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I had no idea who the woman was, even though she seemed to know me, but one

thing was for sure: the lady be crazy. She had me tied to a rickety old chair in her

basement, which looked like the set from a spooky Vincent Price movie. That, and

the fact she was wearing a frumpy black dress—with the pointed hat to match—

that could’ve come from the Halloween aisle of a pop-up costume shop, strongly

suggested that ‘crazy’ was the correct diagnosis.

Weirder still was the fact that I’d walked in here of my own volition. I’m not sure

I was fully in command of my body when I did so, but nonetheless nobody forced

me to step inside this apparently abandoned mansion on the outskirts of town, no

one told me to come on down to the basement, and nobody held a gun to my head

while the crazy lady tied me up. I dunno, maybe I’d been hexed? Bewitched?

Definitely bewildered. I was all over that one.

“Well, Danny-boy, it’s been a long time, hasn’t it?” Crazy she may be, but apart

from the way she was dressed she didn’t actually look half bad. Her face was a bit

severe and cosmetics would’ve helped, but the base was there for an aging but

attractive woman. In some ways, she reminded me of my late mother.

At last I was able to speak. “I’m sorry, do I know you?”

She cackled—no really, she cackled like a real witch. “No, no… I wouldn’t expect

you to. But I certainly know you, dear boy. Quite well, in fact. Since the day you

were born, I’ve been keeping my eye on you.”

“I can’t imagine why, ma’am. I’m nobody special.”

“Ah, but you are! You’re Victor Mather’s son. And that—that ‘mother’ of yours,

Delilah.” She nearly spat the name, grimacing.

Okay, so she knew my parents. And for whatever reason she didn’t seem to like

my mom. That was strange in itself because my mother was a wonderful woman,

beloved by one and all—present company excepted. But I needed to know more,

if this was to end well. I asked how she knew them.

She looked annoyed. “Did they not tell you, boy? Is your education so lacking?”

She drew herself taller. “I was your father’s greatest friend throughout childhood.

We were inseparable! Where he went, I followed. In fact,” she added with a hiss,

dramatically waving her broomstick, “by the time I was your age, we were

betrothed, Victor and I. At least, I thought we were. Then, thanks to your mother,

he broke my heart—and that very night I took a vow to one day break his!”
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A chill ran down my spine. For the first time since arriving here, I realized my life

might be in danger. Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned, and the crazy lady

had apparently been plotting her revenge for the last twenty years.

Off her rocker she might be, but she knew what was up. “Don’t worry, my child.

I don’t blame you for what your parents did. You needn’t fear for your life.” She

moved to the fireplace where an iron cauldron hung suspended, steaming over a

low fire. “But look at you,” she said, a note of scorn in her voice. “Victor’s son

from my loins would have been strong and tall, a real man. You, on the other

hand, born of that trollop Delilah, are weak and small, barely a man at all.” She

smiled. “Not that you’re to blame for that, of course. In a way, Daniel, you’re just

as much a victim in this as am I.”

Oh joy, we had something in common! Maybe I could use that. “I hope you’re not

planning to hurt my father, ma’am. He and my mother were very much in love.

I’m sure they didn’t mean to hurt you.”

More cackling. “Oh, I’m sure. It was all very civilized. ‘I hope we can still be

friends, old bean.’ Crap like that. Call me ‘Hazel’, by the way. Witch Hazel.”

Of course. Embracing the stereotype seemed to be her thing. “Nonetheless,” I

said, “if you’re trying to hurt him, I’ll have to do whatever I can to stop you.”

“Such brave words! Very impressive. Or it would be if you weren’t five-seven,

barely tipping the scales at a hundred-forty, and tied-up at the moment.” She gave

a cauldron a big stir, causing it to bubble. “But no, you need not fear for his life

either. I still regard Victor as a friend, however much I desire my revenge.”

“Well, my mother’s dead, so you can’t hurt her either. Why am I even here?”

She dipped a ladle into whatever she was brewing and poured the steaming liquid

into a goblet. “It’s very simple, child. I’m going to show Victor—I’m going to

prove to dear Victor that spurning me was a mistake.”

