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    Sneak Preview 
 
    (For a naughty sneak preview of the main story, read on. If you don’t want spoilers, skip ahead page to start the story properly…) 
 
    “I can do whatever I want,” Gloria shrugged. “The moment you made your wish, it became my task to make it happen however I see fit. Now, trust me, I know what’s good for you, young man.” 
 
    She suddenly had to stifle a laugh. 
 
    “Or should I say, young girl?” 
 
    Then, before Jonah could react, she’d clicked her fingers again and the already-weird night suddenly got even weirder.  
 
    “What do you mean young gi-?” 
 
    Before he’d even finished replying, he was aware that something had gone deeply, deeply wrong. His voice was softer. Higher in pitch. Almost squeaky.  
 
    At the sound of it, Jonah froze, suddenly desperate not to look down, at himself, or at anywhere but Gloria’s smirking face.  
 
    No… his pulse beat out a rhythm in his mind, no… she can’t have… 
 
    But already, he could feel how different he felt. Could feel the strange tickling between his suddenly-bare shoulder blades, as a waterfall of long hair lay down his back. 
 
    Could feel the strange lightness in his bones. The heaviness on his chest. The weird absence between his legs.  
 
    Could feel the lacy weave of his new panties, clinging to his crotch. The cool air of the house, caressing his suddenly bare legs. His fancy new bra, its straps closed across his back. 
 
    Across the room, Gloria winked at him and let out another giggle.  
 
    “My word!” She laughed, clapping her hands. “I must admit I’ve even outdone myself!” 
 
    This… this can’t be happening. You’re imagining it, she’s joking… it’s all just one big jo-! 
 
    “Well, why the wait? Take a look at what your wish has done for you!” 
 
    Jonah didn’t want to look down. Didn’t want to move. But there was something about the way Gloria was looking at him, like she was so proud with herself, that made him involuntarily lower his head and look down at his body… 
 
    And start screaming his head off. 
 
    His clothes had changed! Where just a second ago, he’d been dressed in jeans and a tee and a pair of natty Converse sneakers, he was suddenly wearing a gorgeous little black dress with ruffled edges and a tasteful bow around its middle, and a muted pair of yellow high heels! 
 
    But it wasn’t the clothes he was wearing that really freaked Jonah out and made him feel like he was going mad. 
 
    It was the body inside them that did that. 
 
    The legs poking out the bottom of his dress were no longer dusted with dark hairs, but smooth and slender and bronzed, ending in a tiny pair of cute little feet. 
 
    His arms were thinner, weaker, shorter. A dark bracelet dangled round one dainty wrist; his hands were suddenly tiny, with slender fingers topped with false nails. 
 
    His sides pulled in where his bow pulled his dress in. His hips were wider than he remembered. His ass felt bigger. 
 
    The absolute worst part, though, wasn’t the clothes Jonah was suddenly in. It wasn’t his hairless new legs, or pert new ass, or wide, girly hips, oh no.  
 
    It was the two lumps rising from his chest, raising the fabric of his cute little dress up, sticking out in front of him, weighing on his chest, like two swells on a jet black ocean.  
 
    He, Jonah, was now the proud owner of a perfect pair of tits…  
 
      
 
    Now turn the page to find out what happens next…


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I 
 
    Jonah was in his room when the car pulled up, coming to a stop outside their suburban home with a toot of the horn. 
 
    Oh well, here we go, he sighed. 
 
    His sister was already in the hallway, giving her dark hair one last, frantic check in the mirror, making sure her makeup was straight and whatever the fuck else girls did on a night out. Jonah drifted down the stairs and stopped about halfway down, hanging awkwardly off the bannister.  
 
    “Wow. Emily,” he said, deliberately trying to make himself sound as annoying as possible. “You look like a bag lady won the lottery.” 
 
    Without even turning her head, his younger sister stuck one middle finger up in Jonah’s vague direction. But she couldn’t stop a smile from creeping across her teenage features. They both knew it was a joke. 
 
    As always, Emily looked gorgeous.  
 
    “I mean it,” Jonah intoned, “like, when Pablo sees you he’s probably gonna give you a quarter and tell you to buy some food.” 
 
    “Joke’s on him then,” Emily retorted. “It’s crack all the way for me.” 
 
    At last she finished adjusting whatever microscopic imperfection had been busying her and swung round to face Jonah, a smirk on her supermodel features. 
 
    “Well, asshole? Whaddya think?” 
 
    With deliberate casualness, Jonah looked down at the elegant, flowing blue dress his sister was wearing. He took in her killer heels, her waterfalls of dark, curled hair. He slender legs, tastefully on show, curved body and bared shoulders. 
 
    As always, when he looked at his sister, he was slightly freaked out to remember just how beautiful she really was. 
 
    “You look like shit.” 
 
    “You’re such a dick!” Emily yelled, but already her expression was softening as she did her own sweep of Jonah’s body. His skinny frame. His blocky glasses. His Converse. His jeans. 
 
    She gave a little sigh. 
 
    “So you’re really not going, huh?” 
 
    Jonah shrugged as nonchalantly as he could manage. 
 
    “Who cares. It’s all bullshit, right?” 
 
    “It’s prom.” Emily spread her hands wide; Jonah noticed she was wearing false nails. “Even those dickbag losers from the Dungeons and Dragons club are gonna be there.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, whatever.” Jonah set his face in what he hoped was an indifferent expression. “It’s nothing. Just a buncha girls playing dress-up and guys trying to get in their pants.” 
 
    Emily raised her eyebrows at him. She shook her head, turning back to the mirror. 
 
    “It’s a major life event, shithead. Think, when you’re on your deathbed. Wedding, babies and prom, that’s what you remember. And since no-one’s ever gonna be gross enough to marry you…” 
 
    “Ha. Ha. Ha.” 
 
    “...you’re gonna have like nothing. Just all that wanking I know you’re gonna do.” 
 
    Emily theatrically shuddered. There was a pause. Then, without looking at her brother: 
 
    “Look, I know it sucks you couldn’t get a date. But it sucks even more that you have to miss prom. Lemme call Sharon, OK? I know her sister’s only a junior, but…” 
 
    “It’s not that.” Jonah said, before he could stop himself.  
 
    “Then what…?” 
 
    “Nothing, OK? It doesn’t matter.” 
 
    He closed his eyes. After all, he couldn’t tell Emily the real reason he was refusing to accompany his twin sister to their prom.  
 
    The real reason, with his strong biceps, square jaw and short blond hair. The real reason, with his blue eyes like ice, his winning smile and athlete’s body.  
 
    The boy who had been his friend for years now, the boy he’d shared everything with, telling him his darkest secrets as they sat alone together on the golf course overlooking their town, watching the lights move through the hot, still nights. The boy he’d hoped to ask, the boy he’d hoped would say yes… 
 
    …But who had instead said no. Had muttered something about how he wasn’t like that and looked away, and left Jonah feeling like he was suddenly falling into an endless sea of black. 
 
    No. There was no way he could tell Emily about that.  
 
    “Brian’s gonna be there.”  
 
    At his sister’s words, Jonah jumped slightly, as if she’d read his mind. But she was still playing with her eyelashes in the hallway mirror.  
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “Soooo… I heard he hasn’t got a date.” 
 
    Jonah’s mouth was suddenly dry.  
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So nothing. I just, uh…” Emily suddenly shrugged, turned back from the mirror. She fixed her brother with a frank look. 
 
    “Look, don’t be a douche, OK? Just come along. If it goes shit we’ll both bail out of there. Twin promise.” 
 
    For a moment, Jonah wavered.  
 
    Maybe I could go… maybe things wouldn’t be weird with Brian. Maybe Sharon’s sister… 
 
    Then the car still waiting outside honked its horn impatiently, and reality came crashing back. Jonah shook his head. 
 
    “Nah, I don’t care. ‘Sides,” he gave a laugh, made a show of looking down at himself, “I can’t turn up looking like this, can I?” 
 
    And assholes like Stuart and Dougie would rip me if I did, he silently added, mentally picturing the two jocks who regularly made his life hell. 
 
    His sister sighed.  
 
    “If mom and dad get back and you’re still here…” 
 
    “I’ll be asleep before they get back.” Jonah shrugged. “They won’t even know I’m in the house.” 
 
    That bit, at least, was true. There was no way he wanted to be part of the pity party his mom and dad would throw if they saw their little boy all housebound and friendless. 
 
    For a moment, Emily seemed to be about to say something more. Then she finally shook her head. 
 
    “Whatever, it’s your funeral. I gotta meet Pablo.” 
 
    And with that, she opened the door and stepped out into the gray light of dusk. Outside, Jonah could just make out the hire car and the two couples already sat in it – friends of Emily’s all dressed up – and Pablo, opening the door and stepping out, a goofy smile on his handsome face. 
 
    “Don’t forget to use a rubber!” Jonah yelled, deliberately loud enough for Pablo to hear. 
 
    His sister shot him the finger one final time and closed the door. For about thirty seconds, Jonah could still hear the faint yells and squeals coming from the car’s occupants, then the engine rumbled, grew to a roar, faded to nothing, and he was alone.  
 
    Jonah wasn’t sure how long he stood there, listening to the silence. Feeling the empty hallway, the empty house, squeeze in all around him, suffocating him with its emptiness.  
 
    “Fuck.” He said, softly.  
 
    He went back upstairs. There was nothing else to do. Each footstep seemed softer than it had coming down, more muffled, like their sounds were being eaten up by the silence. 
 
    Oh yeah? He thought to himself, and how does silence eat sound, huh? 
 
    But he couldn’t escape the feeling that he’d been somehow cut off from the entire world. That the universe had split into two distinct segments, with him and this house alone in one, and everyone else crammed into the other.  
 
    He walked past Emily’s room, went to his own door, then for some reason changed his mind and went back to his sister’s room.  
 
    He waded in among the mess, swept a discarded bra off the bed with feigned disgust, and collapsed on the sheets, looking up at the ceiling. Part of him was aware he should probably kick his Converse off, but a bigger part of him simply didn’t give a fuck. 
 
    The faint smell of his sister, mingled with traces of perfume, danced on the edge of his senses. The room seemed softer, somehow, less solid, like girls’ rooms always did. He closed his eyes and tried to pretend he was 8 again, and his twin had asked him into her bed because she’d had a nightmare. 
 
    Be honest, a tiny part of him whispered, you were far more likely to have had the nightmare… 
 
    He ignored the voice, but it didn’t help. Instead, he found himself wondering what Brian was doing. If he was still at home, maybe adjusting his tie in the mirror. Maybe giving his teenage stubble (much better than the fluff Jonah was capable of growing) one last shave.  
 
    Maybe still in the shower, hot rivulets of water trickling over his firm pecs, down his muscular body to where his big cock dangled, as strong and powerful as the rest of him. 
 
    Jonah tried to shake the thought away. Tried to think of something else, anything else, but his former bestie, getting ready for the prom. The prom he would go to alone, just like Jonah could have. The prom where anything could happen… 
 
    He let out a loud sigh, hoping the noise would bring him back to reality. Then, in a soft voice, he whispered: 
 
    “I wish I wasn’t such an asshole.” 
 
    Whatever he’d been expecting to happen next, it certainly wasn’t what did happen. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be so hard on yourself,” a female voice said, causing Jonah’s eyes to snap open, making him sit bolt upright on his sister’s bed.  
 
    “We all make mistakes.” 
 
    “Hu-who?” Jonah gasped, his eyes wide. “Wh… what…?” 
 
    The smartly-dressed woman sat at Emily’s makeup chest smiled at him. She had long, chestnut hair and a sharp, handsome face. One leg slender was crossed over the other, her feet encased in a pair of black high heels. At that moment, Jonah would have guessed she was about forty, but looking very good for it.  
 
    “The difference is,” the woman said with the mischievous smile, carrying on as if she hadn’t heard him, “some of us get a chance to undo them. People like you, Jonah, darling.”  
 
    Jonah finally got his words out.  
 
    “Who the hell are you?!” 
 
    The woman giggled softly, pressing her fingertips to her lips. 
 
    “Oh golly, I always love this part…” 
 
    She spread her arms wide, assuming a theatrical pose. 
 
    “I, Jonah, am your fairy godmother. And you…” 
 
    Her eyes twinkled. 
 
    “You shall go to the prom!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    II 
 
    If anyone had later found themselves trying to describe the scene in Emily’s room, they would’ve focused on the long, dumbstruck silence that followed the older woman’s announcement.  
 
    But this would have only been half the story. From Jonah’s point of view, those frozen seconds were anything but silent.  
 
    Inside, his mind was a cacophony of shrieks, questions, laughter and madness. 
 
    But who…? I mean, how…? What…? When did…? 
 
    Is she crazy? Is this a trick? Am I getting punked for some YouTube video? How the hell did she even get in?! 
 
    The woman waited patiently, not moving from her pose while Jonah doggedly sorted through his possible responses, trying to find the exact right one, the one that would express just how fucked up this was, while also showing that he wasn’t fazed, that he was in control, that he… 
 
    “Umm.” Is what he eventually said.  
 
    Followed by: 
 
    “Umm.” 
 
    “It’s true,” the woman declared, finally dropping her pose, swinging round in her chair to sit sideways on and smiling theatrically at Jonah over one shoulder. “I can’t deny it. I am your godmother and I am capable of doing magic. See?” 
 
    She clicked her fingers. There was a puff of smoke, and then a bouquet of flowers appeared in her hand. The woman looked at it in surprise. 
 
    “Oh shoot, that was meant to be a dove.” 
 
    On the bed, Jonah worked his jaw, determined not to get distracted by the absurdity unfolding around him.  
 
    “What…” He began. The woman gave him an encouraging smile. “What… what…” 
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about?” He managed, at last. 
 
    The woman gave a casual shrug. 
 
    “Fairy godmother. Me. Magic. Wishes. Change the world, that sorta thing. Can’t use my powers past midnight, don’t ask me why, very inconvenient when you’re trying to get back from an impromptu visit to Africa.” 
 
