
March 2022

Amanda HawkinsHeaven Can't Wait

~

Mom stopped me in the hallway. “Kyle? I’m afraid we have a problem… Your

sister has gone missing and I’m going to need your help.” She beckoned me into

Mary-Beth’s bedroom, then snapped on the light. My sister was there, lying on her

bed atop the covers, apparently sound asleep.

I gestured with both hands. “She’s right there.”

Mom shook her head. “Her body is here, but her mind—her soul, if you will; same

thing—is not.”

I pulled a face. “Did you try waking her up?”

Mom gave me a pitying look. “She’s not asleep, dear. She’s been entrancelled.”

She sighed at my blank expression. “That’s when a soul—or a mind; like I said,

they’re really one and the same—has been ripped from its rightful body and cast

adrift. It’s a very powerful spell; few witches can pull it off. I myself probably

could, but I’ve never had cause to try.”

My eyes rolled in their sockets. “What’re you saying, Mom—you’re a witch?”

“Yes, Kyle. I’m a real live, honest-to-God witch. So is your sister.”

I scratched my head. “I did wonder about that.”

She seized my wrist, hard. “This is no laughing matter, child. Our family has been

attacked by an old rival of mine, going back to our school days at Warthogs.

That’s the school for learning witchcraft, in case you didn’t know.” She let go and

took a step back, rubbing the back of her neck. She looked exhausted. “We were

such good friends early-on, Gretchen and I, but the closer we came to graduation,

the more competitive she got—for grades, the teacher’s attention, boys. I always

seemed to come out ahead, which just made her so angry. That’s when she swore

to avenge herself by ‘ruining’ my first-born—those are her words, not mine. That

was Mary-Beth, as it turned out.”

I looked at my sister: her lithe figure clad in a white lace tunic and a black pencil

skirt, her legs sheathed in nylons of whatever sort, and her long blonde hair in a

neat flood across the pillow. It looked like she’d just lain down, composed herself

and drifted off. “She’s still breathing. Looks okay to me.”

“Her mind is on the wind.” Mom drew back one of Mary-Beth’s eyelids—the

pupil was tiny and did look pretty vacant—then let it flop shut. “If her body

remains mindless much longer, she will die.” She turned to me. “That’s where you

come in, sweetheart.”
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I gaped at her. “Whaddya mean?”

She sighed. “I’m going to cast a spell that will shift your mind into her body.”

My mouth opened, closed, opened. “I don’t believe this. You can’t be serious.”

Her arms folded. “I can assure you, I am.”

My turn to take a step back. “So we’re a family of witches? What’s that mean—

am I a witch? Was Dad a witch, before he took off?” I shook my head. “Uh-uh.

You know what, Mom? I’m pretty sure I’m not a witch!”

“Men aren’t witches, dear. A male spell-caster is called a warlock.”

“Oh, so I’m a warlock then? Dad was a warlock?”

“No, you’re not a warlock and neither was your father. He had no magic in him

what-so-ever. My family didn’t approve of our union, but—” Her hands lifted.

“You know what they say about love: blind as a bat. But the family was right; it

did eventually come between us. That’s why he left.”

“Wait, wait—didn’t I see this on TV? Bewitched, right? The wife’s a witch and the

husband isn’t. Shouldn’t your name be Samantha?”

I was halfway out the door when she intoned “Stop!” in such a commanding way

that I did. “Do not trifle with me, boy,” she said, in a voice gone frigid. “In my

ancient family, Esmeralda is an honored name.”

I was rooted to the spot. “What about Mary-Beth? Is that an honored name too?

Sorry, but it just don’t sound very ‘witchy’.”

Mom frowned. “My mother’s name was Mary. Your other grandmother’s name

was Bethany. Your father and I compromised.” She closed her eyes. “Now hush

up and let me work through this spell. I’d hate to accidentally send your soul into

the body of that bitch next-door—and I do mean the dog.”

I tried to talk but found I couldn’t. That’s when I started thinking there might be

something to this witch stuff after all. Unable to speak or move my legs—how

could that be anything but magic?

Mom’s hands twisted restlessly, tracing some kind of intricate pattern in the air

between us, while chanting in a language I did not recognize. A chill sank through

me. Could she actually do this? Stick my mind in my sister’s body? It didn’t seem

possible, and yet—

The room spun.

When I opened my eyes, I was staring up at the ceiling. I heard a thump which

turned out to be my former body crumpling to the floor. I glanced down at myself,

noticing the white lace top, the black skirt and the black Mary-Janes on a pair of
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too-small feet. More notably, a pretty decent pair of breasts arose from my chest.

God, it was true! Mom was a witch and I was in my sister’s body!

I sat up as Mom turned toward me, grinning madly. “It worked. Your sister’s body

is safe. Now I can get to work finding her, and hopefully bring her back where she

belongs.” She heaved a relieved sigh.

I licked my sister’s lips, which sounds weirder than it felt. “Okay…” I stopped

and coughed: that was Mary-Beth’s voice! “Okay, let’s say I believe you’re a

witch. So what happens next?” I swung my legs to the floor—shocked to feel a

mass of thick blonde tresses pouring over my shoulders. Such long hair!

Mom sat down and put her arm around me. “All you have to do, sweetheart, is just

be Mary-Beth for awhile. For a few days, let’s say… maybe a week.” She paused.

“Or two. Actually, I’m not really sure how long this is going to take, to bring her

back. But I promise you this: I shall not rest until I do.”

I felt myself panicking. “Be her? How am I supposed to do that? She’s a girl and I

don’t know the first thing about being a girl. And besides that she’s in college, so

how I am supposed to fake knowing all the stuff she’s learned? And here’s a thing:

doesn’t she have midterms this week?”

“Ah, yes. I hadn’t thought of that.” She brought her palms together. “Don’t worry,

cupcake. I have another spell for that. It’s an easy one.” She closed her eyes, spoke

a few words and wiggled her fingers over my head. “There you go. All the

knowledge you’ll need was still there, encoded in her brain. Memories and such.

All I did was give your mind access to those memories.”

I tried to think of something Mary-Beth would know. “I don’t feel any different.”

“It won’t happen all at once. Her knowledge will trickle into your mind over the

next few hours, and especially overnight. This time tomorrow, you’ll know nearly

everything she did. You won’t have any trouble being your sister.”

I nodded and my eyes fell on my old body. “Hang on. What’s gonna happen with

him? You said Mary-Beth could die if her body was empty.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. I’ll just fetch some poor lost soul from Purgatory to

take over for a while.” Again she closed her eyes.

“Hey, if you can do that, why didn’t you just conjure up a lost soul to take over

Mary-Beth’s body, instead of sticking me in here?”

She gave me a sick look. “Are you serious? Put one of those awful sinners in a

lovely young female body like the one you’re wearing? My goodness! God only

knows what they’d do to it.”

“Oh, but it’s okay to put an ‘awful sinner’ in my body, is that it?”
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“In a word, of course it is! Try getting a teenage boy pregnant. Can’t be done.”

She completed the lengthy spell, complete with much hand-waving and finger-

gesturing towards my old body. A moment later it opened its eyes.

Kyle untangled his limbs and sat up. “Wh—where am I?”

Mom stood up. “You’re back on Earth, friend, in the fabulous year twenty twenty-

two. Mind the pandemic and the idiots out there who want the virus to spread, and

you’ll be fine. My name is Esmeralda. I’m the witch that brought you here, so you

might want to stay on my good side. This young lady is my lovely daughter,

Mary-Beth. She’ll catch you up on what’s going on.” She paced toward the door,

then leaned down to wag a finger at Kyle. “Keep your nose clean, buster, and

don’t go wandering off. Make yourself useful for a change and you might just earn

enough brownie points to bust out of Purgatory and be on your way to that big ole

Garden of Delights in the sky.” In a swirl of long skirts, she was gone.

He turned to face me, eyes bright. “Heaven? Is that what she meant?”

“That would be my guess. I have no idea how these things work.”

He stumbled to his feet, clumsy at first. “Ah… it’s been so long. But—yes. This is

a fine young body.” He straightened, gazing at me with a glint in his eye. “And

may I say, young lady, you are indeed most lovely. A rather pleasant sight.”

“Don’t get any funny ideas. Bear in mind that your body and mine are brother and

sister. Besides which, up until few minutes ago I was you.” He looked puzzled, so

I explained the situation.

“Strange indeed—for both of us, it would seem. You were male, yet now you are

female. Certainly in body, and perhaps soon in mind as well, eh?” He laughed. “It

would seem I received the better bargain, as in life I was a man. My name is, or

was, John-Thomas.” He offered his hand and we shook.

“So how long were you down there?”

