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My wife waved the gnarled old stick in the air. “It’s
a magic wand, silly.”
“Uh-huh.” Sure, it looked like a magic wand, some
kind of polished hardwood, but magic? Uh-uh.
“No, really. I found it in a little shop in Bucharest,
last year, while I was at that conference.”
“Did they sell you some magic beans too?”
Kate looked hurt. “I’m not a fool, Ted. They didn’t
know it was real. I bought it for you, as a souvenir.”
“So how come I never saw it before?”
“Because I found out it’s real. I couldn’t—”
“Okay, so how’s it work? Assuming it does.”
“Well, you have to be alone in a dark room. Then
you take off your clothes—get totally naked. Then
you touch the wand to your head.”
“Uh-huh. What’s it supposed to do?”
“Well… in my case, it turned me into a man.”
I laughed in her face. That made her mad.
“I knew you wouldn’t believe me. That’s why I
didn’t tell you about it. But I can prove it.”
“Really? Go ahead then. Turn into a man.”
“Like I said, I have to be alone—”
“Oh, that’s convenient!”
“No, it isn’t. It’d be a lot easier if I could do it in
front of you. Then you’d have to believe me. I’ll go
in the bedroom. Search it if you want to.”
“I’ll do that.” The bedroom of our rented cottage
held a queen-size bed and not much else. I checked
under the bed and in the closet, but there were no
strange men stashed anywhere.
“I brought a few things with me,” Kate said. “So I
can get dressed af—”
“Just get on with it.” I closed the door. The light
went off a moment and several minutes passed. No
lightning or smoke under the door or anything else.
How long was she gonna play this out?

“You can come in now.” It was a man’s voice.
I burst through the door. He was standing next to
the bed, wearing socks and boxers, putting on a pair
of tan Dockers. He smirked. “Convinced yet?”
“Where the hell’s my wife?”
“Right here.” His hands did a ‘ta-da’ in the air.
“You’re not my wife!” I checked the closet, under
the bed, in the bed and outside the window, which
wasn’t actually big enough for her to get through.
“Told you,” the guy said, buttoning up his shirt.
I stared at him. “I’m supposed to believe that you’re
my wife? That you’re a woman?”
“Yes and no. I’m not a woman, as you can plainly
see.” He sat down to put on his shoes. “But I’m still
her up here.” He tapped his head.
I shook my head. “You’re not Kate.”
He chuckled. “I don’t go by that name, no. Call me
‘Kent’. That’s the name I used last year while I was
touring around Romania and Hungary.”
Kate’s vacation; I’d seen the photos. One of them
showed a man in front of a castle—a friend from the
conference, she said. But it was him. I felt dizzy.
“So how’s this thing work? You hit someone—”
“No. Like I said, you have to be alone. That’s just
it—you can only change yourself. You can’t go
around turning people into frogs, or whatever.”
“Okay, I get it. But how—?”
“Listen, Ted. You’re never going to believe that this
thing works until you try it yourself. So I’m gonna
take off for awhile and let you think about it.”
“Take off? Where?”
“I’ll take a walk around the park. That should give
you a couple of hours. If you decide to give it a
whirl, there’s stuff to wear in the dresser. If you
don’t…” He shrugged. “That’s okay too.”
He flashed Kate’s patented half-smile and left.

*
I searched the whole cottage, just to make sure the
real Kate wasn’t pulling a fast one. Nothing.
I was nervous, but I had to find out. I stripped down
and turned out the lights, wondering who I’d turn
into. A clone of Kent, or some other guy?
There was a flash of light when the wand touched
my head. I felt nauseous and nearly fell over, pulled
off-balance by heaviness on my chest. A soft mass
of hair hit my shoulders. My hands flew up—
Oh, shit. I had breasts. Real breasts, with no seam or
anything. Worse, I could feel the damn things,
especially the tips, which were… Oh, shit.
I felt for the bed and sat down. Hesitantly, I probed
between my legs, finding nothing but a patch of
wiry hair and a slit… Oh, God.
I was female. I was a woman, like Kate.
I couldn’t breathe. I scrabbled on the floor for the
wand, found it and whacked myself on the head.
Nothing happened. I stood up and tried again.
Wait a minute. Calm down.
The wand didn’t work. But Kate—or Kent—had
used it to change back. So maybe you have to wait
for a few hours, or whatever. I’d try again later.
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I drew the curtains and opened the
top drawer of the dresser. I found
a brand new black brassiere with a
gift tag that read ‘Surprise!’
So she knew all along. I grit my
teeth and put it on, struggling with
the clasp. Then I donned matching
panties, a black skirt, knee-high
stockings and a white camisole.
Oh, Kate must be loving this!
I stepped into a pair of dress flats
and opened the bedroom door. I
paused, face to face with the
hallway mirror. And what a lovely
face it was. It’s a shock to realize
that you’re prettier than your own
wife, but it was true. I wondered
how Kate might feel about that?
I brushed at the long dark hair that
cascaded past my shoulders, and
as I did so I began smiling. Being
turned into a beautiful woman was one hell of a
gotcha. I had to get her back. And I knew how.
I grabbed Kate’s purse and headed for the door.

*
The cottage was located on the grounds of a large
hotel. A tourist shopping district was only a twenty-
minute walk away—or less, the way my feet flew
over the sidewalk. I felt younger, healthier and
stronger than I had in years—maybe ever.
I found a beauty parlor that wasn’t too busy and had
them trim my hair, lightly curling the lower half,
just enough to make me look different. They also
gave my face a quick makeover, with better results
than poor old Ted could’ve managed.
So when ‘Tina’—the first name that popped into
my head when asked—waltzed out the door an hour
later, she looked nothing like a woman who’d been
male only an hour before.

Next stop: the boutique down the
block. I bought a black dress that
showed a fair bit of cleavage, a
red slip (it looked sexy) and dark
panty hose. I charged it all to Kate
and wore the ensemble out.
I couldn’t believe how easy it all
was. There I was, on a sidewalk
crowded with strangers, wearing
a dress, my face beautifully made
up, long hair poised over deep
cleavage—and I felt perfectly at
ease, like a woman born and bred.
Final stop: a shoe store. I bought a
pair of black pumps tall enough to
look dressy, but not enough to trip
me up. I bundled my old clothes
into a shopping bag and headed
back to the cottage.
It was payback time.

*
Kent was sitting on the front porch—he didn’t have
a key—as I sashayed up the block, trying to roll my
hips without being too obvious about it.
I smiled until he noticed me, then continued on past.
As far as he knew, I was just a young woman out
shopping. He didn’t know what ‘Ted’ looked like
now, or even if I’d used the wand at all.
I passed the next cottage. No one else was nearby.
Time to play the damsel in distress. I stumbled,
shrieking a little and folding one leg under me as I
fell. Then I grabbed my ankle and wailed. But not
too much; I didn’t want to put him off.
It worked; he came running. “Are you all right?”
Biting my lip, I looked up. “It hurts, okay?”
He looked worried, so I toned it down. I didn’t want
him calling for help. I rubbed my ankle once more,
then stretched my leg. “Damn heels. They’re new.”
He held out his hand. “Can I help you up?”
Bingo. “You may.” I laid my delicate hand in his
and he smoothly pulled me to my feet. Instantly, I
collapsed into him, entangling myself in his arms.
What better way to get acquainted?
“I got you.” His rich tenor made me melt a little.
“Thanks.” I stood up and promptly fell against his
chest, my hair flying into his face. “Oooh, that’s not
good.” I reached down to massage the supposedly
damaged limb. “Might be sprained.”
“You can’t walk on that. I’ll get you a cab.”
“Oh, no! Please—my hotel is just down the street. If
I could just lean on you…?”
“Sure, I guess so.” He picked up my shopping bag
and put his arm around my waist.
My heart skipped a few beats. I put my hand on his
shoulder and we lurched forward together. “Think
of it as practice for a three-legged race,” I told him
seriously. “You never know.”
Kent laughed. He had a nice laugh.
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“I’m Tina. Thanks for doing this.”
“Kent. It’s my pleasure.”
I should say so. He’s a man and
I’m sex on wheels. This should be
a pleasure. But—hang on. He’s my
wife. How could I forget that?
I concentrated on walking without
putting much weight on my ‘bad’
ankle. Then I started wondering
which hotel I should say was mine.
I needed a nice big porch for the
next step. Ah, that one. “Right
there,” I said. “The Empress.”
“Pretty fancy.”
“Nothing but the best for this girl.”
On the porch, I steered us toward a
pair of wicker chairs. “Could we
sit for a minute? It’s my ankle…”
I sat down, pulled up my skirt and,
with a coy smile, began massaging
my leg. I knew he was staring. He
probably didn’t even know he was
doing it. Typical man.
I milked it as long as I could, then lowered my skirt
and carefully brushed off the grit. Then I picked up
Kate’s purse, hoping he wouldn’t recognize it. “Oh,
just great.” I snapped it closed in disgust. “I lost my
room key—again.”
“I’m sorry. It’s happened before?”
“Not here. But I’m always losing stuff. Just another
dumb broad, right?”
“Not at all. You seem, er… very nice. Smart.”
I smiled at him. “Such a gentleman.”
“Let’s try the front desk. They—”
“How about a drink?” I popped up, remembering to
wince just in time. “My treat—for my savior.”
He looked doubtful, but I insisted. In the lounge, I
ordered a carafe of white wine.

“So… where are you from?”
His question surprised me. Up to
now, I was doing the heavy lifting
in the conversation. Maybe a little
alcohol was just what he needed.
I thought fast. “Seattle. And you?”
“Toronto.” We were both lying.
“I’m an engineer,” he said. “But
you—you must be a model.”
I laughed. “Oh, you are a charmer,
aren’t you? No, I’m, ah… I write
children’s books.” Creating a life
on the fly was exhilarating, like
riding a bike with no hands.
“Cool. So you’re published?”
“Well, no. It’s more of a hobby.
Don’t give up your day job, right?
I work in PR. It pays the bills.”
“You’re here on holiday?”
“I am. A little R-and-R.”
“All by yourself?”
Now that was a bold thing to say

to a woman he’d just met. Of course, he’d drunk
most of the wine. “I came with a girlfriend,” I said
with a shrug. “But she hooked up with some guy
she used to know. Haven’t seen her since.”
“That’s, uh… too bad. I guess, uh…” The poor man
was almost stuttering. He visibly pulled himself
together. “Tina, would you like to have dinner?”
Bingo again. I had him. Dinner was a go.

*
At my suggestion, Kent went on ahead to get us a
table, while I supposedly popped upstairs to freshen
up. Instead, I went to the front desk, registered for
the night using Kate’s credit card, and went to the
room to spread my old clothes around and make the
place look lived-in. Then off to the restaurant.
Kent held my chair for me. I felt like a lady.

So this is what it’s like to be wined and dined, to be
pursued, to be the object of a man’s attention. For
the first time in my life, I felt desirable.
During the meal, I laughed at his jokes, made eye
contact and toyed with my hair—the way women
do when they’re sending signals. The weird thing
was, it was pure instinct. I did it without thinking.
At one point, right out of the blue, I said, “You
remind me of Superman. Know why?”
“My broad chest and bulging muscles?”
I shook my hair. “No, it’s your name. Clark Kent,
mild-mannered engineer from Toronto.” He
laughed. “Don’t get me wrong,” I said hastily. “You
look nice, just not Superman-nice. I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay. I think you might have a little crush on
this Superman guy. Should I be jealous?”
I giggled, and the conversation went on like that.
Sure, it sounds corny now, but this is how men and
women are when they’re together.
Afterward, we stood on the veranda and watched a
warm twilight settle into the harbor as the sun sank
toward the ocean. Kent glanced at his watch.
I had to keep him focused on me. I grabbed his arm
and pointed. “Oh, how about a carriage ride around
the park? They’re so romantic…” I sweetened the
pot by promising to drop him off at the cottage.
How could he say no to that?
He helped me up, his hands on my waist, thrilling
me with his strength. To be man-handled like that…
The carriage lurched forward, the horses set off at a
gentle canter and Kent put his arm around me. I
tucked my hair back and leaned into him. The
breeze was warm. It was a perfect evening.
For over an hour we rode slowly through the park,
ending with a slow meander along the road by the
sea. We talked quietly, about the city and the park,
and about ourselves—most of it a pack of lies, but
now and then our true selves leaked through.
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“Tina,” he whispered, “you’re the
most beautiful woman I’ve ever
known.” His arm drew me closer.
“I feel the same way.” I couldn’t
help myself. I lifted my face up to
his and, at last, we kissed.
Part of me was outraged: She’s
cheatin’ on you, bro! She don’t
know you’re her husband!
But the woman in me was swept
away. I’d never felt this way
before, even with Kate. I knew I
was supposed to yell “gotcha!”
around about now, but I couldn’t
bring myself to do it. I didn’t
want to spoil the moment.
It was a long kiss, interrupted by short pauses to
grab a breath of air. It ended only when the carriage
pulled up in front of the cottage.
“Guess this is my stop,” he said sadly.
I nodded but held onto his hand. “It’s dark,” I said
softly. “You don’t have a key.”
He stared at the cottage. “That’s true, no key.”
I touched his arm. “I don’t think your friend is
there. Maybe… maybe he met someone.”
Kent looked me in the eye. “Maybe he did.”
I stared at the floor. “You can stay with me, if you
like.” What the hell was I doing? Just give him the
damn key and it’s all over! We’ll have a good
chuckle, change back and that’ll be that.
But it wasn’t over. “I’d like that,” he said, lifting my
chin with one finger. His kiss could melt snow.

*
When we got to the room, I half-expected him to
carry me over the threshold. I had to remind myself
that we weren’t married. Maybe that was the best
way to think about it: Ted and Kate were a couple,
but Tina and Kent had just met.

The room really didn’t look all
that inhabited. To preempt any
questions, I said, “Looks like my
friend cleaned out her stuff. And
we were sharing a suitcase, too.”
“She didn’t leave you much.”
“Just my clothes from yesterday.
She’s not that great a friend.”
“I hope I’m better company.”
“I’m counting on it.”
I found myself in his arms again.
Our lips met and I felt the zipper
on my dress slide down my back.
He wants me. This is what it’s
like to be desired, as a woman.

When the kiss broke, he lifted my hair and my dress
fell to the floor. I touched his shirt. “Need any help
with that?” He grinned and started undoing the
buttons. I excused myself into the bathroom.

I stared at the
mirror in disbelief.
What I saw was a
woman preparing
herself to lie down
with a man. My
fingers raked at
her hair, plumping
up the volume.
I adjusted the lie
of my breasts and
took off my slip. I
looked down at a
woman’s body.
Did I really want
to do this? Six of
one, half-dozen of
the other. But how
could I stop now?

The room was dark. I felt my way to the bed and sat
down, carefully unrolling my panty hose. It’s so
easy to damage, particularly with such long nails.
Strong fingers—not mine—undid the clasp of my
bra. I let it fall and stepped out of my panties. That
was it—there was nothing left between me and this
man’s privates. I felt terribly exposed.
But his hands were warm. I slipped into his arms.
“I should’ve asked,” he said hesitantly. “Do we, uh,
need any protection?”
“It’s okay, I’m on the pill.” That was it, my last
chance to turn back—gone with the wind.
His lips found mine. His breath came harshly into
my mouth while his hands roamed the length of my
back. I clutched at his chest. Then he rolled me onto
my back and his fingers descended on my breasts.
Oh, my—so that’s how it feels!
I knew what he wanted in return. I groped at his
crotch, found the tree and started climbing. Christ,
it’s big! I encircled the thing and began a slow,
rhythmic stroking. Guys really like that.
So I did for him what Kate used to do for Ted, and
Kent did to me what I used to do to Kate; and
somehow it all worked out. Perhaps I was more
woman than man now—in mind as well as body—
or maybe I’ve had a woman inside me all along.
Either way, in that moment, I was all girl.
His open mouth found mine, our tongues met in the
middle, and when he mounted me my legs pulled
him inside and the two of us came as one.

*
I fell asleep in Kent’s arms, and in the morning I
walked him back to the cottage. I wasn’t sure what
to say when we got there, but I was pretty sure Kate
would be okay with it. She’s a good sport. Who
knows, maybe she even figured it out herself.
But there’s no doubt Tina and Kent will see each
other again. They’ve got chemistry.  
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