    “But my parents never mentioned…” 
 
    “They don’t know about me. No-one does. I’m a fairy godmother,” she said, slowly, as if Jonah was an idiot. “We get assigned humans as they’re born. Most of us are non-interventionist, but we’re technically allowed to grant the odd wish, provided it’s temporary, of course.” 
 
    “You don’t look like a fairy godmother.” It was all Jonah could think of to say. 
 
    “No?” The woman frowned. “How would you know? Ever seen a fairy godmother before?” 
 
    Jonah shook his head. He still wasn’t sure he was actually seeing one now.  
 
    “Then I advise you to stop whining. We’ve only got a few hours left.” 
 
    When Jonah didn’t reply, the woman let out a long breath.  
 
    “Look,” she said, her voice softer, gentle, “I get this is probably a bit weird. I get you’re worried this is all some trick and I’m gonna laugh at you. But I’m really not, OK? I really am here to help you, Jonah, and I really am who I say I am.” 
 
    “How about we start with names? You’re Jonah, and I’m Gloria. Like it? It’s short for Glorious, which is what I am.” 
 
    “You’re crazy.” Jonah said, flatly.  
 
    Gloria looked surprised. 
 
    “Am I? Well, then you won’t care if I do this.” 
 
    And she clicked her fingers again.  
 
    And there was a strange rustling, and a weird feeling under Jonah’s legs. And so he looked down… 
 
    And felt his mouth drop open in wonder. 
 
    His sister’s bed was now covered with money. Where there had been sheets only seconds ago, there were now piles and piles of crisp fifty dollar bills, looking like they’d never been used. 
 
    Like a boy in a dream, Jonah picked a bunch up, held them in his hands. They were as real and as perfect as any bill he’d seen in real life. 
 
    He looked at Gloria in wonder. 
 
    “How did you…?” 
 
    “Magic.” Gloria shrugged. “Quite a low-level trick to be honest, darling. Just the quickest way I could think to get your attention. Don’t get too attached to them, by the way, they’ll turn into dead leaves at midnight…” 
 
    But Jonah was barely listening. He was too busy looking at the wealth spread out around him, the wealth that had magically appeared on his sister’s bed. 
 
    It’s true… the words thudded dully in his head. It’s all true… 
 
    A thought suddenly occurred to him. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why am I here? Why you? Why now? Because.” Gloria gave another shrug. “Because I could sense your disappointment at missing the prom and that hunky boy of yours. Because I haven’t intervened in human affairs for twenty years and I was getting bored. Who cares? The point is…” 
 
    “Here I am.”  
 
    A smile flitted across her face. 
 
    “And now it’s time to get you to the prom. Only I don’t think you’ll be going like that…” 
 
    Jonah glanced down at his jeans and sneakers, poking out the sea of money. He gave a nervous laugh. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess they wouldn’t let me in with…” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t mean your clothes,” Gloria chuckled. “Although, yes, they will have to change. No, if we’re going to make sure this night goes as smoothly as you wish it to, we’re going to have to alter something much more fundamental than that, my dear.” 
 
    “We’re going to have to change your entire body.” 
 
    “M-my body?” Jonah gave his body a terrified look. “Hey, hang on a minute, you can’t…” 
 
    “I can do whatever I want,” Gloria shrugged. “The moment you made your wish, it became my task to make it happen however I see fit. Now, trust me, I know what’s good for you, young man.” 
 
    She suddenly had to stifle a laugh. 
 
    “Or should I say, young girl?” 
 
    Then, before Jonah could react, she’d clicked her fingers again and the already-weird night suddenly got even weirder.  
 
    “What do you mean young gi-?” 
 
    Before he’d even finished replying, he was aware that something had gone deeply, deeply wrong. His voice was softer. Higher in pitch. Almost squeaky.  
 
    At the sound of it, Jonah froze, suddenly desperate not to look down, at himself, or at anywhere but Gloria’s smirking face.  
 
    No… his pulse beat out a rhythm in his mind, no… she can’t have… 
 
    But already, he could feel how different he felt. Could feel the strange tickling between his suddenly-bare shoulder blades, as a waterfall of long hair lay down his back. 
 
    Could feel the strange lightness in his bones. The heaviness on his chest. The weird absence between his legs. The other absence on the bridge of his nose, where his glasses had suddenly vanished. 
 
    Could feel the bunched up fifty dollar bills, suddenly slightly bigger in his hands, like they’d grown by a fraction of an inch, just enough to be noticeable. 
 
    Could feel the lacy weave of his new panties, clinging to his crotch. The cool air of the house, caressing his suddenly bare legs. His fancy new bra, its straps closed across his back. 
 
    Across the room, Gloria winked at him and let out another giggle.  
 
    “My word!” She laughed, clapping her hands. “I must admit I’ve even outdone myself!” 
 
    This… this can’t be happening. You’re imagining it, she’s joking… it’s all just one big jo-! 
 
    “Well, why the wait? Take a look at what your fairy godmother’s done for you!” 
 
    Jonah didn’t want to look down. Didn’t want to move. But there was something about the way Gloria was looking at him, like she was so proud with herself, that made him involuntarily lower his head and look down at his body… 
 
    And start screaming his head off. 
 
    His clothes had changed! Where just a second ago, he’d been dressed in jeans and a tee and a pair of natty Converse sneakers, he was suddenly wearing a gorgeous little black dress with ruffled edges and a tasteful bow around its middle, and a muted pair of yellow high heels! 
 
    But it wasn’t the clothes he was wearing that really freaked Jonah out and made him feel like he was going mad. 
 
    It was the body inside them that did that. 
 
    The legs poking out the bottom of his dress were no longer dusted with dark hairs, but smooth and slender and bronzed, ending in a tiny pair of cute little feet. 
 
    His arms were thinner, weaker, shorter. A dark bracelet dangled round one dainty wrist; his hands were suddenly tiny, with slender fingers topped with false nails. 
 
    His sides pulled in where his bow pulled his dress in. His hips were wider than he remembered. His ass felt bigger. 
 
    The absolute worst part, though, wasn’t the clothes Jonah was suddenly in. It wasn’t his hairless new legs, or pert new ass, or wide, girly hips, oh no.  
 
    It was the two lumps rising from his chest, raising the fabric of his cute little dress up, sticking out in front of him, weighing on his chest, like two swells on a jet black ocean.  
 
    He, Jonah, was now the proud owner of a perfect pair of tits.  
 
    They were pert, ripe; not too big, not too small. About the same size as his sister’s. Even in the depths of his horror, Jonah still managed to guess they were about a B-cup, but their relatively small size didn’t make him feel any better. 
 
    He had boobies now. Gloria had clicked her fingers and given him actual boobies!  
 
    Trembling, hoping against hope that it was all some crazy illusion, Jonah reached up. His tiny new hands tentatively closed around his new breasts, gave them a squeeze… 
 
    …and then a comfortable feeling of warmth was washing through his chest, so relaxing it made him want to clap his brand new breasts again. 
 
    Instead, he dropped his hands like they’d just been stung.  
 
    “Good, aren’t they?” Gloria asked, brightly. “So many girls have asked me to give them bigger boobs over the years, but I really think B is just about the perfect…” 
 
    Jonah wasn’t even listening. With a noise somewhere between a whimper and a cry, he’d leaped out of bed, a cloud of bills scattering in his wake. Trying to keep his balance on his new high heels, he’d half-fallen, half run across Emily’s room to the long, body-length mirror, standing in the corner. 
 
    I have to see… Oh God, I have to see! 
 
    “There!” Gloria called as he came to a stop right in front of the silvery glass. “Didn’t your fairy godmother do well?” 
 
    Jonah didn’t reply. He was too busy clasping his hands over his pouty little lips in shock. 
 
    There, looking out at him from inside the mirror, was the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen. 
 
    She was young, with a round baby face, high cheekbones, a cute little upturned nose, and eyes that were wide and blue and innocent. Long eyelashes fluttered. Her dark-penciled eyebrows were drawn up in surprise.  
 
    She was kinda short – maybe 5ft4, taller in her heels – with a willowy frame and wrists that looked so thin you could snap them. Her lips were pouty. Her legs smooth and long. Her skin was pale and expertly bronzed, as seductive as honey.  
 
    Blonde hair tumbled from her crown, falling down her bare back in a waterfall of color. Her black dress was open down the back, its hem only a little lower than her bum.  
 
    She was stylish. She was beautiful. She was clearly scared. And she was… she was… 
 
    She was him.  
 
    With a faint, high-pitched moan, Jonah gently shook his head, watching in fascinated horror as the stunning teenage girl in the mirror shook her head in time with him. 
 
    He gently raised up one hand, palm out, watching the girl copy his movements precisely. He suddenly reached down, grabbed hold of his new breasts, then let out a feminine scream when the girl did likewise. 
 
    There was no doubt about it, none at all. 
 
    Somehow, against all the laws of nature, Gloria had turned him into a girl.  
 
    “Johanna, darling, you’ll really have to stop with the screaming…” 
 
    At the sound of his new, female name, Jonah whirled around to face his fairy godmother. 
 
    “Johanna?!” He squealed, his voice squeaky and as bimbo-sugary as candy floss, “how can I be…?” 
 
    “Jojo for short,” Gloria twinkled. “Sorry, I know it’s a bit sugar and spice and all things nice, but I do love a good girls’ name…” 
 
    Jonah impatiently shook his pretty little head, cutting her off. Strands of long blonde hair flicked in the corners of his vision.  
 
    “Shut up! I don’t care. I just need you to… to…” 
 
    “To what, Jojo?” 
 
    “To turn me back!” 
 
    He was expecting a fight. Secretly terrified the woman would shrug and tell him the spell was permanent. To his surprise, Gloria simply sighed and nodded. 
 
    “OK. If that’s what you want. I mean, the magic would wear off in four hours anyway…”  
 
    She held up her hand, thumb and forefingers together, ready to click. 
 
    “But if you’re sure you want to be a boy again…” 
 
    She flicked her wrist back, ready to click… 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    …and stopped, a small smile on her flawless features.  
 
    Jonah stood there, head lowered, breathing hard. He was trembling slightly. With each intake of breath his new cleavage rose slightly in the bottom of his vision. 
 
    What are you doing?! A voice inside him – a male voice – called. Tell her to turn you back! You can’t seriously be OK being stuck as a-! 
 
    Shut up. He silently hissed at it. The voice fell quiet. Jonah turned back to the mirror. 
 
    Inside the glass, Johanna blinked back at him, her pretty face thoughtful. Jonah looked her up and down, then turned on his side and examined her reflection. She looked devastatingly attractive, whichever angle you looked at her from.  
 
    Impulsively, he wiggled his hips, shot himself a smile. In the mirror, Johanna suddenly rolled her hips, one hand dangling loose, and gave him a mischievous grin that could melt any guy’s heart. 
 
    Still sat in her chair, his fairy godmother watched him, a little smile on her lips.  
 
    “Four hours, right?” Jonah asked, slowly. Johanna’s reflection moved her lips in time with his, her mouth silently moving in time to the soft words escaping his newly-slender throat.  
 
    “What happens after that?” 
 
    “You turn back, I’m afraid,” Gloria said, sadly. “At midnight. Everything does.” 
 
    She gave a sigh and leaned wearily on Emily’s makeup chest.  
 
    “What I wouldn’t give to be able to change things permanently…” 
 
    Jonah was no longer listening. He turned all the way round, shot Johanna a look over his shoulder. In the mirror, Johanna pouted back at him, a sensual look in her clear eyes. He couldn’t help but glance down at her round and peach-like bum, barely hidden by the hem of her dress. 
 
    “And…” he swallowed gently, unable to believe what he was about to say, “and until midnight. What do I do then?” 
 
    “Go to the prom of course.” Gloria smiled. “Darling, you don’t think I’d just swap you and leave you pottering round the house, do you?” 
 
    Jonah shook his head, then wondered why he was agreeing with her. He barely knew this strange older woman at all. 
 
    Yet she sure seems to know me… 
 
    “I’ve arranged transport there and back,” Gloria was saying, “an illicit glass of champagne for you to sip on your way. Everything.” 
 
    She leaned back. 
 
    “All you have to do is ask, Jojo. And you will go the ball.” 
 
    Jonah hesitated. In the mirror, he could see Johanna, biting her lower lip, looking thoughtful.  
 
    To his surprise, he saw he was even standing like a girl, his wrists loose, one finger curling through his blonde hair, his slender legs slightly crossed over one another, his body ever-so slightly curved to show off his feminine figure. 
 
    Christ, that magic worked fast… 
 
    He shook his head, turned back to Gloria again.  
 
    “This is seriously weird,” he said, still unused to hearing such a soft voice coming from between his lips, “and I don’t get why you turned me into a girl, even if you are just trying to help…” 
 
    Gloria said nothing. Neither did her smile vanish.  
 
    “But…” Jonah went on, “I guess it would be a waste to not go now.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “So. Yeah. If you could, like, take me to the prom.” Without him even realizing, his very way of talking was becoming more and more like a teenage girl’s.  
 
    Gloria nodded.  
 
    “Excellent. Right choice, too, if you don’t mind my saying?” She raised her thumb and forefinger again. “One prom, coming right up!” 
 
    As he stood there, waiting for the magic to kick in again, a thought suddenly occurred to Jonah.   
 
    “Hey… I mean, won’t I still be alone? I didn’t have a date, and Sharon’s sister won’t want to look like a lesbian, or…” 
 
    Gloria cut him off with a laugh. 
 
    “Oh, my dearest!” She exclaimed. “I wouldn’t worry about finding a date. Not when you look like that. In fact, I might have already arranged a special someone to meet you there… 
 
    Now, we’ve wasted enough time already. The clock is ticking, and it’s time for you to find true love!” 
 
    True love?! Hey, no-one said anything about- 
 
    And then Gloria clicked her fingers, there was a flash of light, and Jonah was too busy thinking about other things to finish that final thought. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    III 
 
    The prom that year was the biggest their small town high school had ever held.  
 
