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Amanda HawkinsDear Diary: I think I might be turning into a girl…
~

My legs changed during the night. I had 
hairy boy legs yesterday (which sounds 
kind of gross now), but now they’re girl-
smooth and soft to the touch. My calves 
feel weird too. I have to stand on tiptoe 
or they feel strained. So I’m wearing a pair 
of high-heel shoes I found in my closet.
First it was my chest, then my arms (my 
hands were always kinda girly). I don’t 
know where all this is going, but I might 
be someone else by the time it’s over.

~

I talked to Wendy again. She says she has 
no idea why I’d be turning into a girl like 
her. But I don’t believe her. Why else would 
my hair be exactly as long as hers? At least 
it seems to have stopped growing, now that 
it’s way down past my knees.
I shouldn’t have teased her about having 
such long hair. Like… duh, right? She says 
she accepted my apology, but the changes 
are still happening. What’s next?

~
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I tried cutting my hair last night, but by 
morning it grew back to the same length. 
Seems like it wants to stick around.
My chest got a bit bigger during the night, 
so I’m wearing a bra now. Panties too, 
because I’m smaller down there as well. 
Really don’t like where this is trending.
Somehow it’s even weirder, the way all 
these clothes magically appear in my room. 
Instead of a drawer full of boxers and 
tighty-whities, now it’s all panties and bras 
and pantyhose and girl-sox. I don’t really 
have much choice in what to wear.
I stopped going to class. Up to now I 
could wear sweats, cover up the changes 
and wrap my hair into a loose ponytail 
and stuff it down my back. But when I 
tried the same thing today, Mrs. Darkmore 
(my landlady) mistook me for a girl. She 
was cool with me having a girl over — she 
just smiled and said, “Hello dear, say Hi to 
Roger when you see him.” But if I can’t 
pass for myself anymore, I can’t go to 
class either. A strange girl can’t just waltz 
into a college classroom and stay for the 
show. Not these days.

Jeez, what am I gonna tell my parents?
~

Today I had trouble figuring out what had 
changed during the night — a bit smaller 
downstairs, a bit bigger upstairs — until I 
looked in the mirror. My face is actually 
pretty now! I so look like a real girl!
Actually, I look a lot like my little sister. 
Good thing she’s back home in high 
school, so she’s not around to see her big 
brother turn into her twin. We aren’t really 
twins, though. She’s got short hair and 
she’s into soccer and stuff like that. To go 
by the stuff that’s in my closet now, I’m 
sure not turning into Sporty Spice. More 
like Girly Spice, the one they dropped from 
the group because she made the focus group 
gag — like, with a spoon.

~

Just got back from the grocery store. Need 
food, gotta shop. Mrs. Darkmore saw me as 
I was leaving. She said she’d have to start 
charging me rent, if was gonna be sticking 
around full-time. I told her it was just for 
a little while. Hope that wasn’t a lie.



3

Wendy called again. At least my voice isn’t 
different enough yet — I can still pass for 
me on the phone. She asked why I wasn’t 
in class. Like she doesn’t know!
It’s weird. Wendy said she thought I was 
kidding about that whole “turing into a 
girl” thing. Why would she say that if she’s 
the one who cast this weird spell on me? 
She’s probably just messing with my 
mind, trying to make me think it’s 
someone else. But who else could it be?

~

My boy clothes are gone. My room looks 
like a girl lives here. No more runners and 
jeans or even sweats. It’s all dresses and 
skirts and capri pants. No more poster of 
Gretzky and Sid the Kid, it’s all pics of 
horses and flowers, and a nude sketch of 
that Bieber dude. Different music, different 
movies… way too much pink!
At least I’m in the same courses as before, 
but lots of good that’s gonna do me if I 
can’t go to class.
I should add that I’m now experimenting 
with makeup. I’ve got a full selection of the 

stuff in my dresser, and my face kinda 
feels naked without it. Applying eye shadow 
and lipstick and stuff felt pretty awkward 
at first, but I’m getting the hang of it.

~

Gawd… there’s nothing left between my 
legs, just a little opening where pee comes 
out. I weighed myself too. I’ve dropped 
about thirty pounds, and I wasn’t exactly 
huge before. I’m not Becca’s big brother 
anymore — we’re pretty near the same size, 
but I bet she’s probably stronger than me.

~

That’s it — I’m female. Got my very own 
tunnel of love. Don’t know if the changes 
go all the way inside or not. How do you 
tell whether or not you’ve got a womb? 
And eggs and tubes and all that stuff.
Note to self: buy tampons, just in case.

~

Mrs. Darkmore called me upstairs today — 
she wanted to know where Roger is. She 
hasn’t seen him in over a week! I said he 
got sick and went home for awhile. I told 
her my name is Rachel and I’m hanging 



4

out here for awhile because my room in 
residence is too noisy. She bought it, but I 
sure hope she doesn’t come downstairs 
and sees what happened to her basement 
suite. God knows how I’d explain that.

~

Dammit. Good thing I bought tampons.
~

I just noticed — all the ID in my wallet is 
different. Roger’s gone, it’s all Rachel now. 
This is getting scary. My driver’s license 
has a picture of a pretty blonde girl with 
long hair, and it’s the same face I see 
when I look in the mirror! What the hell?
It isn’t just my license. It’s credit card, 
my student ID — everything. On the plus 
side, maybe I can go to class again.

~

Wendy called this morning. She hoped I 
was feeling better and wanted to know if 
I was going to school today. But get this — 
she called me Rachel! She even pretended 
not to know what I was talking about, 
when I mentioned turning into a girl. 
She thought I meant getting my period!

Maybe that’s her game — turn me into a 
girl and then pretend like I’ve always been 
one. But why? What’s the point? I’ll never 
tease her about having long hair again, 
that’s for sure. Now that I know how much 
work it is to keep it looking nice, and 
feeling nice too. So, yeah… I get it.
Is that it? I’ve learned my lesson, so now 
can I can go back to being a dude?
Apparently not. At least not right away.

~

Gawd… Just got off the phone. I called 
home… My folks think I’m their daughter 
and Becca called me Rachel. She wanted to 
know how her big sister manages to get 
anything done with all those cute college 
guys around. Like, what’s up with that?
Does anybody remember Roger? Everyone 
at school thinks I’ve been Rachel all along. 
Has the whole effing world changed?

~

I met Wendy today, for coffee after class. 
We talked about boys — or she did, at least. 
I mostly just listened. You can learn a 
lot by listening. For instance…
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Wendy thinks up to last week I was dating 
a guy named Todd, and the breakup was 
why I wasn’t coming to campus. There is 
a guy named Todd in two of my classes. 
Could that be him? I did catch him a few 
times, looking at me funny. Maybe he 
wants to get back together? Like, yuk!
Problem is, I don’t remember ever dating 
the dude. Also, I’m not into guys. I’d way 
rather go out with Wendy, but she seems to 
be heavy into a guy named Calvin. Classic 
love triangle, huh?

~

I talked to Mrs. Darkmore again. She says 
she called home and talked to my parents, 
just to see how Roger was doing. Only she 
found out there is no Roger. My parents 
don’t have a son, only two daughters. 
“Oh, and isn’t our Rachel rooming with 
you, Mrs. Darkmore?” She wanted to know 
what the Wicca is going on here?
What could I say? Wish I knew myself.
The real question is, why doesn’t she think 
I’m Rachel? Everybody else does! We both 
live under the same roof, maybe that’s why.

Also, she hasn’t seen her basement suite 
yet. Maybe that will clue her in.

~

I went home for Thanksgiving. My room 
here is totally different. It’s all done up 
in pinks and yellows, all my old clothes 
are gone, and there’s a fancy prom gown 
hanging in my closet. I’m tempted to try 
it on, just to see how I looked at my own 
graduation. But it’s just too weird.
Everything’s changed. I hung out with two 
girls from my grad class, Jennifer and 
Tammy, who I’m apparently BFFs with. 
The guys I used to hang out with are the 
dudes we used to date. Just can’t wrap my 
head around all these changes. I don’t 
even know who I am!

~

Back to college. I’m actually thinking about 
changing my major. Comp-Sci just doesn’t 
do it for me anymore. Women’s studies 
sounds interesting, but where are the jobs? 
Maybe history, with a focus on gender 
roles. They used to burn women at the 
stake just for being independent! I’m way 
more upset about that than I used to be.
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~

It finally happened. Mrs. Darkmore came 
downstairs. She was waiting in my sitting 
room when I got back from campus.
“We need to talk.” That’s what she said. She 
didn’t seem surprised at all the changes in 
her basement, but she still remembered it 
was Roger who used to live here. Huh!
She gave me a copy of our new rental 
agreement, in Rachel’s name. She said it’s 
pretty obvious Roger isn’t coming back, 
which left me seriously bummed out. But 
what could I say? Who knows if I’ll ever 
be male again?
She was way friendlier than when I was 
Roger. She said I could call her “Esmée,” 
which is short for Esmeralda. That’s the 
name of the Gypsy girl in “The Hunchback 
of Notre Dame.” I think Esmée might be 
part Gypsy. She does look kind of exotic.

~

Todd asked me out. He said he made a big 
mistake, breaking up with me, and he’s very 
sorry about it. I forgave him. No reason 
not to. I have no memory of the event.

He does seem nice, though. He’s soft-spoken 
and thoughtful, not impulsive and brash 
like most boys. So I said… YES.

~

He kissed me! We went out to dinner (just 
pizza) and a movie, and he kissed me on 
the lips when he brought me home. Wow!
Mrs. Darkmore — Esmée — saw me with 
Todd. After he left, she said he seemed like 
a nice boy. Not like Roger — that’s what she 
said! She said Roger was mean to that nice 
girl with the long hair — meaning Wendy, 
I guess — and that’s probably why he had 
to go away. Don’t know how she knew, but 
more importantly — what the hell does that 
mean? Why would Roger have to “go away” 
just for teasing someone?
I’m starting to think that Esmée doesn’t 
like men. She lives alone and I only ever 
see her hanging out with other women. I 
wonder why didn’t she just rent to a girl 
in the first place? Why me?

~

Todd and I did it. We made love, and I 
came… twice. He wanted to wait — what the 
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heck for? — and I nearly had to undress 
him myself. He’s big — at least he felt big 
in my hand — but he had no problem 
fitting inside me. So this body must have 
done it before, probably loads of times, 
even though I have no memory of it.
Guess I’m really a woman now, huh?

~

Oh, Gawd… everything’s changing again. I 
called home and get this — they don’t even 
know who I am! They’ve only got the one 
daughter and Becca’s an only child!
Oh, no… my ID changed as well. My name 
now is Rachel Darkmore! Like, OMG! I’m 
starting to think Wendy isn’t the one who 
caused this change after all.
Is it possible — could Esmée be a witch?

~

Like, DUH. Mrs. Darkmore is a witch. She 
came downstairs a few minutes ago. From 
now on I have to call her “mother”. The 
spell she cast turned me into her daughter. 
And someday, when I come into my 
powers and I’ve been properly trained, 
I’m gonna be a witch too.

Not sure how I feel about that.
~

I made love with Todd again. Apparently, 
being drilled by a guy helps a witch come 
(no pun intended) into her powers. Mother 
calls it “roasting the broomstick”, which I 
rather like. She’s way more bawdy than she 
used to be. Maybe it’s because we’re both 
ladies now. She lets her hair down more.
Dunno about magic, but I’ve got some 
kind of weird power over Todd. He’ll do 
pretty much anything I say. “Take your 
pants down, Todd.” And he does!
“Give me a back rub, Todd.” Oooh… sweet. 
And my personal favorite — “Clean the 
apartment, Todd.” I think I’ll make him 
my maid, when I get my powers. He’s an 
adequate boy-toy, but only just. Probably 
high time I moved on to varsity sports 
anyway. Some big boys down there.

~

Mmm, such fun. Good riddance, Roger. 
I’ve come into my powers now. It’s true 
what they say, Diary. Mother so knows best, 
especially when she’s a witch. Like me.  �


