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Amanda HawkinsTransmogrify! The Thrall are back!

My wife was aghast: first when she arrived home to find a strange woman sitting

in her living room, and then—once I’d provided the necessary documentation to

prove who I was—at what I’d done to myself. Par for the course, I figured.

“I’ve always been curious about what it would be like, to be a woman,” I told her

in my melodious new voice. Frankly, I sounded a lot more feminine than she did,

but of course I didn’t mention that. “So I dropped by that new transmogrification

clinic the aliens set up, down at Broadway and 27th? I told her about my interest

in being female and we discussed my preferences. I showed her some pictures I

found online. She emphasized that they weren’t allowed to make me look like any

real person, living or deceased, and that my new physique had to have a familial

resemblance to my old self. I had no problem with that.”

Miranda shrugged. “Why would you? Your mother and sister are total stunners.

You look quite a bit like them, actually.”

“Ah, but not exactly like them.” I wagged my finger. “That would be wrong. But

yes, for sure, I look like my mother’s daughter and my sister’s sister, which is

pretty frickin’ awesome. I can’t wait to show them the new me.” I ran slim fingers

through the long hair spilling over my shoulders. “Anyway, it turns out they had a

cancellation this afternoon so they were able to take me right away.”

“I see. I suppose that explains why you didn’t discuss this with me first, before

taking the plunge.”

“Yes, exactly. I was going to, you see. But with this last-minute cancellation they

gave me the transformation for a third off the base price, which is a huge bargain.

Check it out yourself, you can hardly touch a full-body gender transform for much

less than ten grand—and I got it for a mere six thousand.”

“I’ll take your word for it. Hmm… I can’t call you Sidney anymore, can I?”

“Nope. I go by Sylvia now.” I opened my purse and showed her my new ID card.

“They took care of the legal stuff too. All part of the package deal.”

She returned the card that showed my lovely, but unsmiling, face. “Pretty name. A

bit old-fashioned, but I suspect it’s coming back into vogue.” She sighed. “Am I to

understand that I’m now one-half of a same-sex marriage?”

I nodded. “That’s what we need to talk about.”

She burst out laughing. “I suppose we do.” Miranda poured herself a gin and tonic

from the sideboard, then returned to her seat.
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“Here’s the thing,” I said, plucking at the 

hem of my skirt. “My first thought was 

that we’d just go on with our lives like 

normal, only as lesbians.” I rolled my 

eyes. “That shows you where my head 

was. I just assumed… but you aren’t a 

lesbian at all, are you?” My wife shook 

her head. “Well, as it turns out, neither 

am I. See, I started to suspect that on 

my way home, and sitting here now… 

no offense, but I don’t feel the spark.”

“Hardly surprising, since you’re now 

a heterosexual woman.”

“I guess I should’ve read the fine print, 

huh? Doh.” I stood and paced over to

the gas fireplace, then half-sat on the 

mantle facing her. “So here’s what

I’m thinking… how does an

open marriage sound to you?”

She sipped from her glass, not

looking at me. “An open marriage.

I suppose that means both of us

would be free to see other people?”

“Other men, yes.” Oops. I must have

sounded a little over-eager.

Miranda smiled. “You’re thinking

about trouser meat right now, aren’t

you? A girl can tell. You’ve got the

exact same twitchy look my sister

had the night of her senior prom.”

I flushed. “All right, if you must know. 

I didn’t realize it would hit me this hard, 

no pun intended, but for the last couple 

of hours it’s all I can think about.”

“No shock there. As a woman, you’re a 

29-year-old virgin. I’d be getting ready 

to chew through solid rock myself.”
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I rubbed my legs together, practically purring. “I’m glad you understand. It’s so

much easier, both of us being on the same wavelength. Now, erm… this is where

things get a bit awkward.” I strolled over and perched next to her on the couch.

“One girl to another, would you happen to know anyone you could set me up

with? As in, fairly quickly? I could see if some of my old buddies were up for a

quickie, but that strikes me as an awkward conversation.”

“More awkward than this one? A man asks his wife to set him with another man?”

“But I’m not a man anymore, am I? Check it out, girlfriend, I’m as female as you

are.” I winked and angled my cleavage for her inspection.

“So I see.” She drained her glass and stood. “As it happens, I do know someone.

I’ll have to go out to make the arrangements. Can you amuse yourself around here

for a few hours? Wait for my call?” She headed for the door. “Here’s a thought: try

dusting or cleaning, washing the dishes, doing a load of laundry—or perhaps all of

the above. Women’s work, now that you’re a woman and all.”

Surprisingly, that struck me as a rather fine idea. I did as suggested, then took a

sponge bath and fixed my makeup. I was climbing into a new outfit from my

wife’s closet when I heard the front door open. I hastened downstairs.

I was aghast to find a strange man awaiting me in the living room. I had thought

that Miranda would call and I’d be going to out meet my date, or if he was picking

me up he would at least ring the doorbell instead of barging straight in.

He introduced himself as Thorvald and handed me the necessary documentation

to prove that he indeed was—or at least had been—Miranda herself. I dropped

onto the couch beside him. “I thought you looked familiar,” I told him. “You look

quite a bit like Miranda’s father in some of her old family photos.”

He wagged his finger at me. “Ah, but not exactly like him, correct? That would be

wrong. But you know what? Guys aren’t the only ones who get fixated on turning

into their opposite-gender parent. It can happen to anyone.”

“So I see.” I lounged back in my seat, looking him over. The man was tall and

well-built, with enough muscle to pique my libido, and a dense mop of curly hair I

was itching to run my fingers through. “How on earth did you manage to get an

appointment? I thought the clinic was booked solid for weeks in advance.”

“It was, and still is. I booked this appointment two months ago, along with the one

you thought was a cancellation.” He laughed at my surprise. “Did you really think

you just woke up one day and decided to turn yourself into a woman? Silly girl!

Remember that mindfulness audiobook you’ve been listening to? It installed the

necessary post-hypnotic suggestions in your mind, and Miranda spoke the trigger

phrase this morning at breakfast. The clinic knew you were coming.”
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I caressed the collar of his shirt, where it met his hairline. “Well… I wish I could

say I was upset, but I’m not. I really should be upset at being so invasively

manipulated, but… Oh well, I suppose this is all part of the hypnosis. Goodness,

you are a bit of a rogue, aren’t you Thorvald? What am I going to do with you?”

“I’ve got a few ideas. For starters, you can call me ‘Thor’ when we’re alone. It

makes me feel more manly.” He leaned over and kissed me.

“Mmm. The manlier, the better.” I stood up. “Let me get my purse and we’ll be on

our way. I sure hope you’re taking me somewhere nice. Now that I’m your woman

I expect to be treated like a lady.” Especially if he had hopes of getting lucky later

on, but I didn’t tell him that. I wasn’t likely to get a headache.

Thor helped me into Miranda’s—now my—faux fur coat and we headed for the

car. “By the way, paying for two full-body transmogrifications must’ve cost us a

bundle. I suppose our rainy-day savings account is toast?”

“Not at all. Both transformations were a hundred percent on the house. The Thrall

were quite agreeable to the deal I suggested.”

I experienced a sinking feeling in my abdomen. “And what might that be?”

“I promised them our first-born.” He chuckled. “Before you get too wound up, I

guarantee that you wouldn’t even want to keep the little tyke, once you got a peek

at what he looked like—which you won’t, because you’ll be sedated.”

I drew my coat closer. “You’re starting to scare me, Thorvald.”

“It’s Thor, remember? The DNA in our private parts has been tuned to create what

you might call a human-alien hybrid. As for what he’s gonna look like—let’s just

say that if the C-section isn’t done on time, the little dude will be quite capable of

performing it himself, from the inside. You do not want to go there.”

“You’re not making much of a case for ever getting into my panties, sir.”

“Uh-huh. Your libido says different, my love. But here’s the good news: after the

birth—assuming it’s successful—we can return to the clinic and they’ll tweak our

DNA back to normal, also free of charge. So the next baby will be all ours.”

I let him open the car door for me. He was right, of course: I wouldn’t be able to

hold out for long, but I fully intended to milk being a woman for all it was worth.

“I do hope my child-to-be isn’t the type that just goes around killing people. Did

you at least get those silly aliens to promise it wouldn’t be some sort of monster?”

“Way ahead of you. Our child is destined to be a peacemaker between the Thrall

and ourselves. Yes, I know things are hunky-dory at the moment, but you can’t be

too careful. The Thrall have been doing this for thousands of years. They always

like to keep a Chosen One in reserve, just in case.”  


