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My girlfriend has a weird sense of humor.
When she sees me, she acts like we’ve never met
before or like it’s the first time in months. She
doesn’t do it every time, but it’s a rare Monday
when she fails to give it a whirl. Then she pretends
to be surprised and kisses me cautiously, like it’s
our first time. It stopped being funny about a year
ago, not long after I met her.
My buddy Murray on the subject: “Dude, what the
hell? She’s gorgeous!”
Oh, yeah. What was I thinking?

*
Monday. As usual, I met Katie at lunchtime in the
foyer of her office building. She was nicely dressed
in a skirt suit and sensible heels, with her lovely
long hair loose across her shoulders. She works for
a fancy real estate outfit, which sounds interesting
but she never talks about it—ever.
She looked me up and down. “You must be Simon.”
I made a face. “Who else?”
“Oh, yes…” She smiled, hesitated, then kissed me
on the cheek. I returned the favor on her lips.
She blushed and half-turned away.
Embarrassed? Her? The woman who only two days
ago had demanded sex in a position straight out of a
game of Twister? She composed herself and looked
me straight in the neck. “What now?”
“Lunch?” Same as always.
“Sure. Got somewhere in mind?”
Sure enough, when we arrived at our favorite bistro
she acted like she’d never seen the place before.
After lunch Katie announced that she was skipping
work to go lingerie shopping. She begged me to
come along, but unlike her I did have work to do.
Her frown didn’t last. “Oh, well. I’ll show you what
I bought later. Is tonight okay?”

Why not? I’m young.
She plucked a laminated card from her pocket.
“Let’s see… Washington Street, on the corner of
Fifth Avenue. Condo on the third floor, right?”
Yes, my love, you’ve been there before. Not that I
dared say that out loud.
“Seven o’clock? Should I bring anything?”
“No, just your lovely self.”
“Flatterer.” She laughed and headed for the door,
strangely unsteady even in those sensible heels.

*

Later that week, I faced Murray across a table
littered with the leftovers of our liquid lunch.
“It’s weird,” I said. “Every day she either leaves
early or totally blows off work. Sometimes I
wonder if she even has a job.”
“Yeah, she’s a free spirit all right.”
“She’s not hurting for cash,” I muttered. “She must
work sometime.”
“Maybe she’s blowin’ the boss.”
I glared at him.
“Sorry.” He swirled his drink, looking thoughtful.
“The way I see it, the chick is just unpredictable.
Maybe that’s why you like her.”
I sighed. “Explain.”
“Simple. Your sister was bipolar, so you’re used to
women being moody and changeable.”
“Yeah, and Mom was a social drunk. So what? You
think Katie reminds me of them?”
“The devil you know.” He grinned. “Why fight it?
What you’ve got works, for both of you.”
I couldn’t argue. The bastard was usually right.
In only a few days, the shy woman of Monday
morphed into a seductress in a black babydoll,
which she didn’t need much prompting to remove.
By the time we got down to her tiger-print panties,
she was all over me and I was inside her.
That’s the way it goes sometimes.
One week, she’s on top of the world (and me), full
of energy and running the show, and it’s all I can do
to keep up. The next, we wander around town, see
the sights, take in a couple of movies, and only get
to the bedroom on Saturday night—with me on top
and her just laying there, lost in her own thoughts.
Either way, come Monday she’s back to being Little
Miss Bashful. Damn, maybe she is bipolar.

*
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One day, I was poking around some weird corner of
the Web and stumbled across a strange ad:

I couldn’t believe it. That was my Katie in the
photo. A nice portrait too, not a street shot.
Incredibly, the ad offered one week as Katie, using
a “bodysuit”—whatever the hell that was—to wear
her image like a cheap tuxedo. Or rather, a really
expensive form-fitting tux complete with face, hair,
breasts and everything. Fucking scam artist.
I didn’t mention the ad to Katie or anyone else.
Instead, I decided to track the bastard down myself.
It’d be worth the five grand to stand up for the
honor of my future wife.
Using a false name, I emailed “NuWorld Inc.” Their
reply upped the ante: five grand for a reservation
nearly a year from now, double that for a slot that
had “just opened up” next month. I agreed to the ten
grand, hoping like hell I’d be able to get it back.
I received an order number and cryptic instructions:
Monday morning, four weeks hence. Cash only.
Location: the very building where Katie worked.

*
I was antsy for weeks, but my self-absorbed
girlfriend never noticed. I was worried about her.
When we first met, she had a real spark. She wasn’t
just gorgeous, she was bright, funny and interested
in me. We talked about everything and had lots in
common. Now, all she wanted to do was shop and
make love, usually in that order. The woman I’d
fallen in love with just wasn’t herself.
D-Day. I cashed in a T-bill, fervently hoping I
wouldn’t have to hand it over before busting this

scam wide open. We had a date for lunch and I
wanted to tell her that the nightmare was over.
On the tenth floor, I found a door marked NuWorld
and a small office with large mirrors, pink walls and
expensive furniture. The receptionist was a bored
young blonde woman: Molly, according to the
nameplate on her desk.
I opened my mouth but she beat me to the punch.
“Cash, please.”
Damn. I handed it over.
She counted the wad and stuck it in a drawer.
Leading me into the next room, she pointed to a
wardrobe with a fancy lock. “Your clothes go in
there. Set the combo to whatever you want. Don’t
forget the number. It’s two hundred bucks to get a
guy in to cut it off.” I nodded.
“Then you go in there.” Her thumb indicated the
entrance to a change-room. “In the buff. Totally
naked, got it? It won’t work if you’re wearing
anything, even a watch. Suit’s on the bed, clothes
on the rack. See me when you’re done.”
When she left, I peeked inside. There it was: a
wrinkled mass of pink flesh laid out flat on a
rollaway bed, vaguely female in shape, topped with
a misshapen face and a tangle of dark hair. That was
worth thousands of dollars to some people?
I decided to put the thing on, just to prove what a
pathetic scam it was. Then I’d confront Molly, find
out who was responsible and get my money back.
What could be simpler? I stripped down.
Paper-thin and light as a feather, it sure didn’t look
like much. A slit ran down the spine, from the base
of the neck to the waist. The interior felt like satin:
cool, smooth and—thankfully—clean.
I sat down and slid my legs inside, like putting on a
pair of long johns. The fabric slithered over my bare
skin like dry water. More like nylons than long
johns, I decided. Not that I’d ever worn nylons.

A pouch in the crotch accepted my dick, sealing it
under a furry mound that really did look like a
vagina. The suit’s “panties” settled snugly around
my hips. My arms slid inside, all the way to the
skin-tight gloves and their manicured nails.
I stuck my head into the neck, which felt too small.
I pulled hard and it stretched, slowly, until my head
finally popped into place. Instantly, the bodice
closed behind my back—and I couldn’t breathe.
I fell backward onto the bed, clawing the hair from
my face. At first I couldn’t open my mouth or eyes,
but I relaxed when air shot into my nose.
I lay there, wondering what the hell I was supposed
to do next. My face tingled as the mask tightened.
The skin of the bodysuit grew noticeably warmer. It
also got a lot tighter, especially around my waist.
Abruptly, my lips parted and my lungs received a
welcome rush of air. My eyes flew open.

KATIE * ONE WEEK * $5000

BE THE WOMAN OF YOUR DREAMS!!
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Goose bumps raced up my arms; pins and needles
everywhere—my whole body tingling like it had
been dipped in acid. The room spun and my chest
inflated into female breasts that felt damn real.
I sat up. A soft mass landed on my shoulders, long
hair swirling into view on both sides. My hands
flew to my face: slim fingers soft against my bare
skin. It wasn’t a mask anymore—it was real!

I shook my head; hair danced across my shoulders.
I glanced down once, then looked away. With my
cinched-in waist and flared hips, it felt like I was
wearing a corset—except that I wasn’t.
I didn’t dare look in my crotch, but I knew.
Somehow, this pathetic scam of a bodysuit had
turned me into a real woman.
Suddenly, I felt horribly exposed, like someone was
watching me. For the first time, I noticed the clothes
rack that occupied one corner of the change-room.

I grabbed a pair of black panties, yanking them up
to cover the area I didn’t want to see, then wedged
myself into a strapless “torsolette” (according to the
label) that fit me perfectly. I really needed that kind
of support, as my new breasts demonstrated in a
way I couldn’t ignore. Those C-cups were all me.
I picked out a V-neck dress with a shoulderless
bodice. I wiggled it up over my hips and zipped the
back. The matching sash settled snugly around my
waist, while the skirt kissed my bare legs like
nothing else ever had. At least I wasn’t naked.
That’s when I saw her. From across the room, Katie
turned to face me, wearing that enigmatic half-
smile I remembered so well from our early days.
What was she doing here?

I took a step towards her. Her green eyes widened in
fear, her mouth opened and her lovely face looked
like it wanted to scream. I felt the same way.
The truth nearly broke my heart.
Choked, I turned away from the mirror. So it wasn’t
a scam after all, the ad was the real deal.
So much for getting my money back.
Molly chose that moment to rattle my cage.
“What’s taking you? Is there a problem?”
Not one I was willing to share, no.
“So you’re gorgeous,” she said wearily. “Joy to the
world. At long last, you’re a woman.”
I stared at the floor.
“Get a grip, okay? I don’t have all day. Oh, man,
you’re not even wearing nylons.” She opened a
drawer and tossed me a pair. “At least you found a
bra. You wouldn’t believe some guys.” She sighed.
“Pick out some shoes you can walk in. And a half
slip too—that’s one butt-ugly panty line.”
I nodded, brushing the hair from my eyes.
“Your boyfriend is waiting,” Molly said. “Or soon
will be. So get a move on.”
“Boyfriend?”
“Simon, remember? Jeez. It was in the letter.”
Right, the email that confirmed my reservation. It
included a few details about Katie’s life, where she
lived and worked—who she was dating.
Molly withdrew, leaving me confused. Katie—the
real Katie—was expecting to meet me downstairs,
but showing up as her twin just wasn’t an option.
Hurriedly, I slipped into beige panty hose, a black
half slip and black pumps. I closed my eyes for a
moment, resolving to conduct myself more like the
woman I appeared to be. I didn’t want to embarrass
Katie. So when I presented myself at reception, I
was every bit as graceful as a lady should be.

*
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With a mirror on every wall, the pink room was full
of Katies, all wearing the same black dress.
“Finally.” Molly didn’t bother looking at me. “He
should be there by now, so I’ll be brief.”
I smiled. Simon wasn’t going anywhere.
“Okay? Here’s
the deal. Every
24 hours, from
when you put it
on, you’ll feel
an itch on the
back of your
neck. Only for a
few seconds. If
you press it, the
suit’ll open and
you can take it
off. Got that?”
I nodded. “And
if I don’t touch
the itch?”
“Then you’re
stuck there until
the same time
the next day.”
She shrugged.
“It ain’t rocket
science.”
Molly handed me a black handbag—containing, she
said, all the keys, id and credit cards I’d need to be
Katie for one solid week—and pointed me at the
door. “Be back here in seven days.”
“Wait a minute. The real Katie is downstairs. How
am I supposed to avoid bumping into her?” I peeked
into the bag. “Hey, this is her real address! Are
these her keys? How is that gonna work?”
Molly shook her head. “Still don’t get it, huh? How
dumb can you be? Listen up: you can’t ‘bump into’
Katie because you are Katie.”

“What? What did you do? Where is she?”
Molly stood up; the room filled with perky blondes.
“Katie isn’t real, okay? We set up a fake id for the
bodysuit, so guys like you can pretend to be a real
woman for a few days.”
“Isn’t real? But—”
She opened the door and gave me a push. “Get out
there and have fun.” The door slammed shut.
I staggered over to the elevator. Katie was gone,
gone forever. But at the same time she was right in
front of me. How can you mourn someone who’s
never further away than the nearest mirror?

*
I stood alone in the crowded foyer. No Katie and no
Simon. Yet she was right here, all around me, and
Simon was here too. I was both of us—a one-
woman couple. I almost laughed.
With nothing else to do, I went home—to Katie’s
apartment, since my own keys were in the locker.
Where else could I go?
The living room, the kitchen, the bedroom—all so
familiar. I kept thinking I’d see her, but it was
always me: in every mirror, every polished surface.
I stripped off the dress and the tight undies, and
looked for something more comfortable. I settled on
the dress she wore on our last date, only two days
ago. At the time, I liked it because I thought it
looked like a nightgown. I found the same dangly
earrings she’d worn and put those on too.
I poured myself a glass of wine. Facing the hall
mirror, she raised her glass and her sweet voice
whispered in my ears: “To you, my love.” God, she
was beautiful. We drank and she put the glass aside
and held me tight. I didn’t want to let go.
I ended up on the couch, crying my eyes out. What
would I do without her? What would I do as her?
And how could I ever let some stranger inhabit the
body of the woman I loved?

That stopped me. I sat up and straightened my hair.
What was I thinking? Katie didn’t exist, she never
had. She was just a string of anonymous guys. How
could I have been so wrong about her?
Someone banged on the door.
I tiptoed over. “Who is it?”
A strangled yell: “Murray!”
Good old Murray? He’d know what to do. I opened
the door. Murray stormed inside.
“Give it back,” he snapped. He slammed the door.
Frightened, I backed away. I found myself by the
couch and sat, instinctively smoothing my skirt
underneath. I looked up at him.
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“The suit,” he said grimly. “I want it back.”
“But… I paid for a week.” My voice sounded more
like a little girl than a grown woman.
“I don’t care!” He waved his hands. “You’re not
supposed to be in there. You’re her boyfriend.”
Uh-oh, he knew. “How—?”
“Thank Molly. She went through your stuff in the
locker, saw your name and called me.” He grinned
savagely. “She always does that. Steals their money,
blackmails some of ‘em. What are they gonna do?”
My jaw dropped. “Why would she call you?” Then
it hit me. I swept to my feet and stuck my finger in
his face. “It’s you. You did this to me!”
He backed up a step. “Hey, don’t blame me. No one
forced you to put the suit on.”
“I don’t mean that!” My voice shook. “I loved her,
you jerk, but she wasn’t even real.” My chest
heaved. “How could you do that to me?”
His face fell. “Never thought of it like that.”
God, that was him to a tee. I cried and laughed at
the same time. “Self-centered asshole,” I muttered.
He grinned. “Crybaby.”
“Oh, yeah?” I sat down. “You try dating a bunch of
guys in a bodysuit. See how you like it.”
He sat next to me. “Wasn’t so bad, was it?”
I dried my eyes. “Guess not. I was in love.”
“Love? That’s girl stuff,” Murray scoffed.
I stared at him. “I am a girl.”
We both laughed. Hard to stay mad at the bastard.
He poured me a fresh glass of wine and raised one
himself. “To Katie. Great gal.” We drank to that.
“Incidentally,” he said, “I know how all those girly
hormones feel. I’ve been there.”
“You wore the suit?”
“Yeah, on and off for a couple of months. Got her
moved in here, took care of her id, stuff like that.”
He gestured at me. “That was when you met her.”

“That was you?”
“You were pretty down at the time. I figured dating
a gorgeous babe would be good for the ego.”
“It was. We really hit it off. It was you?”
He shrugged. “Being your ideal woman was easy. I
know you pretty well.”
I pursed my lips. “So. After you started renting out
the suit… You let me go on seeing her.”
“Um… yeah.”
“You owe me, buddy—big-time.”
He looked me in the eye. “I’m good for it.”
“What we had back then was good. Call it whatever
you want. I call it love. I want it back.”
“What, you want me in the suit?”
I giggled. “No. I’ll be the girl this time.”
“Oh, I see!” He put his arm around me. I slid my
hand between his legs. Gently, he kissed me on the
mouth. “Ready to be a woman?”
My fingers found their target. “I already am.”
I wouldn’t call it romantic. I tore his shirt off and he
ripped my dress. When I saw his boxers bulge, I
realized how much I’d changed in only a few hours.

My chest tingled, my breath came quickly. I needed
what he had, needed him inside me, needed to be
impaled on that mighty male sword. But more than
anything else, I needed to be a woman.
He took me right there on the coffee table, kissed
my waiting lips, whispered “Katie” into my ear, and
stuck himself deep into my gaping moisture.
At that moment, I was the woman I loved.

*
Later, as we lay in bed, I stared up into the darkness
and thought about what had happened. I nudged
Murray. “Where’d you get this thing anyway?”
“Found it in my granddad’s attic, after he died. I
think it’s a sex toy from the future or something.”
“You think he ever used it?”
“No idea. Man, I don’t want to know.”
I gathered my long hair, draping it elegantly over
one shoulder. “So what’re we gonna do?”
“Dunno. You want to keep the suit?”
I pondered that. “I don’t think so.”
“So Katie goes back to work?”
“With a few conditions. Like I said, you owe me.” I
enjoyed his worried look. “From now on, you and I
split the profits fifty-fifty. We bump the rent up to
ten grand per week, but no more blackmail. And
Katie gets six weeks off every summer.”
“What the hell for?”
“Trip to Europe. Me in the suit, you as my attentive
escort. NuWorld pays for everything. You get to
carry my bags and do all the work.”
He sighed. “Guess I can live with that.”
“Katie also gets three weeks off every Christmas, so
I can take her home to see the folks.”
“With who in the suit? No one’s gonna— Oh.”
“You catch on fast. Just like the Katie I fell in love
with.” I grabbed him under the sheets. “Now let’s
sample the merchandise one more time.”  
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