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~

My beautiful blonde girlfriend, and soon-to-be bride, Alyssa Kearns, is definitely

the adventurous type. The day of our wedding, she summoned me to her suite at

the hotel. She’d sent her bridesmaids out for a light lunch before the final push to

prepare for our late-afternoon ceremony. She had no interest in food, she told

them. She would stay and await the cosmetician coming to do her makeup.

I told her, “I thought it was bad luck to see the bride before the wedding.”

“Don’t be silly.” She dragged me into the room, locked the door and turned to face

me. “Look, Dwight, I know you can be a bit of a stick-in-the-mud at times, but I

hope you’re up for the adventure of a lifetime. I sure as hell am.”

“Isn’t that what getting married is?”

“Close, but no cigar. Look what I got us.” She went to the closet, pulled out a large

box and set it on the bed. Carefully, she removed and unwrapped the contents.

“What the hell is that?” I stared as she laid out what looked like two full-body

wetsuits, only they were made of a fabric that looked like skin. One was female,

with obvious breasts, the other male, with an equally obvious ‘package’.

“They’re skinsuits,” Alyssa said. “The absolute latest technology. Guaranteed to

emulate the full-spectrum experience of being the opposite sex.” The skinsuits

lacked heads, and these she unwrapped separately: two full-head masks, one male,

one female. The man’s face was me!

Her idea was just as obvious as it was absurd. “You can’t be serious.”

“Totally serious. I’m gonna be the groom at this wedding—and you, my soon-to-

be-female friend, are going to be my blushing bride.”

My cheek twitched. “But I don’t wanna be the bride.”

She grinned. “Like you have a choice.” She reached up to grasp her long blonde

hair, then pulled it off. Since when did she wear a wig? What hair remained was

styled into a short pixie-cut. She dropped the wig into the box, then picked up the

male mask and drew it over her head. After aligning the eyes, ears and mouth, and

scrunching her face around, she gasped and coughed violently. “Agggh, that’s

better,” she said in a man’s voice—my voice! “It’s this new Grüelle technology…

you know, those aliens orbiting around the moon? The mask sends part of itself

down your throat and does something to fine-tune your vocal chords. Don’t ask

me how it works, but—hey, pretty impressive, right? Do I not look and sound

exactly like a certain Dwight Breville you know?”
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It was beyond weird seeing my head on a woman’s body. Alyssa was only wearing

workout clothing and trainers, but her figure was decidedly female. I had to turn

away. “You should take that off,” I said. “It’s weird to see you like this.”

“You’re right, it is weird.” She skinned off her clothes and tossed them in the box.

She sat down to work her legs into the male skinsuit, then stood to pull it up. With

her hands nestled in the sleeves and the neck aligned with the base of the mask,

her limbs jerked and the neck-seam vanished. There before me stood a naked man.

All I could do was stare. He was me, head to foot, with one glaring exception: he

was bigger. As in, where it counts; for a lot of people, at least.

He laughed. “You noticed, huh? Consider it my gift to the bride. I sent in pictures

and video of both of us to the folks at FeelReal, ‘cause you have to get the face

and voice and even the body language right—as in, perfect match—but you can

tweak some of the other details. Who’s gonna know, right?”

I averted my gaze. Some guys have all the luck. So I was a little below average—

so what? Did that make me less of a man? My thoughts fled.

He flexed the muscles in his upper arm, which also looked more impressive than

mine. “C’mon, buddy. I’m gettin’ goose bumps here. Gimme your clothes.”

“My clothes?” I shook my head. “No way, this is—”

“Look, I’m not kidding around. You either give me your clothes, right now, or

Alyssa will march out there and tell everybody the wedding’s off. Your choice.”

I swallowed hard. I knew that tone of voice, although it had never come from me

before. Alyssa meant business. Reluctantly, I undressed.

“That’s better. The undies too.” Once I was naked, he sat down and got dressed in

the suit I had planned to get married in. I had to admit, once he’d smoothed out the

creases and combed his hair, he looked pretty good.

“Your turn, bro.” He pointed to the female skinsuit.

With a sigh, I sat down and stuck my legs through the opening in the back. “So,

uhm, we’re gonna switch back after the wedding, right?”

He grinned. “Sure. The only question is, how long after the wedding.” He waved

his hand. “Could be tonight, could be tomorrow morning. Oooor…” His eyebrows

waggled. “Maybe it’ll be next week—during or even after the honeymoon. We’ll

just have to see how it goes.”

I tucked my wiener into a pocket between the legs of the skinsuit, then pulled up,

gasping as the suit’s female genitalia seemed to swallow my junk. What remained

between my legs was a neat triangle of blonde hair—and a vagina.
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“Now that,” Dwight said, “is balls-out awesome. Best magic trick I ever saw.”

I muttered, “Yeah, two shows a night at Carnegie Hall.” My arms vanished into

the sleeves. A moment later a pair of slim feminine hands with crimson-tipped

fingernails quivered into view: my hands!

Dwight stepped behind me and tugged on the rim of the gap. Slowly, the skinsuit

sealed itself across my spine. “Not bad,” he said, adding a low whistle. “Not bad

at all. Looks like a girl to me.”

The next step was getting me dressed. Dwight strapped me into an elaborate set of

wedding lingerie: corset and panties, garter belt and sheer stockings. “There’s no

cosmetician coming, by the way,” he said. “I’ve gotta get you dressed and get

outta here before the girls come back. No time to waste.” He wrapped a strapless

bra with a plunging neckline around my chest, perking up my breasts.

With his help, I stepped into what was now my wedding gown: a low-cut bodice

with tons of white lace, exposing acres of cleavage. A pair of strappy pink satin

sandals with four-inch heels completed the ensemble.

Carefully, Dwight picked up the female mask, flipped it over and cleared the neck

opening. “It’ll be a tight fit going on, but once it’s in place—trust me, you’ll forget

you’re wearing a mask in no time. I sure as hell have.”

I bent over and he drew the elastic opening over my head. It needed both of us to

pull it all the way down. He lined up the eyes and ears, then tucked the mouth-

piece in behind my lips. I scrunched my face around, then gasped as the world

briefly went black. I coughed violently.

My lips moved and Alyssa’s voice said, “Oooh, my god. What was all that?”

“That, my dear, was the skinsuit fine-tuning your voice to sound like the old me. It

also finished feminizing your face and adjusting your body’s muscle memory to

duplicate the graceful way the old me used to move.” He stepped back and looked

me over. “Congratulations, babe, you are now Alyssa Kearns.”

I turned to the full-length closet mirror. God help me, it was true! Alyssa stared

back at me, her eyes wide. The mask was already fully made-up, which explained

why she’d cancelled the makeup artist. I was the bride!

Dwight stepped behind me, armed with a brush and comb, and set to work tidying

and restyling my thick blonde mane into its previous high ponytail, bound in place

with a clasp that looked to be made of actual hair. Heck, maybe it was—what did I

know? “I’m gonna scoot,” he said, glancing at his watch. “See ya at the altar,

gorgeous.” Then he was gone.

Alone at last, I faced my reflection. Hesitantly, a smile crept across my face.
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I turned my head this way and that, and spoke, and what came out sounded just

like her. “Gosh, I’m such a princess, aren’t I? Pretty face: check… Gorgeous long

hair: check… Honestly, I do have great boobs, don’t I? Not too big, not too small,

they’re just about perfect. Gots to be my favorite part of this body.”

I gave myself a quick twirl, sending my long skirt soaring. “It’s official,” I said

out loud, “I’m wifey material!”

My bridesmaids had to pick that moment to return. They were gathered in the

doorway, tittering. “I think she’s ready, girls,” one said.

What followed was a frenzy of dressing and girl-talk, some of it speculating on

the size and quality of my former dick. Surprisingly, I enjoyed myself.
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An hour later, main floor. My maid of honor, Ruth, pulled me aside. “Alyssa? I

really really hate to be the one to tell you this, but… I just walked in on the guy

you’re fixin’ to marry, and a certain Cindy-Lou Whoozit. You know the one? Tiny

girl with the massive rack?” She stopped to swallow. “Anyhow, they were going

at it pretty good—hot and heavy. Sorry, but I thought you should know.”

I stared at her. “You’re kidding, right? She, uh—Dwight wouldn’t do that to me.”

Ruth shrugged. “See for yourself.” She jerked a thumb toward the front of the

house. “Second door on the right. It was only a couple minutes ago.”

Grimly, I marched down the hall. As I approached, the door swung open and

Dwight stumbled out. His shirt was untucked and it looked like he’d been mauled

by a cougar. I saw Cindy-Lou’s face appear behind him, but when she saw me she

ducked back and slammed the door. I heard it lock.

I confronted my husband-to-be. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

He grinned. “Take it easy, babe. Just sowing a few wild oats—no biggie. I heard

through the grapevine that Cindy-Lou has a thing for—well, me—and I had to see

for myself if it was true.”

I was in shock. “But—we’re supposed to get married in, like, five minutes!”

He checked his watch. “No kidding? Man, time sure flies.” He quickly tucked in

his shirt and straightened his suit. “Gotta go. Meet you at the altar in five, babe.

Wedded bliss, here we come.” He hurried off.

Ruth found me staring at the locked door. “Men—can’t live with ‘em, can’t live

without ‘em, right?” She steered me toward the entrance to the garden. “C’mon,

girl. You can let him have it later, when you’re alone. Give him the cold shoulder

on his wedding night. That’ll teach him not to take you for granted.”

A moment later I was arm in arm with Alyssa’s father, listening to the first strains

of the wedding march. “Lean on me, babygirl,” he said, beaming. “I’ll make sure

you get there in one piece.”

My face was set in stone as we paced down the aisle, surrounded by family and

friends—not one of whom had the slightest idea what was really going on. Did I

say Alyssa was the adventurous type? I should have said treacherous.

Moreover, the new Dwight had the gall to take my hand and smile—after what he

did? I shook him off and turned to face the priest. I was on autopilot, still doing

what everyone expected me to do. Frankly, it was starting to get old.

My mind drifted.
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Alyssa and I had been dating for nearly a year, but we’d been close friends since

forever. We grew up three houses apart, our parents socialized, and I’d probably

been in love with her since I was old enough to notice that girls were different

from boys in a weird but exciting way. I’d watched her run through the woods, go

up trees too tall to climb safely, and date enough different guys to round out a

baseball team, including the bench players. When at long last it was my turn to

bat, I was overjoyed. But looking back now, maybe she viewed me as just one

more voice in the chorus: not the first, probably not the last, and not special.

I listened to the priest drone on about love and respect and cherishing one another,

and I had to ask myself: could she truly respect me, to do what she did? Was this

the way to cherish your partner, by stepping out on them five minutes before the

vows? Put it that way and the answer is obvious.

So when the priest asked me to say “I do”—I didn’t. I told Dwight where he could

stick it—into anyone but me—and marched myself back up the aisle. It was the

longest fifty feet of my life, but probably the most satisfying.

~

Over the next few days Alyssa’s mother and father—also her sister, her favorite

cousin and her extended family—all tried to get me to change my mind. Nothing

doing, I told them; I’ve put up with enough crap from that dude. They were

puzzled, because from their point of view it was Dwight who’d put up with the

buckets of crap from Alyssa through the years, and they figured maybe just this

once I should give him the benefit of the doubt.

But that was the old Alyssa. This new Alyssa was doubt-free, didn’t sleep around,

wouldn’t put up with a partner who did, and found herself genuinely surprised at

the level of self-respect she was feeling.

Ruth initially took the same tack. “You’ve known the guy a long time,” she said.

“Doesn’t this seem a bit out of character? Maybe there’s a reason.”

Well, there was, but she didn’t know that. But Ruth is adept at sensing which way

the wind blows; when she realized my mind was made up, she switched to “you

could totally do better”. And she was right.

I spent some quality time alone in front of a mirror, thinking about exactly that.

Everything I’d always loved about Alyssa—her face, her hair, the sexy figure that

drove men mad with desire—it was all right there in front of me. And it was all

mine, at least for the time being, with no wedding required.

Could it be that her body was all that really interested me? I had to admit it might

be so. Her personality had certainly thrown up a few red flags of late.
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I did some research on the FeelReal company website. It turns out that removal of

a FeelReal skinsuit can only be triggered by a command from the website or from

an app you can download, by way of whatever bluetooth link might be handy.

Either way, you need a FeelReal account that’s been linked to the skinsuit in

question. I didn’t have such an account, and presumably Dwight did, which meant

any time he felt like it he could force me out of the skinsuit.

That was intolerable. Control over my very identity was in someone else’s hands.

How could I live that way? How could anyone? But without access to the account,

what could I do? I felt helpless.

Further research gave me an out. For a hefty price the company sold a product that

would permanently bind the skinsuit to its wearer: a dose of nanites taken orally

that would render the account and its effing password irrelevant—and give me full

control over who I was going forward. True, it meant I’d be a woman for the rest

of my life, but that was a small price to pay to screw Dwight over.

And just maybe—a woman was what I wanted to be.

~

I had to act fast, before Dwight decided to reclaim his former identity. According

to Ruth, he was burning the candle at both ends—messing around with every

halfway ‘doable’ woman in town between the ages of eighteen and thirty-five who

would have him. Making up for lost time, I suppose.

I booked an appointment at the local FeelReal office. They advised ingesting the

‘potion’ while I was there—so they could monitor the process, for safety—which

I agreed to do. However, they weren’t so uptight about it that they wouldn’t sell

me a second dose under the table ‘for a friend’.

The experience was not pleasant. It took about three hours, during which I lay

unclothed on a cot in a private room. Every half-hour, a nurse would come in,

wipe me down with a wet sponge, change the adult diaper they had me wear, and

top up my glass of cranberry cocktail. When it was all over and I could stand on

my own two feet again, I took a shower, got dressed and minced back into the

world—female. Almost like I’d been born that way.

But like I said, almost. I’d never be able to get pregnant, and my DNA still had

that pesky Y-chromosome I inherited from my father—and would until the usual

churn of cellular replacement got rid of it all. Even so, you’d need a genetic test to

figure out my equipment wasn’t original; a mere x-ray wouldn’t do the trick.

So let Dwight have his precious FeelReal account; there was no longer a skinsuit

for it to connect to. I wondered how long it would take him to figure that out.
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Phase two of the plan. I tarted myself up, restyled my hair, put on the little orange

dress that had always been Alyssa’s favorite, and invited Dwight over for a drink.

“No hard feelings,” I told him at the door. “It was just me being silly. I’m over it.”

“About time,” he said, while I poured two flutes of Merlot. “But that’s okay. I’ve

been having fun. We can reschedule the wedding for next week, or whenever

my—pardon, your—parents can strong-arm enough people to show up.”

“We can totally do that,” I said, seating myself as close as I could without landing

in his lap. “But for now, I’ve been thinking… I kind of owe you after deep-sixing

our wedding night, so if you’re into it—how’d you like to stay the night?”

He looked shocked and pleased at the

same time. “Seriously? You’d let me

do you right now? As in, actual sex?”

I forced a smile. “That’s what’s on the

table, sir: intercourse with a real live

vagina, like the good Lord intended.”

“Count me in!” He drained his glass

and hopped up. “What the heck are

we waitin’ for? Let’s hit the sheets.”

Into the bedroom we went. I stepped

out of my dress while my old body

got naked in record time—as well

he should, given all that practice. He

took me in his arms, kissed me, then

looked me over like he was sizing up

a prize milker. “It’s still so weird to

think that it’s you in there… I mean,

you really don’t look like a guy in a

skinsuit. I’m serious! I know the tech

is that good—I’m wearin’ it myself.

But even so—I’ve slept with a lot of

girls recently, and you are definitely

the most bangable of the bunch.”

“What a charmer,” I said, feigning an

innocent look. “You certainly know

how to make a lady feel special.

Shall we?” I turned down the bed.
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Apparently, the new Dwight didn’t believe in wasting time. Moreover, he was

surprisingly talented at what he proceeded to do to me—much more so that I

would have been in his shoes, as indeed I was less than two weeks before.

When we were done, he made a beeline for the bathroom. I daubed myself dry,

and then it was time for phase three. I poured us a couple of brandies, with his

man-sized portion in a larger glass—the better to conceal a generous slug of the

FeelReal nanite potion. He downed the lot in seconds flat and declared himself

ready to go again. I suggested he might want to lie down for a while.

“What’s a’matter, babe? Did old Dwight wear you out?” He laughed. “I tell ya,

many a true word is spoken in jest, and many a skinsuit reveals the truth. I think

you, my friend, were cut out to be a woman.”

I smiled. “You may be right, Dwight.”

If anything, the experience was more unpleasant for the new Dwight Breville. It

took half the night, and I had change his makeshift diaper at least twenty times. I

didn’t bother wiping him down; I just tossed the bedclothes in the wash afterward.

What little sleep I got was on the couch.

When Dwight finally woke up, I congratulated him on his newfound manhood,

escorted him into the shower, and shoved him out the front door once he was dry

and dressed. By that time he was angry and full of male bluster.

“How could you do this to me? I thought we were in love, for Christ’s sake!”

“You started it, buddy. What did you call it—love? Is that where you force me into

a female skinsuit, take over my identity and then sleep with one of the wedding

guests five minutes before our vows? Is that what love is?”

He frowned. “Oh, come on! When you put it like that it makes me sound like a

total dick. But consider the context. I’d only just turned into a man, and I didn’t

expect to be one much longer, so it’s only fair I should get to sleep around a little.

When else was I supposed to do it?”

“Well, you’ve got plenty of time now. Enjoy being male.” I slammed the door in

his face. I heard him growl, and he kicked the door once, fairly hard, but then he

walked away. “As for me,” I murmured, checking my look in the hall mirror and

smoothing down a few stray curls, “I am definitely going to enjoy being female.”

I promised myself, right there, that if I ever did get married—to someone tall, dark

and handsome, and not the adventurous type—there was no way in hell I’d let him

see me in my bridal gear before the wedding.

There are some traditions you simply do not mess with. Trust me, I know.  


