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Amanda HawkinsDrink Up
“Drink up.” Maurice set the glass in 

front of me. It was one of those thin 

shot glasses that look more like a test 

tube. In it was a dark liquid, bubbling 

softly to itself and emitting a wisp of 

steam, although when I held it up—at 

arm’s length—it wasn’t warm at all.

“Don’t think so.” I moved it to the 

edge of my desk, hoping both it and 

Maurice would go away.

“Don’t ya want to know what it is?”

“Not really.” I didn’t even like the 

guy, much less trust him enough to 

knock back something fresh from the 

frog pond across the street.

“It’s a potion. Got it at the mall, from 

some shop. Ye Olde whatever.”

“No kidding.”

“Yeah. It’s magic. Guaranteed to turn 

you into a chick. A woman.”

I stared at him. Maurice stared back, 

grinning like a ghoul. A chill sank 

down my spine. “Not interested.”

“Oh yes you are. I’ve seen your web 

traffic.”

Maurice was the gallery’s resident IT 

guru. I was the assistant art director 

and not his boss. Unfortunately.

He went through the list: “World of 

TG, TG Comics, Fictionmania…” It 

carried on through the fingers of both 

hands. “I could go on, but you get the 

point. That’s a whole lotta TG.”

“What do you want?”

His gaze shifted to the shot glass.

“Not a chance.”

He shrugged. “Gee, it would be too 

bad if everyone found out about your 

little hobby.”

“It’s called transgender erotica, and 

there’s nothing wrong with it.”

“Yeah, that must be why you keep it 

a secret.”

I leaned back in my chair. “I have an 

aversion to blackmail. I’d rather deal 

with the embarrassment.”

“Then I’ll sweeten the pot. How’s a 

thousand bucks sound?”

I just laughed.
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He frowned. “I’m serious.”

“First of all,” I said, “it’s not nearly 

enough. Secondly—and this is the 

big one—I don’t believe for a second 

you’d really pony up the dough.”

“Guess again. I can have a certified 

cheque printed in five minutes.”

I waved him off. “Like I said.”

“Then I’ll up the ante. Ten grand.”

I sighed. “Why is me drinking that 

stuff so important to you?”

It was his turn to laugh. “Let’s just 

say I’ve got my own kinks.”

“To each his own, I suppose.” 

I spread my hands. “Sorry, I’m just 

not comfortable with the idea.”

“There’s nothing to be afraid of.”

“Doesn’t matter. I don’t believe the 

stuff actually works. It’s just gross.”

“Fair enough. The fee should match 

the severity of the task. So how about 

I pay off your mortgage?”

That shocked me. “I own a condo.”

“I know where you live. Pretty posh, 

nice view too. Cost you a bundle.”

“How do you know that?”

He nearly giggled. “I’m in IT, dude. 

We can do anything.”

The liquid in the shot glass was still 

steaming. I tore my gaze away.

“There is no way you’d pay me half a 

million dollars just to drink that stuff. 

No one’s that crazy. Not even you.”

“Believe it,” he said. “We can print 

off the paperwork, and add a proviso 

that you drink the potion before the 

agreement becomes binding. Oh, and 

Benny here is a notary.”

A small man stepped into view, who 

had apparently been listening outside 

my office door.

I stared. “Who are you?”

“Benedict Chappelle,” the man said, 

offering his hand—which I ignored. 

He nodded toward Maurice. “I’m his 

brother-in-law, but I’m also a fully 

licensed notary republic. I can assure 

you that whatever agreement the two 

of you enter into will have the full 

force of law behind it.”

He got my attention, that’s for sure.
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I had fifteen years of debt service 

ahead of me, which was crushing. 

“I don’t believe this,” I muttered.

“I didn’t either, at first. But Maurice 

insists that he’s one hundred percent 

serious.” He handed me a sheaf of 

papers. “I took the liberty of drawing 

up the necessary documents. We 

knew you probably wouldn’t agree 

to the first offer. As you can see, it 

stipulates that should you in fact 

consume the designated liquid—

hereafter referred to as the ‘potion’—

Maurice will be legally required to 

transfer the sum, specified here, into 

your mortgage account. We can 

access the broker’s website to find 

out the precise amount.”

“Where on earth does an IT geek get 

that kind of money?”

Maurice blinked at me. “None of 

your beeswax,” he said.

Benny handed me another printout. 

“As you can see, there are sufficient 

funds in this account to cover your 

mortgage. If you like, we can verify 

this on the bank’s website.”