“Purgatory?” He frowned. “A nebulous place, with little sense of the passage of

time. Also, it isn’t so much ‘down’ as sideways. We speak here of a place that

isn’t Heaven and it isn’t Hell, and it certainly isn’t here. It’s just… elsewhere.”

“Uh-huh. What’s the last year you remember?”

“That would be the year the stock market crashed. Nineteen hundred and twenty-

nine, is when it began, but I myself took a long walk off a tall building a year later.

By then my wife had left me—I was unable to sire a child—our home and savings

were gone, as was my job, and I simply did not have the energy to keep going. I

survived the Great War as a foot soldier in the trenches of the Forest of Argonne,

in France, but I had no answer for financial ruination.”
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“That’s rough. But I guess it explains why you wound up in Purgatory; that’s

where suicides go.” I thought about a friendly pat on the shoulder, but—awkward.

“Indeed.” His smile looked forced. “Now, young lady, if you would be so kind as

to point the way to the latrine? A certain task requires my attention.”

“Call me Mary-Beth.” I showed him the bathroom, and how plumbing works, and

soon thereafter the kitchen and its ‘futuristic’ refrigerator—his word—and then on

to the magic of high-definition television broadcasting.

“Incredible.” He stared at the screen. “Like radio, but with moving pictures. And

so many different frequencies! Hundreds, you say?”

“Hundreds of channels, yes.” I handed him the remote and showed him how the

buttons worked. “We don’t subscribe to the full set, of course. Who has the time?

That’s why a lot of them are blank. But there’s still lots to choose from.”

Giggling, he pointed the remote at the TV and pushed buttons. “Radio waves, to

control the ‘tele-vision’, you called it? Amazing! I dabbled with ham radio for a

time in the early Twenties. I was my company’s radioman during the war.”

I left him there to catch up on ninety-plus years of progress.

Feminine memories trickled in over the course of the day: how to dress myself,

how to brush my hair, how to apply makeup, and on and on. By nighttime I was

easily able to plow through my sister’s bathroom routine; it was all the stuff you’d

expect but every detail was just a little off, right down to the way she brushed her

teeth—top or bottom first, front or back, left to right or the opposite.

And every time I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, I’d jump, like Mary-

Beth was suddenly right there spying on me.

A solid night’s sleep cured me of that. Afterwards I always noticed my new and

prettier face as I brushed my hair or applied makeup, but it no longer took me by

surprise. Being Mary-Beth was simply a fact of life at the moment.

Mom departed after breakfast, on her quest to find the real Mary-Beth, and John-

Thomas was talking about good deeds. “It is like your mother said, if I were to

accumulate enough—‘brownie points’ she called them? Perhaps I could win my

way out of Purgatory. Ninety years is long enough, thank you.”

I told him it sounded like a great idea. “Just don’t get lost out there.” I gave him a

map of the city, circled our house and told him to stick close to home, at least at

first. “Maybe you can find somebody’s lost dog, or whatever.” We’d gone over the

basics of how to use Kyle’s cell phone the day before, so he could call me or

Mom, or the number on some mutt’s collar.

“Thank you, Mary-Beth, but I hope to accomplish much more than that. I would
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hate to imagine how many lost dogs it might take to liberate a lost soul from Hell’s

accursed waiting room.”

I had an English Lit exam that afternoon—or rather, Mary-Beth did. I could feel

the facts she’d learned about Little Women, the Brontë sisters, Chaucer and

Shakespeare and all the rest seeping into my mind from the moment I stepped into

the classroom. It was all new to me, but my sister was genuinely interested in this

stuff and I think I did pretty well. The same was true for her elective course in

Human Geography, and also for Media and Technology. The knowledge came to

me when I needed it, and not a moment before.

I’d previously met most of Mary-Beth’s friends—mostly the ones from her high

school days, but also a few from college—and it was surprising how easily I could

slip into her personality and converse. That’s how I found out about Aiden. My

first thought was who? But then I began to remember: he was the boy Mary-Beth

was dating, but hadn’t seen fit to mention to either Mom or I. And no wonder: she

was so fixated on the dude, a good-looking senior with no shortage of girlfriends,

that she had cast a ‘love me madly’ spell on him. Since then they’d been going

steady, and had long since become as ‘physical’ as it gets.

I met him on Friday, when he spun me around and planted his lips squarely on

mine. Memories of being kissed like that flooded back and I leaned into it like you

wouldn’t believe. By then, being a girl had become second nature.

“I’m over the Covid,” he said, a beefy arm around my shoulders. “Ten days stuck

in my room. My mom wouldn’t even let me call anyone. I guess she figured the

virus can travel through wires, or whatever.” He rolled his eyes.

I latched onto him, suddenly ravenous for—what? “So happy you pulled through,

big guy. If you’re feeling up to it, how about dinner tonight? My treat. I’m sure

you’ll think of some way to thank me later on.”

I left a message on Mom’s phone that I’d be home late, and spent most of the

evening on my back being drilled into Aiden’s mattress by a man whose physical

endowment, I quickly realized, was way above the national average.

The sensation between my legs of being filled was amazing. Memories flooded in

of all the times they’d made love; sometimes this way, sometimes with Mary-Beth

on top or on all fours. I had no idea she was so experienced. As Kyle I was a

virgin, with no relief in sight, but in this body and with Mary-Beth’s knowledge of

how to please men, I was able to wrap my legs around his thighs, draw him deeper

inside me, and urge my guy to ever greater heights of passion.

This was no accident: my sister had cast a spell on Aiden that raised his stamina

seven-fold, but only when he was doing the deed with Mary-Beth. Clever!
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After it was over and we were spooning another memory trickled in: Mary-Beth

had bewitched her own body, such that she could not be impregnated or catch an

STD—so no protection necessary. In other words: all the guilt-free sex she could

handle, whenever she wanted it. Was there a downside to being a witch?

~

Days followed when I could almost forget I’d ever been male. Those were good

days. The only thing around that did remind me of who and what I’d been was my

old body getting underfoot at mealtimes, going on and on about all the good deeds

he’d done that day or was hoping to do the next. He’d returned a dozen lost dogs,

rescued a similar number of cats from trees, helped any number of old ladies

across streets, picked up a hundredweight of trash from several city parks, and

foiled the getaway of a jacked-up yuppie with a sunk portfolio who just robbed a

charity shop. “And more to come,” he said, with more brass than one trying to

impress God really should show.

I wished him luck and skipped off to school in a cute yellow dress that showed my

curves to excellent effect, anticipating a mid-afternoon rendezvous with Aiden

and a sweaty session of physical education. One good thing about the spells my

sister had cast: her boyfriend never failed to satisfy.

Late that night Mom tapped on my door. “Mary-Beth? We need to talk.”

I let her in, then returned to brushing my hair. One hundred strokes, every evening

before bed; first one side, with my head tilted that way, then the other. Frankly, it

never got old, although you’d think it would. “I’m listening, Mom. What’s up?”

“Well… I’m not quite sure how to say this.” She had begun pacing, something she

often did when trouble was brewing. “Let me put it this way: there’s bad news and

there’s even badder news. Which would you like to hear first?”

Some choice. I chose ‘bad’ because that kind of eases you into ‘badder’, although

you could probably make a convincing case either way.

She stopped pacing. “The bad news is that I found out what happened to your

sister. She’s not going to be coming home anytime soon—if ever.”

I almost dropped my hairbrush. “What? Why the heck not?”

Mom sighed. “Apparently, she’s located a body she likes better.”

I swung around to face her. “A body better than this? C’mon.”

“It would seem your sister doesn’t appreciate being female quite as much as you

do. She’s a man now.” She perched on my bed and tidied the folds of her skirt.

“What happened was, there was this awful young man who dated a lot of women
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and took advantage of them. And he got away with it. So a group of witches—no

one we know—got together, enchanted the man and sent his soul straight to Hell.

And good riddance, one would think.” She forced a smile. “It seems this happened

just after your sister’s soul had been cut loose and was drifting around aimlessly.

She noticed the man’s body—spirits are naturally drawn to empty vessels—and

decided to claim it. It was only a few years older, healthy and reportedly quite

good-looking, and the fact that it was male was, in her words, a bonus. It appears

that she welcomed the change in gender.”

“What did the witches think, when the guy they enchanted suddenly woke up?”

“Oh, they didn’t mind. They’d stepped out of the room for a moment—this group

likes to knock back a brew or two after a conjuring session—and when your sister

explained the situation, they said fine: keep it. They were only going to call up

some lost soul like John-Thomas anyway, to take over the body.”

“Okay, so she doesn’t want to be a woman anymore. How come she isn’t here

telling me this herself? Or himself, I guess.”

“He decided to make a clean break of it. The nasty man had a fair bit of money, so

Trevor’s going to move back east and start fresh: new name, new life. He says

he’ll get in touch with us in a year or two, after he gets settled.”

“Goody for him. I take it you talked to the man?”

She nodded. “When I found out what happened—you have to register soul

transfers with the Ministry of Magic—I contacted one of the witches in the group.

She put me in touch with Trevor. He sends his regards, by the way.”

I grimaced. “How nice. I take it ‘Trevor’ is a warlock now?”

“Oh no. The magic stays with the body.”

“No kidding. So I’m a witch now? How come I can’t do magic?”

“It’s a discipline, dear, like any other. Practice, practice, practice.”

I shook my head, then remembered that I hadn’t finished brushing my hair. The

brush was still in my hand, so I got to it. “All right, so what’s the ‘badder’ news?”

She brought her hands together. “Weeell, it seems that John-Thomas has gone and

had a wee bit of an accident, in your old body.”

This time I did drop the brush. “Say what? What did he do?” I liked being a girl

well enough, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to make a career of it.

“I’m afraid he went and got himself killed—heroically, I might add. And, erm…

in the process of martyring himself Kyle’s body was… burned to a crisp.”

I retrieved the brush. “So the bottom line is, I’m stuck like this? As in, forever?”
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“That’s about the size of it.” She managed a wan smile. “Forgive me if I don’t

seem overly upset. As far as I’m concerned, I still have both my children here: one

in body, the other in spirit. And the other child’s soul is out there in the world

forging a new life for herself—or himself—and that’s okay too.”

Slowly, I resumed tidying my hair, all the while gazing at the gorgeous blonde in

the mirror. It might not be so bad, being Mary-Beth for keeps. Like I said:

gorgeous! And one of these days I could look forward to being a practicing witch.

“I—I guess I’m okay with this too, Mom. Being a girl, I mean.”

She smiled. “No kidding, honey. I’ve seen you, floating around the house the past

few days. I’m not sure I’d have been able to pull you out of there, if it had come to

that.” She took the brush from me. “Let me do that.” Gently she brushed my hair,

as she’d often done for Mary-Beth. It felt nice.

After awhile I asked, “So what happened? To John-Thomas.”

“Oh, well… that’s actually quite interesting. Apparently, he’d volunteered to help

out down at the orphanage—” She noticed my surprise. “Yes, dear, there’s a place

right here in the city for poor children who don’t have parents. They don’t exactly

advertise. Anyway, they were off on a field trip today, to a farm out in the valley.

John-Thomas went with them on the bus. But then the driver had some sort of

medical issue and the bus spun out of control, veering toward a sheer drop into an

old gravel pit. And our dear, brave, John-Thomas jumped to the rescue.”

“I’m not surprised. No way could he pass up a deed that good.”

“I suppose not. Anyhow, he managed to steer the bus to safety but it ended up

balanced precariously at the edge of the cliff. John-Thomas got all the kids out, as

well as the driver and the two women overseeing the orphans, then went back to

retrieve their lunch boxes—because it would be quite a while before they’d be

able to get back to town and the children were hungry.”

I drew my nightgown tighter. “That probably wasn’t a smart thing to do.”

“Perhaps not. But then he went back to get their coats, because it was cold out and

the kids were shivering. He’s got a big heart, that boy. The coats were piled up at

the back of the bus, and when he picked them up the bus kind of lost its balance.

That’s when the whole thing slid over the edge and, well… blew up.”

I took my mother’s hand. “John-Thomas is in Heaven now, isn’t he?”

She embraced me. “Yes, darling, I suspect he is. He earned it. But you’re here and

you’re a beautiful girl now—a woman, actually—and that’s what matters.”

A smile crept across my pretty face. I couldn’t agree more.  



Bonus Caption!

Behind the mask that duplicated his sister’s face, Irwin was on the verge of a panic attack.

He had disguised himself as Irene, at his mother’s urging, to conceal the fact that she had

run off, and to buy them enough time to find her before the wedding. The meeting with Brad

Wallace had gone well, and he felt he’d passed, but it also seemed just a little too easy. And

more than once he’d seen Brad eyeing ‘Irene’ with a gleam in his eye that hinted at carnal

intent. Something his sister once said came back to him now: “It’s like he doesn’t really

want me, just somebody to look pretty and impress his fancy business cronies. Sometimes I

even wonder if he’s into girls.” Now Irwin was pondering the same idea. Could Brad have

guessed his bride-to-be had been replaced by her younger brother, and he liked the idea?

Did Mother particularly care which one of us—brother or sister—married the man, as long

as the wedding took place as planned? Was she really that cold and calculating? 


