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~ ~ ~

“We need help.” That was Daphne, my wife and on-again off-again lover of nearly

a decade. Her lips were close to my ear when she said it, almost too softly to hear.

Her bare breasts pressed hard against my back.

“Help?” That was a bit discouraging. I’m not the world’s greatest performer, but I

do try. Mostly with my fingers. “You mean, like… pharmaceutical help?”

“Not what I meant.” Her fingers slipped between my legs. Her touch was gentle,

too light to generate any activity in the area. Not after its recent efforts.

“What, like counselling?” I should’ve seen this coming. This was our first session

in months, and not for lack of opportunity.

“Maybe all we need… is more practice.” She nibbled my earlobe. “What would

this girl have to do to get you in bed more often, hmm?”

“Well…” It was a silly question, really. She knew of my ‘appreciation’ for lengthy

hair. Why else would I have let mine grow past my shoulders? Daphne had worn

her own hair long in college but she’d chopped it back a few years ago, citing her

need to be taken seriously at work. “I like long hair.”

“Not an option. You know my situation.”

I licked my lips. “Lots of women wear a wig…”

“No one I know.” She shuddered, perhaps mockingly.

“I get it. But you know… hair extensions have come a long way.”

“Not a chance. Those things last for weeks. Or months.”

“I was talking about clip-ons. Five minutes, that’s all it takes. They’re light, they

blend in with your own hair, and you can’t even see the little clips.”

“Uh-huh. How would you know all that?”

“There’s all kinds of info online. Even how-to vids.”

“Hmm. All this talk of hair extensions, and you chose to grow this.” Her free hand

stroked my ponytail. “Does it excite you, having long hair?

“Sometimes.” More like all the time, but I couldn’t say that.

“Thought so. Maybe I’m not the one who should get extensions.” Oh, God, did it

just move? Only a twitch, but she must have felt it. Her soft voice returned to my

ear. “What do you like about long hair? The way it looks? Or the way it feels.”
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Dammit. “Both, I guess. I like the way it looks, like in pictures. But it was nice,

the way your hair felt when it was long.” I felt so helpless, spooned from behind

as dark secrets threatened to shake loose. What I wouldn’t give for a nice big rock

to crawl under. “Funny thing about hair… we see other people’s all the time, but

our own is always hidden behind us. Without a mirror, we’d never see it.”

“Not true. If your hair was a bit longer you’d see it all the time when it swung out

past your face. Hair extensions could make that happen.” Her voice grew huskier,

which meant the discussion was all but over. “Since I don’t like long hair, Oliver,

and you do… ‘nuff said, hmm?”

Best to change the subject. “Maybe we should talk about what turns you on.”

“Thought you’d never ask.” Her tongue slithered briefly into my ear. “I like being

in charge.”

“What, no push-up bra? No babydoll with matching peignoir?”

“That’s your thing. If we’re talking underwear, I’d rather wear a really tight sports

top, like you see on sprinters in the Olympics.”

“You’d bind your chest? Isn’t that uncomfortable?”

“In the long run, sure. But for a few hours… it won’t be a problem.”

Short hair and no chest. Might as well throw in a pair of my boxers and the Mötley

Crüe muscle shirt she keeps in her dresser. She doesn’t just want to be in charge.

Daphne wants to be the man.

~ ~ ~

Three days later a five-piece set of clip-in hair extensions appeared on my desk. I

work at home, so it wasn’t much of a mystery how they got there. Daphne must

have checked my browser history, because it was a product I’d seen before: the

“Tress Me Up” set from ManeTastic. Human hair extensions, fifteen-inch chestnut

brown tresses; mostly straight, but wavy near the tips.

Daphne stuck her head through the door. “Need any help with those?”

I threw her a coy look. “Do I have a choice?”

“Not this time. I’m dying to see how they look. But in the future, m’lady, you’ll be

expected to see to your own makeover.”

We’d both seen the videos online. She created a part an inch or so above the nape

of my neck, pinned the hair above it to the top of my head and tucked the six-inch

weft into place. Tiny pressure clips secured the weft to the roots of my own hair.

She repeated the process an inch higher for the seven-inch weft. The nine-inch
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weft tucked in around the wide part of my head. Each time, Daphne released more

of my own hair and gently blended it into the newly installed weft. “The color’s a

good match,” she said. “It’s hard to tell what’s what.”

She attached the two small wefts to the sides of my head, an inch or so above each

ear, to layer the hair framing my face. I used the styling brush to separate the ends,

carefully merging my hair with the extensions. You really don’t want to be able to

tell what’s what. By the time I was done, neither of us could.

Daphne gave me a quick hug from behind. “See you in the bedroom, babe. Feel

free to try on that flirty nightgown you got me for Christmas—still in its original

package, I might add. And whatever else takes your fancy.”

Hard to pass up an offer like that. I added a push-up bra, wadded a couple of

panties into each cup, hit the lights and arranged myself artfully on the bed, long

hair spilling languidly over one shoulder. Then—what the hell—I spritzed myself

with Passion For Women, by the iconic Elizabeth Taylor, an eau de toilette that

had been sitting on our dresser for years. High time it saw some use.

I was back on the bed when the door opened and a baby-faced bald guy walked in,

clad in boxer shorts and a Mötley Crüe muscle shirt. It was my wife, of course,

more or less as expected. “Seriously?” I said. “You shaved your head?”

“It’s a skin-head wig, doofus. Don’t tempt me. Next time I might up the ante.” She

joined me on the bed and sniffed like a friendly dog. “Nice. I’m finally glad you

bought me that stuff.” Her fingers trailed through my hair. Her voice dipped into a

lower register. “You up for a little fun?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

“Here’s the deal. Daphne and Oliver have ‘left the building’. I’m Devlin and

you’re Olivia. I’m the man, see? You’re the woman.”

I touched his cheek, regretting my unpainted nails. “I’ll do my best,” I whispered

back. Then I put those plain-jane fingers to good use.

Our love-making was more intense than usual. The odd thing was, with our hair,

chests and clothing having switched places, it seemed weirdly backwards that our

genitals were same-old same-old. As it turned out, I wasn’t the only one who felt

that way. Our next session, I sensed, would be very different.

~ ~ ~

“It’s a slippery slope, you know.” That was me, after we went to bed one night as

our normal selves. I was staring up at the ceiling, thinking about that next session.

“How so?” Daphne lay on her side, facing the opposite direction.



4

“Is this how it’s gonna be—one more step, every time we get together? You get a

little more masculine, I get a bit more feminine. Where does it end?”

“It ends when somebody wins.” A chuckle floated through the darkness. “Sex is

like poker—no pun intended. Every round, the stakes go up. But sooner or later,

it’s cards-on-the-table time.”

“Why does it have to be a contest? What would winning even look like?”

“Beats me.” She took a deep breath and sighed it out. “We’ll know when we get

there. At least I will.” She dropped off quickly, after that, but I stared up at the

ceiling for a long time. Hard to sleep when your heart is racing.

~ ~ ~

A week later, a package on my desk yielded a latex prosthetic whose form left no

doubts as to my wife’s intentions. It came with a thick tube of surgical glue, and a

note: “I’ll do my bit. Will you do yours?”

The bet was in. I imagined our next session; much like the last, but with genitalia

the right way around. The stakes were up, no question about that. But Daphne

wasn’t the only one who could nudge them a bit higher.

My response arrived by courier two days later: a pair of lifelike mastectomy forms

from Amoena, with a natural-looking asymmetrical shape and a custom finish to

match the tone of my own skin. I glued them to my chest right then and there,

holding them in place while the glue set and securing them with an underwire bra

Daphne might have worn once. Once. Or not. It wasn’t her thing, but it fit me like

a velvet glove. We were the same size, up top—now.

At the same time, I glued Daphne’s latest gift between my legs. The prosthetic had

a tube for my junk and it required me to stuff my boys into a cavity in the groin

I never knew existed, until I found the right blog. I had to ice the area in question

to make it all fit, but such is a small price to pay.

Once it warmed up the prosthetic looked deceptively real, right down to the neat

thatch of brown hair perched over my new vulva. I added nude pantyhose, a half-

slip, and the navy-blue pencil skirt Daphne inherited from her mother—but had

probably never worn. Again, high time.

I was working the extensions into my hair when Daphne arrived. She looked me

over with a smile that wouldn’t look out of place on a certain grinch. Without a

word she vanished into the spare bedroom.

