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The woman at the door was close to my own age, with short blonde hair and a cute

face. For a moment, I dared hope. She was carrying a large shopping bag.

“Sorry to intrude,” she said. “I’m looking for Carson Grace.”

“That’s me. But look, if you’re selling—”

“I’m not here to sell anything.” She smiled wanly. “This is a bit awkward, but I’m

here about your missing mother.”

My jaw dropped. My mother was missing all right, for the last twenty-three years;

ever since I was twelve years old. I’d long since given up hope of hearing any

kind of news, good, bad or otherwise. “Are you from the police?”

She shook her head. “I’d rather they didn’t get involved. Can we talk? Inside?”

“I suppose so.” She didn’t look terribly threatening.

She perched herself on the couch in the living room. “Nice place. I love vintage,”

she added, peering at anything and everything. “Listen, I better tell you up-front

that I know a few things about you. Like, you and your folks moved in here not

long before she went missing. You’re an only child and your dad passed away last

year. Sorry to hear about that, by the way. I heard he was a good man.”

“You knew him?”

She shook her head. “Someone in my family. I really can’t say. My name’s Tasha,

by the way.” Gently, she set the shopping bag on the couch.

“What, no last name? With you knowing all that about me?”

“Sorry, but yeah. I can’t have any of this coming back on my family.”

I sighed and lowered myself into a nearby wing chair. “Tell me why you’re here.”

She gathered herself. “Okay, you know how some families have a ‘black sheep’?

Someone who just doesn’t fit in? My uncle was like that. He was the first born, so

he was older than my mom or my aunts, he never married, and he lived his whole

adult life in some old house out in the boonies. Long story short, he was batshit

crazy—although not to the point of ever being locked up.”

“I get the picture. Can’t say I know anyone like that.” On the other hand, does

anyone truly know their own selves? I had never married and here I was living in

the house I grew up in, but then again no one had ever described me as ‘batshit

crazy’. Yet. Touch wood.
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“You’re lucky. He wasn’t a nice man. I was scared of him, to tell the truth. With

good reason, as it turned out.”

Now that sounded ominous. I began to get an inkling of where this conversation

might be headed. “What’s this got to do with my mother?”

“Getting to that. The good news is that my uncle passed away recently. Natural

causes, if it matters. Point is, no one has to worry about him anymore.” She took a

deep breath. “My dad’s gone and my mom and her sisters are getting on, so it kind

of fell to me to handle my uncle’s estate. It’s mostly just the house, but I had to

clear it out before we could sell. I got friends to help with the ordinary stuff, but I

couldn’t bring myself to tell anyone about what I found in the attic.”

Oh god. “Human remains?” I shifted in my seat. “You don’t have to beat around

the bush. Mom’s been gone an awfully long time. I won’t say it’s been easy to deal

with, but it’s definitely old news. I figured she was dead by now.”

“Not remains. Not the kind you’re thinking of, anyway.” She paused. “Have you

ever heard of an artifact that some people call the ‘Costume Gun’?”

What the hell? “I’ve heard of a fictional thing with that name.”

She shook her head. “The online stories are fiction, but the item itself is real. My

uncle owned one for a couple of decades or so. I have no idea where he got it, or

where it came from in the first place. Best not to speculate.”

“I agree. Frankly, your credibility has suffered enough.”

“I don’t blame you. But if you’ll bear with me, I can offer proof.” She stared up at

the ceiling. “The thing is, my uncle kind of… collected stuff. Stuff that he got by

using the Costume Gun.”

A shiver went down my spine. “Doesn’t the Costume Gun turn people into what

the stories call a ‘bodysuit’?”

She nodded, looking miserable. “That’s what I found in the attic. Seventeen of the

damn things, going back nearly twenty-five years. Mostly women.”

This was too much. “You know, I’ve been very polite so far. I let you into my

home, conversed with you, gave you the benefit of the doubt. But what you’re

doing isn’t funny. It’s cruel.”

She lifted her hands. “Please. I know it’s hard to believe, but it’s true. Your mother

was the first one he took. Look—she’s right here.” Tasha dumped contents of the

shopping bag on the coffee table. What slithered out looked a bit like a rubber wet

suit, with a Caucasian complexion. It also had a shock of thick dark hair attached

to the headpiece. She stretched it out flat. “You see? It’s her.”
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I stared at the thing. It did somewhat resemble the woman I remembered from

childhood and the old photo albums I often perused—this, in spite of the flattened

state of the ‘bodysuit’. But that didn’t prove anything.

“I know what you’re thinking. I didn’t believe it myself, even after I read the diary

my uncle kept about his ‘activities’. That’s where I got the names of the women. I

had to try one on—not this one—before I knew it was true.”

“You’re saying you put on one of the bodysuits—and turned into that person?”

“Totally. It was beyond weird, lemme tell you. The seam in the back seals itself

when you’re inside, to the point where you can’t see it or feel it. But according to

the diary, there’s a special way to make it open. Just find the base of your neck

where it meets your spine and press on it, hard, for about five seconds. I had a

tough time finding it at first, but—try, try again. I got it off.”

I looked elsewhere in the room. “No offense, but I’m not really buying this.”

“Hey, I’ve been there. I’ve said my piece, so I’ll get out of your hair.” She stood.

“You’re leaving that here?” She’d made no effort to reclaim the bodysuit.

“It doesn’t belong to me, or anyone else in my family. When I realized what my

uncle had done, I made a commitment—to myself, at least—to return all the

missing women to their families. For closure, if nothing else.”

“What about the Costume Gun? Not that I believe it’s real, but…”

“Not a clue. I looked all over. It’s nowhere in the house or on the grounds. The

diary suggested he might’ve passed it on to someone else a few years back, but

there were no details, I’m afraid. It’s just gone.”

After she left, I couldn’t help noticing how the numbers added up. My mother was

twenty-three when she gave birth, she disappeared twelve years later, and twenty-

three years had passed since then. Which meant she was thirty-five when she left,

which also happened to be my own age now. Cosmic coincidence?

I called it a night, but even then I knew it was only a matter of time.

~

For twenty-plus years I was the proverbial ‘good son’. Not the murderous psycho

ably played by Macaulay Culkin, but one who dutifully took care of his ailing

father in his last years. The son who worked as a corporate account downtown and

returned home each evening to prepare dinner and watch Jeopardy! with the man

who raised him. In many ways I was still the child who had never entirely got over

the abrupt departure of the still-youthful woman who had given me life.
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And now I knew what had happened. She’d had the misfortune to run into a gun-

toting psychopath—of whom there are far too many in this world; especially, it

often seems, right here in the land of the free—who had turned Gloria Grace into

some sort of costume, which at least had the dubious benefit of being less of a

mess than a bullet-ridden corpse. Small consolation.

I still didn’t entirely believe Tasha’s story about a Costume Gun, but I was getting

there. If it were true, then her uncle must have ‘worn’ my mother many times over

the years, and done god-knows-what with her in the process. It was a violation of

human dignity and the human body, although the fact that the victim was unaware

of being violated might temper the crime somewhat.

Human remains should be treated with due care and most importantly respect. I

moved the ‘bodysuit’ into my parents’ bedroom, which both I and my late father

had left undisturbed for twenty-three years—in the faint hope that she might one

day return to reclaim her life. Faint hopes die hard.

It didn’t seem right to leave her sprawled atop the bed in what was ostensibly an

unclothed state, so I put her under the sheets—laid flat in what I hoped was a

respectful manner—drew the covers up and tucked her hair under the pillow. With

only her face showing, it almost looked like she was asleep.

Then I went to work, and after work I got drunk. That isn’t something I often do. I

rarely drink, and when I do it’s moderation all the way. But a stronger response

seemed appropriate, given what was preying on my mind.