I stared at the approaching goblet. “You don’t expect me—”

“Oh, but I do! You’re going to be a good boy and suck this down, and then you’re

going to march straight home and show Victor what kind of man you really are.”

Tight-lipped, I shook my head, whereupon she whipped out a magic wand and

tapped me atop the head. Obediently, my mouth opened. She laughed gaily, tilted

my head back and poured the potion down my throat—a little at a time, giving me

enough time to swallow and breathe. It didn’t taste half bad.

When the goblet was empty, she tossed it aside. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

She untied me. “Now you get on home and say hello to your dad for me. He’ll

understand what just happened. So will you, soon enough.”
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I found my father in his den, head buried in a book: The Hidden History of the

Roman Empire. He barely looked up. He’d been that way since my mother died;

disconnected from the real world. I cleared my throat.

He glanced my way. “How do, boy. Where’ve you been?”

I took a deep breath and spoke but two words: “Witch Hazel.”

His eyes flew open. The book fell from his hands. “Oh no… That damn—what

has she done? What did she do?”

I traipsed over to the fireplace, trying to get warm. “So you know her then. You

knew this was going to happen, didn’t you? She suggested as much.”

“I didn’t exactly know…” His voice shook. “She did warn us, but that was a long

time ago. I thought by now she would’ve got on with her life.”

“She is a witch, you know. If nothing else, they’ve got long memories.”

“Wh—what’d she do to you?”

“Nothing much. Made me drink some kind of potion. But I feel fine, I guess.” Still

warming my hands, I turned to look at him. “Who is she, Dad? What’s she got

against you? I mean, twenty years later and she’s still upset.”

“She didn’t tell you?” He picked up his book and stuck a marker in the open page.

“She said you broke her heart. You and Mom jointly.”

“I suppose we did. She wanted us to marry, her and I. But when your mother came

along, well… she was a beautiful woman, Delilah. And, you know, not a witch.”

“So you were dating this woman? A witch? How does that even happen?”

“Not exactly. She may have—must have—thought, or assumed, we were an item.

But from my point of view, it was never that. We were friends, nothing more.”

I rubbed my hands together. “She said you were best friends when you were kids.

Didn’t you know who and what she was then?”

“No, not at all.” He sighed. “I can tell you one thing: she wasn’t a witch back then.

In fact—” He paused. “Do you recall me mentioning my friend Harley?”

“Huh? Sure, the two of you grew up together. He was your best bud.”

“Indeed.” He cocked his eyebrow and waited.

My jaw dropped. “Hang on. Are you telling me—?”

“Precisely. Hazel is Harley. They’re one and the same.” He stood up and paced

toward the window, hands clasped behind his back.
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My breath blew out. “So—what are you saying? Harley turned out to be a cross-

dressing gay witch who wanted to marry you twenty-odd years ago?”

“Not exactly. She is genetically female—now. But back then Harley was a regular

guy, right up until his aunt Beatrice got ahold of him. She needed an heir to keep

her family line of witches going, and there were no girls available. So she turned

him into one. I saw the result: the x-rays, in fact. Poor old Harley was female, right

down to the uterus and ovaries. I heard that ‘she’ eventually did marry, into a well-

off family, and gave birth to a child. A daughter, thankfully.”

That was a lot to process. “Okay… so after Harley turned into a woman, that’s

when he wanted the two of you to get married? And you blew him off?”

“I wasn’t about to marry the guy, if that’s what you mean.”

I rolled my eyes. “All right, I get that. But she did swear undying revenge on you,

or something along those lines. You knew about that?”

“Like I said, it was a long time ago.”

“This is important, Dad. What did she say? Exactly.”

He stared into the fire. “She said, something to the effect that, if your mother and I

ever had a son… she’d make us regret it.”

“She mentioned something about me not being much of a man.” I scuffed my foot

on the hearth. “She said that if she had been my mother, I’d have turned out big

and strong. More like a real man.”

“I recall she didn’t think much of Delilah. Weak and flighty—not like her.”

“But attractive, right? That’s what Mom was. As in, gorgeous.” I noted his silent

nod. “Did she ever spell out what she meant? What she was gonna do?”

His chin lifted. “Never. That much, I’m sure about.”

A bitter laugh escaped my lips. “Well, I got news for ya, Pops. I’m starting to get

the idea. It starts with me being ‘barely a man at all’.” Our eyes locked. “Mom’s

boudoir is still there, right? Just like she left it?” I knew it was. The room at the

end of the hallway had remained locked and untouched since her passing.

He paled visibly. “No, you can’t be serious… not that!”

I rolled my shoulders. “I’ve got the itch, Dad. There’s nothing I can do about it.

Nothing but scratch that itch and see where it takes me. The key, please.”

He was trembling when he went to his desk, opened the top drawer. “Promise me

one thing,” he said, dropping the key into my outstretched hand. “Whatever you

do, don’t tarnish your mother’s memory. She deserves better.”
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The room was just as I remembered it: baby blue paint, floral curtains, and a

vanity mirror that took up much of the wall adjoining the shared bathroom. No

bed, but the space was crowded with floor-to-ceiling wardrobes—each a small

closet with French doors and high shelves—amounting to at least thirty feet of

clothing racks, every inch of which was jammed with dresses, skirts and blouses.

Dresser drawers held every type and color of lingerie imaginable, and the vanity

itself stored enough cosmetics to beautify a small army of women.

In other words, everything that I would need to transform myself was here.

I threw the clothes I was wearing in the hamper. The way I now felt, I wouldn’t be

needing them again. It was still early, not yet the dinner hour, so I took my time in

the bathroom: shaving, waxing my legs, and for good measure applying depilatory

cream all over by body. Relaxing in the tub, in water scented with a lavender bath

bomb, my skin smooth as silk, I reflected on the fact that only a few hours ago I

wouldn’t have dreamed of doing this. But now, being soft all over and smelling

like flowers felt like something I’d always wanted to do. Strange.

I strolled back into the boudoir, clad in my mother’s silk dressing gown. Hands on

my hips, I cast my eyes around the room, revelling in the knowledge that it was all

mine. The skirts and dresses on the clothes racks, the lingerie in the drawers, the

expensive wigs high on the shelves, all that makeup—it was here for the sole

purpose of serving me, to effect my transformation into a woman.

Again, I had to marvel at the fact that these feelings were new to me. Before today

I’d never in my life thought about cross-dressing. Yet now I felt myself drawn to

women’s clothing like a moth to flame. Curiously, in spite of this desire having

been created by the potion I’d ingested, it felt as natural to me as any other.

I knew too that my life from this day forward would be an endless parade of bras

and panties, nylon stockings, cocktail dresses, wigs and makeup—and I was okay

with that. More than okay, in fact. I couldn’t wait to get started.

My mother had a double mastectomy several years back, so I searched around and

found the breast forms she’d often worn. They were on the large side, D-cups by

my estimate, but they matched what she had before. They were the perfect size for

me as well. We had nearly the same skin coloration, so they blended right in. I

stuck them to my chest with the medical adhesive she’d been using, and picked

out a black full-support brassiere to make sure they stayed put.

I was then faced with what to do with the unwanted blemish between my legs. A

tight high-waist panty girdle seemed to do the trick, with my diminished manhood

tucked back between my legs.



~ 6 ~

As if by habit, I pulled a stool to the vanity and began working on my face. I was

halfway through—having applied foundation, two shades of blush for contouring,

and face powder—before I realized that I knew exactly what I was doing. Yet I’d

never done this before! Another effect of the magic potion?

Hazel had somehow provided me with all the knowledge I’d need to turn myself

into a woman. I plowed easily through the rest of my cosmetic routine, from lining

my mouth and eyes, to applying lipstick, eye shadow and mascara. But it didn’t

end there. I found I could easily coordinate styles and colors for the clothing I

found in the wardrobes, and when it came time to choose a wig I knew exactly

what to do to achieve the look I was after. Of course the mere fact that I had a look

in mind was further proof of the way my mind had been feminized.

Not that I minded, of course. Quite the opposite: I was grateful that the changes I

wished to make in my appearance came so easily to mind. It was as though I’d

been doing this my entire life, which I suppose was the witch’s goal all along. She

wanted to make me sort of man who wanted nothing more than to present himself

to the world in the guise of a lovely, vivacious woman.

Needless to say, her plan worked like a charm.

Mother owned several wigs in various styles and lengths, because she was nothing

if not whimsical. I like to think she and I were a lot alike in that regard. I chose a

long brunette wig with wavy tresses that fell just past my bra strap. She herself

had usually opted for a shorter style, but I was feeling playful.

The wig had a lace-front cap, with a natural-looking hairline and a part down the

middle that showed just enough ‘skin’ to look seriously real. I slicked my own

hair down with a spritz of Elnett, then applied Bold Hold—an ‘extreme’ invisible-

bond glue specifically for lace-front wigs—to the inside rim of the wig. I flipped it

over, bent down and carefully pulled it over my head.

The glue bonded in about twenty seconds, so I had that long to get it in place.

I straightened up, checked the mirror and quickly adjusted the fit. The effect was

little short of amazing. Between the wig, the makeup, the breast forms and the

bra-panty set I was wearing, I had been transformed. I was female!

This had to be the most exciting moment of my entire life. I knew it was all down

to the potion I’d quaffed, but that didn’t matter. It felt like this was what I’d been

aiming for, ever since the first time I snuck into Mother’s closet while she was out

of the house and tried on my first brassiere. Not that I had ever done such a thing,

but you get the idea.

I took a brush to my thick new mane, tidied it up, then returned the dressing gown

to its hook on the bathroom door. It was time to get dressed.
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I took my time, rifling through several

clothes racks before settling on a basic

mini-dress: black, with a scoop neckline

and three-quarter sleeves. It had a more

youthful vibe than most of my mother’s

clothing, which certainly suited my

new look. It was lined with satin so

I didn’t need a slip, which was just

as well. Slips don’t come that short.

I stepped into the dress and zipped

it up. Curiously, that simple act felt

entirely normal, as though I’d been

reaching behind me to pull zippers

up my back since I was a little girl.

It must have been a pretty powerful

potion she hit me with to alter some-

thing so subtle as muscle memory.

I sheathed my legs in sheer nude

stockings, then stepped into a pair

of black stiletto pumps. Lucky for

me, Mom and I had near-identical

shoe and dress sizes. What, I had

to wonder, were the odds of that

happening? Whatever the case, it

certainly supported Hazel’s notion

that I wasn’t cut out to be a man.

It was hard to argue the point, given what I now saw in the mirror: a lovely young

woman—the spitting image, in fact, of her mother from twenty-odd years before.

I added more Elnett to my hair, then flipped it forward and spent some time back-

combing for volume. After more brushing, I spritzed my throat and wrists with

Revlon’s Charlie, then added a few bits of jewelry. Nothing too gaudy, of course.

That done, I stopped and stared at myself in the vanity mirror.

Nothing remained of the man I’d been. Somehow, in some way, I had transformed

myself into a woman who wouldn’t look out of place strolling through any mall in

the land. Cautiously, I licked my lips. “Hey girl,” I said in a rather breathless voice

straight out of old Hollywood, “your name is Daphne.” It seemed to suite me. Not

‘Daniela’, because that was too much like my former name, and assuredly not

‘Delilah’ because I was very much my mother’s daughter—but not her.
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With that, I wandered downstairs to see my father. I found him in the front hall,

putting his coat away from his nightly stroll around the neighborhood. I plunked

myself onto a bench. When he turned around, he couldn’t miss seeing me.

I was trying to be upbeat, but Dad looked like a beaten man. He sank onto the

bench beside me. “This is what she said would happen,” he said, staring at the

floor. “My son, she said, would be ‘unmanned’. Feminized. Turned into, well… a

sissy.” He spoke the word as though it had a bad taste.

I stroked his back. “I’m not a ‘sissy’, Daddy. When I’m dressed up like this, I’m a

real girl.” I straightened up. “I’m not just some boy prancing around in a dress,

you know. As far as the world is concerned, I’m a woman. I intend to act like a

real woman, and to be honest I expect to be treated like one too. Is that clear?”
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He looked up at me, eyes wide. “You sounded just like Delilah there.”

I nodded. “There’s an awful lot of her in me.”

“Yes, I know that.” He took my hand and squeezed. “It’s just that I never expected

it to be so incredibly obvious.”

“Next time, I’ll try to warn you what’s coming.” Giggling, I gave him a quick hug.

“Don’t worry, Daddy. Everything’s going to be fine. You’ll see.”

~

Two days later I was back in the boudoir, trying out a different look with a shorter

wig. It had kind of a retro feel, like I just stepped out of a Sixties magazine ad. I

played to that theme with a sheath dress in a navy blue pinstripe, a simple strand

of pearls, and a pure white swing coat with faux-fur trim on the collar and cuffs. I

also put in the time to fix my nails with glue-on tips, painted ruby red to match my

lipstick. I was picking out a handbag when my father arrived.

He nearly fell over when he saw me. “Good lord, what are you trying to do to me?

You look even more like your mother than you did yesterday.”

“Sorry, Daddy. You should’ve knocked.” I smiled playfully.

“The door was open!” He frowned, but I could tell he didn’t mean it. “Well, in any

case, I’d like you to accompany me to the car. We have an appointment.”

Well, why not? I was planning to go out anyway. “Where are we going?”

Outside, he opened the passenger door for me, as a gentleman should. “We’re

going to see Harley—the damn witch. I called ahead, told her we were coming.

We need to settle this business right now—in person.” He got behind the wheel,

fired up the engine and off we went.

“I’m not sure there’s much point.” I tucked in my skirt and held my purse in my

lap, just as Mother often had. “She’s been planning this for a long time. Why

would she change her mind now?”

He threw me a glance. “I thought of one thing that might do the trick. I’m going to

offer to take your place. If she agrees to return you to normal, I’ll take whatever

potion she wants me to take.”

I rolled my eyes. “I really don’t see you as a cross-dresser.”

“Neither can I. But magic is magic. You didn’t think of yourself as one either,

before this happened.” He had me there. In spite of a feeling I had that turning

myself into a woman was something I’d been trying to do since I was a little boy,

I knew full well it wasn’t. Thanks to the potion, that didn’t matter.
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We met Hazel in the parlor of her real home, in a ritzy part of town several miles

from the old manse that headquartered her witching activities. The butler showed

us in. Hazel swept into the room a few minutes later. Gone were the frumpy black

dress and pointed hat. In their place she wore a tasteful, and expensive, skirt suit

from Chanel, in pink of all things, and her face was subtly enhanced with makeup.

She was about as far as you could get from looking like a witch.

Her smile, however, remained predatory. “Victor… How lovely to see you again.

And, my goodness, is this lovely young lady your daughter?”

Dad wasn’t in the mood. “Cut the crap, Hazel. Or should I call you Harley?”

An ever-so-slight shake of the head. “I haven’t been him for a very long time. But

it’s nice to see you haven’t forgotten our time together, old friend. It always meant

a great deal to me. It still does.”

“If our friendship means anything to you, then please—please remove this curse

from my son. Make him the way he was before.”

“Why on earth would I want to do that? Your child is right there, Victor, and she

looks absolutely adorable. I love your look, sweetie,” she said, nodding in my

direction. “Very chic. Your mother would’ve been proud.”

I barely stopped myself from curtseying. Instead, I perched myself on the settee,

smoothing my skirt under me. Looking thoroughly regal, Hazel settled onto a

Queen Ann style armchair as though it were a throne.

My father paced across the room. “No, I can’t accept that. Your beef is with me,

Hazel, not him. I’m the one who broke your heart—me. I have no idea why you

thought it would be a good idea for you and I to marry, given that I only knew you

as a man, but—well, I respect your feelings. At least I do now. But I simply could

not reciprocate them. I hope you can understand that.”

I won’t lie, that ‘him’ struck me like a slap in the face. I’d put a lot of work into

looking like a ‘her’ and it would be nice if my own father could recognize. But I

managed to hold my tongue.

Hazel inspected her fingernails, which were a vivid shade of red. “Come now,

Victor. Surely you don’t believe I’m still carrying the torch for you? I got over that

a long time ago. I’m not the least bit upset with you.”

Dad stopped pacing and pointed. “Then why do this to my son?”

“It’s quite simple, actually. In the community of witches, revenge is taken very

seriously. The circumstances of my induction into the sisterhood are well known,

as is the fact I was spurned by a commoner. When the designated time arrived, I

had no choice but to take action. My credibility as a witch was at stake.”
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“Stake? No pun intended?” My father’s laugh was harsh, but he made a visible

effort to control himself. “Sorry. I didn’t mean that.”

Hazel waved it off. “No offense taken, dear Victor. But I hope you understand that

I held no ill will toward your ‘daughter’. Someone simply had to pay for what you

did. It was a matter of honor.”

He drew himself upright. “Then take me instead.” Hazel looked puzzled. “I mean

it,” Dad said. “Give him the antidote and I will drink your damnable potion. And

the devil take you and your vile sisterhood.”

“They’re not a bad bunch, once you get to know them. But, I must say… your

proposal does intrigue me.” She smiled broadly. “Do you believe you would be

able to control these feminine ‘urges’ better than your son? I can assure you, they

are exceedingly difficult to ignore. They tend to take over one’s life.”

“I’ll take that chance.” There was a note of fear in his voice.

I piped up: “That’s not a good idea, Daddy. I don’t want the antidote.”

He frowned at me. “That’s just the wig speaking—and all that other crap you’re

wearing. I’ll talk to Daniel about this when he’s him again. He’ll listen to reason.”

He turned to Hazel. “Give me the potion, and a shot of the antidote to go.”

She rose and strolled over to the sideboard, where a bottle stood waiting. It was

made of dark, roughly-cut glass, and inside was a bright blue liquid that reminded

me of cough syrup. “This potion is rather unique in being both toxin and antidote,

so to speak.” She picked up the bottle and turned to us. “I thought you might do

this, Victor. Crystal balls aren’t cheap, but they’re very effective.”

“I don’t understand,” he said. “How can it be both?”

She uncorked the bottle. “Let’s not worry about the how. The fact is, one drink of

this will remove any and all urges your son might have to turn himself into Little

Miss Perfect over there—if that’s what she really wants.”

I shook my head. “I won’t take it!”

Victor shushed me. “What do you mean, if that’s what she wants?”

“Just the way it sounds. If pretty-boy Danny genuinely wants to go back to being

his old self, that’s the effect the potion will have. If not…” She almost lost it and

cackled. “It might just do the opposite.”

“What’s that even mean? Will it reverse the curse or not?”

Hazel poured two fingers of the potion into a glass. “It will if she wants it to.

Magic, remember?” She handed him the glass. “Drink up, if you truly are willing

to take that chance.”
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My father accepted the drink. “I’m sure Daniel will do the right thing, when the

time comes—when the game’s on the line. He’s a smart boy.”

Smiling, Hazel stoppered the bottle. “I’m sure he is. But your daughter over there:

she’s cute as a button and smart as a whip, and I’m willing to bet she knows her

own mind a lot better than you do.”

Dad smiled too, but it looked forced. “We’ll see.” He swallowed the potion in one

gulp, passed the glass back to Hazel. He smacked his lips. “Not bad, but it’s a bit

on the sweet side for me.”

She laughed. “It grows on you.” She handed the half-empty bottle to me. “There’s

not much left,” she said. “Maybe a couple of doses. Try it one of these days, if you

dare, but don’t dawdle. Its potency won’t last. Seven days, tops.”

I took the bottle to humor my father. “It doesn’t matter,” I told her. “There’s no

way it could possibly work. I like being a girl.”

She look amused. “I know you do, luv. You’ve always had that vibe.”

~

The next day, during dinner, I asked Dad how he was doing. He assured me he

was fine, but he looked nervous, like he was about to burst out in a cold sweat.

“It’s really not such a big deal,” I said. “If you want to wear a nightgown to bed, or

whatever—something to take the edge off—Mom’s got a bunch of ‘em to choose

from. I already took one for myself. I keep it in my room.”

“I told you, I’m fine. I don’t need… that sort of thing.” He shook himself. “Have

you given any thought to taking that potion? I mean, being a woman—there’s a lot

of maintenance involved, isn’t there? Makeup, hair care, different clothes every

day… being a man is a lot easier.”

“A lot less rewarding too.” I kissed him good night and retired to my room. I had

a lot of chick flicks to catch up on, as part of my feminine re-education.

A few days later I was in the boudoir dressing myself for a job interview—I was

going for an internship at a progressive law firm, which was known for its even-

handed treatment of nonbinary persons—when somebody locked the door to the

shared bathroom. I heard humming, water running in the tub, and then the familiar

whine of Mom’s Silk-épil ‘lady shaver’ which I’d been using on my legs.

In spite of myself, I smiled. Apparently, Dad had decided to ‘scratch the itch’.

I sprayed my hair—I was wearing a longer wig today—and brushed until it fell

just right. Before leaving, I knocked on the bathroom door. Instantly, the razor
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shut off. “Daddy? There’s a dust buster under the sink. Don’t forget to clean up!

I don’t want to see any of those little hairs in there when I get back.”

No answer. Moments later, the razor clicked back on. I suppressed a giggle, then

grabbed my purse and left dear old dad to his task—whatever that might be.

I returned home late that afternoon, after my interview—which went quite well—

along with a tote bag of ‘product’ from MAC Cosmetics. I found my father—or

rather, a woman who could’ve been the sister he never had—lounging in the bed

he once shared with my mother.

“Hi, Daddy. Or should I call you ‘mummy’ now?”

She shook her head. “That would disrespect Delilah, dear, and I have no plans to

take her place. I go by ‘Victoria’, but you might as well call me Aunt Vicki.”

I smiled. “I love what you did with your hair, Auntie. It’s so poufy!”

“I had fun with it. It’s amazing, isn’t it, how easily all this comes? Styling my hair,

fixing my face, dressing myself… it’s like I’ve been doing this sort of thing my

whole life. I suppose it was the same for you.”
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“For sure. It felt kinda strange at first, but then I figured—this is the sort of thing

most cross-dressers never quite get the hang of, because they can’t put in the time

to get enough experience. But all that knowledge, all that muscle memory—it got

handed to us on a silver platter. It’s a gift.”

Vicki laughed. “It is, isn’t it? I’m starting to think Harley still likes me.”

I plopped down on the bed. “Tell me about it. As a way of getting revenge, this

doesn’t exactly qualify as suffering. I wonder if Hazel’s gonna get in trouble with

the other witches for not being sufficiently cruel and vindictive.”

“I don’t know. She did pretty much annihilate our manhood.” We both giggled.

I play-slapped her knee. “Like we’re gonna miss it, right?” More giggling.

Vicki found a retro-style sheath dress she liked, I put on my favorite mini-dress,

and out we went for dinner. Afterwards, we got our nails done and went home to

curl up in our nighties and inhale popcorn while watching a couple of classic vids

with some of the greatest femme fatales ever, like Grace Kelly and Veronica Lake.

“They don’t make ‘em like that anymore,” Vicki sighed, confessing that as a little

girl she’d often dreamed of being an actress.

“For me it was Nicole Kidman,” I said. “She was the blonde scientist in Batman

Returns, Chase Meridian. Fabulous long hair. I wanted to be her so bad I could

taste her lipstick.”

She nodded, lost in thought. “It’s funny, isn’t it? We both know we didn’t really

think that way when we were little boys. It was Hazel’s potion that gave us these

memories, which we know are false—yet they feel so real.”

I stared at the TV, not seeing it. “She turned us into cross-dressers. I guess this is

all part of it. We’re learning to appreciate women in a new way, to understand how

they think and how they live their lives.”

“And to want it for ourselves,” she said softly.

“That too. Part of me—a small part—thinks that I should reject all this girly stuff,

because it was forced upon us. Somebody else chose this path and we had no say

in the matter.” My head tilted from side to side. “But I can’t help thinking—does it

really matter? People make choices for other people all the time—parents,

teachers, bosses, politicians, the list goes on—and those choices become part of

who we are. Who cares where it came from? All that matters is that this feels right

for me, in the here and now.”

Vicki turned to me, looking excited. “Daphne, you just gave me a great idea.” She

grabbed the remote and switched off the TV. “Let’s drink that potion Hazel gave

us—the antidote. Both of us, right now!”
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I gaped at her. “Huh? Why would we want to do that?”

She patted my arm. “Think about it. Hazel said another dose of the potion would

reverse the effects of the first dose, but only if we want it to.”

“Yeah, something like that. That’s why I keep saying it won’t work on me.”

“Exactly. So let’s just say we’ve been fooling ourselves and deep down we do

want to be our old selves again. In that case, the antidote will work and we aren’t

cross-dressers anymore. All for the best, if—big if—that’s what we really want.”

I drew my hand through the hair trumbling over my shoulder. “Hard to imagine.”

“It is, but stay with me.” She grinned. “If, on the other hand, we don’t want to be

our male selves anymore, then what happens?”

I shrugged. “The potion doesn’t work.”

“Exactly. So there’s nothing to lose.” She waved a finger in the air. “But magic

potions never just do nothing. Hazel also said it might do exactly the opposite. In

other words, instead of being the antidote it would intensify the effect.”

“So, to paraphrase… whatever doesn’t cure you makes it worse?”

“Or better. The point is, for us, taking the potion is a win-win.”

My breath caught. “Oh my god… We could come out of this with an even more

overwhelming urge to cross-dress? What would that even feel like?”

“I don’t know. But I’m pretty sure I’d like to find out. Are you with me?”

A thrill shot through me. “I’m with you, Aunt Vicki!”

I retrieved the old bottle from my room. Fortunately, there was enough left for two

mostly-full champagne flutes. We touched rims and drank. The clear blue liquid

was colder than my first dose—not being fresh from the cauldron—but it went

down smooth. “It is pretty sweet,” I said, making a face.

“Perhaps a champagne chaser is in order.” Vicki popped a bottle from the fridge

and refilled our glasses. “Here’s to new beginnings,” she said. “Whatever they

happen to be.”

“I’ll drink to that.” Again we drank, more slowly this time, while inspecting

ourselves and staring at each other. “You feel any different?”

Vicki gave it some thought. “Not yet. But this is our minds we’re talking about.

Whatever the case, I wouldn’t expect to notice any changes right away.”

I set my glass down. “Let’s sleep on it then. See how we feel in the morning.”

She gave me a hug. “Sweet dreams, Daphne. Sugar and spice and everything nice.

If you catch my drift.” Her smile said it all.
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The next morning, I had a tough time dragging myself out of bed. Does too much

potion give you a hangover? But one look in the mirror over my dresser and I

nearly lost it. I was a monster! Short hair, stubbled face, flat chest and no figure—

if that was the deal, life was simply not worth living.

I wasted no time shaving, bathing, and rushing into Mother’s boudoir to transform

myself back into the woman I badly needed to be. I was putting the final touches

on my makeup, already having glued down and brushed my wig, when I heard

someone doing more or less the same things in the bathroom. That’s when I knew:

the potion had done its duty and turned us into über-cross-dressers. And if ‘UCDs’

didn’t exist before, I suppose they do now and we’re them.

Now fully dressed, we met up downstairs. Aunt Vicki looked like a middle-aged

Joan Collins, with a voluminous up-do, elaborate makeup and the kind of outfit an

aging starlet might wear, while I’d poured myself into a little black strapless dress.

All kidding aside, we were both gorgeous. “I’m calling the clinic,” she said, not

bothering to specify which clinic. “Money’s no object; I can probably book both

of us for implants sometime next week. You in?”

“So in,” I said. “I’m gonna find a salon that does 

permanent fusion extensions. I cannot stand 

waking up with boy-hair. You interested?”

“Count me in. I think we need to look into 

implanted estrogen supplements as well.”

“No duh. I’m also gonna get rid of all my 

old clothes. I don’t need any reminders.”

“Likewise.” Vicki took a deep breath. “I

don’t know about you, but this feels just

wonderful. I’ve never felt so alive.”

I laughed. “Alive, sexy and gorgeous!”

“That’s my girl.” She pulled me into a hug. 

“Once we’ve settled in as full-time ladies,

we simply must pay dear Hazel a visit,

to thank her properly. This silly tiff has

gone on far too long. Harley is my best

friend, and the gift she’s given us proves

that Hazel feels the same way. A true

friend,” she added, “is one that under-

stands what you need before you do.”  



BONUS CAPTION


