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Sneak Preview (skip this bit to avoid spoilers!) As Harvey sat there, frozen in shock, he slowly became aware of the way his long, ginger hair was tickling at the back of his neck, strands of it lying across his forehead and irritating his eyes.

At the same time, he became aware of a strange weight on his chest that he’d never felt before, a weight that seemed to contrast with the sudden lightness of his body, like his bones were suddenly filled with air.

Like the room around him had grown, and the world and everything in it got heavier, while he’d stayed the same.

No. More like he’d somehow shrunk in the night, lost his muscle and hard maleness, and become a… become a…

Hardly daring to breathe, Harvey slowly pushed himself into a sitting position, making sure he stayed staring straight ahead, not wanting to glance down at his body and send himself mad.

Like a robot, he carefully swung his legs out of the bed, trying to ignore the space he could now feel between his legs, trying to ignore how much shorter he now was standing up.

Then, with slow, fateful steps, he crossed the room towards his full-length mirror.

The silvery surface of the mirror glinted in the morning sunlight, seeming to mock him, reminding him of something he couldn’t remember – some forgotten dream that still haunted his subconscious. 

Trying not to notice the way his hips naturally curved with each step, trying not to notice the faint jiggle in his chest as he moved, Harvey crossed the room, his breath held. Hoping against hope that he wouldn’t see his worst fears realized, but knowing that it was useless.

He stopped, just to one edge of the mirror’s line of sight. In the corner of it’s metal frame, he could just make out a glint of long, messy red hair. Of a body shape that curved in the wrong way, that held itself with one leg slightly crooked, one hip raised, its hands playing nervously with the hem of its super-uncool red cotton nightshirt. 

Don’t look, a voice whispered in his head, if you don’t look, it hasn’t happened. We can turn around and go back to bed, go back to sleep. And, when we wake up, everything will be normal…

But Harvey knew there was no going back. Knew that whatever impossible thing had happened to him as he slept wasn’t something he could just hide from.

You have to look, dude, a different voice urged him. Just take a deep breath and be a man, OK?

“That’s exactly what I’m worried about,” Harvey heard himself whisper out loud, all too horribly aware that his voice was about two octaves higher than normal, that he couldn’t lower it, even if he wanted to.

For a split second longer, he hesitated, unsure if he really wanted to do this. If he really wanted to know.

With a feeling like a man stepping over a cliff edge, Harvey took a big step forward in front of the mirror…

And instantly felt like screaming.

What was looking out at him from the silvery depths of the glass was a million times worse than he’d feared.

Gone was big, strong, muscular and very male Harvey. Gone was the star of the football team, the big guy who’d pantsed Karl yesterday. Gone was the dreamy guy all the girls had loved.

In his place… in his place was…

“Oh my God!” Harvey wailed. “I’m a girl!”

Now turn over and continue reading…!








  
 

I


“Liz…? Oh my god, Lizzie! What happened?!”

“More like who happened,” Lizzie sniffed, dropping down onto one of the study room’s hard plastic chairs, her eyes red and her cheeks still blotchy from crying.

Across the table, Janice and Aimee exchanged a glance that was both worried and not a little exhausted.

After all, this wasn’t the first time they’d all been here.

“By who…” Janice began, delicately, “I’m guessing you probably mean…”

“Who do you think?”

Angrily, Lizzie kicked the edge of the table, upsetting the coffee Aimee had set down only a moment ago. The curly haired blonde girl pretended not to notice as liquid splashed down onto her math notes.

“Stacey. Goddamn Stacey again and her bitch friends.”

As the tiny girl bitterly clenched her hands into fists, Janice let out an audible sigh. Aimee shook her head. 

Of course it was. 

When some geeky girl at their school was upset, or miserable, or hating herself and her body, of course it was Stacey that was behind it.

“Girl…” Janice gently reached out, put one hand on Lizzie’s arm. Behind her blocky glasses, her dark eyes shone with empathy, “it’s cool. Well, maybe not cool exactly, but OK. Whatever that queen bee bitch has done to you…”

“You’ll what?” Lizzie jerked her arm back, gave her two best friends a defiant glare. “I’m sick of this shit, Janice! Sick of it. Every time Stacey does something, we tell the teachers, but nothing happens. She just keeps on being a… an asshole!”

She slammed her fist down on the table. For someone so small, she could sure make a lot of noise.

“There’s nothing we can do, is there? I’m gonna have to-to transfer or something. Or just die, like she wants me to.”

Suddenly she blinked.

“Oh my God, you guys. Aimee. I’m so sorry…”

“Seriously, not a problem,” Aimee gave a casual shrug, even as her blue eyes unhappily lingered on the newly-upset coffee now completely consuming her homework. “Like, whatever, right? We’ve got more important stuff to deal with.”

It was late afternoon, a few minutes after last bell had rung, emptying out their little high school. The three girls were sat in the old-fashioned, 1970s style library overlooking the sports field, their homework spread out before them. 

The room was practically empty, all the high achieving kids were at their after school clubs, all the sports stars were out practicing, and all the cool kids had vanished off to whatever parties or makeout sessions all cool kids seem to have constantly on tap.

For the three dorkiest girls at school, the library was their sanctum. Their personal safe space.

So it was a total blow to hear Stacey’s name being uttered in it.

Lizzie gave another sniff, ran her hands through her short, dark hair, her expression somewhere between anger and misery. Although she was 18, like her friends, she frequently gave the impression of being much, much younger.

I guess that’s why we feel so protective of her, Janice thought to herself, she’s practically just a kid.

No wonder someone as tall and well-developed and annoyingly beautiful as Stacey found her easy pickings.

“You know what?” Lizzie was saying, looking off into the distance as she did so, “sometimes, I wish I was a guy. Like, a big, strong guy like Harvey. Someone no-one’s gonna pick on.”

“You wanna be Stacey’s boyfriend?” Janice involuntarily wrinkled her nose. “That’s, uh, that’s…”

“Eww! No…” Lizzie shook her head. “No, not like I wanna kiss Stacey or anything weird like that. I just meant…”

She sighed. A long, sad sigh.

“I hate looking like this,” she said, quietly. “I hate being a girl. Not like I wanna have a-a penis or anything, just…

Just boys seem to get it so easy sometimes. You get big and strong and no-one wants to mess with you. But girls?

Even if I have, like, the biggest growth spurt ever and hit the gym and get so I could break Stacey’s dumb nose flat across her dumb face, she would still make my life hell. And everyone would back her up. She’s pretty, she’s popular, the teachers love her…

And that makes her invincible.”

There was silence around the table. Unhappy. They might be more confident than Lizzie, but even Janice and Aimee knew all too well how cruel their school’s queen bee could be.

“Well,” Aimee said, at last, “I don’t think we can exactly turn you into a man, Liz.”

Lizzie gave a wan smile, sniffed.

“I know. I was just venting. It’s just I…”

“But maybe,” Aimee went on, talking over her, “just maybe we can fix it so Stacey is less pretty. Less popular. Less invincible.”

The other two girls turned and looked at their friend like she’d grown an extra head. Aimee gave a smug little smile. Leaned forward.

“Remember when I told you about my older half-sister?”

“The wicca chick who went to San Fran?” Janice rolled her eyes, “Aimee, for real, some kooky time-displaced hippy isn’t gonna…”

“Turns out I might have lied a little bit.” Aimee gave them both a meaningful look. “About her being kooky. And her wicca stuff being fake.”

Lizzie hesitated, a heartbreaking look on her youthful face like she was worried her friends were now mocking her too.

“Aimee, what are you…?” 

“I’m saying she really is a witch. Like, for real. I stole a look through her spell book.”

A glint came into the blonde girl’s eye. A cruel, gleeful glint neither of the other two girls had ever seen before.

“And I think I’ve got just the spell for dealing with Stacey.”

∞ ∞ ∞

“Oh my God, there you are.”

Harvey gave a huge grin as he strutted over to Stacey, sweeping some of his thick hair out of his blue eyes as he did so. He knew with an unshakeable confidence that he looked utterly dreamy as he did so.

Hadn’t plenty of girls told him that over the years?

“Hey, babes,” the tall jock leaned forward, gave Stacey a kiss, turned and dropped a wink to Arya and Charity. “Girls.”

“Heeey, Harvey,” crooned Arya, her dark eyes flashing as she ran a hand through her black hair, “we were just talking about you.”

“Can’t say I blame you.” The handsome boy looked back down at Stacey. “Hear about that pass I sent in practice? Coach practically blew his load.”

In his arms, his girlfriend arched a perfect eyebrow. 

With her blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, flawless skin, high cheekbones and toned, athletic body, Stacey was by far the hottest girl in the school. Almost as hot as Harvey considered himself to be as a guy. 

In fact, with his muscles and square jaw, and Stacey’s supermodel looks, Harvey sometimes thought they might be the best-looking couple to ever attend their school.

“We were talking,” Stacey said, “about where the hell you were, dumbass. It’s, like, nearly four. You were meant to pick me up at three thirty.”

She gave his arm a little girl-punch. Harvey responded by grinning and slapping her ass. 

“Had to teach a couple of little pricks a lesson. Know Joe and Karl?”

“Karl?” Arya giggled, putting her fingers to her lips in a show of faux shock, “the kid you pantsed last week?”

“Two weeks in a row now,” Harvey smirked. “That dork better learn how to keep his mouth shut.”

“Tell me about it,” Stacey sighed, pointedly ignoring Arya. “We had to teach a little bitch not to be a creepy lesbo today, didn’t we, Charity?”

“Sure did, Stace.” Charity chimed in, obedient as always.

Stacey gave a coy little smile up at Harvey from underneath her bangs.

“I’ll tell you all about it at my place. Got your car?”

Harvey held up his keys. 

“As always.”

“Good. Later, girls.”

To a chorus of laters, Stacey turned and, with the grace and confidence of a catwalk model, began strutting alongside Harvey, her hand clasped in his.

“God those bitches bore me sometimes,” she sighed quietly, “Arya thinks she’s so all that. But really? I could crush her if I wanted to.”

“Mmm.” Harvey nodded noncommittally. 

Truth be told, it always freaked him out a little when Stacey talked like this, her sadistic side on display. Like, it was one thing to pants some loser – who wouldn’t find that funny? – but when you were talking about serious psychological shit…

“Let me drive, huh?” Stacey suddenly said. “I wanna give it a go today.”

“Huh? No way. No-one drives my baby but me. Not even a girl as hot as…”

He suddenly trailed off as Stacey stepped close, pressing her body up against his side. He could feel the ripe weight of her C-cup breasts, resting against his arm.

“You let me drive,” his girlfriend whispered in his ear, “and I’ll make sure we have some fun tonight.”

“If I don’t?” Harvey murmured, trying to sound nonchalant.

Stacey stepped away from him, tossed her long hair.

“Then I guess Mr. Big Jock will be riding home alone tonight.”

Harvey hesitated for a moment. Stacey raised that perfect eyebrow again.

“For real, Harvey Deighton? Fine. I guess me and Charity will just haveta have a girls’ night…”

“Whoa alright, alright. Here.”

Harvey yanked his keys out, chucked them to Stacey. She caught them in one hand. Immediately, the confrontation vanished from her, like someone had snapped their fingers and transformed her.

“Ha! Knew you’d crack.” Harvey’s girlfriend wrinkled her nose in a way that was almost too cute to watch. “Let’s head.”

She snatched Harvey’s hand up in hers again, and then they were walking as a couple, towards the parking lot, towards their ride home.

As they walked, Harvey tried to squash down the sense of unease he always felt when Stacey got so bossy, so manipulative.

She’s a psycho, you know that, right? A voice in his head whispered. Like Sharon Stone in that way old movie.

Maybe we should think about ending this, huh? See if maybe Arya would wanna…

But Harvey pushed the thought away. He was part of the hottest couple at school. He didn’t want to throw all that away, did he? Not when they looked so perfect, not when all the other kids worshipped them like this. And anyway, Arya was cute, but she wasn’t all that, not compared to Stacey…

These thoughts rattled around Harvey’s head as they drifted for the exit. As he passed his football buddies Lou and Ron, giving them both a quick high five, noticing with pride the way they so obviously lusted after Stacey, the girl they couldn’t have.

If he’d known back then that he his decision to stick with Stacey had sealed his fate, had doomed him to be turned into a shy and cute teen girl, then he might just have changed his mind.

∞ ∞ ∞

“OK, they’re coming.”

Janice ducked back behind the parked car, shaking her head in wonder.

“Oh God, you guys… I can’t believe we’re actually gonna do this…”

“Keep looking!” Lizzie hissed, jabbing her friend on the arm. “We need to know which seat Stacey’s sitting in.”

“Girl, you know nothing about Harvey,” Janice declared. “He loves that car more than his cock. There’s no way he’d ever let anyone else drive.”

Her confident expression suddenly weakened.

“Also, Stacey might have kinda seen me a little bit…”

“Janice!” Lizzie’s shocked expression was almost comical. “If you give us away, she’ll…!”

“Yeah. I know.” Janice glanced over at Aimee. “How’s that spell coming?”

Aimee was sat crossed legged on the tarmac, her tablet on her lap as she frowned to herself. The three of them were crouched between two cars in the parking lot, trying to stay out of sight.

“I think I’ve got it…” Aimee said, slowly, examining the old photo she’d illicitly taken of her stepsister’s spell book. “So, just to check…”

She frowned.

“We want Stacey to wake up tomorrow as the geekiest girl in school. We want her to have dorky ginger hair, big teeth, and glasses even dumber than Janice’s.”

“That’s not how we originally phrased it,” muttered Janice. Aimee ignored her.

“We also want her to be socially awkward, unable to tell anyone who she really is, even as the spell forces her to act like nothing has changed. And we wanna give her a lame-ass fashion sense, and literally zero friends.”

“Don’t forget the boyfriend!” Hissed Lizzie.

“Yeah, and the spell should give her a dorky boyfriend too, who she loves to bits and who she’ll let touch her wherever she wants, no matter how much it grosses her mind out. That it?”

There was the rumble of an engine. Janice scrambled up the side of the car, peered through one of its windows.

“Shit! They’re about to go. C’mon Aimee…”

Aimee hesitated.

“Guys…? I mean, I know this was my idea, but…”

“Aimee, girl, we’re gonna lose them!”

“Sure, it’s just… do we really wanna do this?” Aimee looked unhappily at her tablet screen. “I guess messing with magic, screwing up Stacey’s whole life…”

Janice shrugged. 

“It’s not me she screwed over today. Regardless, though, I’d say yes.”

Aimee nodded. Glanced at Lizzie.

“Liz?”

She expected her friend to hesitate. To shake her head. Or maybe just look upset but say quietly, it’s up to you, Aimee, and give her the excuse she needed to put the brakes on this messed up idea.

To Aimee’s surprise, Lizzie barely even stopped for breath.

“Let’s get that bitch.”

“OK.” Aimee let out a pained sigh. “I you guys really wanna…”

She started to stand up, just as the motor of Harvey’s car roared.

“For the record, though, I want it to be noted that I had an attack of conscience and…”

“They’re pulling out!” Janice yelled. “Now, Aimee. Now!”

“Oh, what the hell? Asha… Anshallah… KOYTIA!”

On the last strange word, she leapt to her feet, turned and pointed right at Harvey’s car as it roared past. Her finger glowed bright orange, there was a flash of light-!

And boom! A bolt of magic shot out her finger, hit the passenger’s window square on.

“Did you do it?” Lizzie was still crouched down. “Did you get her?”

“Direct hit,” Janice gave a little fist pump. “We zapped that bitch good!”

She turned around, collapsed against the car, slid down into a sitting position as she laughed.

“Oh my word, I can’t wait to see the look on her face tomorrow… Aimee, you’re a genius!”

But stood up, Aimee wasn’t quite so sure. 

She hadn’t really been paying attention, but, as the car went past, she thought that maybe the shape she’d seen sitting in the passenger’s seat hadn’t been Stacey after all.

In fact, it might have been someone else altogether.

Relax, she whispered uneasily to herself, Janice saw Harvey and Stacey getting in the car. I mean, who else could it be?

Half a mile up the street, Harvey shifted uncomfortably in the passenger’s seat of his car, trying to listen as Stacey told him what a boring asshole Arya could be. Trying to ignore the strange tingling in his skin that had started just after that weird flash of light.

If you’d told him right then that tonight would be his last ever night as a boy, he might have even believed you.








  
 

II


That night, Harvey had some weird ass dreams.

Throughout all of them, he was aware that he was dreaming. That he was tossing and turning in his bed, and that, each time he turned over, it felt like his bed was getting larger somehow. 

But knowing it was all happening in his head didn’t make it any less strange.

He dreamed he was stood in a gray, windswept parking lot on the edge of what looked like a barren desert. His car – the vintage hot rod his mom and dad had bought him to celebrate his dad’s early retirement – was sat before him, its pink body paint looking pinker than ever against the cold background.

(That’s wrong… Harvey thought to himself in his dream, my car’s meant to be blue…) Stacey was leaning against the driver’s door, a bored look on her beautiful face, Harvey’s keys clasped in her hand.

Stacey? He asked in the dream, hey, what are you doing with my car? I said you could drive it once…

The head cheerleader looked him up and down, gave a tiny sneer.

It’s not your car anymore, Harvey’s girlfriend replied. It’s mine. I decided I wanted it, so I took it. Like I take everything.

She threw the keys up in the air. A raven flitted by overhead, caught them in its jaws with an awk! Harvey put his hands to his head in shock.

My keys! Stacey, my goddamn keys…!

I told you, Stacey responded with a casual shrug, I took them from you. Just like I took this bed. Just like I took your friends…

What? What do you…?

Harvey looked down as the raven wheeled away into the sky. With that utter lack of surprise you sometimes get in dreams, he saw that the car had turned into a vast double bed Stacey was now sitting on the edge of, dressed only in a frilly pink bra and matching panties.

Behind her, on the sheets, Lou and Ron were both draped naked over one another, their gym-hardened muscles glistening with oil, their big cocks both erect as they sensuously kissed one another.

Ron! Lou…? Jesus, guys! Harvey felt himself shout in disgust, what the hell are you two doing?

But even as he shouted, he could feel something strange happening to his body. Feel himself growing aroused at the sight of his two football teammates making out.

As Ron grabbed roughly hold of Lou’s mop of blond hair and yanked his head back, thrusting his tongue down the lighter-skinned boy’s throat, Harvey reached down to hide his erection with a surge of embarrassment, sure Stacey must have seen how turned on this was making him.

To his dull surprise, his hands closed on empty air. There was no penis between his legs for him to hide.

This is the life I want, Stacey said lazily, looking him right in the eye, and I guess that means you want it too.

A sigh. 

Aren’t men gorgeous?

Even though she was sitting down, she was eyelevel with Harvey. The boy tried to tear his eyes away from his two friends masturbating one another, to meet his girlfriend’s gaze.

Although Harvey hadn’t consciously realized it, the dream had shifted again, and now all four of them appeared to be inside a grand, wood paneled old bedroom with high ceilings and these tall windows that let a hazy, magical orange light through.

Stacey? Are you gonna have sex with Lou and Ron? Stacey…? Goddamnit, answer me!

But Harvey’s beautiful cheerleader girlfriend simply sat and stared at him, her expression calm. Harvey felt a rage rising up in him.

Stacey! Stacey! Sta-!

He slammed his hand against the wall. Glared at the figure before him.

Stacey! Stacey!

Then he heard the voice and his dream got even stranger.

Stacey…? In the background, Ron raised his glistening black body up on one elbow, his free hand still playing with Lou’s dick as he did so. Who are you talking to?

She’s talking to me! Harvey wanted to yell. But then he looked right into his girlfriend’s face, saw the glisten of silver…

…and realized he was looking into a mirror.

With a little squeal, Harvey pushed himself back away from Stacey, felt himself fall backwards onto the bed with a soft flump!

He looked up at the ceiling and realized it was also made of reflective glass, and he could now see Stacey, a scared look on her beautiful face as she looked dazedly upwards.

(That’s me… he thought, dazedly. Oh my God, that’s me…) At the same time, another part of his brain seemed to frown and think hey, wasn’t I meant to be a boy…?

Stacey…

In the mirror on the ceiling, Ron let go of Lou’s dick. Crawled on all fours across the enormous bed – a bed that seemed to go on forever – over to Stacey. 

As Harvey watched, Ron’s face suddenly appeared upside down in his field of vision. He gave a helpless whimper and put one of his hands on the black man’s cheeks. He wasn’t even surprised to see his hands now had long, painted nails.

Am I…? He asked his old friend, am I… Stacey?

Ron smiled. Glanced down at Harvey’s body.

I would say so, wouldn’t you?

The dream shifted. Suddenly Harvey was sat up in Ron’s arms, feeling his friend’s strong, protective grasp as he looked down in wonder at his new body. At the C-cup breasts, nestled in his new frilly pink bra. At the swell of his hips, the way his waist kinked in. The panties he was wearing.

I thought I was a boy… he said, his voice doubtful.

Ron smiled. Put one thick finger to Harvey’s lips. The boy who used to be male had an overwhelming urge to put it in his mouth, to suck on it.

You’re a girl, Stacey. Ron was saying. You always have been, remember?

Slowly, Harvey nodded his head. Yes, of course he had.

Good girl. And now…

Ron reached down with one big hand. Grabbed hold of one of Harvey’s breasts and squeezed it, pinching the nipple. Harvey was amazed to discover he could actually feel it in the dream.

I’m going to teach you how to be a woman.

A light bulb seemed to come on in Harvey’s sleep-fogged brain.

No… wait. No, Ron. Ron!

But his words were weak, lost in the way words sometimes are in dreams. The focus seemed to shift…

…and suddenly Harvey was naked in bed with Ron, kissing his old friend wildly while the football player thrust his hips, filling Harvey’s new pussy with his cock. 

Say you love being a girl, Ron growled as he penetrated Harvey, making the boy weep with pleasure. Say it, Stacey. SAY IT!

I love being a girl! Harvey heard himself scream in a voice that wasn’t his own. I love being a girl!

Ron raised up his head and laughed. A dark, almost animalistic sound. 

Good. Because you’ll now be one…

…FOREVER!

And suddenly Harvey was lying naked beneath a cackling witch who looked a little like Aimee from school, and who pinned his weak girl-body down as she wrestled with him, their two naked mounds rubbing together as she laughed in his face.

No! Harvey heard himself scream, I don’t wanna be a girl! I don’t wanna be a girl! I don’t-!

But it was too late.

The witch whispered something, pointing right at him with a cackle. There was a flash of weird orange light, a sensation of sound and movement like Harvey was sitting in a car somewhere-

-and then the boy was falling, falling through space. Falling into a deep and infinite blackness as the dream world shattered around him and exploded into fragments.

Harvey just had time to scream one last sentence at the vanishing witch.

Please, make me a boy again!

And then the dream was swept away, leaving only blackness, and Harvey thought no more.

∞ ∞ ∞

Crrk! Crrk!

The sound of the retro electric alarm clock cut through the fog of sleep in Harvey’s mind. For a split second he thought it was the witch, still cackling at him, and then reality reasserted itself and he let out a soft groan.

Jesus, that damn alarm… 

With a deft flick of his wrist, he stuck his dainty hand out from beneath the sheets and hit the alarm with one long fingernail, switching it off. He yanked the sheets back up over his head and groaned again.

Already, his dream was fading from his mind, ebbing away like cobwebs in the morning sunlight. 

He thought it had involved Stacey, that was for sure, and something about his car, and maybe one of the geeky girls from school, and a witch, and… and…

Nope. It was gone. All he knew was that it had been weird as. 

As he carelessly swept his long hair out of his eyes with one free hand and rolled over again, he realized with a start that it must have been a sex dream, too. Damn, he hadn’t had one of those since he was, like, 14.

God… he thought to himself, with a little surge of embarrassment, it must have been a damn good one. My nipples are like freakin’ bullets.

He could feel them, scratching at his cotton nightshirt. Between his legs, he could feel, too, the dampness in his panties caused by his pussy getting all wet and sloppy as he dreamed.

I must’ve been thinking of Stacey again. I must’ve…

Suddenly, Harvey went very still. 

Hold on, something’s not right…

He opened his eyes, let the sheets drop down a little. Peered around his room. To his amazement, it was like looking through mist. Or through a camera lens all smeared with Vaseline.

Everything was so blurry. Out of focus. As Harvey squinted, trying to make sense of the distorted world around him, his eyes came to rest on his night table and he felt his heart skip a beat.

Lying there, looking for all the world like they belonged in that place, lay a big, blocky pair of nerd glasses.

For a moment, Harvey simply blinked at them, aware that a part of his brain was entering panic mode, but still too muzzy with sleep to figure out why.

Those can’t be mine, I’ve never worn glasses in my life. They can’t…

Nonetheless, with a feeling of slowly mounting dread, the footballer player reached out and grabbed them off the night table, hooked them over his ears and blinked owlishly through them.

To his amazement, the room immediately snapped into focus. 

No sooner had it done so, than Harvey felt like screaming.

His room had changed! In the night, while he was sleeping, someone had snuck in and taken all his sports jerseys and medals off the walls, torn down his Dallas Cowboys cheerleaders calendar, and taken away everything that made the room his!

And they’d replaced all his stuff with… with…

With utter crap, Harvey thought, his mouth dangling open.

Up on the walls, where his sports stuff used to be, there were now posters of that science guy off the TV, Neil de Something, and a picture of some planet with a quote by a guy called Carl Sagan.

Over on his desk, where he’d left a pile of unwanted school textbooks, there were now stacks of math books, science books, and dorky shit, alongside books with titles like Fantasy Roleplaying for Beginners, and A Feminist Approach to Star Trek: the Original Series.

As Harvey felt his mouth drop open in horror, he caught sight of drawings stuck up on the walls. Weird line drawings of fractals, but which to Harvey just looked like strange squiggles. 

Chess club medals jostled for place alongside old spelling bee and math Olympics certificates. A Dungeons and Dragons set was discarded by a battered copy of Coding for Women.

It was a parody of the room he’d lived in before. A mockery of the place where he’d spent most of his teenage years, where he’d screwed Stacey, right on this very bed, ramming into the cheerleader who moaned how much she loved his muscular torso.

At last, Harvey’s eyes came to rest on the clothes.

There were piles of them, discarded on the floor. Dweeby patterned dresses. Tragically unfashionable cardigans. Skinny jeans with stars and spaceships – spaceships! – printed on the butt.

But none of this was what drew his eye and made his heart start racing. Made him feel like he was going mad.

There, cast off and dropped by the closet door, the same closet door he’d opened thousands of times before…

…was a bra.

It was smallish and kind of loose-looking. Not like the proper bras with their bust-enhancing cups Stacey liked to wear. Like something a grandma or some feminist might wear.

Beside it lay a pair of tragically unsexy girl’s panties with pictures of My Little Pony on.

HAVE A SPARKLY DAY! was printed across them in silvery, joined-up writing.

At the sight of them, Harvey involuntarily let out a high-pitched squeak. He immediately clamped his hands over his lips, his eyes wide behind his glasses, and was astonished to feel how much smaller his hands suddenly seemed, how much softer his jawline felt.

No… Oh, God, please no…

As Harvey sat there, frozen in shock, he slowly became aware of the way his long, ginger hair was tickling at the back of his neck, strands of it lying across his forehead and irritating his eyes.