    All around the edges of the school, teenage couples strolled, dressed up and arm-in-arm. Gangs of bros in tuxedoes tried to catch the eye of pretty, single girls in cocktail dresses.  
 
    Jocks, nerds, punks, bad boys, skater girls… all were dressed up, and all were swept relentlessly through the wide doors, into the lights and the distant strains of music. The theme that year was Disney films, and everyone was either a prince or a princess.  
 
    Whether any of them believed it or not, whether they were prom true believers or just kids who thought it was bullshit, all of these kids were embarking on the night of their lives.  
 
    A trio of boys were lounging in the parking lot, smoking not quite out of sight of the entrance and trying to look cool when the car pulled up. Jaded as they were, all turned to look at it. 
 
    “Sweet car,” muttered one, appreciatively.  
 
    The door opened, a pair of long, bronzed legs swung out, and then a cute blonde girl in a short black dress was stood on the sidewalk, her beautiful face looking at the lit-up school with a dazed, happy expression.  
 
    One of the guys gave a low whistle. 
 
    “Sweet legs, too.” 
 
    A few feet away from them, Jonah realized they were talking about his legs and gamely tried to get offended, but his mind was too busy spinning with everything that had just happened. 
 
    It had been one hell of a ride. 
 
    Back in Emily’s bedroom, he’d naively assumed Gloria would use her magic to transport him straight to the prom, but oh no. The witch (Jonah was sure she was a witch, no matter what bull she kept giving him about fairy godmothers) hadn’t wanted him to miss out on a single part of prom experience.  
 
    And that included a ride in a chauffeur-driven car.   
 
    “I’ll be waiting for you here, ma’am.” The female voice cut through Jonah’s memories, he turned round, leaned in the passenger’s window, vaguely conscious of the view he was giving the trio of guys.  
 
    “Gee, thanks,” he said, still feeling a little odd. “Umm, what did you say your name was again?” 
 
    In the car, his personal chauffeur gave him a professional smile. She was about as young as you could get and still legally drive a car, but that wasn’t the strangest part.  
 
    The strangest part was the way she was clothed. Her jacket uniform was more for show than an actual item of clothing. It refused to close over her front, and its hem stopped only about halfway down her ass. 
 
    Her legs were bare, her midriff exposed. A tiny gold thong hid her crotch away from prying male eyes, and a similarly-colored push-up bra kept her cleavage exposed.  
 
    Her hair swept out from under a tiny gold chauffeur’s cap, falling in red flames down her back. Her emerald green eyes were blank, like part of her mind was far away elsewhere, her red lips pursed.  
 
    At Jonah’s question, the female driver gave a little bow of her head.  
 
    “Tracey, ma’am. But driver will do.” 
 
    Jonah kept his innocent new eyes fixed on hers, trying to read what was behind that blankness, how much she remembered, whether this girl knew who she really was. 
 
    You’re Sharon’s sister, he whispered inside himself, you’re a year younger than me, and I think you have a bit of a crush on me, at least, in my old body… And now Gloria’s clicked her fingers and you’re… you’re… 
 
    You’re my servant. 
 
    The thought made the little downy hairs on the back of his neck rise up. Was there any limit to what that witch or fairy or whatever she was could do? 
 
    From the moment they appeared magically in the car, he’d found his mind twisting at everything that was happening.  
 
    The limo was the last word in plush. As Tracey drove obliviously through the town – a state of affairs even weirder because Jonah wasn’t sure Sharon’s sister could actually drive – he and Gloria had sipped champagne in the back, underneath an in-car chandelier, he watching the lights go by while Gloria chatted. 
 
    Each time they passed a darkened stretch of road, or the space between streetlamps, he’d seen Johanna’s face reflected in the glass, ethereal, lost-looking.  
 
    That’s me now… he remembered thinking, that pretty girl is me… 
 
    Just like Tracey was now his obedient, semi-naked driver. Just like the limo they’d been sitting in had belonged to him.  
 
    He was suddenly the richest, prettiest, most-powerful girl at school.  
 
    “If you need helpers,” he’d heard Gloria say at one point, “all you have to do is give them an order, and they’ll do it. A sort of bonus power, darling, but that’ll only last till midnight too. Oh, and if anyone gives you any trouble, just clap your hands and I’ll sort them out for you… more champagne?” 
 
    And before he’d had time to answer, his glass had been magically refilled to the brim.  
 
    Now here he was, at the prom, not sure what was going to happen next, not sure what the limit of Gloria’s magic was, and not sure whether the hell Tracey still had her own memories or not.  
 
    He stayed studying the girl’s eyes for a few more moments, but could see nothing. Just that strange blankness. At last, he shook his head, his blonde hair waving slightly. 
 
    “OK, Tracey. You can, uh, you can park the car, I guess.” 
 
    Tracey smiled, touched her cap, bowed her head slightly.  
 
    “Thank you ma’am. Right away ma’am.” 
 
    And then she was reversing away, leaving Jonah stood in front of the school feeling more confused than ever. 
 
    Well, at least she doesn’t seem to be unhappy… 
 
    He gave his slender new shoulders a tiny shrug. Sharon’s kid sister was the least of his concerns right now.  
 
    And now, the main attraction… 
 
    He turned to the entrance, steeled himself, then started walking, self-consciously aware of how his hips rolled seductively with each step, how he seemed to naturally know how to walk in heels, how his new breasts faintly wobbled in his bra… 
 
    A low wolf-whistle interrupted his train of thought. He glanced angrily at the smoking trio, their hands in their pockets as they openly admired his body. They seemed vaguely familiar; he thought their names were something like Dean, Howard and Frank. 
 
    “Hey, hot stuff,” the one he thought was called Frank purred, “where’s your date?” 
 
    That’s a good point. Where is my date? Jonah wondered. Outwardly, he tried to look annoyed. 
 
    “He’s inside,” he snapped, marveling at how he’d just assumed his new body meant he’d be dating a he, “so get lost, yeah?” 
 
    No sooner were the words out than he realized his mistake. Guys like this were used to exchanging insults with a fellow male. 
 
    They weren’t used to a pretty girl talking back to them.  
 
    “Check out this bitch,” maybe-Frank snorted, “got some lip on her.” 
 
    “Just coz you’ve got a nice ass,” yelled maybe-Dean, “don’t mean you can be all stuck up like that.” 
 
    Maybe-Frank nodded.  
 
    “It’s just a joke, bitch. Now get your plastic tits outta here. Whore.” 
 
    That’s not fair! Jonah mentally protested, you can’t try and chat me up and then call me a whore for turning you down! 
 
    It was only just beginning to occur to him that this was the sort of shit that the girls at school had to deal with every single day.  
 
    “That’s it, slut, keep walking.” 
 
    Part of him dearly wanted to. The non-confrontational, female part of his mind wanted to just walk into the prom and forget all about this sucky encounter. But the part of him that was still Jonah was angry enough to lash out, to break out of his feminine character, just for long enough to tell these assholes where to shove it.  
 
    He stopped walking. Glared at the guys, crossing his slender arms over his pert little boobies, even as they let out a collective oooh! 
 
    “Go suck each other’s dicks!” He yelled. 
 
    The boys’ faces went blank. For a moment, Jonah thought hearing such coarse language from a girl’s mouth had shocked them. 
 
    Fuck’s sakes, it’s like they still think it’s the fifties… 
 
    Then they snapped to attention, and he realized something very different was happening.  
 
    “Yes, mistress, thank you mistress,” maybe-Frank intoned with that same blank expression as Tracey had had driving the car. “We will go and suck each other’s dicks.” 
 
    The three boys bowed to him, then turned and mechanically walked off into the shadows surrounding the school, their movements jerky as they tried to fight against their own bodies, their faces blank and their eyes alive with horror as the magic forced them to follow Jonah’s commands to the letter. 
 
    Oh. Shit. The magic… what did Gloria say again? 
 
    Her voice floated up in Jonah’s mind, repeating her words from the car. 
 
    “If you need helpers, all you have to do is give them an order, and they’ll do it. A sort of bonus power, darling…” 
 
    He raised one dainty hand at the retreating backs of the three guys. 
 
    “Hey… hold on, I didn’t mean… You don’t have to…” 
 
    It was a half-hearted effort at best. The three boys disappeared into the evening gloom. If Jonah strained his new eyes, he thought he could just make out maybe-Dean dropping onto his knees and reaching up for maybe-Frank and maybe-Howard’s cocks. 
 
    Oh well, serves them right… 
 
    He shook his gorgeous head in wonder again, looked down at his new body, as if it – with its feminine curves and perky breasts – was the source of his new powers. 
 
    I’ve gotta be careful with that… don’t wanna ruin anyone’s life. 
 
    But he couldn’t help giving a little smile at the thought of macho assholes like Frank, Dean and Howard, unhappily slobbering on each other dicks for the next four hours till the magic wore off.  
 
    Right, here we go, then. For real this time. 
 
    And with that, he turned and walked into the prom.  
 
    * 
 
    The inside of the school was a pulsing mass of teenage bodies, moving, laughing, sweating in time to the distant sounds of the period-themed music.  
 
    Jonah passed groups of girls he knew, laughing together as they danced. Passed groups of boys he shared classes with, watching those same girls dance with smiles on their faces. 
 
    He passed couples he knew, teachers who taught him, acquaintances he’d had since 6th grade… 
 
    …and no-one recognized him.   
 
    Everyone he passed, he could see the looks they gave him, gave his new body, out the corner of his eye.  
 
    Jocks caught a glimpse of his blonde hair, then nudged their bros to look at him. Geeks caught his eye, then panickedly looked away, as if the raw power of his new boobs and ovaries might melt them alive.  
 
    Popular girls gave him looks that mixed disdain and envy. Cheerleaders whispered behind their hands. Dorky girls looked at him with a hopeless sort of longing, like by just wishing hard enough they could leap into his body and become him. He even saw teachers sneaking glances at him. 
 
    Yet none of this seemed to matter. Jonah didn’t know if it was the magic, or the happy atmosphere of prom, or just knowing for a fact that he was the cutest, most-stylish girl in the room, but no bad feelings seemed to settle on him. Nothing seemed to hurt him. 
 
    The crowd parted around him, like he was Moses walking through the Red Sea. The lights shone in his eyes, picked out the highlights in his hair. A smile involuntarily rose on his face. 
 
    This… this is it. This is all I ever wanted… 
 
    He felt stunning. Powerful. Sexy.  
 
    He felt the world turn to watch him pass, as it never had when he was taller, stronger, more-masculine.  
 
    He felt the music seem to thrum under his female skin, like he could feel it in everything from his fingertips to the curls of his hair.  
 
    And he felt the night sweeping him on, towards his destiny, towards his date. 
 
    I wonder who he is… he thought, vaguely, as the crowd moved and swirled around him, without ever bumping into him, I hope he’s cute… 
 
    He let out a light little laugh. He hadn’t realized how liberating it would be, to think of guys like that. To not have to pretend his feelings for men weren’t there, to not have to squash the thoughts down because they were wrong for a guy to have. 
 
    He wasn’t a guy anymore. He was a girl. And girls liked boys. Which meant he did, too.  
 
    I hope he’s handsome… now the taboo had been broken, it was like all these thoughts came rushing out, like he was being intoxicated by them, I hope he’s strong and has these really great shoulders, and I hope he’s got a nice, big cock, and when he kisses me I can feel it pressing against me… 
 
    He almost felt delirious now. Like his transformation was making him drunk. Like he was getting high off the freedom he was feeling. 
 
    The freedom of finally being the girl he’d always secretly wanted to be.  
 
    A bright grin split his supermodel features. He laughed out loud, a soft, feminine sound that made a few passing students look quizzically at him. 
 
    “He’s here somewhere,” he whispered under his breath, “I know it…” 
 
    He hoped Gloria had picked someone suitable. Someone he’d like. Heck, maybe she’d even magicked a whole new date for him, out of thin air. That wouldn’t be too hard for someone who could… who could… 
 
    And then the crowd parted one more time, and Jonah realized he’d reached his destination.  
 
    The boy before him was tall, nearly a foot taller than his petite new body was. He had broad shoulders, thick biceps, and a powerful chest, hidden away inside a Disney-style Prince Charming costume. 
 
    His eyes were blue like ice. A mop of blond hair fell over his forehead, as wholesome and as delicious as everything else about him. A fake sword hung at his side, its tip pointed and ready. 
 
    He smiled when he saw pretty little Jonah, smiled in a way that made his square-jawed face light up, and made the breath catch in Jonah’s throat. 
 
    She didn’t… he thought, breathlessly, hardly able to believe his luck, she couldn’t… no, there’s no WAY…! 
 
    And then the boy was reaching out, slipping one strong hand around Jonah’s tight waist. Pulling the uncomplaining girl towards him, pulling her deeper into his eyes… 
 
    At the last second, Jonah realized what was about to happen. He felt his head automatically tilt back, felt his eyes close, felt his long hair tumble down his back. 
 
    And then they were kissing.  
 
    The strong boy kissed him hard on the lips, his masculine form pressed up against Jonah’s weak, female body. Holding him. Possessing him. 
 
    Jonah’s slender legs felt like water. He could feel his nipples hardening in his new bra until they felt like bullets. Something warm stirred in his crotch, making him dizzy all over again. 
 
    Oh God… he managed to think, don’t ever let this moment end… 
 
    And then the boy’s grip relaxed, Jonah felt him pulling away, and he gently opened his eyes, smiled up into the handsome and oh-so-familiar face above him. 
 
    “Jesus, Jojo,” murmured Brian, “about time. I’ve been waiting years.” 
 
    His choice of words to exaggerate with made Jonah feel like laughing. He managed to hold it in. He reached up, took Brian’s cheeks in his tiny hands, leaned forward and kissed him again. 
 
    “Me too,” he whispered after they’d finished.  
 
    And he really meant it.  
 
    Brian smiled down at him. The two were so close their noses were touching, their lips nearly resting against one another’s. Clasped against Brian’s strong chest, his best friend’s big arms wrapped around his waist, Jonah felt so small, and so protected, and so… so… 
 
    So right. 
 
