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Eight to ten years of psychotherapy later…

I have to admit: Frank was right. About everything. Being

a girl really is fun, and rewarding, and I do love my life.

I’m married now, to a lovely man who wouldn’t dream of

dabbling in the Black Arts—not that he knows they exist,

or anything about who I used to be—and I’ve given birth

to a wonderful little girl. But the way it all came about

was quite simply wrong. Frank was right about that too: I

should’ve kept my trap shut. I’d still be a guy, but at least

I wouldn’t have spent the last too-many years talking

about my abuse at the hands of a warlock, with a therapist

who doesn’t believe in magic and who does believe my

insistence that I used to be a man is merely a delusion.

Try recovering with that monkey on your back.

I really did try to put it all behind me. Hence my marriage,

my career as a party planner, and now my daughter. But I

could never forget what Frank had done to me. It wasn’t

just the betrayal of our friendship—although I had at one

time regarded the man as the brother I never had, and the

realization that he cared more about his own carnal urges

than my well-being was particularly difficult to grasp. No,

it wasn’t just that. It was the way he used me that night,

and the next day—albeit as men have used women since

the dawn of time, but it was much harder on me because I

was so new to womanhood. The fact that the wording of

his spell made me an eager participant in my own de-

flowering and debasement, and to enjoy it to boot, only

made the abuse that much worse—at least in hindsight.

He was right about one other thing: he couldn’t trust me

to not take my revenge, sooner or later. My suggestion of

a cave in the Himalayas would never have worked: you

cannot induce amnesia in yourself, no matter how hard

you try. I give myself full credit for putting this off as long

as I did. Psychotherapy worked to a degree, but ultimately

the fact that my therapist could never grasp the elemental

fact that I used to be male doomed the effort to failure.

The trick then became: how to take my revenge.

Here’s the thing: warlocks are not easy to ambush. They

have this thing called divination, wherein they foretell the

future. They aren’t doing it every minute of every day, but

give ‘em a reason and they’ll suss out your planned attack

as easily as dealing you a dud hand in Seven-card Razz.

No, the only way I could even get close to him was to go

all-in and convince myself that what I wanted was exactly

the opposite of killing him. So I divorced my husband (no

reason given), gave up custody of my little girl, and went

off to find Frank—thence to declare my undying love.

My ace in the hole was his ego: he bought it. It was easy

for him to believe I’d been pining after him all these years

and the great sex that followed cinched the deal. Great sex

is a given when you’re dating a warlock; they’ve got these

wild powers, so ‘staying power’ isn’t an issue. They don’t

come until they’re good and ready, and in my case that

meant no fewer than five female orgasms before Frank

finally cut loose and collapsed.

In the aftermath of that I darn near forgot what I’d come

for (no pun intended). But after awhile, with Frank sound

asleep beside me, I remembered what he’d done to me on

my first night as a woman—so I grabbed the stiletto I kept

in my overnight bag and did a number on his throat.

Long story short, Frank woke up in the midst of bleeding

out, and lemme tell you he was mad. Curses and firebolts

flew in all directions, as he no doubt assumed he was

under magical attack, but by that time I was hidden under

the bed and the explosions died down in a minute or two.

Then I picked up my skirts and fled.

But revenge does not come without cost: I was unable to

reconcile with my husband. My tale of how I’d left to kill

the warlock who’d turned me into a woman didn’t go over

terribly well in marriage counseling. I lost my spouse and

my daughter as well. Justice is too often served cold.  