“Okay, but… what if this stuff is 

some sort of poison? There’s no point 

owning my condo if I’m dead.”

Maurice looked confused. “Why 

would I want to hurt you?”

“Psychopaths don’t need a reason.”

“I’m not a psychopath.”

“Yeah, you’re just a regular guy who 

wants to turn me into a woman. It 

happens every day, right?” A long 

pause. “Look, what’s really in this for 

you? Kinks aside.”

He shrugged. “A guy gets lonely.”

That was almost as surprising as the 

amount of money involved. “What 

are you saying? You want me to be 

your girlfriend?”

“That’s how these stories go.”

“In your dreams, buddy. If by some 

miracle that ‘potion’ turns me into a 

living, breathing female, I’m pretty 

sure I can do better than you.”

He smiled, which was truly scary. 

“The magic takes care of that. A little 

DNA from me guarantees that the 

girl will fall for the right guy.”
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I choked. “A little DNA…?”

“I added a hair to the potion. Just one 

little hair. That’s all.”

“Gross. The price just went up.”

“Really? It’s not a pubic hair—came 

straight from the top of my head.” He 

patted his crown.

I looked out the window. The sun 

was on its way down and the gallery 

would soon close. I should be getting 

ready to go home instead of having 

this absurd conversation.

Home to an overpriced condo that—

let’s be honest—I really can’t afford 

on my current salary. I checked the 

potion again. Still steaming.

“There’s still the matter of trust,” I 

said. “I won’t be able to enjoy that 

nice view if my brain is fried rice.”

Maurice planted himself between me 

and the window. “How about this: If 

you get hurt, I go to jail.”

“That’s rich. Who’s gonna know? 

As far as the police know, I’ll have 

ingested this stuff on my own.”

“Got it covered. Benny?”

The notary gestured to the open door. 

“That camera has been recording our 

entire exchange.” Indeed, there was a 

partition across the hall that wasn’t 

there before, with a one-inch hole 

facing my office. “The video is being 

uploaded to YouTube every sixty 

seconds, replacing the one before.” 

He grabbed my mouse and browsed 

to the website. “See for yourself.”

It was all there. Maurice, the potion, 

the whole mind-blowingly surreal 

conversation, right up to me saying, 

“There’s still the matter of trust.”

“If you are damaged in any way,” the 

notary continued, “the authorities 

will know that Maurice tempted you 

to drink the potion, all the while 

assuring you that it was harmless.”

I sighed. “All the while assuring me 

that it would turn me into a woman. 

But I still don’t believe that.”

“You don’t have to,” Maurice said, 

looking smug.

I felt tempted. Why not play along? 

Clearing that debt might be worth 

leaving a bad taste in my mouth.
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“All right,” I said, slowly. “Let’s say 

I believe you. I turn into a woman. 

Would she still be me inside? ‘Cause 

if she’s someone else, then I’d be 

effectively dead. Right?”

“She’s you,” Maurice said. “All your 

memories, your opinions, your likes 

and dislikes—”

“With one exception. You.”

Another grin. “Yes. You’ll definitely 

wind up ‘liking’ me in a big way.”

“That’s harder to believe than me 

turning into a woman.” I bit my lip. 

“What about this—the woman I turn 

into doesn’t exist, in legal terms. So 

how would I own my condo, or keep 

my job, or anything else?”

Maurice glanced at his watch. “Uh, 

Benny? Let’s move it along.”

The notary leaned into the hallway. 

“Your Honor? It’s time.”

An older man in a black robe stepped 

into view. How many people were 

hanging around out there anyway?

“Meet Judge Alva Lawson,” Maurice 

said. “He’s also my uncle.”

“Christ, is your whole family here? 

Are you planning a quickie wedding 

while I’m still out of my mind from 

drinking that goop?”

The judge rolled his eyes and took 

a seat. Maurice set the shot glass in 

front of me. “The judge is here to 

witness your transformation, so we 

can legally change your name and 

gender. You get to keep your job. Art 

director is a feminine role anyway, 

as far as I’m concerned.”

I felt dizzy. “Change my name?”

“Yep. Got anything in mind?”

I stared at the potion. “My parents 

were going to call me Maria. If I’d 

been a girl…”

“Lovely name. Sign here.”

I raised the glass. Not a snowball’s 

chance it would actually work, of 

course, even though the poor fool 

seemed to believe it would. His loss.

What the hell. I closed my eyes and 

tossed it back. Damn stuff burned 

like acid all the way down my throat.

Then everything changed…
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