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The knock on my front door was soft, almost hesitant. I opened it to find a blond

man about my own age scuffing at the hall carpet with the heel of his shoe. He

looked anxious. “Hi, I’m Karl,” he said, “with a ‘K’.”

“Arlen. C’mon in.” I stepped aside to let him pass. I’d never met the man before,

but he matched the photo my girlfriend had texted me the day before. This was her

cousin, the message read, and would I mind putting him up for the night? She’d be

back from her conference in a day or so and then he could stay with her. She

apologized for not thinking ahead and leaving me her key. I suppose I might have

had one anyway, if Kayla and I had been dating for more than a few months, but

as of yet we hadn’t gotten that far. Of course, I had high hopes.

“I can see the resemblance,” I said, as he made himself at home on my couch.

“Huh? Oh… yeah. My mom and hers were twins, ya know, so we’ve been gettin’

that our whole lives. Not quite twins, obviously, but close.”

I noted the tag on his lone suitcase. “Just off the plane? You must be beat.”

He shrugged. “Not really. It was a short hop. Salt Lake City,” he added.

“Really. You don’t look Mormon.” That was my lame attempt at a joke.

“I’m not. I got my degree there and then I just… ya know, stayed.” His voice

trailed off and his eyes wandered out the window. I was about to offer him a beer

when he snapped back to reality. “I had this whole spiel planned,” he said, shaking

his head. “Where I was working, why I got canned, how I decided to move out

here and make a new start. Then we’d order a pie and watch a ball game and kinda

get to know each other—maybe get to be friends, or at least make a start. Then,

when you were feeling comfortable around me, I’d tell you the real story.”

I sat back, hands behind my head, and blew out my breath. “Which is?”

“Well… I dunno how to say this, so I’ll just say it. I’m Kayla.”

I stared at him. “You’re Kayla? As in, your cousin Kayla? My girlfriend?”

“That’s right.” He leaned forward. “It’s me, Arlen. I know it’s hard to believe, but

it’s true. I turned myself into a man.”

“I see. How’d you manage that?”

“Does it matter? It’s witchcraft. I know that’s not much of an answer, but I have

no idea how it works. I only know that I’ll be male for six more days.”
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“Six days? That’s what you decided to do for your week off—turn into a dude?”

“Actually, yes.” He sat back, visibly trying to relax but still fidgety. “I’ve always

wanted to find out what it’d be like to be a guy. Being taller and stronger than the

girl, standing up to pee, all that stuff. When the chance came along, I had to go for

it. Once in a lifetime, ya know?”

I wasn’t buying it. “So why come back here? Why not just hang out on a beach in

Utah—I’m sure they have ‘em—and ogle the girls in three-piece bathing suits?”

He stared at the floor between us. “Because… I wanted to experience everything

about being a man, including, uhm… sex.”

“Christ, you’d better not—” I stood up. “I think you should leave.”

He stood as well. “I’m sorry, Arlen. I can’t do that. Not until I’ve done what I

came here to do.” He drew a vial from his pocket, emptied a pile of green powder

into the palm of his hand—and flung it at me.

“Dude, you are gonna be sorry you ev—” My voice caught. My legs buckled and

I would have fallen if Karl, or whoever he was, hadn’t caught me.

“It’s okay. I got you,” he said. “You’ll sleep for awhile, but when you wake up

you’ll feel amazing. A whole new person—you’ll see.”

The room began to spin. That’s all I remember.

~

I awoke to birds chirping outside my bedroom window, which was partly open. I

felt… different. Eight solid hours—according to my alarm clock—left me with

more energy than most mornings, but it wasn’t just that. I felt lighter, somehow,

maybe even smaller. A peek under the covers told me the story: I was female.

I lay flat on my back, staring up at the ceiling. Female? How was that possible?

I checked my hands: slim, with longish fingernails painted dark red. Cautiously, I

sent them under the blanket to explore the body I found there. Breasts… they were

part of my body, that much was certain. Fairly large, and wrapped in a French-cut

brassiere, which showed loads of cleavage. I knew the proper term for the bra

because Kayla had worn one herself, the last time we were together.

My fingers slid lower. I was wearing a pair of lacy high-cut panties, but under that

was… nothing! Ahhh… not nothing, but a moist slit where my manhood—such as

it was—should have been. The opening led inside me, which blew my mind, and

that too was now part of me. I could feel every—probing—touch.

Perhaps it was merely a dream. If only…
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I shut my eyes and waited, but I didn’t wake up

and I certainly didn’t stop being female. When I

finally managed to accept the fact that I was

awake, I pulled myself upright. A soft, warm

mass hit the back of my neck and spilled over

my shoulders. It took me a few long seconds to

convince myself that it was my hair, and it was

well and truly attached to my scalp. What th—?

I scooched out of bed and found myself facing

the long mirror on my closet door. What I saw

there blew what little was left of my mind. It

was a woman—a brunette—with long thick

tresses framing a face nothing like my own.

She was beyond pretty, with a smouldering

sexuality that gleamed in her eyes. Her lips

parted. “Oh—my—god.” Her voice was a

smooth soprano, decidedly feminine. I was

hesitant to touch her body, but gently I ran

my hands down the curvature of her waist,

the flaring of her hips. The woman was a

goddess. And God help me, she was me!

Feeling self-conscious, I grabbed a dress

shirt from my hamper and slipped into it,

fastening the buttons only halfway before

a magnificent pair of tits got in the way.

“Not bad, not bad at all. You’ll do nicely.”

I looked up to see Karl lounging in the open

doorway. “You? Did you do this to me?” I

seethed with anger. “Don’t try to deny it!”

“Why would I? I got two doses of that ‘fairy

dust’ powder: one for me and one for you.”

“One for you? But—” I guess that was when

I finally woke up. “You really are Kayla?”

He rolled his shoulders. “Lemme put it this

way: I’m Karl now, but I used to be Kayla, and

this time next week I’ll be her again. Same way

you used to be Arlen, but now you’re Angela.”
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“You named me Angela?” It was a pretty name and all, and it did kind of suit the

new me, but it was still a lot to wrap my head around. “Is this… permanent?”

“God, no. I told you before: it lasts seven days and then you turn back. There’s no

reverse spell; it happens automatically. I’m about twenty-four hours ahead of you,

so we’ll be girls together for that long, but until then…” He grinned. “We’re still

boyfriend and girlfriend, right? Only I’m the guy and you’re the… woman.”

I gaped at him, then eyed myself in the mirror. Reflexively, my hand rose to probe

my hair. “You could’ve asked, you know.”

He laughed. “Hardly. Arlen would’ve kicked my butt.” Then he got down to biz.

“Look, I know this is a lot to deal with. But think of it as a holiday. You can email

your boss, tell him you need the week off to go back home; the family dog is at

death’s door, or whatever. All I ask is that you give this a chance.”

I folded my arms, only to realize just how different that felt. “How do I know that

you really are—or were Kayla? Maybe I should ask you a few questions—stuff

that only she would know. Just to make sure.”

“What good would that do? If Kayla had put me up to this, she could’ve told me

the answers to whatever you’d probably ask. Same deal if I’d kidnapped the lady

and forced the info out of her.” He shook his head. “At some point, you just have

to trust me. Consider this: you already know it’s possible to switch gender; the

proof’s right there on your chest. Given that, the simplest explanation available is

that I really am—or was—your girlfriend. Or rather, Arlen’s girl.”

Dammit, he was right. Throwing a kidnapping into the mix would only make the

situation that much more complicated. It was unthinkable that Kayla would turn

me into a woman and set me up with another guy. I mean, why would she? But if

she really did want to be a man for awhile, to see how the other half lives, then it

made a certain sort of sense that she’d want me to switch at the same time. So we

could still be together, as man and woman.

Besides, what choice did I have? It was either play along or lose the girl I loved.

My smile was grim. “No pressure, okay? I’m not the kind of girl who jumps into

bed with the first man who shows her a good time.”

“Hey, I’m not the kind of guy who’d do that. Hope ya change your mind, though,

‘cause no one else is gonna show you a good time. Not while I’m around.”

~

Karl was a man of his word. He provided me with some of Kayla’s clothes, then

he escorted me to brunch at a fancy bistro. Arlen would have found it pretentious,
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but I thought it was lovely. Then shopping, where he bought me some clothes of

my own: an off-the-shoulder sundress, a cute pair of d’Orsay pumps, and enough

lingerie to last the week. We spent a quiet afternoon strolling through Mirabelle

Park and checking out the botanical gardens, where I found myself enraptured by

the flowers, of all things. I really wasn’t myself.

We sat for a spell on a bench overlooking Lake Alessandra. “All right, mister.

Please explain why I’m so darn comfortable in these clothes, and why walking

around in high heels is no problem, and why I now adore flowers. Thanks for the

roses, by the way.” I fingered the bouquet in my lap.

His arm flopped across my shoulders. “It’s like this. The spell didn’t just give you

a different body, it transformed you into an actual person of the opposite sex. Take

me, for example. I’m a lot more casual about my appearance than Kayla was, I’m

way less in touch with my feelings, and I really dig chicks.”

I chewed my lip, tasting cherry lipstick. “I see. So I’m a girl, inside and out, which

is why I’m always fussing with my hair. It’s also why I tear up every time I see a

kitten, and why I can’t stop thinking about how handsome and manly you look.”

He grinned. “See? You’re gettin’ the hang of it already. The spells were a matched

set; since Kayla was attracted to Arlen, it guaranteed that Karl would be all over

Angela if she gave him half a chance. And vice versa, of course.”

I understood all too well. Arlen had the hots for Kayla, which meant… I gazed up

at him, my lashes fluttering. It seemed to be a programmed reaction.

Tentatively, our lips met. His first kiss was soft, the second much less so, and the

third seemed endless. Then we stood, entwined our arms and headed for home as

fast as my high heels would let us.

I retreated to the bathroom to prepare. Curiously, I seemed to know exactly what

to do, douching my lady parts like I’d been doing it my whole life. The silk nightie

I’d bought fit perfectly, even though I hadn’t tried it on in the store. I washed my

face as well, but no makeup came off. What the heck?

“I meant to ask,” I said, stepping back into the bedroom. “Did you apply all this

makeup? This morning, I mean—while I was asleep?”

He was already in bed. “I wouldn’t know how, babe. It’s all part of the magic.”

“Okay, but just now I tried to remove it and it wouldn’t come off.”

“Oh, that. I asked for it to be permanent. Cosmetics are expensive, right? No point

buying a whole bunch of new stuff just to use for a few days.”

My jaw dropped. “Karl! You mean I’m going to look like this permanently?”
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He laughed. “Chill out. It’s only for a few days. Besides, it’s sexy.”

“For you, maybe.” I sank onto the mattress, wondering what it would feel like to

be pressed into it by a guy nearly twice my size. Okay, more like one-and-a-half,

but even so. Then I realized I was looking forward to it.

He didn’t waste any time. The moment our lips met, he started touching me in

places I didn’t know I had. “Just relax,” he said softly. “Trust me, I know how to

make that body of yours sing.”

“I trust you,” I whispered back. I didn’t have much choice. If Karl wasn’t really

Kayla, I was in big trouble. If nothing else, I was about to cheat on her.

Karl’s hands caressed my breasts, then tugged on my nightgown. I freed my arms

and went to work on his manhood—gently, because I knew how sensitive the area

could be. His mouth devoured my throat. I gazed up at the ceiling, feeling a thrill

sweep down my spine. It might be a cliché, but I felt like putty in his hands.

He reared over me. “Baby, I’ve been waiting for this for—well, ever since I was a

little girl.” He stood, then picked me up and kissed me—hard.

I didn’t hesitate, wrapping my arms and legs around his hard body. He pushed me

against the wall, our mouths met and my tongue slithered into his mouth. Strong

hands kneaded my tush, gripping and pulling. Instinctively, I angled my hips to

give him access. Something soft, yet unyielding, touched my groin and—

My head jerked back in shock. It didn’t seem possible. I’d been penetrated!
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“Yeah, just—like that—” A male voice, harsh in my ear. “You are one sweet—”

My back bounced against the wall. I found a moment to say, “Excuse me, sir. I’m

a woman, you know. Not just a—walking pussy with—boobs and nice hair.”

His hips moved rhythmically. “Oh yeah, you got all the right parts, that’s for damn

sure. But I’m in love with your mind too, sweetcheeks.” Then our mouths fused

together and I forgot what I was going to say.

I couldn’t believe how long he lasted. I wasn’t watching the clock, but when we

finally climaxed in unison, and I’d recovered sufficiently to claw the hair from my

eyes and check, nearly a full hour had passed. “I told you,” he said when queried.

“The spells are linked. We were always gonna finish at the same time.”

I tried to catch my breath. “I suppose that… makes me one lucky gal, huh? More

so than most women, from what I hear.”

“You heard right, babe.” He rolled over, staring up at the ceiling. “Same goes for

me. Most guys don’t have that kind of stamina.” He laughed. “Ya know what? I

wanted to experience what it’s like for a normal man, but that wasn’t it.”

“Trust me, you don’t wanna know. Performance anxiety is not a thing to envy.”

His hand sought mine. “Angela? I think we’ve got a problem here.”

“Do we? Another five days of great sex? Most people should be so lucky.”

“Yeah, but then it’s back to… well?”

That’s when it hit me. Never in a million years could Arlen satisfy Kayla the way

Karl had just serviced me. We’d be trading a few days of fantastic sex for a

lifetime of disappointment. “I know what you mean. After this, I don’t think poor

old Arlen could, uhm…” I couldn’t say it.

Karl chewed his lip. “There is one thing we can do. I meant to tell you before that

we should use protection, but I forgot. The fine print on the spell says that if you

get preggers, we’re stuck. The magic would even make it so everyone in the world

thinks we’ve always been this way. Who knows if you’re even ovulating, but—”

Not just a woman, but a mother? I seized his hand. “Oh, Karl, we’ve got to try,

don’t we?” To sweeten the pot I whispered into his ear what I was willing to do.

A silly grin crept across his face. “Well, if that’s what you want…”

I rubbed his groin. “C’mon, mister, let’s get this thing fired up. Momma needs…

well, she needs to be a mommy, and there’s no time like two minutes from now.”

Long story short: the rest of the week was great, but the rest of our lives were even

better. Take it from me: when somebody throws magic powder in your face, just

close your eyes and take a deep breath. No regrets.  