    “You look beautiful,” Brian murmured, his hands gently clasping Jonah’s hips. His voice alone was enough to make the transformed boy shiver. 
 
    “You don’t look so bad yourself,” he heard himself whisper back in Johanna’s soft, seductive voice. 
 
    Brian grinned, then stepped back. His hands slipped from Jonah’s sides, leaving him faintly dizzy, faintly sad, his female body craving Brian’s strong, masculine touch again. 
 
    At least I don’t have to lie about that any more… 
 
    Brian reached out. Took one of Jonah’s dainty hands in his big, strong ones. To Jonah, it looked like the strong boy’s hand had swallowed his tiny, girly one up.  
 
    “So,” Brian gave a tiny smile. “How about a dance?” 
 
    Jonah felt like laughing out loud. Like punching the air. Instead he smiled right back, a flirty smile that looked so unutterably perfect on his female face. 
 
    “I thought you’d never ask,” he purred.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    IV 
 
    Later. The lights were low, the band onstage playing a mellow number. Jonah rested his head on his best friend’s shoulder, a faint smile on his face as they moved in time with the couples around them. 
 
    There was no doubt about it. Even forgetting his magical transformation, it had been a night to remember.  
 
    After meeting with Brian, they’d both fallen straight into their roles of boy and girl, out on a date and having the time of their lives.  
 
    They’d danced together to the louder, faster stuff the band played at the beginning of the night, Jonah letting his body curve sensuously, throwing his hair back, feeling for all the world like the music was moving through his feet. 
 
    He’d always been an awkward dancer as a boy, preferring instead to hover on the sidelines, pretending he didn’t see what the big deal was anyway.  
 
    As a girl, though… As a girl, it had been like his inhibitions had been swept away. Like his entire body was moving at the mercy of the music, curving in a way that Jonah instinctively knew was wild, exciting and sexy, all at once. 
 
    At one point, as the band hit the climax of a fast, dance-y number, Brian had swung him round, inviting Jonah into a little pirouette that made the hem of his skirt fan up and out and made him feel both giddy and embarrassed, then grabbed his girly body and leaned him right back, lifting him off his feet for a second and making him feel like he was falling through space. 
 
    As he fell, he’d heard someone let out a high-pitched, girly shriek. It had taken him a moment to realize the sound had come from his mouth, and that he was now giggling, a beautiful grin plastered across his beautiful face, his mind dizzy with excitement, with lust, with pure happiness at being alive. 
 
    Oh God… he remembered thinking, as Brian hauled him back to his feet and pulled his tiny body closer to this strong one, an equally-goofy grin on his handsome face, this is everything I’ve ever wanted. The life I was born to live… 
 
    And then he’d briefly felt embarrassed at having such dorky thoughts, before the band started up again and he lost himself in the music once again. 
 
    At one point, he’d left for the bathroom, promising Brian, with a quick kiss on his lips, that he’d be back as soon as possible.  
 
    He’d staggered across the dancefloor on his high heels, amazed that his new body knew instinctively how to dance in them (even if his feet did hurt like hell now, but it was totally worth it), lost in his own little, happy, world.  
 
    He’d drifted into the corridor, wandered happily past the line of girls waiting for the restroom, pushed open the door, crossed to the urinals… 
 
    …and only then had he realized what a dumbass mistake he’d made. 
 
    “Oh, shit…” 
 
    He’d let out a nervous giggle, suddenly all too aware of what being turned into a girl meant in a practical sense. Peeing sitting down. Standing in line for fucking ages to use the restroom. 
 
    “At least I’m not gonna experience periods,” he’d muttered to himself, turning to go, wondering how he was gonna deal with the line of girls who’d just seen him brazenly walk into the dude’s bathroom… 
 
    And then he’d seen who was standing in the doorway, and his blood had run cold.  
 
    There, their backs pressed against the door, identical looks of surprise and amusement on their square-jawed faces, had been Stuart and Dougie.  
 
    Oh fuck… 
 
    In all his time at school, Jonah had never had a single good encounter with the two jocks. They were always throwing shit at him in class, shoving him into the lockers and laughing loudly, yelling Queer! at him, threatening to beat his ass… 
 
    He’d suddenly become aware that his mouth was dry. Stuart and Dougie were bad enough when you were a guy. 
 
    When you were a small, pretty girl who was standing like a dumbass in the wrong restroom, there was no telling what they’d do. 
 
    It’s cool, he remembered thinking, you’ve got your new powers remember? If they start something, just order them to, like, fuck each other’s assholes or something… 
 
    But he’d still been scared, looking up at the two bullies who now towered over him. The two bullies, who’d been looking his petite body up and down with undisguised hunger, their eyes tracing the length of his legs, the curve of his hips, the swell of his breasts.  
 
    Then, suddenly, Dougie had looked him right in the eye and smiled. 
 
    “Wrong room, huh? Classic mistake. Stu did the same last spring break. Miami, remember?” 
 
    Beside him, Stuart had nodded, laughing at the memory.  
 
    “Oh man… Whole crowd of chicks, yelling at him to get out. And Stu’s just so baked…” 
 
    “Thought I’d gone into a house party by mistake,” Stu had chimed in, “kept asking where the toilet was. No clue why all these chicks are screaming at me.” 
 
    “Dude, it was so funny!” Still laughing, Dougie had turned back to little Jonah, “Stu’s a total asshole, but whatever, yeah? Easy mistake after a few beers.” 
 
    Then he’d stood back, pushed the door open with one big, strong hand, and held it open for Jonah. 
 
    “Guess you’d better run before anyone else comes in.” 
 
    For a full five seconds, Jonah had stood there, blinking like a dumbass, waiting for the punchline, waiting for the moment when these two jock assholes tried to hurt or humiliate him. 
 
    And then it had slowly dawned on him. Stuart and Dougie weren’t pretending to be nice.  
 
    They were actually, for real, trying to be cool to him.  
 
    With the two jocks still grinning at him, Jonah had forced up an embarrassed giggle. He’d smiled, fluttered his eyelashes at his former enemies. 
 
    “Oops. You got me. Had some champagne on the way over…” he’d unconsciously run one hand through his long blonde hair, tossing it back over his shoulders. “Well, whatever. Uh… thanks.” 
 
    And, with that, he’d stepped through the door Dougie was holding open for him, his head bowed, his high heels clacking off the tiled floor, his perky little breasts wobbling slightly in his bra.  
 
    Thank fuck I’ve only got this tiny cleavage… the thought of having Dougie stare down at his boobs as he passed had been all sorts of uncomfortable. 
 
    “Hey. You’re with Brian, right?” Dougie had suddenly said. 
 
    Jonah had stopped walking, a feeling of defensiveness rising up in him. He’d nodded guardedly, unsure where this was going. 
 
    “Dougie,” Dougie had smiled, indicating himself. “And Stu. You?” 
 
    “Jona… uh, Johanna.” Jonah hastily corrected himself. 
 
    “Johanna,” Dougie had rolled the name round his tongue, as if tasting it. “Hey, that’s a great old lady name, my grandmother’s called Johanna.” 
 
    Inside himself, Jonah had felt his jaw drop.  
 
    Really? Negging? Didn’t that die out like five years ago? 
 
    To his surprise, though, he’d outwardly responded with a small laugh.  
 
    “Great. Well, Dougie would make an awesome name for a 3rd grader.” 
 
    He’d almost wanted to snap his hands over his lips and curse himself. He couldn’t pick a fight! Not now… not with two guys big enough to-to rape him if they wanted to! 
 
    But Dougie had just grinned right back at him. Something about his smile, something about the closeness of his muscular body had sparked off some weird signals in Jonah’s new girl-brain. 
 
    Hey, he’d found himself thinking, Dougie’s actually kinda cute… 
 
    He’d shaken the thought away. He did not want to be attracted to Dougie! 
 
    “Well, Johanna, maybe see you around.”  
 
    Then he’d dropped pretty little Jonah a wink, and closed the door. 
 
    For a moment, Jonah had simply stood there, dumbstruck. Had Dougie been flirting with him? 
 
    “Damn, that chick was so drunk…” he’d faintly heard Stu saying through the door. 
 
    “Dude, who cares? She was fine…” 
 
    He’d briefly wondered if he should go back in there, while he still had his powers, and unleash some sort of revenge on the two jock assholes from inside his new body. 
 
    But the female part of his brain had kinda enjoyed Dougie’s lame attempts at flirting. Had kinda liked the way both boys were so obviously attracted to him. 
 
    C’mon girl, a soft, female voice had whispered in his mind, let it be. It’s Jonah who has a problem with them, not us. 
 
    But I am Jonah, he’d protested. Yet he’d still walked slowly away from the guys’ restroom and joined the line at the girls’, unable to stop himself from replaying over and over his encounter with the big, strong jock.  
 
    Christ, Brian’s gonna think you’ve climbed out the window… 
 
    After that, the rest of the evening had passed in a blur. 
 
    He remembered posing with Brian for their official photo, a big, cheesy smile on his face, knowing without even looking that the two of them looked like the most wholesome, attractive and beautiful couple in the world.  
 
    He remembered the two of them, laughing their heads off as they joked to each other about this and that and everything, and the way he’d gently touched the shaft of Brian’s sword and wondered in the back of his mind if someone had spiked the punch, or if this was all just the magic. 
 
    He even remembered bumping into his sister, almost literally, and being surprised to suddenly find himself looking into her face.  
 
    That had been a weird one. He’d automatically opened his mouth the moment he saw her. 
 
    “Em! Where the hell have you been?! Did you see earlier, me and Brian were… were…” 
 
    And then he’d clocked his sister’s expression and realized he’d been a dumbass for the second time that evening. 
 
    Oh shit. Of course. She doesn’t recognize me… 
 
    Emily had been looking at him strangely, as if she couldn’t quite recall whether she knew him or not. 
 
    “Jo… Johanna, right?” His sister had said at last, speaking slowly. “From… from my brother’s class.” 
 
    Jonah had blinked at that. Then he’d quickly forced up a smile. 
 
    The magic, it must be the magic… 
 
    “Yeah!” He’d smiled brightly, a little too brightly. “Call me Jojo… heyyy, I love your dress! Oh God, I could never pull that off!” 
 
    He’d been surprised at the girl talk naturally flowing from his lips, and for the briefest second, Emily had looked surprised too. Then she’d visibly given herself a little shake, looked down at her dress, and the spell had been broken. 
 
    “Hey, thanks. I was worried it was gonna be a bit too girly, y’know? All this Disney stuff…” 
 
    She’d looked back up at Jonah, focused on his hair.  
 
    “Wow, your hair is so friggin’ sweet. Like, where’d you get that done?” 
 
    “I know this woman,” Jonah had heard himself say, mentally picturing Gloria, “she’s kinda a miracle worker.” 
 
    “Well, I have to get her number off you.”  
 
    His sister had suddenly frowned, like she couldn’t quite recall why she was talking to him.  
 
    “Anyway, I’d better get back to Pablo. Have fun with Bri… hold up. I thought Brian didn’t have a date?” 
 
    “He didn’t,” Jonah had given a nervous, high-pitched giggle. “We just sorta… hooked up, I guess?” 
 
    Emily had frowned deeply at that, then her eyes had gone a little blank, and suddenly she’d been shaking her head again. 
 
    “OK, cool. Sounds fun. Catch ya later, Jojo.” 
 
    And then she’d been off, vanishing through the crowd, leaving Jonah both a little breathless and a little confused.  
 
    It had been weird, sharing girl talk with his twin. Even weirder, speaking to her while she didn’t recognize him. With a flash, he’d realized that he’d got to sample what Emily was like with strangers, what she was like around other girls, like he’d just had a secret peek into a part of her he’d never have glimpsed otherwise. 
 
    Not sure if that’s a good or a bad thing… Still, at least she didn’t seem jealous I’m prettier than her… 
 
    The thought had made him grin as he made his way back across the dance floor toward Brian. If Emily had known her brother was now the cutest girl at school, she’d have shit a brick.  
 
    But all these little moments were long ago now, lost inside the general joy and excitement of the evening; his joy and excitement at being a girl here, now, alive, and with a handsome stud of a boy cradling him in his arms.  
 
    The band reached the end of their slow number with a tiny flourish. A ripple of applause moved through the crowd. Brian went to clap, too, then stopped when Jonah stiffened in his arms.  
 
    Jonah didn’t want his man to let go of him even for a second.  
 
    On stage, the front man waved in acknowledgement of the applause. He signaled for silence. A spotlight fell on him. 
 
    In Brian’s arms, Jonah let out an exasperated little sigh. Time was ticking away and he wanted to dance, damnit.  
 
    (Already, he’d been able to feel Brian’s cock, getting slowly bigger and harder in his pants, pressing against his flat stomach. It should’ve been disgusting, but knowing he was making Brian aroused, just by dancing in his arms, was making him feel all hot and tingly in turn). 
 
    The guy on stage grabbed a microphone, slicked back his mop of sweat-streaked dark hair. Jonah vaguely recognized him as someone who had been at their school two or three years before. 
 
    “Hey down there!” He squinted through dark glasses. “Y’all having fun?” 
 
    There were a few, half-hearted murmurs. Jonah closed his eyes and buried his face in Brian’s shoulder, drinking in the faint tang of his best friend’s sour, masculine sweat. 
 
    For some reason, his new body no longer found the odor gross. Instead, it seemed to have a faintly hypnotic effect on him, making him feel all warm and content, and making a faint warmth start to stir in his crotch.  
 
    “Right, it’s coming toward that time again, the time we’ve all been waiting for.” The guy gave a grin. “Time to announce the Prom King and Queen!” 
 
    There were some whoops, some polite applause, a handful of groans. Jonah craned his neck, looking over the crowd. There was at least a sporting chance it would be Emily and Pablo. 
 
    “Now, the votes have been tallied,” the singer’s amplified voice drifted over the quiet hall, echoing and unreal. “And we’ve come up with a clear winner. So, Prince Charmings and Cinderellas, I want y’all to put your hands together, and make some noise for… for… for…” 
 
    People glanced at one another as he trailed off, wondering what was going on. Brian gave a little snort in Jonah’s ear. 
 
    “Dumbass has forgotten already.” 
 
    But Jonah wasn’t so sure. There was something about the guy’s face. The way his arm trembled, half-held out, as though it was trying to point at someone but wasn’t able to. Something about his expression, the way it seemed so suddenly blank… 
 
    A lightbulb flicked on above Jonah’s pretty little head.  
 
    Wait… Oh god, has Gloria…? 
 
    It was as far as he got. 
 
    The singer suddenly snapped to attention, swung his arm across the hall to point at them. His face went completely blank as he opened his mouth wide and yelled: 
 
    “Johanna and Brian, your new prom queen and king!” 
 
    There was a pause, a silence so loud it almost hurt Jonah’s ears… 
 
    …and then everyone was applauding wildly, whooping and clapping Brian on the back, grinning at Jonah as the spotlight fell on them and the couple smiled in dazed wonder. 
 
    Most of the applause was genuine, but Jonah thought he could make out a few blank faces in the crowd, clapping away like they were puppets being controlled by some remote puppeteer. He was relieved to see Emily wasn’t among them.  
 
    “Would our royal couple like to come to the stage, please?” 
 
    It was like being in a dream. The crowd parted before them, still applauding, looking so happy for them. Jonah walked by them, the spotlight shining on his perfect features, one arm clasped round Brian’s big, strong forearms, beaming with joy as the evening reached its climax. 
 
    It was a dream he knew he’d had before. When he was young, a shy boy who secretly looked at the dresses his sister got to wear and felt himself get mean with envy. A boy who had always wished he would grow up to be a princess, or an actress, or… 
 
    A prom queen. 
 
    Still giving his dazzling, supermodel smile, Jonah stepped onto the stage. Like a perfect gentleman, Brian held his hand, helped him up, before joining onstage behind him. 
 
    Dimly, Jonah was aware of the raw, masculine power he could feel through Brian’s fingers. The power he had to crush Jonah’s little hands if he wanted to, to hurt him and break him and make him squeal and cry. 
 
    A power he would never use. But that didn’t stop Jonah from thinking how hot it was to be at the mercy of – and to be protected by – such a powerful man.  
 
    “Congratulations,” the band’s front man beamed at them. This close, Jonah could see he was starting to go bald.  
 
    Poor guy. I’d never look twice at a bald dude… 
 
    Then he remembered his dad’s genes meant his male-body would almost certainly go bald at some point, and instantly regretted thinking it.  
 
    Two people came up behind them, slipped a crown over his and Brian’s heads. Out the corner of his eye, Jonah could see the crown didn’t quite fit over Brian’s oversized head, making him look adorably dorky.  
 
    The applause below died away. Thousands of eyes were fixed on the two of them. A microphone appeared, was placed in Jonah’s hands. It felt oddly big, heavier than it would’ve done in his guy body.  
 
    “Go ahead,” the front man whispered, “make a speech.”  
 
    Speech? Oh, shit… 
 
    He hadn’t prepared anything! He hadn’t even been expecting to be here! He looked at Brian, a flicker of panic in his eyes… 
 
    …then watched in wonder as Brian gently took the microphone from his hands and held it to his lips.  
 
    “Uh, gee…” he started, then frowned at the mike. The front man leaned forward, whispered something. Brian nodded and flicked a tiny switch.  
 
    “Uh, gee,” he repeated, his deep voice now echoing round the auditorium. “I didn’t really expect this.” 
 
    There was polite laughter from the crowd. All eyes were on Brian now.  
 
    “No, seriously,” the handsome jock went on. To his surprise, Jonah saw he was visibly nervous. 
 
    That big lug… he found himself thinking with a smile, so big and strong, and he’s scared of making a little speech… 
 
    Outwardly, his smile got bigger, goofier. He reached out and grasped Brian’s spare hand in his own, squeezing it as tightly as he could. Brian squeezed right back.  
 
    “I mean, I don’t have a speech or anything. I-I don’t even remember entering my name for…for…” His eyes momentarily went blank, then he was smiling again. “But I’m so stoked to be here, with all of you.” 
 
    A few scatters of applause in the crowd.  
 
    “But most of all, I’m pleased to be here with Johanna.”  
 
    Brian turned to him, the spotlight swung over, Jonah felt his heart skip a beat. 
 
    “OK, this’ll sound dorky…” Brian smiled uncertainly at the crowd, “but don’t, y’know, don’t start laughing or anything yet, coz this is important and I don’t wanna screw it up.” 
 
    A few jeers, some encouraging applause. But mostly silence, waiting for Brian to go on. 
 
    “OK, here goes.” He turned back to Jonah, the spotlight’s harsh light catching in his golden hair. “Ever since… ever since I was a kid, I always dreamed of doing something like this. I don’t mean getting crowned homecoming king, though that is kinda cool…”  
 
    He coughed. Jonah waited, unaware he was holding his breath. 
 
    “I mean, standing up here with a girl as, y’know… As-as beautiful as Jojo.” His eyes flickered nervously to the crowd, but no-one laughed. “I… I always wanted to be able to say I had a girl like you, Johanna. A girl who is just so pretty, so smart, so funny, so goddamn…” 
 
    He cleared his throat. 
 
    “You’re the coolest girl I’ve ever met. The only girl who ever made me want to spend the rest of my life with her. You’re sexy, you’re cool, you’re just perfect. Jojo…” 
 
    A pause. Then his face wrinkled into a handsome smile. 
 
    “I’m so happy you’re my prom queen.” 
 
    There was breathless silence. And then the hall erupted into cheers.  
 
    His mind whirling, Jonah stepped forward. Took Brian’s face in his hands, and kissed him for all he was worth. He kissed him and kissed him and kissed him, unaware he was whispering I love you, over and over again. I love you so much. 
 
    He didn’t know how Gloria had done it. Didn’t know how she’d changed history so he and Brian had known each other as girl and boy for years, and he didn’t care. 
 
    His fairy godmother had promised him one single, perfect night as a girl.  
 
    And this moment was as perfect as you could possibly get.  
 
    At long, long last, Brian pulled away from him. Gave him a dazed smile. The front man gently took the mike from Brian’s big, meaty hand, turned back to the crowd, raised it to his lips.  
 
    “See? We’ve got everything here tonight. Romance, beauty, cheesy speeches, you name it!” 
 
    Brian smiled bashfully, raising one hand in acknowledgement.  
 
    “But it’s not just a prom, is it? It’s a celebration of your year, of your going out into the big, scary world and giving it hell.” 
 
    Jonah giggled a little at the guy’s words, raising his slender fingers to his pouty lips. Brian rolled his eyes. 
 
    “So. How about we get this party started?!” 
 
    The hall erupted into noise. As people applauded, as the spotlight swung, as the band started playing again, Brian suddenly leaned forward, leaned right in until his lips were almost brushing Jonah’s ear, and the transformed boy could feel his breath on his cheeks. 
 
    “I’ve got a better idea, your highness,” Brian’s voice was just about audible over the din.  
 
    “Oh yeah?” Jonah whispered back, enjoying the softness of his voice, luxuriating in how wonderfully feminine he felt right now. “What’s that?” 
 
    In response, Brian gave a small, cocky smile. His voice dropped even lower, until it could barely be heard at all. 
 
    “How about you and I take this party outside?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    V 
 
    It was cool in the back of the car. The windows were open a crack, a gentle breeze swept in as Tracey obediently drove the two of them round the outskirts of the town, her eyes fixed dead ahead, ignoring what was happening in the back like the perfect servant.  
 
    The night air caressed Jonah’s bare skin, making the invisible downy hairs across his arms rise up. Making his nipples go painfully hard, but Jonah barely noticed. 
 
    He was too busy losing himself in this endless moment to care.  
 
    “Oh God, Brian…” 
 
    He was sat across Brian’s lap, facing him, his slender legs spread wide apart. His little black dress lay crumpled on the floor behind him. His fancy bra and lacy panties had been discarded, cast onto the sides of the soft leather couch.  
 
    Only his high heels and bracelet still remained, clasped to his feet, dangling from his wrist as Brian delicately kissed his chest, causing Jonah to throw back his head and moan. 
 
    “Ahh… Brian… ahh!” 
 
    The car made a slow turn, its center of gravity shifting under them. Jonah felt his body slide rightwards, kept from falling by his arms round Brian’s neck, by his best friend’s strong hands, clasping his hips. He looked deep into the hunky jock’s eyes and let out a helpless little whimper.  
 
    I can’t believe this is really happening… 
 
    Brian’s eyes were soft, unfocused, his blue irises hazy with desire. He gently bucked his hips, sliding his cock deeper into Jonah, further into his wet and dripping pussy, deep into his womb.  
 
    He was still fully-dressed. Still wearing his absurd Prince Charming outfit. Only now it was torn open at the front, his muscular pecs and six pack on display, glistening with sweat. Its fly unbuttoned and opened so he could penetrate poor little Jonah, the fabric of his pants gently rubbing against the transformed boy’s naked thighs.  
 
    Jonah didn’t know for sure why things had happened this way. The foreplay, the buildup, had been lost in a fog of desire. They’d been talking, and then they’d been kissing, and then they’d been fucking.  
 
    And now all he knew was that there was something indescribably hot about the way he was naked while Brian was (mostly) clothed. Something sexy about his own vulnerability, about Brian’s empowered position. 
 
    But mainly, he just concentrated on the feeling of pleasure flowing through his tiny new body. 
 
    “Jojo…” 
 
    Brian’s lips were drifting over his breasts, planting little kisses here, little kisses there, brushing so gently against his skin, like the wings of some rare butterfly. Each touch sent little jolts through Jonah’s female body, tiny shockwaves that made the air escape his lungs in high-pitched gasps or helpless moans.  
 
    It was like he couldn’t stop his female form from making noises, even if he wanted to. Stopping these strange little gasps and moans would be like holding back a flood, like denying his body the full experience of pleasure. 
 
    No, best to just let them come, to throw back his head, his blonde locks tickling his bare shoulders as he whimpered out loud. 
 
    At least Brian will know what a good job he’s doing… oh fuck, I can’t believe how good this feels… 
 
    Brian’s hands held his hips, their grip like iron. Allowing him to gently buck, guiding his movements, guiding Brian’s dick deep inside him. His clit rubbed slowly up against the tiny tuft of hair coiled above Brian’s crotch, the sensation causing waves of pleasure to unfurl across Jonah’s abdomen.  
 
    As they fucked, Brian let his tongue flick across Jonah’s hard, pointed nipples. Teasing him, making him feel like he was going crazy. He sucked his nipples, sent his tongue swirling round their pink areole, kissed his tits, all while his fat cock pumped deeper and deeper inside his bestie, filling his hole, making him go dizzy with desire. 
 
    In all the years Jonah had fantasized about Brian, all those times he’d helplessly masturbated while imaging what it would be like to fuck his friend, he’d never dared imagine it could be as good as this.  
 
    It was like he was drifting free of the world. Floating in his own warm cocoon. Like there was nothing left but Brian’s tongue, and his tits, and Brian’s dick, and his pussy and the neverending pleasure coursing through him. 
 
    Christ, why did no-one ever tell me being a girl was this good…? 
 
    The car shifted under him again as Tracey changed gear. He could feel her speed up, the acceleration forcing him closer to Brian, until their glistening bodies were pressed together, Brian’s face buried between his tits.  
 
    Is she doing this on purpose…? Jonah wondered.  
 
    He wouldn’t put it past Gloria to reprogram Tracey so her driving was very conducive to sex. 
 
    They were fucking faster now, Brian bucking his hips, making Jonah bounce up and down on his cock so hard he could feel his boobs jiggling. He subconsciously reached out, grasped the back of Brian’s head, running his fingers through his lover’s short hair.  
 
    “Play with my ass…” he heard himself whisper in his girly voice, “oh God, Brian, play with my ass…” 
 
    Brian didn’t respond, too busy kissing Jonah all up his chest, across his clavicle, up the side of his neck to talk. But his hands obediently dropped from Jonah’s hips, clasped hold of his pert backside and began to squeeze and knead the cheeks, his fingernails digging into Jonah’s flesh, painful, exciting, wonderful. 
 
    Oh fuck, that feels good… 
 
    As a boy, Jonah had never put much thought into his ass as an erogenous zone, any more than he had his chest or nipples. It was all about his crotch, as he suspected was the case with most guys.  
 
    As a girl, though… as a girl, it was like his whole body had been hardwired for endless pleasure. And it would be crazy of him not to take advantage of it. 
 
    He was just thinking these thoughts, kissing Brian’s forehead, his eyes, his nose, when there was a crack and pain shot through him.  
 
    “OW! Hey…!” 
 
    It took him a second to figure what had happened. He pulled back and looked at Brian in shock. 
 
    “Did you just spank me?!” 
 
    “So what if I did?” Brian grinned, his voice barely a murmur. Before Jonah could reply he raised his hand again and brought it slapping down against his bestie’s ass.  
 
    “AHH!” Jonah had meant to make an annoyed noise, but it came out more like a gasp of helpless pleasure. “Brian, baby, please don’t…” 
 
    But it was too late.  
 
    With deliberate movements, Brian spanked Jonah’s pert little ass once, twice, three more times. Each time, Jonah’s female boy let out an AHHH! Each time the initial sting seemed to trigger something deep and elemental in his brain, each time the faint warmth it left behind made the pleasure running through his veins seem sharper, like it was pushing him towards climax.  
 
    “Oh baby…” Jonah heard himself whimpering over and over again, “oh baby…!” 
 
    He bucked his hips harder against Brian’s, suddenly feeling like he was no longer in control of his actions.  
 
    All he knew is that he needed to come. Needed Brian to squirt inside him and fill his womb with his sperm, before he went completely mad.  
 
    The car slowed sharply. Jonah felt his body lean back. Brian’s strong arms caught him, held him there, looking up helplessly into his handsome face as this strong man fucked him, used him mercilessly.  
 
    With a tiny whimper, Jonah held up one dainty hand, rested it against Brian’s strong chest, let it run down to his abs. Felt his raw power coursing through his fingertips, his masculinity.  
 
    The touch alone was enough to make Jonah feel dizzy. Combined with the pulse of Brian’s cock, pumping deep inside him, it was like he was teetering on the edge of some impossible precipice.  
 
    Suddenly, Tracey hit the brakes. There was a faint screech of rubber, and then Jonah was falling through the air, a moment of shock obliterating his brain… 
 
    NO! I’ll hurt myself! 
 
    …and then he landed with a flump on the soft carpet of the limo floor, Brian on top of him, his bulky, sportsman’s frame squashing poor little Jonah’s body, pinning him in place.  
 
    Breathlessly, he spread his legs. Felt Brian pick up speed, thrusting into him harder and faster, even as he kept kissing Jonah’s neck, making him writhe and tingle beneath him.  
 
    Dimly, Jonah could hear himself squealing, begging his man to fuck me! Fuck me harder! Oh God, Brian, FUCK MEEEE! 
 
    And then a switch flipped in his brain, and suddenly he was coming and could think no more. 
 
    Jonah came with the force of a thousand suns, screaming at the intense waves of pleasure washing over him, making his body go stiff and then suddenly limp as he drifted away on a cloud of pink fire.  
 
    This was nothing like coming as a guy. Nothing like the split-second squirt and release. 
 
    This was like his whole body was coming and would never, ever stop. 
 
    But stop it did. Finally, after what felt like an eternity of pleasure so strong it made him sob, Jonah felt himself floating back down to Earth.  
 
    He vaguely became aware again of the car rocking around him, of the black dress scrunched up beneath his shoulders, of the strong man on top of him, still ramming his cock into Jonah’s tight pussy. 
 
    With a feeling of amazement, Jonah realized he was still having sex, his body still responding even after coming. The thought that Brian could conceivably keep him here now, forcing him to come again and again and again until midnight was enough to make him shiver. 
 
    In the end, though, it was quickly over. Jonah’s orgasm had only just receded, leaving him floating in a state of warm bliss, when Brian suddenly gave a low grunt and went stiff. 
 
    Jonah threw his arms around his bestie’s broad shoulders, clutched this strong man tight against him, closed his eyes… 
 
    …and then waves and waves of white hot come were flooding his pussy, squirting into his womb, making him smile and sigh with happiness. 
 
    The two lovers lay there like that, Jonah gently bucking his hips until he was sure the last drop of Brian’s sperm was inside him. Then he gently relaxed his grip. Brian untensed, and then the two best friends were lying on the floor of the limo in a tangle of limbs, a goofy grin on each of their faces. 
 
    “Now that…” murmured Brian. 
 
    “Was awesome,” breathed Jonah.  
 
    He squeezed his pussy around his friend’s big dick, clenching his legs slightly, admiring the sheer size and girth of Brian’s penis, not wanting to let him out, wanting him to fill this hole between his legs forever. 
 
    Was Brian’s cock always this big, or is it the magic…? 
 
    With a little giggle, Jonah decided he didn’t care anymore. He looked up into Brian’s dazed eyes, reached up and ran a hand through his damp hair, amazed at how sweaty they’d both become, amazed at the sheen of oil glistening on both their bodies.  
 
    He let one hand drop down, play idly with Brian’s loose bowtie.  
 
    “You know…” Jonah heard himself murmur, enjoying the seductive quality of his girly voice, “it’s still early. And you make such a good Prince Charming…” 
 
    A smile creased Brian’s face. Simultaneously cocky and sweet. 
 
    “It’s the sword, right? Admit it.” 
 
    Jonah giggled. He glanced down quickly. 
 
    “Something like that. Anyway,” he continued, gently winding Brian’s bowtie round one fingertip, “I was thinking. It’s not midnight for another hour or so.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So, maybe Prince Charming would like to seduce his princess again?” 
 
    He bit his lower lip, looked up at Brian with his head slightly bowed, his long eyelashes fluttering. Brian let out a long sigh. 
 
    “Well, I guess if I have to…” 
 
    “You do. And this time,” Jonah said, firmly, “you’re gonna let me suck your cock for a bit first. Deal?” 
 
    Brian nodded, a look of wonder on his adorable face. 
 
    Oh my God! Men are so easy… 
 
    Jonah giggled to himself, unable to believe he was about to put a guy’s dick in his mouth and enjoy it. He arched his back, looked up at the screen separating them from Tracey, upside down in his field of vision.  
 
    “Driver?” He called. “Start forward again. And keep doing what you’re doing, yeah? It’s perfect.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” Tracey’s voice came through the speaker, she sounded pleased with herself. “Right away, ma’am.” 
 
    As the car shuddered forwards again, Brian frowned. 
 
    “Say, wasn’t that…?” 
 
    Then his face went blank again. Jonah waited patiently, smiling to himself. Brian’s face cleared, he shook his head. Grinned down at helpless little Jonah.  
 
    “Whatever, can’t remember what I was gonna say. Now.” His voice suddenly became low, commanding. “How about that blowjob for your handsome prince?” 
 
    Beneath him, Jonah laughed, a big smile on his pretty face. 
 
    “I thought you’d never ask.” 
 
    * 
 
    Later still. Jonah lay with his head on Brian’s shoulder, one finger lazily twining through the strong jock’s wiry chest hair, a sleepy smile on his supermodel face.  
 
    It had been an incredible night. Everything he’d ever dreamed of and more. Over the last few hours, he’d let Brian fuck him as he’d always wanted to be fucked; as a weak and helpless girl, trapped at the mercy of a big strong man. 
 
    But not just any strong man. A man he loved.  
 
    A man that, he was starting to realize now, maybe he’d always loved.  
 
    “You asleep?” Brian’s voice was low, seeming to caress Jonah’s body. He smiled, raised his head a little. 
 
    “Just thinking.” 
 
    “Huh. About?” 
 
    “About what an awesome night I’m having,” in anyone else’s voice, Jonah’s words might have sounded insincere, but in his soft girl-tones they sounded anything but. “About what an awesome date I’m on…” 
 
    He grinned, reached down, let his slender fingers close around Brian’s thick shaft. 
 
    “About what an awesome cock he’s got.” 
 
    Brian shook his head. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing. It’s just…” the jock stirred a little, “I don’t think I’ve ever met a girl as, uh, forward as you, Jojo.” 
 
    Jonah shrugged his narrow shoulders, trying to hide his smile. There was something to be said for having both a girl’s body and a boy’s mind. 
 
    “I just can’t see the point in waiting around,” he lied. “Pretending to be all shy and coy. I mean, like, why hang back when you’ve got a big hunk of a man, with some seriously awesome shoulders…” 
 
    They were kissing again, for perhaps the billionth time that night. This time, Jonah had his arms looped over Brian’s broad shoulders, the sheer size of them making him dizzy. 
 
    As a guy, he’d never really thought of shoulders as attractive before. His fantasies of Brian had always involved his bestie’s biceps or pecs or cock.  
 
    Now he was a girl, though, it was like a secret door had been opened. One revealing a treasure trove of hidden delights and secrets of male beauty he’d never even considered before. Brian’s shoulders, his sturdy forearms, the cocky swagger with which he walked, all of it was like catnip for his transformed brain. 
 
    “I wish we could just lie here, like, forever,” Jonah sighed, leaning back slightly, looking deep into his friend’s ice blue eyes. 
 
    Brian gave him a roguish grin. 
 
    “Why can’t we?” He started kissing Jonah’s long neck. “Why can’t we just stay here till the end of the summer… maybe the end of the world…” 
 
    “We just can’t,” Jonah whispered back, holding the boy close against him, “I have to be back by midnight.” 
 
    “In case you turn into a pumpkin?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Nothing… hey! Don’t look at me like I’m a weirdo. It’s just… midnight, y’know? Sounds like a fairytale.” 
 
    “Maybe it is.” 
 
    “Maybe. I mean, no girl could look this hot in real life…” 
 
    Jonah laughed in disbelief. “That was so cheesy!”  
 
    He swatted Brian’s shoulder, but secretly he was pleased at the boy’s words.  
 
    “Ow! Heyyy…” Brian rubbed his shoulder, acting up how much it had hurt. Jonah knew for a fact that his new body could punch this big lug as hard as possible and barely bruise him. 
 
    “Don’t be a pussy… Oh, fine. Come here.” Jonah started delicately kissing Brian’s shoulder. “Better?” 
 
    “A bit. Hey… my, uh, my cock hurts a bit too…” 
 
    “You’re such a penis.”  
 
    Nonetheless, Jonah gently bent forward, gracefully curving his body until his face was in Brian’s crotch. He delicately kissed the boy up and down his shaft – noting with a feeling of satisfaction the way Brian’s cock immediately began to harden again – then kissed him once more right on the tip before sitting back up. 
 
    “There? Better?” 
 
    “A lot.” Brian’s grin faltered slightly. “Sure you won’t stay out? I could call your mom if it would help…” 
 
    Jonah shook his head.  
 
    “Like, I wish I could. But, y’know…” he shrugged his shoulders flamboyantly, sighed, “parents, right?” 
 
    Brian nodded. But Jonah could tell he wasn’t ready to give up.  
 
    “You could always tell them the car broke down. You’re gonna be late back anyway, so…” 
 
    Jonah frowned. 
 
    “Huh? What do you mean I’ll be late?” 
 
    “Nothing.” Brian shrugged. “Just, it’s nearly midnight already…” 
 
    He suddenly stopped, frowned at Jonah. 
 
    “Hey… Jojo. You OK? You look like…” 
 
    “I’m fine. Just… just tell me…” Jonah suddenly felt like a trickle of ice was running up his spine, spreading through his nerves, “how close is nearly?” 
 
    Brian pulled his cell out his pants, glanced at the screen. His eyebrows raised. 
 
    “Oh, wow. It’s later than I…” 
 
    “Just give it!” Jonah yelled. He grabbed at the cell, yanked it out Brian’s hands… 
 
    …but he needn’t have bothered. Before he could even see the numbers on the screen, there was a distant bong as the bell in the old clocktower rang out.  
 
    “Midnight.” Brian murmured, as another bong echoed over their town. “Shit, sorry, Jojo… Jojo?” 
 
    Jonah was already on his feet, frantically pulling his dress on over his head, picking up his prom queen tiara, even as he scrambled for the limo door. 
 
    “Jojo!” 
 
    “I have to go!” He squeaked, clawing at the handle as the third bong cut through the cool night air. “Shit! How do you open this fucking-?” 
 
    The door popped open, spilling Jonah out onto the sidewalk. He landed awkwardly, bruising his knee as the fourth bong hit. He let out a frustrated squeal and pulled himself to his feet. 
 
    “Christ, Jojo! What’s wrong?!” Brian was leaning out the door, a worried expression on his handsome face. “We’re just late. I’ll tell your mom I…” 
 
    “NO!” Shrieked Jonah, backing away as the distant bell struck its fifth chime. “I… I have to go!” 
 
    Then he was off, running across the green square, towards the distant shadows under the trees, towards darkness, safety, somewhere Brian wouldn’t see him start to change. 
 
    Ohshitohfuckohfuckohfuck! Jonah thought. 
 
    And, how could I be so dumb?! 
 
    “Jojo!” There was the slam of a door as Brian got out the car, muffled underneath the sixth bong. “Where the hell are you going?!” 
 
    Far away from you… Jonah thought, as he grimly started running, desperately trying not to overbalance in his high heels. 
 
    Bong… 
 
    There was a sudden POP! behind him, followed by a familiar voice crying out.  
 
    “Wha… what the fuck am I wearing?!” Jonah heard Tracey yell. He stole a desperate glance back and saw the car had vanished, leaving Sharon’s sister stood by the sidewalk, a dazed look on her face. 
 
    But he didn’t look for long, because there, running away from where she was, towards him, was Brian. 
 
    Nonononononooo! Don’t follow me! 
 
    Bong… 
 
    “Jojo, please…!” 
 
    “Stay away from me!” Jonah yelled in his high-pitched voice. Brian’s footsteps didn’t slow, didn’t stop. 
 
    Bong… 
 
    There. There was the edge of the park, all darkness and swirling shadows. If he could just get in there, hide in the darkness as he turned back into Jonah. Even if Brian guessed what had happened, he’d never truly believe it… 
 
    “Johanna!” 
 
    Bong… 
 
    Jonah ran. He ran like he never had before in his life. Sucking in breath, his pert chest rising and falling, the air shooting back out in gasps, he ran. For a second, he even thought he was going to make it. 
 
    Then his heel stuck on something, a small hole, a tiny divot in the perfect square. He felt his ankle twist, a flare of pain, and then Jonah was falling, falling in slow motion, even as the tenth chime rang out around him. 
 
    He hit the dirt with a flump, felt a sudden coldness on the ball of his foot. Glanced back, saw his shoe was still sticking upright out of the ground behind him, like it was mocking him. 
 
    And then his luck ran out. 
 
    “Jojo!” Brian’s feet came to a stop. One strong hand grabbed Jonah by the arm, hauled him to his feet, even as he yelled and twisted and lashed out and screamed at Brian to let him go! 
 
    Bong… 
 
    “Please!” Jonah sobbed, feeling more helpless than he ever had in his life, “please just let me…” 
 
    It was too late. Brian set him on his feet. Took his shoulders, gently but firmly. Forced Jonah to look into his eyes. 
 
    “Jojo…” He said. “Just… just stop, OK? Please. Tell me what’s…” 
 
    BONG. 
 
    The clock stopped chiming. There was a gust of wind. Jonah’s body twitched. He felt his skin start to warp, start to spasm. Felt his little black dress start to shift, start to grow, start to change.  
 
    He saw a light go on in Brian’s eyes. Felt the strong boy’s grip loosen on his shoulders. Saw him open his mouth… 
 
    Jonah clapped his hands.  
 
    There was another POP! and suddenly Brian was gone. Vanished. The last twitch of Gloria’s magic transporting him in an instant to the other side of town.  
 
    Jonah let out a sob, and then watched as his hands rippled, twitched, and suddenly grew into the male hands he’d had all his life.  
 
    He looked at them, trembling. Reached up. Touched his face. Felt his square jaw. His blocky glasses, resting on his nose again. His teenage stubble. His very male appearance.  
 
    Across the square, Tracey was still looking down in a daze at her body, her peculiar uniform now vanished and replaced by a flowing prom dress. Where the car had once been, there was now a forlorn looking pumpkin.  
 
    Jonah lowered his still-trembling hands. Stepped quietly backwards, until he was sure Tracey wouldn’t be able to see his movements from the corner of her eye. Then he turned and ran back home as fast as his legs could carry him. 
 
    He got back and collapsed on his bed, out of breath, just as the door opened. He could hear his sister downstairs, her movements softened, trying not to wake their parents. 
 
    “Jonah…?” He heard her whisper sharply. “Hey, bro, still awake? You missed a weird prom. Sharon swears she caught Dean and Frank and Howard in some massive blowjob circle…” 
 
    Light footsteps on the stairs. Coming towards him. 
 
    “Jonah? Hey… Are you…?” 
 
    Then silence as Emily pushed open the door and saw her brother, curled up in bed, under the sheets, his eyes closed and the lights off, his chest slowly rising and falling as he slept. 
 
    “You know what?” His sister muttered, her voice almost inaudible. “It doesn’t matter.” 
 
    And then she was padding away across the hallway to her bedroom, to the room Gloria had first appeared in, and shutting her door, leaving Jonah all alone in the darkness, trying not to cry as he realized his dream night really was over now. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    VI 
 
    In the end, everything changed, and nothing did.  
 
    After his night as prom queen, Jonah was still just boring old Jonah; the slightly weedy, slightly effeminate guy who couldn’t admit he secretly wanted to be a girl.  
 
    Oh, sure, he now looked at Brian differently. And, sure, when he got really down, he could remember how gorgeous he’d looked that night, how happy he’d been, and reflect that life wasn’t always bad.  
 
    But, for the most part, he had to go back to being himself.  
 
    There were little differences elsewhere. Brian, for one, now seemed slightly more distant. Slightly sadder, like he’d suddenly matured and had the weight of the world on his shoulders. 
 
    Occasionally, he’d trail off when he was talking to Jonah, and that blank look would come back into his eyes, like he was trying to remember a dream he’d once had, where he’d been very happy, but couldn’t quite recall anymore.  
 
    It turned out that no-one could properly remember their prom. Everyone just had these vague impressions, and all agreed it had been an awesome party, but on the specifics, everyone was hazy.  
 
    That’s not to say there weren’t some changes. Not long after Jonah’s magical night as Johanna, news got round their little town that Frank, Dean and Howard were now in a three-way gay relationship, and seemed reluctant to ever be apart. 
 
    “It’s coz they just love sucking each other’s dicks,” Emily told Jonah matter-of-factly one day. “Sharon said Howard’s sister told her that they can’t go a single day without all blowing each other.” 
 
    She shook her head, let out a low whistle.  
 
    “It’s crazy. They were the biggest homophobic jock assholes at school, and now they can’t keep their hands off each other’s dicks. Weird, no?” 
 
    And Jonah had laughed uneasily and agreed and tried to ignore the strange feeling of dizziness washing over him.  
 
    The three boys weren’t the only ones who’d undergone personality changes.  
 
    Sharon’s sister, Tracey, had dropped out of school and become a driver for a luxury car company. Apparently, she only felt happy behind the wheel, wearing her uniform and taking orders from rich clients.  
 
    Jonah saw her once more, not long after prom. They passed each other in the street one cloudy morning. The moment she saw him, Tracey snapped to attention. 
 
    “Good morning, ma’am,” she said. “Where would you like to…?” 
 
    And Jonah watched in amazement as her face went briefly blank, then cleared and she suddenly shook her head, giving Jonah an odd look. 
 
    “Jonah. Uh, sorry, I didn’t mean… I mean, I don’t…” 
 
    Jonah had simply turned and walked away, as fast as his feet would carry him. He didn’t need yet another reminder of what Gloria’s magic was still capable of.  
 
    But, such minor adjustments aside, things stayed pretty much the same. Summer passed, became fall, and suddenly Jonah found himself standing alone in a college dorm room, wondering what the hell had happened. 
 
    His first semester at college was awful. No matter where he went, he felt like he was in the wrong place. No matter who he was with, he couldn’t stop wishing he could escape from himself.  
 
    It was almost as if, since getting to spend four magical hours as Johanna, everything in his normal life was just so much ashes.  
 
    It didn’t matter who he was with, what he was doing, or why he was doing it, nothing could change the fact that his male-life now felt essentially wrong.  
 
    Looking in the mirror, he found himself staring in mild disgust at the thing swinging between his legs. Found himself wishing his chest wasn’t so hopelessly flat. That his shoulders weren’t growing imperceptibly broader as he got older, that his hips were the ones that were pushing out instead. 
 
    At first, he thought maybe he was missing Brian. He spent a long few weeks thinking endlessly about his Prince Charming, then finally went down to an LGBT night his college had put on and picked up the biggest, buffest guy he could find. 
 
    The two fucked in Jonah’s room, the big guy penetrating his asshole while Jonah grunted and gasped. At the end, he collapsed on the bed and felt like crying. 
 
    Even with a guy, it wasn’t right. It wasn’t being Brian’s lover he was missing. 
 
    It was being Johanna.  
 
    By the time Christmas rolled round, Jonah was almost wishing Gloria had never used her stupid magic on him. He went home for the holidays in a black state of mind, a cloud hovering over him that made his twin sister worry he was gonna do something stupid.  
 
    It was while Jonah was in this funk that Brian came round to visit.  
 
    Emily let him in, telling him that Jonah had locked himself away upstairs and was acting like a dick. Brian nodded, then went to Jonah’s room and knocked on the door.  
 
    “Jonah? Buddy?” 
 
    When there was no answer, he pushed the door open and went inside anyway. 
 
    The room looked no different than it ever had. There were still the same posters on the walls. Still the same school textbooks piled on the desk. Jonah lay on the bed, fully dressed, a faraway look on his face. 
 
    Brian shut the door. Cleared his throat. 
 
    “Uh, hey. How’s tricks, shithead?” 
 
    “Brian, thanks for coming.” Murmured Jonah, before adding. “Now, seriously. Go away.” 
 
    Brian ignored him, making his way into the overly-neat room, sitting down at the desk. 
 
    “I brought you something,” he said, holding up a small paper bag, “Christmas treat.” 
 
    There was silence. Long, lonely. At last, Brian coughed.  
 
    “Look, Jonah…” he began.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh… nothing.” More silence. “Hey, can I… uh…?” 
 
    “Can you what, Brian?” 
 
    “Can I tell you a story?”  
 
    Jonah raised his head slightly to see if his bestie was being serious. He was. Jonah lowered his head. 
 
    “Sure. Why not?” 
 
    “Good.” Brian breathed out. With a faint start, Jonah realized this was already the longest they’d spent together since the prom.  
 
    “It’s like this,” Brian began, “remember the prom? I mean, I know you didn’t go, but still…” 
 
    “I remember you guys going. Yeah.” 
 
    “Great.” There was something awkward about the way Brian was talking, like he was struggling to find the words. “Well, I dunno if I told you, but I… I think I met the most, like, the most amazing girl there.” 
 
    Jonah closed his eyes. He wanted to laugh bitterly.  
 
    Tell me about it… 
 
    “I mean, it’s all fuzzy and stuff, but I remember her being awesome, and me being happy…” his voice suddenly brightened, “and I think we had tons of sex…” 
 
    “Is there a point to this story?” 
 
    “Sure, yeah. OK. Well, the thing is…” 
 
    Brian trailed off. He was quiet for so long that Jonah began to think Gloria’s magic had sent him blank again. But then his friend carried on talking and he realized Brian was just struggling to find the words. 
 
    “When I was around her,” the jock said, quietly, “I felt like I was with someone who I could be with. Y’know, like that. Forever, maybe. She was just so beautiful, and so cool, and so much everything I always wanted…” 
 
    “It’s like that whole night was somebody granting my biggest wish. Like some-some witch just decided to click her fingers and give me everything I ever wanted, but only for one night. And now that night is over, and she’s gone, and I’m not even sure who she was anymore.” 
 
    A strange feeling was washing over Jonah. An odd feeling, almost like he knew where this was going. He opened his eyes to look at his friend, held his breath.  
 
    “Well, I didn’t know who she was,” Brian went on, “then yesterday I was clearing out my old room – my parents are moving, you know? – and I found something. I found this.” 
 
    He slipped something out the bag. Something that made Jonah’s heart freeze in his chest. Something that he’d thought he’d never see again, for as long as he lived. 
 
    How…? 
 
    “One of Johanna’s shoes,” Brian murmured, gently turning the heel over in his hands, “she left it behind when she did her vanishing trick at midnight. I went and pulled it out the ground the next morning, threw it in my closet and must’ve forgotten all about it. But the moment I touched it, it was like I started to remember. What she was like. Why I loved her so much.” 
 
    “Who she was.” 
 
    Jonah was staring at the shoe now, his breath caught in his throat. The light seemed to catch it, almost making it sparkle, like magic. He didn’t dare move in case the spell was broken.  
 
    “See,” Brian continued, “just before she left, I got a good look at her. Just as the clock struck midnight, I got a sense of who was really in there. Who I was really spending all that time with. Who I was really in love with.” 
 
    “And…?” Jonah whispered. His mouth was so dry the words came out sounding like the faint rustling of paper. 
 
    In response, Brian got to his feet. Cradling the shoe in his hands, he walked over to Jonah’s bed. Kneeled down on the far end, his muscular weight causing the bed to sag slightly.  
 
    He took one of Jonah’s feet in his hand. Raised his leg up, until Jonah’s foot was level with his chest. He gave his friend a look, one full of sadness and sweetness and an impossible, unbelievable hope. 
 
    “May I?” 
 
    Heart hammering in his chest, Jonah gave a tiny, jerky nod. It was all the encouragement Brian needed. 
 
    With slow, deliberate movements, he unbuckled the yellow girl’s shoe. Slipped it on over Jonah’s foot. Clasped it back up… 
 
    Then watched in amazement as the transformation gripped Jonah’s body.  
 
    There was a sound like fairy dust falling. Jonah was aware his hair was growing longer, unfurling out his scalp, turning blonde and curly. 
 
    He was aware his body was getting lighter. Aware it was getting smaller, his legs and arms and shoulders narrowing down, even as his hips pushed outwards and his waist pinched in. 
 
    There was a pressure on his chest as his boobies swelled back up. A strange feeling in his backside as his butt jumped up and filled out. A trembling between his legs as his dick vanished back inside him for the last time, leaving a plump and tender pussy. 
 
    Jonah let out a gasp. It came out high-pitched, breathless, feminine. His face was rearranging, his cheekbones becoming sharper, his eyes wider, his nose smaller. 
 
    Long eyelashes grew, fluttered in the corners of his vision, dark and seductive with mascara. Jonah felt his nails stretching outwards. 
 
    He threw back his head and laughed, a long, happy, girly sound. He kept right on laughing, even as he felt his insides rearrange, making way for his new womb. Felt his neck become long and slender. Felt his brain chemistry rearranging as estrogen flooded through him. 
 
    Then there was a flash of light, and suddenly Jonah was lying on a cream white sofa in the middle of a vast and expensive looking marble-lined room, his lithe body encased in his little black prom dress, his childhood bedroom and parents’ house nowhere to be seen.  
 
    He blinked, looked around. He could feel his long hair trailing over his bare shoulders as he moved his head, tickling his skin.  
 
    “Wha… what just happened?” He whispered, Johanna’s voice coming out from between his pouty lips.  
 
    Above him, Brian smiled. His clothes had changed, too, replaced by his old Prince Charming outfit. 
 
    “When I found your shoe,” he murmured, “this woman appeared with it. Gladys or Glenn or Glorious or something. She told me that all I had to do was get the shoe back to its rightful owner…” 
 
    “And then?” Jonah hardly dared breathe. 
 
    Brian gave a small laugh. Shrugged. 
 
    “And then she’d go back to being the girl of my dreams again. And I would go back to being her ideal man. But she wouldn’t just be the girl of my dreams…” 
 
    He looked up, his ice blue eyes locking right onto Jonah’s, making a shiver run through him. 
 
    “She’d be my wife.” 
 
    At his bestie’s words, Jonah suddenly became aware of a small, almost subconscious weight on one finger. He closed his hand round it, felt its cool, steel surface, felt its round shape. 
 
    Slowly, he looked down at his wedding ring, and shook his head in wonder.  
 
    “It… it’s true. Oh Jesus!” He laughed out loud in his female voice, feeling like his whole body was alive with happiness. “Brian… I’m-I’m your wife!” 
 
    Brian nodded.  
 
    “The magic’s changed things. I proposed to you at midnight on prom night now. We got married in September. Tracey is now our maid… Dean, Howard and Frank are our gay butlers… we’re millionaires…” 
 
    He laughed, a giddy laugh, gestured his costume. 
 
    “I’m now a real prince. Which means you…” 
 
    “I’m a princess?” Jonah had to raise a hand to stifle the giggles he felt helplessly rising in his petite new body. It was too much! Him, Jonah, a princess, Brian his handsome prince… 
 
    And don’t forget Tracey… it’s gonna be weird having Sharon’s sister think she’s your maid… 
 
    He made a mental note to always treat his new servants well; especially Tracey. 
 
    Brian was laughing too, looking like he couldn’t believe it either. 
 
    “I know, it’s crazy… but it’s also true.” He spread his arms wide. “We’re royalty.” 
 
    “Won’t the magic wear off at midnight?” 
 
    “That’s the best part.” Brian’s eyes were shining. “It’ll wear off at midnight, she said it always does. But to us…” 
 
    “To us, she’s gonna make the next six hours feel like a hundred years. She can do that, she can slow time. You and me, Johanna, we’ll live the lives we’ve always dreamed of living. We won’t age. We won’t get sick. We won’t have anything bad happen to us at all.” 
 
    “Then, when we’re both like 120, we’ll die happily in each other’s arms. And only then will the spell end and we’ll be back alive in your parents’ house on Christmas Eve 2017, and only we will have the memories of the full big life we got to live together.” 
 
    Before he could even think about what he was doing, Jonah was on his feet and kissing his handsome new husband, his handsome new prince.  
 
    This is like a dream come true… 
 
    “You’re not joking, are you? This really is for real.” 
 
    He could feel his own small body, squashed against Brian’s big, strong one. Feel his lover’s big dick, already starting to get hard, pressing against his female flesh. Feel his nipples hardening in his bra and his pussy getting warm and moist. 
 
    At Jonah’s words, Brian nodded, a serene smile on his handsome face. With a jolt, Jonah realized his man suddenly looked more… regal. Mature. Almost kingly. 
 
    God, he’s even more handsome than I remembered… 
 
    “In that case…” Jonah whispered, kissing his lover again on the lips, “this calls for a celebration…” 
 
    He skipped across the room, laughing all the way, pulled a long rope, a big grin on his supermodel face. Two large ornate doors swung open as a bell chimed. Tracey came running in dressed in a French maid’s outfit and gave a little curtsey.  
 
    “Oui madam?” The girl who used to be Sharon’s sister breathed. 
 
    “Maid!” Commanded Jonah, trying not to giggle, “fetch us some champagne. His highness and I want to celebrate!” 
 
    “At once, ma’am!” Tracey replied, her old voice replaced by a lusty French accent. She gathered her petticoats around her and ran off into the vast mansion, her high heels tapping out a sharp rhythm on the marble floor. 
 
    But Jonah didn’t see her go. Didn’t see her grabbing his other new maid, Sharon, by the hand, and the two busty, brainwashed French girls running off to the cellar together to get the best champagne they could find.  
 
    He was too busy kissing his handsome prince and thinking about what a lucky girl he now was, and would be for the next one hundred years. 
 
    He was so busy, he didn’t even hear the distant tinkle of laughter, as his fairy godmother looked down and smiled on a job well done.  
 
    The End 
 
    * 
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    Like what you’ve read? Check out this FREE extract from my novella of a school boy forced to become a beautiful teenage girl… 
 
    My New Life as a School Girl 
 
    “Did it…?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You know. Hurt?” 
 
    I gently shook my head, not wanting to meet my mom’s eye. I dug my long, pink nails into my soft new palms and tried not to register how different I felt. How wrong.  
 
    Beside me, I could sense my mom groping for the words. We were in the parking lot, outside the gray government clinic. I was dressed in my new clothes, the ones my mom had picked up at the mall and insisted I bring with me to my transformation.  
 
    I’d had a hell of an argument with her about that. There’d been nothing I could do to stop myself becoming female, but I’d wanted to look and act like as little of a girl as possible.  
 
    In my mind, I was gonna come out that clinic with my hair cut short, wearing guy clothes and walking and acting like as much of a guy as my new body would let me. In my more hopeful moments, I’d pictured myself looking in the mirror and seeing a kinda… ugly girl staring back at me. Not, y’know, like ugly, ugly. But boyish. Flat-chested. Sorta dyke-y looking. The kind of girl who, especially at my age, can pass for male.  
 
    Some hope that was.  
 
    As my mom tried to think of what to say, I forced myself to look straight ahead, out the window at the rows of cars.  
 
    I didn’t want to see the long, blonde hair falling in straight lines either side of my soft and pretty face.  
 
    Didn’t want to see my long, slender legs, poking out the bottom of the little skirt mom had bought me.  
 
    And, most of all, I didn’t wanna see my brand new tits, poking straight out in front of me.  
 
    They’d been the first thing I noticed when the dark-haired nurse revived me. Even before that weird emptiness between my legs, or the way my whole body felt lighter, like my bones were hollow.  
 
    After thirty minutes in the tank, floating in the pitch black in that strange fluid, feeling half-asleep as that weird tingling washed over my body, I’d been done. The moment the fluid had drained and the door had opened, I’d instinctively looked down at my chest, hoping to see two small little nubs, or maybe a perky pair of A-cups at worst.  
 
    Instead, the exact opposite had happened. 
 
    Attached to my chest had been the biggest – and I mean the biggest – pair of boobs I’d ever seen.  
 
    They were huge. A big pair of pink, fleshy things that dangled from my frame, their nipples pink and pointy. In horror, I’d raised two newly-dainty hands and grasped them, disgusted to feel how… well. Pert they were. 
 
    I’d find out later that they were a DD-cup. Easily the biggest pair of tits I’d ever had the chance to touch, bigger even than Anna-Marie’s, and those puppies had been huge. 
 
    And now here I suddenly was, touching the best-stacked girl I’d ever met.  
 
    Only she was me. 
 
    Naturally, I’d shouted at the nurse. Asked her what the fuck?! Begged her to put me back in the tank and reduce me down to something like a normal size, but she’d just shaken her head, all polite and professional.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Miss Ellie, but we don’t choose your new body. Federal guidelines make clear that tampering with the transformation process would violate ethics clauses.” 
 
    She’d given the tiniest smile at this point, like she was hoping to be encouraging, but it came off almost mocking.  
 
    “The machine turns you into the girl you would’ve been if you’d never been male. If you’re worried about your new body, I suggest you take it up with your genetic code.” 
 
    You can imagine how that made me feel. Talk about bad, dumb luck. My mom is kinda slender with I guess what you’d call a small chest, and I’d have given anything to take after her. 
 
    Instead, it looked like I’d picked up my Aunt Helen’s chest, somehow. Only even bigger.   
 
    And the worst part was, that wasn’t even the worst part.  
 
    “Ellie…” My mom started, tenderly. 
 
    “Don’t call me that!” I yelped, hating the high-pitch of my new voice, hating how squeaky it sounded now I was upset. “I’m still Eliot!” 
 
    The act of turning to face her set off a dozen tiny cues, forcibly reminding me of just how wrong that statement was. The way my long hair flicked in the corner of my vision. The way my seatbelt suddenly pulled painfully tight across my new boobs. The way I found myself on my mom’s level, instead of looking down at her like I was used to.  
 
    They were tiny things. Things you’d ignore if they were happening in your body, just as you probably ignore how it feels to run a hand over your chin, or the way your hair moves in the wind. 
 
    But, when you’re not used to all that shit, lemme tell you that you notice it like hell.  
 
    “It’s bad enough that you dragged me here to get turned into… into this! You can’t let me keep my name too?” 
 
    To my ears, I sounded like what I now was. A spoiled, stroppy teenage girl. It must’ve sounded that way to my mom, too, coz she had to fight to keep a smile down. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ellie, it’s just… well, you remember what we talked about.” She tenderly touched one of my newly-slender arms. “The legal stuff. Your dad and me could get a fine if we don’t accept your new identity.” 
 
    “Accept?!” I gestured my hideous new body. “Mom… look at me! I’ve… I’ve got tits. I’m your daughter now.” 
 
    I looked miserably down at myself. At my new curves. At my slender new frame. At my white tank top, tiny skirt and cute leather boots. 
 
    “Why the hell would you wanna accept this?” 
 
    “Ellie.” My mom’s voice was steady, “I know it’s hard. Trust me, I had those same hormones whizzing round my head when I was your age. But there’s nothing we can do, OK. You… you hurt Jasmine.” 
 
    Her fingers gently squeezed my arm.  
 
    “Can’t we just be glad you’re still able to live at home with us. Even if it’s as Ellie.” 
 
    I bit my lower lip. Gave a jerky nod. For some reason, I suddenly felt like crying.  
 
    “Good girl.” My mom turned, started the car. “Now let’s get back. I need to show you what we’ve done with your room.” 
 
    I nodded again, forcing my girl body to hold back its tears.  
 
    “Mom…?” 
 
    “Yes, Ellie?” 
 
    “What were you gonna say?” I swallowed. “Y’know, before I jumped down your throat.” 
 
    “Hmm?” My mom put the car into reverse, looked over her shoulder. “Nothing much.” 
 
    “Mom…” 
 
    “Oh, it’s just that I thought…” She gave a sigh, smiled at me. “I just wanted to say you look cute, is all.” 
 
    In silence, I glanced in the rearview mirror. At the blonde girl looking back at me with her soft cheeks, round face, tiny button nose and pouty, pink lips. At the baby-faced girl I was now stuck as.  
 
    As we drove away from the clinic, out towards the interstate, I realized the worst part was that she was right. I’d been fairly good-looking as a boy, but I was something else as a chick.  
 
    As horrible as it was to admit, I was probably gonna be the cutest girl at school.  
 
    Continue reading at Amazon.com…  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Like tales of school boys trying to readjust to life as the cute girls of their dreams? Check out my other novella of teenage gender transformation… 
 
    The School Boy Who Turned Into a Girl 
 
    It was twenty minutes later.  
 
    Geoff stood in the single occupancy girl’s toilet, staring into the mirror, trying to get over the fact that Miss Jones was staring back at him.  
 
    He’d locked the door when he first came in, but he kept expecting it to burst open. For a TV crew to rush in and shout surprise! and laugh as they showed him how they’d tricked him into believing he’d turned into a girl. 
 
    But this was no trick. Of that Geoff was sure.  
 
    No illusion could be this detailed.  
 
    He could feel his new breasts resting in his bra, feel their faint weight as they tugged on his chest.  
 
    He could feel the way his lacy panties clung to his sexy new bum, tighter and lighter than any underwear he’d ever worn as a dude. 
 
    He could feel the loose, messy-chic strands of auburn hair, tickling at his cheeks and elegant neck. Feel the hot leather of his boots, pressed against his shins. Feel the strange new lightness of his body, feel the space where his cock should have been. 
 
    And, worst of all, he could feel the tender little hole between his legs. The tight little pussy that existed for men to put their big dicks in and for babies to come crawling out.   
 
    In the mirror, Miss Jones looked back out at him with a dazed, shell shocked expression. Her pouty lips were open slightly, her dark eyes swimming with confusion.  
 
    Seeing her look into his eyes was too much for Geoff, he dropped his gaze. His eyes focused on his generous breasts, rising and falling in the bottom of his vision.  
 
    I’ve got tits… he thought with a feeling of vertigo. Look at me. I’ve actually got fucking tits… 
 
    Hesitantly, he reached up with two dainty little hands, barely noticing their long fingernails, painted a cute shade of pink. He held them out in front of his chest for a moment. Hesitated. 
 
    Then he gently closed his hands around his brand new breasts. 
 
    “Argh!” 
 
    The little squeak was out before he could stop himself. Geoff reflexively dropped his hands to his sides and stood there, shuddering.  
 
    Touching his new breasts had been weird. He’d half expected them to squash in, like they weren’t real, but they’d pushed back against his fingertips, pert and ripe and firm.  
 
    More than that, though, giving his – Miss Jones’s – breasts that little squeeze had been strangely… comforting. Like there was something nice about having someone hold him that way. 
 
    Like it would be kinda cool if a… a guy wanted to touch him like that. 
 
    With a little whimper, Geoff shook his pretty little head, trying to chase the thought away. He looked back in the mirror, and saw Miss Jones was watching him with a trembling, nervous expression he’d never seen on his hot art teacher’s face before.  
 
    There was no doubt about it.  
 
    He’d somehow been turned into his own sexy female teacher… 
 
    Continue reading at Amazon.com…  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Also by Lisa Change 
 
    * 
 
    The Boy Who Became a School Girl 
 
    All his life, 18-year old Noah has been the outcast. Bullied at school. Only friends with girls. Unable to act on his hidden feelings for the hunky boys around him… until now. 

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

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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Swapped for the Prom 
 
    Nobody messes with Ryan. He’s the alpha male. The high school football star. The bully. The one all the other kids fear… until now. 

On the night of the prom, two of Ryan’s victims orchestrate a twisted revenge. In the blink of an eye, this alpha male finds himself magically transformed into a busty blond teenage beauty named Rachel. Dressed in a flowing prom dress and a killer pair of heels, Ryan is now forced to attend prom as the prettiest girl at school!

But the magic has altered more than just his body. As the night wears on, Ryan finds himself starting to fall for the cute boy he used to bully. Will this macho jock be able to fight his destiny… or will he discover a whole set of new, romantic feelings for his former enemy? 
 
    Buy Now 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    She Turned You Into a Beautiful Girl 
 
    13 electrifying TG tales in one mega bundle! 

For the first time, bestselling TG author Lisa Change has collected 13 of her deliciously naughty tales of gender transformation in one book. Running at OVER 150,000 WORDS, this gender-swap mega-bundle features tales of men turned into maids, forced male pregnancy, feminization, cross-dressing, taboo romance, and all manner of kinky TG delights! Contents include… 
 
    Trapped as His Best Friend’s Wife 
 
    Becoming Zoe (Parts I-III) 
 
    He Became Her Slave Girl 
 
    She Forced Him to Get Pregnant 
 
    She Turned Him into a Virgin Bride 
 
    Swapped for Her Birthday 
 
    …and many, many more! 
 
    This 150k word introduction to the twisted world of Lisa Change features expertly-detailed MTF gender-transformation scenes so exquisitely described, you will feel as if YOU are the one turning into a beautiful bimbo! If you enjoy breast expansion, feminization, bimbofication, cross-dressing, sexual orientation reversal, interracial intercourse, taboo romance, m-preg, feminized humiliations, maid play, bridal dresses, gender-swapped men being seduced by hunky male lovers, or gender-transformation revenge this bundle is for you! 
 
    Buy Now 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    About the Author 
 
    Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.  
 
    If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...  
 
    To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her brand new blog. 
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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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