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Her name was Tracy. We met at a dinner party and
hit it off right away. She was perfect: mid-twenties,
long blonde hair, very pretty. Before the night was
over I knew she was the girl I wanted to be.
Whether she was more interested in my physique,
my brooding personality or my steady job, I didn’t
really care. She was a lovely blonde moth and I was
the dark flame that would consume her soul.
On our third date she agreed to come back to my
place. She probably thought we were going to make
love, but she didn’t know what love meant to me.
My home office was the last stop on our tour of the
house. I kissed her and laid her on the conference
table, like we were going to do it right then and
there. Before she could change her mind, I cuffed
her wrists behind her back and chained them to her
ankles. A strip of duct tape kept her quiet.
“Does that hurt?” Tracy nodded, but she was slow
doing it, so I figured she was probably okay. I
checked the cuffs to make sure and stroked her hair.
“Believe me,” I said calmly, “I have no intention of
hurting you. This won’t take long.”
I opened the Big Book of Magic on the table next to
her head. I sat down and read silently through the
bodyswap spell I planned to invoke.
Tracy stared at me, struggling to keep her head up.
Her blonde hair fell half across her face, so I gently
tucked her loose tresses behind one ear.
“Here’s the deal,” I told her. “We’re going to swap
bodies. You’re going to become me and I’m going
to become you.” I showed her the key. “Here’s what
you do. As soon as you wake up in my body, use
this to unlock the handcuffs. That’s all. I’ll take care
of everything else.” I laid the key on the table.
“I know what you’re thinking. What the hell are
you going to do with yourself as a man? Well, you
can do anything you like. You’ll own this house and

a very healthy bank account. Check the filing
cabinet for the details. You won’t go hungry.”
I read through the spell once more. It was tricky,
with a lot of rare and hard to pronounce words.
“You’re probably wondering why I’m doing this.”
I touched her hair. “Meeting you was a revelation.
It was like looking in a mirror and seeing my true
self for the first time. I realized that I was meant to
be a woman. I was meant to be you.”
I stared down at the book. “I’ll just fake being you
until I can set up a new life somewhere else. Don’t
worry, I’ll let your parents down easy. They won’t
have a dead daughter, just an ungrateful child who
never visits.” Then I had an idea. “If you want, you
could look them up after the swap. They wouldn’t
believe the truth, but you could get to know them
and become the son they never had.”
I think she was yelling at me, but nothing was
getting through the duct tape.
I read the spell out loud. It was written in ancient
Arabic, which wasn’t common even when the book
was written a thousand years ago. An incredible
feeling of energy flooded through my body, more

power than one man could handle. I could see right
through the woman on the table, right through the
walls to the dreaming world beyond, all the way to
the stars floating in their sea of endless night.
Silently and uselessly, Tracy was screaming, her
body straining against her handcuffs in a way sure
to leave deep bruises. I felt sorry for her. She was
little more than a child shaped like a woman. But
under my guidance her body would soon come into
the full power of its womanhood. And in a moment,
her pain would be my pain. I could hardly wait.
Eagerly, I touched her neck.
It was like touching a live wire. The spark that leapt
between us could not be seen, but both our bodies
went rigid with the shock of it.

Tracy moaned with pain, and I did too. Then she
stopped struggling, as if she’d finally accepted her
fate. Her body went limp and her face fell forward
onto the table. I knew that was going to leave a
nasty bruise on my forehead.
Together at last, we fell into the night.
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Waking up was like coming out of general
anesthesia. The table felt so comfortable, I
just wanted to lie there forever. Eventually, I
decided that facedown-on-wood didn’t feel
so great. I turned my head. The hair under
my cheek felt soft, while a long blonde tress
crossed one eye to tickle my chin.
I realized that the spell must have worked.
A groan arose from the vicinity of the floor.
Moments later, rough hands pawed at my
head and the duct tape was ripped away.
“It worked!” I said with a grin.
My arms were bound behind me and my
breasts felt like a couple of squashed bean
bags, but I didn’t care. At last, I was the
woman I was meant to be.
The old me sat slumped in a chair next to the table.
His dark eyes smouldered under a mop of black hair
that flopped across his forehead. His hands were
strong and his arms well muscled. I began to see
why Tracy had been so drawn to the guy.
“There’s the key,” I said, pointing with my nose.
“Do you mind? My arms are getting sore.”
He wiped his mouth. “Are they? Are they really?”
“Yes, they are. So how about it?”
He surged to his feet. “Those are my arms, you
bastard—not yours! That’s my face, my hair, my
boobs. That’s my body, you asshole!”
“Calm down, okay? What’s done is done.”
“Calm down?” He stared at me for a long time.
Then he sat down.
“Good. Now will you please unlock the handcuffs?
They really do hurt.” I blinked back tears.
“Well… I’d hate to fuck up my own body.” He
picked up the key. “I’ll just unlock the part that
joins your hands and feet… There.” He flipped me
over so that I lay face up on the table.
“Now we can talk,” he said, returning to his seat.

“You can’t keep me like this, Tracy.”
He shook his head. “Don’t call me that. Tracy is a
girl’s name. Thanks to you, I’m not a girl anymore.
And I’m sure as hell not using your old name.” He
studied his hands. “Call me… Travis.”
I decided to humor him. “Nice name.”

“Don’t get cocky. You’re not Tracy either,
asshole. You stole my body, you’re not
gonna steal my name too.” He frowned.
“That new life you mentioned—what was
your first name gonna be?”
No point in lying. “Cynthia.”
“Classy. What were you gonna do? Marry a
rich guy? Fuck your way into high society?”
I stared at the ceiling. “Something like that.”
Travis leaned into view. “Sorry, Cindy. You
aren’t going anywhere.” He opened the Big
Book of Magic. “How did you do this?”
I shrugged. “It’s magic.”
“Well, duh! Hmm, it’s not in english.”
“It’s an obscure dialect of Arabic.”

“But the cover’s in english. Oh, I see. You laser-
printed your own dust jacket. Cute.”
“Glad you like it.” My dress was riding up, so I
wiggled my hips until it flattened out.
“I’ll cut to the chase. What spell did you use?”
I told her the page number. “But read the fine print.
It’s a one-way spell. There’s no going back.”
“Nice try,” he said grimly. “Read the spell.”
I was lying; the spell could swap us back. So I made
sure to mispronounce a few key words. 
Travis touched my face. Nothing happened.
He made me read the spell three more times before
giving up in frustration. “There’s gotta be a way to
undo this,” he whined, almost in tears.
“It’s a big book. I’ve only used a few spells.”
“Like what?”
“Nothing complicated. A spell to win the lottery.
Spells to fix minor health issues, enhance masculine
endowment, that sort of thing—”
“How about gender? Ever think of that? Change
your own body instead of stealing someone else’s?”
“A spell like that requires years of study.”
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“Oh, I get it. You couldn’t wait. You had to be a
woman right now and to hell with my rights!” He
stood over me, a cruel gleam in his eyes. “Well,
you’re a woman now.” His hand traced the curve of
my hips, my waist, slid across my chest, circled the
tip of my breast, and descended on my throat.
“Please don’t—” I began.
“Didn’t really think this through, did you? You
figured I’d just let you waltz off with my body.” He
kissed me roughly. “That’s really blonde of you.”
I stared at him in horror as he fumbled with his
pants. “Fact is, Cindy, until you figure out a way to
swap us back you’re gonna spend your life flat on
your back as my personal fuck-toy.”
His pants hit the floor. He kicked them aside. “I
can’t believe how turned on I am.” He lifted my
skirt up past my hips and yanked my panties down
to my ankles. “I was one hell of a sexy woman.”
I wiggled my hips, trying to escape, but he planted
his knees on the table, pinning my legs wide apart.
One big hand entwined itself in my hair, while the
other freed my old enhanced endowment from its
cotton prison. With my head pinned, my arms stuck
behind my back, and my legs open, my womanhood
was ripe for the plucking.

Travis kissed me again and forced himself through
both sets of lips, north and south, at the same time.
I couldn’t stop him. I wasn’t even sure I wanted to.
When he came up for air, he sat back and rode me
like a horse. “An hour ago, I was a woman,” he
said, breathing hard. “Now I’m fucking my own
body, and I’m really enjoying it. So tell me…” He
leaned over my face. “Am I just a woman using a
vibrator in a roundabout way? Or did your little
spell change my mind as well as my body?”
I sighed heavily. “The spell swapped our minds; our
thoughts, our memories, our beliefs. But not our
brains. You have a male brain. Mine is female.”
He smiled. “I see. I’m a man who remembers being
a woman, but now I’m attracted to the ladies. That’s
why I’m thoroughly enjoying fucking your brains
out.” He kissed me softly. “As for you… You’re
female, so you must like what I’m doing.”
I gazed at him, my eyes unfocused. “Not really. I
wanted it to be my choice, with a man I picked out
myself. This is like masturbating in a mirror.”
“Well, let’s get it over with then.” He picked up the
pace. Ten seconds later I became a woman.

*

Travis left me sitting in his office, still handcuffed,
while he explored the house. When he got back he
was grinning. “Thanks, Cindy, nice dungeon!”
He slung me over his shoulder, my hair dangling
halfway down his back. I didn’t put up a fight.
In the basement, he left me in a cell with rough-
hewn walls, locked the door, and had me stand next
to the bars while he unlocked the handcuffs. He said
that we were going to study the Big Book of Magic
every day until he found a way to reverse the spell.
In the meantime I wouldn’t be leaving this prison of
my own making.
After he left, I retrieved my cellphone from where
I’d hidden it in the wall. I dialed 911 and Travis was
soon arrested for kidnapping and rape.
That’s how I began my new life as a woman.
I guess Cindy isn’t so blonde after all.  
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