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Feeling faintly amused, I watched him pacing the room. 

He cut a somewhat comical figure, wearing nothing but 

a half-unbuttoned shirt and the Porky Pig boxers Daphne 

had given me for Christmas—the ones with “That’s All 

Folks!” splayed across the backside. I guess it took me 

getting a female perspective to see the humor in that.

“All right,” he said, “you wanted to swap bodies? So we 

swapped bodies. Are you happy now? I’m the man and 

you’re the woman, and we’re stuck this way for a whole 

week. You just had to go and stick the damn medallion 

into my time-lock safe, didn’t you?”

I nodded absently, stroking my nylon-clad leg. “We need 

the time, darling. If we’re ever going to understand each 

other, this is the way to do it.” Daphne’s honeyed tones 

erupting from my lips gave me chills. Between my new 

voice, the fragrant hair spilling over my shoulder, a pair 

of perky breasts riding my chest and the lingerie she was 

wearing before the swap, I felt almost impossibly sexy. 

If this was how women felt all the time, I wanted more.

‘Patrick’ rolled his shoulders and sighed. I decided to call 

him that because I simply could not wrap my head around 

calling the guy ‘Daphne’. Besides, it was now my name.

“I guess so,” he said, staring back at me. “But I have to 

say, it’s gonna be one hell of a long week with this thing 

dangling between my legs.” He poked at his crotch.

I evinced a coy smile. “Don’t worry, loverboy. I’m sure 

we’ll think of something to do with it.”

He bit his lower lip. The woman whose body I wore had 

often chastised me for doing that. Interesting how quickly 

she’d fallen into the same habit. Turning him into my boy-

friend, I mused, was going to be easier than I thought.

I patted the bed next to me. “Come, sit down.” And when 

he did, I said, “Now, why don’t you practice telling your 

girlfriend what an incredibly sexy woman she is.”
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He blinked, looking confused. “Uh, yeah? I guess I could

do that.” Then he grinned. “I mean, that is my body, ya

know. And yes, I am definitely a very sexy woman. When

I’m not busy being you, that is.”

I tossed my hair back. “Mmm, your old body thanks you,

Patty.” That was her pet name for the old me. I hated it,

of course, but she didn’t seem to notice. “And may I say,

you are undoubtedly the studliest man that ever got this

close to my lips.” I leaned in and gave him a quick kiss.

“Thanks, I guess.” He swallowed hard, looking even

more confused. “Shouldn’t we, uh, be getting dressed?

There was talk about dinner and a movie.”

“All in good time.” I stroked his arm, then slid my hand

under his shirt. “You seem kind of tense. Nervous, even.

You need to calm down before we go out. Try to relax.”

“Yeah, well… Cut me some slack. I’ve never been turned

into a man before.” He eyed me curiously. “But you seem

to be handling this pretty smoothly.”

I rubbed his chest. “Yes, but it wasn’t such a big surprise

for me, was it? I’ve been thinking about this ever since I

found the medallion and realized what it could do.”

He nodded. “It was pretty big surprise, finding myself in

your body all of a sudden. I know you warned me and I

said go ahead, but I never really believed it would work.”

I smiled. “I did test it. I told you that, remember?”

He shrugged. “I thought you were kidding around.”

“Oh no, never that.” I reached for the suitcase I’d brought

with me. “I have something that might help. The boys in

the psych lab worked it up recently. It may look a bit odd

but it really does help people relax.”

“Well… if you think it’ll help…”

I set the device on Daphne’s vanity and seated Patrick in

front of it. It was a ten-inch crystalline disc, inscribed

with a metallic whirlpool pattern eerily lit from within by

colored LEDs. It was pretty mesmerizing all by itself, but

even more so when I set it in motion. The real key was a

low-intensity solid-state laser emanating from the center

of the platter, which bathed the subject’s visual foci in a

barely discernible violet light, pulsing in a synchronous

dance with the spinning disc.

Amusingly, he scoffed. “Ah, c’mon. What are you trying

to do, hypnotize me? That stuff is a crock.”