I awoke the next morning with a headache, took aspirin and chased it with some

solid food. It was Saturday and I had nowhere in particular to be. I spent much of

the day cleaning and puttering around the house, as I often did at the weekend,

because the few friends I had were busy with their families: taking sons to soccer

practice and daughters to swim class, going on hikes, or barbecuing with siblings

and their families. Nothing like that was part of my life. I didn’t even golf, never

having so much as swung a club. I was fit, thanks to a habit of walking whenever

and wherever I could, but with a hangover I didn’t feel much like doing that either.

When the cleaning was done I found myself at loose ends.

What to do? My mind returned to the bodysuit. The stories were pretty clear about

what was now supposedly possible, but they were just stories. The whole idea was

simply absurd. If you had the bodysuit of a ballerina, a beer-bellied plumber could

put it on and five minutes later be tossing off pirouettes and arabesques. What

about the difference in size? What happens to the excess weight? Where does the

victim’s mind go when they turn into a skin-like material stretched over someone

else’s body? The stories often suggest that the Costume Gun can return a bodysuit

to life, but how could that possibly work in practice? It was all just fantasy.
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And yet… I couldn’t ignore the possibility, however faint, that some fancy, might-

as-well-be-magic technology was in use. Probably alien, or a tool from the future

that fell through a tunnel in time. Or a toy from the future. I’d read a few of those

stories too. In the vastness of time and space, aren’t a whole lot of things possible

that we don’t happen to know about in the here and now?

So when early evening rolled around, I found myself standing outside my parents’

bedroom—stark raving naked. The stories were clear on that: you can’t wear the

bodysuit over clothing. It just doesn’t work. I had no evidence one way or the

other, but it seemed plausible. I went inside.

I left the light off, for the simple reason that I did not want to see my naked self

slipping into a bodysuit that resembled my late mother. It was just too weird, not

to mention indecent. I wasn’t religious, nor had my parents been believers in any

organized faith, but what I was doing still seemed a bit iffy.

I thought about Tasha’s uncle. What that monster had done was wrong. He’d taken

the lives of seventeen people—their love, their future, their freedom to make their

own choices—and left behind broken families. On top of that, he may well have

committed obscenities while inhabiting their bodies. My mind shied away from

speculating. I was nothing like him. I was treating what remained of this woman

gently, with the utmost respect. I was bringing life and dignity back to her, after

twenty-three long years of nothing. That’s what I told myself.

I sat down and slipped my legs into the bodysuit. It reminded me that some thirty-

five years ago I had emerged from this body, and now I was going back in. But

that didn’t bear thinking about. It was too disturbing.

I pulled the suit over my hips. With a quick motion I stuffed the male part of my

anatomy inside and into the pocket the Costume Gun had so thoughtfully created

for that purpose. My arms slid into the sleeves, my hands popped into human

gloves tipped with almond-shaped nails, and my head vanished into a skin-mask

topped with a seething mass of brunette hair. I wriggled my shoulders, settled the

bodysuit’s chest overtop my own, and tugged at the seam running down my back.

The suit took over and the seam closed by itself. My fingers could no longer feel

where it had been. The bodysuit began to shrink. My own skin grew warm, as

though I was being shrink-wrapped with a blowtorch. Tingling all over, I toppled

onto the bed. My eyes snapped shut and for what felt like a long time I couldn’t

breathe. Then eyes and mouth popped open, cold air flooded into my lungs—and I

could feel again: the air, the blanket, the pillow of soft hair cradling my head…

Briefly, I allowed my hands to explore my body. I had long hair, sizeable breasts,

and what felt like a slit between my legs. No. I had to see what had happened.
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I rolled to my feet, turned on the overhead light, then took two quick steps toward

the closet mirror and stopped dead. The stories were spot on: I was a woman. The

person staring back at me was not only female, she was completely and utterly

real. I wasn’t looking at a man wearing some absurdly realistic costume—I had

become a living, breathing woman, indistinguishable in every way from regular

females who were lucky enough to be born that way.

Only one problem: the woman in the mirror was not my mother.

~

I remember collapsing onto the bed, curling up and probably weeping. And why

not? I had suffered a bitter disappointment. After twenty-three years of missing

her, I had hoped to see my mother again—even if only from the inside. The shock

of not seeing her brought back all the wrong memories of her disappearance and

the fear that followed. And all the lonely years since.

On the other hand, I couldn’t deny a certain amount of relief: I wouldn’t have to

deal with the awkwardness of inhabiting my mother’s body. I know some people

are into that sort of thing—and of course there’s nothing inherently wrong with

it—but I wasn’t one of them. I’d just as soon not have to deal with it.

I lay there for awhile, staring at the ceiling. Mom wasn’t coming home after all.

Just deal with it, Carson. Like I’d been dealing with it my entire life. Nothing had

changed—other than me now being a woman, of course.

I got up, went to my mother’s vanity and sank onto the stool. I studied my new

face in the mirror. I grimaced, then made her smile. She was attractive, there was

no denying that. She was my age, perhaps a few years younger. Long brunette hair

styled into gentle waves, loose curls at the ends. Pretty decent chest.

I actually felt embarrassed, which says a lot about the sort of guy I am. Here’s a

hint: I own a library card and I actually use it. In spite of being alone and this

being my body for the time being, it still felt wrong to be sitting around naked in

full view of a stranger (i.e. myself). Try and figure that one out!

There were two ways to fix this: I could take off the bodysuit… or I could bite the

bullet and get dressed. I thought about it for all of five seconds, then opened the

lingerie drawer. How could I pass up an opportunity like this?

I didn’t really know what I was doing, but a longline brassiere seemed like a safe

choice. I struggled with the clasp, but finally managed to strap myself into the

thing. After that, I got a little more adventurous. Mom was fond of stockings, so I

chose the darkest pair I could find and pinned them up with a garter belt. Then

black panties, and a white half-slip to match the bra.
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Shoes were not an issue. The closet held at least two dozen pair, and this woman

appeared to be the same size as my mother. I picked out a pair of black pumps that

felt stable and put them on. That was the easy part. I’d never had to pick out an

outfit before; I’d always just thrown on pants and shirt before barreling out the

door. Women don’t have it so easy, and the closet held a wealth of options.

Retreat is often the better part of valor. I gave up and headed for the kitchen. I was

starving, and if nothing else I needed a stiff dose of caffeine to steady my nerves.

After my usual struggle with the coffee maker, I got it going and sank into a chair.

Only then did it bubble to the surface: the idea that had been bothering me ever

since that first double-take in the mirror: I had seen that face before—but where?

I’m slow. It can take me awhile to figure things

out, but I usually get there in the end. I had seen

this woman before: in the family photo album.

She was a friend of my mother’s, I think from

the office where they worked, and she herself

had gone missing not long after Gloria did.

I remembered the police telling us about it,

trying to get dad and I to recall who might

have known both women—besides every-

one and his dog at work—but a couple of

emotional basket cases weren’t much help.

I pulled out the photo album. Over a cup of

lousy coffee I finally found the right picture.

There was only the one, but it was the second-

to-last photo of my mom ever so I had looked

at it quite a few times. Mom had scrawled her

friend’s name on the back: Miranda. Just that

one word. I could probably find her last name

from newspaper articles, but what would be the

point? I couldn’t exactly pass myself off as her.

How could anyone possibly explain showing up

physically unchanged after twenty-some years?

Best to let sleeping dogs lie. But her given name

did seem to fit the face I saw in the mirror, so why

not use it? Not that I had big plans to hang out in

her body for any length of time, of course. But…

for those times I did choose to wear the bodysuit,

I saw nothing wrong with calling myself Miranda.
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The truth is, being Miranda made me feel closer to my mother. They’d been good

friends, and when I became her it felt like I was Mom’s friend too. It was like

knowing her in a way I never had—and frankly, wearing her clothes at the same

time didn’t hurt either. Call it an emotional crutch, but it was one I badly needed.

I began spending more time in the bodysuit: two evenings the first week, plus the

Sunday, then three times the next week, followed by the entire weekend. Being a

woman began to feel fairly normal. I experimented with more of my mother’s

wardrobe, including a little black dress that she could only have worn after young

Carson had toddled off to bed. It felt good, looking like that, and it was while I

was wearing that very dress one evening that the doorbell rang. It was Tasha.

Her eyebrows skyrocketed when I opened the door, but she 

recovered to ask for me—the old me, I mean. Kid Carson.

“He’s not here,” I said. “I’m his lady friend. Can I help?”

“Lucky him.” She grinned. “It’s about a ‘package’ I

gave him about two weeks ago. I kinda need it back.”

I flashed her a ‘fat chance’ smile. “I’ll pass that on. 

Would you like me to tell him why you need it?”

“Well… I can’t get specific. Suffice to say that I 

made a mistake. It was meant for someone else.”

“I see. Meaning that you now have his package?”

“Uh, no. That one seems to have gone missing. 

Damaged in transit, you might say. It’s gone.”

I grabbed the door. “Don’t get your hopes

up, sweetie. I can’t speak for Carson, but I

do know he’s become quite attached to the

package you left here. He plans to keep it.”

Tasha stuck her foot in the doorway. “Hang

on—you’re him, aren’t you? That’s Miranda.”

I stared at her, a chill racing down my spine.

“What if it is? You can’t make me take her off.”

“She doesn’t belong to you. I found her sister, 

living in Columbus. Don’t you think she should 

be with her family? Doesn’t she deserve that?”

“What’s her sister gonna do with her? She’s

got a home right here. Someone who needs her.”
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Tasha nodded sagely. “I get it. I really do. We all need somebody in our life. Did

you know? Miranda was engaged when she went missing—same time her fiancé

did, in fact. I’m sure she gets it too. I doubt this is the right way to go, but… like

you said, I can’t force you.” She retrieved a pen from her jacket. “Listen, I’ll leave

you my phone number. If you change your mind, let me know.”

I took the number, tempted to throw it back in her face—or swallow it. But that

wouldn’t be ladylike. “I’ll give Carson the message. But I wouldn’t expect to hear

from him. He’s a busy man, you know.” I smiled.

“So I see.” She gave a mock salute. “Good luck to both of you.”

~

It wasn’t long before I was wearing the bodysuit every day. On weekends, I slept

in it. Being a woman didn’t just feel normal, to an increasing extent it felt like who

I was. Going to work was like pretending to be somebody else.

One Sunday morning I was lying in bed clad in a long nightgown that my mother

had rarely worn, idly toying with my breasts, when a man’s name floated up into

my conscious mind. William. Which was odd, because I didn’t know anyone by

that name. There’s no shortage of Williams in the world, of course. There’s Prince

William, king-to-be in England; there’s the guy who played Captain Kirk; there’s

Shakespeare. But no one in my own life. Yet there it was, bouncing around in my

head like an echo in the Grand Canyon: William.

There was a sadness to the voice; an emptiness, born of a depth of loss I couldn’t

begin to comprehend. William… my love…

I sat up, clutching my head. Something was wrong. I felt a presence. Pale light

filtered through the curtains, enough to see that the room was empty. I got up and

padded over to the vanity. I ran a brush through my hair, still feeling as though

someone was watching. I looked over my shoulder, then back at the mirror.

My lips moved. “Who’s there, dammit?”

Miranda. My eyes went wide. I dropped the brush, leaning toward my reflection;

deep into my own pupils. I wasn’t alone: someone else was in there!

It’s not too late… We can still be together.

~

Two weeks passed before I dared put the bodysuit on again. A short time later the

voice returned. Miranda’s mind was there, buried deep within the bodysuit. Her

loneliness mingled with my own, leaving us both aching with need.
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A few days later, as Carson, I called Tasha. I needed to know where she had sent

the other bodysuit: the one belonging to Miranda’s fiancé.

“Why would you want to know that? What’s going on?”

What could I say? That Miranda’s love was still alive within me? That I felt empty

without her, hollow on the inside—half a person? “She needs to be with her man,”

I said. “Please.” It took some convincing, but she gave me the address.

William’s daughter lived on the other side of town, in a quiet neighborhood lined

with towering elm trees. I went to see her. Traci lived alone in a small house she

once shared with her father. She was twelve when he went missing, the same age I

was when my mother vanished. An elderly aunt came to stay with her, departing

for a retirement home some fifteen years later.

She was lonely too. “I remember Miranda,” she told me. “Really nice lady. Dad

was seriously lost after my mom passed. Like, for years. But once he met her…”

She shrugged. “That’s when I knew he was gonna be okay.”

“They should’ve been together,” I said. “If it wasn’t for Tasha’s uncle, they would

have been. He stole that from them.” I sipped the tea she’d served me. My hands

were shaking. “But, you know… maybe it’s not too late.”

She looked doubtful. “Didn’t Tasha say the costume gun thingy was gone?”

“That’s not what I meant.” I paused. “You’ve worn the bodysuit, haven’t you?”

She averted her eyes, and I knew. “Just listen to him,” I said. “Your father’s still in

there. They only wake up when someone’s wearing them; otherwise it’s more like

a dreamless sleep. Even then, it takes time to tune in to what they’re saying.”

I paused. “Actually, thinking might be more accurate. Miranda’s thoughts kind of

get mixed up with my own. It can be hard to tell which is which.”

“That sounds scary. Aren’t you sort of losing yourself, in her?”

I shook my head. “It’s like finding part of myself I didn’t know was missing.”

At first she wouldn’t commit, but a few days later she called and we agreed to

meet. But not as ourselves.

I donned the bodysuit late on a Friday night. The next morning I awoke as her.

Relentlessly I cleaned the house, then spent the afternoon getting ready. I washed

and brushed my hair until it shone, and fell so softly about my head that I worried

it might fly away in the breeze. A healthy dose of hairspray solved that problem. I

lingered at the vanity, obsessively reworking my face until the makeup looked just

right. It had to be perfect. My skin had to glow; my lips had to come together in a

crimson rosebud—my lashes to spawn gusts of wind when they fluttered; my eyes

to serve as windows into a female soul. I had to be Miranda.
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I dressed carefully in clothing inherited

from my mother: a brassiere that left no

cleavage to the imagination, a panty

girdle with four strong garters, and

sheer black stockings that flaunted

a smooth pair of legs that never

needed to be shaved. I chose

black stiletto sandals that

as far as I could tell had

never been worn, and

tied the thin straps

around my ankles.

I didn’t have to think twice

about what dress to wear:

the evening was set to be

 fairly cool, so my mother’s

figure-hugging red sweater dress

was the obvious choice. I layered it

with a black slip, zipped up the back

and straightened the elastic hem where

it caught my legs just below the knee.

I do look lovely… thank you for that.

“I’m doing this for both of us,” I said,

taking a brush to my hair. “I’d like to

make a good first impression.” Three

puffs of Shalimar completed the look.

No need. William and I are in love.

“It’s more for them to like me.”

Her thoughts caressed my mind. Dear, dear Carson… you worry too much.

“Yeah, I tend to do that.” A triple strand of pearls encircled my neck, matching the

ones dangling from my earlobes. Gold bangles adorned my wrists, and a slender

gold ring with a single tiny pearl for my left ring finger.

You can relax now… Miranda’s here. We’ll be fine.

“I know we will.” I smiled into the mirror, then packed a black clutch with a few

cosmetic essentials. Standing up, I tugged on the hem of my dress and shook back

my hair. We were ready.
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I arrived fashionably late to the little French bistro, Maison de Bonté, I’d chosen

for our rendezvous. William stood as I approached the table. He was taller than I

was, even in heels; well built, with a shock of unruly hair and wearing a tailored

suit that had gone out of fashion some twenty years before. I knew in my head that

this was Traci wearing her father’s bodysuit, but my heart sensed a different truth

and sped up. Oh, William!

He took my hand in his. For a moment I froze, staring into his eyes. Memories

danced through my mind: shared meals, laughter, moonlit walks by the river, any

number of passionate nights… He swept me into a tight embrace. “I missed you

so much,” he whispered. “My dear, lovely Miranda.”

“I missed you too,” I said, and meant it. Gently, I kissed him on the lips, then let

him seat me at the table. We ordered a bottle of the house Chablis and toasted our

return to life—and our reunion.

“It’s a strange thing,” he mused. “I’m not just William. My daughter is here with

me. The more time we spend in this body, the more our minds blend together. At

first I was angry with her, giving up her life for me. But now I know just how

lonely she was, and how being joined like this completes her—as it does me.”

“I know what you mean. I’m equal parts Miranda and Carson, but god only knows

where one ends and the other begins.” We ordered and I took a ladylike sip from

my glass. “I remember the day you and I met, in the produce department at Trader

Joe’s, but I also remember the day my mom—Carson’s mother—went missing

and how devastated my dad and I were. The memories don’t feel any different; it’s

like it all happened to the same person.”

He chuckled. “You got it easy. I remember it both ways: being a little girl with my

mom and dad, and raising Traci as my daughter. It takes real effort to remember

that they’re two sides of the same coin.”

I took his hand. “It’s time we made new memories, don’t you think?”

He nodded. “Far as I’m concerned, m’lady, we’re still engaged.”

My lashes fluttered. “You most certainly are! Oh, Carson’s okay with it too.”

“Same for Traci. I don’t know if she and Carson will ever get together, but what

you and I get up to…” He grinned. “We’ll show ‘em how it’s done.”

After dinner, we went straight home. It wasn’t our first date, so why not?

We left my shoes and his pants on the living room floor, before stumbling upstairs

to the bedroom I had dressed in only hours before. There he took me in his arms,

kissed me, then gently lifted my hair to unzip my dress. It slithered to the ground,

quickly followed by my slip. With a coy smile, I unbuttoned his shirt.
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William opened the bag he’d brought from his car. “Bout time we told the kids

what comes next, eh?” He laid several lengths of nylon rope on the bed.

“Let it be a surprise,” I said softly, ignoring the confused part of my mind.

“Don’t be silly,” he said to no one in particular. “You’re a big girl now. We’re all

adults. Besides, you’re not the one being tied up.” He turned me around and

bound my biceps together, passed the rope around my chest and tied it off behind

my neck. He wrapped my waist, bound my wrists, then passed the rope between

my legs and tied it off in front. Separate cords bound my knees and ankles. It was

terribly exciting, and at the same time terrifying.

“You remember the story?” He lifted my chin. “Just like before: you’re some big-

shot actress and I’m the lowlife stalker who’s totally obsessed with you. Now that

you’re tied-up and helpless, I get to do whatever I want.” He trailed his fingers

through my hair. “You okay with all that?”

In spite of my inner turmoil, I smiled. “‘Course I am, baby. I’m all yours.”

“That’s my girl.” He folded a skinny black scarf into my mouth and tied it behind

my neck. It felt like satin and really didn’t do much to stop me from talking, but it

didn’t have to. Miranda had no intention of stopping him.

At least he was gentle. He lay me on the bed, nuzzled my throat and stroked my

body until it writhed with anticipation. “Now I’ve got you,” he hissed into my ear.

“Thought you were so much better than anyone else, did you? You ain’t. You’re

no better than me. Just another pretty girl that I own.” I moaned and shook my

head, which was all part of the act. Neither of us wanted to stop him.

Only then did he drop his shorts and cut the cords that bound my legs. Gently,

even lovingly, he embedded himself between my legs, bending to kiss my rosebud

lips. I pretended to struggle while my mouth responded and in this way we passed

the time, pausing only to breathe. Curiously, we climaxed at the same time, which

I assumed was a side benefit of the Costume Gun’s near-magical technology.

~

The four of us soon came to live together under the same roof. Traci and Carson

continued to work as their old selves, but it was often observed by others that they

were hollow people: quiet and hard-working, but not quite all there. They do come

alive in the evening and on weekends, though, when they become William and I,

who are very much in love and who seek joy in one another’s bodies.

We four people complete one another. We are a family and we are indeed happy,

although that in no way excuses what Tasha’s uncle did. He was a bad man.  �


