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I strolled over to my new 

husband and took his arm, 

reminding myself exactly 

how rich he was. The man 

could buy and sell every 

rich dude in the room and 

still have a pile of ‘rich’ 

left over. If it wasn’t for 

the goddamn pre-nup I’d 

divorce the clown, but as 

it stood… no such luck.

“You’ll see them again,” I 

whispered, noting that he 

looked rather down in the 

mouth. It was my duty as 

his wife to fix that.

“Yeah, just what I need,” 

he said, gazing down at 

me with sad eyes. “Seeing 

‘her’ just reminds me of 

everything I lost.”

“You’re still the girl’s father,” I said. “Nothing 

will ever change that.”

“Oh God…” His face twisted. It looked like he 

was about to burst into tears.

I knew my duty. Terence Grenville was a rich 

and powerful man. It simply would not do to let 

anyone see him like this. So I led him upstairs 

to our room—I found the key in his pocket—

and poured him a stiff drink from the mini-bar.

He stared out the window. “Part of me wants to 

cut them off,” he said. “Get rid of all her stuff, 

change the locks, cancel the credit cards… the 

whole lot. But I can’t.” He turned toward me. “I 

couldn’t do that to Teddy. Christ, I can’t even 

tell him about this. He deserves to be happy.”

I jumped a little at the mention of my old name. 

Since when did the old guy refer to me ‘Teddy’? 

Still, my wifely duties were clear as a bell.

“Now, now,” I said softly.

“There’s no need to make

any rash decisions. Plenty

of time for that.” I helped

him remove his jacket and

loosen his tie. “Why don’t

you get ready for bed? I’ll

just go slip into something

a little more comfortable.”

I found the drawer where

Sylvia had left her under-

garments and settled on a

floor-length nightgown in

black satin. It looked like

the sort of thing a woman

like her might wear to get

a husband’s motor going.

I hung Sylvia’s dress on

the back of the bathroom

door and swabbed her

face with cold cream. If

this was to be my body for the next while, I had 

best learn how to take care of it. The nightgown 

slithered over my head. God, what a figure the 

woman had! Every bit as firm as Kayla’s, albeit 

in a more mature way.

I brushed my hair and squared my shoulders. It 

was my duty to make Mr. Grenville forget his 

silly old troubles, whatever they might be. I was 

just praying he wasn’t into anything too kinky.

Terence was already in bed. I joined him under 

the covers and planted a gentle kiss on his lips. 

I wasn’t at all sure how Sylvia would approach 

seducing her man, but it seemed like a safe bet 

that she’d be classy and subtle about it.

“I know what you want,” he said. “Just don’t 

get your hopes up, okay?”

“Too tired, my love?” I whispered in his ear. Or 

did you have a little too much to drink?”
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“I don’t drink,” he told the pillow.

Not drink? I had personally seen the guy plow 

through a six-pack of Cabernet Sauvignon. He 

was just making excuses. “What, a big strong 

man like you, making his wife do all the work?”

“His wife?” He looked dazed.

“Me, silly. Remember? I’m the pretty little wife, 

and you—” I ran my fingers through the hair on 

his chest. “—are the man I’m simply head over 

heels in love with. Ring any bells?”

“Yeah, sure.” His eyes focused on me. His hand 

touched my arm, then slipped into my hair. “I 

always thought you were kind of sexy.”

“Right back at ya.” My own hand slid between 

his thighs. He was still wearing boxers. “These 

will have to go, you know.”

He grinned. “What the hell, right? I did expect 

to do this tonight, only not with you of course.” 

He performed a quick contortion, then tossed 

his undies to the floor. He moved in for a solid 

kiss, which I returned until what he’d just said 

finally sank in. Not with me?

“Hang on a sec.” I gripped his dick between two 

sharp-nailed fingers, and watched him wince. 

“You were expecting maybe to be sharing this 

bed with some other woman?”

“Uh, no… not this bed anyway.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Well…” He pulled back and sighed. “I guess 

you’re gonna find out sooner or later. You ever 

hear about a certain magical talisman called the 

‘Medallion of Zulo’?”

I had not, but the word ‘magic’ made my ears 

prick up. Unless aliens had arrived and were 

testing their body-hopping technology on us 

hapless Earthmen, it pretty much had to be.

“People use it to swap bodies,” Terence said.

I felt dizzy. “Go on.”

He looked sick. “He used it on me. To switch 

our minds around, just before the wedding.”

I swallowed hard. “And by ‘he’ you mean…”

“Terence Grenville.” He gestured at himself. 

“Can you believe that? My own father!”

“You—you mean… you’re Kayla?”

He nodded. “Hard to believe, I know. I wouldn’t 

have believed it myself, but—”

“I believe you. No one else will, but I do.” I told 

him who I was and watched his eyes widened in 

shock. I glanced down at myself. “The crazy 

bitch swapped with me in the car outside the 

church.” I told him about the threat she’d made, 

and why I had to pretend to be his wife.

“Daddy told me the same thing.” He pulled me 

into his arms. “I’m so sorry. It isn’t right that 

you got turned into a woman.”

I stroked his hair. “Don’t worry about me, luv. 

You got turned into your own father. That isn’t 

right either. Hard to believe he could do that.”

“It is, isn’t it?” We kissed again, but this time as 

newlyweds. “But, Teddy…” His gaze fell and 

his lashes fluttered. “It’s not too late, is it? We 

did sort of get married, right? So can’t we still 

spend the together, as man and wife?”

His body seemed to be responding to mine, and 

I had to admit that mine was doing likewise. I 

drew a shaky breath. “Don’t see why not. For 

that matter, these bodies are married as well.”

“Exactly. So no one’s likely to call us out or tell 

us we’re doing something we shouldn’t.” His 

hands got busy and my body responded further.

“I’m so glad it’s you in there, Kay,” I told him. 

“Otherwise this would be so freaky.”

He told me he understood, and then we said no 

more. True love requires no words.
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Epilog

Hours later, after his bride had fallen asleep in 

his arms, Terence Grenville arose and went into 

the sitting room, poured himself a tall glass of 

Chablis and stepped out onto the balcony. He 

was careful to close the door behind him.

The suite was large and the balcony wrapped 

around the corner of the building. He moved to 

the far end, bumped his chair against the wall, 

and made the call on his phone. “Hi, honey. It’s 

Daddy. How’s Puerto Vallarta treating you?”

The reply could be heard only by him.

“You haven’t seen it yet? My, my. That hubby 

of yours must be keeping you busy.”

“Yes, it’s your honeymoon. I won’t keep you. 

Might I speak to the groom? I’ll be quick.”

“Ted? Or Sylvia, if you like. Is the honeymoon 

everything you hoped it would be?”

“Better? Good. You’ll be pleased to hear that 

old Teddy-boy bought the story hook-line-and-

sinker. He actually thinks I’m his lovely bride. 

Or your lovely bride, as the case may be.”

“Oh, much better. No offense, but he puts a bit 

more effort into it than you’ve been doing of 

late, my dear. Youthful enthusiasm, I expect. 

Nothing to do with my well-known masculine 

‘attributes’, of course.” He laughed.

“Take all the time you need. It’s not like our 

bodies are cheating on each other. In fact, I’m 

thinking about taking the wife on a little cruise. 

Around-the-world ought to suffice. There’s no 

need for you to rush back.” He ended the call.

In the darkness, he smiled.

Epilog-to-the-epilog

The window next to the bed was open a crack 

and I could hear every word he said. Icy fingers 

clutched at my heart. He wasn’t Kayla after all! 

The man I had just made love to was the real 

Terence Grenville, inside and out. My stomach 

tried to crawl out through my throat.

What could I do? If I called him on it, he’d only 

deny everything. He might even go ahead and 

really swap with his daughter—and when she 

told me about it, I wouldn’t believe her. The girl 

I loved would end up hurt and alone. As it was, 

she was happy; oblivious to what had happened. 

So why ruin her honeymoon?

My mother-in-law clearly enjoyed being in my 

body. If I made a fuss she’d just leave me in her 

body until it all blew over—if not longer.

My face burrowed into the pillow, and wept. I 

had no choice but to go on pretending this man 

was Kayla. From what he said on the phone, 

that would involve putting my full energy into 

pleasing him in bed. I couldn’t just ‘lie there’ 

after all. My stomach nearly made it up and out 

this time. I was trapped.

Final Epilog

Terence Grenville returned to his bed, knowing 

full well that his ‘wife’ was only feigning sleep. 

The window was open a crack because he had 

left it that way and the ‘bump’ made sure that 

Teddy-boy would awaken at the right time.

All part of the plan. Now that Terence no longer 

had to worry about impersonating his bubble-

headed daughter, he could relax and be himself. 

And as long as Ted thought that he thought Ted 

still thought he was Kayla, then the fool would 

have to keep his effort level up. Terence was the 

sort of man who valued an active lover.

Drifting off to sleep, he reflected on the kind of 

world that seemed to reward those who had no 

scruples about manipulating other people. All 

part of God’s plan, he decided. God helps those 

who help themselves to what sheep are unable 

to hang on to. And then he slept well.  �


