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How do you get a piece of mail the same day that you move into a new house?

That's what Greg wondered to himself as he held the small, postcard-sized envelope in his hand, standing outside in the fading sun next to his mailbox. He turned the small white envelope over in his hand, curious. No return address. Just postage, his and Loren's names, and their very new address, in very neat writing.

This would have had to be mailed at least a couple days ago, to arrive here today. He hadn't even come out to check for mail. He just wanted to make sure that the mailbox was in good shape, that the door wasn't about to fall off, that it wasn't full of spiders. And it was fine, but it also had this piece of mail in it. 

Strange. 

Greg walked back inside, stepping around the various boxes the cluttered the hall. After so many times going in and out of the front door today, it was almost second-nature to weave among the inevitable mess of move-in day.

His wife, Loren, was in the kitchen, putting a heavy-looking box up on the kitchen island. The clatter and clang of a box filled with pans rang through the room, and they both winced.

"How's the mailbox?" Loren asked, turning toward Greg. She was tired, with a little sheen of sweat on her, and her sleeves were rolled up. Greg had always thought she was one of the most beautiful women in the world, especially when she was naturally tousled like this after a hard day's work. Loren was a gorgeous black woman, with long hair that was currently up in a bun, and she was wearing a dark red sweater over a peach-colored collared shirt. Her jeans hugged her thin but healthy frame nicely, even though they sported a couple of tears after years of use. 

"It's fine," Greg said. He held up the envelope. "We got something."

Greg, himself, was white, with brown hair that he kept cut short since he did a lot of outside work as the owner of a landscaping company. As a result of that, he kept a pretty good tan, and Loren would sometimes joke at the peak of summer that he was darker than she was. It wasn't true, but it was close sometimes. 

"That's so sweet! Is it a little welcome card from the neighbors?" Loren gave the box she had hefted up a little push, moving it closer to the center of the kitchen island, before coming over to see.

"I don't think so," Greg said. They sat down at the kitchen table, a little sigh escaping both of their mouths. It had been a long day, and it was far from over. 

"Oh, there's a stamp." Loren took the letter from him. "Well, let's see. Maybe it's from the town or something."

Loren opened up the envelope and pulled out a small, stiff piece of paper. This was printed on; not written on, like the envelope had been. Greg inched his chair over so he was pressed up against Loren, and together, they read the mysterious letter.

Hello, Greg and Loren Barker. My name is Devon Piercet.

You're new to this city, so you probably aren't familiar with my name. The internet can tell you all you need to know about Piercet Industries and how important they are to this city, and it can tell you that I am its sole owner and CEO.

I am reaching out to you personally with an invitation and request unlike any you will ever receive in your lifetime. You will think I am crazy. You will think this is a joke. I assure you that I am very much in charge of my faculties, and I am very serious. You will be well-compensated for your time if you choose to accept.

You have been chosen specifically for this offer out of many potential candidates.

I invite you to come to my home. It's not far from you, on 11 Masterson Drive. I know you will need time to settle in to your new home (congratulations, by the way), so this invitation is for Friday evening, three days from now. 

I am extending an offer to you both, Greg and Loren, to participate in a one-evening trial. A test of the magical variety, performed by an ancient shaman, meant to change your very beings.

By this, I mean, that you, Greg, will become a woman, and you, Loren, will become a man. But you need only stay for some time into the night. You are then free to leave after the spell is cast, before the night is over.

I understand that this sounds beyond belief, and I do not begrudge your skepticism. As compensation for your efforts, you will be paid $50,000 cash, regardless of whether the spell is successful. The pair of you are the exact people I need for this incredible attempt. I can assure you that no harm will come to you; this trial will either be successful, or it will fail, and you will leave my mansion $50,000 richer with no lingering effects.

If you accept, just place this letter back into your mailbox, and I will send a car for you on Friday at six o' clock.

D. Piercet

––––––––
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NEITHER OF THEM SAID anything for a moment, both Greg and Loren staring at the fancy, scrawled signature at the bottom of the message. 

Finally, Loren said, "This is the weirdest thing that I've ever seen." She looked to her husband, and they both burst into laughter, the card dropping down onto the table.

"You know, though," Greg said, after they had a moment to compose themselves, "I have heard of Devon Piercet. So at the very least, he's a real person."
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