At the same time, he became aware of a strange weight on his chest that he’d never felt before, a weight that seemed to contrast with the sudden lightness of his body, like his bones were suddenly filled with air.

Like the room around him had grown, and the world and everything in it got heavier, while he’d stayed the same.

No. More like he’d somehow shrunk in the night, lost his muscle and hard maleness, and become a… become a…

Hardly daring to breathe, Harvey slowly pushed himself into a sitting position, making sure he stayed staring straight ahead, not wanting to glance down at his body and send himself mad.

Like a robot, he carefully swung his legs out of the bed, trying to ignore the space he could now feel between his legs, trying to ignore how much shorter he now was standing up.

Then, with slow, fateful steps, he crossed the room towards his full-length mirror.

The silvery surface of the mirror glinted in the morning sunlight, seeming to mock him, reminding him of something he couldn’t remember – some forgotten dream that still haunted his subconscious. 

Trying not to notice the way his hips naturally curved with each step, trying not to notice the faint jiggle in his chest as he moved, Harvey crossed the room, his breath held. Hoping against hope that he wouldn’t see his worst fears realized, but knowing that it was useless.

He stopped, just to one edge of the mirror’s line of sight. In the corner of it’s metal frame, he could just make out a glint of long, messy red hair. Of a body shape that curved in the wrong way, that held itself with one leg slightly crooked, one hip raised, its hands playing nervously with the hem of its super-uncool red cotton nightshirt. 

Don’t look, a voice whispered in his head, if you don’t look, it hasn’t happened. We can turn around and go back to bed, go back to sleep. And, when we wake up, everything will be normal…

But Harvey knew there was no going back. Knew that whatever impossible thing had happened to him as he slept wasn’t something he could just hide from.

You have to look, dude, a different voice urged him. Just take a deep breath and be a man, OK?

“That’s exactly what I’m worried about,” Harvey heard himself whisper out loud, all too horribly aware that his voice was about two octaves higher than normal, that he couldn’t lower it, even if he wanted to.

For a split second longer, he hesitated, unsure if he really wanted to do this. If he really wanted to know.

With a feeling like a man stepping over a cliff edge, Harvey took a big step forward in front of the mirror…

And instantly felt like screaming.

What was looking out at him from the silvery depths of the glass was a million times worse than he’d feared.

Gone was big, strong, muscular and very male Harvey. Gone was the star of the football team, the big guy who’d pantsed Karl yesterday. Gone was the dreamy guy all the girls had loved.

In his place… in his place was…

“Oh my God!” Harvey wailed. “I’m a girl!”

Deep inside the mirror, a girl of about 18 looked back at him with terror on her youthful, feminine features. Behind her glasses, two big green eyes blinked in terror, magnified by the thick lenses so she almost looked like an anime character.

Her body had the awful, telltale curves of a girl’s. Her hips were rounded, her waist tight, and her chest swollen with the shape of two ripe breasts.

Her legs were slender, even hidden inside her dumb, checked pajama pants. Her arms weak and willowy, her neck long. A waterfall of red hair cascaded down her back, reaching down to her shoulders, all kinked and messy.

But that wasn’t the worst part. Even the sight of his boy-body whisked away in the night and replaced with that of a girl wasn’t what made a sob rise up in Harvey’s chest and made him feel like crying.

The girl in the mirror wasn’t just any girl. She wasn’t some cheerleader, or supermodel, or even what Harvey would have looked like if he’d been born female.

She.

Was.

A.

Goddamn.

Geek!

In horror, Harvey stared at the new face that had been magicked onto his body. Stared at the button nose and endless freckles, at the slightly-too-big front teeth, at the way the girl’s glasses made her look less like a hipster and more like the sort of person his dad’s generation called a Poindexter.

She was cute, in a weird way – with those big eyes and freckles how couldn’t she be? – but she looked like someone who should be clutching a stack of math books to her B-cup breasts. Like the sort of girl who fashion and friendship had left behind long, long ago.

The sort of girl he, Lou and Ron would have laughed at as she passed in the hallway and called a loser.

Trembling, still half hoping this was all some practical joke, Harvey raised one hand. Watched as the geek girl in the mirror raised hers in time. 

He sucked air into his cheeks, blew them out, pulled a funny face, and felt like crying as his reflection repeated his actions right back at him.

There was no doubting it. He was no longer Harvey, the hottest, sportiest, most-popular guy at school.

He was now Hailey. Shy, sweet, dweeby Hailey who was scared of boys and probably got picked on by all the other females.

With a sense of horror, Harvey realized that he’d somehow been turned into the geekiest girl at school.






  
 

III


“Honey, is that you?”

Harvey froze at the bottom of the stairs. A little whimper rose up in his throat. 

Oh God… oh God, it’s really him…

It was his dad’s voice, the same voice he’d heard millions of times before throughout his childhood. 

Only when had his dad ever called him honey, before?

After his freak out over his new reflection, Harvey had felt like he wanted to do nothing more than to just dive back into bed, cry his eyes out, and go to sleep and hope he’d wake up again as a boy.

He’d been so tempted. So tempted. 

But what would be the point?

This wasn’t a dream. He was a girl now. A shy girl with boobies and a pussy and a womb and ovaries and long hair. He knew in his bones that if he went back to sleep, he’d wake back up still female, like it was his old, male life that was just the dream.

So, he’d decided to do the only thing he could do. To find out how bad this really was.

Like, did he still live with his real parents? Or had they been replaced in the night by other people he’d be forced to call mom and dad?

Did they even know he’d been turned into a girl, or would they be as shocked as he was?

Horrible as it was to imagine explaining to his parents that he’d woken up trapped like this, the idea that the change was only physical had been some comfort to Harvey.

If he could convince his parents it was really him in here… If he could prove to them that he wasn’t just some crazy chick who’d snuck into the house…

Why, he’d have allies. People on his side. Shit, they could back him up, help explain to Stacey what had happened. They could demand help from the government, maybe pay for his medical bills. Yeah! If this change was permanent, they could even help him get a sex change back to a man. It wouldn’t be ideal, but…

But, as Harvey had crept out his bedroom in bare feet and padded slowly down the stairs, trying to ignore his painted toenails, he’d felt his hopes evaporate.

The house still mostly looked the same as the one he’d fallen asleep in last night. Only, where there used to be framed photos of him growing up, posing in his little league uniform, there were now images of a young girl with ginger hair and glasses, dressed up as an elf and grinning from ear to ear as she attended her first LARPing event.

She’s such a fucking dork… Harvey had scowled to himself as he made his way downstairs, if I have to be a girl, couldn’t I at least be someone like Arya? Someone it’d be fun to pose naked in front of the mirror as…?

To his surprise, his body had given a little shudder at that thought.

Arya naked? Yuck…

He’d just been trying to figure out what the hell that alien thought meant when his dad had called out to him and his last hopes for normalcy had been shattered.

“Honey? Hailey…?” His dad’s middle aged face suddenly poked around the kitchen door, seemed to light up. “Heyyyyy… there’s my baby girl!”

It took all of Harvey’s self-control not to barf all over the floor.

The idea that his dad – the guy who told him to ‘man up’, who only ever complimented when he’d pulled off something spectacular on the football field – was calling him “my baby girl” now?

In its own special way, it was even worse than waking up to find he had tits.

“You OK, sweetheart?” His dad frowned at him. “You’re looking a little green…”

“I’m… I’m fine.” Harvey forced up a smile. “Just a little confused this morning, I guess.”

The voice that came out from his between lips was nauseating. High-pitched, without the deep bass or the hard edge that his male voice had carried ever since it broke. Just hearing it made Harvey feel like fainting.

Not that his dad seemed to notice.

“Up late again, huh? Mom said you were trying to solve that whatsit again… the French guy’s final puzzle?”

“Fermat’s last theorem,” Harvey heard himself reply, without having any damn idea what any of the words meant.

It was a creepy feeling, like his new body had come complete with a personality and memories that he was powerless to control.

“Sure, I knew that.”

His dad suddenly looked at him with a glowing expression Harvey had no idea how to react to.

“Look at you. My brainbox daughter. You put your dumb old dad to shame.”

He stretched out his arms. Harvey stepped back instinctively, then realized at the last second his dad was gonna hug him.

“Wait…”

And then he was in his old man’s arms, suddenly so small and petite and weak against the man he’d spent his teenage life trying to be bigger and stronger than, sharing a hug with him like he hadn’t since…

Well. Ever.

“I’m so proud of you, sweetie. You’re gonna be a world class genius one day.”

“Dad! Jesus, it’s too early for this…” Harvey squeaked, feeling lost and helpless in his dad’s grasp, “l-lemme get some coffee first.”

His dad laughed, let go of him. Beamed down at the short girl who was now his daughter.

“I’ve been embarrassing you your whole life, hon. I ain’t gonna stop now! Now… how about some waffles, huh. Get some meat on you!”

“S-sure.” Harvey smiled back, trying not to go mad. “I’ll just… uh, where’s mom?”

His dad nodded at the living room. 

“Sitting on her ass, as usual,” he yelled, “while her husband does all the cooking!”

Followed by a great guffaw when Harvey’s mom shouted back: “All the work? Says the guy who retired last year!”

Dad turned to say something more, but Harvey was already heading towards the living room, his head spinning as he went.

Whatever black magic had trapped him as a girl had left him his real dad, true, but it wasn’t his dad anymore.

The old man he’d grown up with had been quiet, except when watching football or ranting about the government. He’d never been the sort of guy to randomly dish out compliments, or hugs, and definitely not the sort of guy who’d do the cooking or any of that “women’s shit”.

Did the spell change him, too? Harvey wondered, or is this just how dad would be if he’d had a girl all along?

The thought made him slightly sick.

Two against one. Me and mom… did we force him to act this way? Or was it just easier for him to show affection to a girl?

Resentful images flashed though his head. Of all the times he’d busted his ass on the playing field, only for their team to lose victory at the last second. How his dad would refuse to tell him he played well on the drive back, instead sitting in grumpy silence, or going on about giving 110%. All those ignored sporting achievements.

And now here he was, gushing over some dumb bitch doing a math problem.

Don’t say bitch, part of his brain scolded him. It’s a gendered insult. Not cool.

“Whoops…” Harvey muttered in his soft girl-voice, before suddenly clutching his tiny hands against his head.

Where the hell had that thought come from?!

“Hey mom,” he said automatically as he padded into the living room, flopped down into the easy chair. Much to his disgust, the action made his new boobs jiggle slightly.

Perched on the edge of the sofa, already dressed up in her business suit, his mom lowered the paper and gave him a frown.

“Shouldn’t you be getting ready for school, missy?”

Don’t call me that! Harvey felt like screaming. I’m not honey, I’m not sweetheart, and I’m not missy!

But it was like his new body refused to comply. Refused to do anything but act exactly as he would have done if he’d simply been born Hailey and not magically transported into her life.

“Sure, in a moment,” he yawned, rubbing sleep out of his eyes. “Lemme just wake up a bit first. Had some crazy-ass dreams last night.”

“Oh?”

Yeah, I dreamed I was a man. God help me, mom, it was so convincing that I think I really am male. 

“Ugh, yeah,” he heard himself say instead, his girl-voice grating on his tiny new ears, “something about turning up naked to a math exam.”

An image flashed through his mind. Of Ron looking right in his eyes as he pounded into Harvey’s tender new pussy. Of the football player fucking him and the shameful thrill coursing through Hailey’s body as she moaned and wailed.

Harvey quickly shook the thought away, trying to ignore the way his nipples were already starting to harden and scratch at his cotton nightshirt.

“Actually, mom, I was thinking,” he started to say, subconsciously running one hand through his messy long hair as he did so, “school today… I mean, I’m…”

He wasn’t sure what he’d been going to say next. Some excuse, some reason to stay home. Something that would put off him returning to school in this stupid new body until he’d figured out what the hell was going on.

Whatever it was, it had been snuffed out of existence by his mom’s interruption.

“Say hon. Remember that girl you used to go to kindergarten with? Stacey something?”

Harvey’s dainty hand froze in his hair. His breath caught in his throat.

“Stacey Simmons,” he heard himself say, as if from very far away.

“That’s the girl,” his mom nodded. “You two used to be good friends, didn’t you?”

“Something like that.”

Harvey’s newly female mind was spinning. His new body knew Stacey, too, then. Only not as a girlfriend, but a friend, or an ex-friend, or…

What does it all mean? What the Hell is going on…?

“Well,” his mom said, a smug little look on her face like she always got when talking about gossip, “I heard through the grapevine that she’s got a new boyfriend. A football player, I think. Something like…”

“Harvey?” Harvey breathed. Wondering if it could be true. If there could be another, male version of himself out there, still living his old life.

“What?” His mom frowned. “No, nothing like that. Although…”

Her expression cleared. She smiled at him.

“Did I ever tell you that we were going to call you Harvey, honey? I mean, if you’d been born a boy.”

Harvey closed his eyes.

“Mom. Please. Just… just tell me who…”

“Hmm? Oh yes, that’s it. Big, black boy, used to date Charity. You know Charity? I think his name is…”

“Ron?!”

“Yes. Yes, that’s it.” His mom beamed. “Do you know him?”

But Harvey was no longer listening.

As a bitter cry struggled not to escape his lips, fragments of last night’s dream came crashing back into his skull. 

Images of Stacey’s reflection, grinning back out the mirror at him. Images of Ron, roughly kissing him inside Stacey’s body.

Images of the two of them, fucking on that vast, infinite bed.

“Hailey?”

His eyes still closed, Harvey screwed his delicate new hands into weak little fists. A sob threatened to come spilling out his throat.

Whatever magic – and it had to be magic – had done this to him, it had affected everyone else he knew, too. His dream, it had to be the spell working on Stacey and Ron too, turning them into lovers, making them into the cutest couple at school, even as it snatched his manhood away and left him as a total loser.

His long fingernails digging into his palms, hurting him, Harvey focused on his horrible new body. On the weight of his breasts, pulling on his chest without his bra on. At the gap between his legs that got all sticky when he thought of his football buddies. At this awful, disgusting, female form that had been forced on him.

“Are you OK, sweetheart? You look a little…”

It was so unfair! 

Or was it? Who stood to gain the most out of him being transformed like this? Who would win if the best football player and hottest jock at school was magically emasculated and left weak and helpless?

Who had snatched his girlfriend away in the night, while poor Harvey was forced to feel his new girl-body respond enthusiastically to sex fantasies about this man?

Ron. The name clanged dully around his mind. Ron, you utter bastard. You always wanted Stacey, even when you couldn’t have her…

You did this to me.

“Hailey? Honey, seriously, I’m starting to wo-”

“I’m fine.” 

Harvey’s eyes snapped open. He jumped to his feet, unaware that he was holding himself in a very girly way as he did so, one leg slightly bent, his wrists loose.

“I just gotta go get ready for school.”

“Oh. Sure. Good idea, but maybe just wait until your dad has finished cooking the…”

Harvey firmly shook his head, trying to ignore the way it made his long hair flick out.

“Nu-uh, can’t wait. I’ve got things to do. Important things.”

His big green eyes narrowed. A hard edge came into Hailey’s voice that sounded almost comically out of place.

“Someone I need to see.”








  
 

IV


The hallway was crowded. Dense with clusters of cheerleaders, of slackers, of jocks, of misfits. Groups Harvey used to always feel at home passing by, sure he was surrounded by friends, and always able to teach anyone who disagreed a lesson.

Now, though, he felt less like someone strutting confidently through a crowd.

And more like a little mouse tiptoeing through a pride of lions.

“Heyyy, loser…”

“Ugh. Look what came crawling out from under its rock…”

“Did Hailey Dorkton really just try and say hi to me…?”

His head bent, his textbooks clutched furiously to his swollen chest, Harvey tried not to let his embarrassment show. Tried not to let his cheeks noticeably flush pink.

It wasn’t easy.

Everywhere he went, a chorus of whispers seemed to start up. Snide comments from girls. Open abuse from loud and obnoxious boys. A cacophony of casual cruelty, all directed at poor little him.

“Just look at what she’s wearing…”

“Hey, ass-face! Hey, ass-face!”

“She’s soooo tragic. I actually feel sorry for her.”

It was like a nightmare. All around the former jock were faces he recognized. Faces that should have been smiling to see him, or else guarded with fear.

Instead, they were a mixture of dismissive, sneering, and outright hostile. 

“Outta my way, bitch! There’s no room for freaks here…”

It was bad enough, having to return to school in the body of a girl. Bad enough to be walking through the hall in cute heeled boots and a dress, all too aware that his boobies were sticking out prominently in front of him, that his bum was curving in a way that was sickening to feel.

But to deal with all that, and the realization that everyone suddenly hated him?

It was almost enough to make Harvey’s poor little head explode.

“What’s the hurry, Dorkton? Late for math class?”

Just as bad were the few, rare looks of support and encouragement he did get. Every now and then, as Harvey passed a group of particularly dweeby looking kids, one or two of them would shoot him a smile, or give a little half wave.

Each time they did so, Harvey felt like smashing their stupid faces in.

The kids who acknowledged him were the lowest of the losers! The absolute bottom-feeding geeks, the ones even all the other rejects picked on.

There! Smiling. That was Stephen Buzzmann, the fat little fuck who acted camp but still leered over the cheerleaders.

Over there! Waving at him. Joe Johnson, Karl’s creepy little friend who was so pale and silent and weedy that everyone thought he was either autistic or a shitty vampire.

And there! Giving him an encouraging wink. That was Mandy Mayberry, the freshman all the other kids called Moaning Myrtle, after the Harry Potter character.

And, between these flashes of unwanted support from people he wouldn’t be seen dead with, an endless sea of cruelty.

Ron, you bastard… Harvey thought as he walked, his stupid bunches bouncing with each step he took, and his cute, freckled face set in anger, if you had to turn me into a girl, why couldn’t you at least turn me into a cheerleader or something? Someone popular?

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes.

Anyone but this ugly loser…

Yet the weirdest part was, Hailey wasn’t ugly. Not really.

Oh sure, she was no model. And she was maybe a billion light years away from the toned, athletic physique of Stacey.

But, as he’d been getting ready that morning, peering into the mirror as he did his makeup, Harvey had been forced to admit it.

Hailey was weirdly cute.

After his conversation with his mom, Harvey had gone upstairs fully intending to grab whatever clothes came to hand, storm out that door and confront Ron before he even made it to school.

I’ll pummel the guy, he had raged to himself, not stopping to wonder how a 5’3” girl would lay out a hulking giant like Ron. I’ll beat his pansy ass, I’ll drag him into the street and make him beg me for forgiveness!

Then he’d angrily closed his bedroom door…

…and suddenly found himself getting ready like it was just a normal school day.

At first, he’d tried to fight it. Yelling at himself inside his head as he pulled out dresses from his closet that he was wasting time, to just drop the dresses and go!

Slowly, though, it had dawned on him that he simply couldn’t. Whenever he tried to throw down what he was holding and storm back towards the door, he got about two steps before an insanely powerful urge to brush his hair or put his makeup on derailed him and made him forget what he’d been trying to do.

Eventually, he figured out this must be part of whatever sick spell Ron had cursed him with.

He wasn’t just stuck in the body of ginger loser Hailey. He was stuck living her life, too.

Apparently, that meant getting ready in the mornings exactly as Hailey would’ve normally done.

Fine, he’d thought sourly as he pulled his nightshirt off, I’ll play along with your stupid games for now, Ron. But just you wait until I get to school…

It hadn’t even occurred to him that the spell might force him to act normal at school, make him avoid any confrontation. 

As he pulled off Hailey’s pajamas, Harvey had glanced down at himself and felt a little lurch of misery.

His naked body was just so… female. 

His smallish breasts (small for a girl, but painfully large for a man to see growing on him) dangled from his body as he bent over to pull his socks off, pulling faintly on his back, their nipples all pink and larger than a boy’s and hard and pointed.

His hips swelled out below his tight waist, making his body seem stupidly out of proportion. At the same time, he was all too aware as he sat on the edge of the bed that his ass was bigger than it had been, rounder and fuller.

What was it Miss Thompson said in biology again? He thought as he yanked off the tragically decorated panties Hailey was wearing. Human women evolved big hips and asses for pregnancy?

He had to stop thinking. The realization that his new body could literally get pregnant had been enough to make him shudder.

His panties off, Harvey had gloomily bent forward to inspect the thing now growing between his legs. A demure pair of lips had looked back at him, a mound with a dark line running down its center and a tuft of wiry ginger pubic hair at its top.

That’s my pussy. Oh fuck, that’s my pussy…

For the briefest moment, he’d been half-tempted to touch it, to see what it felt like. But he’d quickly shaken the thought away with a flick of his head.

Nu-uh. No way. Ron might be able to force him to be a girl through whatever sick magic he’d discovered, but he couldn’t force him to play with himself.

Besides, the memory that he’d once touched a geek down there would be utterly shameful when he finally turned back.

If he ever turned back…

In the mirror, naked Hailey had looked back at him, a weary look on her shy face. Harvey had glumly stared at her body, a body that was pale with a dark dusting of freckles on each shoulder and around her nose. A body that curved in the wrong ways and looked like it had almost no muscle on it.

At least she’s skinny, he thought. In fact, her body’s not too bad. Bigger tits and a bit more toning and she might even get a boyfriend…

He rolled his eyes. Who was he kidding? Hailey would have to not only get a boob job and start working out to get laid, but also change her entire wardrobe too.

Speaking of which…

“Wearing girl-clothes…” Harvey sighed as he got to his feet, unhappily holding up a pair of panties with loose-wristed hands, “lucky me…”

If you’d told him at that exact moment that the way he wrinkled his nose as he said that was kinda cute, he’d have probably punched you.

First, Harvey had been forced to slip on a pair of girl’s panties, sliding them up his shaved legs until they clung tight to his round girl-butt and new vagina.

As he walked up and down Hailey’s room, trying to get used to the feel of them, he couldn’t help but notice two things. The first was how much more freedom women’s underwear seemed to give you to move.

The second was that he really needed to put a bra on.

Holding up one of Hailey’s bras before him (almost painfully unsexy, of course, exactly like everything she owned) Harvey had felt a little tug of trepidation.

Wearing panties was already weird enough, but at least wearing underwear was something you did as a guy. Wearing a bra, on the other hand, felt like crossing some invisible line.

Even if he managed to get back to his old body in the next couple of hours, he’d never be able to deny that he’d once dressed up in a bra.

“What else you gonna do, dipshit?” He muttered in Hailey’s soft voice, “go braless and deal with everyone staring at your nipples?”

The thought of guys – even worse, geeky guys – drooling over the outline of his chest had made Harvey wanna barf. So he’d taken a deep breath, closed his eyes, and put the damn bra on.

Luckily, Hailey’s granny-bra was one of those ones without underwire you don’t have to do up at the back (he had no idea what they were called, or if they even had a special name), so Harvey had been able to tug it on over his head and wrestle it into place, trying to ignore the feeling in his breasts as he did so.

When it was finally on, he opened his eyes again and looked down at the ridiculous underwear he was now being forced to wear. His now-covered boobs poked out in front of him almost defiantly.

“Better than having you jiggling around, I guess…”

Impulsively, he squeezed his arms together, making his new breasts squash up against one another. It felt weirdly nice.

The next step was to pick out what the hell to wear. 

As he started picking through his misfit clothes, Harvey had been terrified that the spell would force him to wear something utterly girly, like a frilly pink tutu or something (he’d seen what looked like an old ballet dress hanging in Hailey’s closet, and you never knew).

In the end, though, he’d gotten almost lucky. Or, at least, as lucky as you could get when your body had been stolen and you were being forced to live as the opposite gender.

After ten minutes of alternately shuddering at how girly some of Hailey’s clothes were, and eye-rolling at how geeky some others were, Harvey had found himself stood in front of the mirror, feeling pleasantly surprised by his new outfit.

You know what? That’s actually not bad…

A vintage red dress clung to his slender new frame, accentuating his girly shape, clinging to his waist and bust before poofing out around his hips and trailing down to his knees. 

A long pair of patterned white stockings with these weird shapes he found oddly cute were pulled up his legs, hiding all his female flesh from prying eyes.

A cardigan was draped over his shoulders, open at the front, but covering his arms and shoulders, and hiding away enough of his cleavage that Harvey no longer felt exposed.

A pair of retro heeled ankle boots were on his feet. An intricate, homemade bracelet dangled from one wrist. 

Stood before the mirror, with his big glasses on and his red hair flowing, Harvey had been forced to admit something.

Hailey was actually cute.

You gotta be kidding… the jock side of his brain thought, rolling its eyes. OK, she’s slim enough that the dress makes her kinda interesting to look at, and her eyes have that anime girl thing going on, but come on, dude!

Yet he couldn’t help it. He didn’t know if it was the magic or if he really did feel this way or what, but posing before his bedroom mirror, Harvey had suddenly felt like maybe his new body wasn’t so ugly after all. Like maybe this really wouldn’t be so bad.

And then the bunches had happened.

He couldn’t quite remember now how or why they’d appeared. One minute, he’d got a strangely powerful urge to do something with his hair…

…the next he’d been sat at his new makeup desk, watching in horror as his body automatically pulled his long hair up into two little pigtails that fluffed out either side of his head, dangling down to his jawline. 

“You’re kidding!” He groaned out loud in the mirror, “no… don’t. I look… I look…”

Like a fucking dork! He’d wanted to scream, and it was true.

While he still thought Hailey’s freckled nose and big eyes made her kinda adorable, it had been her long, sexy red hair that had impressed him stood before the body mirror.

Now it was all done up in two stupid bunches with little pink hairbands holding them in place, he looked more like a dweeb again, a girl who was just refusing to grow up and stop doing herself up as a child.

“I mean, do we haveta?” He’d groaned, trying to reach up and tear the bands out of his hair, desperate to look his best, even if that meant adjusting to girl-standards of hotness.

Instead, the magic had forced him to pick up his lip gloss and apply a little coating to his pink lips, all while he glared crossly into the mirror at what Ron’s spell was making him become.

And now here he was. The fashionless dweeb. The magic forcing her to clutch math books to her boobs as she walked through school, forever signaling to everyone what a reject outcast she was.

When I find you, Ron, Harvey swore silently as he passed a group of bimbos who turned their pretty little noses up at him, I’m gonna take these math books and shove them up your ass.

He was used to being confident in his appearance. Used to feeling like the hottest person around.

To suddenly be forced to scurry through hallways, avoiding people’s eyes and worrying that his bunches made him look dumb was in some ways even worse than discovering he had tits and a hooch.

“OH!”

The squeak escaped Harvey’s pink lips before he knew what was happening. The was a flump as his textbooks tumbled from his arms, spilling paper across the hallway floor.

“Why don’t you watch where the fuck you’re going?!”

He glared up at the figure stood over him, only to feel his comically angry expression change to one of comical shock as he saw who’d just bumped into him. 

“Oops,” drawled Lou, a sardonic grin on his face. “Must’ve missed you. I’ve got a condition: freak blindness.”

He paused, seemed to wonder if his insult had been clear enough.

“It means I can’t see freaks. Y’know. Freaks like you.”

Harvey barely heard him.

“Lou!” He gasped in his girl-voice, his dropped books forgotten, “oh my God… am I glad to see you!”

“Err, what?” The big lug blinked, surprised by this small girl’s enthusiasm. “Why…?”

“There’s no time to explain!” Harvey said, “I… I have to find Ron. Have you seen him, or is he here, or… or…”

He trailed off as a vast, shit-munching grin spread across Lou’s face.

“Whoaaa! You’ve got the hots for Ron?!”

“No!” Harvey protested, hating how squealy his new voice sounded. “I’m just looking for…!”

He could already see it was no use.

“Wait till Ron hears this!” Lou howled with laughter, wiping fake tears from his eyes. Kids all through the hallway stopped to look at him. “Hailey Dorkton wants to get in his pants! Hey, everyone!”

He turned to the assembled crowd, spread his strong arms wide.

“Guess who just told me she wants to be prom queen with Ron Ashley!” 

“Did not…” Harvey mumbled. 

But he could feel his cheeks, starting to flush bright pink as the gathered students laughed along with Lou. As images flashed back into his head again, of how he’d dreamed of being in Ron’s arms powerful arms just the night before.

To his horror, Harvey realized that every word Lou was saying was probably true. His new body had fantasized about Ron. Really did want to be his princess.

And his Hailey form seemed incapable of stopping that information from showing on its face!

As people pointed and laughed, Harvey jerkily bent down and scooped his textbooks back into his arms, scrabbling for sheets of paper even as his vision blinked and swam with tears.

“Whatsa matter, Dorkton? Lost your love letters to Ro-on?”

Fighting back a sudden urge to sob, Harvey got unsteadily to his feet, glared helplessly at the hostile crowd, hoping, wishing for just one friendly face. Just one glance of sympathy.

But there was none. Even some of the boys he’d have deemed too pathetic to beat up were openly smirking at him, glad that – for once – someone else was getting humiliated.

He turned back to his former friend. Lou gave him a smug grin.

“Get outta here, freak,” he said, folding his arms. “Or I’ll tell Ron how you creamed your pants over him.”

You sexist ASSHOLE! Harvey tried to scream. 

But the magic stopped him. Whereas, as a boy, the red mist that came down would have left him powerless to do anything but lay into Lou and try his level best to kill him; as a small, weak girl, the throbbing rage now coursing through his veins made him feel him powerless to do anything but want to cry and run away.

So, trying to muster what little dignity he still had left, he simply silently turned and stalked off along the hallway, trying to ignore the whoops and screams and cheers behind him.

“Hey, Dorkton! Dorkton, I’m sorry… you can marry me instead!”

“God, she’s such a loser…”

Assholes! Harvey raged, blinking back shameful tears. Assholes, assholes, ASSHOLES!

He’d never realized before, how it felt to be the kid getting picked on. The one scrabbling to pick up her textbooks while everyone laughed.

Never realized how it felt to have the entire world laugh at you. How lonely it made you feel. How scared and sad and ugly.

Is that how Karl felt when I pantsed him. Oh God, is that what I did…?

He was so wrapped up in his thoughts, he didn’t notice the three girls blocking his path until he almost went crashing into them.

“Oh! Sorry, I’m… I wasn’t looking.”

“We could tell,” grinned Janice, looking down at him with delight in her dark eyes. “Saw you getting an ass-whuppin’ back there, girl.”

She folded her arms, in the exact same pose Lou had used just a moment ago.

“Tell me, how does it feel now you’re the one getting picked on?”  

“Wh-what?” Harvey couldn’t keep the tremble out of his voice. It was like these girls had read his mind!

Janice rolled her eyes.

“Oh, come on, girl. We know it’s you in there.”

“After all,” a blonde girl he vaguely recognized as Aimee, “we put you there.”

“You…” Harvey couldn’t believe his ears. “You did this to me?!”

Oh Ron, he thought, Ron, bro, I’m so, so sorry!

His face flushed red again. With anger this time. If what these girls were saying was true…!

“But why?!”

Janice stepped up to him, a sneer on her face. To his surprise, Harvey felt himself instinctively shrink back.

Suddenly, a girl he’d once towered over was visibly bigger and stronger than him.

“After what you did to Liz? Making her cry like that? You deserved it, bitch.”

On her other side, the short, dark haired girl Harvey assumed was Lizzie glowered at him. She looked like a character from the Omen or something.

“Janice is goddamn right you did. You made my life Hell.”

“Made your life…? I barely know you guys!” Harvey looked dazedly from one girl to the other, at the three smug faces looming over him. “Wait… who do you think I…?”

“Don’t play coy with us,” Janice snapped, taking a step forward. “Not if you ever want to get your old body back. We know it’s you in there, miss queen bitch.”

“Yeah!” Shouted the girl called Lizzie. “We know who you are really…”

Harvey shook his head, wildly.

“I don’t think you do…”

“We know it’s you,” Janice said, coming to a stop, right before Harvey, “Stacey Simmons.”

For a moment Harvey simply blinked at these three hostile girls. At these three witches who thought he was his girlfriend.

All three of them were completely taken aback when he burst into hysterical laughter.








  
 

V


“Oh boy,” sighed Janice. “Did we ever fuck up.”

It was maybe five minutes later. The four girls were stood in the first restroom they could find, Janice leaning against the sinks while Lizzie glowered in the corner and Aimee frantically paced, a look of terror in her eyes.

And Harvey?

Harvey just stood before the mirror, staring at Hailey – cute, weird, adorable, awful – Hailey staring back at him with those big green eyes of hers.

An almost overwhelming urge to laugh was washing over his petite body, making his little head swim, even as he simultaneously felt like screaming.

To think all of this was just some stupid mistake!

“Are we sure it’s him in there?” Lizzie glared at Harvey, like this was somehow all his fault. “Couldn’t Stacey just be trying to trick us into…?”

“Stacey’s not that smart.” Janice shook her head, turned her eyes up to heaven. “Face it, guys, we really screwed up.”

“But you can turn me back, right?!” Harvey squeaked, mesmerized by the way Hailey moved her lips in time with him in the grimy mirror. “You can just reverse the spell now and make me a man again.”

He shot the other girls a pathetically hopeful smile.

“Right?”

“I dunno,” Janice turned to Aimee. “Aimee?”

The blonde girl kept right on pacing, shaking her head and whispering to herself.

“Aimee. Girl!”

Aimee stopped, blinked at them.

“Huh?”

“Dorkton. Can we turn her back?”

“Hey!” Harvey span around to face Janice. “Don’t call me that!”

Janice shrugged. 

“What you gonna do about it?”

“I’ll…!” Harvey stuttered, his tiny, freckled hands bunched into fists, “I’ll…!”

But he already knew he couldn’t do anything. 

He was a dork now. A girl so unpopular, even these geeks could beat on him and no-one would care.

Not only that, he was tiny. Tiny, weak and helpless. Both Janice and Aimee now towered over him, and the girl called Lizzie…

Well, she might be smaller than him, even in his new body, but there was something about the way she was looking at him, the anger in her eyes that made Harvey think she might be deadly in a fight.

He made himself unclench his fists.

“This is so unfair!” He pouted, turning back to the mirror.

“Let’s just leave him like this.” Lizzie sneered. “He never tortured us like Stacey, maybe, but he was a dick to Karl and Joe…”

She folded her arms.

“I say make him stay this way. We can use a different spell on Stacey.” 

Her eyes lit up.

“Maybe we could turn her into a geeky boy and make them fall in love!”

Harvey felt his pink lips drop open.

“What?! You can’t…!”

He was relieved to see Aimee was already shaking her head.

“Guys, my sis will literally kill me if she finds out I’ve been using magic.” She gave Janice and Lizzie an imploring look. “When we were kids, she once turned me into a frog for looking at her spell book. A frog! I hadta spend all day hopping around a pond in the park before my stepmom came home and turned me back.”

The blonde girl gave a little shudder.

“If she finds out we cast a spell without a magic license… I mean, all three of us might…”

“What?”

“Get turned into toads or something. Permanently.”

There was a grisly silence as the three other girls absorbed this information.

“I guess that settles it then,” Janice blew air out her cheeks. “We’ve gotta turn her… well, him… actually, no her back.”

She gave Harvey a smug little look.

“How’d you like having female pronouns, huh?”

But Harvey was feeling way too relieved to care.

“Oh Jesus, thank you!” He clasped Aimee’s hands in his own, smiling eagerly up at her, “thank you, thank you! I-I promise I’ll forget all about this, and I’ll never beat on you guys or let Stacey… Let Stacey…”

Aimee had looked away from him, an uncomfortable expression on her face. Harvey slowly let go of her hands. Stepped back.

“What?”

“It’s kinda…” Aimee mumbled. “So, umm, when I cast the spell, I kinda… Oh God…”

She took a deep breath. Steadied herself.

“I didn’t intend to ever reverse it,” she said, slowly. “I mean, I can’t. My sister could, but if I told her… bam. Toad time.”

A helpless shrug.

“Sorry, Hailey. I really am, but…

But you’re gonna be a girl now for the rest of your life.”

The bathroom seemed to grow very dim around Harvey. To swim before his eyes. He took a step back and leaned against one of the porcelain sinks, feeling dizzy.

For the rest of my life…

The words throbbed in his temples. Gently, he raised his dainty hands, touched his bunches, feeling their alien shape, feeling their femaleness.

For the rest of my life…

He was a girl now. Not just for a day, or for a few weeks, or until this spell got reversed. But forever. His old, male life was gone, scrubbed. As far as most people knew, he’d always been Hailey.

And now, he was going to be Hailey in the future as well. He was gonna graduate and go to college and join a sorority (if they’d let a dweeb like Hailey in). He was gonna get his diploma and start work as a woman. He was gonna spend his life feeling shy around boys and feeling all hot and bothered when he saw a stacked guy like Ron.

And, one day, he was gonna meet a guy. And his body would force him to fall in love. And he’d let this boy kiss him, and touch his boobies, and-and stick his cock inside him.

And he’d have sex, as a girl. And he might get pregnant. And, eventually, this guy would propose to him, and he’d say yes.

And then he’d be a wife. A fully-grown woman. A mommy. 

And all traces of Harvey would be gone.

The rest of my life…

“Hailey…? Hey, Hailey….? Guys, I think she’s gonna…”

The world wobbling around him, Harvey looked down at his body. At his pale cleavage, at the swell of his breasts, the shape of his hips. 

At his body that was so slender and willowy and insisted on standing with its legs bent and its wrists limp.

The body he would one day be buried in. The female body that no-one else would ever understand was also his prison.

“Hailey…” 

A hand gently touched his shoulder. Harvey let out a scream and batted it away.

“Don’t touch me!” He shouted as Janice backed off. “Don’t touch me you… you witches!”

“OK, I get you’re mad,” Janice said, her voice deliberately calm, “and we’re sorry…”

“I’m not.” Harvey heard Lizzie pipe up. “I think it’s hilarious. Remember what this guy did to Karl?”

“Liz. Not now.”

“Please…” Harvey whimpered. He gave Aimee a wild look. “Please, there must be something…”

“Maybe there is.” Aimee shifted uncomfortably. “In fact, I think it’s probably the only way…”

“Anything!” The geeky girl who used to be Harvey clasped her tiny hands in a begging pose. “I’ll do anything!”

Aimee nodded.

“So, there’s one more spell I remember, and it’s definitely the last one I can cast, or the magic energy is gonna make my sis suspicious.”

“Fine, whatever!” Harvey nodded eagerly, wishing she would hurry up.

“It’s a mind spell…” Aimee said, slowly, “I think I can make it work. In fact, I’m sure I…”

“Aimee?” Janice prompted. “Show and tell, girl.”

“It’s a memory charm,” Aimee shrugged, stepping back and pointing at Harvey. “I can wipe her mind, make her think she’s always been Hailey. It’s not, like, ideal, but it will make her happier. And stop my sister from finding out.”

“Wait…” Harvey took a step back. “You’re-you’re gonna kill me?!”

He felt like throwing up! Being forced to be Hailey was bad enough. Being Hailey without ever knowing that he’d once been Harvey…

It’d be like dying.

“Not really. Sort of.” Aimee gave an unhappy smile. “Trust me, it’ll be for the best. Janice? Lizzie?”

“Hold on. NO! Let me…!”

Harvey let out a squeal as Janice and Lizzie grabbed his arms, pinned him in place.

He tried to struggle, but in Hailey’s weak body it was hopeless. Janice was simply bigger than him, and Lizzie’s grip was like a vice.

“You can’t do this! You can’t-!”

“For what it’s worth,” Aimee shrugged, “I really am sorry. I promise, you’ll be happier not remembering. Now.”

She took a deep breath. Stepped back.

“Kandaar… Shashanna…”

“No!”

“Vanicht… KATA-!”

“What the fuck are you bitches doing?”

Aimee froze mid-spell. Harvey felt the two girls holding him go stiff. He stopped struggling.

As one, all four girls turned to the restroom door, gaped in horror at…

“Stacey!” Harvey gasped. “Oh, Stacey, am I glad to see you!”

Over by the entrance, his beautiful girlfriend curled her lip, looked at him like he was a piece of excrement on the tip of her shoe.

“Urgh! Don’t even try to talk to me.”

But Stacey… It’s me! Harvey wanted to shout. Harvey. Your boyfriend!

But what would be the point? Almost no-one except Janice and her friends remembered him in this reality. Stacey was going out with Ron. 

No matter what he said, she would never believe he was anything but some pathetic female dork.

“What’s this?” The gorgeous cheerleader asked, surveying all the girls at once. “Some sort of math club hazing? You gonna take her panties off and make her recite pies to sixty places?”

“It’s Pi,” Harvey automatically said, before immediately giving himself a mental kick.

Why the hell was he correcting the woman who’d just saved him from oblivion?

Luckily, Stacey had clearly decided he was too much of a loser to even insult.

“We were just…” Aimee said, awkwardly, “I mean, it’s just a game…”

“You really think I give a shit?” Stacey gave a laugh like she couldn’t believe how tragic this whole situation was. “Oh my God, you’re all so pathetic.”

She tossed a hand through her perfect blonde hair. To his amazement, Harvey felt a pang of jealousy shooting through him. Envy, mixed up with longing, sprinkled with sadness.

She’s so beautiful, he dimly thought, like a supermodel. I’m such a troll next to her. No wonder no-one loves me…

He had to shake his head to chase the unwelcome girl-thought away. To his irritation, the movement made his bunches swish around.

Still, he couldn’t help but wonder if this was how Stacey always made other girls feel.

“Listen,” Stacey gave Aimee a pitying look, “you dykes can play your dumbass games and put spiders in her hooch for all I give two fucks. But not when I need to use the mirrors.”

She sniffed. Waited. Gave them all an incredulous look.

“Oh my God, what are you still doing here? Move.”

Harvey saw Aimee hesitate…

But the rules of school life were too deeply ingrained. Too powerful to disobey.

He felt Janice and Lizzie relax their grip…

…and then all four girls were shyly standing to one side, giving the queen bee of the school an open pathway to the mirrors.

“Finally,” Stacey muttered. She tossed her hair again, gave them all a warning look, then strutted up to the sink, plucking some concealer out her bag as she went, paying as much attention to them as a fairytale princess might the lowliest peasants.

Harvey awkwardly smiled up at her.

“Thank…” he began.

“Oh my God,” Stacey groaned, not even looking at him, “are you actually retarded? I said don’t talk to me, bitch.”

Harvey blinked, stunned by how nasty his girlfriend was being. As a guy, he’d always known Stacey gave plenty of other girls a hard time. But he’d always assumed they probably deserved it, in the vague way he felt kids like Karl deserved the occasional pantsing.

But now he was on the receiving end, he wasn’t so sure.

In fact, he was beginning to suspect that his girlfriend – the girl who was gonna be his prom queen someday – might actually be a 24 carat bitch.

Janice, Aimee and Lizzie were all still watching him, warning looks on their faces, trying to keep him there, trying to intimidate him.

Don’t you fucking dare, he could see them trying to signal, don’t even think about it…

Too late, Harvey mentally shot back, I’ve thought about it.

“I-I guess I better be going,” he said out loud, grabbing his stack of exercise books, clutching them to his boobs. “Class to get to.”

Aimee was shaking her head, giving him an urgent look. Harvey forced up a bright smile.

“See you guys later!”

“Whatever,” Stacey sighed. The others were silent.

With an immense feeling of relief, Harvey scuttled over to the door. Just as he was slipping back out into the hall, a thought came to him. He turned back to face the three girls.

“Oh, and don’t bother looking for me later,” he said, his head pounding, his girl-mind dizzy with confrontation, “or I’ll tweet your sister the moment I see you guys.”

He hadn’t know if Aimee’s witch sister even had a Twitter handle, but the look on Aimee’s face said it all.
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The rest of the day passed in a surreal blur.

Surreal, because, when all was said and done, Harvey was still at the same old school, going to the same old classes, and seeing the same old people that he always had.

But , once you scratched that banal surface and took a closer look at the details of his new life, things were so different it was like seeing the entire world through a funhouse mirror.

Take the most boring, simple task, like opening a door.

Harvey hadn’t realized it, but he was so used to being in a strong, athletic body that he’d calibrated his mind to find everything involving physical movement easy. Like, he didn’t even notice as he opened classroom doors.

As a weak, exercise-avoidant girl, though, it was a whole other story.

Each time his Hailey body had to open a door, he was consciously aware of the effort he was having to put into it. What had once been a simple action was now something that required his body to take notice, required him to push or pull and try and slip his slender new frame through.

It was a tiny thing. A thing that someone who had always had a body as weak as Hailey’s wouldn’t even notice.

But that was what made it so utterly weird.

As Harvey struggled to pull open a door in the science block, it had occurred to him that it was this very banality that was making him feel like he was going mad.

Like, if he’d been turned into Hailey and magicked away to a surreal, all-girl boarding school, the sheer weirdness of his sudden gender swap would have been subsumed beneath the larger weirdness around him.

Here, at his regular high school, the fact that everything else was so normal just made being a girl that much weirder.

It was the same story with peeing.

As a guy, you stood and aimed and that was that. As a girl, though – as Hailey – it was…

Well. It was gross.

The first time Harvey had to hold up his hand and ask to be excused to use the restroom (the other kids rolling their eyes and snickering at him for daring to be geeky and to speak up in class), he’d approached it with the feeling of a condemned man climbing the scaffold.

He’d been trying to hold his pee in all day, desperate not to experience something as alien as urinating out his hooch.

But, as the day had worn on and his bladder started to hurt, he’d come to the realization that he had no idea how girls held pee in when they were desperate. And the last thing he wanted was to accidentally wet himself in front of the whole class.

So, with a heavy heart, he’d traipsed into the toilet stall, reached under his dress, pulled his stupid panties down, lifted up his hem and perched like a sissy on the edge of the toilet.

Then, his eyes closed, he’d grit his teeth and relaxed, and tried not to shudder as he felt his urine spray out of him in an uncontrollable jet.

Again, it was another difference that was tiny enough to be weird. Sitting where he should have been standing. Unable to direct his flow where he could have before.

As Harvey gingerly wiped his pussy, an unconscious expression of disgust on his cute face, he’d wondered just how many other weird moments like this he’d have to deal with today.

It didn’t take long to find out.

For starters, there was the problem of boys.

All his life, Harvey had noticed other guys only within a narrow set of parameters. Friend or enemy. Dweeb or jock. Ugly enough to dismiss, or handsome enough to be a potential threat around Stacey.

Now, though, it was like whatever algorithm had been humming away in his head had gone haywire.

He’d simply never realized before what an extraordinary variety of guys existed in the world… nor how many of them were…

(No, don’t say it!) Well, y’know…

(Shutup, goddamnit, shutup!) Cute.

It was like a switch had been flipped inside his brain, one that activated a whole other sense he’d never known he could possess before. 

Suddenly, the world around him was a world in which men existed. Not the vague “guys” Harvey’s mind had categorized them as before, but men.

Men with handsome faces, and cute eyes you could lose yourself forever in.

Men with smiles that could turn your legs to jelly, and biceps that made you breathe in sharply when you saw them.

Men with broad shoulders you wanted to slip your arms around, and taut back muscles you dreamed of running your lips over as the two of you lay naked in bed together.

As Harvey slid through the hallways of their school, trying his best to be invisible, he was mortified to note just how interested in guys his new body was.

Passing a group of jocks he used to sometimes play hockey with when football season was dead and gone, he felt his freckled face instinctively flush red. Felt his heart start hammering in his chest. Felt a deep desire to sink into the ground and become invisible, even as he wished, wished, wished they would notice him, talk to him, turn those cocky smiles in his direction.

Sat in the back of a geography class, watching young Mister Harman turn to the board, his taut, gym-fit muscles visibly rippling under his tight shirt, he became all too aware of the way his breath was suddenly catching in his throat, his nipples starting to harden in his granny-bra.

Seeing a pretty skater boy smile at him (and sweet Jesus, how pretty he was! Harvey had never known before that boys could be pretty), and feeling almost helpless to stop himself from giggling like a school girl.

It was horrible! Everywhere he looked, he seemed to see guys his new girl-brain was attracted to!

Powerful jocks… slouching rebels who thought they were this generation’s James Dean… even skinny math nerds who had angelic faces and looked so adorably serious as they focused on a problem…

All of them sent strange new signals deep into a very elemental part of Harvey’s brain. A place where strange demons cavorted, making him imagine what it might be like to-to kiss these boys. To let them fondle his breasts.

To feel them slipping their cocks deep inside his pussy, while he moaned and wailed and begged for more.

By the time the lunchtime bell rang, Harvey was seriously considering locking himself away in the bathroom and masturbating, letting his awful new straight side have what it so clearly craved.

Walking to the lunch hall in dazed confusion, he desperately tried to sneak covert glances at a gang of cheerleaders hanging out in short skirts – hoping against hope that there was still a spark of attraction left. 

But there had been nothing. Nothing at all.

Just a faint longing to look like these perfect Barbies, mixed up with a fear that they would laugh at him, all sprinkled with a feeling of intellectual superiority over these dumb airheads who he hated, even as he wished he could be one of them and have a boyfriend and lots of friends, and, and…

By the time he finally had his lunch tray and was sat (alone, of course) trying to eat, Harvey no longer knew if he was horny or giddy or miserable or angry or what.

All he knew was that he hated being a teen girl more than he’d ever hated anything before.

It was while he was trying to process this stew of emotions and thoughts that the next truly weird thing happened.

He was keeping his head down, his red bangs falling over his forehead, trying to ignore the visible swell of his own breasts as he focused on his homework.

It was math, a subject Harvey normally hated, but was now pleasantly surprised to discover he found the easiest thing in the world.

Where once he would have looked at the page before him, with its arcane symbols and equations, and felt nothing but dread, his transformed brain was now allowing him to see all sorts of patterns and ideas and certainties he’d never known existed before.

It was a strangely liberating experience. Like waking up to discover you could suddenly speak French or Italian, and had magically unlocked all the poetic and beautiful thoughts contained in a simple phrase like Il n’y a qu’un bonheur dans la vie, c’est d’aimer et d’être aimé.

Working his way through pages of problem solving, Harvey was surprised to note he even felt – not quite happy, but calm. Content. Almost Zen.

At least there’s some advantage to being stuck like this, he thought as he worked. I’m never gonna have Miss January call me out in math class again…

He was so wrapped up in his newfound hobby that he didn’t notice the figure standing over him until it was too late.

“Hey.” A male voice murmured, very close to his ear, “I’ve been looking for you everywhere.”

The voice was familiar, the voice of someone Harvey knew. For a moment he tried to place it, but then his mind went blank with terror as he felt two strong arms wrap around his torso and squeeze him tight into a hug.

What the FUCK?!

He tried to scream. To jump up. To yell out and hit the-the man who had just touched him so inappropriately!

Instead, something much, much worse happened.

To his horror, Harvey felt a blissful smile tug itself up onto his face. Felt his eyes briefly close. Heard himself whisper Hey, you…

And then he was turning, that smile refusing to leave his face. Turning, and gently opening his eyes, even as he parted his lips.

He caught a quick, confusing glimpse of dark hair, of a slender frame in a Tee, of two brown eyes smiling at him…

…and suddenly Harvey was kissing the strange boy stood behind him.

Wait!

It was an awful moment in an already awful day! It was disgusting. It was creepy. It was so gross!

Stop!

And it was also the most wonderful thing he’d ever experienced.

Harvey kissed with his eyes closed and his pink lips parted, the strange boy’s tongue in his mouth, swirling around the insides of his cheeks.

He kissed with an alien feeling of happiness rising up within him, threatening to drown him, only vaguely aware that his own slender arms were now thrown around this boy’s skinny shape, holding onto him like a lifesaver.

He could feel his dorky glasses, bent out of line by someone’s face. Feel his nipples, suddenly all hard and pointy. Feel his pussy coming to life, its lips getting strangely warm as a dampness started to grow in his crotch.

It was a perfect kiss, even in its clumsiness. A wonderful, delicious, and very male kiss that made him feel dizzy and giggly and happy all at once.

Oh my God, this is so much better than kissing Stacey… than kissing any girl, part of his brain fizzed, while another part simultaneously screamed, no! STOP! The magic is making you do this…

But Harvey could no more heed its call than he could suddenly understand someone crying out in Latin. His body just refused to obey.

So he kept on kissing, kept on being kissed for what must have only been a second or two, but felt inside his brain like an eternity.

Finally, at long last, Harvey felt the boy lean back. He kept his eyes closed, a wide, goofy smile on his freckled face, hoping there might be more. Time seemed to stand still.

“Whoa,” the boy whispered. Even without seeing him, Harvey could tell he was smiling too. “Someone must’ve missed me.”

“Always,” Harvey heard himself whisper back, even as he dazedly wondered who he was talking to, who his mystery kisser was.

Ron? Is it you… Oh God, please don’t let it be you…

“Can’t blame you,” the boy murmured in his maddeningly familiar voice (no, that wasn’t Ron. So who…?), “I am pretty great.”

Harvey felt himself giggle. He started to open his eyes again, slowly, even as his body kept speaking for him.

“You’re better than great,” he heard himself breathe, as the boy’s face swam into focus, “you’re… you’re…”

Then Harvey’s eyes kept right on opening, kept right on getting wider even as a bolt of ice shot through his heart. Even as he realized where he knew that all-too familiar voice from.

You’re…!

“You’re Karl!” He wailed, as he felt his cheeks blush pink and his body flutter its eyelashes.

Above him, the geeky boy, the dork Harvey had pantsed so many times before grinned awkwardly down at him.

“And you’re Hailey. My gorgeous girlfriend.”

At the word girlfriend, he leaned down again and gave Harvey another kiss. The feel of a boy’s lips touching his was as intoxicating as before, but this time, Harvey didn’t kiss back. Oh no.

He simply sat there, frozen in shock by what was happening to him.

The spell had gone even further than he’d realized. It hadn’t just snatched away his manhood and made him into a girl. It hadn’t just taken away his social standing and forced him to be a loser.

It had done all that, and then taken one of the boys he found most pathetic of all…

…and made him into that boy’s girlfriend.

As Karl pulled back and gave him a funny little smile, wondering why he wasn’t kissing back, Harvey felt a sadness rising up in him that seemed to eclipse the universe. A sensation of shame that threatened to permanently drown him beneath its black waters.

Whether or not the spell that changed him into Hailey had been meant for him or not, it had picked his punishment well.

“Oh, Karl…” Harvey managed to choke out. His new boyfriend looked concerned.

“Hailey…? Are you…?”

Then the boy’s face swam with water and vanished into a blur. For a moment, Harvey wondered what the hell was going on.

And then he realized. He was crying. Sobbing with pathetic little sniffles at his lost gender, at his lost life. 

Sobbing like a girl.

As he burst into tears in the middle of the canteen, he didn’t even notice Stacey and Ron pointing and laughing at the geek on the other side of the hall. Didn’t even notice Janice, Aimee, and Lizzie exchanging worried looks. Didn’t even notice all the kids sniggering and rolling their eyes and making cruel little jokes behind cupped hands.

All he noticed was the way Karl quietly, protectively, held his little head against his chest, gently stroking his bunches and whispering that it was gonna be OK.

When Harvey realized how pathetically grateful the action made him feel, he cried harder than ever.

∞ ∞ ∞

“Mom?”

“Yeah, honey?”

“Can I ask you a weird question.”

“Depends on what it is, cupcake. If it’s about boys then…”

“No! I mean… no, no it’s not that. Umm…”

“Umm…?”

Harvey bowed his head. Pushed his food around his plate with the tip of his fork. Swallowed hard.

“If… like, just hypothetically… if you woke up tomorrow and… and…”

“And, and what?”

Harvey clenched his teeth. Avoided his mom’s eye.

“And you were a-a man.” He paused, his heart hammering in his chest. When his mom stayed silent, he carried on. “What… I mean, would you… what would you do?”

There was more silence, except for the wet clonk of his dad, washing dishes out in the kitchen – another thing he’d never done before, when Harvey was still male.

Harvey raised his head an inch and gave his mom a worried look from under his ginger bangs. He was relived to see she was looking thoughtful.

“That is an odd question, hon. But I guess we’ve all thought about, haven’t we? Hmm…”

She put her iPad down beside her plate, frowned. 

“Am I still married to your father?”

“Huh? Oh, umm… I dunno. I guess?” Harvey shrugged. “But maybe Dad’s a woman now?”

“I’d be a damn good-looking one, too!” A deep voice laughed from the kitchen. Harvey hadn’t thought the old man could hear them. “All blonde and with a massive pair of jugs. No cop would ever gimme a speeding ticket ever again!”

Harvey cringed inside himself. It was just so surreal hearing his taciturn dad joking about stuff he’d have given his son a crack for even mentioning.

Not for the first time, he found himself wondering if the change in his father was just the result of living with two women for 18 years, or if the spell had somehow affected his family, too.

“Don’t talk about women’s bodies like that, Dad!” He heard his body automatically shout out loud. “It’s not cool!”

“Ha ha, sorry princess! You know your old dad’s a bit of a caveman sometimes!” Then loud whistling, and more sounds of plates clinking in the sink.

Harvey glanced back at his mom.

“Well?”

“Huh? Oh, I dunno hon. It’s difficult, isn’t it? Maybe I’d try and find out what’s always going on in your father’s head, or maybe I’d pee standing up just to see what it’s like…”

His mom shifted slightly.

“What about you?”

“What? If I was… if I was a guy?”

“Sure. Your turn to answer.”

It was evening, nearly twenty four hours after Harvey had gone to sleep as a male and woken up to his strange new life.

He’d dreamed up the question during math class, and had spent the afternoon asking everyone he could think of, which wasn’t many people.

In fact, it had really just been one.

“If I was a girl?” Karl had asked as they walked home from school together, holding hands. “How long for?”

“Just a day,” Harvey had shrugged, trying to ignore how nice it felt to have a boyfriend. Trying to ignore how much he was enjoying just holding hands with a guy. “Or maybe a month, I haven’t thought this through yet.”

“Am I hot like Stacey?”

“Urgh. Trust me, you do not wanna be like Stacey.”

The words had come automatically, the way his body sometimes said things that Hailey would have said, compelled by magic to play its part. Yet, this time, Harvey didn’t exactly disagree with them.

In near record time, Stacey had gone from being his probable future wife into someone he both feared and utterly loathed.

“She’s not even that hot, anyway,” he’d pouted, kicking at a stone, “Arya’s much prettier. And she’s not a bitch. Well, not as much as Stacey, anyway.”

“OK, OK, no more Stacey talk. ‘Sides,” Karl had cast him a crafty glance. “Know who else is prettier?”

“Oh my God… please don’t say me. That’d just be too cheesy…”

“Can’t help it. You’re the cutest girl I know, Hay.” He’d squeezed Harvey’s delicate hand. “Plus you’ve got brains, too. Big, sexy brains.”

“Guh-ross. What are you, a zombie?” And he’d slapped Karl’s arm, “brains aren’t sexy.”

And then he’d felt bad, so he’d taken Karl’s hand again, stood on tiptoes and given him another kiss, painfully aware that he was bending one leg as he did so, kicking up his heel like women did in those old 1940s films.

Perhaps the worst part had been how quickly he’d already gotten used to kissing this dweeb.

“I’m sorry,” he murmured, looking into Karl’s eyes (eyes that sent little shivers down his spine), “I’m sorry I freaked out earlier. I just had a hard day, is all.”

“Hey, no problem,” Karl had shrugged, given him a big, dorky grin Harvey couldn’t help but find charming, “I’m used to women crying when they see me.”

Something about this had made Harvey frown. He wrinkled his freckled nose.

“Don’t say that.”

“What?”

“Don’t be all down on yourself. It’s not attractive. No, worse than that… it’s like you’re believing what all those assholes say. Like you’ve internalized Ron and those other dipshits.”

Karl had shrugged.

“They’re right, aren’t they,” he’d said, quietly. “I am a loser. Just like you.”

And Harvey had had no answer to that, beyond a pang of guilt at what he’d done to this kind boy.

So, he’d simply avoided thinking about it.

For now.

“OK,” Harvey had said as they resumed walking along the rural road, “here’s the scenario. You’ve been turned into a girl. No-one remembers the real you. And… and, you’re trapped, you can’t turn back.

What do you do?”

“Like, forever? Oh, Jeez… Err…”

Karl had rubbed one hand through his mop of dark hair, clearly thinking hard. Out the corner of one eye, Harvey had watched him with a strange, warm feeling in his gut.

He was used to being taller than Karl. To looking at him in terms of only how weedy he was.

He’d never before seen how that same weediness gave him a weirdly attractive quality, one that combined with his thick hair and trusting face to make him seem oddly adorable.

Yuck. His brain had declared. This is Karl, remember? He’s a fucking loser.

But it didn’t matter what his brain thought. The magic was gonna compel him to act like he loved Karl regardless.

So he supposed he might as well enjoy himself.

“OK. Here’s one thing I would do.”

“Shower with all the cheerleaders? Get a look at their boobies?” Harvey had shook his pretty little head. “Nu-uh. Doesn’t work like that. Coz when you changed, your sexuality…”

He’d stopped as Karl laughed.

“Nah. No, really. For real, that’s not what I had in mind.”

A pause.

“Well, what then?”

“This is gonna sound a bit weird, but… I’d make out with someone.” Karl stopped walking, looked as if he was trying to gauge Harvey’s reaction. “With a boy. I’d let him do whatever to me, just to see what it was like.”

“Serious?”

“Yeah.” A shrug. “C’mon, aren’t you curious what it’d be like making out with a girl?”

Oh my God! The male part of Harvey’s mind had hollered. Karl’s a fucking homo! Ha ha! Wait till I tell Ron and Lou and Stacey and…

But he’d cut the thought off, killing it. 

Wasn’t he the one who’d kissed a boy today? Who’d dreamed of being fucked by a football player? 

Calling another guy a homo seemed a tad hypocritical.

Karl was giving him a slightly-amused, slightly-nervous look, as if waiting to hear what he had to say. So Harvey had frowned up at him.

He loved how much smaller he was than guys these days.

“That’s… that’s weirdly cool you can tell me that,” he said, slowly. “That you’re so comfortable with your sexuality. Honestly…?”

He hesitated.

“It’s kind of a turn on.”

Karl had grinned.

“What about you? If you were a man?”

“Honestly? Maybe the same. In fact…”

Then Harvey had glanced round to see if their windy old rural route was empty. It had been.

“In fact, I think I’m gonna do it right now.”

“Huh?” Karl had asked as Harvey took his hand, started leading him over to a white bench by the roadside. “What are you…?”

“Simple. I’m a guy who woke up today trapped as a geeky girl, right?” Harvey took Karl, turned him round, gently pushed him so he sat on the bench. “And you’re a gorgeous girl who got turned into a boy by magic…”

“OK? So, now we…”

“So.” Harvey sank down onto Karl’s lap, looping his arms around the boy’s shoulders, his slender, stockinged legs dangling over one side. “Now we find out what it’s like to make out in our new bodies.”

And then he’d leaned forward, gently parted his pink lips, and he and Karl had been kissing again, making out on the bench with that intensity only teenagers can ever manage.

It had been a thrilling kiss, even more so than their kiss in the canteen, because it lasted much longer, felt so much more intense without other people around.

Harvey ran his dainty hands through Karl’s thick, jet black hair, inviting the boy’s tongue into his mouth, pressing his female body up against his slender form.

Karl’s kissing was inexpert, clumsy, even. But that was almost what Harvey liked about it. This wasn’t the kiss of a confident kid who has screwed around with the cheerleaders, the sort of kiss Ron would give.

This was the kiss of a guy who knows he’s hit the jackpot to have this cute geek willingly sat in his lap. A kiss of helpless passion.

And Harvey had found that hot as hell.

At long last, the two of them had broken apart.

“Well?” Harvey had asked, his breathing ragged, his swollen chest rising and falling. “You’re a girl in a male body for the first time. How did it feel kissing another girl?”

“Um. Good.” Karl grinned awkwardly, clearly both confused and turned on by this roleplay. “Yeah, um, having a dick is so… so weird, y’know?”

He gave an embarrassed cough and quickly glanced up and down the lane, as if expecting Ron to come bursting out a bush, call him a homo and pants him.

When that didn’t happen, he shifted his weight under Harvey a little and gave him a wink.

“You? How are you enjoying being a girl?”

“Honestly…?” Harvey sighed, peered at Karl from under his bangs, biting his lower lip. “I love it. I actually love it. I don’t know if it’s the magic, or what, but when I’m kissing you, Karl…”

He leaned forward so his lips were almost touching Karl’s again. 

“I feel like I never wanna go back to being a boy again.”

There had been a throbbing in his head as Karl kissed him gently again. Smiled at him.

“Yeah, me too, I guess. Yeah, being a girl, it’s… um… not so, y’know…”

As his new boyfriend struggled to keep up with the roleplay, an idea had come into Harvey’s girl-brain. Slipping off Karl’s leg, he’d turned around and sat back down facing him, so he now kneeled on the bench, his crotch pressed right up against Karl’s, facing him.

“You’re wrong,” he sighed. “Trust me. I used to be a guy. Being a girl is just so much more fun. And now, I wanna experience even more of it.”

The throbbing increased in his head, making him feel like he was going mad. He shot Karl a lustful look.

“I don’t know how long I’m gonna be female, and there’s something I wanna try.”

“What?”

Harvey had closed his eyes.

“I want you to play with my tits,” he heard himself say in Hailey’s voice.

When Karl had hesitated, he’d let out a tiny sigh, taken hold of one of the boy’s unprotesting hands. 

“I mean it,” he said, raising Karl’s hand up towards the bumps of his chest, “please. I’ve always wondered what this feels like. Even when I thought I was a straight guy. Please.

Do it.”

There had been a split second when he thought he’d overdone it. That Karl had somehow divined that this wasn’t a game, that there was no roleplay here, only the truth.

But then his expression had cleared. He’d slipped his hand out of Harvey’s, laid both of them against Harvey’s B-cup breasts.

Trapped in his girl body, Harvey had let out an involuntary gasp at the feeling of pressure, at the feeling of Karl’s hands, touching his chest. His heart fluttering, he’d forced himself to lean forwards…

…and then Karl had started gently stroking and squeezing Harvey’s breasts, massaging them, squashing them together, pinching delicately at his nipples through the fabric of his dress as Harvey threw back his head and moaned.

It had been incredible! Wonderful. Like all his nerve endings were suddenly wired up to his breasts, and transmitting more pleasure through his body than he’d ever thought possible.

As Karl had started kissing his exposed neck while still massaging his boobs, Harvey had felt like he was going mad with desire. Like having his tits played with was the greatest feeling in the history of the world, and one he never, ever wanted to end.

“Oh God, fuck yeah…” he whispered as Karl gave his nipples a tweak. “No, don’t stop… Oh. Oh Jesus…”

He could feel Karl’s dick, as hard as iron, pressing against his mound through the fabric of his jeans. Feel, too, the way his own pussy was starting to get all wet and sticky as Karl worked his breasts, flooding his mind with pleasure.

Experimentally, he’d started grinding his hips gently, rubbing his clit up against the outline of Karl’s dick, and been rewarded with Karl giving a low, male moan.

“God, you’re amazing, Hailey,” he breathed in one of Harvey’s tiny ears, his breath warm against the transformed boy’s skin, “you make an amazing girl…”

At the continuation of their roleplay, Harvey had let out a loud, feminine moan, just to let Karl know he was doing the right thing, guiding him as you always had to guide boys in this sort of stuff.

“You’re making me wet, Karl…” he whispered back, feeling dizzy with what he was doing, what it all meant, “So fucking wet.”

He started grinding his hips harder, rubbing his clit roughly against Karl’s boner.

“I’m gonna come if you keep doing this…”

Karl had responded by squeezing Harvey’s tits tighter, kissing him harder, more passionately. Harvey had let out a gasp and moved his hips quicker…

…and suddenly there had been a flash of delicious pink lightning in his mind. Not quite an orgasm, but a little clit-gasm. Quickly fired off and leaving his body momentarily shuddering and his lips dangling open in a wide, breathless grin.

He’d buried his head against Karl’s neck, his entire body trembling while he moaned softly and whispered to Karl how good he’d been.

After that, he’d sat down on the bench beside Karl, slipped his dick out his pants and quickly jerked him off, tugging back and forth for barely thirty seconds before Karl let out a groan, closed his eyes, and a jet of pearly white come squirted out his prick.

The feeling of having a-a dick in his hands, one as hard as iron had been strange to Harvey’s transformed brain. Strange… but also intoxicating. Nice.

Like it was something he’d wanted to do for a very long time.

As Karl’s hot, beautiful seed dripped down onto his dainty wrists, Harvey had even briefly felt his body wondering if he should lick it all up and swallow it, like one of those girls in the pornos he used to watch.

It might taste yuck, but it might also make Karl happy. 

It might also get his pussy wetter than ever.

In the end, though, he simply wiped Karl’s come off with a piece of tissue, trying to keep the grin off his adorable girl-face.

When he and Karl had finally continued their walk home, Harvey had been even more confused than before.

Now here he was, talking to his mom, trying to make some sense of the weird change that had befallen him.

“If I was a guy?” He said, slowly. “I… I dunno. I guess I used to think that I’d be really sporty and strong and have a pretty girlfriend. But now…?”

He looked back down at his plate.

“I dunno if I’d really want any of that. Not anymore. Sometimes… sometimes I feel like I enjoy being a girl too much, y’know?”

He hesitated, went on.

“What about you guys, huh? Did you ever hope that I’d be a boy or anything?”

He expected his mom to say yes. Expected her to tell him what bits from the male childhood he could still remember she and his dad had had planned.

To his surprise, she shook his head.

“Oh, Lord no. No, we never wanted a boy, did we Hank? And if we did, not one into sports…”

“Nothin’ wrong with sports!” Harvey’s dad yelled back. “Just wouldn’t want my kid playin’ them less he was the best. No point disappointing yourself and getting beat up when you could be studyin’ for a better future!”

“Not that we ever had that problem with you, Hailey,” Harvey’s mom gave him a glowing smile. “You always were a bookworm. We always knew you’d make us proud someday.”

She thought for a moment.

“Course, I wouldn’t have minded someone who wanted to go on girly spa days with her ma every now and then, but I guess you can’t have everything…”

Harvey was barely listening.

“So… so say I could be a boy for a day,” he said, slowly, “say I could snap my fingers and tomorrow I’d be, oh, I dunno, a big, 6’3” guy called Harvey who plays football and is dating Stacey Simmons and kinda beats up on all the nerds, would…”

He paused. Not sure if he should go on.

“Would you guys be wishing I was still Hailey?”

“We-ell…” his mom said, dragging the word out, “of course we’d love you whatever, cupcake. But really?”

She shook her head, picked up her iPad.

“I’d be disappointed. Think your dad would, too. You always were the apple of his eye.”

She went to start Facebooking or Googling again, or whatever the hell she did on that damn thing all evening, then frowned slightly, gave Harvey a suspicious look.

“How come? Is there something going on, Hailey? Oh God, you’re not about to tell me you’re trans are you…?”

“Don’t do it!” Dad yelled again. “Trust me, you don’t wanna be a guy. Your mom will have you putting shelves up and mending the roof every time you get a weekend off!”

Harvey forced up a bright smile. Gave a nervous little laugh.

“Uh, no. It’s nothing. Nothing like that.” He waved one hand, his wrist limp, “me and Karl were just talking about it is all. Just as a joke.”

“That boy,” sighed mom. “He’s an oddball, Hay. Cute, but what an odd one.”

“Then it’s a good job I love him, isn’t it?” Harvey replied.

It wasn’t until much later, as he lay in his room, sneakily squeezing his own breasts while thinking back to that moment on the bench, that he realized the magic hadn’t forced him to say those words.








  
 

VI


“Well?” Janice’s voice was raspy in Aimee’s ear. “Did it work?”

“I think so.” Aimee nodded uncertainly. “I mean, I don’t see why…”

She picked up her sister’s crystal ball, frowned into it.

“She wouldn’t really be doing that if it hadn’t, right?”

Beside her, Janice gave a little shrug. Truth be told, she really didn’t know anymore.

In the depths of the crystal ball, an image of Hailey floated. She was lying on her bed, her bunches undone and her hair all down (she actually looks kinda cute like that, thought Aimee), dressed only in a loose-fitting shirt and pair of pajama pants.

But it wasn’t the way she looked that made the girls stare at Hailey like that. It was what she was doing.

Miles away, on the other side of town, Hailey Deighton was masturbating.

She was going slowly, her big eyes closed, her glasses discarded on the pillow beside her. Although the crystal ball didn’t transmit sound, she was clearly trying her very best to be quiet, biting down on her bottom lip even as her youthful face creased with pleasure.

Been there, thought Aimee. No way you want mom and pop popping in to see you with a dildo up there.

Not that Hailey was using anything as crude as a dildo.

Before Janice and Aimee’s eyes, the geeky girl who’d popped into existence only a day ago was slipping a hand deep inside her panties, softly bucking her hips and grinding her mound against her palm with instinctive little movements.

Her other hand was slipped beneath her shirt, massaging one of her breasts. Pinching at her nipple in a way Aimee privately thought looked painful, but Hailey was obviously enjoying. 

Above her, in a separate part of the dreamy fog filling the crystal ball, the two girls could see her thoughts as she touched herself.

An image of Karl and Hailey, naked on a bench together. A fractured kaleidoscope of images of Karl, suddenly equipped with a twenty inch dick, forcing Hailey to ride him like a whore as he slapped her naked ass and bit down on her nipples, making her moan out loud.

Images of Hailey, sat across Karl’s lap as he brutally fucked her, her dainty little hands tied behind her naked back and her boobies bouncing as she wept with shame at the violation she was experiencing.

Down in the lower image, the Hailey in the bed – the real Hailey – responded to these humiliations with her lips dangling open in bliss as she moved her wrist faster, frigging herself towards climax.

You go, girl, Aimee whispered in her mind, learn to love that pussy…

Her expression darkened.

It’s gonna be the one thing keeping all of us safe.

Beside her, she felt Janice shift a little.

“Umm… should we really be watching all this? Isn’t it kinda private?”

“Just making sure the spells worked,” Aimee half-lied. “I guess they did.”

Silence. At last, Janice coughed.

“So we can switch that thing off now, right?”

“Huh? Oh. Yeah. Sure.”

With a pang of regret, Aimee gave one last glance into the crystal ball. In the image of Hailey’s dreams, she could see fantasies of Karl bending her over on all fours and fucking her so hard she was screaming. 

Just below that, the real Hailey was arching her back, bucking her hips as her lips dropped open into a silent scream.

Orgasm time, Aimee smirked as she waved a hand over the ball, wiping the image. Lucky bitch…

She tossed the crystal ball back under her sister’s bed.

“There. All done.”

“Thank fuck.” Janice gave a happy sigh. “I really thought we were toast back there, in the restroom.”

Aimee gave a shaky laugh.

“Me too, y’know? Like, if we couldn’t wipe her mind or change her back, I wasn’t sure how we would…”

“You don’t have to thank me or anything,” Janice grinned. “I guess I’m just a teeny bit of a genius.”

“Hey! I cast the spells…”

Even as she said those words, though, Aimee was feeling nothing but relief, tempered by love for her bestie. It really had been Janice’s idea, and what a perfect yet simple one it had been.

Unable to turn Harvey back, unable to get close enough to him to wipe his memories, they’d simply gone for the next best thing.

They’d made it so Harvey would think he was happy with his new life.

It hadn’t been easy, no sir. There wasn’t any single spell that could make you content with your body like that, unfortunately.

But what is happiness? Aimee thought as she picked herself up off the floor, perched on the edge of her sister’s bed, it’s just a bunch of variables coming together at the same time, right? Find the right outcome for variable, and you’ve got happiness. Or something like it.

She gave herself a little smile.

They’d got Hailey’s variables sorted, no doubt about that.

“So,” Janice was saying from her position cross legged on the floor, “to recap. One spell to make Hailey insanely attracted to Karl, and vise versa. One spell to make his parents powerfully in love with their daughter as she is now. One spell to take the whole family’s stress away and make life easier for them.”

She giggled.

“And one spell to get rid of anyone who might bully her. And, coincidentally, us. There.”

The larger girl leaned back with a happy sigh.

“Did I miss anything out?”

“Nope.” Aimee grinned at her, “that’s pretty much it.”

“Man…” Janice was shaking her head. “I still don’t get it. Won’t your sister, like, know it wasn’t Stacey who was casting all these spells? You should be prime suspect, right?”

“Nu-uh,” Aimee swung her legs back and forth, like she was a little kid again, her face alive with glee, “that’s the funniest part. Think about it. Why would we curse Harvey? We barely know him. So…”

She raised one eyebrow at her friend.

“What’s more likely? That we randomly turned a boy we didn’t know into a geeky girl. Or…?”

“Or…?” Janice echoed.

“Or… that Stacey found stole my sister’s spell book from me after I was dumb enough to bring it into school. Stole it, and used a spell to get her revenge on a cheating boyfriend, and seduce his best friend.”

She giggled.

“Lizzie’s planting the book in Stacey’s room right now. When my sister comes flying in on her broomstick, looking to punish whoever’s been messing with magic, she won’t stop to ask questions. She’ll zap that bitch good. And you know what I’ll suggest she turn her into?”

“Do I really wanna know?” Janice asked, but she was still smiling.

“A pig,” Aimee’s eyes practically glowed. “A rutting, dirty, male pig that will have to spend the rest of its life grunting and oinking in a sty and wallowing in mud. Aware of who it is, but unable to ever tell anyone, or ever change back.

And she’ll say yes. My sister trusts me like that. So that’ll be no more Stacey for us to worry about ever again.”

“What about you?” For the first time, Janice’s voice was uneasy. “Won’t you get punished for taking the book into school, letting Stacey steal it?”

A cloud passed across Aimee’s face. She nodded.

“Yeah. Unfortunately. I’m pretty sure.”

She blew out a sigh.

“Probably a week as a frog. Two if I’m unlucky. It’ll suck, but…”

“But it’ll be worth it in the end,” Janice finished, an evil grin on her face. She loved it when Aimee let her bad side run wild.

“Yeah,” Aimee flopped back on the bed with a laugh. “It will, won’t it? Know something? I actually can’t wait to see Stacey’s face when she learns she gonna be spending the rest of her life as a pig. She be all squealing like a bitch and trying to beg, but then my sister will point her finger and say some words and bam!

No more Stacey.”

“If only we could get her to transform all the bitches at school,” Janice sighed. “That’d be a pretty big sty.”

“Who knows? Maybe one day. For now, I guess we’d better just be happy that we’ve dealt with our Hailey problem.”

Aimee looked thoughtful for a moment, staring up at the ceiling.

“You know, maybe we should try and befriend her? She’s such a loser, and she’s so lonely these days… maybe she needs some friends?”

Yeah, she thought to herself, that would be nice. We could shape her to be more like us, to embrace her new geekdom.

Besides… it’ll be hilarious watching Harvey try to adjust to his new life in skirts!

Spontaneously, Aimee grabbed hold of her own torso and hugged herself in glee. She was so glad she’d let the girls talk her into casting that spell!

This next semester at school was gonna be so much fun.

On the other side of town, Hailey lay on her bed, her pussy soaked with juices, her lips clamp tightly shut as he struggled not to squeal at the powerful orgasm coursing through her veins.

She didn’t know it then, but the geek girl was at that moment on the verge of starting the happiest year of her life.

∞ ∞ ∞

Like what you’ve read? Check out my other tale of high school gender swaps and a male becoming the teenage girl of his dreams She Made Him into a School Girl. Or get access to loads of free stuff by supporting me on Patreon!

Alternatively, keep reading for some cheeky bonus content…








  
 





Free Extract The 40-year Old Man Who Woke Up as a 14-year Old Girl At last, Rob’s wide new eyes came to rest on the phone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

But they all had one horrible thing in common.

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

14 TODAY! SO PROUD OF YOU XX NAN XX

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

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

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

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

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

The life of a fourteen year old girl.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And she was him.

Rob was now a cute fourteen year old girl.

Continue reading at Amazon.com…








  
 





Also by Lisa Change *

The Teacher Who Became a Teenage Girl “This has to be a dream. I can’t really be trapped as a teenager. I can’t really be a high school student again. I can’t really have been turned into a pretty teenage girl…

Just this morning, I was a teacher. A strong, middle-aged man who all the kids looked up to. But then It happened. The impossible change. And now…

Now, I’m suddenly finding myself wearing cute little summer dresses. Suddenly finding myself having to attend classes, and hang out with my girlfriends, and talk about boys and clothes and makeup.

I want it to stop. I want to go back to being a man again. I want to escape this teenage girl body, and this cute female face, and my new life as a beautiful, carefree teen. I want to stop being a schoolgirl…

…don’t I?”

Buy now








  
 





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

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

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

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

Buy now








  
 





Swapped at the Mall All his life, 18-year old Liam has known there’s something wrong. Something about his male body that doesn’t fit. Something about the feelings he has for his hunky best friend Ryan. But Liam has never dared express these desires… until now. 

On the day of their birthday, Liam’s twin sister Alex makes a careless wish that will change both their lives forever. From a shy and lonely boy, Liam finds himself magically transformed into a cute teenage girl named Lily. For the next 24 hours, he’ll be able to live his life as he always wanted: as a carefree, beautiful girl. 

But Alex has special plans for her new sister. Plans that involve meeting Ryan at the mall, and introducing him to ‘Lily’. Will Liam wind up being outed in front of his best friend? Or will their meeting be the start of a taboo romance as exciting as it is heartbreaking? 

Buy now








  
 





About the Author Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she’s obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression. 

If you’ve ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you… 

To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her blog.

∞ ∞ ∞

If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon.
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