
January - February 2020

Amanda HawkinsThe Landlady is a Tramp
~

Like a balloon with a slow leak, Mrs. Baines collapsed into a heap that consisted

mainly of the clothes she’d been wearing—and another kind of fabric that seemed

to resemble skin. The look on her face, just before it went slack, had been pure

horror. She knew what she’d done—no less than what she was trying to do to me.

Her last moments, before consciousness faded like the setting sun, must have been

terrifying. Needless to say, I could not have been less sympathetic.

I walked over and picked up the so-called ‘gun’ from where it lay atop the pile. It

was an oddly shaped device, not overtly ‘gun-like’ at all. Easy enough to get back-

to-front in the heat of the moment, which is what she managed to do. Obviously,

she’d never used the thing before—lucky for me. I put it aside.

Before pulling the trigger, Mrs. Baines had called the weapon a ‘costume gun’ and

sneeringly informed me that my body would soon be hers. Her intention, she

added, was to become me. Apparently, I was going places and she wasn’t.

I picked up the ‘costume’ her body had turned into—and felt a spark. It slithered

free of her clothing, dangling from my hand like a cheap stuffed animal minus the

stuffing. The material felt incredibly thin, like pure silk, yet the surface retained

the texture of human skin. How strange! It had to be alien technology.

Where was she now? I wondered. There was no trace left of a brain, to say nothing

of flesh and bone. Was she dead? Was there a way to reverse the process?

Either way, I wasn’t about to mourn the woman’s loss. I’d been living in her spare

bedroom for less than a month, and she wasn’t exactly the friendliest person I’d

ever met—although she was a very good listener, at least when it came to me

talking about myself. I’d needed a place to stay and a quiet room to study, and her

old house was a port in the storm that was affordable rental housing—and

surprisingly cheap at that. Now I knew why: she wanted my body.

That in itself was odd. Mrs. Baines was attractive, and not just for a woman who

was likely pushing forty. Her figure was pretty decent, no matter what the age. I’d

never shown any interest in her, but the attraction was there—skulking around in

the back of my mind, as if daring me to admit it.

My eyes scanned the room. I was alone, of course, now that she was gone. Just me

in the house for the foreseeable future. In other words, no interruptions.

Why the hell not? It was no less than what she intended to do to me. I gathered her

clothes and headed upstairs, pausing only to switch off the light.
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I’d never set foot in the master bedroom before, but wasn’t surprised to find it

well-kept and tastefully furnished in a somewhat retro feminine style. Mrs. Baines

rarely ‘dressed down’—only for cleaning and gardening, she said—and would

normally be found clad in a stylish swing dress, nylons and a classy pair of heels.

The room reflected her personality, with cream-colored walls, lace curtains and a

floral bedspread. I dumped her duds on the queen-size bed. Could this be what she

was trying to get away from—a life defined by female stereotypes? But surely it

was a style she’d chosen for herself.

Stripping off the stuff I’d worn to campus, I found a moment to wonder just what

the hell I was doing. I’d never worn women’s clothes before in my life, yet here I

was about to step into a woman’s actual body—followed, needless to say, by her

clothing. But why? I wasn’t gay and I had no desire to actually be a woman, so

why the sudden rush to wear the costume?

The logical part of my mind—my Vulcan half, as I thought of it—reminded me

that I didn’t have to do this; certainly not at this very moment. The costume would

still be there tomorrow or the day after, so why not put it aside for awhile? For

God’s sake, it’s alien technology—who knows what it could do?

But I wasn’t thinking logically. Far from it. For reasons I could not grasp, I needed

to do this. To put it another way, I wasn’t in full control of my actions, and my

next action was to sit down and put on the skinsuit.

The interior felt like liquid teflon: slippery, but strong enough to withstand all my

pulling and yanking. In fact, it was tight enough that I had to haul for all I was

worth to get it over my legs and work it up my torso. There was, I noticed, a

convenient pouch between the legs for my package. I thrust my hands into the

sleeves and popped them into the skin-like gloves. An invisible zipper ran the

length of my back, drawing the material together as I drew it closed.

Only the headpiece remained. It was attached to the suit at the throat and dangled

down my front, topped by Mrs. Baines’ thick mane of dirty blonde hair. I cleared

the opening, took a deep breath, and plunged inside. It too was tight, but slippery,

and it settled nicely into place with eyes, ears, nose and mouth aligned. Two tiny

zippers ran around my neck and mated with the back zip like three pieces of the

same pie. I felt another spark when they came together. Like magnets, they fused

into a single tiny button—and the surface of my body erupted into motion.

My waist shrank, my hips expanded, my legs grew lean, and I swear I got shorter.

My face felt hot, my throat sore and my chest tingly. None of it actually hurt, but it

felt weirder than anything I could have imagined. The changes ran their course in

under a minute—whereupon the shocked face staring back at me from the mirror

told the story: I had become Mrs. Baines.
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I stared, but not for long. I took a

step back, licked my lips and tried 

my new voice. “My goodness,

Wesley, you’ve got some nerve!

Can’t a lady get any privacy

around here? I’m getting

dressed, for God’s sake!”

On autopilot, I reached for

the brassiere she’d been

wearing. I strapped it on

and settled my breasts in

the cups. It was her voice

for sure, and it certainly

sounded like something

she’d say—even though I’d

never heard her speak those

exact words. But it wasn’t like I’d 

been possessed by her wandering

spirit either; it just seemed like the 

right thing to say, given the situation, 

now that I was Mrs. Baines.

Lorraine, I mused, pulling

on a black slip from the

pile on the bed. My name

was Lorraine Baines…

I wasn’t sure why I had

to put on her clothes as

well, but being a woman

it did seem like the proper

thing to do. Without pause,

I stepped into black panties,

nude pantyhose, black velvet

high heels, and a retro cocktail

dress spotted with large red roses.

I retrieved the costume jewelry she’d

been wearing, looped her necklace around my neck and dangled her earrings from

my pierced lobes. Straightening my dress, I paced over to the vanity. My makeup

was intact, but I took a moment to refresh the color on my lips, rolling one over

the other like it was something I did every day. Muscle memory, perhaps.
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Mrs. Baines, I recalled, had always been quite particular about her hair. I took up a

brush and ran it through my hair, leaning first to one side, then the other. No

wonder she loved it, I mused, eyeing myself edge-on in the mirror. I gave my head

a shake and watched her wonderfully long tresses fall unfettered down my back.

Wow. Being female was a lot different from being male—not that I’d ever given it

much thought. No more than the usual idle thoughts: what it might be like to deal

with one’s period, or wear makeup, or be on the receiving end of wandering male

hands—or lips that wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer.

In the mirror, Mrs. Baines smiled. “Well now, Wesley,” she murmured, adjusting

her display of cleavage, “looks like you’ll get to find out for yourself.”

I headed downstairs, marveling at how natural it felt to walk in heels. Wearing this

outfit felt perfectly normal, as did the cosmetics adorning my face—not to

mention the insistent pull of long hair on the back of my head. I turned on the

lights and wandered through the living room, the dining room and back into the

kitchen where the former Mrs. Baines had attempted to shoot me.

Nothing much had changed, except that Wesley was no longer here. Or was he?

Exactly who was I now? My voice sounded amused: “Time for dinner, dear. Shall

we have our usual salad? That is how we gals keep a trim figure.”

Afterward, I went online and did some research. When it came to the costume gun

the information was out there but it wasn’t exactly definitive, most of it being in

the form of thinly fictionalized eyewitness accounts. Some suggested that the gun

could be used to ‘unzap’ a person who’d been turned into a costume, thereby

restoring them to life. I found that surprising, since being turned into a skinsuit

certainly gave the appearance of being a one-way deal.

Most sources stated that there was a specific way to trigger the suit into unlocking

itself from your body—some button to press or a doohickey to pull. But the back

of my neck, where the zippers came together, felt smooth to the touch and no

amount of poking and prodding could make the button reappear. That’s not to say

it was gone for good; maybe I had to get the timing just right. But the stroke of

midnight didn’t work, nor did waiting for twenty-four hours to pass. If I had to

press a certain spot at some precise time, I was probably out of luck.

The other possibility was a second zap from the costume gun: it might reverse the

transformation I had undergone, enabling me to remove the skinsuit.

Not surprisingly, I was reluctant to fire the gun at myself, as Mrs. Baines had

done—given her convincing demonstration of what could happen. For all I knew,

the result might be two skinsuits piled on the floor, one stuffed inside the other.

I couldn’t take that chance. Not yet.
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I stuck the gun in a closet and tried to live two lives simultaneously: I kept house

as Mrs. Baines, and I kept up with Wesley’s classes online. Between cleaning and

running errands as a woman, I did my homework, submitted the assignments by

email, and kept in touch with classmates and teachers via text message—and now

and then with my family as well. I claimed to be too sick to attend class, and also

to have lost my voice—so no phone calls, please.

Lucky for me, midterms were still two weeks away. With any luck, this would all

be over by then—although precisely how it might resolve itself, I hadn’t a clue.

Sometimes all you can do is live with a problem until something changes.

~

Something did change a few days later. I needed books from the college library,

and I was hoping no one would notice if an older woman checked them out using

Wesley’s ID. I was packing my purse when the doorbell rang. I nearly jumped out

of my skin—which in theory might actually be possible (I should be so lucky)—

but I calmed down in a hurry. It wasn’t like whoever was out there would know I

was a dude in a female skinsuit; as disguises go, this was pretty close to perfect. I

was the lady of the house and whoever was there could take a hike.

Standing on the porch were three unsmiling men in black suits. One of them

flashed his badge. “Afternoon, ma’am. Dane Evans, FBI.” His ID card told the

story: special agent Evans of the Federal Bureau of Justice, no less. The other two

men—one black, one white, both wearing shades even though it was drizzling—

said nothing. Evans’ smile looked practiced. “Mrs. Baines, I presume?”

“I’m Lorraine Baines. What can I do for you?”

“Step aside, please.” He handed me a folded document. “Search warrant. We have

evidence that you may be in possession of a restricted weapon.” He pushed past

me, shaking the moisture from his coat. The other agents followed.

I peered at the paper, which looked horribly official. Could it be true? Was Mrs.

Baines some sort of terrorist, or at least a sympathizer? Was her basement, which

I’d never seen, stuffed with Kalashnikovs and boxes of C-4 explosives for a terror

cell waiting to activate? What kind of trouble had the woman got me into?

Evans remained at my side, scanning the room while I read the document. The

other men dispersed through the house. One of them returned only minutes later,

costume gun in hand. “Found it, boss.”

Evans eyed me sternly. “Weapons of this type were classified as ‘restricted’ under

federal law fifteen years ago.” He shook his head at my obvious foolishness.
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My jaw sagged. “They were? I—I had no idea.”

“Of course not. A simple misunderstanding, I’m sure.” He coughed. “A nice lady

like yourself—you didn’t mean nobody no harm. You only wanted to be young

again, right? I get that.” He sighed. “However—this should come as no surprise—

stealing somebody else’s body is considered theft. And if they didn’t ever get it

back? In the eyes of the law, that’s tantamount to murder.”

My eyes went wide. “I’d never do that!”

Evans forced a smile. “I’m sure. In any event, it’s a good thing we got here before

temptation reared its ugly head. Now you don’t have to worry about that.”

The other agent returned. “House is clear,” he said.

Evans nodded. “Consider yourself lucky, Mrs. Baines. If we had any evidence that

you were knowingly involved in a criminal enterprise, we’d have to arrest you.

Possession of this weapon is a federal crime. However, the government would

prefer that word not get out that such technology exists. So keep quiet about it and

you’ll have no further trouble from us.” He opened the front door.

It dawned on me then that they were confiscating the costume gun, which was my

only way out of this mess. “You’re talking it with you? Please—you can’t!”

“Did you think we were going to leave you in possession of a restricted weapon?

That’s not how law enforcement works, Mrs. Baines.”

“No, you don’t understand. I—she already used the gun. On me! I’m not Mrs.

Baines, I’m Wesley—a student at the university. I just rent a room here.”

Evans sighed. “If she used this weapon on you, then how come I’m talking to her

and not the dumbass student she turned into a skinsuit?”

“How do I know? She got it the wrong way ‘round somehow, and it turned her

into a costume. I know how ridiculous that sounds, but—”

“Riiiiiight. So the lady turns herself into a skinsuit, and then this Wesley kid goes

and puts it on, and then he dresses up like Mrs. Baines and prances around the

house pretending to be her. Pull the other one, ma’am.”

“I know how this looks, but—” God, it sounded bogus even to me. How could I

possibly convince anyone else? I grabbed the man’s arm. “Please, can’t you…

uhm… could you maybe shoot me with the darn thing? Then you’d—”

“Uh-uh. Shooting members of the public is against regs. Might be a different story

if you were coming at us armed with a deadly weapon.” The three agents looked

at each other and laughed. Evans pulled his arm away. He straightened his jacket,

peered down his nose at me, and headed out the door.
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I stood on the porch, arms folded, unwilling to make a scene. The agents climbed

into a waiting town car; it too cloaked in black. One of them had the costume gun

tucked under his jacket, which really did make him look like a gangster.

I shut the door. Without the gun, Lorraine was gone for good. That much I could

live with. More to the point, I was Mrs. Baines and Wesley’s face was about to be

plastered on the side of milk cartons across the country. Pretty soon I’d have to

explain that to his parents, which was a conversation I had hoped to avoid.

~

Several days of poking at the back of my neck brought me to the brink of despair.

The online stories were full of poor saps who got stuck inside of a ‘bodysuit’ and

had to live as females for the rest of their lives. Needless to say, it was always a

man trapped inside an attractive woman; and it wouldn’t take long—whether a

day, a week or a month—for his original physique to become fully assimilated

into the female body. So I could look forward to being Lorraine Baines right down

to the genetic level. It also meant I could look forward to dealing with hormonal

swings and menstrual periods. Oh joy.

The game changed that weekend. I was glumly reviewing the draft of a letter to

my parents, explaining how Wesley was planning to drop out and spend the rest of

his life travelling the world. I thought it might make it easier on them to hear from

their son now and then, to ease them into the notion that they’d probably never see

him again. That’s when the doorbell rang.

It was Evans of the FBI, all by himself this time. His smile looked genuine. “Mrs.

Baines, lovely to see you again. Might I come in?”

I stood aside and waved at the couch. “I wasn’t expecting to see you again, Mr.

Evans. Have I crossed another federal line in the sand?”

“It’s Dane. No, you haven’t.” He sat back, studying me. Feeling uneasy, I parked

myself well out of his reach. “I’ve been reviewing your case,” he said. “The agent

who searched the house confirmed that someone other than yourself was staying

here. I also asked the university about a student living at this address—who, oddly

enough, hasn’t been to any of his classes in more than a week.”

My gut tensed, but what could I say? Do they arrest people for doing this?

“Long story short, I believe you—Wesley.”

Relief flooded through me, followed by fear. “Uh, what happens now?”

“I thought about what you asked me to do—to fire the gun at you. To reverse the

transformation, obviously. I might be able to help you with that.”
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My breath caught. “Do you know for sure? If it’ll work, I mean?”

“I have every reason to believe it will. The problem is, the gun is locked in a vault

at the FBI office downtown, where I work. Security is tight, as you can imagine…

I can’t just sign it out like a library book. But I might be able to get the two of us

into the vault. We wouldn’t need much time.”

I nodded, mentally tearing up the letter I’d been writing. “What do I have to do?”

He licked his lips. “Well… I need to check the duty roster, to see who’s on guard

over the next few days. One or two guys I know might look the other way. But in

the meantime, maybe you should think about how to make it worth my while.”

I stared, mentally downgrading the guy from flunky to creep. I took a slow breath

and looked away. “What did you have in mind?”

“In spite of what you may think, I’m not a monster. I treat my lady friends with

respect. How about I pick you up at six and we treat the evening like a normal

date?” He grinned. “Counting the other day as our first date and right now as our

second, tonight would be the third date.” An exaggerated wink followed.

Creep indeed. I rose, determined to maintain my dignity. “Very well, Mr. Evans.

I’ll see you this evening. I expect you to treat me as a proper lady.”

“Absolutely. I’ll be the perfect gentleman, you’ll see.” He headed for the door. “I

promise to treat you as the woman you are, from the moment I arrive to when we

part company… sometime tomorrow morning.”

When he was gone, I hurried into Wesley’s room to consult the Internet. How does

a woman prepare herself for a date? I had to read up on feminine hygiene—some

of the stuff I hadn’t done yet—what to shave, how to dress for an evening out,

what sort of makeup to apply… It was gonna be a long day.

~

By the time six o’clock rolled around I was seated in the dining room, blowing on

my fingernails. They were still wet, the doorbell was about to ring, and my tummy

was threatening to blow chunks, in spite of being empty. I was going on a date

with a man—an encounter all but guaranteed to end with me flat on my back in

bed, trying to recall the words to the national anthem while the ‘long arm of the

law’ went to town on my pussy.

How had my life come to this? I moved to the big city to get an education, not to

become a woman. I looked upward, took a calming breath, and closed my eyes.

Mrs. Baines’ voice murmured, “You silly girl. Being a woman is normal.”

And she was right. At least for tonight, I resolved to be normal.
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I checked my fingernails. Thankfully, the polish 

was dry. I shook back my hair and tucked the 

loose tresses behind my ears. Showtime.

I didn’t have long to wait. A soft knock came 

a’tapping at my door and I welcomed Dane

Evans into my home. He was wearing a

dark blue three-piece with fine-grained

pin-striping and a colorful paisley tie.

I had to admit, he looked pretty sharp.

“You’ve outdone yourself,” he said.

“M’lady is a vision of womanhood.”

I murmured my thanks. “Let me get

my purse.” Most women, I reminded

myself, would count themselves

lucky to be going out with

a good-looking guy with a

government job. Of course,

I wasn’t most women. But

maybe I could be, if I could

bring myself to let go of the

past. To let go of Wesley.

Dane took me to a trendy

French bistro out by the

university. The server was

a girl from my third-year

Comparative Religion

class, but needless to

say she did not

recognize me.

My date insisted on clinking wine glasses. “You 

may not think much of me,” he said idly. “But I

hope you’ll give me a chance.” He sighed. “You’d be surprised how lonely it can

be in this business. Sure, you meet people all the time, but not exactly under the

best of circumstances. Sometimes I don’t come across so well, y’know?”

“I feel your pain,” I murmured, not entirely sarcastically.

“Yeah, from what I gather, that student of yours—Wesley—he’s a lot like that too.

Maybe you can relate.” He grinned. “But I’m not here to talk about him.”
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My own smile was pained. “I wasn’t aware you were here to ‘talk’ at all.”

“Oh sure. That’s the name of the game. I may not be too experienced in the dating

department, but I do know that foreplay begins—if not when you pick the girl up,

then for sure over dinner. But hey, I don’t need to tell you that, right? A woman

like yourself, you must’ve been around the block a few times.”

“My goodness. How old do you think I am, Mr. Evans?”

His eyes widened. “Oh, I didn’t mean to… I wasn’t imply—”

“I may have a few years on you—emphasis on ‘few’—but I’m really not that

experienced. It isn’t easy being a widow either, y’know.” I related what little I had

learned about the late Harold Baines, and also what my mother once told me about

how women tend to fade into the background as they age.

“So I’ve heard,” he said. “Kinda hard to believe, in your case. A beautiful, vibrant

woman like yourself? Any guy would be, you know… lucky.”

I muttered into my wine glass. “Flattery might just get you somewhere.”

The meal was pleasant enough, although I barely tasted any of it—given that I

myself was destined to be the dessert. I drank the better part of a bottle of Chablis

trying to forget what was coming, but inexplicably failed to get drunk.

We detoured through the university and took a short stroll in the botanical garden,

interrupted by a mercifully brief romantic encounter next to a fountain. After that,

we ended up back at my place—since Dane’s bachelor pad was, in his own words,

a ‘pig sty wrapped in a landfill’. “You have a really nice home,” he said, once we

were again seated in the living room.

“I can’t take much credit,” I said, popping the cork on a bottle of chardonnay all

the way from Australia. “Harold grew up here. We moved in after his mother

passed away, and I inherited when he did the same.”

“Lucky you. About the inheriting, I mean. Sorry about your husband.”

The false geniality was wearing a bit thin. “No, you’re not. If he were still around,

you wouldn’t be here. And Wesley would be studying for midterms.”

Gently, he placed his glass on the coffee table. “I admire your honesty, Lorraine.”

A smirk. “You’re right, of course. I never knew the man, so it’s hard to muster up

genuine sorrow. But at least I made the effort.”

I sensed what was coming and drained my own glass. The alcohol was starting to

fire up my libido. It might’ve been the female body talking, but I could no longer

deny a growing attraction to the man. When he scootched closer and put his arm

around me, I didn’t shy away. Instead, I leaned into his kiss.
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It was my first with a man—though surely not this body’s—and it wasn’t bad.

Thank God he was clean-shaven. When we came up for breath he nibbled on my

neck, and that was kind of nice too. A woman’s throat is practically an erogenous

zone. Maybe it has something to do with being able to breathe while being kissed,

and at the same time feeling the soft caress of your own hair sweeping back and

forth upon your back. It certainly did the trick for me.

He worked his way up to my ear. “This is nice… shall we take the party upstairs?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. The date no longer felt like such a chore.

I’d been female for a whole week, and my body was sending me signals that just

dressing and passing in public wasn’t going to be enough. I needed to know what

it felt like for a woman to be loved. I’d find out soon enough.

We stumbled upstairs in semi-darkness. I turned down the covers on my bed while

he stripped. I returned my dress to its hanger, because that’s what women do, and

stuck my heels in the shoe tree. Without them, I felt horribly exposed. I was much

smaller than the man climbing into my bed. I pulled off my slip, dropped panties

and pantyhose, and finally unfastened my brassiere. Cool air brought goosebumps

to my exposed skin. I bit my lip, muttered a prayer and slid between the sheets.

Thankfully, Dane was warmer than I was. We embraced, our hands sliding across

smooth skin like neither of us had ever touched a naked body before. Then his

mouth found mine and we shared the longest kiss of my life. He ran his fingers

through my hair and, bless his heart, asked me if he should use protection.

“I have no idea,” I said, feeling utterly foolish. How can a woman not know that?

It’s drilled into us—no pun intended—from an early age: the girl has to be

responsible for her own fertility, because the guy sure as hell won’t be.

He chuckled. “Commando it is, then.” Strong arms encircled me; I felt my doubts

recede. More stroking followed, mostly involving my breasts and his manhood.

When he descended upon me for yet another kiss, I sucked air and sank into him.

Before long, he was inside me. This, I remember thinking—this was what it meant

to be a woman, to be female. Two bodies moving in unison, almost literally joined

at the hip, but bonding in other ways as well—his male yang to (and into) my

female yin. I no longer cared who or what I had once been; I was a woman now

and the reality of that was all that mattered.

It didn’t last nearly long enough, but that minute of making love in the female role

was enough to change my life. After having one’s mind so thoroughly blown, how

could I ever go back to being merely male?

And yet, two days later, I did just that.
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~

It was a Tuesday evening, dark and rainy. Dane arrived at the house without

warning and insisted that I accompany him downtown. The FBI agent on guard

that night was a buddy of his, who had agreed to step into the washroom for a few

minutes, long enough for us to access the vault. I tried to tell him that I’d changed

my mind, but he wouldn’t hear of it.

“You’re nervous, I get that. But this might be our only chance; we can’t afford to

waste it. Strike while the iron’s hot, like my pappy says.”

The drive was a blur. Dane wouldn’t listen; he kept chattering on about how the

skinsuits seemed to work, how they could be removed, even some of the uses the

government had found for them. When we got there, he told the front desk I was a

witness he’d brought in for questioning. Upstairs, the office was nearly empty.

He glanced at his watch. “We’re go for gold. Frank’s in the can by now.”

I dragged my feet. “You know what? Being Mrs. Baines isn’t so bad. She’s got a

nice house, cash in the bank, no debt—what’s not to like?”

He grabbed my wrist. “Not up to you, ma’am. Official government business.”

A minute later we were in the vault. The costume gun was in a box near the door.

Dane grabbed it and aimed it straight at me—the proper way ‘round, I noticed.

Before I could say another word, he fired.

Once again, I felt a spark that pierced me to the core. The skinsuit released its hold

on my body. It was over; I was no longer a woman; a black tide of despair flooded

through me. Dane returned the costume gun to its box and stepped behind me. I

felt his fingers tug the zipper apart. He insisted that I undress.

I was left naked, but Dane was ready: from a duffle bag he’d brought with him, he

handed me a tracksuit and underwear, socks, sneakers and a coat. They were mine,

I realized. He must have taken them from Wesley’s room. He scooped Lorraine’s

clothes and the skinsuit itself into the duffle, and we vacated the vault just before a

tall man rounded the corner. I recognized the black agent from Dane’s first visit to

the house. He nodded at me and grinned.

An hour later we were back home. I went straight to my old room and collapsed

onto the bed. Exhaustion claimed my once-more male body. After being a woman

for a solid week, my return left me with a serious case of gender whiplash. My old

body, lacking the curves I’d grown to love, felt awkward and foreign. I fell into a

disturbed sleep.

Some time later I awoke to a bright light from the hallway. I rubbed my eyes and

sat up. There, silhouetted in the doorway, stood Lorraine Baines.
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“Oh wow… Mrs. Baines? It’s sure weird to see you again, outside of a mirror. Did

you meet that FBI agent? Did he tell you what happened? Is he still here?”

Her eyes rolled. “Agent Evans

has left the building. He

won’t be coming back.”

I swung my legs to the floor. “I’m real sorry about, uhm, ‘wearing you’ like I did.

But ya know—you did kinda have it coming, considering that you were trying to

do the same thing to me. Maybe we could call it even?”

A coy look crossed her face. “I don’t see why not, Wesley. I’ve been cured, you

see. I no longer wish to be male. Far from it.”



~ 14 ~

She didn’t sound terribly sorry. Thank God the costume gun was safely locked up

at the FBI’s office, well away from temptation. Then a shiver ran down my spine.

“Hang on. I thought it took another zap from the gun to restore a skinsuit to life.

How did—?” I didn’t need to finish.

Lorraine smiled. She sauntered over and perched next to me on the bed, delicately

arranging the folds of her frilly pink nightgown. “You had your chance,” she said

primly. “Now I get to be her.”

Dammit… I shook my head. “But without being agent Evans, how are you gonna

get access to the costume gun? Heck, it’ll probably be whisked off to some super-

secret government lab by the end of the week!”

She laughed softly. “That would be too bad, wouldn’t it?”

“But without the gun, you’ll never be able to take that suit off—you’ll be her for

the rest of your life. Plus, uh… she’d be dead, wouldn’t she?”

“Don’t play high and mighty with me, young man. A few hours ago, you were

ready to do this to her yourself. Besides, Lorraine Baines isn’t dead.” Head tilted

back, she ran slim fingers through her hair. “You’re looking at her.”

“I mean the real Mrs. Baines, the one who married Harold and moved in here after

his mother died—and then became a widow.”

She shrugged. “I admit there’s a certain loss of continuity. But think of it this way:

if she had suffered a head injury and got amnesia, she’d lose all memories of her

old life—but she’d still be Lorraine, correct? And if she later received a bunch of

other memories, she’d still be her, right? Only with a bunch of new memories. So,

is she the same person? That’s a question for philosophers.” She stood up. “Either

way, what’s done is done. I’m Lorraine Baines now, and to be perfectly frank…

there’s nothing either of us can do about it.”

She moved to the door. “Keep your yap shut about this, Wes, and you’re welcome

to stay here, rent free, for as long as you’re still in school.” She laughed. “You see

how this works out for both of us?”

What could I do? No one would ever believe such a crazy story. I nodded.

“I’m glad we understand one another. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to call my

old pal Frank. His shift ends soon, and I owe the dude big-time. We worked out a

deal where he gets unlimited—but not exclusive—access to the lady bits between

my legs. I don’t tell his wife and he doesn’t blow the whistle on poor old Dane.”

She smiled. “It’s win-win for all of us.”

All but Mrs. Baines, that is. She paid the price for what she tried to do to me. You

know what they say: live by the costume gun… ahh, you know the rest.  �


