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~

I thought for sure Sarah was dying when we brought her home. She really didn’t

look good; I guess being struck by lightning has that effect. The doctors didn’t

want to let her out of the hospital, but Mom insisted. “My daughter needs to be

with family, in her own room,” she said, “that’s the only way she’s going to get

better.” From the look on the staff’s faces I’m pretty sure they didn’t think my

sister was going to get better, but there was nothing else they could say.

As soon as we got her home and into bed, Mom began removing Sarah’s clothes. I

took a few steps back but didn’t leave because I thought she might need my help.

Sarah and I are twins, but you sure couldn’t see the resemblance now. Her skin

was horribly wrinkled and looked like it might slough right off.

Fingers to my mouth, I closed my eyes. This was not how I wanted to remember

her. We were close, she and I; not like most brothers and sisters. In fact, the three

of us were about as tight as a family can get. This was gonna be tough.

“Kyle? Snap out of it, kiddo. I need your help.” Mom had finished removing the

T-shirt and sweatpants Sarah had painfully dressed herself in at the hospital, and

her underwear as well, so that she now sprawled naked on the pink sheets. “Help

me roll her over,” Mom said.

“Uhm… wouldn’t she be more comfortable on her back?” Mom just shook her

head, so I bent to the task. Sarah was awake, her eyes glittering, but she hadn’t

said a thing since leaving Merci General. I could only assume she was in pain.

“Hold her there.” I propped my sister up on her side while for some reason Mom

prodded the top of her spine, where her neck and back came together. I was still

trying to figure out what the heck she was doing when—with a distinct popping

sound—the wrinkled skin came apart. I reared back in shock.

Sarah rolled onto her face. Was she even breathing? What—?

Mom threw me an annoyed glance. “For God’s sake, it’s only—” She bit her lip,

then worked to widen the opening. Instead of red blood and raw tissue, I caught a

glimpse of some sort of milky-white surface. Hand to mouth, I gagged.

The split trailed down her back, revealing more—was that skin? Then Mom took

hold of the back of Sarah’s neck and pulled. With a loud slurping sound, her long

hair flew up, along with her whole scalp, and fell onto the pillow.

I stumbled back, all the way to the wall. If it wasn’t for the fact that I hadn’t eaten

that day I would’ve lost it right there—the contents of my stomach and my mind.
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I heard my sister gasping for air. I rushed to help, we rolled her over—and then

Mom pulled her entire face off. Under it was another, somewhat smaller face; my

sister’s, more or less, but it lacked texture—being milky white and utterly hairless.

She grinned up at me, almost laughing.

I collapsed, half-sprawled on the bed. Words burst out. “What the fuck—?”

Mom play-slapped my hand. “Kyle! Mind your language. I know you’re an adult

now—barely—but that’s no excuse to swear like a sailor.”

I rubbed my eyes. This was im-fucking-possible. Stuff like this just can’t happen.

But when I looked again, Sarah still had a pasty-white bald head, like she’d grown

up in a cave never having seen the sun. She looked more alert than any time since

the accident. Mom was busy working the loose skin off of her shoulders and down

her arms, like it was a dressing gown. Or a skin-tight wet suit.

“I think you better tell him, Mom. Kyle looks like he’s about to pass out.”

Mom glanced at me. “He’ll live.” She tugged on Sarah’s fingers. I heard that

sickening slurping sound again as the arm of the wet suit pulled free. She repeated

the process for the other arm, then paused.

Sarah rubbed her face and sighed. Clearly, she wasn’t in pain. “Mom gave me a

heads-up in the hospital,” she said, “so I kinda knew this was gonna happen. Even

so, it’s pretty damn freaky.” She inspected her bleached-out hands.

My voice was weak. “Please tell me this isn’t the Twilight Zone.”

Mom chuckled. “Well, in a way. But it’s nothing new; you’ve been living there

your whole life.” She turned to face me. “I know this will come as a bit of a shock,

Kyle, but we—all three of us—we’re not from this planet.”

“Not—from—this—planet?” My sister was an alien? Sarah’s eyes were just as

wide as mine; maybe Mom hadn’t got around to mentioning that bit.

“Our ship crashed here twenty years ago, when you were just toddlers. Your father

died, but the ship was able to create these human ‘Skins’ that would protect us and

let us blend in with the people of this planet.” Mom straightened the flaccid arms

and stroked the empty limb. “They’re far beyond any human technology. As you

may have noticed, they even grow and age along with our real bodies.”

That was a lot to parse. We’d been told years ago that our father had died in a car

crash. “Hang on—you said we all arrived on this spaceship?”

Mom smiled sadly. “Yes, dear. The whole family. You aren’t human either.”

My mouth opened and closed. What do you say when somebody flat-out tells you

that you aren’t human? A lying bastard, most likely, but this was my mother!
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“Actually,” she mused, “calling it a ‘spaceship’ isn’t quite accurate. The vehicle is

capable of trans-dimensional travel as well. Our planet of origin is in this galaxy,

but not in this timeline.” She shrugged. “I’m not holding my breath waiting to be

rescued, although it could happen. Best not to count on it, though.”

Sarah scratched her chest—which, I noticed, was strangely flat. “So where’s the

ship now, Mom?” Nowhere around here, I thought darkly. A crashed flying saucer

would not go unnoticed in the middle of Metro Vancouver.

“Oh, it’s way up north, in the Yukon. It was a very remote area; we were lucky to

make it out alive.” She went back to work on the Skin, working the fabric down

Sarah’s torso and over her hips. “It was able to conceal itself and activate a beacon

that will signal our people, if they happen to pass by—with a few light-years, give

or take. That’s standard procedure. We’re not permitted—‘prime directive’ stuff—

to make any sort of contact with primitive cultures.”

Sarah began helping remove her loose skin. “Is that why you didn’t tell us?”

“We were just kids,” I said. “We’d blab it for sure.”

“I meant to tell you,” Mom said. “I was just looking for the right time.”

The right time? When would that be? “Happy twenty-first, kids,” I muttered. “Oh,

by the way, you’re both a couple of whitewashed freaks who probably belong in a

circus. Or a laboratory, prepped and ready for dissection.”

Mom glared. “Our people are a bit more presentable than this, you know. We look

awful because we’ve spent so many years wearing survival Skins. If we were ever

rescued our people would be just as disgusted as you are.”

I strongly doubted that anyone or anything could match how I felt, having just had

my entire miserable existence whipped out from under me. But it wasn’t worth

arguing the point.

With the Skin off, Sarah looked cold. Mom pulled the blankets over her, but not

before I noticed—color me shocked—that she really didn’t look like… well, she

didn’t look like a girl anymore—even though there was a featureless slit between

her legs. With no breasts, no hair and a generic figure, she was effectively sexless.

All of our human characteristics were part of the Skin.

“Sarah’s Skin is damaged,” Mom said, checking the interior. “But it’s serviceable,

if you know what you’re doing. If you’ve had enough experience with the basic

technology.” She stood up. “I’ll be the one to wear it.”

Looking drowsy, Sarah peered up at her. “Whaddya mean? You’re going to be me

from now on? How’s that gonna work?”

“That’s right,” Mom said. “I’ll be Sarah.” She took my hand. “Come with me.”
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I stumbled after her. “Uh, Mom? Where’re we going?”

She closed Sarah’s door and motioned toward her own room. “Skins aren’t easy to

remove,” she said. “It’s not supposed to be easy; otherwise it could happen by

accident. There’s a device in the ship that could do the trick, but we’ll have to

improvise.” With that, and still holding my wrist in a steely grip, she picked up a

fork in her other hand and jammed it into an electric socket.

Lightning struck and the lights went out; in more ways than one.

~

The room was dark when I awoke, but a glow of light filtered in from the hallway.

At least the power was back on. From what little I could see it was obvious I was

still in the master bedroom, flat on my back in Mom’s bed. That was a little creepy

in and of itself. I coughed and rubbed my chest. My skin felt rough to the touch,

like it was made of a hard rubber. Curiously, I couldn’t seem to find my nipples.

The door yawned open. A male voice said, “He’s awake.”

“Well, it’s about time.” The overhead light snapped on. I shielded my eyes. When

I could see again Sarah was standing over me, hands on her hips. “Welcome back,

sleepyhead. You must’ve needed your rest; I was up an hour ago.”

I heaved a sigh. “I’m just glad you’re okay, sis.”

“Me too, sweetie. But did you forget what I said earlier? I am Sarah now, because

I’m wearing her Skin, but before that I was your mother. The good news is, I can

definitely work with this damaged Skin. We’re gonna be okay.”

I raised myself on my elbows, staring at her in wonder. She looked and sounded

exactly like my sister. “You’re Mom?”

“I was, dear. But you’re going to have get used to treating me like Sarah. I’ll get

better acting like her too, over the next little while, as the Skin adapts to my body

and slowly retrains my brain to pass as a twenty-year-old girl.”

“But—if you’re Mom, then where’s Sarah? The old Sarah, I mean.”

“Right here, bro.” That male voice again. He stepped into view next to Sarah. It

took me a moment to realize I was staring at myself. His giggle was incredibly out

of character. “I guess I’m the bro now. We better get used to that.”

It took awhile to process. My sister was wearing my Skin, which meant…

I looked down at my own body. Shoulders, chest and arms were a featureless

expanse of milky-white skin. Oh God… I was an alien! I tried to sit up.

Sarah moved to help. “Careful, dear. You had a nasty shock.”
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“You’re the one who gave it to me!” I swept the covers aside, staring in horror at

acres of bleached skin and a scrawny little body that had nothing in common with

my old one. Between my legs, nothing but a featureless slit…

“Sorry about that. It was the only way to get the Skin off without booking a flight

to Whitehorse.” She rolled her eyes. “In case you’re wondering ‘why me?’, it’s

because removing the Skins like this isn’t exactly by the book. They had to be

rebooted from scratch, and the only way to do that—out here in the real world—is

for someone else to put it on.”

My brain was clearing. “But—why’d she have to be me? Couldn’t she be you?”

Sarah shook her head. “The lightning damaged your sister’s real body as well. She

needed a Skin as similar as possible to her own: it had to be yours. The good news

is, the Skin is successfully healing her body—or rather, his body. Kyle’s.”

Kyle sat on the bed and gave me a friendly rub on my leg. “I promise to do you

proud,” he said. “I’ll be just as good a Kyle as you were.”

I was staring at my empty groin. “But that means—”

Sarah grinned. “That’s right. You’re the new Angelica. As soon as we slide you

into her Skin, you’re going to be our mother.”

~

They let me sleep awhile longer before they returned to turn me into a woman. By

this time I was wide awake. “Do we really need to do this?”

“We’ve been through this,” Sarah said. “Long term, you can’t survive outside of a

Skin. Not on this planet.”

I sat up and slung my legs to the floor. “Define ‘long term’.”

“Try a day or two.” Sarah placed the Angelica Skin next to me on the bed. Her

long dark hair splayed across the white sheet like a stain.

“Better to get it over with,” Kyle said. “Trust me, you’ll feel better.”

Truthfully, I was already feeling the effects. Being bare to the bone was part of it,

but my body felt so horribly exposed that putting anything on, even the physical

form of my own mother, was fast becoming irresistible.

Sarah flopped the Skin forward. “Legs into the back,” she said, holding open the

meaty split down the spine. The interior of the Skin was just as milky-white as my

own skin. Gingerly, I slid my feet into the opening.

They each grasped a handful of ‘flesh’ and pulled the Skin’s legs up and over my

own. It felt like putting on a pair of sickeningly slippery leggings.
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“I’m never gonna get used to this,” I muttered. I stood up and they settled the Skin

around my waist and hips. An all-too-female vagina nestled between my legs.

Sarah shook her head. “You’ve been wearing one of these your whole life.”

“Yeah, but this one’s… female.” How could I ever get used to that?

“Technically, you aren’t really one or the other, ya know. Gender is different with

our people. You’re male in the sense that you don’t bear the young, but everything

else is changed around.” She sighed. “It’s hard to explain. I can offer you reading

material on the subject, but it won’t help you adapt to being a human woman.”

“The Skin’ll help,” Kyle said. “I’m already way more butch than I used to be.”

I did not like the sound of that. They guided my hands into the arm holes. With a

noticeable slorp of escaping air, the Skin’s arms became my own and my fingers

slid firmly into Angelica’s slim hands. I examined them, front and back. I now had

quarter-inch fingernails, with a pearlescent ruby-red tint.

I shivered when they pulled the Skin tight to my chest; partly because it felt cold,

and partly because of the sizeable mammaries that came with. I’d never thought of

Mom’s breasts as being either big or small—they were just part of who she was—

but now that they clung to me they appeared ridiculously huge, although my new

point of view made it hard to be certain.

Beginning at the base of my spine, I felt the slit begin to close. “There’s no zipper

or anything like that,” Sarah said. “It seals at the molecular level. So you’re good

to go if you ever want to wear my teenie weenie yellow polka-dot bikini.”

Kyle giggled. “Your boyfriend won’t notice anything’s amiss either.”

I stared at him, horrified. “I never thought about that! Mom has got a boyfriend—

what am I gonna do?” Hunter was back east visiting family at the moment, but

when he got back he’d be all over Angelica. The two of them were insatiable.

Sarah touched my arm. “The Skin will help. In a day or two you’ll feel much more

feminine. Things like that will come naturally.” She fussed with the headpiece and

its long hair now dangling down my chest. “This’ll go easier if you sit down.”

I did so, perched nervously at the edge of the bed—my bed, I realized. After all,

this was Mom’s room and I was about to turn into her. Sarah cleared the opening

for me. “Feels like suiting-up for a dive,” I muttered, staring into the hole.

“You got that right,” Kyle said. “Only difference is, once you go down you stay

down. This one’s for life, former bro. Get used to it.”

“Kyle!” Sarah slapped at his hand, just like Mom would have. Then she caught

herself, gave her head a shake, and added, “Good one, bro. Truth to power.”
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Kyle took a step back. “It’s true, though, isn’t it? We’re stuck like this, for God

knows how long. Didn’t you tell me that we might live for centuries, aging very

slowly? So what’s gonna happen in twenty or thirty years? We fake our own

deaths and start over somewhere else?”

Sarah remained calm. “That’s one option. Or we could try to get back to the ship.

If we can access our equipment, we could rejig the Skins to look totally different.

That would make it easier to start over. Bend your head,” she told me. “Just like

that… don’t worry, you’ll be able to breathe.”

With a quick motion, she jerked the headpiece up and over my head. I gasped and

fought for breath as deft fingers tugged at my face and neck. Even as I found my

mouth and sucked air, I felt the seam closing around my throat. A moment later, it

was gone. All over my body I felt a painful tingling.

Sarah spoke softly. “Just give it a moment. It’ll be over soon. The Skin is adapting

itself to your body. And vice versa,” she added with an impish smile.

What on Earth did that mean? But even as the question exploded in my mind and

a bewildering dizziness swept through my head, I realized the truth: the Skin was

turning me into a woman.

“Earth to Mom—are you there? Anyone home?” Sarah pulled a mass of brunette

hair away from my face. Mom had always worn her hair quite long.

I licked my lips and swallowed. “Ye—yes, I’m here.” My voice had changed.

“You’ll feel better in a jiffy.” She turned to Kyle. “Out of the room, mister. Can’t

you see Mom’s naked? Where’s your manners?”

He shrugged. “Nothin’ I haven’t seen before.” He turned on his heel and left.

Sarah went to the dresser and sorted through the lingerie drawer, then shifted over

to the closet. “This always looked good on the old me,” she said, holding up a

shortish black dress with three-quarter sleeves. “Are you gonna need any help

getting yourself dressed?” She tossed the clothes onto the bed.

I shook my head. “I’ll manage.”

“Gotcha. I’ll be outside if you need me.” She went into the hall, then glanced over

her shoulder. “Good to have ya back, Mom.” The door closed softly.

I stared at the garments on the bed. Brassiere, panties, a dress—women’s clothes.

My clothes, I reminded myself. I was a woman now; I only had to glance down at

my new body to know that. Moreover, I was Mom. I heaved a sigh and strapped

myself into the black brassiere. My breasts settled in for the ride. Then the panties,

then the satin-lined dress. I swept my hair aside and stood to zipper up the back,

then sank onto the bed, still struggling to accept the inevitable.
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I felt like a zombie the rest of the day, flying on autopilot while Sarah and Kyle

cooked dinner, chose the movies and kept refilling my wine glass. I sat through a

double feature of Transamerica and Paris is Burning.

“It’s different for us,” Sarah said. “We didn’t get an operation, we were actually

switched into different bodies. Same core, but a different—let’s call it a ‘shell’. I

thought these flicks might help you two acclimatize mentally.”

Kyle shrugged. “I’m good. Frankly, having to deal with periods and cramps and

stuff like that was getting old. Color me relieved.”

I was gobsmacked. “Are you telling me the Skin’s gonna make me menstruate?”

Sarah looked amused. “I keep telling you, Mom, these Skins do everything short

of letting you get pregnant. Or in my brother’s case, producing viable sperm.”

“Terrific.” I drained my wine glass and tottered off to bed, hoping I wouldn’t have

to learn how to use feminine hygiene products for at least a week or two.

By morning, I was feeling human again—female human at that. I spent nearly an

hour fixing my face, with Sarah popping in now and then to give me pointers, and

half again as much fussing with my hair. I admonished my daughter for the smug

looks she kept giving me. “It’s not nice to make fun of your mother,” I told her, in

all seriousness. “What’s wrong with a woman wanting to look her best?”

“Not one little thing.” She zipped her lip.

The two of us went shopping later on, just to relax. I was pleasantly surprised at

how natural it felt, trying on different skirts and dresses, showing them to Sarah

and discussing the finer points of female fashions. At one point I asked, “How

does the Skin know all this stuff? Did it give me your knowledge?”

She shook her head. “The Skin doesn’t know squat, Mom—but you do. You

picked up all this info while you were Kyle, only you ignored it at the time. But

now that you’re in the need, it’s all there.”

“I see.” I checked my look in the mirror and decided the floral pattern on this

particular dress didn’t do me any favors. “I guess that’s why I still know how to

play Call of Duty, even though I no longer have the slightest interest in doing so.”

Sarah grinned. “Now that you’re a woman you’re bound to develop some different

interests. Goes with the territory. But don’t forget: at heart, you’re still the same

person. Same memory, same smarts, same interests.”

I tried keep that in mind while we strolled through the mall and I found myself

checking out good-looking guys—and, yes, their cute derrières. Sarah’s eyes were

dancing, but she didn’t say a word. I found myself thinking that I’d raised my kids

right, before remembering that I used to be one of my kids.
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It was all terribly confusing. But no existential crisis can last forever. Humans

often say that they can get used to anything. I might not be fully human, but we

surely have that much in common.

Hunter returned a few days later, rested and raring to go. He and the new Angelica

didn’t miss a beat. He bedded me his first night back, and that’s when I found out

exactly what it meant to be a woman. By the time the earth was moving I was an

eager participant. And after spending a lazy Sunday morning between the sheets, I

wouldn’t have gone back to being Kyle for love or hard cash. Not that anybody

was stepping up to make me such an offer, but you get the idea.

six years later

My phone rang with the fanfare from Also sprach Zarathustra—better known as

the theme from 2001—just as Hunter and I were getting down to some serious

messing around. Needless to say, I ignored it. The kids had moved out some years

before, so it was just the two of us and the honeymoon, as the saying goes, was a

long way from over.

My man was primed and ready, so I rolled him onto his back and straddled his

hairy thighs. We weren’t the kind of couple who skimped on foreplay and his busy

hands had already brought me to the brink. As the phone rang, and in the back of

my mind apes hammered on bones in the shadow of a black monolith, I impaled

myself on a different kind of bone and set off on a hard ride through the woods.

The wind in my hair came from a fan, but it feels the same.

The phone went to voicemail, which I’d set up to auto-play, and my daughter’s

tiny voice imprinted itself on my awareness. She sounded excited. “Mom? Are

you there? Pick up if you can—” (Needless to say, I couldn’t.) “—I just heard

from the ship—somebody found our beacon!”

A warmth beyond mere pleasure radiated out from my private parts, which in this

case included my breasts because Hunter was playing me like a xylophone, as he

often did during lovemaking. I picked up my own pace and the stallion under me

grunted his approval. As one, we flew across the landscape.

“Jesus Christ, Mom, do you know what this means? Our people have found us!

They’ll be here in a few days. We can go ho—”

I shut it off. Going home was the last thing on my mind. A few days was plenty of

time to think up some excuse to stay right where I was. Perhaps in a century or so

when I’d buried too many lovers and grown weary of changing my name—but not

now. If I had any say in the matter, they’d have to drag me kicking and screaming

back to that ship. There’s nothing better than being human… and female.  


