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Amanda HawkinsMaternal Instinct: Sometimes it’s inherited by the wrong member of the family…

Marshall Coleman shifted his stance and took another pull from his

wine glass. He wasn’t entirely comfortable with the alterations that

had been wrought upon his body, but he was getting there. “I didn’t

tell them that the woman was my mom—because, like, weird? But I

think they figured it out. Sophie went on and on about how similar

our faces are, and how easy it was to make me look like her.”

His mother Marsha laughed. “She wouldn’t be able to say that now,

right? Not after I cut my hair, bound my chest, added fake stubble

and dressed up like a weedy little 18-year-old dude. I’m you now,

sweetheart, in case that wasn’t clear.”

“Yeah, I got that.” He cleared his throat. “Speaking of which, ever

since I left the clinic I’ve noticed that my voice sounds an awful lot

like yours. Call me paranoid, but I can’t help wondering if there

was more to that tracheal shave than meets the eye.”

“You’re paranoid, dear.” The faux 18-year-old studied Marshall. “I

have to say, I’m impressed with how effortlessly you carry yourself

as a woman. A lady’s body language tells people a lot about the sort

of person she is.” She swaggered into their suite and dropped onto

the couch. “That’s why I had the clinic rejig your subconscious

mind—so that moving like a woman and speaking with a feminine

lilt to your voice would come naturally.” A smirk crossed her lips.

“I see my favorite dress fits you as well as it did me—that is, before

I gained fifteen pounds of muscle by working out and eating lots of

protein. The good news is, you’re just about ready for tonight’s

ceremony. All we have to do is squeeze you into my old wedding

gown, add the jewelry I wore back then, freshen your makeup, and

whaddya know you’re good to go. But that’s not for an hour or so.

Until then… have some more wine.”

Marshall minced over to the sideboard and refilled his glass. “Let

me get this straight. Are you saying you want me to take your place

during your wedding?” He fussed with the satiny fabric of his dress.

“Like, marriage is a legal contract, right? I’d have to sign your

name and—hey, is that why you made me practice your signature

until I could copy it flawlessly?” He perched on a chair. “Doesn’t

this mean I’d wind up married to that rich boy-toy instead of you?

Does Mister McReynolds even know about any of this?”
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His cross-dressed mother rolled her eyes. “Well, since you ask…

yes, of course you’ll be taking my place. The marriage is a hundred

percent legal, and—duh, why else would you need to sign my

name?” She sighed. “That was the whole idea, you know. I never

intended to marry Rex. And does he know? Not a chance!”

Marshall opened his mouth, then thought the better of it and took

another sip. Could this situation be any more mixed-up?

“I know what you’re thinking,” Marsha said. “How to explain why

you’ve got male bits down there. It’s simple. I’ve been putting Rex

off ever since we began dating. I told him I wanted to save myself

for my second marriage, hokey as that sounds. When the time

comes—which will assuredly be tonight, by the way—just tell him

you’re transsexual. Moneybags will pay for the surgery, and then

wham bam, thank you trans-ma’am, you’re his loving wife.” She

grinned. “As for you having a son—didn’t you know, dear? Poor

little Marshall was adopted. But the boy doesn’t know, so would

you mind not telling him? Trust me, that’ll work.”

Marshall shook his head. “What makes you think I’m gonna go

along with this? Maybe I don’t want to be some old dude’s wife, or

a woman—or you for that matter. I think I should go get changed.

Soon as I finish this wine.”

“You think so, eh? You might want to ask yourself why you went

along with getting breast implants and sitting through sixteen hours

of electrolysis. Over the past few months you’ve received dozens

of sessions of hypnotic programming, all designed to make you

fully receptive to being turned into your mother.”

“My god, are you serious? I don’t remember any of that.” Most

guys, he mused, would be pretty darn upset about being subjected

to something so invasive; against their will, to boot. But of course,

he was a long way from being a typical male.

She nodded. “That’s part of the programming. The only reason I

can tell you about it now is that the shrink made it so you wouldn’t

mind. That’s why you’re cool with having such a feminine figure.

Those boobs, the hips, that tiny waist—it all feels normal to you,

doesn’t it? That’s the magic of subliminal hypnosis.”

He suppressed a chuckle. “Are you saying this isn’t normal?”

“Trust me, a few months ago you’d have been freaked right out.”

Marshall stared at the carpet, acutely aware of the curtains of hair

bordering his view. How would other guys make sense of all this?

Having breasts was no big deal; after all, some men get their ding-

dongs enhanced and no one gives them a hard time. Why should

tits be any different? And why would a narrow waist be a problem?

Most guys could stand to lose a few pounds, but he’d actually done

it! And of course fat doesn’t just magically disappear, so there was

bound to be some redistribution. His hips and butt had gained a

few inches—what’s the big deal? As for being hairless, lots of men

shave their bodies; it’s trendy. Having a feminine hairstyle might

be an issue, but lots of guys wear their hair long. Rock stars, for

instance. Wearing this much makeup might be unusual, but male

cosmetics are trending as well. At last he looked at his mother and

said, “What I don’t get is why? I can deal with wearing a dress and

stuff—that’s not a problem. But what do you get out of it?”

“Are you kidding me? I was exactly your age when I got knocked

up. I was at the top of my class, even had a scholarship; figured I

might become an architect. Instead, I had to drop out—and ever

since then my life has been all about taking care of the kid.” She

blew a raspberry. “I have nothing against your father; he married

me and worked hard, but even before he passed we were barely

getting by. It was a struggle, but I raised you right and now here

you are just a week away from running off to Cornell.”

Marshall sat back and crossed his leg at the knee, letting it bounce

gently. “What’s that got to do with anything?”

“Simple: you owe me.” She jabbed a finger toward her son. “I gave

you life, and now it’s payback time. I’m you now, so I’m the one

who gets to attend Cornell. I’ve been reviewing my notes from

high school, to get up to speed, and your classwork as well. I’ll be

fine. I’m gonna do the architecture thing, date lots of pretty girls

and generally live the life I was supposed to, all those years ago.”

She crossed her arms. “That’s the plan.”

His leg kept bouncing. “I can’t help wondering how you’re gonna

pull that off. When you get right down to it, you’re still a middle-

aged woman and I’m still a teenage guy.”

She shook her head. “Not for long. Soon as you break the news to

Rex, we’ll both be going under the knife. Your boy parts will be

removed, and attached to me. You see, I had our DNA tested: we’re
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ninety-nine point nine percent compatible, so I won’t need drugs to

suppress my immune response. I’ll be physically male. I’ll even be

able to get it up and father a child, if it comes to that.”

Marshall stared out the window. News like that might’ve bothered

some other dude about to lose his manhood, but not him. If you’re

going to be dressing up as a woman anyway, the bat and balls only

get in the way. He assumed the surgeon would provide his bladder

with an appropriate outlet, so where’s the downside?

Marsha sat up, looking eager. “For you, they’re going to sculpt the

appearance of a vulva, but because there’s no penile tissue to work

with you won’t have a real vagina. There’s no room for a uterus but

they’ll implant my uterine glands, as well as my ovaries, so your

body will produce its own estrogen.” She patted her chest. “I won’t

be needing these puppies anymore, obviously. The clinic will give

me testosterone boosters to start my body a-changing, and your

testicles will give me a built-in supply going forward.”

He nodded. “Sounds like you’ve got it all figured out.”

She nodded. “It’s been in the works for a long time. You don’t

mind, do you? Ah, probably not—because hypnosis.”

“I guess not. But I was thinking… are people really gonna believe

we’re both transgender? I mean, if I’m Marsha then I must’ve been

born male. But I realize early on that I’m supposed to be female, so

I switch to living as a girl. Then I get married in my late teens and,

what, adopt a baby girl? And later on that girl decides she’d rather

be a boy, so she switches over to become you. And then your—or

rather my—husband dies, I snag myself a millionaire to marry, and

finally we both get surgery to trade organs and swap genders.”

The youth made a mock toast. “Here’s to modern medicine.”

“But if Marshall was adopted—how is it that he and Marsha are

compatible enough to switch body parts without needing drugs?”

“You worry too much. Nobody’s gonna look that deeply into our

story. All Rex cares about is that wifie comes out of the operating

room as a complete woman. Alas, without a vagina, but my shrink

made sure that your sexual desires are firmly focused on your rear

end. Rex’s are too, by the way. You two were made for each other.”

Well, that explained a lot. Perhaps all those hours of pretending to

be hypnotized weren’t such a waste of time after all. He drained his

goblet and set it on the table. “I guess it’s about time for you to slip

me the trigger phrase, right? You know, the magic words that will

make me believe I’m the real Marsha Coleman, so that I’ll go

ahead and marry Rex without putting up a fuss?”

Marsha’s mouth fell open. “You know about that?”

“I’m not entirely clueless. I guess this isn’t something an architect

would know about, but after you sent me to that psycho-quack I

did some research. Hypnosis is a crock. There’s no such thing as a

‘hypnotic trance’; it’s just a state of mind where you’re relaxed and

focused on the hypnotist. It can’t make you do anything against

your will.” He stood up and strolled over to the window. “When I

realized what the dude was doing—trying to make me comfortable

with being turned into you—I just figured: Hey, why the hell not?

It’s pretty much what I was hoping to do anyway.”

“What the—you wanted to be me all along?”

He chuckled. “Not literally. I mean, I’ve been wearing your clothes

for years—did you know that? Or were you too caught up in your

diabolical plan to take over my life?” He waved her to silence.

“Never mind. Doesn’t matter now. The point is, I always wanted to

be more like you—a beautiful, sophisticated, intelligent woman.

Not you, as such, but just like you.”

“Oh wow… I had no idea.”

“It’s not like I told anybody. Anyhow, when I realized what you

wanted to do to me, I decided to play along. For me, it works out

perfectly.” He moved back to the couch. “It’s not like I’m actually

getting older; I’ll legally be a 36-year-old woman, but my body is

still 18 years younger.” He giggled. “Hopefully I’ll be able to make

a run at the world record for oldest woman ever, in about a hundred

years. As long as they don’t require a full physical.”

Marsha took his hand. “Probably wouldn’t matter. Just tell ‘em you

were born that way. What’re they gonna do? So—are we good?”

“‘Course we are.” Their fingers entwined. “Hit me with the magic,

Ma. Even if it doesn’t work, I’ll pretend like it does. I can’t wait to

be your mother, and a bride to boot. It’s gonna be a blast.”

“It’s win-win, sweetie. I can’t wait to be your son.” She took a deep

breath. “By the power of Grayskull—be a woman!”

Bingo. For some people, the magic is real. 


