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The old wizard was adamant. “It works, I’m telling you. There’s no doubt about it.

I’ve used the spell successfully on over a hundred rabbits.”

I was skeptical, but if there was even the slightest chance… “You’re telling me all

those rabbits turned into females? So where are they now?”

“They’ve all been sold. They were perfectly normal rabbits, my boy. There was no

reason not to use them for some other purpose.” The wizard smacked his lips and

returned to the massive book of magic he’d been perusing: more than a thousand

spells, curses and incantations that he himself had compiled—the fruits of a long

career spent studying the Dark Arts. “They didn’t just ‘turn into females’, by the

way. If the rabbit was a buck, it became a doe—a female rabbit. If it was already a

doe, it turned into a buck—a male rabbit. Elementary.”

I left the old man alone, leafing through his book and muttering under his breath.

The dude was probably well on the way to senility-ville, but if he was right about

that spell I couldn’t afford not to give it a try. I’d been fantasizing about just such

a thing ever since I was ten years old and sneaking clothes out of my sister’s room

while she was out of the house. As his manservant—or as Santorius himself was

fond of calling me, his flunky—I’d have plenty of time after he’d gone to bed.

~

I didn’t have to sneak into the man’s study; it was my sworn duty to dust the room

every night, as the shelves were jammed with old books and silverfish seemed to

be particularly drawn to magical tomes. I did that first, along with other chores,

then returned to the study and opened the huge book that occupied its own lectern

facing the strange heptagram inscribed high upon one wall. The spell was easy to

find, as I’d memorized the page number that afternoon.

It was written in Archaic Latin, of course, along with everything else in the book,

but as Philology had always been my favorite subject in college I had no difficulty

reading the text. Pronouncing it was another matter. It took me at least an hour and

two dozen tries at the tongue-twisting paragraph before magic finally budged off

the page. When it did, I heard a fierce crackling sound, the heptagram began to

glow, and then a beam of concentrated energy—like something out of Star Trek—

shot out of the symbol and struck me square in the chest.

I stumbled back, more in shock than anything else because the beam made no real

impact on me. I felt a brief tingling throughout my body, then nothing.
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The heptagram faded back to its original matte surface. I quickly closed the book

and got the hell out of there. The senile old fool! His fancy spell was a dud.

~

I confronted Santorius the next day, over breakfast, thinking to embarrass him—a

small payback for getting my hopes up. “So you sold the rabbits, but where are all

those rabbit ‘skinsuits’ you mentioned?” Inside, I was laughing in his face. “You

must have a whole mess of them piled up someplace.”

He chuckled. “Nothing goes to waste around here, young flunky. I had them made

into a lovely rabbit-fur stroller coat for my long-suffering wife.”

“Riiiight. In other words, there’s no evidence the spell works at all. I take it you’re

not planning to publish your findings anytime soon.”

“All in good time. I’m awaiting clearance from the college Board of Ethics to

conduct a human trial.” He frowned and leveled a bony finger at me. “I know

what you’re thinking. If I’m so damn sure it works, why not use it on myself?

Well, I would. The problem is, I’m too old. Once the body gets past a certain age

its cellular structure is too weak to withstand the pressure of magical deformation.

I had a few older rabbits explode on me. Not something I’d care to repeat with a

human being—much less myself.”

Christ, the bastard was annoying—prattling away like any of his mumbo-jumbo

actually worked! I had to take him down a peg. “Yeah, well—what if I were to tell

you that spell isn’t worth beans? It doesn’t work, at least on people.”

Heavy brows furrowed. “How could you possibly know that?”

I backed away from the table. “Because I cast it on myself, that’s how. Last night.”

“Did you now?” Ponderously, he climbed to his feet. “How do you feel, lad?”

“Perfectly normal! After I pronounced the words right, your heptagram started

glowing and a beam came out and hit me in the chest, and then nothing happened

and I feel fine. Sorry to disappoint, but I’m still me.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure.” Santorius beckoned me to him. Reluctantly, I sidled over.

He spun me around and peered at the back of my neck. “Just as I—hold still, boy.”

His finger pressed against my spine, then pushed—hard. I felt something snap.

Abruptly, nerves began firing all over my body. “What did you do?”

He took me by the shoulders and marched me out of the room. “Let’s get you

upstairs. It’s imperative that no one sees this.”

“Sees what?” We reached the foyer and started up the long curving staircase to the

second floor. Halfway up, my muscles began to spasm.
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The wizard steered me into the first room we came to. “This was my daughter’s

bedroom,” he said. “She got married years ago, but left some of her things here—

clothing and whatnot. You’re going to need them.”

By this time I could barely walk. He helped me onto the brightly canopied bed,

then set to removing my clothing. I tried to speak, but couldn’t.

He cupped my face in his withered hands and spoke gently. “The spell is working,

all right? Exactly as it should. The release is triggered by a firm press to the top of

the spine. It’s simple enough, once you’ve done it once or twice.”

My breath quickened. My body felt horribly, sickeningly wrong, as though I was

shrinking inside my own skin. It felt a bit like drowning, only I could still breathe.

No—no, it wasn’t like that at all. It was like nothing else on earth.

Santorius sat back. “You have to do this yourself. It’s the only way you’ll learn.

All right?” He brought my hands together. “Grip one hand with the other, then

pull. It’s like removing a glove… That’s right.”

I almost lost my breakfast when the flesh on my arm began sliding off. It wasn’t

just the skin; what moved was a thick layer composed of the skin and a certain

amount of the underlying flesh. It came off like a long opera glove, taking the top

of my shoulder with it. “Now the other one,” Santorius murmured.

With a sickening slurp, both arms popped free; first one, then the other. I was

almost afraid to look, but what emerged were normal arms—as opposed to bones

or tentacles or whatever—albeit slightly thinner and hairless. The sleeves fell to

my sides and I flexed my new hands in wonder. They were slim, with longish

fingernails; almost feminine in appearance. “Keep going,” the wizard said.

I felt a cold breeze as the gap widened down my back. Fear stabbed through me.

Santorius touched the back of my neck. “Place your fingers here… that’s right.

Get a grip on the loose skin… good. Now pull—up and over!”

I must’ve trusted the man to do what I did, which was to yank my own effing skin

off of my head. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt at all. It was, as I was slowly realizing,

the headpiece of a ‘skinsuit’ I was wearing. It fell free and flopped forward, with

the rest of the torso following suit. Sizeable breasts sprang into view on my chest.

My waist was visibly narrower. I gave my head a quick shake and was doubly

shocked to feel a mass of long hair descend upon my back and shoulders.

“Well done!” The wizard clapped his hands. “All right, now stand up and work the

skinsuit down your hips. I imagine it’s like wiggling out of a tight girdle.”

I did so, then just as quickly sat back down. I could see where this was going. The

skin slurped down my legs, like teflon jelly, and I popped my feet free of it.
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My mind reeled as I staggered to my feet. Oh god—I was female!

“I did warn you,” Santorius said, staring at me with undisguised interest. “Don’t

mess around with my book of spells—didn’t I say that? I’m sure I did. Just like I

told you that particular spell was the real deal.”

I finally found my voice, and it was every bit as high-pitched and feminine as one

might expect by looking at me. “But… I thought—wasn’t it supposed to create a

female skinsuit? Something I could put on whenev—”

The wizard shook his whiskers. “It causes a full gender transformation. For a man,

it turns the surface of your body into a male skinsuit—one you can put on or take

off at will, as you just did. You’re now female, but should you wish to be your old

male self again, simply put the skinsuit back on.”

I stared at my naked body in the vanity mirror. “But, would I actually be a man

again? Or would I just be a woman wearing a male skinsuit?”

Santorius looked thoughtful. “I’m not sure there’s much difference. The skinsuit is

a true emulation, perfect in every detail. But I suppose deep down you would still

be female. Perhaps that’s one for the philosophers.” He stood up. “I’ll give you

some space. There’s underwear in the dresser drawers—no pun intended—and

dresses and such in the closet. Take whatever you like; my daughter won’t mind.”

He left me alone, my mind still thoroughly blown. I curled up on the bedspread,

my face in my hands. Everything that had once made me me—thoughts, feelings,

memories—was a sick mess; my soul coming apart at the seams. I felt like crying,

and maybe I did. My sense of the passage of time went all fuzzy, like in a dream.

I may even have slept; it was hard to tell.
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Upon my return to awareness, I immediately felt that

something had changed. The curtains were drawn, the

wan light falling on the carpet hadn’t changed, the sun

was still high in the sky. My thoughts were still blurred,

but I soon realized the change was all in my head.

I sat up, feeling curiously at ease. There was no question

I was a woman, yet that was more or less as it should be.

It seemed that while I slept, I had somehow adapted to

my new form. It felt as if I’d been female all my life.

Amazing. I went to the old bureau and worked my way

down, one drawer at a time. I sifted through masses of

lingerie and chose a bra and panties, charcoal pantyhose

and a black full slip, donning each item as though this

was something I did every day. I’d worn ladies’

underwear before, of course, but never like this—on a

female body where such garments were right at home.

I opened the closet, pondering my new look. I’d often

dreamed of wearing a little black dress and this was my

chance. My prayers did not go unanswered: of course a

wizard’s daughter would own such a dress—several in

fact. I chose one just long enough to cover my slip, and

stepped into it while eyeing my reflection in the mirror.

I had no sense that I was doing something wrong.

Far from it: I was no longer cross-dressing, I was

simply wearing the clothes appropriate for my age

and gender. The relief was almost painfully intense.

My figure seemed to be a good match for the dress’s

original owner; the zipper flowed up my back. It felt

just right, like the dress Goldilocks might have worn

if the three bears were into ladies wear. I straightened

a hem that didn’t quite reach my knees, and also took

note of the necklace that now graced my chest: a gold

chain with a small heart-shaped pendant, made of some

semi-translucent stone. It certainly hadn’t been there

before, immediately following my transformation.

Someone must have placed it there while I slept.

Who on earth would do such a thing? Only then

did I notice that my male skinsuit had vanished.
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I brushed my hair and went downstairs. I found Santorius in his study, penning an

addendum to the spell I’d cast on myself. “Ah, there you are,” he said, eyeing me

with obvious lust. “My lovely new assistant. Makes me wonder why I didn’t start

hiring girl flunkies years ago. Do you have a name?”

“Vanessa.” That was the name I’d given myself the first time I put on the cocktail

dress that my sister often wore for parties. I plucked at the red stone that hovered

over my cleavage. “What is this? Did you put it on me?”

The old man smiled. “It belonged to my wife. Perhaps she considered it fair trade

for what she took of yours.”

It took me a moment, but I got there. “She took my skinsuit? Why?”

“And your clothes.” He rolled his eyes. “To wear them, of course. She popped in

to bid me farewell an hour ago, and then ‘you’ traipsed right out that door.”

I nearly fell off my stiletto pumps. “You mean she left—for good?” Which would

mean, of course, that I was stuck being a woman for, like, ever. Oddly enough the

thought didn’t bother me too much. There’s nothing wrong with being female.

“I certainly hope not.” He scratched his beard. “She often expressed great

curiosity about what life is like for a man—wearing pants instead of a long skirt,

walking in comfortable shoes, going without makeup, not having to worry about

her hair, that sort of thing. Of course, most women can dress as they please these

days, but there are certain norms a wizard’s wife is expected to follow.”

“So she disguised herself as me and, what—set off to paint the town red?”

He chuckled. “It’s not really a disguise, is it? At the moment, she’s just as much

you as you are Vanessa. Not even an x-ray could tell the difference.”
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I stopped to let that sink in. I’d only met the lady once, but she could definitely be

described as someone not to be messed with. With a male body, however weedy,

she wouldn’t put up with anybody’s crap. I could easily imagine her flipping off

some hulk in a seedy tavern and getting her face rearranged. That didn’t exactly

make me anxious to reclaim the skinsuit anytime soon.

I crossed my arms and humphed. “So what I am supposed to do now?”

“You’re still my assistant, aren’t you? I suggest you get busy and assist.”

True enough, I mused. It’s not like the entire world changes course when you turn

into a woman. I sighed. “What do you wish me to dust first, sir? This room?”

“I’m glad you asked.” Santorius stood up and looked me over, front and back.

“What I’m most curious to discover—scientifically speaking—is just how female

you are. It’s for the paper I’m writing, you understand.”

“Okaaay…” I bit my lip. I was pretty darn female, no doubt about that, and the

changes went a lot deeper than my physical body. Frankly, I was just as curious as

the wizard seemed to be. “What did you have in mind?”

He snapped his fingers and pointed. “Sex!”

I took a step back, suddenly all too aware that two thin layers of satin and nylon

represented my last line of defense against the outside world—and certain tubular

objects therein. “Uhm, sir? I think we should keep our relationship strictly to a

business level, don’t you? Besides which, you’re married.” Yeah, to a woman who

couldn’t wait to turn herself into a guy and wander off to raise a little hell.

“Not with me, you dolt.” For a moment he looked thoughtful, then shook his head.

“What we need to do is put you into a traditional romantic situation with some

ripped young stud and see if nature takes its course. If you find yourself reacting

as would a woman born, then we’ve got our answer.”

I wet my lips, already tempted. “I’m not so sure I’m on side with being the bait for

an experiment in human sexuality.” But at the same time I could feel my nipples

stiffen and my pulse begin to race. The thought of tall, dark and handsome—and

ripped—sweeping me into his arms, male lips pressing on mine, calloused hands

caressing my womanly bits… I swallowed hard. Then again, a girl has to at least

try to play hard to get or people might get the wrong idea.

“I’d be willing to list you on the paper as co-author,” Santorius said. “That would

be quite the feather in your cap, for someone fresh—”

“Done!” And I fled the room before anyone could change my mind.

~
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Craig was a post-grad at the college, working for one of the other professors in the

Faculty of Magic. His area of interest was ancient curses, and during lulls in the

conversation he seemed fond of muttering them under his breath. He wasn’t

exactly what I’d call tall, dark and handsome, or ripped, but my female libido

soon decided he wasn’t half bad. He was, at least, quite a bit taller than me, with

curly brown hair and a physique that suggested he wasn’t averse to field work.

He took me to dinner and talked mostly about himself and his supervisor’s work,

which was fine by me because I didn’t want to have to make up a bunch of fake

personal details. In any case, curses are pretty interesting; every one of them

seems to have a story that goes with. It didn’t occur to me until later that Craig

might have sent one of the sneaky little things my way; something along the lines

of a Hell Bent For Sex spell. It would certainly explain a lot.

By the time we got back to his place, I was more than ready to get naked—all the 

name of science, of course, as well as a plum 

citation in one of the top journals. I had my 

blouse off before he was done pouring the 

drinks. I stood before him clad only in bra, 

half-slip and heels, and made him an offer 

he sure as heck wasn’t about to refuse.

“I wouldn’t do this for just any guy,” I told 

him, once his eyes had stopped bugging out. 

“I feel a real connection here. I think this 

relationship has a chance to go places.”

Apparently that’s the story we gals have to 

tell ourselves before we climb into some 

dude’s bed: that we are special to him, 

that it’s not just sex, that it really could 

lead to marriage and a baby carriage. I 

wasn’t looking for any of that, but you 

have to play the hand you’re dealt.

“Couldn’t agree more,” he said with a

smirk, probably thinking about the spell 

he’d cast. I think I knew what he was

doing at the time, but I no longer cared. 

My libido had long since gone rogue.

We drained our glasses and moved the 

party into his bedroom. I dropped my

slip and he did the same with his pants.
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“I see you came armed and dangerous,” I said, caressing the bulge in his boxers.

“Slain any good dragons lately?” I’d been female for less than a day, yet I sensed

the value of praising a man’s lance. Lovemaking, between a man and a woman, is

somewhat like a jousting match, in which only one party is packing heat. As the

female, it was my duty to accept into my body whatever was on offer and make

like it was the greatest thing ever. I’d never done it before, but I was ready.

In spite of resorting to a lust spell, Craig didn’t skimp on the foreplay. The girl in

me was impressed. He was suitably attentive to my lips and breasts, and I thrilled

when he ran his fingers through my hair. I wouldn’t have guessed as much, but it

made me feel as though I was baring my soul to the guy. I wasn’t, of course, since

I had conspicuously failed to mention that he and I once had a lot more in

common than just our choice of careers. Even so, what he was doing made me feel

deliciously exposed and vulnerable—and ever so feminine.

I laughed when he laddered my pantyhose, trying to pull them off my legs. So like

a man. They don’t care about clothing the way we ladies do. Still, I didn’t mind all

that much; it’s not like I actually paid for the item. He managed to remove my

panties without incident, while I pulled down his undies and freed the one-eyed

monster. Like a snake it danced before my eyes, swaying seductively, as though

daring me to make the first move. All I could do was stare. It didn’t seem possible

that such a behemoth had ever been part of my own body.

Tentatively, I wrapped my fingers around the shaft, remembering to take it slow.

These things have a way of blowing up in your face if you don’t handle them just

right. A strong hand found my breast, male lips sank into mine and our tongues

danced the samba. In that manner we pleasured each other for a long time.

All good things, as they say. When he pressed himself into my womanhood for the

first time—it hurt. Pain and pleasure, in equal measure. But it got better, and my

body fell into a rhythm over which I had no control. In the end I did climax—

shortly after he did, sending a burst of warmth deep into my abdomen.

I suppose that’s when I truly became a woman. Once a man has expended himself

inside you in the way only a man can, there’s really no going back.

When I reported in, the wizard was more than pleased. The Board of Ethics had

approved his request for further human trials. “We need more data, my dear. A lot

more. You’re going to be one busy girl over the next few weeks.”

Santorius had already spoken to his colleagues about passing me on to their post-

docs, and he’d also put out a call for more volunteers. He felt the campus’ cross-

dressing group—poorly disguised as a dramatic society—would be a rich source,

and he told me to present myself to them as Exhibit A. Fish in a barrel time.
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~

A month later I found myself sneaking back into the old man’s study. It was the

middle of the night and I was hellishly tired of being the subject of this particular

sexual experiment.

The heptagram incised in the wall gazed balefully upon Santorius’s big book of

forbidden spells, as though it too disapproved of the subject matter. I found the

now-familiar spell easily enough, relieved that it hadn’t been torn out. The arcane

words tripped easily off my tongue, although they sounded rather different when

spoken in a mellifluous soprano.

A crackling sound erupted from the air, the heptagram glowed red, and once more

that laser-like beam of energy struck me in the chest. I was ready for it this time,

and did not flinch. As the tingling in my body faded I closed the book and stole

from the room, leaving it just as I’d found it.

I returned to the bedroom I had made my own. The wizard’s wife had returned

from the town days ago, somewhat bloodied, but informing me that she saw no

reason to return the skinsuit because her husband’s research required that I remain

female. Check and mate—or was it? Casting the spell for a second time would, I

hoped, transform my exterior into a female skinsuit and recreate my old body

underneath. Fingers crossed, I quickly undressed.

Lifting my long hair, I found the sweet spot on the back of my neck. I pressed it

hard and felt my body begin to change. It was working! My skin slackened, then

parted at the neck, and I began the slow process of removing it. What I saw

through the gap wasn’t female, as there was body hair in abundance—too much,

in fact. I popped my face free of the headpiece and clawed the skinsuit down to

my waist. My chest was reassuringly flat, but it was thick with hair—far more

than before. In fact, it more closely resembled fur…

My gaze flew to the mirror. Oh God—I was an beast! My head furred, my face

snouted with flat nostrils, my eyes mere catlike slits… I’d become male again,

decidedly so, as a check of my crotch confirmed, but at what cost? I’d turned into

some sort of proto-humanoid, straight out of one million years B.C.

It took but a moment to decide: I couldn’t live like this—like a freak culled from

the depths of pre-history. I’d wind up in a zoo, if not worse. Seconds later I was

pulling the female headpiece back over my head. I felt the seam close across my

spine, knowing then that I would never allow it to open again.

As Vanessa, I slipped into a nightgown, brushed my hair and went to bed. Now

alone in the dark, I could not avoid thinking about what I’d become: beauty on the

outside, a beast on the inside. I pitied the next man who dared take me to bed.  



~ 11 ~


