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“Now… I’m removing your gag. Don’t call for 

help or I’ll stick one over your nose as well.”

“Muugh…  damn! What’s your problem, dude? 

My Dad once told me that a gentleman puts his 

partner’s pleasure ahead of his own.”

“Whaddya think I’m running here, an escort 

service? Like I said, I’m not your husband. I’m  

a woman on the inside, same as you.”

“I’m not a woman on the inside. I’m Billy.”

“Ha! Sure you are. Why would Billy get his Dad 

to ship his own body off to boarding school? 

He’d have to be a total moron.”

“I screwed up, okay? I didn’t think it would all 

happen so fast. I figured she’d get grounded, 

and fired too, so she’d want her own body back. 

Then she’d call me to bring the medallion over 

and we’d switch back.”

“And you’d be the one shipped off to military 

school. I don’t think Billy would do that.”

“He would if it meant protecting his future 

fortune from a bunch of crooks.”

“Oooh, big hero. If you were Billy then that’d 

mean you have no idea where the medallion is 

and all this screwing around on my part has 

been a huge waste of time.”

“Pretty much. Although sex as a woman wasn’t 

so bad. The part between my legs anyway.”

“If you’re Billy… Tell me what happened.”

“Ms. Hastings said she had a way to switch 

bodies with me. It was to see how she looked 

from the outside. She had a big date.”

“What kind of idiot would believe that? Why use 

magic to accomplish what a couple of mirrors 

can do? If you angle them right.”

“I didn’t believe her. But she’s, like, seriously 

gorgeous, right? She asked me to come inside 

and she sat beside me on the couch, and she 

showed me this old medallion she was wearing 

around her neck. She let me touch it.”

“Hang on. The plan was for Lydia to seduce the 

kid. Are you saying she didn’t even have to kiss 

you? Or anything?”

“I just did what she wanted.”

“Crap. Lydia would’ve told me what I expected 

to hear. You really are that kid.”

“Why’s that so hard to believe?”

“Because it means we’re in serious shit.”

“Yeah, well… after that she went upstairs and I 

started feeling weird and kind of sick, so I lay 

down. Then I sort of… turned into her.”

“Right. And when she came back, she was you. 

And he wasn’t wearing the medallion, was he? 

Which means it’s hidden upstairs.”

“I asked, but she said Sherlock Holmes himself 

wouldn’t be able to find it. Then she took me up 

to her bedroom to swap clothes and get me 

dressed, and to do my hair and makeup.”

“Ha! That’s Lydia for you. She couldn’t resist 

giving you a clue. I’ll be right back.”

*

“Jackpot. It was hidden inside a hollowed-out 

book box of Sherlock Holmes stories.”

“Cool. Can I change back now? She took my 

clothes when she left as me, but I know where 

my Dad hides the house key, so—”

“Dream on, kid. Sorry to do this, but the gag’s 

going back on.”

“Please, nnnn—uff. Mmmpph.”

“Here’s the plan. I’m gonna hop next-door and 

turn your father into a carbon copy of that little 

girl I mentioned. I brought some of her clothes 

with me, just in case. One phone call and he’s 

off to Guide camp as Ashton’s twin sister. Then 

I’ll turn myself into him—your father, I mean—

and bring back a change of clothes for you. 

Your mother’s lingerie should do the trick.”

“Mmmm! Mmmpph!”

“Just imagine—an hour from now you’ll be 

Miranda Vauxhall. Tomorrow morning, you’ll go 

to work in her place and you’ll make copies of 

all—and I mean all—the information I want.”

“Mmmpph!”

“It might feel strange, at first, being your own 

mother. But a few hours in her body will have 

you thinking that maybe you really are her after 

all. That’s what happened to me. Anyway, I’ll be 

back soon, babe. Don’t go anywhere.”
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“Oh, God, Miranda? It’s Ashton. Here, let me get 

that tape off… Who did this to you?”

“Um… hard to say, really.”

“I saw your husband leave, just now. He told me 

the two of you had a big fight. Does he know? 

About our affair, I mean?”

“Dunno. I haven’t got a clue what’s going on 

inside anyone’s head anymore.”

“It is confusing, when a marriage breaks down 

like this. But you still have me. Let me get this 

rope off… damn knots… there you go.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re not safe here, my love. Come next-door. 

You can stay with me as long as you like.”

“No kidding. What about Ms. Hastings?”

“She’s gone. She left me, once she found out 

about us. That must be how Craig found out 

too. Maybe the two of them are shacked up 

together somewhere, consoling each other.”

“I thought they were at some kind of camp.”

“The point is, it’s just you and me now. We can 

be together. So—my place or yours?”

“I’m not dressed to go anywhere.”

“Your place it is.”

*

“More wine?”

“God, yes. My parents never let me drink the 

stuff. But—what the hell, right?”

“That’s the spirit. Miranda.”

*

“Mmm. Is this strange for you, being with me in 

the bed you once shared with your husband?”

“Uh… yeah. Sort of.”

“It is your bedroom, of course. You being the 

lady of the house and all. That’s your makeup 

over on the vanity, those are your clothes in the 

closet. This is your pillow. You can do whatever 

you want here, with whoever you want.”

“I guess.”

“Is there any doubt? You certainly look like 

Miranda. You sound like Miranda. You even 

taste like Miranda, so I think we can safely 

assume that you are Miranda, correct?”

“Um…”

“Who else could you be? Your son is away at 

boarding school, your husband left you—so 

who’s left? You’re Miranda.”

“Okay… I’m Miranda.”

“That’s better. You’re a woman and you have 

needs, just like any other woman. What’s more, 

your husband has been neglecting you for 

years. That’s what you told me—isn’t it?”

“I guess so.”

“That settles that. You’re a woman.”

“I’m a woman.”

“You’re a woman and you’re in bed with me.”

“I’m a woman… I have needs.”

“We both do. Mmmm…”

“Mmmm… It’s been so long.”

“Too long. No woman should have to put up 

with what you’ve been through. Mmmm…”

“Mmmm… Not anymore. Forget my… husband. 

He’s gone. Billy isn’t here. Mmmm…”

“Mmmm… No he isn’t. It’s just you and me… 

and this pair of whoopee cushions.”

“Ohh… that feels nice…”

“Of course it does. You ladies sure ‘nuff do love 

your hooter handles, don’t you?”

“Ohh… don’t stop now…”

“Then you better get busy with your fingers.”

“Umm… like this?”

“Yeah, that’s the stuff. Mmmm…”

“Mmmm… Now me. Put your finger in.”

“That’s how it works. You get me ready and I 

get you ready. Mmmm…”

“Mmmm… I think I’m ready. Mmmm…”

“Mmmm… you sure are. Now isn’t it better to be 

Miranda than her dumb old son?”

“Ooooh… yes. Don’t stop now.”
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