“You’re right, it is. This just helps you relax. Besides, we

both know that hypnosis can’t make you do anything you

don’t really want to do. You want to relax, don’t you?”

Reluctantly, he nodded. “Well, then? Just stare at the disc,

empty your mind, and let’s try to work the tension out of

those muscles, shall we?” I kneaded his shoulders.

It got quiet for awhile. I could feel his breathing slow.

“There’s a good boy,” I whispered in his ear. “That feels

good, doesn’t it? Nice and relaxed.” A slow nod. “Mmm.

That’s my big, strong… man. You are a man, you know.

Deep down inside, you’ve always been a man.”

He managed a grimace. “Uhm… man?”

“Shhh. Don’t try to talk. Just listen.” I repeated what I’d

said before, varying the pattern. Then: “You do like the

way women look. You like their shape, you like their

boobies… You really like boobies… You and your locker

room buddies? You talk about ‘em all the time. You can’t

get enough of ‘em. Nice firm boobies are amazing. When

they’re on a woman, of course—not you.”

On and on like that. An hour later, when I brought him

out of the trance, Patrick was more than ready to rock. He

carried me to the bed, set me down and seconds later was

on top of me. He did take his time kissing me and getting

me warmed up, but once he was inside I had to hang on

for dear life while he pounded my puss like never before.

Like I never had, anyhow.

When he was done, we were both exhausted. But half an

hour later, he was ready to go and we did it all over again.

Best sex of my life, bar none. Exactly according to plan.
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One week later…
After six more days of twice-daily hypnotic conditioning,

and nightly bonestorms that left me sore but satisfied, I

had myself a genuine beer-swilling, sports-watching, ass-

pinching male chauvinist not-quite-pig. Happily, Patrick

stopped just shy of turning into a skirt-chaser as well. He

showed no signs of being unfaithful, and he was just as

attentive to my bedroom needs as he’d been on that first

night. In other words, pretty damn close to being the

perfect boyfriend. Check, check and check!

When the time-lock safe was ready to be opened, Patrick

just shrugged. “If you wanna keep that body, babe, you’re

welcome to it. I mean, high maintenance doesn’t begin to

cover it. You have to eat like a bird—pun intended—keep

the weight down, jazzercize every day. Between all that

hair and the makeup, it takes forever to get ready in the

morning. And don’t get me started on the monthly crap

you have to deal with. I sure won’t miss that.”

I hid my smile. “Well, as long as you’re sure…”

He threw me a shrewd glance. “You certainly don’t seem 

to mind, though, do you? What’s up with that?”

It was my turn to shrug. “I enjoy looking pretty.”

He laughed. “Try ‘gorgeous’. But don’t get me wrong—I

love that body. Gorgeous hair, pretty face, an awesome

figure… sweet pair of boobies too, obviously. But hey, as

long as I can hit that beaver twice a week, I’m happy.”

“Glad to hear it.” And with that: mission accomplished.

We sold the medallion to some old rich guy who wanted

to turn himself into a carbon copy of his lovely young

granddaughter—not to replace her, but so they could be

twin sisters and share his wealth—and he coughed up a

cool ten-mil for the privilege.

A year later, we got married. It may sound more than a

little narcissistic, but Patrick and I were deeply in love.

Besides which, after I’d swiped Daphne’s body in such

an underhanded manner, I kind of owed the guy the kind

of access he now badly desired. I eventually did confess

what I’d done, but by then he was beyond giving a damn.

However, he did extract one concession from me, by way

of atoning for my crimes. He demanded that I submit to

the effects of the crystalline disc, just as he had, but with

him in charge. I was a bit concerned about what he might

do, but I finally agreed to the procedure.

I needn’t have worried. All he did, he said afterward, was

to make me a bit more ‘agreeable’ to whatever he might

want to do in bed. Things did get a bit kinkier after that,

with me getting him off pretty much any way I could—

front and back, hands and mouth—but it was all good.

To be this sexy, I’d have done a lot worse.  


