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Amanda HawkinsBeing Female: He thought he could handle being a woman…

I really did think I could handle it. How hard could

it be, I said to myself, to be a woman for a month?

Tons of people do it their whole lives and manage

to get by, so why not me? My god, I was so naïve.

So Mom and I got ahold of the Medallion of Zulo—

rented it from a magic shop—touched it to an item of

each other’s clothes, and I turned into a woman in her

late thirties who looked pretty darn good for her age,

while she turned into a college sophomore that way

too many girls have described as ‘a really nice guy’.

Then, as per our agreement, I used the also-rented

Pendant of Perception to make Mom believe that she

actually is Trey Corwin. That’s what she wanted: to

get the full experience of being a college guy, both in

mind and body. Of course, that left it up to me to shift

us back into our own bodies when the time came, but

she had no problem trusting me with that. She knew I

had no interest in being a woman for keeps, just long

enough to gain a broad understanding of what being

female is all about (pun intended). So I returned the

artifacts (they’re in high demand) and booked ahead

two months. We figured that would be long enough.

I was okay at first, but between being called ‘Mom’

and seeing Desiree Corwin in the mirror all the time,

it became surprisingly easy to lose myself in the role

of just being a sexy not-quite-middle-aged woman

with a son in college. I could go whole days without

remembering that, in theory, I was the college guy.

Mom knew that being her would be a full-time job

for me, so she took a leave of absence from her day

job as an Admissions Administrator at the college.

So all I really had to do was hang out at home, keep

the place clean and make sure Trey was eating right.

In other words, I became a stay-at-home mom.
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That much was okay. The only fly in the ointment 

was that Mom had neglected to mention that she had 

a love life. Not long before our swap she had begun 

dating an adjunct professor in Bioengineering. He 

taught one of my classes: very smart, very practical, 

very lively, and as it turned out very ‘hands-on’.

He called me up a week after I became Desiree, and 

at first I thought he wanted to speak to Trey. I clued 

in fast enough to avoid embarrassing myself, but I 

couldn’t think of a single reason not to go out with 

the guy—so I did. And I’m pretty sure Mom must 

have been wildly attracted to him as a man, because 

my hormones were out of control from the get-go.

One date led to another; dinner and dancing gave 

way to extended petting sessions on his couch.

Finally, late one evening with me flat on my back on 

the aforementioned couch, him on top of me, and an 

empty bottle of champagne on the coffee table, he 

said, “I hope you realize this, Desiree, but I’ve been 

holding off trying to get you into bed because, gosh 

darn it, I just respect you so much as a person. But 

after these last couple of dates, I’m a long way past 

the point of mere sexual frustration.” He bit his lip. 

“Let’s just say, I would very much like to make love 

to you, right here and now—although upstairs in my 

bedroom might be better. But it’s your choice.”

I stared up at him, into those deep blue eyes that a 

girl could just lose herself in. I wanted him inside 

me so badly I couldn’t think straight, but I had to 

keep reminding myself: I wasn’t the real Desiree 

Corwin. I was just keeping her life warm for her, 

until she could reclaim it a few weeks from now.

A few weeks is a looong time when you can’t think 

straight. I stroked his arm. “I want you too, baby,” 

I cooed. “It’s just that… well…” Now I bit my lip.

He looked puzzled. “It’s been, what, five years since 

your divorce? That’s long enough, surely. Your son 

is all grown up—and doing very well in class, by the 

way. You aren’t seeing anyone else, I assume… So 

help me out here: what’s stopping you?”

I tried to think, but—damn it—the man had begun 

circling my left nipple with his thumb. Why did he 

have to do that? It reminded me that, for the time 

being, I wasn’t even close to being male. I was 

breathtakingly female, and I was now wildly aware 

of that fact. My lips parted. “I… I’m a woman.”

He kissed me, hard. “You certainly are—and how!”

Screw it, he was right. There was no point denying 

it: the last two weeks had transformed not just my 

body, but my mind as well. In that moment, the very 

notion of having once been a man seemed like some 

sort of paranoid fantasy dreamt up by a soon-to-be 

middle-aged woman as part of her mid-life crisis.

I decided to run with that. My body was screaming 

GO, but I convinced both it and my impending lover 

to wait while I prettied myself up. “I’ll meet you in 

the bedroom,” I told him, and hurried upstairs.
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So now, here I am: all dolled up and ready to give 

myself to a man for the very first time. The former 

Desiree wasn’t a virgin—she was Trey’s mother, 

after all—but this new version certainly was. I’m

awfully nervous. I keep touching my hair, pulling at 

the hem of my slip, like I can’t wait to tear it off…

Here he comes, my guy, my man. He wants me, I 

can tell. He’s only wearing a pair of tight briefs, so 

it’s pretty obvious. After this, well… I don’t think 

I’ll be needing that medallion again. My poor son 

will just have to get used to being male.  


