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“Adam? Is that you?” She almost didn’t recognize him. Almost. But under all the

changes, he was still her brother. Barely.

“Yeah, it’s me.” He managed a weak grin.

She was in shock. “What happened to you?”

“Just let me get my luggage, okay?”

“But—lipstick? Eye makeup?”

“It’s gloss. Can we not talk about it here?”

Adam joined the line to reclaim his suitcase

from the compartment under the bus.

Lost in thought, Tabbi wandered back to her car.

Sure, Adam had never been the masculine type,

but he was certainly straight—wasn’t he?

He waved off her questions. “Just drive, okay?”

Once they were clear of the station he cracked the window and took a deep breath.

Tabbi kept glancing at her brother, who in profile looked distinctly girlish. She

had to remind herself to keep her eyes on the road. Finally, she said, “Nice ‘do.”

“Not funny.” His voice was strangely soft.

“No, really,” she said. “It’s cute. I’m serious. Did you do it yourself?” Then she bit

her lip. Dumb question! No could cut that well themselves, it had to be a salon.

“Of course not,” he snapped. “It was those… those girls.”

“What girls?”

He sighed. “The lovely young ladies of Omicron-Theta-Nu. It’s a sorority,” he

said, when Tabbi looked blank. Adam stared out the window. “I met one of them,

my first week on campus. Ophelia.” He pronounced the name as if it held magic.

“We had a couple of classes together. We got to talking. You know how it is.”

“Sure. But wh—”

“I’m getting to that.” He shut the window and brushed the hair from his eyes. “We

got to be friends. We studied together a few times. I guess that’s all it was. You

know me.” He flashed a grin that quickly faded. “I could imagine it being more

than that. I mean, she was gorgeous.”

Tabbi kept to herself the thought that Adam’s previous dates, right through high

school, were a long way from gorgeous.
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“The library closed early one night so we went back to her place. You know, to

work on this assignment we had. But when we got there…” He shook his head.

“What is it? Did something happen?” Well, duh!

“It was a setup.” His hands twisted in his lap. “She gave me a drink. Some kind of

exotic fruit juice. But I guess it was spiked.”

Tabbi’s heart sank. The date rape drug?

“I was still awake, Tab—I just couldn’t do anything. You know, I couldn’t move

on my own. All I could do was follow orders—sit there, take that off, pucker up.”

The car slowed. “What did they do?”

A weak laugh. “They did my hair. Apparently, one of her friends used to work in a

Trend Setters.” He patted behind his ear. “Thank her for the new ‘do.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”

“What they did to my face was worse. It really hurt. They used a lot of different

chemicals. They stripped off the hair—what little there was—removed the top

layers of skin, softened that was left. They said it was permanent. They even

injected something into my cheeks, to pump them up a bit. Col—colla—”

“Collagen.”

“Right. And then all this makeup. After that, I didn’t look like me anymore. In

fact, I remember thinking that I looked a lot like you.”

“Like a girl, you mean.”

“Yeah. And—” He paused. “You know… pretty.”

Tabbi almost choked. “You think I’m pretty?”

“Sure. Maybe I never mentioned it before, but—”

“I know. Thanks.” Tabbi wiped her eyes. “So when did all this happen?”

“About a week ago. Friday night. Around midnight, for what it’s worth.”

“Don’t tell me you’ve been wearing makeup ever since?”

“God, no. The hair is bad enough. But it’s the weirdest thing—it was like no one

noticed.” He turned to face her. “The guys in residence treated me the same as

always. Which means they mostly ignored me, of course. But even so. It’s not like

I was invisible or anything. It’s just… weird.”

They pulled into the driveway. Tabbi killed the engine. “Look, I gotta ask. If you

haven’t been wearing makeup all week then why are you wearing it now?”
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He sighed. “Ophelia came over this morning, to see me off. She gave me a

makeup kit and showed me how to use it. I ended up looking like this.”

“Why would you do that? Did she make you drink something?”

He shrugged. “She told me to.”

“Man, it’s a good thing Mom and Dad aren’t home. They’re gonna freak.”

They hauled his suitcase upstairs. While Adam studied his room like he’d never

seen it before, Tabbi stared at her brother. “Is that a bra you’re wearing?”

He looked down. His sweater fell

open. “It’s only an A-cup.”

She took a close look, then gently

touched him. “But they’re real.”

Adam collapsed onto his bed.

“They did something to me, Tab.

That night. They stripped me to

the waist, they put this bra on me,

and they did something.”

“What do you mean, ‘they did

something’?” She took a deep

breath. “Are you say—”

“That’s all I remember. The next

thing I know I’m out in the quad,

near the library.” He shivered. “I

didn’t… I didn’t know…”

Tabbi sat next to him.

“I went back to my room. That’s

when I saw what they did.” His

pretty face twisted. “I’ve got tits.

I look like a girl. I mean, I never

even had much hair on my body, or my arms and legs, but now there’s none.”

She rubbed his back. “Adam, are you still… you know… down there?”

He looked up. “You mean, am I an ‘innie’ or an ‘outtie’?” He laughed. “Yeah, for

what it’s worth… looking like this and all… I’m still a guy.”

She made herself smile. “Then it’s not too late. Maybe Mom can help.”

*
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Samantha was not pleased. Hands on hips, she frowned down upon her son as if

he’d just been caught rummaging through her lingerie drawer. “I don’t know. This

reminds me of the time you drove poor Mr. Tate’s car into the ditch. I believe you

blamed that one on your father, did you not?”

Tabbi looked anxiously at where her brother sat on the couch, head down, hands

clenched in his lap. Adam wouldn’t lie about something like that, would he?

Samantha wagged her finger at him. “Tell the truth, young man. Did you do this

yourself?” His mumbled reply was barely audible. Samantha wheeled on Tabbi.

“What about you? Did you decide you’d rather have a kid sister?”

“For Christ’s sake, Mom. You know damn well I couldn’t—even if I wanted to!”

Her powers had faded years ago, during puberty, as had Adam’s—a fact that their

disappointed mother never failed to remind them of.

“Language, young lady. You never know; they might’ve come back. It’s certainly

be more likely than the alternative.”

“Really.” Tabbi swallowed her resentment. “And what is the alternative?”

Samantha turned her attention to Adam. She mumbled a few words in the witch

language that her children no longer understood and stroked the air on either side

of his head, as if she were smoothing down a few stray hairs. Her nose twitched.

Tabbi watched, astonished, as Adam’s hair grew. In just seconds it was down to

his shoulders and styled into a neat pageboy, the ends curling delicately inward.

Adam let out a startled shriek.

Samantha stood back, fingers tapping her chin. “Oh, my. I didn’t expect that.”

Tabbi moved to sit beside her brother. “You didn’t do that on purpose?”

“Of course not. I was attempting to reverse the previous spell. However, it appears

to be quite powerful and capable of defending itself. The hair was a booby trap.”

“What previous spell?” Tabbi put her arm around Adam. He was shaking.

“The one those girls put on him. You didn’t figure that out?” She shook her head.

“Changes like this are certainly not the result of a teenage makeover party. The

chemicals they used on his face were potions, the makeup was enchanted, and that

brassiere he’s wearing is most likely cursed.”

Adam looked down at his chest. Tabbi did too. It seemed… larger.

“This is more than I can handle,” Samantha said. “I shall speak to the Witches

Council. Meanwhile, get rid of his clothes.” She twitched her nose and vanished.

*
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Tabbi emerged from her bedroom the next morning to hear voices coming from

her parents’ room. Which was strange, because the message she’d just received

from Samantha said that she wasn’t coming home just yet.

Adam was seated at the vanity putting the finishing touches on his face, which

was flawlessly made up. Tabbi felt a pang of jealousy. Where did he learn to do

that so well? Her brother was wearing a dark blue summer dress that belonged to

his mother, and Tabbi suspected that so did everything else he was wearing. Adam

had turned himself into a lovely young woman.

But he wasn’t alone. “Well, well. If it isn’t the infamous Tabitha.”

Tabbi’s head snapped around. A teenage girl in a black mini-dress was seated on

her parents’ bed. Black hair hung straight as an arrow halfway down her back. Her

lips were curled into a mischievous smile. Ophelia.

She felt like slapping the bitch. “What the hell did you do to my brother?”

“Nothing at all. I just helped dear little Maddi pick out her new outfit.”

Tabbi spoke to Adam. “What is she doing here? And who’s ‘Maddi’?”

He picked up Samantha’s hairbrush. “I am. It’s my new name—Madalyn.” He

began brushing his hair. “As long as I look like a woman, I might as well act like

one too.” He stood up and fluffed his skirt. “Can you believe it? This dress was

buried way in the back of Mom’s closet. She hasn’t worn it in years.” He tilted his

head to the side and brushed from the inside out.

“It’s a bit retro,” Ophelia said, “but she can pull it off.”

“You made him do this,” Tabbi snapped.

“I didn’t ‘make’ her do anything. She certainly couldn’t wear any of those ugly

boy clothes you picked out. Maddi agreed with me, and here we are.”

Adam shuddered visibly at the thought. He put down the brush, picked up a hand

mirror and—with his back to the vanity—admired his reflection.

“Adam,” Tabbi said, her voice low, “are you sure about this?”

“It’s Madalyn. And why not? I’m mostly a girl now anyway.”

“Say what? Did something happen during the night?”

He shrugged. “Not much. I gained a bit up here.” Grinning, he jiggled his chest. “I

never thought Mom’s B-cup underwire would be such a sweet fit.”

Ophelia rose fluidly to her feet. “I think she’s lost weight too, since I saw her last.

And that, as we girls know, is always a good thing.”
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Tabbi exploded. “You bitch. My brother is not a girl!”

Ophelia laughed gaily. “I believe the word you’re looking for is ‘witch’.” She

joined Adam at the mirror. “Why, Maddi. Your figure is nearly as sexy as mine.”

“Nearly? You little bitch.” And they both giggled like schoolgirls.

Tabbi clenched her fists but did nothing. This girl could wish her into the cornfield

with a twitch of her nose. “You won’t get away with this,” she said quietly. She

turned to leave. Seeing her brother like this was too much.

“Oh? And who, pray tell, is going to stop me? … You?”

Tabbi found herself rooted to the spot and forced to watch as Adam tried on one

pair of earrings after another from his mother’s jewelry box, utilizing the holes

that had magically appeared in his earlobes.

“My Mom has friends in high places,” Tabbi said.

“The way I hear it, she also has enemies in high places. Something about marrying

a mortal and bearing his children. But that’s another story.” Ophelia smiled coyly.

“I believe you’ll find that your precious mother is having a wee bit of trouble

getting the Witches Council to take her seriously. You see, as far as they know,

Samantha never had a son at all—just the two daughters.”

Tabbi shook her head. “Why would they think that?”
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Ophelia glanced at Adam, who was rubbing perfume on his wrists and behind his

ears. “Because,” she said, “that’s how the spell works. It changes reality.”

Tabbi gasped. “No way. Something that powerful… My powers may be gone but I

can still sense them in others. You’re not that strong.”

“You’re right about that. But your mother isn’t the only one with friends in high

places. A certain elderly warlock owed me a favor… And here we are.”

Shit. Tabbi knew what would happen. By the time the changes had propagated

throughout the continuum, Adam would cease to have ever existed. Everyone who

had ever known him, from the delivery room nurse to his best friend at college,

would—now and forever—remember only the girl he was about to become.

“It’s ironic,” Ophelia mused, “in the end only two people will remember that your

brother ever existed. Me, of course—and Madalyn herself.” Tabbi felt a chill

creep down her spine. Adam will know.

Ophelia was watching. “That’s right. It’s ironic because even the gist of our little

chat will fly out of your mind, like a bad case of gas. Oh, I’m sure you’ll recall

meeting me, but the circumstances will be—shall we say—somewhat hazy.”

Adam stood up. “I’m finished,” he announced. “How do I look?”

“Like sex on wheels. You’re gonna drive the boys wild.” Ophelia turned to Tabbi.

“We’re off to the mall. As for you—I suggest you take a nap. Rest up for later on.”

Her nose twitched. And the world faded to black.

*

Tabbi awoke to find herself lying on the couch in the living room. She sat up and

rubbed her eyes, just in time to see her mother return from the other realm.

“What happened?” Tabbi exclaimed. “Can you reverse the spell?”

Samantha looked grim. “The Witch Council still hasn’t forgiven me for marrying

that fool Darrin Stephens. Biggest mistake of my life.” She sighed. “They won’t

help. But at least they’ve agreed not to interfere with the wedding.”

Tabbi stared at her mother. “Wedding? What wedding?”

Samantha smiled. “Been napping, have we? Forgot all about your sister’s wedding

tomorrow? Want me to zap some caffeine into your system?”

“No! What about Adam? Are you just going to forget about him?”

The corners of Samantha’s mouth twitched upward. “Who’s Adam?”

“Who’s Adam? God! He’s only your son, Mom.”

“But I don’t have a son, dear. Just my two lovely daughters.”



8

Tabbi’s mouth hung open for several long seconds while hazy memories of her

conversation with Ophelia gathered in her mind. “It’s the spell, Mom! The one

Ophelia cast on Adam. It changes reality. You’ve got to go back to the Council

and ask for their help. It’s the only way to save him!”

Samantha’s lips settled into a purse. “By ‘him’ I suppose you’re referring to my

so-called son. Why would I want to save someone who doesn’t exist? And why

would the Council agree to help such a person?”

“He did so exist! I remember him, so does Ophelia, and so does Adam.”

“You want me to believe that someone who doesn’t exist somehow thinks that he

does exist? Really, Tabitha. Get a grip on yourself.”

Tabbi felt helpless. “It’s Ophelia. She’s evil. She got some old warlock—”

“I don’t know an ‘Ophelia,’ dear. Perhaps she doesn’t exist either.”

Tabbi blinked. “Of course she does. She and… Madalyn went to the mall.”

“There you go! I knew you couldn’t have forgotten your own sister’s name.”

Tabbi opened her mouth, then sighed. What was the use?

At that moment the front door opened. The girls were back. When Adam saw his

mother he ran over and hugged her. Then he turned and pointed at Ophelia. “There

she is, Mom! The one who turned me into a girl!”

Samantha looked confused. “I don’t understand, dear. What did she do?”

“She’s the one I told you about—you know, from college? The one who—”

“Oh, yes, the girl who gave you the

makeover. Oh, I remember now. Her

name was Ophelia.” She looked over

at Tabbi. “I’m sorry, luv.”

Now Adam was the one who looked

confused. “Makeover? Uh—”

Samantha took his hand. “It’s just the

wedding jitters, sweetie. Nothing

more. It’s perfectly normal.”

“Wedding? What wedding?”

“Good lord. Your wedding, Madalyn.

Have you both lost your minds?”

“You mean—I’m the bride?”
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Tabbi looked at Ophelia. The young witch had a huge grin on her face, obviously

loving every moment of this little family drama. Tabbi tensed. It burned her to the

core, what the girl had done, but what could she do about it?

Adam made one last, vain attempt to save himself. “You gotta listen, Mom.

Ophelia’s a witch. She got some old warlock to cast a reality spell on me—that’s

why you don’t remember. Make her tell you what she did!” Tabbi felt proud. It

must have taken every ounce of courage her sister had to— to—

For the first time Samantha turned her attention on Ophelia. Her nose twitched

and she frowned. “I see. So you are a witch. Did you cast—”

Ophelia turned and ran.

“Halt!” Samantha flung out her hands. The front door slammed shut and Ophelia

was stopped in her tracks. The air between them crackled with hidden power.

Ophelia writhed and howled. “No, not yet! I wasn’t done—oh, shit!” Then she

began to change. She became taller, her hair shrank and her black mini-dress

turned into an orange blouse and a short black skirt. She got older. In fact, Tabbi

realized, except for the dark hair she looked an awful lot like Mom…

“Serena!” Samantha spat the name like it was poison. “I’m surprised to see you,

cousin, for once not flat on your back pleasuring my foolish ex-husband.”

“Plenty of time for that later, cousin,” the woman purred.

“What are you doing here anyway? Filling my girls’ heads with all this nonsense.

Are you trying to disrupt the wedding?”

“Not at all. In fact, it’s because of me this wedding is happening at all. Maddi here

had some funny idea that she’s supposed to be a boy. But not to worry, dear Sam, I

set her straight. She’s a girly girl now.”

Samantha took Maddi’s pretty face in her hands. “Is that true, dear? Did you think

you were supposed to be a boy?” Maddi nodded mutely. “But you’re my pretty

little girl now, right?” Maddi nodded again, her eyes filling with tears.

“I think I know what this is about. Your sister is just jealous, that’s all. Because

Jonathan wants to marry you instead of her.” She held out her hands. Tabbi took

them. “I know it hurts, dear, but you had your chance with the boy. Now you have

to let go. It’s for your own good. She’s your sister.”

Tabbi shook her head. It wasn’t true. Not all of it. But everything was so hazy.

Laughing, Serena left the house. “Ta-ta, ladies! See you at the wedding.”

“You come upstairs with me,” Samantha told Maddi. “We have a lot to do.”
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*

Tabbi saw Madalyn the next day,

shortly before they were to leave for

the church. The beautician had

applied makeup and styled the long

tresses Maddi had been growing for

the occasion. They’d even tucked a

pink rose into her hair. She was

beautiful, but her eyes were sad.

“It’s too late, Tab,” she whispered.

“It just happened. I’m a woman.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Tabbi said.

“It’s just the stress. I hope you used

an extra-strength tampon.”

“Tampon?” Her eyes got big. “Oh,

no… not you too?”

“Don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine.

Now let’s go. This is your big day!”

*

Tabitha, as the maid of honor, stood next to the altar. Across from her was

Jonathan Tate in a tuxedo, looking more like a skinny headwaiter than a groom.

Tabbi wondered what she’d ever seen in him. Then the music began and Maddi

was escorted up the aisle by their father. Tabbi sighed inwardly. Darrin used to be

such a nice guy, until Mom’s cousin had gotten her claws into him.

As Darrin’s new wife, Serena was seated in the first row. When Maddi reached the

alter and turned to face her husband-to-be, Serena caught the bride’s eye, waved

and gave her the thumbs up. Then the thumb slipped inside her fist, leaving a hole,

and she poked a finger into it—whatever that meant. Tabbi gritted her teeth.

She hated Serena.

Next to Serena was her 12-year-old son—Tabbi’s weasly little half-brother and the

apple of his father’s eye. That was why Darrin never had time for his daughters

anymore; he was too busy spoiling his stupid son rotten.

It’s too bad, Tabbi thought. If Samantha had given Darrin a son, Serena might not

have been able to pry them apart. Maybe they’d still be together. Maybe the four

of them would still be a family. Tabbi smiled grimly. Too bad Maddi wasn’t a boy.

That would’ve burned the old bat. That would’ve burned her good.  �


