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Amanda HawkinsFamily Means Forever: A forbidden rite leads to a lifetime of womanhood…
Patricia had to smile. Not only did her ‘daughter’

look like she herself had on her wedding day—so

long ago, she could hardly bear to think of it—

the girl had her wedding jitters down pat as well.

“Pish-posh,” she said, “you look lovely. The

beauticians did a wonderful job, don’t you think?

You look exactly like I did. You’re going to make

the most beautiful bride.”

“Yeah… I’m kinda having second thoughts about

that too.” The girl flicked her hair back and ran a

hand down the tummy of her girdle. “I know I

said I’d help you restage your wedding, but gee

whiz—did it have to be me taking your place as

the bride? Don’t you think that’s a bit much?”

“Well, your father and I can’t do it. I’m too old

and he’s dead. Twenty years is a long time, you

know; I simply don’t look the part any more.”

“Yeah, but… people are gonna know this is me!

What am I supposed to tell my buds? ‘Yo dude,

do anything fun this summer?’ And I’ll say, like,

‘Oh yeah, big fun. I was the bride at my mother’s

wedding.’ C’mon, seriously?”

“Don’t forget the honeymoon, dear. Two glorious

weeks at the Redwood Grove Inn in Napa Valley.

I’ll be in the cottage next to yours, but I promise

you—you’ll never know I’m there.”
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“Hey, you didn’t mention that before!” The girl spun away from the

mirror. “You want me to go on holiday—? Like this—? With that

actor you dug up? For two freaking weeks? No way, not a chance!”

Patricia was impressed. In spite of her agitated state, the girl still

spoke in the feminine voice she’d been trained to emulate these past

few weeks. That voice coach was worth every penny—not to

mention the hypnotherapist. “Calm down, sweetheart. Let me just

say this: when I was your age, my friends always called me ‘Trish’.

So that’s what I’m going to call you now, okay? Trish.”

The girl blinked, then seemed to relax. “Ohhh, yeah. I’m Trish.”

“Yes you are. That’s why you want to be the bride in this wedding,

right? The fact that you’re my son is neither here nor there.”

She giggled. “Gawd, Mum, what difference does that make? I look

like a pretty girl and that’s all that matters, right?”

“Exactly. By the way, that ‘actor’ you mentioned—he isn’t only an

actor, you know. He’s the spitting image of your father, back in the

day. Also, he’s gay and he has a bit of a ‘thing’ for shemales. So

everything’s just fine.” She stroked her daughter’s hair. “We even

managed to find the son of the pastor from twenty years ago, who is

also an ordained minister. Everything will be exactly as it was.”

The girl clapped her hands. “Goody! I bet no one will be able to tell

the difference between your wedding photos and mine.”

Patricia flashed a grim smile. “Not if I can help it. Now, darling, you

have been practicing my handwriting, haven’t you? Like I showed

you? A hundred ‘Patricia Evelyn Cartwright’s a day?”

“Oh, yes. I can sign your name, easy-peasy. First my old name,” she

recited, “then my new name. So it’s all nice and legal.”

“So the lawyer tells me.” She gave one of the girl’s breasts a quick

squeeze. “The glue seems to have set, so we’re good to go. Let’s get

you all dressed up, shall we?”

Half an hour later, Trish was wearing the silvertone wedding dress

Patricia had been married in, and the hair stylist was raving about

how much the bride-to-be resembled

her mother. “It’s uncanny,” she said.

At the church, Trish met the groom 

for her first time as a woman. With a 

smile on her face, the girl recited her 

vows, presented her lips for a quite 

passionate kiss, signed the necessary 

papers, and promenaded down the 

aisle as the wife of the man she had 

just legally married. Patricia clapped 

her hands and shared her daughter’s 

joy. The plan was right on schedule.

~

Late that evening, after a three-hour 

limo ride to the Napa Valley, Patricia 

watched as the happy couple toasted 

one another with champagne on the 

porch of their cottage, then retired 

to what was about to become their 

marriage bed. She got busy chalking 

a five-pronged polygon on the floor 

of her own cottage. Then came a

ring of candles and the incantation.
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It wasn’t long before she could hear, through the open window and

the narrow gap between cottages, the drawn-out moans of a woman

being pleasured. She smiled. It wouldn’t be long now. Within the

inscribed bounds of the pentagram, a golden mist was gathering.

The cries, both female and male, reached a crescendo. At last a soft

voice spoke: “Ohh, Derrick. That was wonderful.” This was the sign

that, figuratively speaking, Trish had just become a woman. It was

time to make that fact literal. Patricia chanted the final words of the

spell. The mist seemed to explode upward, then vanished.

She heard Trish gasp. “Derrick? What’s—?” Followed by a shriek.

Patricia laughed out loud. Her son was such a girl! Always had been

and—now—always would be.

Moments later, the door to the other cottage banged open. Footsteps,

then frantic knocking on her own door. “Mum? Are you there?” And

when Patricia opened the door: “Oh my gawd—Mum, something’s

wrong with Derrick! He’s gone all slack-jawed and weird-looking.”

She helped her daughter to a seat. “Don’t worry, everything’s going

to be fine. The man will be right as rain in a few minutes.”

Trish took in the chalk pentagram and the ring of flickering candles.

In horror, she stared at Patricia. “Mum—what did you do?”

“Calm down, princess. It’s only a bit of spellcraft; nothing demonic.

This might seem a little extreme to you, but it was the only way to

bring him back.” She gazed into the girl’s wide eyes. “I’m talking

about your father, dear. I brought him back from the dead.”

“What? But—” Her mouth opened and closed. “It’s been five years!

How could—?” She shook her head. “What’s that got to do with

Derrick? He’s spaced-out, drooling all over the place…”

“He’s the vehicle, sweetie. I needed a male body with a similar look

and size. Once your father’s spirit has fully fused with that ‘actor’,

he’ll be back with us again! Won’t that be wonderful?”

Trish rocked back and forth. “This… can’t be happening.”

“Done and dusted, dear. It’s all over but the shouting. By the way, as

a by-product of the spell, you’re now a real woman.”

“Say what?” The girl lifted her nightgown and checked herself. “Oh

my lord… it’s gone!” She began quivering. “I’m female!”

“Of course you are. Everything had to be exactly as it was back

then: the wedding itself, the honeymoon, a groom who looked just

like my darling George. And someone to look and act just like me,

right down to being female. When Derrick popped your cherry and

consummated the marriage—that was the final piece of the spell.”

Trish was half bent-over, clutching her stomach. “You mean to tell

me, you sacrificed your son’s manhood just to cast a spell?”

Patricia snorted. “Really? Your manhood? Is that what you called it?

Not much of a loss, if you ask me.” She stood up. “But yes, if that’s

what it took to bring your father back…” She stepped over to the

pentagram. “It’s a small price to pay.” She consulted the Big Book of

Magic, still open to the spell she’d cast, and checked her watch.

“Besides,” she added, “it’s not like you actually mind being turned

into a woman, right? Trish.”

The girl’s eyes glazed over. “Ohh, right. I’m totally okay with being

a woman.” She brightened. “Come to think of it, this is kinda what I

always wanted. Thanks, Mum!”

“You’re welcome, dear.” She glanced out the window. The cottage

next-door was dark. “I wonder what’s keeping your father?”
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“It felt so nice,” Trish said, “when he stuck himself inside and made

me a woman. And then, the next thing I know, I turn into a woman

for reals, and that was like—wow!” She rolled her eyes.

Patricia did the same. “He’s mine, you know. He might look like the

man you married, but he’s not Derrick anymore. He’s George—so

hands off.” She snapped the spellbook shut.

Trish pouted. “But he still looks like Derrick, even if he is all slack-

jawed, spaced-out and drooling.”

“Nope, he looks like George now. The spell made sure of that.” She

moved toward the front door. “Don’t worry, I’ll find you some other

man to marry. Shouldn’t be difficult; you’re very pretty. And now

that you’re actually female, well… trust me, they’ll be lining up.”

She opened the door—and screamed. “Pa-trish-a,” the thing five-

years-dead said, “dar-ling.” The door slammed shut. Patricia leaned

against it, hyperventilating. Something rapped on the outside.

Trish ran over. “Ohmigod, was that thing—Daddy?”

Patricia threw the bolt. “Five years dead,” she muttered. “What was

I thinking?” She hugged her daughter and they staggered away from

the door. “I’m sorry, pumpkin. I really thought this would work.”

The cottage echoed with the meaty thud of fists on hard wood.

Trish looked horrified. “What does he want?”

Patricia opened the Big Book of Magic. “Unfortunately… he wants

me. The spell made sure of that.” She flashed a grim smile. “I didn’t

want any competition. I thought he’d be a young man, and with you

being so young and pretty… ah, well. Water under the bridge.” The

spell she’d used before was marked. She quickly read through it.

The banging intensified. “Hurry, Mum.”

“Working on it. I think… there might be a way to reverse the spell.

There’s a cost, of course, but ain’t that always the way.” She hefted

the book and moved toward the star-shaped sigil. Her eyes strayed

back to Trish. “All I ever wanted, sweetheart, was for the three of us

to be together again, as a family. I hope—” She fought for her next

breath. “I hope that’s what you’ll remember… about me.”

“Mum?”

Patricia stepped inside the chalked pentagram. In a flat voice, she

recited the final part of the resurrection spell, reversing two of the

words. The golden mist flooded back, quickly filling the inscribed

bounds of the polygon. The book fell to the floor, Patricia vanished

from view—and then the mist exploded into a fountain of gleaming

fire, noteworthy as much for its beauty as its utter silence.

A thick gust of air extinguished the candles, plunging the cottage

into darkness. At the same time, the banging on the door ceased.

By the time Trish fumbled her way to a switch, flooding the room

with civilized light, Patricia was gone. So too was the pentagram,

erased as though it had never existed.

~

Morning returned to the redwood forest, finding Trish huddled in

her mother’s bedroom, lights blazing to banish the night. Nervously,

she opened the front door and, finding no one there, stepped next-

door to the cottage she had all too briefly shared with her husband. It

too was empty. She wasted no time in packing their belongings, and

then fleeing this awful—yet scenic—getaway in the woods.

For her, the Napa Valley would hold no pleasant memories.
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Amongst her luggage were two items that her mind refused to think

about: a pair of crystalline figurines, one resembling her mother,

found within the circle of guttered candles; the other a close match

for her father in his prime, which she’d nearly tripped over on the

front porch of Patricia’s cottage. She’d wrapped them in plastic bags

and, upon returning home, stuck them in an old suitcase in the back

of a storage closet. There they would remain, for as long as it took

for Trish to marry, raise her children, pursue a career in human

resources, sadly watch as her husband succumbed to the ravages of

a disease best left unnamed, and finally see her son and daughter off

into the world as fully fledged adults. It was a good life.

Now alone with her memories, her thoughts strayed to her brief first

marriage and those terrible events from long ago. Trish recalled the

strange statuettes, and wondered once more—as she had that first

morning—where they could possibly have come from.

So she dug them out of the closet, set them on the coffee table in her

living room, and sat back to contemplate their existence. After a few

minutes, she picked up the finely-chiseled figurine of her mother.

Her features were perfectly rendered, reflecting the image Trish now

saw in her own mirror. It came as no surprise that she herself had

become the spitting image of her mother on that fateful day; that,

after all, had been Patricia’s intention all along. But Trish had long

since made peace with her womanhood, and lost any resentment she

might have once had about how she came to be female.

I’m so happy to hear that, sweetheart. I prayed for the day.

Trish sat bolt upright, the statuette still in hand. “Mum?”

It’s me, love. It’s your mom. I’m so proud, the way things turned out

for you. You’ve been a wonderful mother to your lovely children.

Trish stared at the nine-inch statue. Was her mother’s spirit captured

inside? Or was it some sort of conduit to the afterlife, wherever the

hell that might be? Either way—wow. On impulse, she picked up the

statue of her father, holding it in her other hand. “Mum? Is he here

too? Can Dad hear us?”

He’s here. We’ve been together since that day, as the spell ensured.

Hi, kiddo. The voice in her head was distinctly masculine. Can’t say

I’m overly thrilled to see my boy grow up and turn into his mother,

but, well… you’re a fine woman, son. A chip off her block.

Don’t start, George, Patricia said. We’ve been through this.

I know, I know. It’s just, you know, a father always hopes his son will

grow up to follow in his footsteps and maybe play first base for the

Mets—not wear makeup, a dress and high heels; marry a man, give

birth, and join the League of Women Voters. But it’s all good.

Trish held the two figurines in her lap, sat back and closed her eyes.

For a long time they talked. Tears were shed and joy blossomed in

her heart—because they were together again, she and her parents.

And one day, she knew, her own children—once they stopped

calling her a crazy old lady and heard the voices for themselves—

would join the conversation. The whole family would be together.

That’s all I ever wanted, Patricia said, for us to be a family again.

Now, dear, you put us away and get on with your day. We’ll be here

whenever you need us—or just for a good chat now and then.

Trish smiled and nodded. She stood up and placed the crystalline

statues on the mantle over the fireplace. With a happy sigh, she got

on with her chores. And never once, in all the years of her long life

to follow, did she ever feel lonely again.  


