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Corwin’s Tale
~

Frankly, I didn’t know what the hell to believe. I came over to see my old buddy,

Neil, only he wasn’t home. But his mother was and she invited me in for a drink. I

always thought she was hot, so I accepted. But then she told me this bizarre story

about how she wasn’t Neil’s mom after all—she’s him. Nobody in his right mind

would believe something like that, but then she goes and proves it. Right in front

of me, she fiddles with the back of her neck and she pulls off the headpiece of this

costume she’s wearing—and whaddya know, there’s Neil underneath. His head, at

least; I can only assume the rest of him is in there somewhere. So he says, “Good

enough?” And he works the costume’s head back on, ‘cause apparently it ‘feels

weird’ to be sorta half-and-half like that. And then she sounds like Vanessa again

and she sweeps her hair back like any woman would. Too weird!

“That’s better,” she sighs. “You see, I finally saved up enough cash to order one of

those fancy bodysuits you see advertised on TV. I included a bunch of pics of my

mom and I expected to get back this high-tech costume that I could put on and

pretend to be her while she’s off at some conference or jazzing around Europe

with her boyfriend. No such luck, though; it’s just a big scam.”

“You call that a scam?” I said. “Looks real enough to me.”

She waved me off. “It’s too real. All they do is send out a hitman to zap the target

with one of those ‘costume guns’ you hear about online—apparently they actually

exist—and that’s what you get. It’s not high-tech, just some kind of magic.”

I shrugged. “Is there much of a difference?”

“You got a point. Anyhow, as far as anyone knows, mom’s still alive as long as

I’m inside her like this. When I’m not, she’s just a costume I hang in the closet.

Trouble is, I’m only sixteen so if I fess up that she’s gone for good, then I’ll get

stuck in foster care. Sure, I’d own mom’s company, but I wouldn’t be allowed to

run it.” She sat back and crossed her legs at the knee. I couldn’t help but stare.

“It’s not the work,” she said. “That I can handle. Mom did all the hard stuff,

building the biz from the ground up, but now that it’s a chain she’s got a bunch of

women who do pretty much everything. They run the shops, crunch the numbers,

handle the PR, even order the damn flowers. All I have to do is sign my name—I

mean, her name. That’s why she’s always jet-setting all over the world with that

boy-toy of hers. She doesn’t need to work. I barely see her anymore.”

I’d heard that complaint before. Like usual, I told him he—she?—was pretty well

off compared to most people. Like me, for instance.
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She just laughed. “Same old Corwin. Anyone would think you lived in a shack.

You’ve got two parents, your own room, and a college picked out. Plus you’re one

of the popular guys. It’s a wonder you ever hung out with Neil at all.”

“He had the best video games.” We both grinned, as this too was familiar ground.

But I couldn’t help noticing that we were both referring to Neil in the third person,

as though he wasn’t here. Even way back then, I found it hard to treat Vanessa as

anything other than the woman she pretended to be.

“You might’ve noticed,” she said. “I had to let Consuela go. Don’t really need a

nanny, now that I’m a grown woman. Kept the maid service, though.”

“You live by yourself now? That’s like every teenager’s dream.”

“Well… not quite. I got roped into ‘sampling the merchandise’ the other day—

you sorta had to be there. Reggie doesn’t know about the bodysuit, right? So he

decided to put the moves on the woman he thought was Vanessa, and I uhm…

kinda went along with it. Long story short, I decided to keep the boy-toy on the

payroll. I know we always call him a ‘mimbo’, but I liked him anyway just ‘cause

he’s fun to be around. Like when he took us to that Sharks game.” She looked

away and studied her fingernails. Her cheeks were flushed. “Anyhoo… now that

I’m a girl, I can see why women go for guys like him.”

“Uh-huh. Is that why you’re smiling?”

“Uh, yeah… guess so.” Her sly grin had returned.

I nodded sagely, trying not to stare at her legs. They were amazing.

“Don’t get me wrong,” she said. “I love my mother. She’s really smart and caring,

and if I could reverse this costume-gun thing I would. But the bodysuit company

won’t do it. All sales are final, they said. What can I do? I can’t sue; the company

isn’t even based in this country. I think it might be Russian.”

“Russian? Man, I’d hate to think how bad they could mess up an election with

that kind of tech,” I muttered. “Or magic.”

She rolled her shoulders. “I’m not giving up, ya know. Maybe someday I’ll find a

way to bring her back. But in the meantime I’m stuck with keeping her alive the

only way I can—by being her.”

“So what happens to Neil while you’re busy being a grown-up woman?”

She suppressed a giggle. “I sent him to military school—to make a man out of

him. That’s what I told Reggie and Consuela, and the school too.”

“To make a man out of him? They bought that?”
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“I know, right? Neil’s such a wuss; who’d believe he could ever be a man?” She

toyed with her hair, wrapping a few loose curls around her finger. “And now that

I’m a sexually active woman, being male doesn’t cut it anymore.” She ran a hand

behind her neck, spilling her hair over one shoulder. “Even if I manage to bring

her back—like, someday—I think I’d still go out and get another bodysuit.”

She wagged a finger at me. “I know what you’re thinking. Wouldn’t that mean

some other poor woman pulls the short straw and loses her body? Well, yeah. But

there are always ways to get around having a conscience. How hard could it be to

find some major-league bitch who doesn’t deserve the youth and beauty God gave

her? Why not take advantage?”

Wow. Right in front of me, I could see her ethics doing backflips. That’s what

power does, of course. It corrupts. Wearing his mother’s body had given him the

kind of power he’d never had before. Control over men, for a start—but it also

made him an adult and the ceo of a company whose sales ran into the tens of

millions. The Neil I knew couldn’t possibly come through all that unchanged, and

from the sound of things the new Neil was, well… a woman.

She swore me to silence that day, and such was her power that I agreed.

I rarely saw Vanessa during the next couple of years. Then I went off to university

and didn’t see her at all for more than a decade. I heard through the grapevine that

poor Neil had been killed in Afghanistan—friendly fire, no less—and that his

mother, though brokenhearted, had chosen not to seek compensation. I’m likely

the only person on the planet who wasn’t surprised.

Upon my return to the old neighborhood, to put my recently deceased father’s

estate in order, I dropped by to see her—and I was surprised, even shocked, to see

that she hadn’t aged a bit. I knew that Neil’s body must be aging normally inside

the bodysuit, but apparently costume-gun costumes do not. Who knew?

However, boy-toys do age and Reggie was long gone, as was the strapping young

man that had succeeded him. Vanessa was at loose ends, and throughout our chat

her eyes never left me. I’d kept myself in pretty decent shape over the years,

perhaps with this very goal in mind. Two months later I’d tided up my own affairs

and moved in with the woman I’d been crushing on since I was a kid.

I know what you’re thinking, but it wasn’t hard to ignore the fact that there was a

man inside the woman I loved. I never saw her take the costume off; maybe she

never did. And she’s a regular Taz between the sheets, so there’s that.

I know I’ve only got fifteen years or so before I myself age out of service. But the

way I figure it, happiness is all that matters. Take what you can get.  �


