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With a glint in her eye, Trudy eyed the girl who

lay sprawled on the rug. “Well, well… what do

you know—the regression worked! And just as

I always suspected, my big strong husband was

a dainty little lady in his past life. Most of your

past lives, to judge by how quickly you switched

gender. The spell I used on you wasn’t all that

powerful or sophisticated, you realize. It’s like

your whole body was just itching to return to its

natural state: young, pretty and female.” Trudy

chuckled, lounging back in her seat. “So this is

the real Brendan, eh? Well, I can’t very well call

you that anymore. What’s your name, sweetie?”

The girl blinked a few times, as though she was

just waking up. “Uhm… I remember a bunch of

girl names, but most recently people were calling

me Hannah. I—I think I was a teenage girl in the

Sixties. The last year I remember was ‘75. I guess

I must’a got killed somehow. It’s all pretty fuzzy.”

Trudy sighed. “In other words, you died just in the

nick of time to get yourself reborn as the man I

married. It’s just my luck to get stuck with a guy

who should have been born female. To be honest,

though, it showed; you were a major league wuss.

I dunno how many lives you’ve had, but I bet you

were a girl in at least nine out of ten of them.” She

laughed. “You’re the math whiz, babe: just think of

this transformation as a ‘regression to the mean’.”

Hannah did her best to shrug within the ropes that

bound her shoulders. “Okay, I get it. If you believe

in all this ‘past life’ shtick—which I do not—then

going by the law of averages, I’d be most likely to

be born a girl. Like, whatever. So would you mind

changing me back now? It’s been fun, but I don’t

want to be a blonde chick for the rest of my life.”
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Trudy ran a hand through her short dark curls. “I don’t blame you. Nobody takes blondes

seriously, least of all a twinkie as naïve as you obviously are. You got it tough.”

“I guess I deserve that—this whole bondage thing being my idea. So how about untying

me now? My feet are numb and there’s a bra strap digging into my back.”

“Oh, I’ll untie you; no problem there. But as for that other thing—no can do, McGoo. The

spell I cast was a one-way trip into your personal past; it cannot be undone. Reality itself

has been rejigged to give you the body you wore in your last incarnation: a sweet blonde

girl in her mid-twenties. Don’t ask me what happened to Brendan, but in this reality you

were born—oh, sometime in the mid-90s.” She glanced around the living room of the

house they’d bought only months before. “As for what you’re doing here…” She grinned.

“My spidey sense tells me that you, young lady, are renting my basement suite. I haven’t

the foggiest if you’re attending university or working downtown in retail or what have you.

You’ll have to figure that out for yourself.”

Hannah looked shocked. “Are you serious? We’re over? You’re cutting me loose?”

“Yes, literally—as soon as I grab a knife. Also figuratively.” She stepped into the kitchen.

Her voice echoed back. “I did love you—still do, I suppose—but you were always, well…

a bit too passive for my liking. It never felt right. A man should be more—maybe

‘forceful’ is the right word, although I’m not talking about sexual assault or anything so

crude as that. More confident.” She returned with a blunt paring knife. “And yet, I’m the

one up here with the sharp thingie, and you’re down there all tied-up and helpless.”

“Not by choice.” After being freed Hannah climbed to her feet, rubbing her wrists.

“Sure it was. Your idea to get tied up, remember?” She returned the knife to its drawer.

“Not to be turned into a girl!” She stamped her foot angrily.

“You didn’t object to the past-life spell. In fact, I clearly recall you saying ‘bring it on’.”

“Yeah, because I didn’t think you could actually do it!” She pawed at her hair and drew it

back. “Even if it worked, I figured I’d turn into a prince, or a Roman centurion, or maybe

some poor sap who got machine-gunned on the Western Front in World War One.”

Trudy laughed. “You thought of yourself as a male hero? I can’t imagine why, given you

were five-eight and a hundred-thirty pounds, and absolutely terrified of spiders. And mice.

And goats—because they bite—and large dogs. The list goes on.”

“You made your point. Are you gonna turn me back or not?”

“How blonde are you? I already told you, I can’t. The spell isn’t reversible. You and I are

the only people who remember who you were. Everybody else on the planet thinks you’ve

always been the sweet but somewhat dim-witted Hannah. Even your parents.”

The girl looked horrified. “Mom and Dad know? They know I’m a girl?”
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Trudy rolled her eyes. “Gawd. Don’t you listen? As far as they’re concerned, you were

always a girl. Your mom helped get you fitted for your first bra, when you were eleven or

twelve. You dad threatened to pulverize the first boy you dated, if he got fresh.”

Hannah sank onto the couch, automatically smoothing her skirt beneath her. “This is just…

unbelievable. I’m a woman now? For the rest of my life?” She looked up pleadingly.

Trudy put her arm around the girl’s shoulders. “It’s not so bad. If you’ve gotta be female, at

least you’re cute. That’s a good thing, isn’t it?” Hannah just shrugged. Trudy turned and

plucked a sheet of parchment from the sofa table. “Tell ya what. Here’s the spell I cast on

you. Go ahead and cast it on me. I’ve got it coming, don’t I? Fair is fair.”

Hannah inspected the scroll. “Really? You wouldn’t mind?” She glanced up. “I mean, you

sounded pretty down on blondes. Now you’re okay with being one?”

Trudy smiled. “It’s a regression spell, sweetie. If that’s what I was in my previous life, then

that’s what I shall be again—happily and without regrets. Cast the spell.”

“Well… okay.” She read through the text, which was written in an arcane language with no

relation whatsoever to English, yet the words were nonetheless easy to pronounce. Slowly,

she spoke the incantation out loud, aiming it toward Trudy as she did so.

Trudy’s eyes rolled back into her head. Her body sagged, then slid off the couch onto the

floor, writhing as it did so. The scroll dropped from Hannah’s hand and vanished in a puff

of smoke. She leapt up and stared, as the air itself over Trudy’s body flickered like waves

in a pond—then seemed to stretch in three dimensions at once. Hannah squeezed her eyes

shut, and when she opened them a moment later—he was there.

The man sat up, grinning. He was tall, no less than six-three, with a shock of dark curly

hair. He was also well-muscled and flat-out handsome. “Thanks, babe. As you may have

guessed, my natural state is male. The name’s Ralph.” He came to his feet.

Hannah looked flustered. “I don’t understand. You’re not Trudy anymore?”

“Nope. I’m a dude, a few years older than you. In fact…” He drew the blonde girl to him.

“My spidey sense tells me that you and I are man and wife, only this time you’re the wife.

Also, you no longer live in the basement. We’ve got a nice big bed waiting for us in the

next room.” He kissed the young blonde. Their eyes met, and their second kiss lasted much

longer. “Hope I’m not outta line here, but what say we introduce my manhood to your girly

bits? I’m pretty sure the honeymoon ain’t over yet.” He winked.

Hannah’s mouth twitched into a sly smile. “I was just thinking the same thing.”

Ralph had been a Marine in his former life, and he did his old self proud. During her third

climax of the night, Hannah finally got it through her head that being a girl was truly what

she was meant to be. And they lived, as one might expect, happily ever after.  


