold, very intimidating.

Hesitantly, he shook his pretty little head, making his blonde curls bounce.

“Go on…” Lauren said, the whine sounding super weird in her deep male voice. “Just quickly. It’s not like I haven’t seen tits before. I’m a girl, remember?”

“Not anymore.” Jack’s voice quavered. “No. No, Lauren, I’m not gonna…”

As he spoke, Lauren’s face darkened. Yet she kept right on gently pumping her dick, making it harder and harder and harder…

With a feeling of horror mixed with shame, Jack realized he couldn’t take his eyes off of it.

“They’re not even your tits anyway,” the beefy jock grumbled. “They’re meant to be mine. If you hadn’t distracted me with the spell…”

“Me?!” Jack’s pouty lips dropped open. “You’re the one who messed up. It’s your fault I’ve got… got these!”

He grabbed his big new titties, bounced them in his hands, making that weird, jiggling feeling come back to his chest. He saw that dazed look return to Lauren’s eyes and realized how stupid he’d just been.

“C’mon, Jasmine, stop being such a bitch. Just five seconds, OK? That’s all, I promise.”

When Jack didn’t answer, the big jock who used to be a small girl sighed, reached into her pocket.

“OK. You asked for this.”

“What are you…?” Jack just had time to ask, then Lauren was pointing her wand right at him, a hard, flinty look in her blue eyes.

“Ominus pre-kretak!”

“Wait-!”

There was a flash of light. A gust of wind…

…and suddenly Jack was all too aware of the cold air, caressing his naked skin. All too aware that the support of his bra had gone and his big titties were now dangling loose and free.

Dazedly, he looked down and saw with a distant feeling of horror that his top had vanished. His vast breasts hung from his slender frame, their nipples pink and hard and pointed at the sky.

He quickly put his palms over his tits – trying to ignore the feeling of his hardened nipples – but Lauren simply said something else, there was another flash, and then Jack was obediently standing there, his hands at his sides, unable to move.

He tried to reach up again, but it was like his arms were made of lead. Tried to turn and run away, but it was like he was rooted to the spot.

With a flick of her wrist, Lauren had turned him into a busty, compliant, living female statue.

“There…” Lauren slipped her wand away, gave Jack an accusing look. “You made me do that.”

Jack tried to argue, but his lips refused to move. Whatever spell Lauren had cast had totally taken away his ability to resist her.

With slow steps, the jock crossed the restroom to poor little Jack, his cock erect before him, as big and hard as Jack had wished it would be. Lauren stopped just before him, crossed her powerful arms, smiled smugly down at him.

“You’re lucky I didn’t turn you into a blow-up doll.”

She playfully reached out with one hand, pinched one of Jack’s pointy nipples. Pain flared in his chest, yet still his body refused to move.

“I’m the witch, remember? So don’t fuck with me. Or I’ll do to you what I did to Mr. Longford.”

She squeezed Jack’s heavy breast, her strong fingers kneading the flesh of his breast. Even though he was frightened, even though his mind was reeling at how utterly fucked up this all was, Jack couldn’t help but shiver slightly at the feeling.

He couldn’t tell if it was just the sensation of having his new tits felt, or that alongside with his sheer helplessness before this all-powerful man.

All he knew was that his nipples were now harder than ever, and he could feel his pussy starting to get damp.

It’s the magic… his brain whispered, you’ve got to fight it!

But it was like his mind’s voice was coming from very far away, from a place not connected to his body. As Lauren kept touching his tits, Jack felt his pouty lips start to dangle open. His long eyelashes start to flutter.

“You like that, don’t you?” Lauren whispered, both hands now clasped around Jack’s heavy breasts. “I can tell. I had a pair of these like twenty minutes ago, remember…?”

As she fondled his tits, Jack became aware of a dampness between his legs. A strange, warm feeling he’d never felt before.

A little bead of moisture dribbled out his widening hole, into his new panties. With a distant certainty, he realized his body was preparing for sex.

Is this what it’s gonna be like? He wondered vaguely. Will she just use her wand and then we’ll be fucking, and I’ll be helpless but to enjoy it?

Worryingly, a rather large part of his female brain thought that didn’t sound like such a bad idea at all.

Gently, Lauren reached up, settled one meaty hand on Jack’s slender shoulder. Pushed softly but firmly downwards. Obediently, Jack felt his knees bend, felt himself sink downwards until he was kneeling on the cold restroom floor, his skirt bunched up around his thighs and his big, ripe boobies dangling.

With a firm expression, Lauren took her fat new dick in one hand, began pumping it.

“Here’s what’s gonna happen. I’m gonna come on those big tits of yours to teach you a lesson, then you’re gonna lick it all up, got that? After that, I might give you control of your body back.”

Jack’s beautiful female form didn’t react. Didn’t even blink. He simply knelt there obediently, compelled by magic to do whatever this male witch told him to.

Inside, though, he was reeling with horror. Horror at how quickly this afternoon had become a nightmare. At how quickly Lauren’s mind had changed along with her body.

At how sexy he felt, being forced to obey a man’s will. At how wet and hot his girl-body was, how ready to feel a man’s white hot spunk shoot over his tits.

Maybe she’ll let me suck her dick after… I’ve always wondered what it would feel like to have a cock in my mouth…

Jack desperately tried to shake the thought away, but it was a part of him now. As natural as the way he used to idly think dirty thoughts about hot girls he saw at school, simply a part of how he was wired.

It struck him that this was it now. That the magic meant he and Lauren would be female and male stereotypes from now until the day they died. One desperate to be dominated and abused by powerful men, the other unable to ever respect women ever again.

Lauren’s cock was thicker than ever. She worked it furiously, grunting softly as she stared at Jack’s breasts, her whole, masculine body tense with desire.

“Oh, yeah, that’s it… ah, you slut…”

She threw her head back.

“God, having a dick is so much fun. I’m gonna come on you, you little bitch. You fucking little whore…”

She ran her free hand through Jack’s long, golden hair. Clenched her fist, making him whimper with pain. Her big cock was only inches from Jack’s bud-like lips. He dully wondered if she was going to come on his face as well.

“You slut… you slut… you slu-!”

And then it happened.

Just as Lauren looked like she was about to come, just as Jack was on the verge of finding out what it felt like to have a man squirt in your face and over your tits, Lauren’s pocket started to glow.

It started softly. A faint, orange light that suddenly grew in intensity until it looked like it would burn through the fabric. Jack had to squint to stop it blinding him. At the exact same moment, he felt Lauren’s grip on his hair loosen. Saw the big jock blink down at his pocket.

“What the f-?”

“Misogynistic creepoid behavior detected,” Lauren’s voice – Lauren’s girl voice – said, sounding like a recording. “Eat shit, dirtbag.”

Male Lauren’s eyes went wide.

“Oh shit…”

There was a bang. Another flash of magic. A roaring wind that seemed to sweep over everything, sending Jack’s hair flying out, making him want to scream…

…and then, suddenly, he was standing on his feet again, fully clothed, able to move, his big tits now hidden safely away inside his cheerleader’s top once more. 

With a woozy feeling, Jack blinked down at the big, powerful jock now knelt on the floor in front of him, his face white, and his powerful body clad in nothing but a flimsy French maid’s uniform.

“There.” Lauren’s wand bobbed between the two of them, still glowing faintly, still talking in her old voice. “Let that be a lesson to you, asshole.”

Then it stood up straight, flipped over backwards and landed in Jack’s waistband.

The silence that followed was broken only by Jack’s ragged, female breathing. He tossed a loose strand of golden hair back behind one tiny ear, stared down at the man knelt before him in his frilly outfit.

At long last, Lauren spoke.

“Anti-douchebag defense mechanism,” she muttered in her male voice. “Forgot about that.”

She gave a little sigh, looked up at Jack.

“What…” the cheerleader who used to be a boy asked, slowly, “the hell just happened?”

“I guess I got carried away,” Lauren muttered, her cheeks turning pink. “The testosterone must’ve…”

“You nearly raped me.”

The jock nodded unhappily, his handsome male face looking utterly out of place beneath his frilly white maid’s cap.

“Yeah, I guess I…”

Lauren suddenly hung her head.

“Oh God, John, I’m so sorry! It’s like, I saw you touching your tits like that, and it was like I was looking at a-a toy or something. Like you weren’t even human…”

She shook her head.

“Christ! Is this what it’s always like to be a guy? No wonder you’re all such buttholes!”

For a moment, Jack wanted to shout at her. Wanted to slap her round the face as hard as he could and scream at her that he used to have testosterone, but he’d have never assaulted a girl like that, that she might be new in her body, but she was still a piece of shit…

But then he remembered how hot and horny being abused like that had made him. How he’d secretly felt like he was living out his deepest, darkest fantasies.

He sighed and crouched down on the floor in front of Lauren.

“That…” he said, slowly, “was horrible. You… you acted like…”

“An asshole.” Mumbled Lauren. “I know, I’m so…”

“But…” Jack went on, making sure he finished his train of thought, “it’s not your fault. You haven’t had 8 years to get used to all those guy thoughts, all those chemicals…”

Just like I haven’t had all my teenage years to get used to estrogen, he added silently.

He hoped that when his new body made him do something ridiculous, Lauren would be equally understanding.

“So let’s just forget about it, OK?”

Lauren gave him a sad, apologetic smile. Started to nod. Jack took a deep breath.

Right. Here goes.

“On one condition.” He watched the jock’s handsome face fall. “You turn me back. As soon as you can, no matter what it takes. I don’t ever wanna be in that position ever again.”

It was all too clear to him, now, what would happen if he stayed in this body. If he became Jasmine, heart and soul.

For the rest of his life, men would be looking at him as Lauren had just now. Thinking of him only as a fantastic pair of legs and an awesome rack.

Guys much older than him would whistle at him from cars. Ugly, creepy, smug entitled men would think they could do whatever they wanted to him. Follow him home. Catcall him in the street. Force him to respect their wandering hands, their awful jokes, their natural dominance.

Because if he didn’t…

Well, next time, there might not be a magic wand to save him.

Lauren shifted uncomfortably. The blast of magic she’d got still wasn’t letting her stand up.

“I told you, I can’t…”

“I don’t care.” Jack’s voice was soft, but it carried an edge of steel to it he’d never heard in his old boy-voice. “This is messed up. I don’t want to be a girl, and you can’t want to be stuck as that meathead.”

He tenderly put a hand on one of Lauren’s big arms. The dark sleeves of her ridiculous French maid outfit were silky to his touch.

“Please. You turned Mr. Longford into that thing. You can do anything. Now use that power to turn me back. Please.”

He leaned back on his haunches.

“You owe me.”

For a moment, he thought it was all going to be to no avail. That there really was no way for him to ever be male again.

Then Lauren sighed, a tightness loosened in Jack’s chest, and he realized they still had a chance.

“OK,” Lauren murmured. “OK… just get me out of this dumb costume first, and I’ll tell you, huh?”

“How do I…?”

“The wand. It’s yours now. It won’t work for me while I’m stuck like this.” Her brow darkened. “A douchebag.”

Jack plucked the wand out his waistband. It was surprisingly light. It sat in his dainty palms, looking no more special than any pointy piece of wood.

“But I don’t know how to do magic.”

“S’easy,” Lauren grunted, not meeting his eyes. “You just picture what you want to happen in your mind and chant some nonsense that’ll help you focus.”

“Wait, you mean those spells aren’t…?” Jack stopped himself, shook his head. “I guess we don’t have time for that now.”

“We don’t. Now. You gonna turn me back?”

Jack hesitated.

“Promise you won’t…?”

“Yeah, I promise.”

“OK then…”

Jack got back to his feet. Pointed the wand uncertainly at Lauren. Closed his eyes.

“Uhhh… Remus Lupin Snapel Harrus Pottermore,” he mumbled, uncertainly.

There was a faint bang. A flash of light Jack could see through his closed eyelids. When he opened them, Lauren was stood before him, her French maid uniform gone and her muscular body encased inside a pair of shorts and a football jersey.

“That’s better,” Lauren grunted, shaking herself.

She turned. Sat on the edge of an old porcelain sink. It creaked and, for a moment, Jack thought her gigantic frame would break it, but it held.

He watched her warily, the wand still held out in front of him in case she started acting like a meathead again.

“So. There is a way I can turn us back.” The boy who used to be a girl muttered, apparently not noticing the wand pointed right at her. “I didn’t want to use it, but…”

“Just tell me,” Jack said, “what we’ve got to do.”

Lauren snorted. Shook her head. It was a very male look, Jack thought, like she was indulging her silly little girlfriend.

“We don’t have to do anything. I gotta take this to my coven. They’re strong, they’ll be able to change us back…”

“But…?” asked Jack.

“But,” Laura glanced out the window. “But they’ll probably take my powers away. Make me just a boring old human again. Fuck… I only just got my wand…”

She stared out the grimy window, seemingly lost in thought. As the faint sunlight played through her sandy blond hair, illuminated her profile, Jack found himself idly thinking how handsome this big, strong jock was. How oddly pleasant his broad shoulders were to look at. How weirdly interesting his thick forearms were…

He made himself stop.

“Still…” Lauren said at last, “whoever heard of a jock witch? Not me, that’s for sure.”

For a moment she hesitated. Then she finally looked back down at Jack, who felt tiny stood next to her, even though he was pretty sure his new body was tall for a girl.

“Fine. Let’s do it. I screwed up, guess I should take the punishment. ‘Sides, you’re right, I don’t wanna be a meathead all my life.”

“You’re not a meathead,” the words came out Jack’s mouth automatically. He shuddered.

Ugh. That was such a girl thing to say.

“OK. So. Where, uh, where are they then?” He half expected the coven to come flying in on broomsticks at that exact moment.

“Yeah, that’s the thing…” Lauren gave him an apologetic look. “They’re kinda… away. Some big witches’ meeting in Canada. I couldn’t go without parental permission, and like that’s gonna happen now…”

“And when…” Jack forced himself to speak calmly, not to start screaming again, “do they get back?”

He watched with a feeling of dismay as Lauren visibly steeled herself.

“Next Monday. Which means we’ve gotta spend a week at least as Barbie and Ken.”

“Monday?!”

Jack couldn’t believe it. He felt like a drowning man who’s just been thrown a lifesaver, only for it to land a half-mile’s swim away through shark infested waters. He didn’t even notice he’d lowered the wand.

“What the hell do we do until Monday?”

Already, awful things were flashing through his mind. Images of how he was gonna have to get up early each morning to put his makeup on. Of having to hotch his stupid, heavy boobs into a bra each day.

A week as a girl. A whole week of painting his nails, sitting down when he needed to pee, blow drying his long hair and trying to act and talk like a female. Of maybe even getting his period.

Worse. A weekend of having to keep one eye on Lauren, unless her meathead side reared its ugly head again. What was he gonna do…?

Lauren was already talking, answering his question in her low, manly voice.

“The spell gave us new lives,” she said, slowly, “so we don’t gotta worry about anyone not recognizing us or having no memory of us or whatever. On the other hand…

Those new lives might have kinda… included some bonuses neither of us is gonna be particularly happy with. Relationships. That sorta thing.”

“What do you mean?” Jack squeaked. “What sort of…?”

The penny dropped.

“Oh. Oh shit,” he heard himself say in his soft girl-voice. “I have a boyfriend now, don’t I?”

When Lauren didn’t respond, he carried on.

“A boyfriend. Oh Jesus… Wait. What’s-what’s his name?”

In response, Lauren casually pushed her massive frame off the sinks. Turned her bulk to face Jack, who quickly raised the wand again, just in case.

“You,” Lauren said, firmly, “are gonna hate me.”

*

The crouched in the hall together, boy and girl, peering around the corner of the lockers like characters in some old spy show.

Crouched down slightly, his long hair falling either side of his cute little face and his breasts dangling, Jack was all too aware of the masculine figure stood over him, peering round the lockers likewise.

All too aware of the raw power Lauren’s body was radiating, of the faint tang of masculine sweat invading his nostrils, making it hard for his girl-brain to think straight.

Making it hard for him to think of anything but how darkly wonderful it had felt, kneeling on that cold floor, his breasts bare, waiting for the giant behind him to come on his titties…

In the hall, the well-built boy lounged against the distant lockers, waiting around for some poor kid to give an undeserved pantsing to.

Jack slowly pulled back until he was sure he was out of sight. Stood up, using both hands to gently hook his long hair behind his ears as he did so. Lauren stood up straight with him, an apologetic look on her face.

“Like I said,” she muttered, “sorry.”

Jack slowly shook his head, feeling like he was going mad all over again.

“But… Matt? How could… I mean… why?!”

It was a genuine question. He couldn’t see what it might be about that douchebag that made a bullied loser girl like Lauren want to be his girlfriend.

Lauren was obviously thinking the same thing, too, because she shuffled her feet and looked awkward. In her enormous, powerful body, the action looked almost hilariously out of character.

“Look, I’m not proud, OK?” She said, keeping her voice low, “but you have to admit…”

A hesitation. Jack looked blankly at her.

“Oh come on! He is kinda hot.”

“How?” Jack threw up his dainty hands. “I don’t get it… he’s a-a douche! A big, dumb, bully jerkoff douche.”

“Yeah, when you put it like that…” Lauren shrugged hopelessly. “It was my wish, OK? I didn’t wanna be his girl or anything, but I’ve always kinda wondered what it might be like to…”

“To what?”

Lauren looked like she wished the ground could just swallow her up. Now that he thought about it, Jack kinda wished it would, too.

“It was just a dumb fantasy. Understand? I didn’t think no-one would ever know that I wanted to-”

“Get in Matt’s pants.”

“Hey…” Lauren folded her thick arms, “don’t give me that. Like you’d say no to Chantelle if she offered, even though she’s – and I say this in all seriousness – the biggest bitch femininity ever spawned. It was just a wish thing. Not something I wanted to actually happen.”

“Hey, do you see Chantelle anywhere?” Hissed Jack. “No? Then I guess maybe you’re not so smart, huh?”

Lauren smirked down at him. There was something about her male face which made the expression seem one hundred percent more patronizing.

“Eat a dick, Jack Reynolds. I’m getting a ride on the testoster-coaster now too, remember?”

How could I forget, Jack thought, sourly. He kept his pretty mouth shut, though.

Lauren tapped her forehead. “My man brain is telling me I’d bang even the biggest bitch so long as she had nice tits. Which I guess means you would, too.”

They both fell silent, each a little grossed out by the conversation. Jack had a feeling Lauren had just pictured banging the fashion-conscious redhead Chantelle and been freaked out by how enjoyable it seemed.

For his part, he was disgusted by how hearing a guy talk in such crude language – especially a guy who’d acted so abusive towards him, so entitled – was actually kind of a turn on.

Banging… bitch… God help me, there’s something weirdly hot about a guy treating you like that…

Besides, and he hated to admit it, he really had had sex fantasies about Chantelle in his old body.

He shook his head to chase the thought away. The movement made his long hair flick out behind him.

“Well, whatever…” He grumbled. “Still, I don’t want Matt trying it on with me.”

“Then avoid him for the whole week. Can’t be that hard.” A little mischievous look came into Lauren’s piercing blue eyes. “Unless maybe you secretly don’t wanna…”

“Guh-ross.”

“OK, fine.” Lauren rolled her eyes. Then her expression changed, her cynicism melting away. She gently placed two hands on Jack’s slender shoulders, her lightest grip like an unbreakable bind on his weak new body.

She could snap me in two… Jack realized with a start, right now. She could hold me down, break my neck, force herself on me… And I’d be powerless to stop her.

He shivered slightly, little goosebumps rising on his flawless skin. He could still feel the wand, tucked into the waistband of his skirt, ready to defend him against any douchey behavior Lauren’s testosterone-fueled new brain might convince her to pull.

But what if I don’t want her to stop…?

“I know this sucks,” Lauren murmured. “I’m sorry I screwed up like that, I really am. And I’m even more sorry about… well. Y’know.

But, like, it’s just a week, yeah? You can keep out of Matt’s way, I can try and keep myself under control, and then we’ll see my coven and get changed back. Just like we were before.”

Jack peered up at her serious, masculine face from beneath his golden bangs.

“You promise?” He pouted.

“Promise.”

“No weird aftereffects? I’m not gonna… I dunno. Start dreaming I’m a girl again?”

A look of doubt flickered across Lauren’s face, just slow enough for Jack to register.

“I don’t think so…” the boy who used to be a girl said, slowly, “you might feel a bit weird, but there shouldn’t be anything permanent, or…”

Just then, there was a loud crash from the hall behind them. They both jumped. Jack saw Lauren look up, her eyes go wide.

“Oh shit…”

“What…?” He span around, quickly sweeping the hair out of his eyes. Felt his pouty little lips drop open.

Oh God…

“Mr. Longford?” He heard himself squeak out loud.

A few feet away, the door to the classroom Lauren and Jack had been having detention in had burst open, disgorging Mr. Longford, the spell evidently only just worn off, his human body just returned.

Only Jack could see it hadn’t quite gone to plan.

“Huh,” he heard Lauren say behind him, “that wasn’t what I thought was gonna happen.”

Their teacher was human again, all right, his plastic skin, giant eyes and dolly features returned to their normal, male form.

But where he’d been dressed in a suit before Lauren pointed her magic wand at him…

…he was now wearing an adorable pink dress.

It looked like a giant version of a little girl’s dress, modified to fit an adult, with big, puffy shoulders like an old school Disney princess, and a big, frilly tutu bit that stuck out around his hips. It was, Jack noted numbly, the same dress the dolly version of Mr. Longford had been wearing.

That wasn’t all that had changed.

Where their teacher had been bald, he now had long, blonde locks that tumbled from his crown in adorable little curls. A gigantic pink bow wobbled on top of his head. His shoes had turned into ballerina slippers, his cheeks were all chubby and pink, like a little cherub’s.

He looked ridiculous.

At the sight of their teacher – the one they’d unthinkingly turned into a baby’s toy – all screwed up like that, Jack felt his body freeze to the spot. He wanted to run away, but he was incapable of moving.

At least he won’t recognize us… it was the only crumb of comfort he could seize on.

As they stood there in silence, Mr. Longford blinked dazedly down at himself, taking in his new clothes, the remnants of the spell. Then he looked up at Jack and Lauren with confused, frightened eyes.

“Mr.… err, Mr. Longford?” He heard Lauren ask in her rumbling voice.

“I…,” the teacher whimpered, looking right at them, “I… I…”

Then, suddenly, he burst into tears.

“I want my MOMMY!”

As Jack tried to keep himself from either fainting or bursting out laughing, their teacher gave a high-pitched scream, then turned and ran down the corridor, bawling his eyes out, ran past Matt, who stared after him in slack-jawed amazement, all while squealing:

“WAHHH! I’m a widdle dolly who needs her mommy! WAHHHHHHHH!”

And then he was gone, clattering through the doors into the staffroom, still squealing like a baby.

In the silence that followed, Jack slowly turned round, looked up at Lauren, who avoided his eye.

“No side effects, huh?”

“Don’t blame me,” Lauren muttered, “I’m new at this, remember?”

Jack slowly nodded his pretty little head. Blew some air out of his cheeks. He didn’t realize it, but the action made him look cute as hell.

“So… there’s a chance I might change back, but still want to act like a cheerleader and get in Matt’s pants?”

Lauren shuffled awkwardly, didn’t look at him.

“Right.” A firmness was coming into Jack’s soft voice, a firmness he’d never known as a man. “Know what I think you need to do, Neville Longbottom?”

“What?”

“Find a car. And take us to your damn coven.”

“Yeah,” Lauren muttered, nodding unhappily, “yeah, I was afraid you’d say that.”

Down the hall, in the distance, they could hear the first panicked cries of the teachers in the staffroom and, under that, the endless squealing of the grown man who thought he was still a little dolly.

“WAAAH! I’m a widdle dolly! I’m a widdle dolly who needs her mommy! I’m a widdle girl who needs to be spanked like a big baby!”

“WAHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”


IV

This is seriously fucked up…

The thought rattled around Jack’s head as the car purred its way across the contours of their state, headed for Canada and the distant, icy north. Beside him, Lauren was frowning at her phone.

For his part, Jack couldn’t keep his eyes off their driver.

“Look at this…” Lauren held up her phone, turned the screen towards Jack. “It’s all over Twitter.”

Jack brushed a lock of blonde hair out his perfect blue eyes, squinted at the screen. Took in the gif of Mr. Longford, dressed in his dolly outfit, bawling his eyes out and thumping the ground as students pointed and laughed.

He suppressed a little shudder.

“I guess that’s his life over, then,” Lauren shrugged, turning her phone back to face her. “Oh well.”

“How can you be so blasé?” Jack squeaked at her, “you destroyed a man’s life.”

Lauren shrugged her broad, masculine shoulders.

“I dunno. Something about being male makes it kinda… easier to ignore this shit. I might’ve felt bad before. Now, I just kinda think it’s funny.”

Jack glared at her.

“What? It’s true. ‘Sides, I’m not the only one who witched a guy today, am I?”

Lauren leaned forward with a meaningful look at Jack.

“Driver? How long till we reach the border?”

“Six hours, sir.” Came the prompt reply. “Maybe get some sleep.”

“Good. Oh, driver? Say, ‘I’m a little bitch’.”

“I’m a little bitch, sir.”

“Who loves to suck dick.”

“Who loves to suck dick. Sir.”

“Great,” Lauren leaned her bulk back into the car’s leather seat, raised one eyebrow at Jack, who squirmed. “Just checking.”

In the front, Matt smartly nodded, the oiled muscles of his near-naked body glinting in the late afternoon sun. An expensive looking driver’s cap perched on his thick blond hair. In the rearview mirror, his expression looked calm, serene.

But Jack knew that wasn’t the whole story.

In his eyes, he could still the bully screaming, wracked with horror at what this hot girl and big jock were magically forcing him to do.

Sorry Matt, Jack thought, turning away to look out the window, you just got unlucky.

After witnessing Mr. Longford freak out, Jack had made a quick decision, run down the corridor to where Matt was standing, desperately trying to ignore the way his big new boobies bounced and jiggled as he ran.

He’d come skidding to a stop in front of the bully, who’d evidently decided a super-hot girl was even more fascinating than his teacher dressed as a little dolly, and turned to Jack with a smug little smile on his face.

“Hey. Jasmine, right?” Matt’s eyes had dropped down to Jack’s heaving chest. “Been wondering when I’d see you again. That’s some fucked up shit with Mr. Longford, huh?”

“Hey, um, Matt,” Jack had smiled up at his former tormenter, deliberately standing in what he hoped was a sexy way, one hip curved upwards, one finger threading through a strand of long hair. “Listen, I gotta talk to you.”

The bully had leaned back against the lockers, a cocky little look in his eyes. Folded his powerful arms. Stood before him, Jack was disgusted to feel a little thrill run through his female body.

Wow, he really is good-looking… no wonder Lauren wanted to jump his bones…

“Need a strong guy’s help with something, do ya? Anything for a cutie like you.”

Jack had forced himself to give a little girlish giggle, raising one dainty hand to his lips, even as he desperately tried to ignore Mr. Longford wailing that he was a widdle dolly.

“Well, that’s good to hear.” He’d crossed his slender legs slightly, standing in an incredibly girly pose. “You’ve got a car, don’t you?”

“Sure do. Tesla model 3.” The jock had grinned. “Dad bought it for me. Want me to take you for a spin?”

Jack had let his beautiful face assume an impressed expression.

“Wow, those are expensive, aren’t they?” He’d put one of his little hands onto Matt’s strong forearm. “Look at you. Rich and cute.”

And Matt had grinned, a large, shit-eating grin at this gorgeous girl who seemed desperate to get in his pants, not knowing who was really locked away inside her dynamite body. Not seeing Lauren, up the hall, trying to signal the chick that, whatever she was planning to do, it was a bad idea.

Inside his girl-body, Jack had felt like he was going mad. He could feel the raw power of Matt’s body through his tiny hand, and it was sending his female brain haywire.

Just keep your cool, keep your cool… we’re not gonna fuck Matt, are we…?

“There is somewhere I’d like to go,” he’d giggled, hating his stupid, bimbo voice, hating himself for doing this. “Just you and me. Right now.”

Matt’s smirk had gotten so big it threatened to consume his entire face.

“Wherever you want, hot stuff.”

Jack had taken a deep breath.

“Canada.”

He’d watched as Matt’s expression quickly cycled through from confused, to looking for the joke, to oh shit, this chick is serious, to trying to figure out a way to let this hot girl down and maybe still get in her pants. Jack had sighed to himself.

Oh well, it was worth a shot.

“Jaz, I’ll take you to Canada whenever you like, babe. But, like, we can’t just go in the middle of a school day…”

“What, you got more people to pants?” Jack had sighed at Matt’s dumbfounded look, dropped his girly pose. “It’s me, Matt. Jack. I’m trapped in here. I got turned into a cheerleader, and now I’ve gotta get to Canada so some coven can turn me back. I hope.”

Matt blinked at him.

“Jack? What…? I mean, c’mon Jaz, you’re acting all…”

“The thing is,” Jack had said, softly, reaching up to his waistband, “I need a car. Like, right now. I kinda hoped you’d volunteer, but since you didn’t, I guess I’ve gotta witch you.”

A dark cloud was starting to brew over Matt’s features.

“Are you fucking serious, you crazy bitch? I can’t take you to Canada. No hoe is worth that much effort, not even…”

“Not even one as hot as me?” Jack shrugged. “Whatever. It’s not like you have a choice.”

And then he’d pointed the wand right at Matt, and shouted the first thing that came into his head.

“Expecto ridiculous fastus furious!”

For a second, he’d been able to see Lauren out the corner of his eye, clutching one hand to her forehead, and then there’d been a blinding flash of light, another bang…

And, when the smoke had cleared, Matt had been stood to attention, dressed only in a driver’s cap and shiny gold thong with a great, big bulge in its front, his muscles all oiled and glistening, and an inability to disobey any order Jack or Lauren gave him programmed deep into his brain.

And now here they were, being driven across the country by their perfectly obedient muscleman, while the ruckus Mr. Longford had created stopped anyone at school from realizing they were missing.

As Jack was thinking these thoughts, still not entirely sure any of this was happening, that he was really a girl, Lauren sighed.

“Did we have to bring him with us? Couldn’t you have just, I dunno, turned him into a pig and taken his keys?”

“He might be useful.” Jack deliberately kept looking out the window so Lauren wouldn’t see him blushing furiously. “Can’t hurt to have a strong guy on our side, can it?”

“Aside from me you mean?” Lauren nodded down at her huge arms, flexed her biceps. “Dude, Matt’s a pussy compared to this body. He’s just some jock who likes pantsing. ‘Sides, the coven could turn all three of us into toads without even breaking a sweat.”

“He can carry my bags, then,” Jack snapped, crossing his arms over his heavy breasts. “OK? Or do you want to be hauling all my shit around, too?”

Before leaving the school, he’d quickly cast a spell on a group of girls around his size, made them all follow him into the restroom and hand over their clothes, plus any makeup, deodorant, and anything else they might have.

Now he had quite a little wardrobe going on, just in case they were stuck up north for days on end.

“Fine, whatever,” Lauren turned back to her phone again, “you’re the witch now, I get it. But, just remember. You’re only about as powerful as I was. That means your little toy boy will turn back into his usual, douchey self tomorrow afternoon at the latest.”

Then I’ll just curse him again, Jack thought, angrily. But he kept quiet.

He didn’t know if you even could cast a spell on someone two days in a row. Didn’t know if maybe there was some sort of price he had to pay, or what.

He also didn’t want to think too deeply about why he’d chosen Matt to curse, and why he’d dressed him in that revealing way.

He had a nasty feeling the day’s magic was teaching him things about himself he’d never wanted to know.

*

They stopped at a motel on the Canadian side of the border, a small, low-lying place with small rooms, neon signs, and a pool that looked like it was never, ever used.

Jack booked two rooms, using the credit card he’d magically forced one of the girls (Amy, he seemed to think she was called) to give to him. As he did so, the stick-thin receptionist narrowed her eyes at him.

“Shouldn’t you be in school, dear?”

“I’m 18.” Jack nodded his pretty little head out the doorway to where Lauren was lounging against a low wall. “We all are.”

The receptionist leaned past him, frowned at Lauren’s distant bulk over the top of her glasses.

“There’s more of you? Those rooms aren’t for parties you know?”

Jack could have kicked himself.

“I mean,” he said, blushing, “we both are. And we’re staying in separate rooms. If you must know.”

The receptionist shrugged.

“It doesn’t bother me, honey. But I’ll need to see some ID. Can’t have young couples running away from home, thinking they can use our little motel as some knocking shop, just because mommy and daddy don’t want them to…”

She was still talking when Jack pulled out his wand with a sigh and turned her into a little ceramic model of a toad with a busty woman’s body, its torso encased in a 1950s secretary’s outfit, its big, painted eyes hidden away behind a large pair of glasses.

“You ever gonna stop using that wand?” Lauren drawled as Jack came back out, tucking his wand back into his waistband, an angry look on his pretty face.

“Depends. We ever gonna meet someone who isn’t totally unhelpful?”

Lauren had just rolled her eyes and said nothing.

They got Matt to carry their bags up, his taut muscles straining as he wordlessly hauled all of Jack’s shit up to the first room. Lauren watched him with a troubled look on her handsome features.

“This is ridiculous, you could’ve at least given him some clothes. What if someone sees him?”

Then I’ll turn them into ceramic toads, too, Jack thought. But he didn’t dare say it out loud.

At long last, their stuff was in their adjoining rooms. Lauren leaned in Jack’s doorway, her powerful arms crossed, a laconic smile on her lips.

“Am I to take it the muscleman isn’t bedding down with me for the night?”

“He can stay in here,” Jack avoided her eyes, busying himself with unpacking. “I don’t mind.”

Lauren shook her head. Gave another little sigh.

“Look, I know you’re feeling in control right now, what with the magic and all. But don’t let it go to your head, OK? There’s some memories you can’t erase.”

“I’m fine.” Jack stood up, crossed his arms over his heavy breasts and gave jock a defiant look. “Now. Was there anything else?”

Lauren examined him for a long time, a suspicious look in her blue eyes. At last, she pushed her enormous bulk off the doorframe, gave a shrug of her mighty shoulders.

“Hey, it’s your mind. I’m gonna go check out the porn channels. Got a sudden, weird-ass urge to watch a couple of big-titted chicks banging.”

She stopped, shook her head, one hand already absent-mindedly scratching at her crotch.

“Je-sus, it really is true. How do you guys get anything done thinking about sex all the damn time?”

And with that, she left, a bulge already forming in her pants.

After she’d gone, Jack had turned and looked at his nearly-naked muscleman, stood to attention against one wall, his arms clasped behind his back. At his former bully, now turned into his oiled man-slave.

For a moment, the sheer weirdness of the situation threatened to overwhelm him, make him go mad. He managed to squash the feeling down.

This is our time now, right? Just learn to enjoy it…

“Get that.” He said in his soft voice, nodding at the door.

“Yes ma’ma.” Matt immediately crossed the room, closed the door, locked it.

He turned back to Jack, clasped his hands behind his back again.

“Will that be all, ma’am?”

“No.”

Jack’s pouty lips were dry. He could feel his eyes crawling over Matt’s shiny, naked torso, taking in his broad shoulders, his thick forearms, his circular pecs.

Taking in the bulge of his crotch, hidden inside its tiny golden thong.

“Take that off.”

Without a word of complaint, Matt leaned forwards, slipped his silk thong down over his muscular, hairy legs. Stepped out of it and stood up straight, something big and thick now dangling from his crotch.

The sight of his old bully’s dick sent a confused wave of feelings washing over Jack. Feelings of revulsion, mixed with desire, mixed with a strange sort of longing that things had been different.

He tried to shake them off. His day had been so weird already, he might as well just roll with his new body’s wants.

Exactly, a voice whispered inside him, they’re your body’s wants. Not yours. You’re only looking at Matt like this now coz stupid Lauren wished you into the body of a horny cheerleader with a thing for beefcake douchebags…

Jack ignored it. It wasn’t like his day could get any weirder.

“Come over here.”

For a moment, rebellion flickered in Matt’s eyes. Then he was crossing the room, coming over to Jack, stopping right in front of him, a servile expression on his handsome features.

Close up like this, Jack found himself thinking – not for the first time – just how tall his bully was. Not the sheer unstoppable wall of muscle and power that Lauren had accidentally turned herself into, but still, he’d always found the jock intimidatingly big.

In his new body, though, that sense of intimidation was gone. Even with Matt now towering a good six inches over his 5ft7 girl-frame, Jack didn’t feel remotely scared.

Instead, he felt something far more disturbing.

A desire to fall into this awful man’s arms and kiss him and never stop kissing him until the universe ended.

As they stood there in silence, Jack hesitantly raised one dainty hand, palm out. Placed it gently against Matt’s oiled chest, its painted nails standing out against his pale skin, and shivered.

He could feel the raw, animal power of Matt’s muscles through his fingertips. Feel the tiny little coiled golden hairs that dusted his pecs, making Jack’s new body dizzy with lust.

Like a girl in a dream, Jack let his fingernails play though Matt’s hair for a moment as his oiled slave stood there in perfect obedience. Felt his nipples getting harder, his pussy getting all warm and damp again, just as it had when Lauren had tried to dominate him.

He hesitated, then looked up. Tilted his head back, smiled straight into his former bully’s eyes.

“Kiss me,” he whispered.

“At once, mistress,” Matt replied.

And then he was leaning down, his eyes closed, his lips parting. Jack felt his own pouty lips softly open, just had time to wonder if this was a good idea…

…and then he was being kissed by Matt. Kissing another boy for the first time in his life. Kissing him from inside the body of a girl.

And it felt wonderful.

They kissed for what felt like forever, their lips locked together, Matt’s tongue swirling round the inside of Jack’s mouth as he whimpered and greedily nibbled on it, tasting Matt, inhaling him, luxuriating in his sheer masculinity.

He raised one delicate hand, stroked Matt’s cheek, feeling the coarseness of his stubble. The other lay against the strong man’s chest, unable to let go, unable to stop touching him.

At long, long last, Matt pulled back slightly, his eyes still half closed, ready to start kissing again the moment his owner commanded it.

Jack nearly did. Nearly told this utterly obedient hunk to kiss him and not stop kissing until both of them came.

But it wasn’t time. Not yet. He stepped back. Crossed his arms.

“Run me a bath.” He wanted the command to sound, well, commanding, but it came out in a voice that was dry and breathless with lust.

Nonetheless, Matt obediently bowed his head. Jack noticed he had a raging boner, his erection pressed right up against his washboard abs.

“At once, mistress,” he murmured. He turned to go.

“Wait…”

The muscleman stopped. Waited. Jack watched him, dizziness washing over him. He couldn’t believe he was about to say this.

“First…” he swallowed. “First, kiss my feet.”

He saw it again. That faintest flicker of rebellion. That sign Matt was struggling to fight the magic.

It was no use. With slow movements, the naked bully turned, sank to his knees, leaned forward, and pressed his lips right up against Jack’s dainty little feet. He kissed them over and over and over, all while Jack watched in dazed amazement, shocked and delighted at what Lauren’s wand was capable of.

He let Matt kiss his feet for five whole minutes, the muscleman murmuring to himself over and over again that he wasn’t worthy, then kicked him away and ordered him to go run his bath. When the bully was in the bathroom, he fell back onto the bed, staring at the ceiling and wondering if he was going mad.

The sound of a TV drifted through the walls. Soft moans. Little gasps. Lauren watching her porn. As he lay there, trying to ignore the way his boobies were swelling with desire, trying to ignore the dampness between his legs, Jack wondered if the witch was having as weird a time as he was.

If she was feeling herself become hard and long at the sight of two naked girls, and realizing with that same, dazed lust that it was everything she’d ever wanted. Just like he was.

“Everything I’ve ever wanted,” Jack whispered in his soft, female voice, “and more.”

He closed his eyes, slipped one hand down beneath his skirt. Held back for a moment, then pressed the palm of his hand against his new pussy, shivered at its touch. Felt its dampness through his panties.

Oh wow, that’s something else…

The sound of running water was filling the room. Jack suddenly off the bed, yanked his cheerleader top over his head – mussing up his long hair as he did so – pulled down his skirt and, with some difficulty, undid his bra. He plucked his wand out the pile of clothes and put it on the bedside table, in case he needed it.

At last, he slipped out of his panties. Then, completely naked, he padded into the bathroom where his slave was just turning off the taps.

“Don’t leave,” he said, softly but firmly, as Matt stood up to go. “I want a massage.”

Again Matt tried to fight it, his entire body tensing, his eyes wild with anger. Again, his will crumbled in under a second.

He slumped forward obediently. Bowed his head.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good.” Jack slipped one dainty foot into the hot, soapy water. “No, wait. Hold on. Don’t move.”

Dripping water behind him, he quickly ran back out into the bedroom, amused at the way his boobs bounced up and down as he did so, grabbed his wand, ran back in. Then he waved it, said a spell, the lights went out, and suddenly the bath was surrounded by rose petals, softly burning candles, and little jars of expensive oils.

“That’s better.”

He slipped into the water with a contented sigh. Closed his eyes.

“Now, get to work. Slave.”

“At once, mistress.” He heard Matt growl through gritted teeth.

Moments later, there was a little splash as his muscleman got into the water behind him. A pause as Matt got some oil on his palms, and then two strong, teenage hands were gripping Jack’s slender shoulders, massaging them, squeezing them, working the stress out as their owner sighed softly in contentment.

“Ah… oh God… ah that’s so good…” Jack heard himself purr.

His living toy didn’t respond, just kept massaging Jack’s flawless, cream white skin, rubbing oil into first his shoulders, then his willowy arms, then the back of his neck.

With a little moan of contentment, Jack reached round behind his head, pulled his long hair back to one side, let it drop over his shoulder so Matt’s reach wasn’t obstructed. The ex-bully responded by gently kissing the nape of his neck, sending little shivers through Jack’s body.

“I bet you never thought you’d be doing this,” Jack smiled at his high pitched voice. He was getting used to sounding like Jasmine now, even if he could never get used to the idea of being in her body. “Massaging a beautiful girl. Obeying your old victim’s every command…

How does it feel?”

“It feels wonderful, mistress,” Matt murmured, his lips still brushing against the back of Jack’s neck. The transformed boy sighed happily.

“And do you admit that you used to be a total douchebag?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Awesome.” Jack thought for a moment. “Slave?”

“Yes, mistress?”

“If I give you an order now, will you still have to obey it. I mean, when the magic wears off?”

“I don’t know, ma’am. It’s possible.”

“Worth a try, in other words?” In the cheerleader’s voice, Jack’s words sounded almost impossibly flirty. “Good, I was hoping you’d say that.”

He leaned back in his servant’s strong arms with a tiny sigh. Felt the back of his head rest against one of his powerful shoulders.

“Play with my tits.”

Matt’s thick hands immediately dropped down from Jack’s shoulders. Ran gently down his chest until they were cupped around his big, Double-D breasts. Started squeezing, fondling, rubbing the oil in, making Jack’s big tits as shiny and slippery as Matt’s torso.

The feeling was like a warm, pink signal being fired deep into Jack’s brain. He moaned softly. Felt his lithe body squirm a little in Matt’s powerful arms. Let his eyes flutter open and smiled lazily down at the two swollen things growing from his chest, giggling softly as Matt’s hands squashed them together, as his fingers pinched at his long nipples.

Oh God, that feels so good…

It was the same feeling he’d had back in the old, abandoned school building, when Lauren froze him and copped a feel. But while that feeling had been as shameful as it was arousing, this feeling was sweeter, nicer.

The feeling you got when a man touched you, and you were in complete control.

“I have a command for you, slave,” Jack sighed, smiling down at his breasts, enjoying the sight of them, enjoying also the feeling of Matt’s thick dick, pressed into his back, “and I want you to try and obey it, even when the magic wears off.”

“Yes, mistress,” the jock whispered unhappily.

“Excellent. Now, slave… wait, let me get this right.” Jack frowned a little, pouting slightly as he did so. The expression looked cute as hell on his female face.

“I order you to always remember being my little bitch slave,” he said at last, gently reaching up and running the fingers of one hand through Matt’s thick hair. “Better than that, I want you to never be happy again unless you’re obeying one of my commands. Understand? You’ll be miserable unless you’re bowed before me, doing exactly what I tell you to, OK?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“In fact, your only dream in all your worthless life will be to become my slave again, no matter what it costs you,” Jack’s head swam a little at the words, but he pressed on regardless. “You’ll want to be my bitch, and nothing will ever stop you from thinking that. Do you agree?”

“I agree, mistress,” there was a tightness in Matt’s voice, an anger that you’d almost miss if you weren’t listening out for it. Jack heard it and smiled.

“Awesome.” He closed his eyes again as Matt gently tweaked his nipples. “Now kiss me.”

The big hunk of man didn’t even answer. He simply bent forward, parted his lips, and kissed the beautiful girl in his arms. Kissed the gorgeous, deadly witch who would now be his mistress forever, kissed her with dark abandon, even as his hands obediently kept caressing her swollen breasts.

Lying in his former-bully’s arms, nibbling on his tongue as the boy who had made his life hell kissed him passionately, feeling his strong hands play with his breasts, Jack felt like laughing. Felt like punching the air and shouting for joy.

Instead, he let his male slave kiss him. Kiss him and keep kissing him until Jack’s tits were swollen and hot, and his pussy was puffy and wide and ready to be penetrated.

At last, he pulled back, smiled up into the bully’s poor, lovelorn, handsome face.

“One last thing,” he whispered in Jasmine’s voice, stroking Matt’s cheeks, “remember what you did to me? Remember how you pantsed me back when I was still Jack?”

Matt swallowed. Nodded.

“Good.” Jack smiled seductively at him. “Well, from now on, I order you to never wear pants again. Or shorts. Or anything except those stupid little gold thongs for as long as you live. Got that…?”

A giggle escaped his lips.

“Bitch?”

Matt nodded hopelessly, despair in his eyes.

“Yes, mistress,” he said in a monotone. “Thank you, mistress.”

“Don’t mention it.”

Jack pulled himself up, kissed his bully again, a gentle peck on the lips this time. He rolled over onto his front, looked down at the long, rock hard thing between Matt’s legs. His oiled breasts rested against Matt’s broad chest. He couldn’t believe how much fun he was having.

Maybe Lauren didn’t fuck up so badly after all…

“Now…” he murmured, reaching out and clasping the bully’s dick in one dainty hand, luxuriating in its thickness, in its awesome size, “why don’t you use this lovely dick of yours to show your mistress what a good little bitch you are?”

This time, the oiled muscleman didn’t even say yes, mistress. He simply pulled himself up onto his knees so his cock dripped bathwater down into the tub, and obediently waited as Jack turned around, raised his ass into the air, and invited the enslaved boy into his newly formed pussy.

For a moment, the slowly-vanishing male part of Jack’s mind hesitated. Wondered if this was a good idea. Wondered how he’d feel about it once the magic wore off, once he was back in his male body.

Then Matt’s strong hands gripped his raised hips, his masculine touch sending shivers through Jack’s female body. The bully’s big dick teased at the entrance to his dripping wet slit, rubbing up against his swollen, tender lips…

…then Matt was gently pushing his hips forwards, his dick was sinking into Jack’s fertile new womb, and the transformed cheerleader thought no more.

“Oh fuck… your dick feels so good!”

The words were out Jack’s pouty lips before he could stop himself, but by this point he no longer cared.

He could feel Matt’s big cock, filling him, its tip buried deep inside him. Feel the walls of his pussy stretching to accommodate the jock’s big girth, making his pretty mouth dangle open with pleasure.

Feel his big tits dangling, pulling on his chest, reminding him that he would now be female until the day he died.

“Is that OK, mistress?” The bully’s voice was hopeless in its defeat, in its utter obedience. At the sound of it, Jack heard himself give a low, feminine moan.

“Yes, baby… Oh God yes…”

Jack felt his hips automatically start bucking slightly, working his pussy up and down on Matt’s cock. He folded his slender arms on the edge of the bath, rested his forehead against them and closed his eyes.

“Now fuck me,” he whispered.

His boy-slave didn’t need telling twice.

No sooner had the command escaped Jack’s pouty lips than Matt was thrusting, pumping his hips like a piston, like he was no longer a man, but just a machine to be used for Jack’s pleasure.

The moment his slave started moving, Jack felt the last of his doubts washed away. He moaned and whimpered softly, letting out delicate, feminine gasps like those girls he used to see in pornos.

As Matt thrust harder and harder, his hips slapping up against Jack’s cute butt, his balls bumping against the cheerleader’s clit, sending little sparks of pleasure through her lithe and curvy body, both boys found their minds washed away on a sea of bliss unlike anything they’d ever felt before.

With each thwack of Matt’s hips, Jack’s big boobies bounced. With each thrust the bully made the transformed boy cry out in helpless pleasure.

The water splashed around them, putting the candles out with little hisses. Jack felt the strong grip Matt had on his hips and realized he was in heaven.

This was it. The greatest pleasure he’d ever felt, times a billion. The things his newly-female body could do. The power his new life as a witch gave him over douchebags like Matt, able to get revenge on them and enjoy their toned, masculine bodies all at once.

As the cheerleader got obediently fucked like the gorgeous beauty queen she was, she decided she never wanted to go back to being male, ever again.


V

The sunlight filtering through the curtains woke Jack up the next morning, its golden light playing over his beautiful, carefree face.

For a moment, he struggled to remember where he was, who he was…

…and then he glanced at the room, and it all came crashing back, making him smile.

He was lying in bed totally naked, his perfect cheerleader’s body draped over the sheets, his tits rising up into the air before him, his pussy sore from the fucking Matt had given it the night before.

As Jack sat up, a faint smile on his female face, he saw his bully, stood to attention at the foot of the bed where he’d been all night, his body still magically oiled and a fluffy pink dressing gown clasped in his hands.

“Morning, hot stuff,” Jack giggled at the helpless teenager, sweeping some golden hair from his eyes. “Did you have a good night?”

“Yes, mistress,” Matt said, stiffly, the dull anger in his eyes making Jack giggle all over again. Deep down, he was faintly aware that he’d always dreamed of seeing his bully this way.

Powerful yet totally obedient, his brain sighed, happily, the perfect combination…

“That’s good.” Jack stifled a yawn with the back of one dainty hand. “I thought maybe standing there all night would get boring.”

“No, ma’am,” Matt said through gritted teeth. “Whatever you wish is my desire.”

“Awesome.”

Jack gave his old bully a self-consciously flirty look from beneath his golden bangs.

“In that case, there’s something I’ve always wanted to try…”

He patted the sheets between his smooth legs.

“Come here, slave.”

Obediently, Matt climbed onto the bed, crawled over to Jack, his powerful muscles taut and rippling and making Jack feel all woozy.

The oiled teenager stopped level with his mistress’s crotch, crouched there obediently as Jack leaned forward and kissed him, reveling in his helplessness.

“God, you’re such a perfect slave,” Jack whispered between kisses, his hands running through Matt’s close-cropped hair, “and so beautiful, too.”

“Thank you, mistress.”

“You can do better than that.” Jack nibbled on Matt’s upper lip, kissed him on his nose, his cheeks, all over his handsome male face. “Show me. Show me how grateful you are…”

He kissed Matt one final time, slipping his tongue into the boy’s helpless mouth. Then he lay back on the bed, patted his wet mound.

“…slave.”

He smiled as a look of disgust flickered across Matt’s face, followed by one of horror as his body automatically obeyed this evil witch’s commands.

“Yes, mistress.”

Then Matt was kissing Jack’s flat stomach, kissing his thighs, brushing his lips against the tiny blonde tuft of Jack’s pubes…

…and then his face was buried between Jack’s smooth legs, his tongue expertly lapping at his cunt as Jack sighed and whimpered and closed his eyes and gently grinded his hips against the bully’s face.

As he lay there, getting eaten out by his tormentor, playing with his own big tits as the flicks of Matt’s tongue sent shivers through him, Jack realized that he was happier as Jasmine than he’d ever been in his life.

He made the jock eat him out for exactly an hour, then sent him off across the room to make coffee. Then he lazily clambered out of bed, his long hair all mussed up and – somehow – cuter than ever, and allowed the enchanted boy to slip the dressing gown over his slender shoulders.

As he pulled the pink fabric closed over his naked torso, Jack caught sight of the mirror. Of the sleepy, happy, and unbelievably cute girl stood there, the world at her teenage feet.

He smiled at her. She smiled back at him, a cute, conspiratorial smile, examining her own, curved body as she did so.

That’s me… Jack thought, dazedly, that stupidly hot girl is me…

At the thought, the girl in the mirror smiled wider than ever.

This really isn’t so bad…

He made Matt get his wand, then realized he’d forgotten to pack any extra panties. So he used the wand to cast a spell, there was a flash of light, and suddenly Matt’s jock friend Trayvon was standing in the middle of the room, blinking and confused.

“Matt…?” The boy asked, frowning at his bro’s oiled torso, “dude. What the-?”

He didn’t get any further.

With a flick of one dainty wrist, Jack used the wand again and turned the teenager into a pair of lacy pink panties which he slipped on over his slender legs, giggling as he did so. They fitted perfectly.

“Whaddya think?” Jack gave Matt a flirty wink, rolling his hips so his slave could get a good look at his mistress’s new panties. “I made sure he was still conscious. He’s all pressed up against my fanny and my pussy right now, probably freaking the fuck out.”

And Matt obediently bowed his head and said it was wonderful, like everything his mistress did, which made Jack giggle all over again. He took his cup of coffee from the muscleman’s hands, gave him one last, lingering kiss, then slipped out the room and went and knocked on Lauren’s door, that big, goofy grin still on his face.

His companion noticed it as soon as she opened the door, her powerful torso naked, her short hair messy and her eyes still slightly dazed with sleep.

“Enjoying yourself, huh?”

She let him in, closed the door as Jack flopped down on the edge of her bed, crossed one slender leg over the other, enjoying how natural he felt. How feminine.

“I’m having a wonderful time,” he sighed in Jasmine’s voice. “This is, like, the most-awesome thing that has ever happened to me.”

The big jock folded her arms, raised one eyebrow at him.

“Being a girl, or being a witch? Coz those are two very different things.”

“Who knows?” Jack shrugged his slender shoulders, shot his new friend a dazzling smile. “Both, I think.”

Lauren pushed off the door with a sigh, came and sat next to him. The weight of her male body caused the bed to creak and buckle.

“You know what?” She murmured. “I have to admit, I’m having a good time, too. Being in this body…”

She looked down at herself, shook her head.

“I went down to get some ice last night, you know? When you and your toy were making too much noise next door.”

“Sorry about that,” Jack lied.

Lauren snorted.

“Yeah, right. Anyway… I got down to the lobby, and there were, like, three total creepazoids waiting outside. We’re talking major rapist alert, real intimidating.

And I started to get all nervous – you don’t get to 18 as a girl without learning to trust those danger instincts, y’know? And it was all dark and no-one was around, coz someone had turned the receptionist into a little frog toy thing.”

Jack blushed a little and said nothing. Lauren went on.

“But, it was like my new body was all like, nah, we’re cool. So, for some stupid reason, I just found myself walking right towards them, and you know what happened?”

“Nu-uh.”

“Those fuckers wouldn’t even look at me.” Lauren said, a note of satisfaction in her voice. “Not like they were scared, necessarily, but like they knew I could handle myself, and that I was male, and they respected that.

So when I came back out, I decided to sorta… test it. I figured I could always go yelling for you to help with your magic if things went south. So they were milling around, and I kinda deliberately bumped against one. Not much, just a bump.

And he sorta turned around. And he looked at me. And he smiled and said, shit buddy. I didn’t see you there. And that was that.”

She smiled. A hard little smile that made her eyes go flinty and looked so masculine it almost made Jack get wet all over again.

Sorry, Trayvon, he thought, idly, glancing down at his new panties, you’re just gonna have to get used to the smell of pussy, I guess.

“You know most girls would kill to experience that, that total lack of fear? Well, it kinda made me think.” She slowly clenched and opened her powerful fists. “Do I really wanna go back to being small and defenseless?”

“You weren’t defenseless, though,” Jack wrapped one slender arm around the boy’s broad shoulders, enjoying how small and helpless he felt next to Lauren, “you had your magic.”

Lauren gave a little bark of a laugh.

“Yeah, and all it took was for me to get cocky or forget my wand or just have too many douchebags attack me at once, and I could get… y’know. Nah.”

She shook her head again.

“I feel way safer like this.”

She looked down at her crotch with a smirk.

“And that’s before we get onto this thing. Seriously, I must’ve come like five times last night from watching porn. Everyone thinks multiple orgasms are, like, girls’ natural Kanomi code, but they’re real once in a blue moon shit. You guys can fire them off without even having to be in the mood. Unless that was all part of your wish or something…”

“Nope,” Jack laughed, a high-pitched, tinkly sound. “That’s what it’s like for all of us. At this age, at least. Maybe when you get older it stops working.”

His laughter subsided. He rested his pretty little head against the strong man’s shoulder. His blonde curls tumbled over the boy’s big bicep like a river of gold.

“So what do you wanna do?”

“Do?” He could feel the vibration of Lauren’s deep voice, traveling through her body. “With what?”

Jack closed his eyes.

“I mean… do we have to go back to how we were?”

There was silence. Jack waited, content to just let the man in the room make the decision. To be his boss and tell him what was what.

Funny. He’d enjoyed dominating Matt and Trayvon with his newfound powers, but now he was alone with a truly strong, truly alpha male, he wanted nothing more than to be told what to do and looked after.

What a contradiction… I wonder if real girls feel this, too?

At last, Lauren spoke.

“I mean, technically we don’t, no. But we’ve probably only got a limited time before the spell makes even my coven forget me. And do you really want to be a… a girl for the rest of your life?”

Jack didn’t even hesitate.

“Yes. If I can be Jasmine, if I can be a witch…” He sighed happily, “why not?”

He felt Lauren turn her head to look down at him, her vast frame shifting slightly.

“Jack… I get that you’re enjoying getting back at Matt. I get that having sex for the first time as a girl is beyond awesome. But...

…you’re not really a witch. That shit you can do is pretty limited. Twenty four hours, no repeat curses. I don’t want you to decide this is what you want, only to find yourself going through what I went through, what all girls go through when they’re not all-powerful witches. Being scared to go out. Dealing with all that worry. It’s not fun, right?”

“Jasmine.”

“What?”

“My name is Jasmine,” Jack said, firmly. “Not Jack. And don’t worry about me.”

He opened his eyes, sat up, turned to face Lauren, who looked at him doubtfully.

“Remember what time it was when I first transformed Matt?”

“No. Why?”

“It was pretty early. Over twenty four hours ago.” Jack let the words hang in the air. “Past the time he should’ve turned back.”

Lauren blinked, then frowned and shook her head.

“Nah. Sorry, I know you want to think that, but you must’ve got it wrong, or-”

Jack shook his head, his blonde curls flicking out around him.

“Nu-uh. And I think I know what’s happened.” His flirty little smile came back. He looked Lauren right in the eye. “You didn’t by any chance, when we were in the circle… you didn’t maybe wish you could be an all-powerful witch, did you?”

“Don’t be dumb. It doesn’t work like that…” Lauren stopped. “Wait, hold on. I did kinda picture being someone who would never be scared again, who would never have bad things happen to them.”

“Me too,” Jack whispered. “And maybe the spell listened.”

He gently touched Lauren’s masculine chest, started playing with the dark coils of hair dusting her pecs, so manly, so seductive.

“So, maybe the one of us who got turned into a guy would be so big and so powerful that no-one would ever dare cross him. While the one who got turned into a girl…”

“…would become a top level witch.” Lauren finished. “Oh, wow. So that means…”

Jack nodded, biting his lower lip gently.

“I can feel it. All inside me. This crazy-level power. I mean, I feel like I could do anything.”

When Lauren still looked slightly doubtful, he dropped her a little wink.

“I’m serious. Watch.”

He turned and pointed his wand at the middle of the room.

“Dolteus noch silento!”

There was a bang, a flash of light…

…and then Chad and Chantelle were both stood naked in the room, blinking and looking around themselves in confusion.

“Chad…?” Chantelle whimpered, before looking down at herself and squealing and clasping her hands over her pert little breasts. “Oh my God, what the…?”

“Bro! The fuck is…?!” Chad started to yell, before his eyes settled on Jack and Lauren and the color drained from his face.

“Hey, Chad,” Jack smiled sweetly. “Remember me? I’m the kid you used to pants when your douchebag bestie ordered you to.”

“Matt?” Chad asked. “What the fuck have you done with-?”

“I already turned him into my slave,” Jack fake yawned, his wand still pointed at the bully, “just like I turned your other friend into my newest pair of panties. But guess what?”

He giggled.

“I still need a bra.”

And then he was casting another spell, and Chad was begging him to stop, there was a flash of light…

…and then there was no more Chad.

Where the big bully had been, there now just lay an adorable pink bra with lacy frills around its cups, and a tiny little bow in the middle.

Jack waved his wand again. The bra floated into the air and stopped before him, gently rotating.

“There,” he whispered. “You’re my bra now. I’ll wear you every day for the rest of my life. You can support my big old titties and get all sweaty and spend the next fifty years thinking about how much you deserve this.

And I’ll never, ever turn you back.”

He smiled at the expensive-looking bra. He knew Chad was still conscious in there, wailing unhappily at what he’d been turned into.

Good. He’d cast the spell so the bully would always be awake and aware of what he was, and never be able to do a damn thing about it.

With a last flick of the wrist, Jack made Chad’s new form disappear and reappear on his new girl body, his straps fastened over his shoulders, the cups that now housed his whimpering mind supporting his big boobs.

He shifted his shoulders slightly, looked down at his new bra, pleased at how comfortable Chad was.

Then he calmly pointed the wand at Chantelle.

The former queen bee shrank back, squeezing her naked legs together to hide her pussy, her hands clasped over her bare breasts.

“Please!” She squeaked. “No. I don’t wanna be a bra!”

Jack ignored her. He turned to Lauren.

“She’s the one who used to bully you, right?” He asked. “In that case, tell me what you want her to turn into and I’ll do it.”

Chantelle let out a helpless wail. Sat beside Jack, Lauren smirked.

“You really are a major witch now, huh? That’s awesome. A black one, too, I guess…”

She sighed.

“But, you know what? I don’t think revenge is my style.”

“Oh.”

Jack felt disappointed. He lowered the wand a little.

“Maybe I could still…?”

“Nah, it’s OK.”

Lauren turned to Jack with a small smile. Across the room, Chantelle trembled, looking wildly from witch to jock, as if she wasn’t sure who she was more afraid of.

“I told you I was a gray witch, remember? I wasn’t lying. Sure, I’d turn people into dollies sometimes, but I always knew they’d turn back in an hour or so. Keeping them trapped as panties forever seems a bit… harsh, y’know?”

For a second, Jack just felt confused. Then he sighed.

“Alright, fine. Have it your way. Alaka-ZAM!”

At the magic word, he pointed his wand at Chantelle, who squeaked and disappeared in a puff of smoke. When it cleared, a large, pink dildo lay on the floor, all lubed up and ready to use.

Lauren raised one eyebrow at Jack.

“I thought you just said…”

“You said you didn’t want her transformed forever,” Jack poked his tongue out at his handsome male companion. “So she’s just gonna be stuck like that for a week, until she learns her lesson.”

“And what lesson’s that?” Lauren’s voice was slightly annoyed, but her eyes flashed with amusement.

“Whaddya think?”

Jack dropped back onto the bed with a sigh, spread his dressing gown open. His big tits wobbled slightly in their new bra. He started playing with his pussy through his panties.

“I want you to use her on me, until she learns not to be such a bitch. Stick her inside me until I have a great, big orgasm and come all over her.”

He giggled.

“And while you’re doing that,” he breathed, looking up at Lauren, “I’ll play with your cock until you come all over these awesome tits of mine.”

He fluttered his eyelashes at the cute man sat beside him.

“Just make sure you squirt some on my face, and some on Chad, OK?”

For a long time, Lauren simply stared at him. Then she shook her head, a wry smile on her devastatingly handsome face.

“So I guess we’re staying like this, huh?”

Jack nodded, bit his lower lip. He was desperate for Lauren to abuse his new body in ways he couldn’t dream of.

“OK, fine,” Lauren got her feet, pointed down at Jack. “But I’m not a black witch, OK, and I won’t let you be one either. At the end of the week, you turn Chantelle and Chad and Trayvon back, OK?”

“Who’s gonna make me?” Jack giggled. “You?”

The powerful man smirked down at him.

“You try and disobey me and I’ll spank you so hard you can’t sit down for a week.”

Jack gasped – a loud, feminine gasp – and closed his pretty eyes. He was counting on it.

“You know something?” Lauren said as she picked up the dildo that used to be Chantelle – that still had the queen bee’s mind trapped in it, totally aware of all that was happening to her, “when we first met in that detention, I never thought our story would turn out like this.”

“Me either.” Jack’s eyes were still closed, waiting for Lauren to touch him.

“But, you know what? I’m kinda glad it did. We’re gonna have a lot of fun. And everyone at school is gonna treat us like goddamn royalty from now on.”

She pointed the pink dildo right at Jack.

“Just no evil spells, OK? We have our fun, people learn their lessons, and then we turn them back.”

“Yes, master,” Jack whispered obediently.

He didn’t think to mention that he’d altered Matt’s mind so he’d never want to turn back, or be anything but the cheerleader’s oiled slave.

Oh well, better not to go into details right now.

“Right then…” Across the room, Lauren grinned. “In that case, I guess we’d better finish what we started back in that restroom.”

Then she was striding across the room, falling onto the bed, on top of Jack, ripping off his panties as she kissed every inch of his lithe body, her fingers furiously working his pussy as the transformed boy gasped and moaned and gripped her cock and thought about how happy he now was.

They spent the rest of the day like that, fucking on the bed, Lauren alternating between using the Chantelle dildo and her own big dick to penetrate Jack. The cheerleader using his pussy, his mouth, his asshole, everything, to bring the jock to climax.

Later, when they were both thoroughly tired out, their perfect bodies slick with sweat, they went into the other room, where Jack bounced up and down on Matt’s dick, grinning at Lauren as she masturbated over the sight of her new girlfriend being fucked by her oiled and willing slave, until all three of them came at once and then collapsed together in a tangle of limbs on the bed with three contented sighs.

*

And so that was it. From that moment on their little school – the one I used to go to – changed forever.

In her new body, with her new powers, Jasmine the cheerleader became the most-popular girl at school. All the girls wanted to be her friend or be her. All the boys wanted to get in her pants. All of us, students and teachers alike, worshipped the ground she walked on.

At first, things were a little freaky. The beautiful blonde witch spent her first week back settling scores and reshaping the school’s social life into one she found more fitting.

That meant all the old bullies – especially those who beat on her male form – got transformed, as did the biggest asshole teachers.

For a whole week, big jocks were forced to live as little girls in adorable dresses and play with dollies and bawl their eyes out whenever they tripped over.

For a whole week, bitchy, cliquey girls found themselves turned into pigs and forced to wallow in mud, oinking and squealing at their fate.

And, for a whole week, about a third of the teachers…

Well. Let’s just say Mr. Longford wasn’t the only one to discover how it felt to be a widdle dolly.

That was a crazy time. I have to admit, I honestly didn’t think Jasmine would turn everyone back in the end. But her new boyfriend, the wonderful man she could never disobey, saw that she did.

After that, everyone quietly agreed to never think about that weird week, ever again. But the aftereffects stayed. All the freaks, the geeks, the losers, saw Jasmine as a hero and loved her. She had shown them how pathetic the bullies really were, and that made the school’s losers confident.

By the time a month had passed, it was the losers who were the new cool ones. Who had all the friends. Who had Jasmine on their side, ready to transform anyone who acted like a dick.

As for the bullies and the bitches and the nasty teachers, they just learned to keep their heads down. Something had gone from them. That confidence, that invincibility that allows you to cause others misery without feeling like it may rebound on you.

Well, rebound it did. For all of us who used to bully, we never shook off the aftereffects of our well-deserved transformations.

Take Chad. After a week as Jasmine’s bra, cradling her gorgeous tits, he became obsessed with women’s lingerie. I mean, obsessed. He brought piles of the stuff, freaking out his mom and dad. Wore it at all times, unable to feel happy unless he was able to close his eyes and touch his bra and fondly imagine he was trapped inside it again.

Last I heard, he was an internationally-famous designer of ladies’ underwear.

Or Chantelle. Her time as Jasmine’s personal dildo left her unable to get aroused unless her face was buried deep in sloppy wet pussy. So she went gay, and now has a wife she spends all day long licking out. People say they’re happy. I guess they would be.

As for Mr. Longford, he set up a fetish website for men who like to dress and act like little dollies. You still see him around town sometimes, dressed in his ridiculous pink dresses, asking passers-by to spank him like the naughty widdle girl he is. Even the cops ignore him.

Oh. But I did hear his website was super-popular in parts of Japan. Go figure.

Trayvon was an interesting one. The moment he changed back, he dropped to his knees and begged – literally begged – to be turned back into Jasmine’s panties.

It turned out he’d had a revelation during his week as her underwear. Being so close to a woman, touching such an intimate part of her, 24/7, having no responsibilities… he found it had made him happier than he’d ever been before.

So, in the end, Jasmine went to her boyfriend Lawrence, and asked if she could be a black witch just this once. And Lawrence listened to Trayvon’s pleas, and said You know what? Fine. And so Jasmine granted his wish.

And now Trayvon is a pair of gorgeous lacy panties that the beautiful cheerleader tries to wear as often as possible. Every month, she changes him back just long enough to ask him if he’s had enough, and he always says no.

I know for a fact she’s wasting her time. Trayvon wants to remain a pair of panties until the day he dies.

As for the heroes of our story. Well, you can probably guess what happened next.

Everything they’d wished for in that magic circle came true, in its own, strange way.

From that point on, both of them were popular and loved by everyone. Lawrence had the eye of all the girls, but he never cheated on his girlfriend. Jasmine had more friends than anyone I ever met in my old life, and the two of them fell deeply, madly in love.

They were even voted homecoming king and queen – surprise, surprise – and, when they left school, they got married, bought a gigantic house, and settled down to start a family. Jasmine’s nine months pregnant now with a little baby girl and, you know what? She’s still the most-beautiful girl in our whole damn state.

But then, I supposed I would say that, wouldn’t I?

I won’t lie. If you’d told me just two years ago that I’d be writing story this for my mistress, my silly little head filled with thoughts about how wonderful she is, I’d have laughed at you. Jasmine, or Jack as she was known back then, wasn’t someone I thought much of, even though it pains me to say it. 

Nah. She was just someone I’d pants occasionally, not knowing that, hidden in that scrawny male body, my queen was hiding, biding her time. The woman who I’d devote my entire life to loving unconditionally.

Yep, it’s me, Matt. The dumb jock who became an oiled slave, who couldn’t fall out of love with his mistress even if he wanted to (and I definitely don’t want to). I was ordered to write this tale not so long ago, so that Jasmine’s daughter could read it one day and understand how her parents got their lives. So she could see how lucky she is.

So she could understand where the family’s beautiful maid came from.

The hardest part of all this was writing myself, how I used to be. Because I’m no longer Matt. I can barely even remember what that jock used to be like.

Like Trayvon, I begged my mistress and master not to take their spell off me. Like my old bro, I convinced them I’d be happier that way.

But Jasmine decided she had a man now, a man who was bigger and stronger and more handsome than I would ever be. So she flicked her wrist…

…and turned me into the thing I’d secretly wanted to be since the day I was born.

Sat here, at this ornate little writing desk in my tiny maid’s quarters, I can’t stop marveling at my new body. At how perfect it is. How very me.

I love the way my lacy little garters tickle at my dainty wrists as I write this out longhand. I love the feeling of the dainty little maid’s cap perched on my head, of my blonde hair, all combed into obedient curls that my mistress says look adorable.

I love the little maid’s outfit clinging to my curves, the push-up bra accentuating my heavy, Double-G breasts for my mistress’s amusement, my long, slender legs, the stiletto heels I’m forced to wear every single day.

And, most of all, I love the way I can look in my little mirror, the one right in front of me, and see the girl of my dreams smiling back at me, her soft, pretty maid’s face alive with happiness.

The gorgeous, utterly obedient maid I will now be for the rest of my life.

Soon, I will finish writing and go downstairs. I will curtsey for my pregnant mistress, and ask her what she wants me to cook for dinner. And then I will obediently make her meal, serve it to her in silence, and wash up afterwards.

When we’re done, I will run my mistress a bath and massage her with oils. And then I will accompany madam to the bedroom, and take turns going down on both her and my master, until my pretty face is sticky with come and both my owners are satisfied.

I can’t wait. The thought alone makes me tremble with pleasure. The way my mistress will gasp Oh, Matilda! as I lap at her cunt. The way my master will pinch at my big boobies as I slobber on his cock. The way they will laugh at me and taunt me and make me clean up afterwards.

It’s everything I’ve ever wanted.

I have to go now. It’s getting towards late afternoon, and my mistress will need someone to serve drinks and look pretty when her friends come round for the baby shower. They’re all people I used to bully at school, and it now thrills me the way they look at me, they way they snigger and make little comments about the pretty, bimbo maid they used to be afraid of, who now looks so very ridiculous.

Well, let them laugh. I’m happy now. We all are.

And we owe it all to Jasmine and Lawrence, the greatest couple who ever lived.

Signed,

Matilda Bitchface,

The happiest sissy maid in the world.

The End.

*

Like what you’ve read? Join my mailing list! Everyone who signs up gets a free TG story not available anywhere else.

Alternatively, keep reading for some kinky bonus content…


Free Extract

Turned into a Cowgirl

Lloyd woke up slowly, like someone at the bottom of a very deep, very dark well swimming determinedly for the surface.

The first thing he noticed was the light. Everywhere. Soft. White. The storm had obviously passed.

The second thing he noticed was the canvas, fluttering right up against his face. The pole lying across him from where it had fallen down in the night.

Shit, the tent’s collapsed…

Groggily, Lloyd tried to shake off the feeling of sleep, shaking his head so his long, dark hair trailed around him. Tried to pull himself upright, wondering irritably where the hell Trip could be.

And then he noticed several things at once, and felt his brain freeze up with horror.

He realized he couldn’t see Trip because the big, powerful man was lying right against him, his rock hard cock pressed against Lloyd’s backside, his large, calloused hands dreamily cupped around Lloyd’s heavy breasts.

He realized he was naked, a single sheet covering both his and Trip’s bodies, leaving them coiled close together, Lloyd lying in the bigger man’s powerful arms, all safe and warm and protected.

But the biggest thing that struck him, the thing that made him feel like he could start screaming and never stop…

…was the feeling in his pussy.

It was a sort of warm, dull ache, difficult to sense at first beneath the wetness caused by his dream. A pleasant kind of soreness, the kind you get in your muscles after a long day’s exercise.

The residual feeling of penetration, from where he and Trip had obviously fucked the night before.

“TRIP!”

The word came out all high-pitched and squeaky, a girly squeal that sounded so wrong, but one that Lloyd barely even noticed as he pulled himself out of Trip’s powerful arms, pulled himself upright, fighting against the loose hanging canvas even as he stared down at his body.

Stared at its heavy breasts, its kinked-in waist, its wide hips, its smooth, slender legs. At its cascade of shiny dark hair, bouncing in curls over its cream white shoulders.

At its demure little pussy, nestled between his new legs.

Beside him, the cowboy grunted into life, raising his head, a look of confusion on his handsome face.

“Nancy…?” He slurred, “wha…?”

Then Lloyd watched as his eyes went wide. As he heard the name he’d just unthinkingly said out loud, saw the gorgeous, naked woman sat in the tent with him, trying not to panic, the woman who looked so much like…

“Lloyd?!”

It was all too much. Lloyd simply couldn’t help it.

For the first time in his adult life, he screamed…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Free Extract

Turned into the Office Bimbo

The next morning, Darren woke up with a start. He sat up, pushing his long, dark hair out his eyes and blinked blearily around the room.

Where am I…?

His room was different. Brighter. Messier. A bra had casually been flung over the back of one chair, a pair of heels kicked off beside it.

As Darren sat there, he realized with a mild sensation of surprise that he could see perfectly without his glasses.

What the…? He just had time to wonder.

And then he happened to glance down…

…and nearly screamed.

His bedclothes had changed. Where he’d gone to bed wearing only his boxers, he was now dressed in a small, white tank-top, and a pair of lacy pink panties.

But it wasn’t the clothes themselves that made Darren feel like fainting.

There, attached to his chest, the fabric of his white tank-top stretched tight across them, was the biggest pair of tits he’d ever seen.

They were firm and big and ripe, their nipples hard and gently scratching at the cotton of his new top. Below them, his sides seemed to suck inwards, giving him a tight waist. His pink panties clung to a pair of curvy hips and a round, peach-like bum, at the top of a pair of slender legs.

With a feeling of shock, Darren jumped out of bed and ran to the full-length mirror. The movement made his big breasts jump and jiggle around and his long, dark hair trail out behind him.

But Darren didn’t care. He had to see.

“Oh my God…” he whimpered in a voice that was suddenly soft and high-pitched, “how…?”

From the other side of the mirror, a gorgeous woman stared back at him, her face a mask of shock. Her long hair was in disarray, her dynamite body hidden only by a flimsy tank top and a pair of lacy pink panties.

Her brown eyes were wide, her plump lips dangling open. She was beautiful. She was sexy.

And she was him…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Also by Lisa Change
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Becoming Juliette

James knew it was bad, spying on school girls. And now this naughty boy is paying the price. He’s been forced by magic to turn into a teenage girl.


Now there’s no more James, only Juliet. Blonde, 18-year old Juliet with her curvy body and innocent face. Juliet, whose real name and past as a boy no-one can remember. Juliet, whose mind is changing too, and can’t stop herself from daydreaming about all the hunky guys…


Surely this is all a dream. There’s no way a man could really be trapped as a schoolgirl. There’s no way he could really be forced to wear an adorable little uniform and do what the older girls tell him to. There’s no way any of this is really happening…


…right? 

Buy now


Mall of Change

“I didn’t mean to do it. I didn’t mean to get caught creeping on those chicks. But somehow They saw me. And now They’re making me turn into a girl…


With each step through this mall, I can feel my body changing. Feel myself getting smaller, my arms and legs losing muscle, my hair becoming long and shiny. I can feel my face slowly becoming the soft and pretty face of a teenage girl. Feel my manhood disappearing.


My clothes are changing, too. My sharp suit has turned into a cute little dress. I’m suddenly finding myself interested in clothes, and makeup, and getting my nails done.


I can feel my mind going. Like I’m forgetting what it’s like to be male, to be a grown up with responsibilities. Like I can no longer remember being anything but this pretty, carefree teen.


I need to get out of this mall, before I get trapped this way. Before I get permanently stuck as a teenage girl. Before I forget who I really am. I need to get out…


…don’t I?” 

Buy now


They Turned Me into My Girlfriend’s Mom

They’re just two little words: “I wish…” But what happens when your wishes come true?


Aiden’s trapped. Somehow, against all the laws of nature, this cocky, 18-year old jock has had his gender magically swapped. Now Aiden the school boy is gone, and in his place is Natalie. Natalie, the glamorous 37-year old woman with supermodel looks and a handsome, rich husband. Natalie, the mom all the boys at school are secretly in love with. 


Natalie, who just happens to be the mother of Aiden’s girlfriend.


Suddenly learning to deal with life as a grown up is hard enough. But learning to deal with life as an elegant older woman, while also being a mom to his former-girlfriend and a wife to her hunky daddy threatens to drive Aiden into madness. 


What’s that old expression again? Be careful what you wish for… 

Buy now


About the Author

Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.

If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...

To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her blog.
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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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