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It’s a little game we like to play from time to time, my wife and I. The academic

types who study game theory sometimes call it the hawk-dove game, but to most

people it’s just plain old ‘chicken’. Nothing plain about the way we play it though.

The rules are simple: on game day I use that weird medallion and a piece of her

clothing to turn myself into Miranda. I head out and hit the shops, buy a new

dress, maybe get my hair done; that sort of thing. When I get home, she’s there

waiting for me—as Derek. The loser is the first one to break character. There’s no

time limit; we’ll go for as long as it takes.

The trouble is, I always lose. As Derek, Miranda is a damn convincing husband

and she totally commits to the role. Probably helps that she grew up a tomboy. She

even fooled my parents once, when they dropped by unexpectedly on their way to

Vegas. I was stuck playing hostess for three days, which included an intimate

lunch with my ‘mother-in-law’ where she grilled me on the subject of “why no

grandkids, bitch?” That’s when I found out that Miranda knew about the visit in

advance. Got to admit, I wouldn’t have told me about it either.

If nothing else, the sex always gets me. Miranda isn’t squeamish at all; she has no

problem screwing her own body to the wall—metaphorically speaking—and from

the expression on her (i.e. my) face you’d think she just won the damn Superbowl.

It’s totally embarrassing and that’s the problem. The real Miranda wouldn’t notice

anything weird about my expression, she’d be too busy enjoying herself.

For me, the act of being turned inside out by my own penis sends the ‘yuck’ factor

through the roof. I just can’t stop myself from reacting badly, pulling away, saying

“Get the fuck off me”—that sort of thing. None of it stops her from finishing, of

course, but that’s the price she makes me pay for losing.

Not this time. I figured out a way to well and truly commit. I paid a dodgy stage

hypnotist to program a trigger word into my subconscious that would keep me in

the role come what may—hell, high water, or a motivated husband trying to re-

capture the raw sexual energy of our wedding night in Tahiti.

*

Game day. Miranda left the house for a jog and I used her brassiere to turn myself

into a carbon copy of her. Then I put on the bra and her still-warm panties, and

picked out an appropriate day-dress for my afternoon out. All normal, so far.
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I worked on my makeup for awhile 

before using the trigger word, or rather 

the trigger phrase—“Bloody Mary”, 

repeated three times while staring at 

my (i.e. her) reflection in the mirror.

I had to close my eyes and give my 

head a shake, but then I was able to 

finish doing my lips—in spite of not 

being able to remember my name.

It floated back into my consciousness 

eventually. Miranda Charles, of course. 

I mean, who else could I be, right?

On some level I think I sort of knew 

what was going on and who I really 

was, but up top in my conscious mind 

all I could focus on was my 3 PM 

appointment at the salon for a styling 

and the subsequent dinner date with my 

husband. Oh—and that I fully intended 

to give the dude the ride of his young 

life tonight. I knew it would serve the 

smug bastard right, but I hadn’t a clue 

as to why. Probably not important.

You might think it was the height of folly to use a hypnotic trigger word on myself

with no way to reverse the process. Way ahead of you. I had the Great Hypnotto

program a different phrase to bring me out of it. It’s real simple: you win.

*

Derek was nursing a gin-and-tonic when I returned from the salon. In the middle

of the living room I gave him a quick turn to show off my new ‘do and the flirty

little cocktail dress fresh from Nordstrom. “You like?”

He grunted into his drink. “Depends. What’d it cost me?”

“A woman never tells.” I sagged a bit inside; he was always doing that. “We can

afford it. Has your majesty forgotten I bring home a paycheck too?”

“Uh-huh. Remind me again what a paralegal earns these days.”

I frowned. “Not as much as a big fancy lawyer, is that what you’re saying?”



3

He shrugged. “It’ll do, ‘til something better comes along.”

I ground my spiked heel into the carpet, imagining his balls under it. “Why do you

have to be that way? It’s just a dress. It makes me feel pretty, dammit…”

He set his glass aside and got up, looking sheepish. His hand wrapped itself

around mine. “I’m sorry. You are very pretty, my love.”

My eyes fell. “I go to a lot of trouble to look like this. It’s not easy, you know.”

“You make it look easy,” he said, pulling me closer.

“Well… it isn’t. And you don’t seem to mind the looks I get when we go out.”

He kissed me. “Why would I mind being the envy of every guy in the room?”

He was always doing that too, sweet-talking his way out of trouble. And it works

too. Every time. I kissed him back. “Shall we go?”

*

Derek had thought of everything. A window table at the Azure, a chilled bottle of

La Crema’s Sonoma Coast Pinot noir waiting for us, and an executive suite at the

downtown Continental—should the evening swing in the direction of ‘amore’,

and the overnight bags in the trunk of our Lexus suggested that it would.

“Goes with duck or pork,” he said. “The wine, I mean.”

“Duck it is.” I closed the menu. “I feel like a bird.”

“Oysters Rockefeller,” Derek told the waiter. “I hear they’re high in zinc, which

stimulates testosterone.” He winked at me.

I shrugged. “If you think you need help in that regard…”

“Would you rather I ate a mound of pasta and let you do all the work?”

“No, no, stick with the oysters.” I touched his hand. “Wouldn’t want you to fall

asleep halfway through.”

He shook his head. “Boy, you never let me forget that, will you?”

“Well, it’s just that it was so flattering…” I hid my smile. “It’s okay. I know how

tired you were. But no excuses tonight.”

His thumb caressed my fingers. “None at all. I’m good to go. How about you?”

I shook my hair back. “I’m not tired at all,” I said, meeting his gaze.

He grinned. “It’s a date.” Actually, not so much a date as a contest of wills, but

neither of us would ever admit it. Myself, I couldn’t even remember it.
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The wine reminded me of red cherries and pumpkin spice, with a hint of dark

chocolate hovering in the background. I let it linger on my tongue while the server

cleared the dishes, my blood-tipped fingernails (OPI’s Got the Blues for Red)

cupping the glass from below. Maybe it was the La Crema talking, but… “You

know, it’s been quite awhile since we talked about having kids.”

He stared. “You wanna talk about that now?”

“Before an evening of passion? For a woman, there’s no better time.”

A sly smile crept across his face. “I see. Well played…” He glanced at the watch

I’d given him for our fifth wedding anniversary. “All right, I’m game. Let’s talk.”

“I’m not getting any younger, Derek.”

“Who is? But lemme get this straight—are you saying you actually want to be the

mother? As in, the one who gives birth and all that stuff?”

“Of course. That’s how it works, last time I checked.”

He laughed. “Where’s a notary when you need one? I’d just love to get your John

Hancock on a contract right about now.”

“Forget being a lawyer and just be my husband, okay? At least for tonight.”

“You know, you have to be off the pill…”

“Consider it done.” I ran my fingernail down the back of his hand. “I think I’d like

to have a sweet little girl, someone I could raise just like I was.”

“A tomboy who considered herself ‘one of the guys’ until she hit puberty?”

“That’s not how I recall it.”

“Right. So it’s all tea parties and Barbie dolls for you and little Becky.”

I threw him a dirty look. “I suppose you’d rather have a boy.”

He looked surprised. “Yeah, maybe I would. He’d get to do all the things I wasn’t

allowed to—like play baseball all the way through grade school, instead of having

to switch to slow-pitch in Grade Eight. Kitten ball,” he said with an audible sneer.

I squeezed his hand. “Guess we’re just a couple of big ol’ gender stereotypes,

huh?” I drained my glass. “Shall we go?”

*

Game time. With Derek in the washroom, I removed my clothing—slowly, each

item straightened and hung, or folded and placed in a drawer. A proper woman

takes care of her clothes. I learned that from my mother. Or Miranda’s mother.
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Whatever. I tidied my hair, studying my body in the mirror 

and wondering what it would be like to have a whole new 

person growing inside me. Different, to be sure. But in a 

good way, I figured. Hopefully Derek would agree.

The lingerie I’d packed was pretty 

basic; no more than a black thong 

and a filmy nightgown that fell to 

my ankles but didn’t leave much to 

the imagination. And a pair of 

satin mules, which I’d kick off 

the moment my butt hit the bed.

Derek approved. “My God, you 

do make one very sexy woman,” 

he said, adding a low whistle.

“You shouldn’t call me that.” I lay 

my hand on his bare chest. “I may 

be a lot of things but I’m not God.”

“Touché.” His hand covered mine. 

“I’ll settle for you being my wife.”

“I am your wife.” I brushed his lips 

with mine, standing on my toes to 

do so. “In a few minutes, I’ll prove 

it.” His smile set parts of me tingling.

“But marriage is a two-way street,” I said, taking his hand and pulling him toward

the bed. “If I’m the wife, that makes you the husband.”

“Works for me,” he said. “Maybe we should renew our vows.”

No woman alive could pass up a chance like that. I faced him, clasping my hands

at my waist where the bouquet of flowers should be. “I will if you will.”

Derek lifted my chin. “Miranda Charles, do you take this man to be your lawfully

wedded husband, to have and to hold from this day onward; for better or worse;

richer or poorer; in sickness and in health; to love, cherish and occasionally obey,

until you’re tired and shagged out after a long squawk?”

“I do. Okay, now I’ll do you.” I cleared my throat. “Derek Cavanagh, do you take

this woman—me—to be your lawfully wedded wife, from now on; for better or

worse; rich or richer; sickness or health; to love, cherish and crap on for buying

too many clothes; ‘til you leave me for some dumb blonde?”
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“How could I say no to that?” Our lips met, his arms encircled my waist and our

bodies pressed together. As our mouths fought for the high ground, my fingers

gripped his shoulder blades and his hand crept into my hair to cup the back of my

head—which meant that this kiss could end only on his terms, and not mine. But

as the woman in the relationship, I was okay with that.

When he was done, I smiled up at him. “You may kiss the bride.”

“I think I can do better than that.”

“So I see.” The tent in his boxers proved as much. I gave it a slow stroke, then

another. “Does this mean I’m in for a long night?”

“You’re not the one who’s going to be in something.”

“I see. Then consider this your personal invitation.” I sat down and kicked off my

satin mules. “I have a nice place right here; you might want to stay awhile. But

you’ll have to lose the panties.”

“I hear ya.” Derek’s boxers hit the carpet. I found myself face to face with his

manhood. I remembered reacting badly to this sort of thing before. “It’s game-on,

Miranda,” he said in a low voice. “What’re you gonna do?”

What would any woman do? Well, some women at least. I kissed the thing on its

ugly head and let it slip between my lips. Whatever game we were playing—and I

truly had no idea—I was determined not to back down. And if that meant sucking

him as dry as the Sahara, so be it. I am woman, watch me swallow.

Derek didn’t let it get too far. “That’s enough,” he said, gently disengaging. “I just

wanted to see how deep you’d go. Kudos.”

I pouted a little. “I can handle it, you know.”

“I believe you.” He sat down beside me, stroking my back. “You’ve come a long

way, kitten, these last few months. You’re starting to like being a girl.”

To an outsider that might sound like someone breaking character and losing the

game, but my conscious mind was no longer keeping score. Instead, I cocked my

head and gave him a puzzled smile, quietly enjoying the feel of long hair sliding

over my left shoulder. “Listen, Sweetums, I am a girl—pretty much my whole life

too. Why wouldn’t I like it?”

He spread his hands. “No reason. If that’s what you want…”

If that’s what I want? The man wasn’t making much sense. “Let’s not argue about

this, okay?” I shifted closer, our thighs touching. “I’m sure Mister Happy is just

aching to check out the tunnel of love, so maybe we should work on making that

happen. You know, before we have to check out.”
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Derek gave me a long stare, then shrugged. “As you wish…” He reached behind

him and turned off the bedside lamp. The glow of the city spilled between open

curtains, bathing us in what could pass for moonlight. He pulled me into his arms

and once more we kissed—again on his terms, again for a long time.

“This is nice,” I said, between quick breaths.

“It gets nicer.” He slipped his tongue into my mouth. I suckled on that and stroked

the side of his head, while strong fingers massaged my left breast. I quivered each

time he struck a stiffening nipple. My free hand dropped into his lap, grabbed his

stick and shifted into the same rhythm. Every time he hit one of my rosebuds, I hit

the head—so to speak.

For a long time I couldn’t remember my name—or his name, or anyone’s name

for that matter. I was simply a woman and he was the man and nothing else existed

save for the pleasure that flowed between us like electric power. Hook us up to the

mains and we could’ve electrified the Chrysler Building.

“Miranda.” Another quick kiss. “Stop.” He detached my fingers from his member.

“It’s time.”

I whispered back. “I know. Let me get this off.” I wiggled my nightgown up, half-

rose and pulled it over my head. Then I lay back and watched my husband

straddle my thighs. He looked down at me, then gently lowered himself until his

pelvis met mine, our tummies came into contact, and finally our chests fell into

sync, nipple to nipple. His fingers entwined with mine, pinning my arms to the

bed. I knew that this encounter as well would happen on his terms, not mine.

What the heck; I’m the girl.
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He kissed me again and I felt the sword between his legs pushing into my crotch.

Not into my love tunnel, you understand; he simply stood guard at the door to my

womanhood, as a gentleman should, while his lips ate the color off mine and made

a second meal of my tongue.

Between kisses, his words fell softly into my ears. “Miranda. Babe? Can you hear

me?” I may have moaned. “Are you sure about this having-kids idea?”

“Mmm… sure. Not getting any younger, right?” I licked my lips and left them

open, anticipating more.

“It’s just—it could really happen, you know.” A quick kiss. “Like, in the next five

minutes. You could get pregnant.”

I giggled a little. “Silly, boy. Pills…”

“That’s just it. You’ve been off the pill nearly a month. It could happen.”

“I don’t—” I frowned while he kissed me again.

“I know, you don’t remember. Trust me, you’re fertile as hell.” His head drooped

alongside mine. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean—” He nuzzled my neck. “I just thought

it was time. I was gonna tell you…” His head bobbed up. “You know, before we

did it. And then you wanted to play the game and I just kinda… forgot.”

I relaxed in his grasp. Whatever the man was babbling about, it didn’t matter. He

was my husband and I trusted him. Deep breath. “Listen, lover-boy, whatever

game you think we’re playing, none of that matters. What does matter—” I caught

his eye. “I’m your wife and someday I’d like to be the mother of your children. So

if that’s what you want too then let’s stop playing games.”

He blinked a few times. “Wow. You really mean that?”

“God, you’re such an idiot.” I worked one hand free and stuck it between my legs.

I grabbed his baby-maker, wiggled some space between my thighs and made sure

the head fit the socket. And still the man stared at me as if snakes were sprouting

from my scalp. “C’mon, you’re gonna have to do some of the work!”

The fool was speechless, but at least he got his hips moving.

“That’s better. Come to momma.” I wrapped my arms around his waist. He made

himself useful by cupping my head and stroking my hair. We swapped kisses, long

and short, corkscrewed our tongues together, exchanged whispers of love, and at

one point Derek did his best to stuff his wine-taster as far down my throat as his

pooh-bear was buried in my honey pot. Fat chance of that, of course.

My husband may be a lot of things—a dumbass male among them—but one thing

he is not is under-endowed. Or lacking in stamina, for which this girl is thankful.
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It took him nearly fifteen minutes to climax, which he did in a long series of heavy

shudders, some gasping, and an immensely silly expression on his face. It’s true

what women often say: no matter how handsome a man might be, no matter how

strong or accomplished, he looks like the village idiot when he blows his load.

Naturally, I didn’t let him stop there. After all, I was winning!

I held him tighter, kept his hips moving, and several minutes later he left me

clutching the bedspread and screaming. Strange how it felt like nothing I’d ever

experienced before. I was limp as spaghetti for a long time while Derek lay beside

me, his face tucked into my neck and one arm wrapped around my waist.

I must have fallen asleep, because the next thing I knew… sunlight.

*

The curtains were closed but the warmth streaming through felt like high noon in

the Sahara. I was alone under the covers. In the bathroom, water was running for

its life. I rolled onto my side to inspect my breasts. Not a clue as to why I should

be surprised to see them there, but I was. Whatever. I hopped out of bed to join

Derek in the shower, for an encore before we had to check out.

A week later, over breakfast, he finally said the magic word. “I’m not going to

work as you again, okay? Yesterday was a disaster. You win!”

That’s when I remembered. “Yes, yes—I win! In your face.”

He lifted his hands in mock surrender and went upstairs. Minutes later, Miranda

returned to the table. It was like facing myself in the mirror. “You might want to

try being a gracious winner,” she said. “Overall, I’m still way ahead.”

“Not for long.” I flashed her a smile and felt smug, and she wanted to know why.

She got mad when I told her about the hypnotist.

“That’s cheating.” She pointed an accusing finger. “You cheated.”

“Check the rules. Oh, that’s right—there aren’t any.”

She shook her head. “Live by the sword… Let’s see what the lady has won, shall

we? Go ahead. Try and change back.”

Needless to say, I tried and failed. We didn’t need an obstetrician to tell us I was

pregnant, because that’s how the damn medallion works. Everybody knows it, but

of course you never think it’ll happen to you—until it does.

I spent the next nine months living as Miranda, doing her job right up to the day I

was due. Even though she could transform whenever she wanted, she had little
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choice but to try her best with my old body and my caseload. She couldn’t go to

work as herself, even part-time, because of a little-known rule that the medallion

can’t turn anyone into a pregnant woman. That would mean magically creating a

new life, which is just as forbidden as destroying one.

With my help she lasted nearly five months until her lack of courtroom experience

caught up with us. I suspect the partners kept her on that long partly out of pity,

what with his fat mortgage and a baby on the way, until finally sending him home

with a generous severance package.

So even after giving birth there was no reason to rush back to being male, and I

didn’t like with the idea of leaving little Becca to suckle at her father’s teat, which

translated to several more months living exclusively as a woman. Derek suggested

three months—the recommended minimum—but I wanted a full year, so we split

the difference and settled on the duration of my six-month maternity leave.

Miranda was glad to be a full-time woman again, but being Derek didn’t go down

well with me. My career was dead in the water—blatant incompetence will do

that—and my body felt ugly and clunky, like Frankenstein’s monster. I missed

being Miranda and I really missed being Rebecca’s mother. Only one thing to do.

Miranda returned from work to find her doppelgänger waiting in the living room.

She sighed. “I figured you’d be back. What now?”

I sat back, idly toying with my hair. “New game. Dove versus dove. We’re both

Miranda from now on. We take turns going to work and staying home. The loser is

the first one who someone fingers as not born female.”

“All right. And the loser has to be Derek, is that the idea?”

“You got it, sis. One of us might have to be him from time to time, for visitors or

to renew his driver’s license or whatever, but otherwise we stay this way.”

“Hardly a fair fight, sweetie. I was born to the body.”

“Yeah, but you’ve been a man more often than not, the last two years, while I’ve

been racking up frequent-female miles, pretty much 24/7. I was pregnant too.”

She flashed me a grim smile. “Then it’s game-on.”

Like I said before, there’s nothing plain about the way she and I play these games.

No rules and no time limit. We keep playing, as long as it takes.

The bitch is goin’ down.  �
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