
April, June 2020

Amanda HawkinsOne Hell of a Bodysuit

I admit it: when Charlie came up with 

his hair-brained scheme of having me

wear a bodysuit to the prom, I didn’t

think it would work. Not even close.

The technology just wasn’t there,

and I told him so—often and loudly.

But after I put it on and he zipped up the 

back—and once the pain subsided—I had 

to eat my words. Impersonating a woman 

wasn’t going to be a problem. Quite the 

opposite: given the way I now looked,

and the sultry feminine lilt of my new

voice, I’d no doubt find it impossible

to convince anyone I wasn’t female.

I was still in a daze as Charlie’s sister

helped me into the party outfit she’d

picked out: a backless ivory cocktail

dress with a low-cut beaded bodice

and a short tulle skirt. It didn’t

leave a whole lot to the imagination.

She brushed my hair out and draped the

longest, thickest tresses I’d ever seen over

my shoulders, leaving the rest to tumble 

down my back. Amazingly, it was as if I 

could feel every last hair touching what

sure as heck felt like my own skin.

“All right, I admit it,” I told Charlie,

casting a lustful eye at my spectacular 

cleavage. “This is one hell of a bodysuit.”

“I told you, man. Charles Rappaport

does not make idle promises.”

“Should I ask where it came from?”

“You should not. As long as we get it

back where it belongs tomorrow, all

will be well. Let me do the worrying.”
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What could I say? I was barely eighteen, naïve, and I trusted the guy. He’d been

my best friend since kindergarten, defending me from all comers. If our roles were

reversed and he was the five-seven bookworm, instead of the six-foot-two star

striker for the school’s soccer team, then he’d be the one wearing the bodysuit.

Friends do that sort of thing for each other—or so I assume.

On the other hand, I was straight and he was not, so maybe with his attributes I’d 

have been able to get a date for the prom on my own. But as things

worked out, neither of us had dates. At least this way we 

could both be there, and we wouldn’t stick out like sore-

thumb losers. Far from it, I soon realized: looking as 

fabulous as I now did, I might even end up being the 

center of attention. The thought made me feel at once 

both fearful and excited—and very, very confused.

Standing there before the mirror, posed in the pink 

stiletto heels Tammi had just strapped to my feet, I 

couldn’t escape the sense that something more had 

changed than clothing of the opposite sex could

explain. The bodysuit, it would seem, wasn’t just

a costume: my body felt as though it had under-

gone a genuine physical transformation. Was that

even possible? Was I actually physically female?

It wasn’t ‘nothing’ that I now felt between my legs.

Where the panties I’d been obliged to wear stretched 

across my newly acquired ‘lady bits’ I could feel a

gentle tingling, as if the knob of my former maleness

were being held in place by something soft and satiny.

It was more than a bit distracting—and oddly enough 

the tips of my chest felt exactly the same way.

What on earth (or Earth) had the guy done to me?

Tammi handed me a black clutch. “Here’s your

purse, hon.” She giggled. “Guess we’d better start 

calling you ‘Rosalita’, huh?”

I looked at Charlie. “Is that my name now?”

He nodded. “I meant to mention it earlier. I got

you a fake ID and everything. It’s all in there.”

I stepped off the dais, careful of each step in the tall 

heels. Curiously, walking was no problem at all.
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I checked the wallet he’d given me. There it was: Rosalita’s driver’s license, as

well as her ATM card, a Blue Cross medical, even an American Express. Charlie’s

never been anything but thorough. The purse also held lipstick, mascara, tissues

and a few other items one might expect a woman to carry—up to and including a

pack of condoms. Better safe than sorry, I suppose. If someone at the party

decided to snoop through my purse, they’d find nothing to suggest that I wasn’t a

girl named Rosalita. Naïvely, that made me feel safer.

We left the Macy’s where Tammi worked and made our way to the Tesla Model-S

Charlie had borrowed from his uncle. He held the passenger door open and I slid

inside, careful to sweep my skirt beneath me. I also had to be careful to close my

legs, keep one hand on my purse and one eye on my cleavage to make sure my

girls weren’t more exposed than they should be. Tammi had lectured me about all

that and more, and there was a lot to remember. Being a girl is no picnic in the

park, or even the back yard. I was beginning to grasp that fact.

The car whispered to life. “From here on,” Charlie said, “I’m just gonna call you

Rosalita, okay? Rosa for short. You’re a girl now. You should keep telling yourself

that and, you know, maybe try to believe it? Can you do that?”

“I can try,” I said, trying to insert a little purr into my voice. “So… where did we

meet, handsome?”

He perked up as the car pulled away from the curb. “Ooo, that’s good! We met last

summer in SoCal. While I was at that soccer camp, remember?”

I touched his arm. “Like, how could I forget? You were awesome out there.”

He glanced at me. “Uh, yeah. Anyway, we’ve been keeping in touch since then,

texting and Skyping and stuff, and a month or so back I asked if you’d be my date

to the prom. You flew up yesterday.”

I suppressed a giggle. “Did I? Wow, I hardly remember anything before I laid eyes

on you, Boobear. Must be your animal magnetism, or whatev.”

He rolled his eyes. “Don’t lay it on so thick, okay? Don’t try and be outgoing or

anything like that; it’s not you. I think it’s okay to be a shy girl.”

“None of this is me,” I said, giving my hair a toss. “But I hear ya.”

~

“Well… that went surprisingly well.” I was gazing out the window of our suite at

the Radisson. From this height I could see halfway across the city to the North

Ridge mountains. Nothing but light, as far as the eye could see. Mesmerizing.

Charles was raiding the mini-fridge. “Why surprising? You were fabulous, babe.”
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I had to smile. “I was, wasn’t I? I’ve never been the center of attention before. It

was such fun. A girl could get used to that sort of thing.”

“Here’s hoping you get the chance.” He handed me a wine glass full to the brim.

“Ooh, champagne? What’s the occasion?” I took one sip, then another.

“You have to ask? It’s prom night. And, well… here we are.” He drank as well.

“Yeah, I meant to ask you about that. Why the hotel room? I thought the idea was

to put on a show at the dance and then go home.”

“In case you didn’t know, Rosa, the only couples who ever do that are Christian

promise keepers. And possibly guys who are too tired because they did the deed

the night before. Everyone else…” He waggled his eyebrows.

“Uhm, Charlie? You do remember I’m a guy, don’t you?”

“Not tonight, you aren’t.” He pulled out his phone and hunted for an app. “Let’s

see… we’ll go with bisexual, to be on the safe side… this libido goes to eleven…

What the heck, I’ll set the personality index to full-on female.”

The back of my head began tingling. Then a wave of dizziness swept through my

body. I would’ve fallen off my pink stiletto heels if Charles hadn’t caught me. I let

out a girlish squeal. “Oh my gawd, what did you do?”

“It’s the bodysuit,” he said. “I changed the settings.”

I found myself trembling. “Next time, give a girl some warning, ‘kay?” I drained

my glass and wiggled it for a refill. Charles obliged and I found myself admiring

his rear end. Had the boy’s buns always been so adorably cute?

We took our drinks to the balcony, where a love seat awaited. I snuggled up to my

date and coyly inquired if he’d been working out. “Sure have, babe.” He popped a

muscle for me. I made the appropriate oohing sound.

After we drained our glasses, I introduced my lips to his. They seemed to hit it off,

so we did the kissy thing until Charles suggested a change of venue. “We got that

nice big bed, right? Shame for it to go to waste.”

I retired to the bathroom to shed clothes. After washing the necessary bits, I found

myself primping in the mirror, striving to look my girly best. Dimly, I recalled that

I’d never done such a thing before—in fact, I’d never had the slightest interest in

doing anything remotely like this. What changed?

Oh, right, the bodysuit. Charles tweaked the settings to turn me into a horny little

nymphette. I had to smile. Such a naughty boy… but setting him straight would

have to wait ‘til morning. I freshened my lipstick and joined him in bed.

“Babe, you are decidedly fabulous! It’s hard to believe you’re a guy.”
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“Uhm, yeah. About that…” I gazed up at the ceiling while he nibbled on my neck.

“I seem to recall that you’re supposed to be gay, and yet here you are about to get

it on with a splendiferous babe like myself. What’s up with that?”

He paused long enough to grin madly. “Easy-peasy. I turn you into a gorgeous gal,

so anyone who sees us together assumes I’m straight. But you’re still a guy on the

inside, so—the best of both worlds, yeah?”

“I guess.” I wriggled closer and stroked his abs. “But this awesome bodysuit sorta

makes me more of a woman, doesn’t it?” I nibbled on his lips. “I sure do feel like

a hot chick—but if you have to think of me as a guy, knock yourself out.”

I shifted my hand to the sweet spot between his legs, but my fingers found only a

disturbing lack of rigidity. “Uh, what’s the problem here, Hunkster?”

He rolled onto his back and groaned. “You said it yourself. I’m gay and you’re the

next best thing to Jennifer Lopez. Hell, you were the sexiest girl at the party! What

was I thinking?” He grabbed his phone from the nightstand. “I better dial it back.

There’s no point—”

“Gimme that.” I took the phone and studied the app he’d launched. The controls

looked simple enough: libido, personality index, sexual preference… the bodysuit

was more sophisticated than I imagined. Hello, what’s this?

So he wants gay, does he? Grimly, I changed a setting and felt a growing tingle in

my groin. I set the phone aside. “You’re back on the job, boyfriend.” I moved in

on his lips while my hands did what they could with his manhood.

A moment later he responded: “Oh my god, what the hell is that?”

“What part of an erection don’t you understand?” I flipped him onto his tummy.

“On your knees, worm. You’re about to find out what it’s like to be the girl.”

It wasn’t me, of course; my own teeny weenie was tucked away inside. Really, the

thing was amazing: hard as rock and guaranteed not to cut loose before both of us

were ready to pop. Self-lubricating too. Charles emitted a feminine squeal as I

entered him, which given the circumstances was more than satisfying.

A few minutes later he couldn’t stop repeating my name. “Oh gawd, Rosa! Rosa,

you—are—amazing! Don’t stop!”

“Don’t worry!” I leaned across his back, still working my hips. “I said it before,

Boobear, and I’ll say it again: this is one hell of a bodysuit.”

“Go easy,” he said, gasping. “It’s only a rental. They’re expensive.”

Damn. Well, if you’ve only got one shot, best make it a good one.

“Hang on to your hat,” I said. “I’m puttin’ the pedal to the metal.”  


