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Amanda HawkinsMixing Magic: A Tale of Transgender Betrayal
~

Take it from me: don’t ever have a twin sister. Ever. 

They’re nothing but trouble. Especially ones named 

Cheryl who turn out to be closet lesbians.

Don’t get me wrong, I have nothing against anyone 

of the gay persuasion. Some of my best friends and 

all that. At least one of them. Could be more; you 

never know what secrets people might be hiding.

As to how I wound up looking like this…

It’s the usual thing: small town in the midwest, fairly 

conservative, pretty button-down family. The kids 

are bright, off they go to university—like, a million 

miles away, and the farther the better—and for the 

first time in our lives we’re free.

Cheryl couldn’t wait to ditch all the girly stuff Mum 

always made her wear. She cut her hair—not too 

much at first—and started wearing pants and men’s 

shirts. It wasn’t all that obvious, so she got away 

with a cute pageboy at Christmas. But by the end of 

first year she went all the way: a total boy-cut, no 

more than an inch or two all over. I told her there 

was no way she’d get away with it. Dad didn’t 

much care for feminists; he’d haul her butt home 

and stick her in the local Christian college.

“Grow a pair, Brett,” she said. “We’re adults now. 

We pay our own way. What’re they gonna do?”

She could be right. We both had scholarships, and 

summer jobs at companies connected to the school. 

We begged off going home, citing the need to make 

money for next year. Our parents don’t have a ton of 

cash themselves and couldn’t afford to take time off 

and traipse all over the country for no good reason, 

so she got away with it then too.

But we couldn’t avoid going home for Christmas, 

which is a seriously big deal in our family. That’s 

when Cheryl’s courage failed. And therein lies the 

reason for my first visit to a beauty salon.

Cheryl had been cutting her hair to the bone, but I let 

mine grow. Not because I’m the male equivalent of 

a lesbian—nothing wrong with that sort of thing, I 

just happen to be straight—but because it seemed 

like a cool way to subvert my strict upbringing.

You know how it is. Kids need distance.

Trouble is, my courage failed at the same time as 

Cheryl’s. I was on the verge of getting the haircut 

I’d been dreading when my sister came up with a 

brilliant plan. And given where I’m sitting now, I’m 

sure you’ll have no trouble guessing what that was.

*

“Doesn’t take a rocket scientist, does it?” 

Mandy set the blower aside. “You’re her and 

she’s you, for a week or two anyway. So is it 

too soon to start calling you ‘Cheryl’?”

“Might as well get used to it.” I stared at my 

image in the mirror. “I already look like her.”

Mandy had begun by doing my makeup, and 

then told me to get changed. I’d brought a bag 

with me, packed with clothes Cheryl hadn’t 

touched since last Christmas—and probably 

never would again. Seriously. Yellow makes 

her puke, and she’d rather wear combat gear 

than a black pencil skirt with a back slit. As 

for kitten-heel pumps, don’t even ask.

It didn’t stop there, of course. Under all that 

was a black half-slip, nude pantyhose, and a 

scoop-neck ivory cami, tucked into the skirt. 

Under that I was wearing the bra and panties 

Cheryl received as presents last Christmas, and 

under them was a pair of silicone breast forms and 

a scary-looking prosthetic vagina—all cemented in 

place with surgical glue, for which Cheryl had left 

the solvent back in her apartment in Berkeley.

“So you don’t get cold feet,” she’d said, before we 

flew out of Oakland International with bodies that 

already resembled the opposite sex. She’d bought 

herself an even scarier-looking male prosthetic, and 

ended up way more hung than I ever was.

It didn’t take Mandy long to notice the pair of rather 

suggestive lumps under my shirt. I’d only asked for 

a trim, but she cut right to the chase. “I assume you 

want to come out of here looking like a girl, is that 

right?” And then she smiled. “Not a problem.”

A blowout transformed my hair into something far 

more glamorous than Cheryl’s regular style, which 

was just as well. The more different we looked, the 

less likely anyone would catch on.
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*

Cheryl was waiting for me back at the motel near the 

airport, having rented us a vehicle for the last leg of 

our trip home. She was wearing my best jeans, the 

sweater that Mum and Dad gave me last Christmas, 

and a pair of men’s waterproof Rockports. That was 

my cue that it was time to start calling her ‘Brett’.

“Looking good, sis,” the new Brett said. He checked 

me out, front and back. “Good call on the girl-next-

door look. Mum will love it.”

Our mother was the only one we had to worry about. 

Dad was pretty focused on his job and the gun club, 

and never had much to do with us kids.

Brett rummaged through my carryall and came up 

with a pearl necklace and matching earrings. “You 

better learn to do this yourself,” he said. “Not too 

garish. Watch what Mum wears.”

“I’ll try,” I said, lifting my hair to fasten the clasp, 

“but I’m planning to steer clear of the ‘Iron Lady’ 

as much as humanly possible.”

“Good plan.” He hefted my suitcase. “Mine is 

already out in the car. Let’s hit the road.”

*

Dad wasn’t home when we arrived. Mum was busy 

decorating the tree with Aunt Joanne. “I love your 

hair, dear,” Mum said. “It certainly suits you.”

Aunt Jo gave me a hug. “Your girl’s all grown-up,” 

she told Mum. “A real fine lady. I’m so glad those 

awful rumors weren’t true.”

I looked from one to the other. “What rumors?”

“It’s nothing,” Mum said. “One your classmates saw 

you out there. She said you’d cut your hair.”

“Real short,” said Aunt Jo, with evident disgust.

“She told her mother.” Mum adjusted the drape of 

my hair. “You know how it is. Word gets around.”

Uh-huh. I glanced at Brett, who just shrugged.

I barely had time to sling my luggage onto Cheryl’s 

bed—mine for the time being—when Mum swept 

into the room and closed the door.

“You got here just in time,” she said, opening my 

closet. “You’ve less than an hour to get ready.”

I stared at her. “Ready for what?”

“The interview at Smythe and Wesson. You know, 

the lawyers?” She picked through the tight press of 

clothing and pulled out a black skirt-and-jacket suit. 

“This should do. The job at reception is as good as 

yours if you make a good impression.”

“You want me to get a job?”

“Of course. You can’t hang about the house doing 

nothing, can you? This isn’t the fabulous fifties.”

She helped me undress, then handed me skirt, blouse 

and blazer, one at a time, giving me no choice but to 

put them on. She gave my hair a quick brush, then 

went through my jewelry box. “Nothing too garish,” 

she said, laying out a beaded necklace, earrings and 

oversized bracelet. “It’s a bit big for my taste, but 

you’re young enough and pretty enough to get away 

with it.” She smiled. “Shall we go?”

Mum headed for the car. Leaving nothing to chance, 

she intended to drive me downtown.

I looked for my worthless brother on our way out the 

door—he must have known about this—but he was 

nowhere to be found. Neither was the rental car. 

According to Aunt Jo, he was out visiting friends.

Uh-huh. Would those be my friends, or Cheryl’s?

“I’m so glad you agreed to this,” Mum said, once we 

were on the road. “After all those rumors, your 

father wanted you home; no ifs, ands or buts. He 

was ready fly straight out there and drag you back 

here, if needs be. You know how he is.”

My heart sank. Damn the bastard! Brett had well 

and truly dumped me in the septic tank. I gripped 

my handbag like it was his scrawny neck…
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Then I took a deep breath and counted, only losing 

my place somewhere north of ninety. I had been 

tricked into taking my sister’s place, but no way was 

my so-called ‘brother’ going to get away with it.

I almost spilled the beans to Mum right then and 

there. Trouble is, I was pretty sure she wouldn’t 

believe me. I decided to talk to Brett first.

“I’ll get a coffee,” Mum said, after parking the car. 

“Let’s meet back here in an hour.”

So much for steering clear of the Iron Lady.

*

It was nearly bedtime before I managed to corner 

Brett in his room. He was rummaging through the 

drawers in my old dresser. “Where the hell do you 

keep the PJs?”

“Under the pillow. There’s only one pair. But I can 

lend you a nightgown, for old times sake.”

“Not a chance. Always hated those things.”

I slapped his arm. “You knew about this.”

“Knew about what?” He lifted the pillow.

I kept my voice low. “You know damn well what. 

I’m the new receptionist at Smythe and Wesson.”

“I heard. Congratulations.”

“Screw that. You knew Dad wanted you back here. 

All that noise about our hair… You conned me.”

“Well, duh. Wouldn’t you?”

“No! I’d have told him where to stick it.”

“Sure you would. Like the time you told him how 

his Corvette got that scrape down the side.”

“That’s different. Mum wanted to handle it. And no 

way would I have blamed you, that’s for sure.”

“Well, that’s you. We lesbians are a crafty bunch.”

“I’m telling.” I stared at him, arms folded. “It’s not 

like I have a choice. I’m sure as hell not gonna stay 

here and be you for the rest of my life.”

“I don’t expect you to.” He stripped down and put 

on the pajamas. That’s when I noticed the binding 

around his chest. “Just to the end of next term.”

I shook my head, feeling my long hair dance.

“I only wanted to come home one last time,” Brett 

said. “You know… to say goodbye, sort of. I won’t 

be able to come back, after they find out.”

“It’s not that bad.”

“Really? Once they see what I did to my hair, the 

way I dress? Not to mention my girlfriend.”

“Okay, okay… You’ve got through Christmas. But 

after that I’m going back to Berkeley. I’ve got my 

own life and it doesn’t include wearing a skirt and 

answering the phone for a living.”

“Uh-uh. I need time to change my name and switch 

schools. You know Dad. He’ll come looking. Maybe 

I’ll head up to Canada.”

“Tough. You and your crafty lesbian friends can find 

some other way of dealing with him.”

“Way ahead of you, sis.” He opened his duffle bag 

and pulled out an old book. “It’s been long enough. 

Time to activate the Orb.”

“What the heck are you talking about?”

“The Orb of Enchantment. You’re wearing it.”

“I just took off my jewelry. Your jewelry, I should 

say. Cheryl’s. Dammit, I can’t keep straight which 

one of us owns what.”

“It’s not a jewel. It’s your boobs.”

“My tits are the ‘Orb of Enchantment’?”

He opened the book. “The instructions are clear on 

how to enchant the orb, but it doesn’t matter what it 

is. Could be a marble, a melon, or a basketball. Or 

in this case, two breast forms stuck together.”

I glanced down at my chest. Now I knew why the 

solvent had been left behind. “Okay, so you stuck 

me with some dumb ‘orb’. So what?”

He grinned. “As long as the orb remains in contact 

with your skin, you’ll have no choice but to dance 

the dutiful daughter for Mum and Dad.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“We’ll see.” He began reading. What he said didn’t 

make a lot of sense, but when he closed the book 

I felt a pulse of heat spread out through my chest. 

Like warm water infused with lavender.

“I don’t feel any different.”

“You wouldn’t. The spell only affects how you act 

around other people. Right now, you’re still you.”

“I don’t believe in magic.”

“You will. That, or some sort of alien technology so 

advanced that it seems like magic.”

I fell silent. “I didn’t figure you for a witch.”

“I’m not. I just happen to know a certain someone 

who knows how to cast a few spells.”

“Doesn’t everyone? Why not cast this spell back in 

Berkeley? Why bring the book here?”

“The Orb needed to sit a few days before it could 

accept new magic. The first spell just sort of ‘tuned’ 

it to work on you, and only on you.”

“I don’t believe this.” I opened the door. “Screw the 

Christmas spirit, the way I feel right now I might 

just spill the beans first thing tomorrow morning.”

He laughed. “Don’t worry, you won’t.”

*

I didn’t. Instead, Mum dragged me off to the shops 

to pick out a Christmas present: new outfits for my 

new job. Then we had lunch together, leaving me 

wondering what it was gonna take to blow my cover, 

which of course was what I now wanted to do.

I tried to tell her how the real Cheryl had tricked me 

into assuming her identity, but what came out was 

me wondering how many young and ‘available’ 

lawyers might be working at Smythe and Wesson.
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“I’m sure there’s one or two, dear. But you haven’t 

forgotten about Billy, have you?”

God, how could I? Cheryl’s old boyfriend, recent 

community college grad and total loser. I wrinkled 

my nose. “He’s nice, I guess. A bit dull.”

“Don’t judge him too quickly, Cheryl. The tortoise 

usually wins in the long run. He’s working for his 

father now, you know. They’re a good family.”

I wanted to tell her she could stuff Billy where the 

sun don’t shine. Instead, I said I’d think about it.

That night, I snuck into Brett’s room and got on my 

knees. “Please, I can’t take this. You gotta lift the 

curse or get these things off—whatever it takes.”

“Couldn’t even if I wanted to,” Brett said, looking 

way too pleased with himself. “The magic has to 

run its course. That’s how it works.”

I slumped into my old armchair. “I am so screwed. 

Mum’s gonna have me modelling for Total Girl by 

the time this is over.”

“Better you than me.”

“At least you’ve got the right equipment.”

“So do you, at the moment. Besides, being a girl is 

as much mental as it is physical. In that sense, you 

were always more girly than me.”

“For Christ’s sake, I’m straight!”

He smirked. “You were. Or was that my dear sister 

talking about how she’s, like, so into guys?”

For a minute, I forgot to breathe. “Are you saying 

this orb thing can change my sexual orientation?”

“Could be. It changes a lot of things. You haven’t 

had to shave since we stuck ‘em on, right?”

I shook my head. “How could you do this to me?”

“Like I said… better you than—”

I hit him again and flounced out the door.

*

Christmas came and went. I opened Cheryl’s gifts 

and tried on one of the outfits—a white dress that 

seemed designed to display exactly what I had to 

offer the lawyers at Smythe and Wesson. Dad said 

I looked like a tramp, but he was smiling when he 

said it. So much for family values. Or was he only 

thinking about his future grandchild?

I wanted to say “Fat chance, dude,” but instead I 

teased him about being an old “fuddy-duddy,” 

whatever the hell that is. “I’m a modern woman, 

Daddy,” I said in a chirpy voice the old Cheryl 

would never use. “This is how we dress.”

I was kidding around, but his mood darkened. “Oh, 

we’ll see about that,” I heard him mutter to himself. 

“Modern woman, eh? We’ll see.”

Nearly every night, when it was time for bed, you 

could find me hanging out in Brett’s room. Talking 

with him was the only time I ever felt like my old 

self. Not that it did me much good.

“Can’t you contact the woman who did this? There 

has to be some way to reverse the spell, right? Any 

spell can be negated, right?”

“Nobody did this to you, sis. Like I said, we’re 

lesbians, not witches. Blame the book.”

I reached for the book. “Gimme. There’s gotta be a 

reversal spell in there somewhere.”

“Even if there is, how you gonna find it? The whole 

thing is written in some archaic language.”

“How’d you know what spell to use on me?”

“A girlfriend who majors in historical linguistics.”

“Then get ahold of her, dammit.”

Brett sighed. “First, she’d have to be here to read the 

book, and you know that’s not gonna happen. She’s 

over in Paris with her family. Second—and I simply 

can’t emphasize this enough—I don’t want to.”

I blinked in surprise. “Why not?”

“Geez, how many times? You’re the girl until I’m 

free and clear of this family, okay? Deal with it!” 

With that, he kicked me out of his room.

Back in what was now my bedroom, I slumped in 

front of the vanity and stared into the mirror. My 

sister glared back, as if daring me to blink first. 

She always won at that, when we were kids.

I changed into a nightie and returned to the vanity. 

Mechanically, I began brushing her hair. Okay, so it 

was my hair; hers hadn’t looked like this in years, if 

it ever had. Dammit, she was right. If either of us 

was meant to be the girl, it was probably me.

Still, that didn’t mean I had to just knuckle under. 

Acting the part when Mum and Dad were around 

was one thing. But when they weren’t I was more 

or less myself. Maybe I could just… leave.
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*

One morning I came downstairs to find the house 

empty. The tree was down, the decorations stowed 

away, the presents dished off to their new owners. 

This could be my chance. I checked the basement, 

just to make sure—and found Mum in the midst 

of making a chalk drawing on the concrete floor.

It was a pentagram—a symbol most people 

associate with the occult. See, what’d I tell you? 

People have their secrets; you just never know.

Mum didn’t bother looking up. “Don’t worry, dear. 

I’m not one of those awful witches you read about. 

It’s just a bit of good old-fashioned Christian magic. 

The symbol was used in ancient times to represent 

the five wounds of Christ.”

“Okay… What’s it doing in our basement?”

“I’m not a fool, Cheryl. I know exactly what you’ve 

been up to.” The chalk squeaked. “That nonsense 

about you cutting your hair may have been wrong, 

but not the rest. It’s all over town.”

“What is? What’s all over town?”

“You and that girl. I remember how you used to 

carry on with the little tramp down the block. It was 

such an embarrassment, but you were only twelve. 

They’re young, I told the ladies, it’s just a phase, I’m 

sure they’ll grow out of it.” She threw me a glare 

that could’ve burned through steel. “It’s different 

now. Everyone knows. I won’t have it.”

I backed away as she stood up, dusting her hands. 

She pointed at me, then gestured toward the chalk 

symbol. “Let’s do this. Get in there. Now.”

Apparently, a dutiful daughter stands in the middle 

of a pentagram when her mother tells her to. There 

I stood, hands clasped at my waist, eyes riveted to 

the floor. Long hair hung in sheets on either side 

of my face. I could see straight into my cleavage.

Mum, it’s me—Brett! But instead, in a small voice, 

I only asked what she intended to do with me.

A knowing smile. “You may not know it, but we 

have a lot in common, you and I.” She picked up a 

package wrapped in velvet, which yielded a leather-

bound tome much like the one Brett had shown me 

only days before. My heart nearly stopped.

“I used to be a lot like you,” Mum said, “way back 

in high school. Betty and I thought we were being so 

wonderfully discrete, but then mothers always seem 

to know, don’t they?”

Betty? “The lady in Chicago?”

“That’s her. We’re friends, of course. I do love her. 

But we could never be any more than that, not after 

what your dear departed grandmother did to me.”

I didn’t have to ask.

“After that, I couldn’t wait to wrap these legs around 

your father. We were married in less than a month.” 

She paged through the book. “It didn’t take him long 

to get me pregnant either. I always wondered if the 

spell didn’t include some sort of fertility enhancer.” 

She threw me a smirk. “I guess we’ll find out.”

I shook my head, but that was all I could manage. 

I wanted to tell her that lambasting her son with an 

anti-lesbian spell might not be a terribly great idea; 

but I didn’t. And I wanted to mention, by the way, 

that I already had an Orb of Enchantment stuck to 

my chest, and who knows what might happen if you 

should happen to mix two different kinds of magic. 

But alas, I held my tongue.

Instead, I begged her not to hurt me. It sounded 

every bit as pathetic to me as it must have to her.

Her lip curled. “I’m not going to hurt you, child. 

You’ll thank me for this. Someday.”

The spell rang in my ears long after Mum fell silent. 

She stood watching me with the book now closed, 

it’s work done. But inside the pentagram my body 

was on fire, even though it didn’t hurt at all. Strange 

thing, that. Magic changes everything, and nothing.

I collapsed. Fade to black.

*

I awoke to sunlight lancing through gauzy curtains 

and the distant drone of a lawn mower. Brett was 

sitting on the pink reading chair next to my bed. It 

used to belong to grandma.

“Mum’s a witch,” I said in a squeaky voice. “And 

I think you were named after her lesbian lover.”

“No kidding? I heard Dad was abducted by aliens, 

and up until last week Aunt Jo was a dude.”

“I’m not kidding. She cast a spell on me down there. 

Didn’t you see the pentagram?”

“In the basement? No… She asked me to help carry 

you up here, that’s all.”

“She drew it on the floor in chalk.”

“I did smell chalk. Figured maybe you knocked 

yourself out playing hopscotch.”

“It’s not funny.” I pulled myself upright, leaning on 

the headboard. “She had one of those damn books 

and she put the hex on me, same as you did.”

He whistled. “Man… Mum’s got hidden depths.”

“This is serious. Mum knows you’re a lezzie. The 

spell was supposed to fix all that, only she cast it 

on me. I mean, what the hell is it gonna do?”

He shook his head. “No idea. I don’t think you’re 

supposed to mix different kinds of magic.”

“No fucking kidding.” I rubbed my eyes. “God… It 

feels like someone worked me over with a sack full 

of watermelons. Can’t you do something? Like cast 

another spell to get rid of this one?”

Brett sighed. “I wouldn’t know where to start. But 

tell you what, I’ll Skype with Cassie so I can show 

her the book and maybe we’ll find something.”

“It’s huge. That could take forever.”

“You got a better idea?”

I didn’t, so off he went. My last and very faint hope. 

But when I came downstairs, Mum was waiting.
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“Your father wants an old-fashioned girl,” she said, 

sounding wistful. “And after everything you’ve put 

me through, so do I. It’ll be easier on everyone.”

The next day she took me to a salon on the edge of 

town. Stepping inside felt like travelling backward 

in time, by three or four eras of style.

“Ursula Andress,” Mum told the stylist. “When you 

have a choice, always go with a Bond girl.”

My hair was washed, dried and given a minor trim. 

“Can’t lose that length,” the girl said. “We’re going 

for volume.”

It was my second ‘blowout’ in less than two weeks. 

A deep cleansing and conditioning was followed by 

a blow-dry to make the style last—possibly for the 

rest of my life. She wet my hair with volumizing 

spray and sectioned it, then rolled a round brush 

along the underside while bathing it in warm air. At 

the tip of each section, she wrapped the final few 

inches around the brush and held the dryer steady 

for a few seconds, creating a loose curl. In this way 

she worked her way up from the nape of my neck 

to the top of my head.

A grim satisfaction sank through me as she worked. 

I deserved this. Being a woman is not something to 

take lightly. I’d brought this upon myself.

The stylist misted my hair to make it shine. To 

enhance the volume she teased the tresses from the 

midpoint on down, leaving the upper half smooth.

The makeover to follow turned me into the spitting 

image of Ursula Andress in her heyday. Needless to 

say, I made no objection.

*

“Jesus, look at you.” Brett was back in my bedroom 

that evening, magic book in hand. “We found a spell 

that might work. Still feel like giving it a try?”

“Of course.” I worked cold cream into my pores. 

“You think I want to look like this my whole life?”

“I’m starting to wonder. Look, this could go either 

way. It could remove one spell, or both, or it might 

resolve the conflict between the two. Somehow.”

I turned to face him, wiping my fingers on a tissue. 

“Just do it,” I said, softly. “I’m out of options.”

So he did. His fingers moved as he spoke, casting 

the words in my direction as a kind of blessing. My 

body flared with white heat, once again painless, 

which vanished as quickly as it came. Brett eyed 

me nervously. “Did it work?”

“It… did.” My voice rose as I touched my breasts. 

“I can feel myself now. Here… and down here.” 

My fingers sank between my legs. “Oh, my God… 

I’m female. What happened?”

“Crap. I bet we only wiped out the first spell, and 

then Mum’s ‘normal girl’ spell took over.”

I stared at him. “I don’t wanna be a normal girl!”

He shrugged. “What can I do? Mum’s probably the 

only one who can turn you back. And I’m sure not 

gonna be the one who asks her.” He surged to his 

feet. “You know what? I’m outta here. Now that 

you’re Cheryl, I might as well just be Brett.”

I clutched at his arm. “Don’t leave me here! Mum 

wants to marry me off to some dude from a good 

family. A ‘normal girl’ might let her do it!”

A shrug. “See ya at the wedding.” He picked up 

the book and fled, all the way back to Berkeley.

*

I told Mum what happened, but either she didn’t 

believe me or simply didn’t care. I was the dutiful 

daughter she wanted and nothing else mattered.

“Give it a rest, girl. Go and give Billy a call.” She 

threw me a coy look. “You know you want to.”

Oh, God… it was true. In fact, I couldn’t wait to 

wrap my legs around the guy’s waist and scream for 

the pleasure to… to please stop, because it’s just so 

damn wrong. I’m not a girl, but I am Cheryl.

Dammit. Magic changes everything… and nothing.

So take it from me, friend: twin sisters are nothing 

but trouble. They always get what they want.  �


