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~

When I moved back home after my first year of university, tail between my legs,

my mother made me an offer I darn well could refuse. “Here’s the deal, Aiden.

You let me turn you into a dead ringer for me…” She paused for effect. “And I pay

for your schooling: tuition, books, room and board in residence, and an allowance

over and above for sundries. For three years until you finish your degree.”

For a split second I actually considered the idea, crazy as it might be. I did need

the money. A scholarship had covered my first year, but that wasn’t likely to be

renewed after nothing but Bs across the board. I needed a summer job that paid

well, and I needed it bad. That said, what she suggested was just nuts. “Are you

crazy? Why would you want to do that?”

“Simple. After twenty-plus years on the job, I need a vacation in the worst way.

But someone has to run the store and I don’t trust any of those ditzy girls as far as

I could throw ‘em. However…” She crossed one knee over the other and adjusted

the hem of her skirt; Mom was always impeccably dressed. “I do trust you—and

what’s more you know the business. Nearly as well as I do.”

That much was true. For a guy who was pushing twenty, I knew entirely too much

about women’s lingerie, having worked as a stockboy in Mom’s store since the

age of twelve. The last year or so I’d also been handling the financial records,

while Mom focused on expanding her product line.

“You wouldn’t have to worry about the clothes themselves,” she said. “By the

time I have to leave, I’ll have orders in place through the end of August. All you

have to do is send them in, verify that what we ordered actually arrives, handle the

money and keep the girls in line. You won’t find a better summer job than that.”

“Whaddya mean, leave? Are you going somewhere?”

She pursed her lips. “Well… I’m home for a few more weeks, but then Rachel and

I are off on a round-the-world cruise. From San Fran to Hawaii; Japan, then down

to Australia and New Zealand, over to Ceylon, the Mediterranean via the Suez;

Italy, France, Spain, then up to England, Scotland, Ireland, and we finish in New

York in late August. It would be a dream come true,” she sighed, looking wistful.

“But it’s all up to you.”

I bit my lip. She must really want this, to hit the guilt button that hard. I also knew

how much I owed her. She’d raised me on her own since my father died—I could

barely remember the man—but she’d done well. I never lacked material goods. It

was just the two of us in our tidy little house, but we were happy.
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Or so I thought. More to the point, I was happy. Mom, maybe not so much. I knew

she worked long hours in the store; six days a week with hardly an extra day off,

and she wasn’t exactly young anymore. I wasn’t quite sure of her age, but she had

to be on the wrong side of forty. She’s gotta be wearing down by now, I thought,

in spite of how good she looked. And I did owe her…

I stopped pacing and stared out the front window. “Okay, I get it. You need some

time off and, yeah, I could probably run the store. But what’s all this about turning

me into your body double? As if that’s even possible!”

She sighed. “A young man running a lingerie store? No offense, dear, but you lack

the credibility—with customers and the staff. Jaclyn’s Secret exists because a lot

of ladies enjoy buying lingerie from women who understand what they need and

want. A feminine touch is so important, and we’d lose that with you in the store.

There’s a reason I always told you to stay in the back—women don’t buy lingerie

when men or boys are hanging around.” She went on to picture herself returning

from holiday to find a going-out-of-business sale in full swing.

I ran up the white flag. “Enough. The thing is, I just don’t see how this could ever

work. I’d have to look exactly like you—as if!—and I’d have to be able to act like

you as well, around people who see you all the time. I’d never be able to pull that

off in a million years.”

She smiled. “Don’t sell yourself short. We actually look a lot alike; everyone says

so. A bit of padding, a few prosthetics and some makeup will do the rest. As for

my hair—” With a deft motion, she pulled from her head what turned out to be a

long thick wig. And here’s me not even knowing she wore one!

She laughed at my expression. “I’ve been wearing a wig since you left for college.

It’s easier than trying to maintain this mass of hair in situ.” She held up the heavy

mane of brunette hair for my inspection. “Trust me, wear this and you’ll have no

trouble looking like me.”

I was in shock. “Well… maybe. But I’d still have to convince the girls in the store

that I was you, and a lot of your customers too. I don’t see—”

“It’s not as hard as you think. I’m the girls’ boss, not their friend. I’ve always been

careful to keep my distance, so they don’t get too big for their bloomers and take

advantage. You won’t have to interact much with ladies in the store. The girls will

make the sales, you just have to say hello and dole out a few compliments. A little

small talk goes a long way.”

I stared at her, my heart pounding. Was this actually going to happen?

“We’ve got the next two weeks to practice. Then I’ll pretend to come down with a

bad case of the flu. Let the girls run the store for a week or so, and when I come
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back, instead of me it’ll be you. You’ll sound a little different, but that can happen

when you’re still a bit stuffed-up and sore in the throat. In a few days they’ll get

used to it, and voila—until further notice, you’re Jaclyn.”

With that, it appeared, I was committed.

~

Mom told me not to go out on Sunday because she had ‘big plans’ to turn me into

a woman. A mother planning to transform her son into a middle-aged female—

who does that? I was about to find out.

Rachel came by shortly after lunch. She was a plus-size lady with curly blonde

hair, always a smile on her face; I’d always liked her. She ran a salon that catered

to ladies with a vintage bent, located not far from our store. She and Mom were

besties, always hanging out together.

The two of them ushered me into the master bedroom like they had a big secret to

impart. “We got you a bodysuit,” Mom said. “It’s the latest techie thing and fairly

expensive, so do take care of it. It has to last awhile.”

Rachel whipped a throw off the bed, revealing what lay beneath. It appeared to be

a female body, minus the head, only deflated—like a prop from a bad sci-fi horror

flick. “The anatomy you see here is, shall we say, ‘fully functional’. Your ‘little

man’ hides in a pouch and connects up to a tiny opening there—” She pointed to

the base of the slit between the bodysuit’s legs. “There’s a gap in the back too, so

you won’t need to take anything off to use the little girl’s room.”

“You won’t need to take it off hardly at all,” Mom said. “Only once a week—I

suggest Sunday evenings—to shave and bathe your body, and to give the interior a

quick rinse. Otherwise, you’ll be ‘me’ full-time. Lucky you, eh?”

I retired to the bathroom, as instructed, to shave and bathe. Mom had left her Silk-

Epil ‘wet and dry epilator’ on the counter, along with a bottle of Nair, and I spent

the next hour using both to denude my entire body. When I finally emerged, towel

wrapped about my waist, both women applauded.

Rachel looked me over, front and back. “Oh, he’ll do nicely, won’t he?” She held

up the bodysuit and averted her eyes. “You have to drop the towel, sweetie.”

I looked at Mom. She winked and looked away. With a sigh, I took the suit by the

shoulders. There was a long slit down the back; I stepped into the opening, sat

down and drew it over my legs. Use of the pouch was obvious enough, and I stood

to wiggle it over my hips. From there on it was a tight fit. When my arms snuggled

into place, the seam closed itself over my spine. I gasped as the fabric tightened,

forcing my testicles up into my abdomen—painfully, it must be said.
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The discomfort didn’t last long. Mom

handed me the ring she was wearing,

along with some lingerie: a pink bra,

matching full slip and a pair of sheer

pantyhose. “They’re all just as much

yours as mine,” she said. “Go ahead,

try ‘em on. They won’t bite. Much.”

I settled my breasts in the cups, then

tried and failed to join the tiny hooks

behind my back. Rachel gave me a

hand. “Won’t be long before you’ll

be able to get it in one. You got all

the time in the world to practice.”

“These look awfully familiar.” Mom

gave my boobs a pat. “You feel that?

That is a tactile pad pressing against

your chest. The littlest touch on the

outside is amplified and transmitted

to your own skin. As you’ll soon see

for yourself, having female breasts

can be a very sensuous experience.”

Rachel handed me a pair of silver

stilettos. They had me mince around

the room to get the hang of such tall

heels, then guided me to the seat in

front of Mom’s vanity. “You’re about

to find out what I’ve been telling you

all these years,” Rachel said. “You

really do look like your mother.”

She applied foundation cream and

powder, then worked on contouring

my face with other powders, all the

while talking about how she’d soon

show me how to do this on my own.

She used pencils to define my eyes

and mouth, then eye shadow and

rouge, followed by mascara and

lipstick, finishing with a once-

over mist of makeup fixative.
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“Time for the coup de grâce,” Mom said. She peeled the wig from her own head

and placed it upon mine. “I’ll show you how to pin it in place later. For now, just

get used to your new look.”

I stared into the mirror, lost in shock and awe. The long-haired woman in the hot

seat looked more like my mother than the one standing up with her hair pinned

under a tight net. For some reason, that other woman was removing her clothes.

“Put this stuff on,” she said, handing her things to me. “I’m gonna wash up.”

It was a tan skirt suit, fairly modest, with a straight hem that almost touched my

knees and a long-sleeved blazer with side darts. Feeling like the end of the world

was nigh—my world, at least—I put them on. The skirt zippered up the back,

while the soft jacket buttoned down the front. When it was done, I faced myself in

the mirror and had to admit the truth. Rachel was right: I really did look like my

mother—in fact, I always had. God knows how I missed it all these years.

Mom stepped out of the bathroom in a

robe, with her face freshly scrubbed of

cosmetics. She did a double-take to see

me standing there, then took Rachel’s

hand. “Oh my… Rach, you were right.

He’s perfect. Paris, here we come!”

~

From that moment on, I wore that high-

tech bodysuit like it was my own skin.

For a week or so I continued to sleep in

my own bed, while Mom got the office

ready for her impending absence. She

wore the wig during the day and I wore

it for the evening. Rachel spent endless

hours teaching me the ins and outs of

how to properly apply makeup, as well

as how to speak and move as a woman.

In our off-hours Mom and I took turns

reading to one another until my voice

so resembled hers that Rachel with her

eyes closed had trouble telling us apart.

It was disquieting to see myself turning

into a woman who could often pass for

my mother better than she could.
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Ten days later, Mom announced her bout with the flu and we officially moved into

Phase Two. We switched bedrooms, I took sole custody of the wig, and both she

and Rachel began referring to me as Jaclyn. For me, Mom became ‘Jackie’, which

is what Rachel usually calls her. In stark contrast to my new look, Jackie wore

what remained of her own hair in a short bob.

Aiden Odette was gone. Our cover story, if anyone ever bothered to ask, was that

my son had returned to college for the summer, for extra coursework and to try to

boost his grade point average. Who could argue with that? It was exactly what I

should have done, had I been able to afford it. But that ship had sailed; I was stuck

wearing a skirt for the summer—which, I’ll admit, had a certain appeal of its own.

A guy can’t grow up around lingerie without developing a few kinks.

On the day I was supposedly well enough to return to work, Rachel came over and

the two of them gave me a thorough once-over. I was back in the same tan skirt

suit I’d worn on my first foray into womanhood, and there was nothing about me

to suggest—or even hint—that I wasn’t the one and only Jaclyn Odette.

“Well, she looks fully recovered to me,” Rachel said, winking at her bestie. “What

say you, Jackie? Is the new Jaclyn ready for the big leagues?”

“Of course she is. Just remind the girls that you’ve been through the wringer,” she

told me. “Milk it for all it’s worth and they’ll leave you alone.”

I picked up my purse. “So what are you two up to today?”

Rachel opened the door for me. “We’re gonna drive over to Sacramento and shop

for travelwear. It’s far enough away; we’re not likely to run into anybody who

might think you’re supposed to be at the shop.”

This wasn’t my first time in public as Jaclyn; I’d run a few errands as her in the

evenings and on weekends, both with and without Jackie or Rachel. But it was my

first time flying solo for an entire day, and I was jittery at the prospect of facing

the salesgirls in Jaclyn’s Secret. I resolved to act grumpy, which was a plausible

mood following a ten-day bout of stomach flu.

I needn’t have worried. Alexis, her brown ponytail bobbing as she agreed with an

early customer, was closing a sale when I arrived and she seemed to barely notice

me. Blonde Brianna was tidying the displays and gave me a cheery wave, while

red-headed Savannah nodded coolly while carrying unwrapped merchandise out

of the storeroom. As far as they were concerned everything was normal, even

though it wasn’t. But that was a mindset I was going to have to shake. If I couldn’t

convince myself that I was Jaclyn, how could I convince anyone else?

So I reclaimed my desk in the office and began reviewing the books. Money in,

money out, lingerie sold. And that’s the way it went, for days on end.
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~

Nothing changed when Jackie and Rachel departed for the cruise ship terminal in

San Francisco. True, I was alone in the house now, but outside of a few meals

together I hadn’t seen much of them while they were planning and packing for the

high seas. Rachel’s brother drove them into the city, so once he hauled Jackie’s

suitcases out to his minivan and we exchanged hugs, that was that. Jackie had left

the country, and as far as anyone knew—I was Jaclyn.

It wasn’t long before I half-believed it myself.

The first time I’d removed the bodysuit, to clean myself and it, was strange. Jackie

was there to help, but it felt odd to not have breasts—and the less said about the

thing between my legs, the better. The second time I did this was after they left,

and it was disturbing. But the third time was positively creepy. To see a boy’s

face—he couldn’t really be called a ‘man’, with his whitewashed complexion,

spindly body and general hairlessness. To see this boy’s face staring out at me

from the mirror? Gawd.

I could not get that bodysuit back on fast enough, so I could be me again.

One month and four cheerful emails from Jackie into the job, complications set in.

A man came into the shop, an oddity in itself, but he wasn’t there to browse. He

marched straight over to my office and knocked on the open door. Not that he

needed to; I recognized him the moment the bell over the entrance tinkled and two

broad shoulders hove into view: Garrett Hellström, Jaclyn’s old flame.

For the first time I tasted fear. If anybody could see right through a disguise like

mine, it was Garrett. My mother had fallen hard for the guy—and I mean hard—

during the months they dated while he was separated from his wife. It broke her

heart when he returned to the fold. That was three years ago and she hadn’t been

with a man since. I knew that she’d been wondering if she ever would.

“Knock, knock.” His smile set my heart aflutter, because that’s how Mom would

feel. I’d heard that he was recently divorced, so his appearance here could mean

only one thing: big trouble. I forced a smile onto my face.

His smile seemed to fill the room. “Jaclyn. Lovely as always.”

I rose from my desk and took his hands. “Garrett. Flattery comes so easily to you,

doesn’t it?” In spite of my concerns, I felt color rise to my cheeks.

“It does when you’re around. How have you been?”

Mentally, I crossed my fingers. “Oh, same-old, same-old. You know me.”

He nodded and our eyes locked. I couldn’t have looked elsewhere if I tried, so I
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didn’t try. What happened next wasn’t unexpected; I knew what my mother would

do, were she here—and in a way she was, so I had little choice but to do the same.

My eyes fluttered half-closed, my face lifted, and when he bent to kiss me I felt

myself returning the gesture with surprising eagerness.

When you’ve been a woman long enough, certain things tend to come naturally.

I closed the door and we sat on the couch—okay, the loveseat—and chatted about

the sorts of things people do who haven’t seen each other in a few years. Work,

weather, family, the state of the nation, his divorce… he tap-danced around that,

offering no details, but none were needed. He asked about Aiden, so I mentioned

his grades and summer school. “That’s too bad,” he replied. “Miranda was hoping

to see the boy again. He’s been missed, apparently.”

With that, my blood ran colder than just cold. The smile froze on my face. Aiden

had dated Miranda Hellström in high school, during the time Jaclyn and Garrett

were together. She was, in fact, the only girl he’d ever felt might be ‘the one’, and

their parting had broken his heart.

Garrett looked grave. “I have no right to ask this of you, Jackie, but I feel I must.

Do you think there’s a chance you could forgive me? I know I hurt you, but… for

my daughter’s sake, I did what I thought was right.” He spread his big hands. “It

bought us a few more years as a family, so I suppose it worked out. But once

Miranda left home, well… there was no way to go on.”

I knew what Mom would say, so I said it. I told him I understood and, difficult as

it was on me, there were no hard feelings. If he wanted to try again with us, well…

We agreed to a ‘get reacquainted’ date and I saw him off with another kiss.

With that, I was committed. Whether to a relationship or an asylum, I wasn’t sure.

Either way, when I broke the news via email, Mom was thrilled. She assured me

I’d done the right thing. “You have to keep him interested! String him along, do

whatever it takes, just until I get back. He’s the love of my life, sweetheart. Please,

please, please—if you ever loved your mother, don’t screw this up!”

Sure, no pressure. Only two months to go.

~

I headed home early on Friday to fix my face from scratch. I chose a navy blue

leaf-print dress that Garrett must like, because Mom had worn it several times for

him. I brushed my hair like I’d never styled it before, added too much spray, then

spritzed myself with her go-to perfume for piquing male interest: Shalimar.

When I was done, all I could do was stare at myself. Was I really, truly going to do

this? The woman gazing back at me from the mirror was, on one level, my mother,
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but more than that she was a sexually available

female. In the past, when Mom looked this hot,

she always told me to not wait up, and the next

time I’d see her would be in the kitchen the

next morning, slumped over a cup of coffee,

barely awake, looking like she hadn’t slept.

I faced the mirror, “That is what I have to

do, isn’t it? He gives me the chance, I hop

into bed, spread my legs and wave him in.”

My reflection smiled. “You’re damn right,

babycakes. I just got a second chance with

the man of my dreams and there is no way

I’m going to let him get away.” She jabbed

a forefinger at me. “Don’t screw this up!”

That was definitely what Mom would say

if she were here now. I knew she wanted to

be with the guy for the long haul, and as far

as ordering her son to bend over and make

it happen… well, since her son was already

a woman, more or less, why on earth not?

So, yes, I did the deed with a man. It didn’t

happen on the first date, nor the second, no

matter how zealously I advertised my assets,

because Garrett Hellström was nothing if not

a gentleman. A rare breed among men these

days, according to my trio of salesgirls. I

could see what my mother liked about the

guy—and when he finally did take me to

his bed… yowza! What woman wouldn’t

like what he had to offer? By the time I got

down on all fours and let him take me from

behind, I’d forgotten all about the fact that I

was wearing a bodysuit. I’m still not certain

how I managed to take all of him inside, but

what I do know is that it felt damn good and

doing it again became job number one in life.

Funny how things work out. Riding my new

boyfriend’s firestick was no problem at all—

quite the opposite—but talking to his daughter
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was a nightmare. No one knew Aiden better than she did, and she asked about him

every time we spoke—which thankfully wasn’t often, as she was usually out with

friends when Garrett brought me home. The nights I stayed over were the worst;

the following morning, at breakfast, I was terrified she’d see through my disguise.

So I went overboard with feminine behavior, sitting close to Garrett, fawning over

him, making coy remarks, and more than once enticing him back to the bedroom

for another round of love-making. The more unlike Aiden I could be, the better.

“I wanted to thank you, Mrs. Odette,” Miranda once said, when Garrett was out of

the room. “Dad’s so glad to have you back in his life. I am too—it’s great to see

him happy again. It’s been a long time.”

I smiled. “Call me Jaclyn. ‘Mrs. Odette’ is my mother.” We both laughed.

“I hope you don’t mind my saying, but I think it’s great how easygoing you are

now.” She bit her lip. “You used to be kind of… I dunno, reserved? Very proper,

very ladylike. Now you’re more relaxed. You even seem younger, in a way.”

I felt a chill, but it vanished as quickly as it came. What woman wouldn’t want to

look younger? So I thanked her, and we bonded—as women. That’s when I knew

I didn’t have to worry anymore. Miranda didn’t see Aiden when she looked at me;

all she saw was the hot milf who was boinking her father.

And that’s the way I wanted it.

~

Mom needn’t have worried; sales were up, towards the end of summer. The shop,

far from going under, was in better financial shape than ever—to the point where I

gave the salesgirls a bump in salary. Alexis and Brianna told me that much of the

credit was due to my recent upbeat attitude and the cheery way I interacted with

customers; a welcome change, they added, from how reserved I used to be. Our

regulars had certainly noticed, and commented on it. In fact, as Alexis mentioned

in passing, everybody and their poodle assumed it was because of Garrett.

Nobody said so out loud, but I’m sure they were thinking it was all down to yours

truly getting laid on a regular basis. They probably weren’t wrong.

In general, the job had gone from a chore to a calling, and living life as Jaclyn had

come to feel as natural as breathing. For my Sunday night baths, where I had to

remove the bodysuit for its weekly cleanse, I’d taken to covering the mirror with a

bath towel. I had no wish to see my elegant female self devolve into an awkward

young male, no matter how brief the interval.

The day before Mom and Rachel were due back, I found myself wondering, could

this could be a regular thing? I could be Jaclyn next summer, maybe even every
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summer, while Jackie was off on vacation. She’d probably take Garrett, I admitted

with a twinge of regret, so things wouldn’t be quite the same as they were now—

yet the thought occurred that simply living and working as a woman might be

enough. I’d become comfortable with being female.

On what I expected to be my last day as Jaclyn, I decided to wear Mom’s (and my)

favorite dress: a gold lace sheath, tight to my knees, with an intricate floral pattern

and three-quarter sleeves. I stepped into a pair of matte-black pumps with stiletto

heels and puttered nervously around the house, tidying everything in sight, before

realizing that even if they disembarked early in the day they wouldn’t get here

until mid-afternoon. So I got a grip and went to the shop.

I’d already begun planning for the Fall season, even though the orders had long

since been placed and Mom would be the one overseeing the rollout. But there

were still displays to design and I had a knack for arranging lingerie to catch the

eye of passersby. I could keep doing that as Aiden, before I’d have to return to

school for the fall term.

After a few hours I became restless. I puttered around the store for awhile, moving

things around that didn’t need to be moved, then left the girls to close up and went

home early. They’d arrived: there was a suitcase in the hallway. I was about to call

upstairs when from behind I heard a cheery “Hi, Mom!”

I turned, and my jaw dropped. It was Aiden!

“Lucky me, huh? I get a whole two weeks of summer vacay before I have to go

back to school. I better get crackin’ if I’m gonna level-up in Fortnite.” He picked

up the suitcase and headed for the stairs. “The good news is, I got my grades back

up, so the scholarship is back in play.”

I grabbed his arm. “Is that a bodysuit? You’re Jackie, right?” My cheek twitched.

“I mean, you sure as hell can’t be Aiden—I’m Aiden!”

He looked as confused as I felt. “I think maybe you’ve been working too hard. Me

Aiden, you Jaclyn, remember? I know we’re close, but not that close.”

I stepped back. “What’s going on here? I agreed to take your place while you went

on that cruise. You sent me an email every week, about what you and Rachel were

doing, what city you were in, what the weather—”

“Uh, Mom? You’re really weirding me out, so I’m gonna go hide in my room for

awhile. Maybe you should chill out with some wine and a good book.” Looking

worried, he turned and fled upstairs.

I called Rachel. She was unpacking from her trip. “Fan-damn-tastic, Jaclyn.

Rome, Paris, London… too bad ya couldn’t come. You’d have loved it.”
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“Couldn’t come? But I did come! I mean, Mom 

went on the trip, while I took her place here.”

She laughed. “You took your own place? That’s 

a good one. Did ya give yourself a raise too?”

I thought the better of explaining how the two 

of them had almost forced me into a bodysuit 

and turned me into a body double of Jaclyn. 

Instead, I went straight to my room, into the

en suite bathroom and lifted the hem of my

dress to see what the hell was going on.

What I found blew what was left of my mind. 

Behind the expected vulva was an all-too-real 

vagina, which went in deeper than my finger

could reach. What the—? I was female?

Needless to say, all attempts to find a tab for

the bodysuit failed. Incredible as it seemed,

what I was wearing was no longer a costume,

but an actual female body. My mother’s body, 

to be exact. I fell into bed, assumed the fetal 

position and stayed that way for a very long

time. Eventually, fate took mercy and I slept.

Aiden was no help. He stuck to his story for

the next two weeks, then advised me to see 

a shrink and left. If he was my mother in a 

bodysuit, he wasn’t giving it up anytime

soon. In fact, he never did: not even years

later when he married Miranda, or when

I became Garrett’s wife a month later.

So who was the real Aiden, me or him?

And if both of us were, then what the 

hell happened to my actual mother?

I never did figure that one out.

I’ll just say this: I used to be a big fan

of The Twilight Zone, but not anymore.

When you’ve lived through one of those

trippy endings yourself, it really can’t be

entertainment any more. It’s just creepy.  