I threw on a blouse and was styling my hair when Devlin showed up, wearing a

blue-and-black plaid shirt and tight jeans—neither of which I recognized. He had
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also managed to acquire a toupee. And he hadn’t bothered to shave. Typical.

I received a hard kiss for my efforts. “C’mon, babe,” he said, checking out his

look in my mirror. “I’m starved. Let’s hit that little cafe down the street.”

I blinked a few times. “You mean—go outside? Like this?”

“Why not? Who’s gonna know? Who’s gonna give a flyin’ you-know-what?”

Dammit, the bugger just raised the bet! Which meant it was match or go home.

“All right, but mind your language. There’s a lady present.”

“No kidding. I’d love to meet her.” He pretended to check under the bed.

I hit him in the arm, hard as I could. Devlin just laughed.

~ ~ ~

By the time we returned home I was in full wife mode. Not a guy in a skirt with

prosthetic lady-parts. No one was staring at me like I just stepped off the evening

stagecoach from Mars. I was a regulation female out for the evening, escorted by a

man who made a pretty convincing show of being my husband.

In the bedroom, Devlin gripped the back of my neck and pulled me into a rough

kiss. His voice deepened. “Ground rules, babe. I’m the man of the house. You’re

my woman—kapiche?”

His cards were on the table. I returned Daphne’s blouse to the closet and unzipped

her skirt. My ‘husband’ was undoing the buttons on his shirt when he spotted my

newly minted cleavage. “Nice weight,” he said, tapping the undersides. “Sure

feels like the real thing.”

“They are the real thing,” I said, acting coy. “What would you expect your wife to

have on her chest—water balloons?”

“Wouldn’t be surprised.” He tossed his shirt into the corner. “What would you

expect your husband to have in his pants—a squirt gun?”

Frankly, I wasn’t sure what to expect. There was a faint bulge between his legs,

but that could be anything. A pair of socks? A six-inch bratwurst on whole wheat?

A three-course steak dinner with custard pie to follow?

I was still wearing a brassiere and half-slip when he led me to a chair next to the

bed. He tied my hands behind my back. Rough lips nuzzled my ear. “Who’s the

man, babe?” My legs were bound together at the knee. Rope encircled my chest,

securing me to the chair. “Who’s the man now?”

I shook my hair back, feeling it sweep across bare skin. “You are.”
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He jerked the knot tighter. “You don’t sound too sure.”

“You’re the man.” My voice rose an octave or so, sounding girlish.

“Damn straight I am.” His pants hit the floor. “What does that make you?”

“I’m the woman.” It was obvious what he wanted to hear. There was no reason not

to say it. Besides which, it was pretty much true.

“Indeed you are.” He touched my chin, lifted my head and moved in for another

hard kiss. “You got the sweater meat to prove it—and the tunnel of love. And I got

a one-eyed snake with your name on it. Wanna see?”

I wasn’t sure I did, but Devlin didn’t wait for an answer. He turned around and

kicked off his boxers, then bent over and fumbled with his crotch. Whatever he

was doing seemed to take a long time. Then he turned around.

It was… big. Bigger than Oliver’s, no doubt about that. And it looked awfully

real. My eyes sought his face. Behind that wild smile, and the stubble on his chin,

I could almost make out Daphne’s familiar features. It was hard to be sure. Might

she have a brother I didn’t know about?

More likely, of course, was that I wasn’t the only member of this family who sank

a small fortune into mail-order prosthetics. Either way, I’d find out soon enough.

He straddled my lap and moved in for the coup de grâce. Again he lifted my chin.

“Let’s have a little fun.” He took my head between his hands and began the

docking procedure. Did I have a choice? My lips parted.

“This is what a woman does for her man,” Devlin said. “Not all women, I’ll grant

you that. It is rather demeaning. But some ladies enjoy this sort of thing, and some

guys too. How about you, Olivia? Are you one of those women?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t have to. Gazing up at him, eyes wide, with my lips affixed

to his snake in a perfect ‘O’, I knew who’d won this round. I also knew whose

love tunnel would soon play host to an anaconda and whose sweater meat would

soon bounce to the rhythm of his thrusts. Still, it could be worse.

The damn thing could’a been real. An audience of millions could’ve witnessed the

very thorough deflowering I received.

So, yeah… worse. But not much worse.

~ ~ ~

Daphne and I didn’t talk much after that night. There wasn’t a lot we could say.

We’d left it all on the field. Our relationship had changed. I wasn’t sure I could

function as a husband any more, after being so firmly placed in a different role.
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As for Daphne, it was apparent she wasn’t going to be happy as someone’s wife,

especially when that someone was me. She wanted more. A lot more.

I found myself wanting more as well, but not that way. Not on his terms. If I was

to be the wife in this relationship, I had to be the kind of woman I could respect.

The kind of woman Daphne had been, at least in the beginning.

Time to up the ante. I made an appointment at a salon on the far side of town; a

business, according to its website, that was friendly to the LGBT crowd. I got new

extensions; human hair fused to my own with a bonding agent that wouldn’t come

unstuck anytime soon. I see your damn dick, I thought, and raise you a head of

hair my mother would’ve been proud to call her own.

I watched the stylist curl my new tresses into loose waves that did their best to

engulf my shoulders. A memory surfaced of Mum doing something similar to her

own hair, back when I was a child of five or six years, sitting on the floor and

staring up with awe. Was that what led me to a here-and-now where I was turning

myself into a woman?

My eyes lost focus. I licked my lips, forcing myself to breathe normally. It didn’t

matter. All that mattered was the woman at the end of the tunnel.

Another beautician worked on my face, adding layers of makeup to obliterate any

and all lingering traces of my old self. Oliver had always been a little effeminate,

but Olivia was full-on female. Kapiche that, Devlin.

I left the salon with a woman’s head perched awkwardly atop my shoulders, with

her flowing hair draped over the shoulders of my grubby sweatshirt. Lithe hands

gripped the steering wheel of my Volvo with a new set of acrylic nails, painted

over with Dior’s Rouge 999—another penny in the pot.

At home I glued the prosthetics back where they belonged, then shaved my arms

and legs. I took my time getting dressed, opting for a full body briefer, sheer nude

stockings and a black slip with a single strap over my right shoulder.

Heels? Three-inch D’Orsay pumps in matte black, with ankle straps. Sexy as hell.

Why on earth would Daphne even own shoes like this?

To top it off, there was only one choice: the bridesmaid dress Daphne had worn to

her best friend’s wedding. It was a Mackenzie Michaels original—a black satin

sheath with a one-shoulder lace bodice—absolutely gorgeous. I’d often admired

it, hanging there at the far end of the closet. Just slipping it on made me feel

marvelously feminine, as if it might be my special day rather than hers.

Not that I’d ever act all bitchy about it or anything. I’m not like that. I’m a nice

girl. The mirror seemed to agree. I brushed my hair until it shone.
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By that time there really wasn’t much left of Oliver, which suited the new me just 

fine. I added a dash of the perfume Daphne never wore: Romance, by Ralph 

Lauren. Another gift put to good use.

I was lounging in the living room, 

wineglass in hand, when the other 

woman arrived; the one I aimed 

to replace as lady of the house.

She approached warily, feeling 

for hidden boundaries, as foes 

and lionesses do. “Olivia?”

“Daphne.” I took a sip, not 

bothering to arise. The high 

ground was already mine.

She sidled into the room.

“Is that my dress?”

“You weren’t using it.”

“You could’ve asked.”

I smiled, languidly brushing the 

hair from my eyes. “My husband 

will be here soon. You should go.”

Her eyes widened. “Those aren’t 

the extensions I bought you.”

“You didn’t buy me anything. My 

hair is quite real, as it should be.”

Her lips twitched upward. “I bet 

it is. You’ve been to the salon.”

“A girl can’t pamper herself?”

“Sure, sure… I’m just surprised, 

is all. Didn’t know Ollie had the 

balls to do something like this.”

“What has he got to do with me?” I drew the wine into my mouth, letting it age a

little before swallowing. “Run along now. Your hubby isn’t here.”

“My mistake.” Daphne edged toward the door. I almost laughed as she fled the

room. Instead, I trailed limp fingers through my hair—and raised my glass.
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The bottle was nearly empty by the time Devlin arrived. The same toupee but less

stubble this time, and he was clad in the lounge suit Oliver had worn to escort his

wife to her bff’s wedding, three years prior. On him it was a bit tight. Not just in

the chest, either. All over.

He dropped onto the couch, picked up the bottle and knocked back what little

remained. Charming. “You look like half a million bucks, babe.”

I managed a delicate shrug. “What can I say? This girl plays to win.”

“So does this guy. Wanna play hardball?” He reached into his pocket and pulled

out two stubby syringes, sans needles. “This here’s a topical lotion for the vocal

cords. One loosens the membrane and lowers the pitch; the other tightens it up

like your Momma wouldn’t believe.”

“I see… that one’s for me.” Clearly labelled with an ‘F’.

“Got it in one. The other’s mine. It’ll take an hour or so to set, so we’ll have to

keep our yaps shut. Gives us just enough time to get downtown.” He grinned, like

he’d just put one over on me. “I called the Roxy. We got tickets waiting at the box

office, and dinner afterward at the Suede Parrot. If you’re game.”

“You really know how to sweep a girl off her feet. Where do I sign?”

“Tilt your head back.” Icy-cool liquid struck the back of my throat like a shot of

liquid nitrogen. I leaned over and returned the favor with the syringe labelled ‘M’.

Then I kissed him. Game on, Mr. Bond.

~ ~ ~

Devlin’s next words were spoken to the young man at the box office, and his voice

didn’t sound all that different. A bit rougher, perhaps. He hit the lower notes more

often, and his voice never did slip back into Daphne’s register—like, ever. And I

was watching for it.

Myself, I maintained radio silence until intermission when I stated my intention to

visit the powder room. The sultry all-too-feminine voice that fell out of my mouth

shocked me and amused Devlin. I excused myself and fled the balcony fast

enough to make people stare. Damn him! All that work to get ahead—the

elephant-grade depilatory alone meant that my face wouldn’t pass as male for

months—and he takes me out with a ten percent solution of benzocaine, butylene

glycol and two types of synthetic estrogen.

I managed to get a grip in the stall. Fighting the hooks on my body briefer meant

that I had plenty of time. I emerged with a grim face, determined to find a way to

regain the upper hand. Devlin hadn’t won yet.
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I found my husband in the lobby, in the company of another couple. The woman

was about my age, a willowy blonde with a thin face. The man was a bit older and

slightly overweight, but with strong hands. Devlin introduced her as a co-worker,

Lydia, and he as her husband, Harrison. I, of course, was the ‘little woman’.

Lydia smirked as we shook hands. Did she know? Dammit, of course she did. She

worked with Daphne. That meant she must have known Devlin would be here; no

one could get up to speed that fast. This had to be a setup.

In contrast, from the way he treated me—saying “my dear” and brushing the back

of my hand with his lips—I got the impression Harrison wasn’t in on the plot.

Which only made sense. How better to raise the stakes than to bring in a man who

thinks I’m the real female deal?

We went our separate ways for the second half of the play, but the game wasn’t

over and neither was this couple’s involvement. Not even close.

~ ~ ~

I entered the Suede Parrot on Devlin’s arm, which is standard protocol for a fancy-

dress outing but it comes with a dose of subservience. A modern woman should

be able to do better. I did manage to roll my hips as we were guided to our table,

which turned a few heads along the way—to what end I wasn’t quite sure.

Harrison and Lydia were already there, waiting. I should’ve known. This must

have been set up in advance, from the throat spray right through dinner. All I’d

managed to add was fused extensions and a professional makeover.

“Devlin, you rogue,” Lydia said, after we placed our orders. “All this time and you

never once mentioned your wife was so lovely.” She flashed me a thin smile.

“Yeah, I guess she is.” He snorted into his wine glass. “Funny, ain’t it? How you

can end up taking stuff like that for granted.”

“Scratch the surface of ‘funny’,” Harrison said, his eyes on me, “and you’ll find a

small tragedy. Taking such beauty for granted should be a criminal offense, right

between tax evasion and whacking someone over the head.”

“Guilty as charged,” Devlin said, sounding curiously pleased. “The two us can

share a cell in the Big House. You’re just as guilty as me.” He flashed his own

smile toward Lydia, who blushed in response. What the hell?

“Better be careful,” she said. “You both sound like a couple of swingers.”

Harrison laughed. “Don’t we just! Imagine that—us back in the Seventies, at one

of those godawful parties. The ladies would probably have our keys by now.”
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“You’re supposed to pick them from a bowel,” Lydia said.

“You can’t pick your own,” Devlin said. “There’s only four of us, so you know

who’d you get.” He stared openly at Lydia.

What was he up to? Better stick a control rod into this reactor, before the whole

thing went nuclear. “It sounds perfectly tacky,” I said, reaching for the Cabernet.

“Let’s drink to the modern world, where we’ve progressed beyond such things.”

“Yes, haven’t we,” Lydia said, although she didn’t sound convinced.

We all raised our glasses, but I was the only one who drank.

As the dinner wore on, one bottle fell in battle and a delightful Chardonnay took

its place. In the meantime the conversation veered from topic to topic, bound no

place in particular, yet it managed to arrive right back where it started.

“Wife swapping,” Lydia said, gesturing at no one in particular, “can you imagine?

It’s just so… so terribly naughty. Don’t you think?”

“Absolutely.” Devlin aimed a forefinger in her direction. “Hit the nail, right on the

head. It’s naughty. Naughty, naughty, naughty…”

“Some people think naughtiness is bad,” Harrison said. He picked up his plate and

licked it. “I consider it rather liberating.” He set the plate down. “But we must, of

course, distinguish between what’s naughty and what’s downright bad. It’s bad to

whack some poor clod over the head and make off with his purse. Hurting people

is nasty. Compare that with ‘naughtiness’, which hurts no one.”

“What about tax evasion?” That was Devlin. “Naughty or nasty?”

“Naughty, of course.” Harrison shrugged. “I’m not a bad person.”

“So you say.” Lydia waved a finger in his face. “Anyway, back to wife swapping.

I mean, really—who on earth would do such a thing?”

“Someone naughty, of course,” Devlin said. “Like your husband.”

Harrison glanced at me. “Well… needless to say, if all involved were to enter into

the arrangement willingly, it would be a victimless sin. If indeed it is a sin.”

Devlin winked at me. “Share and share alike—that’s what they taught us in

Sunday School. Seems more like a virtue.”

“Oh, we should just do it,” Lydia cried. “I’ve spent my whole life doing the right

thing—the things people expect of me. Just once I’d like to cut loose.” Her voice

fell. “Wife swapping, being with another woman… it’s all on the table. Isn’t it?”

“Could be,” Devlin said, “if we play our cards right.”
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Harrison’s eyes went wide. I got the impression he’d had this fantasy for a long

time and couldn’t bring himself to believe it might really happen. He swallowed

air. “If fair lady is willing,” he said, slowly, “I would dare not stand in her way.”

They were all looking at me. So that was the plan.

Lydia said, “We’re all staying here at the hotel anyway.” News to me.

Devlin pretended to cough. “Oh, didn’t I mention that? I booked us a room for the

night. Shouldn’t drink and drive, you know.”

The game was on the line. Nix the swap and my husband wins, hands down. But

to stay in the game, the things I might wind up doing were almost unthinkable. My

gaze swept from one face to the next. They all wanted it.

“We haven’t got all night,” Devlin said. “Are you in or not?”

I sighed and held out my hand to Harrison, palm up. “Your key, sir.” His face lit up

like a kid who just spotted Space Mountain at Disneyland. He handed over the

key-card to his room. Devlin passed his own to Lydia.

I stood up. “You boys can stay awhile,” I said. “Have another drink. A lady needs

time to get ready.”

Lydia rose as well. “Lady and the tramp,” she said, wavering a little. It wasn’t

clear from the context who was who. Not that it mattered.

The Suede Parrot was a rooftop restaurant. Our rooms were four floors down, on

nineteen. Lydia and I rode the elevator in silence, avoiding eye contact. Halfway

down the hallway she stopped, staring at the card in her hand. “This is me.” She

looked up at me. “My husband isn’t gay, you know.”

I nodded. “He doesn’t know.”

“That’s right.” Her voice hardened. “And he better not find out.”

“That might be a problem.” I sighed. “It depends what he wants.”

She grimaced. “I know what he wants. The stuff I won’t do.” She touched her lips.

“He’ll want it up here… and down there.” She patted herself on the rump. “Think

you can handle all that?”

I shrugged. “Guess I’ll have to.”

“Damn right you will.” She jabbed her finger at me. “You just keep that—that

thing you’ve got stuck on down there… you just keep it right where it is and he’ll

never have to know he’s with a… whatever you are.”

“I understand.” No point getting upset; the woman was clearly conflicted about

the situation. Although being called a ‘whatever’ was a bit much.
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“I hope so. I do love him, you know. This is… something I have to do.”

My gaze fell to the floor. “You and me both.”

“Don’t compare yourself to me. Don’t you dare—” She stopped. For a moment I

thought she was about to lash out. But then she turned, fumbled with the lock and

rushed into the room she was to share with Devlin.

The door slammed. I took a deep breath and moved down the hall to Harrison’s

room. It was probably the fanciest place I’d ever stayed, with a king-size bed and

a classical mural on the wall. I sat down, sank into the mattress and ran my fingers

over the turned-down sheet. At least it was soft.

I stepped into the bathroom and splashed water on my face, then blotted and fixed

my makeup. It wasn’t my makeup, of course; it was Lydia’s. Maybe that made me

look a bit more like her; or maybe not. I found her comb and de-tangled my hair,

then brushed until it shone.

Harrison knocked on the door and was gallant enough to await my invitation to

enter. He headed straight for the luggage opened a rose-colored overnight bag.

“This is hers. Take whatever you need.”

I peered inside. “Do I really need any of it?”

“She brought a nightgown.” He poked at a filmy mass of pink satin. “I was rather

hoping you’d wear it.”

I took the gown into the 

bathroom and changed.

Taking off my briefer made me feel horribly exposed, but I had little choice in the

matter. I left it hanging on the door, alongside the Mackenzie Michaels dress and

my full slip. At least the stockings could stay; they were thigh-high stay-ups.

By the time I emerged Harrison was already in bed, presumably unclothed. It was

a terrifying sight: the man was half under the covers, naked from the waist up, and

beckoning at me to join him. I sat and he took my hand, again brushing it with his

surprisingly soft lips. A point in his favor.

“Such an extraordinary woman,” he murmured. “Rather wasted, I must say, on a

man like your husband. I intended no disrespect,” he added hastily.

“Yes you did,” I said with mock severity. “But that’s all right. I feel rather wasted

at the moment. And not from the wine.”

“Indeed. If we accomplish nothing else tonight, I hope I can make you feel more

appreciated. A delicious flower such as yourself… I cannot imagine what it must

be like, living with a man who doesn’t give you the respect you deserve.”



14

Delicious? I couldn’t help but smile. “That’s sweet of you to say.”

“But it’s true.” He pulled the covers aside. “Care to join me?”

Into the line of fire. I slipped under the sheet as Harrison doused the bedside light.

Our shadows fell to dust. All that remained of the city and the world beyond was a

cold luminescence that transformed us into living afterimages. It was just enough

to see him artfully arranging the pillows.

His voice sounded hollow. “Have you done this before?”

I reached back and spilled hair across my chest (that never gets old). “I’m not a

virgin, if that’s what you mean.”

“No, no. I mean—have you ‘swung’ before?” I admitted I had not. His hand crept

onto my thigh under the covers. “It isn’t difficult. Did you ever go on a date with a

young man—before you were married, I mean—and wind up in his bed at the end

of the evening? It’s a lot like that.”

Not literally, no. But I decided to play coy. “I may have. It’s been awhile.”

“Like riding a bicycle,” he said. “You never forget.”

I touched the coarse hairs on his arm. “Except in this case, I’m the bicycle.”

That made him laugh. “My dear, you are a delight!”

“I try.” My hand left his arm and found bare skin; no hair. “I take it I’m not your

first,” I said, softly aiming for the sweet spot between shy and playful.

He hesitated. “I have had… certain experiences.”

“Mmm. I bet you have.” In spite of my earlier misgivings I moved closer. All that

stood between us was a thin layer of pink satin. “What’s it like? Being this close to

a woman who isn’t your wife?” I could feel his breath on my face.

“It’s… different.” Our lips touched and sprang apart.

If only he knew how different. “Is that what men want? A change of pace?”

“It is in a man’s nature to hunt,” he said. Another quick kiss.

“Ah. So I’m not a bicycle after all. I’m the prey.”

“I wouldn’t have put it that way.” A slower kiss.

“I want to be.” I nibbled his lips. “Pop quiz. You’re the hunter, I’m your prey.

What animal am I?” My fingers lid down his chest. “Is it… wabbit season?”

He giggled a little. “Oh my. I do hope not. That never ends well.”

“Duck season then? Wild turkey season? Bull moose season?”
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“God, no.” His arm fell across my shoulders and pulled us back. We sank among

the pillows, our mouths pressed together. “One of the big cats, I should think,” he

said when we broke for air. “Female, of course.”

My nails raked his inner thigh. “A lioness then.”

His fingers sank into my hair. “Yes, a lioness. With a mane of… spun bronze.”

Spun bronze—is that a thing? And it’s the male lion that has a mane, but whatever.

“My claws are sharp,” I said, tweaking his junk. First time I ever touched another

guy’s coin purse, but I was in the zone. “What do you have?”

“I have a weapon.” Our mouths got busy and so did my fingers. It seemed he was

telling the truth. A mighty weapon indeed, of a much larger caliber than the small

pink lady I carried. Surrender was my only choice.

“Is this what she does—your other prey?” My fingers danced.

He moaned a little. “Sometimes.”

“You wanted me to wear her nightgown. Should I pretend to be her?” Silence,

followed by a “No” I could barely hear. “Interesting. Who am I, then? Who would

you like me to be?” I squeezed the tip. “Who do you need me to be?”

His hips twitched. “Huuuh… my teacher.”

Ooh, kinky. I nuzzled his ear. “You’ve been a naughty boy,” I said. It was almost a

sigh. “I’m going to keep you after school.”

“Ah… high school,” he said. “So much like her. Your hair—”

“Young man—” I kissed him, hard. “I must insist you remain quiet—” My tongue

slithered between his lips. “—during detention.”

He pushed me away, urging me lower. “No. Down there. Please—”

Crap. I had hoped to avoid this. Oh, well—in for a penny.

I peeled back the covers and straddled his legs. Just as well it was dark. His

weapon was in stealth mode but I knew it was there. One hand slid under his thigh

as I lowered my body; the other groped for the barrel. My lips found the muzzle.

Abruptly, male hands gripped the side of my head. So much for free will.

The man was decent enough to bring me down s-l-o-w-l-y, at least. My lips sank

toward his body; my tongue flattened; my eyes grew; my throat—

He stopped. His voice was hoarse. “I had such a crush on you—” Up a bit, then

down. “I wanted you so bad—” Again. “Now you’re here—”

This was not going to end well. I was ready for the worst—but it didn’t happen.
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Well, it did, but not for quite awhile. Up and down; on and on it went. Strange as it

might seem, I was starting to get bored. The man could screw for his country.

Eventually he let go and my head bobbed free. But it wasn’t over. Far from it. He

heaved himself upright, leaving me on all fours—right where he wanted me, as it

turned out. He lifted my nightgown and straddled me from behind.

What was it Lydia said? ‘—down there.’ Oh, my.

In retrospect, that may have been when I turned into a woman. Not physically, of

course; my lover was no master of the dark arts. But the moment I was pierced,

I could no longer think of myself as a man. Olivia was here to stay.

Out of the darkness next to my head, with only a curtain of long hair between my

ear and the speaker, came a tight whisper. “How’s it feel, babe?”

Devlin? I whispered back, “What the hell?” Harrison didn’t seem to notice.

“We finished early. Lydia has a key. She wanted to make sure you stuck with the

script. No worries there, huh? I see you’re havin’ a good time.”

I shook my head. Long tresses swirled restlessly. Involuntarily, my hips bucked.

“Relax your thighs, babygirl. Let him all the way in… Yeah, like that.”

I groaned. I felt so goddamn full. It was too much…

“Remember what I said? About us needing help?” A hand tugged my hair aside,

the better for me to hear. “This is it. You needed the practice.”

In and out; on and on. “I guess—you—win—”

He sighed. “This isn’t a game, my love. Not anymore. This is your life—our life.

Let’s call it tie, shall we?” Blunt fingers stroked my cheek with a tenderness that

came as something of a surprise. “Olivia? Just try to enjoy yourself. It’s not every

day you become a woman. Savor the moment.”

Harrison’s cries mingled with my own as we rode into the night.  �


