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I thought she might be disappointed, after I once again got to the finish line long

before she did, and I steeled myself for the hurt look Tori mostly failed to hide.

But instead of that my lovely wife gave me a sly smile—which was worrying.

“All right, you had your fun. But fair is fair, right? I think it’s my turn.”

“Whaddya mean?” I stared at her while wiping myself with a tissue.

“What I mean is, you always ‘finish’ just a wee bit too soon. I’ve put up with it for

five years—not one word of complaint. I love you dearly, Marc, but don’t you

think it’s about time I got my rocks off?”

Fears rose as my heart sank. I had no idea what she was getting at, but visions of a

giant twin-end strap-on danced in my head, along with a tube of lube and enough

restraints to make sure I didn’t wriggle around. Would that be so bad?

“Way better than that,” she said, after I voiced my concerns. She picked up a small

box from her nightstand. “I came across this little gem at the church thrift sale a

few weeks ago.” She showed me what was inside: a tacky-looking gold medallion

with an inscription I couldn’t read. It looked like Norse runes.

I pulled a face. “What am I supposed to do with that?”

She giggled. “It’s magic, silly. You touch it and turn into someone else.”

“Oh yeah? Who?” This had to be a joke.

“Whoever last wore the clothes.” She handed me a matched set of bra and panties.

“You touch the medallion thingie to the lingerie. That triggers the transformation.”

I fingered the underwear. “Uh-huh. You want me to turn into a woman?”

“Absolutely.” She nodded vigorously.

“Okay, but… why?”

“Because you owe me. Five years and not once have I been able to climax without

you going the extra mile with a dildo. I appreciate the effort, but it isn’t fair. I want

the big-O the way the good Lord intended.”

“I get that, but how is me being female supposed to help you get there?” Not that I

believed for a second in magical transformations, but I owed it to her to at least

play along.

She shook her head. “It’s hard to explain. Just try it, okay? Humor me.”
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I shrugged, feeling awfully silly as I picked up the medallion in one hand, bra and

panties in the other, brought them together, and—augh! My body was on fire! A

jolt of energy shot through me like a bolt of lightning. I collapsed onto the bed,

staring up at the ceiling. Waves of heat roiled beneath my skin. My eyes squeezed

shut and tears came. I cried out.

“Don’t be such a baby.” Tori’s voice was dismissive. “I tested it on myself, you

know. A few days ago, while you were at work. It’s not so bad.” She stroked my

forehead. “Funny thing is, I turned into you. I dressed up in your clothes, walked

around the neighborhood, ran a few errands.” She laughed. “I bumped into your

pal Hector. We went out for a beer. Turns out, he and Brenda are having martial

‘issues’ too. I’ll fill you in later. No pun intended.”

I made a conscious effort to avoid any more theatrics. If she could handle turning

into me then I could deal with turning into her, if that’s what she wanted. I knew

then what ‘getting her rocks off’ meant. But it didn’t take long to realize that I

hadn’t been transformed into Tori after all. Not even close.

I cupped the huge breasts jutting from my chest. “What the hell?” I did a classic

double-take: my voice wasn’t like hers either. It was at once throaty and sultry.

Another laugh. “Wow, I had no idea you’d sound like that. Kinda sexy, though.”

“What’s going on? I thought you wanted me to turn into you.”

“What am I, a narcissist? Why would I want that? If I’m going to make love to a

woman, she’s gotta have it all goin’ on.” Once more, she handed me the lingerie.

“Put these on. Let’s see how ya look.”

With shaking hands, I donned the panties—trying not to stare at the fleshy slit

between my legs—and fumbled with the brassiere. Tori took pity and closed the

clasp behind my back. “Where did you get this stuff?” I asked.

“Once I realized what the medallion could do, I went to the ‘newly new’ boutique

down on Lakeside. I figured these items had to have been worn by someone with a

pretty impressive figure. Was I ever right!” She went to the dresser and poked

through her jewelry box. “I got some big ole hoops here that are so you. Ah, here

they are.” She came up with a pair of three-inch earrings. Lifting the long tresses

that surrounded my head, she inserted them into my now-pierced ears, then

hooked a thick chain-link necklace around my throat.

She took a step back. “Oh, that’s perfect. You look hot as hell, sweetie. Hard to

believe it’s still you in there.” She hustled me out of the bedroom. “Gimme a few

minutes, gorgeous. I need to get ready for what comes next.”

I wandered around our condo until I chanced upon a mirror—and froze in shock.
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Gawd… ‘Hot as hell’ didn’t begin to describe what I saw. The woman I’d become

was a walking wet dream: wavy brown hair, sultry face—the former owner of

these undies must’ve been wearing makeup at the time—and the kind of breasts

most women would dread having to lug around. Plucking idly at my hair, I gave

my head a shake. I too found it hard to believe it was me in there.

A voice emerged from the hall. “Hey, babe! You about ready for round two?”

A male voice! I whirled around. A moment later, a tall man with dark curly hair

strode into view—naked. The moment he saw me the rod between his legs began

to rise. I almost squealed. “Who are you?”

He grinned. “You’re the woman, I’m the man. Your husband, actually.” His arm

encircled my waist. “Might I say, you look absolutely ravishing. Not to mention

ready to be ravished.” He kissed the top of my head, then whispered in my ear. “In

case you didn’t know, my name’s Travis. Yours is ‘Marissa’.”

Travis… this was Tori? Breathless, I could only nod.

“That’s my girl. Shall we adjourn to the bedroom?”

Ever the gentleman, he escorted me back to the scene of Marc’s latest failure and

Marissa’s immanent deflowering. I had no illusions about what the man intended;

his all-too-obvious erection left little room for doubt. I sat down on the bed.

“Lemme help you with that.” Strong fingers released the clasp of my brassiere,

which slid down my arms. He plopped down next to me and cupped my breasts in

his big hands. “These are amazing. Most women would kill for tits like this.”

I bit my lip. Already I could feel how sensitive they were, though his touch was

gentle. I couldn’t imagine what they might do to me when he gave them his full

attention. Hesitantly, I touched the tip of his manhood. Did these things normally

get this big? Did Tori somehow manage to acquire a porn star’s briefs? My fingers

could barely close around it.

Searchingly, I gazed up into his eyes. “You really want me to do this?”

Grinning, he flexed the muscles in his groin. “There’s your answer. This rocket is

ready to blast off. Seems like you are too, babe.” He ran a beefy thumb over my

left nipple, which quickly stood to attention.

A jolt of pleasure ran through me. I lifted my face to his and our lips met. His free

hand raked through my hair, then grasped the back of my head. As our mouths

danced, I held on to his dick while long tresses swung back and forth across my

shoulders. This, I realized, was exactly what Tori and I should have been doing all

this time—but never had. Why? Sadly, the unvarnished truth was that Marc wasn’t

half the man Travis had already shown himself to be.
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That hit me hard. I’d failed as man, so my loyal wife had taken it upon herself to

take over that role and get the job done in my place. I gazed up at Travis and

mumbled an apology. He looked concerned. “What’s with the waterworks?”

Tears leaked down my cheeks. “I’m s-so sorry I couldn’t be the man you—”

“Uh-uh-uh.” His finger touched my lips. “You may not have noticed, luv, but you

are the woman in this relationship. How could a gal like you be anything else? As

for that twirp Marc, do I have to state the obvious? He ain’t here.”

Twirp? “Okay, I get it. Marc wasn’t the man yo—uh, that Tori wanted.” I placed

my slim hand on his chest. “I’m sorry for that. But I promise to do my best to be

the woman—” Deep breath. “—the woman you want.”

He grinned. “No worries there, darlin’. My little guy wants you so bad it hurts.”

He glanced down. “I kid you not; it does kind of hurt. Is that normal?”

“I guess so. If you’re really really turned on.” I touched him again and felt the

shaft stiffen even more. It was hard to imagine something that big inserted into my

body, but stranger things have happened. Like being transformed into a woman,

for instance. Seriously strange.

“That must be it.” He drew me into a fierce kiss, which seemed to go on forever.

The more his lips moved on mine, the more I melted inside. It’s a cliché, but I

really did feel like putty—silly putty—in his manly grip.

Gently, but insistently, he rolled me onto my back. My panties came down and

Travis began to knead the moist slit between my legs. Nothing in my life ever felt

so good. I pawed at his shoulders, trying to draw him closer. If I couldn’t be the

man, I was ready to be the woman—his woman. He kissed me again, but not for

long. “Sorry, babe. I think I’ve waited long enough.”

He reared over me, his silhouette blocking what little light leaked in from the hall.

I felt smaller than I ever had as a little boy. What ever made me think I could be

the man in this or any relationship? Obviously, Tori was far more qualified for the

role than Marc was. Hopefully I’d be able to handle being the girl.

He guided himself to the gates of my womanhood, then pushed inside. I felt my

flesh part to make way, and after a brief flare of pain the pleasure came in waves.

Oooh yes, this was something I could handle. As a female, I could respond to, and

hopefully satisfy, my man in a way I’d never been able to manage as a man.

It’s no small thing to feel useful. I wrapped my legs about his thighs, drawing him

deeper. “Oooh, Travis…” His name slipped from my lips like I’d doodled it in my

diary as a little girl. In that moment I truly felt as though I’d been female my entire

life. Had I ever been male? It hardly seemed possible.
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“Marissa… you are the woman I’ve been waiting for.” His lips caressing my ear

gave me goosebumps. His whisper made me want to cry out.

Again I moaned. My red-tipped fingernails ran through his hair; my tongue surged

past his lips. I wanted to be inside him as much as he was inside me. Together we

bucked and moved against one another, my body singing as never before.

I was female now. Nothing else mattered.

~

I awoke to watery sunlight filtering through gauze curtains. Travis was gone, and I

quickly discovered I had returned to being male. ‘Disappointed’ was a good way

to describe how I felt. As Marissa, for the first time in my life, I’d been an object

of desire. I’d been able to hold up my end of a lovemaking session that lasted a lot

longer than I was used to. Now that all that had vanished, well…

I rolled out of bed, barely able to look at myself. Travis was the man around here;

whatever I might be didn’t bear thinking about.

A note from Tori confirmed she’d already left for work. I cleaned myself and did

the same. The week, as the saying goes, dragged on forever.

When Saturday morning rolled around, I awoke to find that Travis was back and I

was again female. “Somebody’s gettin’ pretty handy using that medallion on folks

while they sleep,” I said, pretending to be put out. Curiously, my voice sounded

different than it had before; still feminine, but more girlish and definitely higher

pitched. Also, my boobs were smaller.

He laughed at my surprise. “Marissa isn’t here,” he said, caressing my now light-

brown hair. “Your name is Heidi, and I gotta say: you’re cute as a bug.” When he

got up, I noticed he was already wearing a fresh pair of jeans. He reached for one

of Marc’s shirts and shrugged into it.

I sat up, clutching the sheet to my chest. “I take it Tori’s been browsing through

the ‘newly new’ shop again, huh?”

“You know, I believe she did.” He nodded toward the ottoman at the foot of the

bed. “Got some stuff for you too, apparently. She said it was the sort of dress a gal

can wear during the day and straight into the evening.”

“Sounds handy.” I affected a smile. “I assume the rest of my day is spoken for?”

“Indeed it is.” He finished buttoning his shirt and sat down to give me a lingering

kiss. “Brunch at that new all-you-can-eat buffet downtown—”

“So you can stuff your face.” Tori was always complaining about having to eat

like a bird; it figured that Travis would be eager to pack it away.
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“—then it’s off to Granville Wharf for a lazy afternoon of shopping and cocktails,

after which it’s back here where I plan to prepare the most romantic dish known to

Man: smoked salmon potato cakes with herb crème fraîche, and a side of grilled

oysters. Magnifico.” He kissed his fingers. “I shall await you in front of the TV.”

I was surprisingly fresh for someone who just got out of bed. Probably something

to do with the state of the woman whose body I now owned, when last she wore

the dress Tori bought me. I borrowed bra and panties, and stay-up stockings, from

Tori, then slipped into the flirty little black dress she’d left out. Naturally, it fit me

like a glove. I brushed out my long wavy tresses, added a bit of jewelry, then put

in some mirror time admiring myself. Even after what had happened the previous

week, it was hard to believe it truly was me inside the cute girl staring back at me

from the mirror. There was never a better moment for a selfie.
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As dates go, what Travis did for me that day blew anything Marc had ever done

right out of the water. There was no comparison. “I can honestly say,” I told him

that night as we prepared for bed, “no man has ever made me feel more like a

princess than you did today. Thank you so much.”

“I’m shocked,” he said, once my lips were done kissing him. “A woman like you

deserves the best a man can offer. Any guy who can’t be bothered, well… a guy

like that doesn’t deserve to be with you.”

“I think you’ve earned your reward.” I dropped my panties and slid beneath the

covers, motioning with my eyes for him to follow. The bedside lamp clicked off.

“It’s our reward,” he said, taking me in his arms. “If pleasure isn’t mutual, then

it’s no pleasure at all, as far as I’m concerned.”

Wow! “Don’t know how ya do it, but you always say exactly the right thing to get

my motor running.” I stroked his hair while he did the same to mine. “What’s your

secret, sugarbear? Been reading the book on how to date a hot girl?”

A soft laugh. “I’m in touch with my feminine side, that’s all. All us guys have one,

you know, but we usually don’t like to admit it.”

My lashes fluttered. “Your secret’s safe with Heidi…”

Those were the last words spoken for a long time. We made love three times that

night, and once more in the morning. I was a bit surprised I was still female that

next day, but the reason became apparent when Travis departed while I was in the

shower. I found Tori waiting for me in the living room.

“I thought it’d be fun to hang out together as girlfriends,” she said. “You and my

brother really seem to be hitting it off. We should get to know each other.”

“I’d like that too.” So we made breakfast together, went for a long walk, and then

she took me dress shopping. It was a fun day. I got to see a side of Tori I’d never

known before. For her part, she let it slip at one point that I was way more fun than

my brother. That was a bit sobering, but I let it slide. Hey, if both Travis and Tori

preferred Heidi’s company to Marc’s, who was I to complain?

Over the next few months, that’s what came to pass. Between going to work and

being Heidi on weekends, Marc was hardly ever around. And when he was, Tori

rarely bothered to talk to him. I might’ve been tempted to take it personally, were

it not for the praise and attention both of them showered on Heidi.

One day, Tori sat me down with a ‘we need to talk’ look on her face. It was

Sunday afternoon and we’d just returned from buying the cutest pair of heels I’d

ever seen; we got the same style, but in different colors. We’d become a lot like

sisters by then; either that or bffs, but I liked to think of us as siblings.
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“You know that dress I got for you a month ago? The black sheath? Well, I went

back to the thrift store to ask where it came from. Turns out, they got it from an

estate sale; whatever couldn’t be sold was donated.” Her eyes sought mine. “The

thing is, the woman it belonged to did look like you—obviously—but that was

forty years ago. She’s passed on now, so I’ve been thinking… no one would ever

recognize you as her, right? Especially if you changed up your hair a bit.”

“Okay… good to know.”

“So here’s the thing… second thing, I guess.” She forced a smile. “I just bought

you a new identity—a legal identity—as Heidi. I hired a lawyer, a skeezy one, to

handle the paperwork, so it’s all settled now, registered with the government and

everything. You can go ahead and get a driver’s license, a credit card in your

name, the whole nine yards. You’ve got the same education and work experience

as Marc, so you could even get a job as Heidi. If that’s what you want.”

I stared at her, open-mouthed. “As Heidi? Not Miss Big-boobs?” Marissa had re-

appeared a handful of times over the past few months, but only for a round or two

of love-making. Travis always spirited the medallion away while I was in mid-

transformation, so I still didn’t know where he was hiding it. However, the keyless

lockbox under the kitchen sink would be a good bet.

Tori sighed. “She’s just you in a costume. That’s how Travis and I see it. Marissa

isn’t a real person—but Heidi is.” She patted my thigh, just above the hem of my

skirt. “She’s the real you, babe. We both know that.”

I nodded slowly. That much had become apparent, even to poor old Marc. He had

no friends or family—other than Tori—while Heidi had recently been integrated

into Tori’s circle of friends, even introduced to her extended family. Who would

even notice if Marc quit his job and just… faded away?

A bitter taste invaded my mouth. Marc might not have much going for him in the

masculine department, but I’d grown up with him. He was still a big part of me. “I

guess it’s pretty obvious how you and Travis would vote.”

She shook her head. “The only vote that matters is yours.”

She was being kind. There was only one way this situation could play out, and to

be honest I was all for it. Being Heidi was wonderful, and infinitely fulfilling. I’d

never felt more valued as a human being than strolling down the street in a short

skirt and high heels, taking note of—but ignoring—the double-takes I’d get from

every male over the age of twelve. Not to mention the way Travis made me feel as

a lover, and the sisterly relationship I’d developed with Tori.

So I gave notice at work as Marc, then cheekily turned around and applied for the

vacant position as Heidi. I nailed the interview too. No surprise there.
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Not long after Marc effectively disappeared from the face of the Earth, Travis got

down on one knee and proposed—exactly as I had done some five years before. I

accepted in a heartbeat, but actually marrying him wasn’t so easy. My boyfriend’s

‘body donor’ was still alive, and only a few years older than Travis, which made

arranging for a new identity much more difficult. We did manage to acquire basic

ID and credit cards for him, but a passport remained elusive.

For Tori, that was no big deal. Whatever happened, she had no intention of giving

up her career. So at last the three of us settled down to domestic bliss, with myself

and Travis (when he was around) in one bedroom, and Tori in the other.

One year after all this began Travis and I wed in Vegas, witnessed by a few select

friends. I made a lovely bride—much prettier than Tori, according to Travis, bless

his heart—and after the ceremony I actually cried. Gawd, I’m such a girl.  


