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My friend Fitz is kind of an odd duck. Good guy, but a bit of a loner. He’d rather

hang out in front of his TV playing video games—of which he’s got a boatload—

than do pretty much anything in the real world. Many’s the time I’ve had to drag

him out to the store just to get groceries; he’s always running out.

For all that, you’d probably think he was seriously out of shape—but he isn’t.

He’s got an exercise bike in front of his TV, and he uses it. He’s got long hair and

a short beard, and neither is overly tidy. Like I said, a weird dude.

So anyway, one night I got a phone call from Fitz. He sounded pretty upset, like

somebody just snuck up and touched his neck in the middle of The Exorcist,

which a lot of people tag as the scariest movie of all time. “Simon,” he said, like

he was in a big hurry, “as far as you know—am I bald?”

Bald? “Is that a trick question?” Like I said, he’s got hair down past his shoulders,

although it could use the attention of a good hairdresser.

“No! It’s a perfectly simple question: am I bald? Yes or no.”

“I’m gonna go with ‘no’,” I replied. “Do I win a prize?”

“No joke, man. I’m freakin’ out here.” His breathing sounded ragged. “Maybe I’m

hallucinating. Can you hallucinate being bald? Is that possible?”

“Calm down. Just take a deep breath and tell me what’s wrong.”

“I told you—I’m bald! I’m fucking bald!”

“You’re serious? What happened? Someone shave you?”

“That—that’s the weird part. I went to take my shirt off just now… you know, pull

it over my head. And my hair just… slipped off.”

“Slipped off? What’s that mean? It fell out? All of it?”

His voice went weak. “Yeah. All at once. Freaked the hell outta me.”

What do you say to something like that? “Maybe you got blasted by radiation. I

hear that can make hair fall out.”

“No! Simon, you’re not listening. It didn’t fall out, it just… slipped off.”

That word again. “Talk sense, dude. How can it slip off without falling out first?”

“Uhm… ‘cause it’s sort of a wig. Like women wear.”

“I know what a wig is, Fitz.” Jeez, the guy must be losing it—it being his sanity.



2

Another shaky breath. “It came off with my shirt. Fell on the floor.”

“Well, I had no idea you wore a wig. Kudos on keeping it under your hat.”

“I don’t! That’s just it—I don’t wear a wig! I mean…” I heard him moan. “What I

mean is… it wasn’t a wig this morning.”

“You lost me.” The guy was really losin’ it.

“I had a shower this morning. I washed my hair. It wasn’t a wig.”

“What are you saying? Your hair magically turned into a wig sometime between

washing it earlier and taking your shirt off now?”

“How do I know? Listen—can you come over? I need to talk.”

*

My apartment was only two blocks from Fitz’s basement suite. I walked over, but

I wasn’t sure what to do when I got there. The dude was obviously in dire need of

psychiatric help. If he was a computer I could fix him, but my skills didn’t extend

to meatwear. I decided to string him along until he came down or sobered up.

“Christ, Fitz—is that you?” I could barely recognize the guy. Bad enough he was

bald—and I mean totally bald—but I’d never seen him clean-shaven either. “You,

uh, didn’t mention the beard—or lack thereof.”

“It just happened. I went to wash my face and it just… washed off. All the hair.

Like it was fake or something.”

“Riiiight. Your beard magically turns fake, just like your hair.”

“See for yourself!” He left the front room for a moment, then returned dangling a

wig from one finger. He dropped it in my lap. “I dunno about ‘magic’, though. But

if there’s some other explanation…”

“Okay, it’s a wig.” With two fingers I shifted the thing to the coffee table. “That

doesn’t mean it ever grew out of your head.”

“We could have it DNA tested. I bet it would match.”

“So what? That’d only prove you had your own hair made into a wig.” I rubbed

my eyes. “Can’t believe I’m having this conversation.”

“Me too. Listen, it doesn’t have to be magic. Some kick-ass technology could do

stuff like this. You know, like they have on Star Trek.”

“What’s wrong with Doctor Who? Hell, why stop there? Maybe you’re some kind

of Blade Runner ‘replicant’ and your warranty just ran out.”
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“C’mon, man, don’t be like that. This is serious.”

“Okay, okay. I’m gonna be straight with you, okay?” I took a deep breath. “The

simplest explanation, sad to say, is that you’re off your rocker. I’m not sayin’ you

are… but that’s what everyone’s gonna think.”

He blinked a few times, like I just slapped him. “But—I’m not.”

“Sure. But I can say that ‘cause I know you, right? We go way back, so I’m giving

you the benefit of the doubt. Why else would you call me?”

“Well, yeah…” He looked confused.

“Okay, so let’s figure this out, okay?” I hit the kitchen and grabbed a couple of

bottles from the fridge; Sarsaparilla because he’d probably had enough of the hard

stuff already. “You had real hair this morning and by tonight it turns into a wig.

What’d you do in-between?”

He stared at the carpet, bottle in hand. “I was at work. Where else?”

“Mostly at your desk, I suppose. Anything unusual happen?”

“What, you mean like having my head shaved by a bunch of rabid co-workers?”

“Did that happen?”

“No! You think I’d forget something like that?”

“Probably not. I was thinking more along the lines of… lost time.”

“Lost time? You’re not suggesting—”

I held up my hand. “Not that UFO shit. But what if someone spiked your coffee?

You fall asleep and they shave your head, replace it with a wig and leave you to

wake up at your desk, none the wiser.”

“Sounds a bit farfetched. I don’t remember falling asl—”

“Got news for you, dude—every explanation is gonna be farfetched.”

“I guess… What else you got?”

“It only gets weirder. And like I say, everyone’s gonna think you shaved your own

head, or had someone do it for you. Let’s say you did that a week ago. That’s

plenty of time to get your own hair made into a wig.” I eyed the pile of hair on the

coffee table with distaste.

“I didn’t do that, Simon. You gotta believe me.”

“Let’s say I do.” I took a swig from the bottle. “First, if someone drugged you and

did this, there’s nothing you can do, right? It’ll eventually grow back, so just learn

to live with it. Being bald for awhile ain’t the end of the world.”
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He nodded slowly. “But… What if it really is magic? Or high-tech.”

I shrugged. “Same thing, when you get down to it. If it’s something we can’t even

comprehend, what can we do?” I took another drink. “But it occurs to me that you

could try to reverse the ‘spell’, or whatever you wanna call it.”

“But we don’t know the wording or anything, so—?”

“Put the wig back on. Keep it on for awhile. Sleep with it. You never know, maybe

the whole thing will reverse itself after awhile. If it does, you probably want to be

wearing it at the time.”

He brightened. “Yeah… that might work.” He immediately grabbed the wig and

jammed it onto his head. It was messy and looked like hell, and that sure didn’t do

anything to dent my private opinion that the guy was having a mental meltdown. I

gave some serious thought to calling 911, but he didn’t seem to be any danger to

himself or others. So I let him sleep on it.

*

Saturday. I was lingering over a big bowl of cereal when Fitz called. Just from the

way he sounded I knew it hadn’t worked. “Simon,” he said hurriedly, “as far as

you know—am I male or female?”

That had to be a trick question. “I can’t claim any firsthand knowledge, dude, but

I have seen you pony up to a urinal. Why do you ask?”

“This is gonna sound weird,” he said. “Really weird. Like, messed up.”

That’d be a change. “Spit it out, Fitz.”

“Well… it kinda just… fell out.”

I didn’t have to ask what ‘it’ was. “Out of what?”

“Me. It just… slipped out, when I went to use the pisser this morning.”

I counted to ten. “Don’t see how that’s possible.”

“It pretty much isn’t. Can you come over? You need to see this.”

I wasn’t so sure, but whatever. Fitz and I go back a long way, all the way to third

grade when he transferred over from another school. You gotta give an old bud the

benefit of the doubt, even when the doubts were getting bigger and weirder by the

hour.

He didn’t look any different when he opened the door; still bald, still without so

much as a one o’clock shadow. But he did sound different. More gender-neutral.
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“This is it,” he said, pointing to a fake penis lying on the coffee table.

“I hope that’s clean,” I said, dropping onto the couch.

“Sure. It dropped in the toilet and I washed it off. You can touch it.”

Like that was high on my priority list. I poked it with one finger. “It’s rubber.”

“Yeah, now it is. Sure as hell wasn’t last night.”

“Seriously? You’re claiming this thing used to be part of you?”

“You don’t believe me? C’mon, Simon, you’re the only—”

“How can I? You had me half-convinced last night that someone at work might’ve

drugged you and shaved your head, and maybe you didn’t notice it was a wig right

away because let’s face it man you’re just not that on the ball. But this—”

Fitz stood up and dropped his sweatpants. All I could do was stare, mouth wide

agape. He was female. He—she?—had one of those tampon tunnels you see on

girls, and it was clean-shaven to boot. “I think we can rule out the guys at work,”

he said, pulling up his pants.

My mind was boggling. “Jesus… have you been hiding this your whole life?”

“No! It told you, it just happened—barely an hour ago.”

“That’s—” Absurd? Ridiculous? Utterly impossible? The list goes on. I took a

moment to get past my first reaction. The guy—gal?—was obviously on the short-

list for a good psych ward. This called for kid gloves. “Let’s say I believe you. But

you know what people are gonna say, right? That you’ve always been female, but

your parents raised you as a boy and you’ve been hiding it all these years—and

damn successfully, I’d say.”

He looked angry. “Dammit, I can prove I was a guy. You know I’ve dated girls—

I even slept with two of ‘em! Doctors have examined me. My parents can—”

“Yeah, yeah—but when was the last time any of ‘em ever saw your wazoo? Your

last girlfriend was Amy, right? That was nearly two years ago.”

He sank into an easy chair. “Has it been that long?”

“Devil’s advocate, okay? Two years is plenty long enough to recover from a sex-

change operation. Only question is: why bother hiding it all this time?”

He laughed, but it sounded painful. “You think Amy messed me up that bad? That

I bogged off to Thailand right away and got me ‘the operation’?”

“That’s the easiest explanation. Afterwards, maybe you had second thoughts.

That’s why you’d want to hide what happened.” I stared at the thing on the coffee
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table. It was double-sided. One end was an average-length schlong, the kind of

thing a girl might use to stimulate herself. The other was a faithful representation

of a guy’s junk, fully relaxed and with twin nuggets. Presumably, something like

that would provide a realistic tent under a pair of jeans.

“You gotta believe me, man. I didn’t do that. I wouldn’t.”

I sighed. “Then we’re back to magic. Or Wesley Crusher having a little fun with

the transporter beam.”

“There’s more,” Fitz said. “Turns out my face—” He buried the aforementioned

face in his hands. “—it’s a mask. It peels right off.”

“What? That’s not—” I stopped myself. Nothing the guy had said since last night

was remotely possible; no point going on about it. “Show me.”

He shook his head. “You’d freak out. That’s why I left it on. I look like a doll. Or

someone who’s been badly burned and their face looks all flat and featureless.”

“I won’t freak out. Just show me.”

Another head-shake. “I don’t look like me anymore. You’d think I was some kind

of imposter, trying to fool you.”

“What would the point of that? Might be different if you were trying to sell me

something, or sign me up for a timeshare, but…”

He stood up. “Can I show you something?”

“You’re not gonna drop your pants again, are you?”

“No. My room changed as well.”

What next? I trailed him down the hall and into his bedroom. Not like I’d spent

much time there, but broadly speaking… “Looks the same to me.”

He opened the closet. It was filled with woman’s clothing; dresses, skirts, blouses,

and multiple pairs of high heels on a shoe rack on the floor. “The other half is still

my stuff,” he said. “The rest of this junk wasn’t here last night.”

“But that’s—” I bit my tongue. Who would sneak into someone’s room during the

night and stuff their closet full of ladies wear? Fashionista elves?

“This is the worst part.” Fitz pulled a large box down from the top shelf. It held a

plastic manikin head topped with a long woman’s wig. The manikin’s face was far

more realistic than you’d expect; in fact, it looked totally real—beautiful, even.

Fitz peeled it off. “That’s what my face looks like underneath,” he said, pointing at

the manikin. He held up the female mask. “And this feels like real skin, just like

the mask I’m wearing now.”
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I backed away. This was getting weirder by the minute. “Why—” I swallowed

hard. “Why are you showing me this?”

He didn’t answer, but pulled another box down from the shelf. It held a pair of

ultra-realistic breast forms, that probably also felt like real skin. He looked at me

with pleading eyes. “What does it mean, Simon?”

I shook my head. How would I know?

He sank onto the bed. “What am I supposed to do? I wore the wig all last night—

my own hair, not the new one—and it didn’t turn back. Now my face is gone, and

my dick too. What’s next? I’m falling apart…”

I sat next to him, my hand on his back. “Maybe you should talk to someone.”

He snorted. “Like a doctor, right? Is that what you mean? A shrink?”

“Well… it couldn’t hurt.”

“They’d lock me up and you know it. As far as any doctor could tell, I’m just a

seriously messed-up chick with a face only a mother could love.”

I’m no doctor, but I’d been thinking along the same lines. “Okay, no doctors. Let’s

just think this through. The alternative is some serious juju, right? Like a curse.”

“Yeah, but who’d hate me enough to do this?”

Any number of ex-girlfriends? No point going down that road. “Look, if it’s some

kind of curse, then maybe it just has to run it’s course. After that, you’ll turn back

to normal.”

“That’d be nice. But what might be it’s ‘course’?”

“Well… like I said, maybe you just have to wear the stuff for awhile.”

“That didn’t work. I sat up all night, and even dozed—”

“Maybe it was the wrong ‘stuff’,” I said gently. I nodded toward the closet.

His eyes widened. “You mean… I should wear—that? No way!”

“Why else would all these clothes appear? And the new wig and mask. Maybe

you have to wear that stuff for awhile before the curse is over.”

“Ya think?” He was staring at the closet, perhaps mentally picking out his outfit.

“It’s worth a try, isn’t it? What’s the harm?” Privately, I didn’t believe a word of

what I was saying. Fitz was a woman—had to be—who for whatever reason had

been pretending to be a man. Maybe dressing the part would help snap ‘her’ out of

this weird delusion she was under. Had Fitz ever been male? I made a mental note

to hunt down Amy and ask her.
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Fitz took a deep breath and whipped off his sweatshirt. Underneath, I noticed, he

was both hairless and flat-chested. So probably not taking hormones. “You wanna

stay for this?” he asked. “Could be quite the show.”

Not an effing chance. I decamped to the living room.

I waited, and waited, and watched TV, and waited some more. It took the better

part of two hours before I had company again. And of course it wasn’t Fitz.

It was a woman. “Who are you?” I said 

stupidly. She didn’t look one bit like Fitz.

“I’m Fitz,” she said, in a voice that was 

also nothing like Fitz’s. “But for the time 

being you can call me Francine. I picked 

the name while I was getting dressed.”

“You’re not Fitz.” For starters, her boobs 

looked real. So did her hair. I told her so.

“That’s ‘cause they are,” she said. “You 

were right. Once I put everything on, it 

all became real. Pretty weird, huh?”

I wasn’t convinced. I told her I wanted to 

search the place. She had no objections, 

so I checked the bedroom to see if Fitz 

was hiding in the closet, then the kitchen 

and everywhere else I could think of. No 

Fitz. I returned to the living room.

She flashed me a smile. “Convinced?”

“Not entirely. He could’ve just slipped 

out the back door—probably while he 

was letting you in.”

“Why would he—I mean, why would I 

want to do that?”

“Dunno. Maybe he’s down at the pub 

having a big laugh at my expense.”

“You saw it yourself, Simon. I’m female. 

Why’s it so hard to believe in the rest of 

these changes? Far as I can see, I look a 

lot more believable now.”
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“I believe you’re a woman.” I sank into an easy chair, and realized I was shaking.

“I just find it hard to believe you were ever Fitz.”

“I do too, kinda. I feel really different.” She eyed me, stroking her throat. “I never

had much of an Adam’s apple, but it does feel smaller. My voice is different too,

don’t you think? Do I sound like a real woman?”

Absolutely. Sexy as hell too, the way he—she—was standing there wearing a little

black dress that exposed a fair bit of breast, stroking her throat and—God—even

licking her lips. What the hell was she thinking?

Francine ran a hand through her hair. “I feel good, Simon. So good… like I just

popped a couple of black beauties. Whaddya say we hit that pub you mentioned?

Hmm? Got time for a little drinkie-poo?”

“Seriously? You actually wanna go out looking like that?”

She laughed gaily. “Make up your mind, sweetie. A minute ago you didn’t think I

was Fitz at all.” She sashayed towards me. “Maybe I was Fitz… but on the other

hand, maybe I’m his girl cousin who he bribed to pretend to be him.” She ran her

hand through my hair. “Either way, you get to spend the day with a gorgeous piece

of arm candy hanging on your every word. How’s that sound?”

Pretty good, actually. Except for the part about her pretending to be Fitz.

Hopefully she wouldn’t keep going on about it. I never knew the guy had such a

looker for a cuz, but whatever.

*

We hit the pub. I had a pale ale. Francine drank white wine like a fish. “O-M-G,”

she said, “you have no idea how amazing this feels. Every guy in this dump, like,

wants me—didya know that? Didya? Because why? ‘Cause I’m sexy as hell!”

“I’d have thought you’d be used to that by now,” I said, eyeing her cleavage.

“Used to it? It’s only been a few hours, dude.” She giggled. “Oh, I nearly forgot.

You think I’m my cousin. ‘Cousin Francine.’ She’s pretty, isn’t she?”

She was, I had to admit. The best babe I’d ever been out with.

“Thanks. That means a lot.” She sighed. “My whole life I’ve always felt like such

a zero. You know what I mean?” She touched my hand. “I don’t mean you’re like

that, Simon. But I was. Fitz was. Whatev. I’m all better now.”

“Uh, how long are you gonna keep this up?” I glanced around the room. “Is Fitz

around here somewhere? I hope he jumps out and says ‘boo’ pretty soon, ‘cause

I’d just as soon get it over with.”
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She shook her head, stroking the back of my hand. Long hair fell half across her

face. “I don’t know where he is, Simon, or when he’ll be back. That’s the truth.”

I took her hand in mine. “Then maybe we can make this date about just you and

me. Would you like that?”

Her eyes widened. “You mean it? This is a real date? You and me?”

I stroked the back of her hand. “It is if you want it to be.”

“Oh, God—I never thought…” She reached for her glass and knocked back the

remainder. “I feel so different now. Being a woman is just—”

“Ah-ah,” I said, interrupting her. “Just you and me, remember? No Fitz.”

“Oh, yeah. Forgot.” Her lips twisted into a coy smile. “I’m Francine.”

“How about we play a little game,” I said. “It’s called ‘Simon says’.”

Again, her eyes widened. “Oooh, I heard about this. When you say ‘Simon says’,

then the girl—that’s me—has to do whatever you say. Right?”

I frowned. Fitz must have told her about my primo date move. “Yeah. So it starts

now, okay?” I winked and she winked back. In spite of myself, I rolled my eyes.

Girls weren’t usually this eager. “Simon says… we go back to my place.”

“Mmm. Francine says, lead the way.”

*

We took the long way home, strolling arm-in-arm through the park by the river,

before arriving at my fifth-floor apartment. She seemed to know her way around,

making straight for the living room and popping the window open for a little air,

as I often did. She dropped onto the couch and patted the seat next to her.

I sat. Francine cuddled up beside me. “I never knew I could feel this way about a

guy,” she said, massaging my thigh. “Fitz isn’t gay, you know.”

And that was relevant, how? “I’m sure he isn’t,” I said, sliding my arm around her

shoulders. “Neither are you, from the signals I’m getting.”

“No, I’m not,” she said, gazing up at me. “It’s like… You look so different to me

now. All I can think about is what it’ll be like… when we—”

I kissed her. She seemed to want it. I wasn’t wrong about that. She returned my

kiss with an eagerness that made me wonder if I was her first. But no—she knew

what she was doing. Her tongue slid between my lips and explored my mouth in a

way that made it obvious she’d done this before. I returned the favor.
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“Uh, you’d better stop,” I said. Her fingers were getting a little too busy between

my legs and I didn’t want to pop off before it was time.

“Oh. Sorry.” She looked abashed. “Not used to pacing myself.”

I gave her a quick kiss. “I thought girls were experts at that sort of thing.”

Her lashes fell. “Oh, yes. We are. Haven’t had much practice, is all.”

I stroked her hair, then leaned down to nibble her ear. “Simon says,” I whispered,

“come to bed.”

Her eyes sought mine. “You mean it? We’re really gonna do this?”

Why not? Then I realized what she was saying. “No worries, I’ve got protection.”

She waved it off. “Oh, gee, don’t worry about that. I’m, er—” A puzzled look

crossed her face. “Oh—I’m on the pill. We’re good to go.”

“In that cassse,” I hissed, “Simon says, sssseduction.” Francine smiled, placed her

hand in mine and allowed herself to be led into the bedroom.

In the half-hour that followed, the woman beside me—and later under me—in bed

proved that she knew her way around a man’s body. Her fingers took me to the

brink of a twenty-one-gun salute no less than six times. She seemed to know just

when to ease off, perhaps picking up on the intensity in my lips—seeing as our

mouths were locked together pretty near the whole time. My own hands split their

time between her chest and the slit between her legs, and her constant moans were

almost enough to set me off all by themselves.

Finally, she broke away and lay on her back. “I want you on top, Simon. It’s only

right. I’m the girly-girl,” she said, giggling to herself.

I maneuvered myself into position and she guided me in. She was tight, though

not too tight, thankfully, and well lubricated. She wrapped her legs around my

thighs and the moans increased. “Ooooh God, I never knew it could feel like this.”

I rode her a little and she road back. We fell into rhythm.

Cool hands stroked my arms. “Mmm, I could so get used to this. You have no idea

how it feels, having you inside me. We girls have it pretty sweet.”

I bent down and kissed her, just to shut her up. She sounded close to slipping back

into ‘Fitz’ mode and I didn’t need that—although I did admire her dedication to

whatever lame deal she’d made with her cousin. No skin off my nose, of course.

Wherever the guy was now, hopefully he got what he wanted.

*
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In the morning we made love again, then showered together. It reminded me of the

way Fitz and I used to hit the showers after gym class, snapping at each other with

damp towels. I told her about it. She nodded and laughed like she’d been there

herself. Then she wrapped a wet washcloth around my dick and stuck it between

her legs, and we kissed while she rolled her thighs.

“I could get used to this,” I said, cradling her in my arms. “I’ve been waiting for a

girl like you my whole life.” Another long kiss. “Here’s hoping you don’t have to

go back wherever you came from anytime soon.”

Francine smiled and squeezed her thighs. “We’ll just have to see.”

Later that day we ended up back at Fitz’s place, although I wasn’t sure why. She

wasn’t staying with the dude, was she? But she never mentioned a hotel or another

friend or anyone else, so maybe she was.

Fitz wasn’t there. Francine didn’t seem surprised, but I was. The guy always spent

his Sundays in front of the TV, PS4 firmly in hand. What was he up to?

No sooner had we arrived than there was a knock at the door; not the one that led

outside, the door to the upstairs. It was Mrs. Willoughby, the landlady.

“Hello, dear. My, my, didn’t you turn out lovely.” She swept into the sitting room,

with barely a glance at me, and lowered her plump self into an easy chair. “Don’t

mind me, luvs. It’s been such a day, you wouldn’t believe. Do sit.”

Francine and I exchanged glances and parked ourselves on the couch. “Don’t you

want to know who she is?” I nodded at Francine. Mrs. Willoughby had seen me

before, but…

She laughed. “Goodness, no. Why would I? Now—” She put her hands together.

“I came to apologize for that little spell we hit you with the other day. It certainly

wasn’t on purpose. It was intended for my nephew, the arrogant little sod. We

brewed it up as a sort of ethereal gas, stuck it in a bucket and sat it up on top of the

door into his room—he was here on a visit from college. But then he went and

bumped the door open, without going through. The bucket hit the floor and you

must’ve been right below at the time. Accidents do happen, don’t they?”

That was a lot to take in. Francine found her voice first. “Gosh, Mrs. Willoughby.

You mean to say—you’re a witch?”

“Yes, indeed. But I’m a very nice witch, I assure you. Not to say that we don’t get

up to a little black magic now and then, but nothing that would really hurt anyone.

In fact, the coven is upstairs right now brewing up another batch to hit my nephew

with. I’m determined to make a woman out of him. Trouble is, it has to simmer for

nearly three weeks, so—just my luck—it’ll have to wait for his next visit.”
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I finally managed to cough out the question that was uppermost on my mind. “Do

you mean to say—she really is Fitz?” I pointed at Francine.

Mrs. Willoughby cackled with laughter, managing to sound exactly like a witch.

Ice-water ran through my veins. “That she is, my boy,” she cried, “that she is. You

didn’t know that, did you—while you were screwing the poor girl’s brains out.”

She smiled at the look on my face. “Didn’t think I knew? Give me some credit.

I saw you arrive together. It couldn’t be more obvious.”

Francine gasped. “Oh no, don’t tell me—does sex make the spell permanent?”

“Goodness me, where would you get that idea? No, no—the spell was permanent

to begin with. Or to be more accurate, it would take someone with much more

powerful magic than myself to reverse the spell. And since appealing to such a

person for help would mean admitting that I screwed up big-time—sorry, my dear,

but that ain’t gonna happen.”

Francine clutched at my arm. “Oh my God! Simon, I’m a woman for—”

Mrs. Willoughby interrupted. “Actually, the spell is cyclic. Some of my best work,

really. It’s keyed to the lunar cycle; that’s what made it so tricky. One night each

month, at the full moon, the magic reverses itself. The items you put on turn back

into a wig, breast forms and whatnot, and you can take them off. Then you can—

you have to, actually, unless you want to keep that manikin face. Then you put on

the other set and poof, you’re back to being Fitz.”

Francine looked horrified. “You mean I’m gonna go back and forth like that? For

the rest of my life?”

“Well, yes… but look at it this way. You only age one month for every two, so this

effectively doubles your lifespan. You see what I mean? It isn’t really black magic

at all. We help people!” She waved her hand. “Yes, I know what you’re thinking.

Why would I want to help my awful nephew? Well, in spite of myself, I do love

the arrogant little sod, and being a woman half the time should make him a better

person overall. One would hope.”

“But—what about my job? And my family? How can I—”

“Oh, easy-peasy. Simple mental transformations, and change a few government

databases, school records and whatnot. I’ll get my coven right on it. We can make

it so that you, sweetie, are Fitz’s twin sister. Same age and everything. That’s what

your family will remember. You’ll have to make up a lot of cheap excuses for why

they never see both of you at the same time, but nothing’s free is it?” She leaned

back. “As for your job… how about you and your brother job-share your current

position? That’s what everyone at your company will remember.”
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Francine looked at me. “I—I guess that might work. Simon? What do—”

“Look on the bright side,” Mrs. Willoughby said, cackling. “You and your brother

each make half as much, so that puts you in a lower tax bracket, right? Ka-ching!

That’s money in your purse. You live together, so your expenses won’t go up. It’s

win-win! See, they call it black magic but it really isn’t.”

“But won’t I have to buy more clothes, makeup and stuff?”

“Yes, well… like I said, nothing’s free. I doubled your frickin’ life—remember to

thank me sometime, why don’t ya!” The landlady swept to her feet and left the

room, slamming the upstairs door behind her.

Just like that, everything had changed. Fitz was a month-on, month-off woman,

destined to outlive me by five or six decades. Maybe I wouldn’t live to see climate

change bite the human race in the butt, but he would. And he’d do so half the time

wearing a stylish cocktail dress and fuck-me heels.

Francine plucked at my sleeve. “Simon? I’m sorry… I really thought you knew.

When you started treating me like a woman—it just felt so right. It was like we

were playing a game, so I just went along. Are you mad at me?”

Was I? Maybe I should be. Last night, and again this morning, I’d made love with

a beautiful woman who turned out to be a guy. Sort of. But I couldn’t deny, when

he—or she—was like this, she truly was a beautiful woman. Francine wasn’t just

Fitz in a dress, or even a female bodysuit. She was a real woman; every bit as

vulnerable and prone to falling in love as any of them.

I took her hand. “I’m not mad. But to make this work we’re gonna need some

ground rules. Like, when you’re Fitz we just go back to being buddies, okay? I’m

dating the guy’s sister, not Fitz himself. Clear?”

She looked to be tearing up. “Oh, Simon… Of course. I wouldn’t have it any other

way. Fitz will understand. I’ll make sure of that.”’

“C’mon, no waterworks. I dunno how all this is gonna fly in the long run, what

with you aging half as fast as me, but we can try.”

Francine kissed me. She cupped my face in her hands. “You silly man,” she said.

“Isn’t it obvious? I’ll talk to Mrs. Willoughby. Whatever it takes, I’ll get her to

whip up a batch of that potion for you. Only our cycles will be out of sync, so

you’ll be a woman when I’m not. How’s that sound?”

Me—or rather, Simone—as Fitz’s girlfriend? It sounded pretty out there; but what

the hell, maybe I could pick up a few pointers from Amy. When you find the right

woman, you just have to make it work. Whatever it takes.  �
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Bonus Caption!
Gary thought that being a girl for the Debutante Ball would be a 

laugh and a half. Free drinks, right? But his entry into high society 

was assured when Chaz laid eyes on the woman of his dreams…


