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by Amanda HawkinsJayne and the Pharaoh
Some women let themselves go after marriage. And
then there’s my wife, Pansy, who started out heavier
than me (not to mention taller), and it’s only gotten
worse. Sex is a thing of the past, we don’t sleep
together any more, and now there’s a sweet young
thing at the museum where I work—fresh out of
grad school and totally into in me.
Trouble is, everything we own—the fancy house,
the cars, the yacht, the investments—is in Pansy’s
name, having come from her side of the family.
What’s worse, her parents made me sign a tough
pre-nup, so if we divorced all I’d get is the debt left
over from my student loans.
Murder isn’t really such an ugly word, is it?
A better solution arrived in the form of a small
statue from the Thirtieth Dynasty of ancient Egypt.
My work as an assistant curator put me in charge of
cataloging artifacts that have been sitting in storage,
untouched, since they arrived, often decades ago.
One day, I came across an object that was used,
according to a preliminary translation, to transform
female heirs to the pharaonic throne into males.
(Obviously, that was before Cleopatra’s time.)
Of course, I didn’t believe it a word of it. But as a
test, I left the thing overnight in a cage with a lady
mouse. The next morning, the mouse was no lady.
Right away, I thought of using it to get rid of Pansy.
With her out of the way, and no evidence of foul
play, I’d inherit everything. What could go wrong?
So I hid the statuette under her pillow. And in the
morning, everything was different.

*
I awoke when a burly young man touched my face.
“Jayne,” he cried. “What happened to you?”
“Huh?” I sat up, rubbing my eyes.
He studied me like I was an animal unknown to
science. “You look like a man.”

I yawned. “I am a man.”
The man looked like he might
burst into tears. “But Jayne,
you’re my wife.”
“It’s Jay, not Jayne.” Just to
make sure, I lifted the blanket.
I was wearing a nightgown.
I stared at young man. Even
with the beard, he sure looked
a lot like Pansy. He could’ve
been her twin brother.
Abruptly, he ducked his head
and rushed into the bathroom.
The door slammed shut. I took
the opportunity to stash the
little statue in my dresser.
When he returned, he sat next
to me on the bed. “Let me get
this straight. You go to bed last
night as Jayne and you wake up this morning as,
uh—like you are now. But you do remember me,
don’t you?” He tapped his chest. “Ramsey?”
Reluctantly, I nodded. I could hardly tell him what
had really happened, could I?
He sighed heavily. “What are we gonna do?”
“We can still be friends,” I said hesitantly.
“Friends?” He laughed bitterly. “Guys hate that.”
His voice dropped. “I love you, Jayne. I can’t just
be friends. I just can’t.”
A beefy hand touched my knee.
“But there is a way,” Ramsey said softly. “Your face
is the same, you just need a shave. You’re the same
size, all your clothes are here. You could—”
My jaw dropped. “You want me to dress up as your
wife? No way! I’m a man.”
“You don’t have to be.” He pointed at a plastic head

topped with long auburn hair.
I recognized the wig that my
wife had made me wear to a
Halloween party a few years
back. She’d laughingly called
me ‘the little woman’ all night
long. It was humiliating.
“No effing way.” I clawed the
nightie off, stalked over to my
dresser and grabbed a pair of
boxers. They were too big.
Ramsey looked puzzled. “My
stuff won’t fit you.” He went
to Pansy’s dresser and opened
a drawer. “These are your
clothes, Jayne.”
I stared at the neatly folded
brassieres, panties and girdles
that were supposedly mine.

I realized that the statue’s magic had done more
than change my wife into a man. It had changed her
whole life, all the way back to the beginning. And
that meant the whole damn world had changed—
except for me. As far as everyone else knew, I was
the only one who was different.
My head hurt just thinking about it.
Ramsey put the boxers away. His heavy arm fell
upon my bare shoulders. “Let’s get you fixed up.”
He towered over me like Bigfoot, hairy all over. I
felt tiny next to him, like a child. Or a woman.

*
In the bathroom, Ramsey pushed me into the tub
and gave me a tube of Extra Strength Hair Remover.
Reluctantly, I smeared the pink goo on my arms and
legs, all down my front, and even—he insisted—
between my legs. Everything but the sensitive bits.
“Your face too,” he grunted.
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So I spread the cream onto my cheeks and neck,
under my chin and around my lips, and stood there
for a whole ten minutes before washing it off.
Ramsey handed me a nylon hair net and left the
room. I put the thing on and stared at myself in the
mirror. Ignore the crotch and I could pass for a
prepubescent girl. This was not good.
A moment later, he returned with the wig and a tube
of Crazy Glue. Immediately, he grabbed my head
and applied the glue to the edge of the nylon mesh.
“Pansy—please,” I gasped. “This is too much.”
He laughed. “Me, a pansy? Boy, you should talk.”
He slipped the wig onto my head, lifting the rim
over the glue, then held me tight while it set.
That wig wasn’t coming off anytime soon.
When he let go I stumbled against the wall, long
hair swirling into my face. “Look, I’m sorry—”
“Shut up.” He hauled me into the bedroom and
picked up the ball gag that I’d once given Pansy as a
‘gag’ gift. We’d never used it.
“This is for your own good.” He forced the ball into
my mouth and fastened it behind my head. “Take it
off and I’ll take these off—kapeesh?”
My eyes bulged as he put the squeeze on my crotch.
This wasn’t like Pansy at all. But as I was swiftly
realizing, this man was not my wife.
I slipped on a pair of control-top black stockings
and wriggled into a black strapless body briefer that
painfully compressed my waist. Ramsey neatly
tucked my manhood out of sight between my legs.
“I have to go out,” he said gruffly. “Are you gonna
be a good girl and not take this stuff off?”
I mumbled something agreeable.
He sighed. “I better make sure.”
I was marched into the closet. Nylon rope bound
my knees and ankles together, then my wrists and
elbows in the back. My arms were ratcheted up and
away from my body, forcing me to lean forward,

then tied to the overhead rod. I didn’t resist.
“I won’t be long. There’s a mastectomy shop at the
mall. What’ll it be? B-cups like Jayne had before?
Or a nice pair of big-D’s?” he laughed as my eyes
bulged. “Never mind, it’ll be a surprise.”

*
Ramsey was gone most of the afternoon. I wasn’t
surprised. Pansy loved shopping and wasn’t likely
to let a little thing like being male stop her.
“I had to drive clear across town to find the right
breast forms. The first place had B-cups, but I knew
you’d want something bigger.”

He hung an electric blue dress in the closet and left
me to contemplate wearing it, while he sorted
through his other purchases. When he finally cut me
down, I collapsed into his arms.
Thankfully, he removed the gag and let me use the
bathroom. Afterwards, I found myself sprawled on
the bed, being laced into a gaff that felt like the next
best thing to castration.
“Get dressed,” he said. “We’re going out.”
“Out? Like this? No—”
He slapped me. “No whining. For God’s sake, I’m
doing this for us. So you can be a woman and we
can be a couple again.” He aimed a finger at me. “If
you were in your right mind, you’d thank me.”
My voice wavered. “I want, uh, divorce—”
“Shut up. I know you don’t mean that.” He handed
me a new foundation garment he’d bought. “Trust
me, you’ll look great. Put it on.”
The body briefer had shoulder straps, padded hips
and a built-in waspie. The new, disturbingly real
breast forms—which he assured me were only C-
cups—gave me a womanly bust. A knee-length slip
sheathed my figure in basic black.
I had to admit, I didn’t look like a teenage girl any
more—but I could’ve been her mother.
Ramsey shook out the blue dress. “Fresh from the
cleaners. You wore it on our first anniversary.”
I stepped into the open back. The dress had a
plunging neckline, full-length sleeves inlaid with
lace, a waist ruffle that settled around my hips, and
a tight skirt that stopped just shy of my knees. A
pair of open-toed pumps completed the outfit.
“You look fantastic.” He sounded sincere.
I shook my head, long hair dancing across my
shoulders. “I’m just a man wearing a dress.”
“Don’t say that!” He jammed his beard in my face.
“I’m the man here! Don’t you ever forget it!”
I thought he was going to hit me, and he did.
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The top drawers of Pansy’s dresser held enough
makeup to handle the backstage rush at a Vegas
drag revue. I used to kid her about having so much
girlie stuff, but now I was the girl.
Ramsey sat me at the mirror and began brushing my
hair. He didn’t look much like a hairdresser but
seemed to know what he was doing. Slowly, the wig
settled into an orderly mass of loose curls. Then he
told me to fix my face. “I don’t know how,” I said.
“Sure you do.” He sat down nearby. “It’s like riding
a bicycle. Just get started.”

Pansy had always begun with foundation, so I
picked up a jar, hesitated, then dotted my face with
the pink cream and smoothed it out with my fingers.
Ramsey grunted his satisfaction.
I continued on with powder and blush, gaining
confidence with each stroke. I plucked my brows,
penciled them over and added shadows to my eyes.
Slowly, feminine features replaced the masculine
and a woman’s face emerged. Her lashes drooped to
accept the mascara that I offered, and her lips parted
for the lipstick that would transform her mouth.
No one would mistake Jayne for a man today.
When I was done, Ramsey pointed to Pansy’s
jewelry box. “Don’t forget the bling.”
Pansy didn’t like me going in there, but it was all
mine now. I settled on a pair of dangly earrings big
enough to poke through the thick tresses that
concealed my ears, plus a simple gold necklace and
a matching lady’s watch.
“Allow me.” Ramsey picked up Pansy’s wedding
ring and slipped it over my ring finger.
That made it official: I was another man’s wife.

*
It wasn’t until we were in the car that I thought to
ask: “Where are we going?”
“Company dinner. Told you last week.”
“Uh… you work?” Pansy was a homemaker.
“Christ, you’re really out of it. VP of finance,
remember? CEO soon, if we don’t screw this up.”
“We’re gonna see other people? I can’t—”
“Just keep your mouth shut. If you have to speak,
just whisper. I’ll say you have a sore throat.”
I stared down my cleavage and felt sick.
As it turned out, it wasn’t so bad. I let my ‘husband’
do the talking, muttered “my throat” now and then,
and just kept smiling. People didn’t seem to expect
anything else. I knew that I’d passed when a woman
in the ladies room smiled at me while we fixed our

faces—instead of screaming and calling the cops. I
smiled back at her and powdered my nose.
When I returned, Ramsey took my hand and led me
to his office on the top floor. I couldn’t believe it:
the decor was all ancient Egyptian, right down to
sandstone bookcases and a granite desk. Tablets
engraved with hieroglyphics lined the walls.
A huge painting of King Tut and his wife hung over
a throne fit for a pharaoh. Ramsey sat down and
pointed at the floor. “Kneel before me, woman.”
It didn’t sink in, at first—that he meant me. I wasn’t
used to thinking of myself as a woman.
But then he got angry, so I did as I was told.
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“Service me,” he ordered, pointing at his crotch.
When I hesitated, he grasped my hands and together
we extracted his dragon from its den. I lowered my
face until the thing actually touched my forehead.
“Please don’t make me,” I whispered.
“Then tell the truth,” he hissed. “Why did you turn
into a man? You know more than you’ve said.”
I knew I had no choice. So I told him, and wept my
apology into his lap. Ramsey zipped up and touched
my hair. “Do not worry, my child. You’ve done me
a great favor. Look at what I’ve gained.”
Then he took me home.

*
“Give me the statue,” Ramsey said. I retrieved it
from his dresser. He looked it over, then tucked it
under one of the pillows on the bed.
“I’m sorry,” I said. “You can’t change back.”
“Why would I want to?” He pulled me closer. “This
is where you will spend the night, my love.”
I tried to pull away, to no avail. His hands lifted my
hair and found the zipper that unlocked my dress,
while his elbows pinned my arms to my sides. The
dress fell to the floor and he pushed me onto the
bed. “You’re going to be the woman I remember,
whether you like it or not.” He straddled my legs.
My hands pushed at him. “Please… I’m a man.”
He grabbed my wrists. “Is that so? You certainly
don’t look like a man, my dear.” He leaned in and
sniffed my neck. “You don’t smell like a man.”
He grinned. “Problem is, you don’t remember being
a woman. You haven’t got the right experience. But
I can fix that.” Effortlessly, Ramsey flipped me over
and bound my hands together.
One by one, the barriers that protected me fell. He
pulled my slip out of the way, undid the hook-and-
eye crotch closure on my briefer, and yanked it up.
I knew where this was going. “No—”
“No talking,” he snapped. He dropped his pants,

spread my legs—still trapped in black nylons and
heels—and lifted my thighs to meet his own.
My face plowed into the pillow. I turned my head.
Long auburn hair fell over my eyes. “Don’t—”
“Shut up!” he hissed. He was too strong; there was
nothing I could do. He entered through the back
door—God, he was huge—and his battering ram
laid siege to what little remained of my manhood.
“I’m inside you,” he hissed into my ear. “This is
what it’s like to be a woman.” I moaned as he
exploded inside me. A wave of heat swept through
my body like napalm. All that was male burned like
tissue paper; only the feminine survived.
When he was done, Ramsey cleaned himself, then
me, then removed my clothing. “Just relax,” he said
gently. “This will all be over soon.”
He picked up a bottle of sleeping pills. “Take two of
these and call me in the morning.”
I didn’t object. I was out of options.

Ramsey freed my arms long enough to dress me in a
lacy nightgown, then tied my hands loosely at my
sides. My legs he bound tightly together—too late
to do me any good. Finally, he held me down until
the pills took effect and my eyes fluttered closed.
Masculine hands spilled my hair across the pillow
and pulled up the sheets. I could feel the statue as a
lump behind my head, but my body was too heavy. I
couldn’t move. There would be no escape.
The lights went out. I heard the door close.
Then silence. Then nothing at all.

*
As the sun rose, the pharaoh gazed with satisfaction
upon his lovely wife. Jayne was still asleep in their
bed, her thick hair framing the face he knew so well.
That she was once a man did not concern him.
Ramsey lay down beside her, removed her bindings
and positioned himself. His bride would awaken to
her new life as only a woman can.  
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