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Amanda HawkinsA Little Magic is a Dangerous Thing

Brice ignored the blonde woman as she began exploring her body, and focused on

pretending to search through the Big Book of Magic. The spell he’d just cast had

worked perfectly. It was intended to transform a person’s physical body into his or

her maternal grandmother, while leaving their age unchanged. The magic also

recreated the clothing grandma was wearing at precisely the same age Aaron was

now. It was just as well she’d been dressed for an evening on the town, and not

mucking out the barn or whatever. It fit nicely into his plans.

Aaron found a mirror to stare into. “My gran’s name was Sylvia. Wow, I had no

idea she ever looked like this.” Wild-eyed, he looked at his friend. “You are gonna

turn me back asap, right? I can’t be a woman—I just can’t!”

“Soon as I find the right spell,” Brice said, slowing turning pages. “But just out of

curiosity: why can’t you be a woman? You are one at the moment.”
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She looked puzzled; Aaron never was the sharpest tack. “Well… for starters, I’m a

guy. I mean, I’m supposed to be a guy. I was a few minutes ago.”

“That’s true. But how do you know this isn’t what you’re really supposed to be?

God works in mysterious ways, right? Maybe this was meant to happen.”

“Don’t say that—he might hear you!” The woman—Sylvia, Brice told himself—

glanced fearfully up at the ceiling, as if God himself might be listening in on their

conversation. If he was, whispering sure wouldn’t help.

Brice dropped the book in his lap. “Look, this is gonna take awhile. I thought I’d

found the right spell to make you more manly, but I was wrong. That means I’m

gonna have to revisit my translation matrix; otherwise I could wind up casting a

spell that would make things worse.”

Sylvia slumped into a chair. “I hear ya… I sure don’t want this to get any worse.

But how long am I gonna be a woman? What am I supposed to do? Heck, where

am I gonna stay? I can’t go home, looking like this.”

“No problemo. You can stay here. My folks are away for the week, so you can use

the guest room. Mom uses it for overflow from her closet—mostly stuff that’s still

good but she doesn’t wear anymore. Take whatever you need.”

“What I need is to be a dude again. Classes start next week.”

“I’ll have you back in pants and a penis long before that. Until then, we can hang

out here. Video games, pizza—it’ll be just like the sleepovers we had as kids.”

“Yeah, sounds great.” She glanced down at her nylon-clad legs, self-consciously

tugging on the hem of her dress. “I better visit the little girls’ room. My bladder’s

smaller now.” She tottered off on unfamiliar high heels.

Brice smirked and opened the Big Book of Magic to a bookmarked page. The spell

he was about to cast purported to make a woman much more comfortable in her

own skin, increase her libido, and generally make her irresistible to the male sex.

He ran through the text silently, moving his lips to get the feel of words from a

long-dead language, then thought of Sylvia and voiced the enchantment. He

sighed and set the book aside. It was done. Tonight he was finally gonna get laid.

A few minutes later Sylvia strolled back into the room, her stiletto heels rapping a

confident beat on the hardwood floor. Her coy smile told Brice everything he

needed to know: the spell had worked. Aaron was a woman to the core. His friend

would remember the sad excuse for a male he’d been, but she would act as though

she’d always been female—and of course attracted to men.

“Aren’t you the naughty boy,” she purred. “Let’s just see what you’ve been up to,

shall we?” She plucked the book from the coffee table.
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Brice tensed, thinking he should snatch it back, but then relaxed. It was written in

a language only a few linguists could understand. It had taken him months to build

a translation matrix from published sources, and then comb through the book for

the necessary spells. What harm could Aaron do?

Sylvia opened the tome to the first bookmark. “It might interest you to know,” she

said, “your last spell made me quite conversant in this weird language.” Her eyes

flashed, staring straight at him as she spoke the strange words.

Brice sprang from his seat. “No, don’t—!”

His transformation was every bit as abrupt as Aaron’s had been. Where Brice had

been, now stood a petite brunette with long hair coiled elegantly atop her head,

wearing hoop earrings and an evening gown complete with a loose cape.

Sylvia flipped to the second bookmark. “Let’s just cast that second spell, shall we?

I’m sure you’ll want to—how does it go? Hmm. Well, who wouldn’t want to feel

more comfortable in her own skin? And the bit about your libido sounds delish.”

The incantation passed easily between her lips.

Brice relaxed and took a few hesitant steps, then seemed to forget there was a pair

of spiked D’Orsay heels strapped to her feet. The brunette moved smoothly and

easily, as light on her feet as a ballet dancer. “Oh my… that really does feel better.

My gran’s name was Emily, so I guess that’s me.” She smiled prettily and glided

down to perch next to Sylvia.
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The blonde patted her friend’s knee. “All better now?”

“Oh yes, muchly.” She giggled and rolled her eyes. “You were right, you know. I

was being naughty. My big plan was to turn you into a beautiful woman—like,

mission accomplished there—then get you drunk and have… uh, make love.”

“I figured as much. Sucks being a virgin, don’t it?”

“It does. But you know…” Emily touched the other’s arm. “Has it occurred to you

that we’re a couple of majorly hotties now? We could have any man we want!”

“Mm-hmm. Not to mention that we’re comfortable in our own skins, with libidos

the size of Texas.” Both covered their mouths as they laughed.

Emily moved the book to her own lap. “Interesting how these spells turned us into

a couple of elegant ladies who are totally into men. I know I used to be a guy, but

Brice’s whole life seems like one of those really vivid dreams you get.”

“Girl, I know what ya mean. I just feel like me, right? I remember being poor little

Aaron, but the thought of actually being him…” She shuddered. “If we ever do

find the reversal spell, I say we burn it.”

Emily was leafing through the book. “Agreed. But what I’m wondering… is what

other mischief we might be able to ‘manage’ with this puppy.”

Sylvia seized her friend’s arm. “Being naughty again, are we? Count me in.”

“Ooh, here’s something! What do a couple of gorgeous babes like us need more

than like anything else?” She grabbed Sylvia’s hand. “A couple of rich husbands,

that’s what! Tall and handsome, broad shoulders, with enormous thingies—and

they have to be so in love with us they’ll do absolutely anything we want.”

“Score—and if we get bored, we can change ‘em however we want!” Sylvia

grabbed the book. “What’re we waiting for?” Together they recited the spell.

The door burst open. Two tall, broad-shouldered men strode in—one with dark

curly hair, the other resembling a blond Viking. Both wore tailored business suits

with noticeable bulges in the groinal region. “Hi-ho, ladies—we’re home!”

“Whelp, I’m good.” Emily leapt up and approached the dark-haired man, her eyes

dancing. “Missed you like crazy, baby,” she said. “Sure hope you’re not too tired,

‘cause I have a world that needs rocking in the worst way.”

“Your needs are my needs,” he vowed, before carrying her upstairs.

The Viking sat down and kissed Sylvia’s hand. “I too am willing to rock m’lady’s

world.” Then he picked up the Big Book of Magic. “Eh? What have we here?” He

rifled through the pages until one spell caught his eye. Eyes gleaming, he gazed

upon the woman and began to speak. Sylvia recoiled as she felt herself change.  


