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Amanda HawkinsHe and She: A TG Fable

~ SHE ~

“Yes. Yes, you’re right. About everything.” Amberlyn Sylva heaved a long sigh,

and then the tears came. “I—I’m addicted.” She took the proffered kleenex and

daubed at her eyes. So skinsuits can cry, she thought—who knew?

Donna Krain set aside the box of tissues and wrote on her tablet, adding to

Amberlyn’s extensive patient file. “This can be a difficult thing to admit,” she

said, her gray curls bobbing. “But the good news is, it only gets better from here.

Now we can start discussing what to do about the problem.”

“I know what you’re thinking.” Amberlyn sat back and ran her fingers through the

long brunette tresses that were her pride and joy. It would be hard to give them up.

“You want me to take it off more often. Get used to not wearing it.”

Dr. Krain nodded. “You don’t need me to tell you that. You can’t get away with

looking thirty years old much longer anyway. How long has it been—ten years?”

“At least twelve.” Another long sigh. “I didn’t wear too often at first; only when I

had to get ready in a hurry. It was so easy just to throw it on and head off to work.”

She laughed. “Kind of like being a man, in a way. But people got used to seeing

me that way, and as I got older it was harder and harder to make the real me look

anywhere near as good.” She shrugged and fell silent. They’d been through this

before, of course; several times. It was the crux of her problem.

The psychiatrist tapped her stylus on the wooden arm of her chair. “I understand

the issue you’re facing. Now that your friends and coworkers, your neighbors—

even your family—are used to seeing you as a perpetual thirty-year-old, you’re

afraid of how they’ll react to the real you.”

“Heh. I left ‘afraid’ behind years ago, Donna. They’d string me up.”

“A slight exaggeration, I trust. We’re not living in the Wild West.”

“Maybe they’d settle for shunning me for the rest of my life.” Her fingers twisted

together in her lap. “I mean, all these years they thought I’m just aging gracefully.

I’ve been told how lucky I am, how jealous the women are. How can I come out

and tell them it’s because I’m wearing a skinsuit?”

“You don’t think anyone suspects? Anyone at all?”

She shook her head. “Pretty sure not. Everybody knows about skinsuit technology

these days, but who would imagine anyone being vain enough to order a custom

skinsuit that looks exactly like herself—and then wear it to hide the fact that she’s

getting older? And fatter… and uglier…”
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“You’re neither of those things, Amber. Don’t be so hard on yourself. Women in

your line of work are under enough pressure to maintain their looks. Don’t add to

the problem by making it out to be worse than it is.”

“I know. It’s just… well, when I remove the skinsuit for cleaning—”

“Once a month, correct? That’s how often you take it off?”

“Over the past three or four years, yes. I know how awful that sounds, but I can

see how much I’ve changed and I simply can’t bear to look at myself. I just swab

the suit out, take a nice long bath, and then put it right back on once it’s dry—all

the while, trying to avoid looking in the mirror.”

“You’ve turned this into a ‘Jekyll and Hyde’ scenario in your mind. That, my dear,

is what we have to change. You need to get reacquainted with your true self—to

get used to seeing you again when you pass by a mirror.”

Amberlyn threw her hands up. “I get that, but, I mean, how am I—?” She leaned

forward. “Even my son thinks this is what his mother looks like. Even if I only

took it off at home, what’s he going to think when he sees some old lady tottering

around the house? His grandmother risen from the grave?”

“First of all, you’re not that old. Overstating the issue is simply a way of putting

up barriers to taking any action whatsoever. You can’t go on this way, you know

that. What’s Adam going to think—ten years from now, for instance—when he’s

nearly thirty himself and his mother still looks to be the same age?”

“Probably that his mom made a deal with the devil.” She tried to smile.

“What you did is going to come out sooner or later, that’s why you came to me in

the first place. But let’s take it one step at a time, all right? What’s that old

expression? ‘The journey of a thousand miles’?”

“—begins with a single step. I know. But what can I do?”

“I have an idea about that. In our last session you mentioned your sister—Evelyn,

I believe. She’s the only person you’ve told about the skinsuit, correct?”

“She and her husband. Eve and I have always been close. No secrets.”

“Good, good. So here’s my thought… she lives here in the city, yes?”

“Clear across town. She’s about an hour away if the traffic’s not too bad.”

“All right. So why not go there for a visit? Without the skinsuit. Leave it at home.

Your sister and her husband already accept you for who you are, so it’ll do you

good to spend time with them and learn to do the same. This is something you can

manage, because you’ll be out of your own neighborhood and away from friends

and coworkers. Even your son doesn’t have to know, at least at first.”
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Amberlyn chewed her lip. “I could take a day off work and leave first thing in the

morning, after he’s gone to school.” Adam was in college; he certainly wouldn’t

mind having the house to himself. “I’ll call Evelyn tonight,” she said. “It won’t be

a problem. She always says I should visit more often.”

“Excellent. Let me how it goes in our next session.”

~ HE ~

Mom gave me the news on Thursday night, during dinner. I was late, as usual, but

she’d left me a bowl of spaghetti to warm up. I was digging in to that when she

announced her plans to spend the weekend with Aunt Evelyn. She’d take a day off

work and leave first thing in the morning. My takeaway from that was that she’d

be out of the house, and way across town, for the better part of three days—two

and a half, to be exact—and more importantly, two consecutive nights. I nearly

choked on a meatball.

She looked concerned. “Is that okay, hun? You’ll be okay here on your own?”

Will I? I swallowed hard and assured her it would be no trouble at all. “I can order

pizza, I’ve got tests to study for—it’s all good.” Not to mention my intention to

raid her closet asap. I really did have work to do, but there’s no law that says you

can’t wear women’s clothing while you study. Lucky for me!

My classes on Friday ended at two o’clock. I was home by three, shaved and out

of the shower by half-past, and naked and baby-powdered in the master bedroom

fifteen minutes later. Mom had texted me upon her arrival at Aunt Evelyn’s; the

three of them, including Uncle Eldon, were going out to dinner and a movie that

evening. Translation: it was GO time.

I like to lay things out before I get dressed, so I dug into her lingerie drawer and

came up with a full-support brassiere I’d worn before, a panty girdle, and a pair of

high-gloss pantyhose. Mulling over what sort of dress might be appropriate for the

end of the week, I opened the closet, flicked through the various offerings—and

stopped dead when I saw what was hanging at the far end. Zipped inside a semi-

transparent garment bag was an actual skinsuit!

“Oh—my—god.” Why would my mother own a female skinsuit? These things

were seriously expensive and I couldn’t imagine her actually needing one. My

buddies all agreed that she was the best-looking mom of a college-age kid you

could ever hope to find, like anywhere.

Gently, I slid it out of the garment bag. It was a full-body model, with decent size

breasts and wavy brunette hair, fairly long. It must be new because I’d never seen

the thing before. I held it up to my body. Looked to be about my size.
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My mind seethed. If mom didn’t need this for herself, was it possible she’d bought

it for me? I didn’t think she knew about my wearing her clothes, but what if she

did? Maybe she was trying to help me out by giving me exactly what I needed to

take my cross-dressing to a whole new level. With a high-profile job like hers, she

could certainly afford to indulge my habit. Whatever the case, I had to try it on.

There was a long slit up the back. No visible zipper but from what I knew of the

technology skinsuits were self-closing. I sat on the edge of the bed, squished my

legs into the suit’s legs, popped my feet and stood to pull it up. I checked and there

was indeed a sheath for my less-than-impressive dick. That raised my belief that

she’d bought the skinsuit for me, though truth be told I wasn’t sure whether all

skinsuits came ready to be worn by either male or female. Not that it mattered.

The suit was a perfect fit.

My arms plunged into the sleeves, and my hands merged with the suit’s. My new

fingernails weren’t overly long, but they were painted with a dark red nail polish.

The skinsuit felt puffy on the inside as I pulled it over my chest; slick without

being wet, and tight without being uncomfortable.

The seam began to close across my spine. I wriggled my shoulders to settle it,

stretched my arms and legs, and bent at the waist several times. A pair of what I

eyeballed as D-cup breasts bounced on my chest. Same size as mom’s, which was

probably no accident if she meant for me to wear her brassiere.

That left the headpiece. It dangled down my front, attached by the throat to the

body of the skinsuit. I cleared the opening of stray hairs, then bent and ducked my

head inside. My own hair was thin and short enough to create no bumps under the

scalp. I pulled my ears through the holes on either side, adjusted the fit around my

nose and eyes, and folded the mouthpiece in behind my lips.

A moment later the seam around my neck sealed itself, and vanished from view.

For several long seconds, I couldn’t breathe. The suit’s neck grew tighter and

flatter, while tendrils from the mouthpiece slithered down my throat. I gagged, but

the discomfort faded before I had time to panic. Very weird feeling.

I turned toward the vanity—and froze. My mouth fell open. “Mom?”

There she was, staring at me in horror. My brain fogged up. It took a long moment

for me to notice: she was naked. My hands rose to clutch my face. “Oh god, I’m

so sorry. I didn’t mean—” The words died in my throat.

It wasn’t my voice. It sounded like Mom, and her mouth had moved at the same

time as mine, but what she’d said didn’t come from her at all. It came from me.

Oh lord… I was staring into a mirror, the one mounted on top of mom’s vanity.

My mother wasn’t here at all—she was me.



~ 5 ~

The room spun and I sank onto the bed, first clutching my face, then curling up

into a ball. How could this happen?

I have no idea how long it took, but my mind eventually stopped running in circles

screaming ohgod-ohgod-ohgod. Okay… so Mom owned a skinsuit that looked

exactly like her. Was that so strange? Answer: hell yes! I couldn’t imagine why

she might want something so bizarre, but one thing for sure: she sure as hell didn’t

buy it for me. I mean, why would she want to turn me into a carbon copy of her?

Beautiful as she was, my mother was no narcissist.

Wearing the skinsuit suddenly didn’t seem like such a good idea. I sat up and felt

around for the release mechanism, but the seams had vanished. Around the base of

my neck, where skinsuit and headpiece came together, I could find nothing but

smooth skin and yielding flesh. Eventually, I gave up; I’d have check the

company’s website to find out how to remove the thing.

In the meantime, I had to admit: turning into my mother, at least for the short term,

wasn’t all that bad. Hadn’t I been trying to do exactly that, ever since I was a little

boy, by wearing her clothes? By putting on makeup just like I’d seen her do? By

swanning around the house, in essence pretending to be her?

I took another look in the mirror. Mission accomplished, kiddo.

Deep sigh. What next? Obviously I couldn’t stand around stark naked all day. A

girl could catch her death, so I’d better get dressed. One by one, I picked up the

items I’d laid out and put them on: a full-support bra, which I now needed in the

worst way; glossy pantyhose; and a panty girdle, even though my figure didn’t

need much help. For the rest, I opted for ‘business sexy’: a short pink skirt, lined

with satin, that left half my thighs bare, and the matching long-sleeved wrap top,

with three buttons down the front and a narrow self-belt. Everything fit perfectly,

which was a first. A pair of black stiletto pumps completed the ensemble.

I pulled out a stool and seated myself at the vanity. I’d done this before, but never

looking like this! My mother’s face gazed out at me as I carefully applied her

cosmetics. Foundation cream, a satiny finishing powder for a lustrous glow… gel

eyeliner, smudged to soften the look… light and dark shades of earth-tone eye

shadow… two coats of all-day mascara on my lashes, plus a little on my

eyebrows… lip liner slightly darker than the color of my mouth, and a layer of

‘raven red’ lipstick to seal the deal. Oh, perfect!

I clipped two sets of earrings to each ear—they were pierced now—added a silver

necklace with an O-ring pendant; a lady’s watch and a set of silver bracelets, and

of course a ring on my finger. A generous spritz of Victoria’s Secret Bombshell to

my throat and I was done. Adam Sylva had left the building.
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~ SHE ~

Amberlyn’s phone pinged while she was in the restaurant, tucking into a salad

with roasted brussels sprouts in a maple glaze, tossed with creamy goat cheese,

walnuts and peas. She ignored the message at the time, but checked it while Eldon

was paying the bill. Her FeelReal app had flagged itself for attention, which was

strange because it was only supposed to do that when the skinsuit was being put

on or removed. Even stranger: the status indicator showed that the skinsuit was

currently in use. That was impossible, of course, because the suit was back home,

hidden in the depths of her closet.

With a shrug she put her phone away. Probably a bug in the software.

Late that night, after climbing into bed, she checked the phone once more. The

FeelReal app still showed the skinsuit ‘in use’. That made no sense whatsoever.

She toggled the phone off and on, but the status remained the same. Supposedly,

the skinsuit had been worn now for more than seven hours.

Puzzled, she set the phone aside. But sleep came slowly and she found herself

wondering: could someone actually be wearing the suit? Adam was home alone;

could it be him? She couldn’t imagine why he might want to turn himself into a

woman, much less her, but if he or anybody else was inside then they were

certainly stuck there. FeelReal skinsuits could only be removed by a command

from the app, or from the website itself, and to access either one you needed a

FeelReal account. She had one, of course, but she was the only one who knew the

password—which she had committed to memory and never written down. Could

Adam have guessed what it was?

She resolved to check again in the morning. At last, she slept.

Amberlyn slept late on Saturday, then borrowed her sister’s tablet and logged on

to the FeelReal website. It wasn’t just the app; the status in her account showed

that the skinsuit had now been in use for more than sixteen hours.

She spoke to Evelyn, who expressed her shock. “My goodness, you don’t suppose

it could be Adam, do you? He always seemed so… well-adjusted.”

Amber rolled her eyes. “Watch out for the quiet ones, isn’t that what they say?”

She snapped her fingers. “You know what? There’s a way to check.”

Still on the tablet, she went to the website of the home security company she used,

logged on to that account, and clicked on the live cam feed from the ceiling of the

main hallway. She propped the tablet on the table and they both watched.

“That’s your house, huh? The camera’s live?” Evelyn shook her head. “This is just

too Orwellian, sis. What’s next—electrodes in the kid’s brain?”
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“Like you wouldn’t do the same? I have to figure out what’s going on.”

“If he knows he’s being watched, he’s not going to just wander by.”

“He doesn’t know about this particular camera. We’ve got security cams outside

the house, front and back, but this one dates back to when he was a toddler. I got it

so I could check on the babysitter while I was at work. He couldn’t avoid it either;

it’s on the only path between front and back doors, next to the staircase. Anyone in

the house has to pass by it, sooner or later.”

About twenty minutes later, someone did. Evelyn grabbed her sister’s arm. “Oh

my lord—that’s you, Amber! It’s really you!”

“It’s the skinsuit, Eve. I’m right here, remember?” She looked grim. “I suppose it

could be somebody else, but—” She picked up her phone. “Only one way to find

out.” She texted her son: evryting OK, sweetie? jst checkin!

Evelyn arched an eyebrow. “You could’ve phoned.”

“Nuh-uh. If it’s him in the suit, no way would he answer a voice call.”

A minute later Adam texted back: all S wel, jst hngn out, catchin ^ on hmwrk.

Amber sighed. “It’s him.” On the video feed, ‘Amberlyn’ entered the frame while

idly juggling the phone in her hand, then started up the stairs. They got a good

look at her face when she glanced up. “Her makeup is perfect,” Amber said. “I

don’t think I could’ve done any better myself.”

“You know what that means,” Evelyn said. They exchanged glances. “The boy’s

been dressing up as a woman for a long time.”

~ HE ~

Why would she text me like that, for no reason at all? I stared at her last message

for a moment, then set the phone atop her dresser. It didn’t really matter. Whether

or not she suspected me of cross-dressing was irrelevant as long as I was trapped

inside the skinsuit. The FeelReal website was no help at all; apparently, the suit

could only be opened by a command from the company website, or from the app,

and I couldn’t do either one without an account. Mom undoubtedly had one, but I

didn’t know her user name or password.

I returned her robe to the closet and pondered what to wear. Women have to make

a lot of choices when it come to their wardrobe, but my mind was in a muddle and

I couldn’t decide. So I just grabbed the pink skirt set I’d worn the day before and

put it on. I was planning to take advantage of being passable and venture outside,

and this was a safe choice for daywear. I took a brush to my hair, then paused to

admire my profile. It still blew my mind to see my own mother in the mirror.
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It was a weird day. The lady in the beauty parlor laughed when I tried to pay for

my styling. “Don’t be silly, dear. We get so much business because people know

you come here.” So I left the cash I was gonna use for the bill as a tip for all the

whole staff to share, which made me their best gal pal. I really envy the rapport

women have when there are no males around. It made me feel special.

More than once, some woman would stop me right there on the sidewalk with a

comment like, “Oh, Ms. Sylva, I watch you all the time on the News. You’re so

smart and well-spoken, and so lovely too!” And then they’d ask how I ever

manage to put up with that sleazebag of a co-anchor, and I’d say something along

the lines of “Bryce isn’t so bad when you get to know him.” That’s what Mom

always says, although it’s hard to believe she means it. That dude really is a piece

of work. God’s gift to women is how he sees himself.

On the way home I bought the fixings for a big salad, and that became my dinner.

No pizza for me; for some reason I felt like watching my weight.

~ SHE ~

That night, Amberlyn considered her options. She could simply text her son and

tell him she knew what he was up to… But on the other hand, why not give him a

real taste of what he obviously wanted? Let him stay in the skinsuit for awhile.

Perhaps he’d learn that the female body isn’t just a toy to be played with and set

aside whenever you feel like it. Yessss… she rather liked that idea.

She stared at the ‘skinsuit release’ button on the FeelReal website, then quietly

logged off, a smile creasing her lips. She was enjoying her time with Evelyn and

being her real self wasn’t so bad after all, especially without the constant guilt that

came with wearing the skinsuit. And she’d been offered the chance to extend her

stay for as long as she wished.

She wouldn’t even have to take any time off work: Adam could go in her place.

Her son certainly looked the part, and he’d watched her reading from the tele-

prompter often enough to know what to do. A smart boy like that, he’d figure it

out. She smiled all the way to dreamland.

The next day, over breakfast, she announced her intentions. “I’ll pop around home

this afternoon, pick up a few things and pretend to be horribly shocked to discover

him wearing my skinsuit. I’ll break the news that he’s stuck there for awhile, so

he’ll have to go to work as me—at least for this week.”

Eldon looked uncomfortable. “Hasn’t the poor kid suffered enough? Why not just

let him out remotely? He could put the costume back where he found it, and then

you could talk to him about his cross-dressing when things settle down.”
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Evelyn laughed. “My goodness, where’s the fun in that? Make the boy squirm,

that’s what I say. He certainly has it coming, going through her closet like that.”

Amber shook her head. “I don’t want him to suffer. I want to show him what it’s

really like to be a woman. We can’t take off our boobs anytime we feel like it. We

can’t just throw on whatever in the morning, run a comb through our hair and be

ready to face the day, like men can. If only, right?”

“Exactly,” Evelyn said. “He needs to know what it’s like to have ten minutes to fix

your face before dashing out the door. Not to mention feminine hygiene.”

Amber borrowed the tablet again and went to the FeelReal website. The account

listed settings for the skinsuit that she’d never bothered to look at before, in part

because she only wanted—or needed—to be herself when wearing it, and in part

because many of the options applied only to cross-gender users.

The possibilities seemed endless, even kind of scary. Skinsuits were able to affect

the user’s mind in subtle ways—enough to influence their physical reactions on a

subconscious level, without forcing them to act against their will. The goal was to

enable the wearer to live more naturally in his or her assumed form.

Feminine body language was an obvious example: a slider defined to what extent

the user would carry herself as a female, without conscious thought: moving her

arms while speaking, swinging her hips while walking, and a dozen other details.

A similar slider selected for a feminine speech pattern. Both defaulted to the low

end, for zero influence on the wearer. Smiling, Amber shifted both options to the

middle. Now that he was a woman, it was only right that Adam should speak and

move his body like one.

Another choice defined how comfortable the wearer would feel in their new body.

It wouldn’t make him believe he was truly female, but it would smooth over a

hundred different ways his female body might strike him as odd or unfamiliar:

everything from taking his new center of gravity for granted, to no longer much

noticing feminine details like the feel of nylons on bare legs or long hair sweeping

over his shoulders. She moved that option to the middle as well. The boy might as

well feel like he belonged in a female body.

~ HE ~

I was surprised how relaxed I felt when I rolled out of bed on Sunday morning. It

was a bit puzzling, because my mother was due to return that afternoon and it now

seemed likely she’d catch me red-handed disguised as her—not to mention red-

lipped and stylishly dressed. But it no longer seemed to matter as much as it had.

Like, what was she gonna do about it—ground me? As if!
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I put my hair up in a shower cap and took a bubble bath. Curiously, it appeared

that living in a female body for as little as a day was enough to completely erase

the novelty. Even soaping my breasts and running a washcloth between my legs

was beginning to feel like old hat.

Over a light breakfast I spent some time reading up on FeelReal skinsuits. Info on

the Net agreed with the company’s website: the suits could only be removed by a

command from the website itself, routed via Bluetooth either from a computer or

the phone app. I didn’t have a prayer of spoofing the signal either; mostly because

I was studying environmental science at university, with a minor in English lit. I

could analyze how a toxic waste dump would affect its surroundings, and quote

authors from Shakespeare to Bram Stoker, but I had no clue how to go about

hacking into a skinsuit. Better men than I, genuine hackers, had tried and failed.

The alien origins of skinsuit technology might have something to do with that fail.

The Visitors who had gifted it to Mankind, sometimes known as the Gruelle, were

still orbiting the Moon twenty years after their arrival, allowing dribs and drabs of

advanced tech trickle out into the world’s economy.

One item did catch my eye: the company specified that their skinsuits had to be

cleaned at least once a month; as well as the wearer, presumably. For that reason

they were preset to unlock every thirty or thirty-one days (except in February)

unless directed to do so sooner. Otherwise, they could be configured however the

customer wanted. I had to laugh: there was my ticket out of this mess. All I had to

do was avoid Mom for the next four weeks and I’d be in the clear!

Fat chance of that, of course. Which left me right back where I started on Friday,

when I succumbed to temptation and put the skinsuit on: sealed in with no way out

and my mother due home in a few hours.

I wandered upstairs and browsed through her closet like it was my own. What to

wear for the big reveal? I pulled out dress after dress, but none of them felt quite

right for the occasion. I riffled through the skirts and blouses on offer, but none of

them caught my fancy. All but one: my go-to pink skirt set.

Wear the same outfit two days in a row? What self-respecting woman would do

that? I faked a disgusted look. On the other hand, who was gonna know? It wasn’t

like Mom had seen me dressed like this before, and I really enjoyed the way the

skirt-blouse combo made me feel: comfortable and, at the same time, sexy.

I stepped into the short skirt, settled it on my waist and smoothed down the fabric.

Then the soft wrap-around blouse, with its long sleeves, buttons down the front

and fabric self-belt. It fit beautifully, as always. This, I decided, was the way I

wanted to be caught cross-dressing: too pretty to feel guilty.
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~ SHE ~

Amber almost knocked on her own front door, but stopped herself in time. This

was supposed to be a normal arrival, and she was supposed to expect to find her

son hard at work studying for his exams—not strolling around the house in a dress

and high heels looking more like Amberlyn Sylva than she herself did. She took a

deep breath, centered herself, and opened the door.

She knew what to expect, but even so it was a shock to see herself jump up from

the living room sofa, looking flustered. Apparently he—or she—really had been

studying. Not much point, really, because there was no way Adam would be able

to sit those tests. He wasn’t himself at the moment.

Amber pretended to look shocked. “What on earth—? What’s going on here?”

“Mom?” He glanced down, long hair dangling, and tugged on the hem of his short

skirt. “It’s me—Adam. I, uhm… found this skinsuit of yours and I just couldn’t

resist trying it on, and now I’m stuck in here.” Eyes wide, he gulped for air. “I’m

really, really sorry.”

Amber sighed heavily, then pursed her lips. “Young man, I’m very disappointed in

you. What were you thinking, putting on a female skinsuit like that? And dressing

up in my clothes as well.” She shook her head, pretending sadness. “I suppose this

means you’re some sort of ‘cross-dresser’, is that right?’

Looking miserable, he nodded and kept muttering “sorry”.

“Well, what’s done is done. Let’s sit down and talk about it.” She joined Adam on

the couch, noting the way he tucked his skirt beneath him like he’d been doing it

his whole life. That’s the suit, she reminded herself, providing him with the kind

of feminine body language he’d need to pass himself off as her. And as far as she

could tell, it was working. Adam moved and spoke like a real woman.

They chatted for awhile about his dressing-up; Adam admitting his guilt at going

through her belongings behind her back; Amber truthfully mentioning her surprise

that he’d been doing it for as long as he had—but that she forgave him. Love was

expressed, they exchanged hugs and Adam cried a little; happy tears. Amber gave

him a tissue from her purse. Then Adam asked the fateful question: “Uh, Mom?

Why do you own a skinsuit that looks exactly like you? And—I’m sorry to say

this, but—why do you look so much older than you used to?”

So Amber explained why she’d had the suit custom-made in the first place, how

she’d become dependent on using it, and that her therapist wanted her to take

some time off to get used to being herself again.

Adam nodded sagely. “It’s strange, isn’t it? I look more like you than you do.”
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Amber smiled. “How do you think I feel?” They both made the same giggle.

He leaned back, relaxing for the first time since her arrival. “Well, at least we can

get back to normal now. I guess it’s time to pop the suit and get me outta here.”

Amber steeled herself, then shook her head. “I’m sorry, Adam. That isn’t how it

works. The skinsuit is set to open once a month, for cleaning, and that’s it.”

He sat up. “But—I read the website! It says you can open the suit with a command

from your account.”

“You can set it up to do that, yes. In fact, that’s the default. But a few years back

I had them change the settings. I was so disgusted with myself, I didn’t ever want

to take it off. Once a month was the closest I could get to that.”

He groaned. “So I’m stuck this way? For a whole month?”

She touched his arm. “I’ll talk to the company tomorrow, okay? As far as I know,

the skinsuit has to be off for them to go in and change that setting, but maybe

there’s something they can do. But for now,” she added, “you’re going to have to

go to work as me. Do you think you can handle that, dear?”

Adam hesitated, then nodded. “I think so. I’ve been out in the neighborhood once

or twice, and people I talked to thought I was you.”

“Really.” Amber turned that over in her head. The notion that her son was a more

attractive version of her than she was herself—that was a hard thing to wrap her

mind around. Only to be expected, of course, given the circumstances, but even

so… “This will be a lot trickier. You’ll be interacting with people I’ve worked

with for many years; ten or fifteen in some cases.”

Another nod. “I’ve met them before, lots of times. I’ve watched you on the air too.

No offense, but I think I know how to read stuff off a teleprompter.”

“It’s more than just ‘reading stuff’, dear. It’s more about letting your personality

shine through to the viewers, to come across as their friend, someone they trust.”

She sighed. “That’s what I mean: it isn’t enough to just look like me, or even to

move and speak like me. You’ll have to think like me as well.”

Adam flashed a tight smile. “We’re more alike than you think, Mom. I’ll be fine.”

He ran a hand under his hair, spilling it across one shoulder. “By the way, as long

as I’m pretending to be you, you’d better start calling me Amber.”

~ HE ~

I couldn’t believe my luck! I actually had to keep wearing the skinsuit, at least for

a few more days, and perhaps for the whole month. Yay me!
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I managed to keep my glee under wraps until bedtime, whereupon I performed a

quick version of the “Oh yeah” dance in what was now my bedroom. Mom had

offered me the use of her room while I was stuck being her, while she slept in

Adam’s room—and welcome to it, as far as I was concerned. She’d picked out

some fresh clothes before retiring, but everything else was mine for the taking.

I slipped into a sky-blue nightgown, brushed my hair a hundred strokes on either

side, then slipped between her silken sheets. With Mom in the house a date with

her vibrator was out of the question, but a lifelike pink dildo—made of flexible

silicone and rubber—made for an intriguing runner-up. The skinsuit took it all the

way inside, where it rubbed up against my own concealed shaft and managed to

get me off in a way I wouldn’t have thought possible.

The next day, Mom made us both a light breakfast of toast and fruit, and saw me

off to work. “Do me proud,” she said with a smile. “Get out there and be the best

darn Amberlyn Sylva you can possibly be.”

I told her it was in the bag. Frankly, right then she really did look like my mom—

by which I mean she looked old enough to be thirty-year-old Amber’s mother. The

years, I couldn’t help but notice, had not been kind.

I was way past merely being self-conscious when I walked into the studio for the

first time as Amberlyn. But after being greeted by a chorus of hellos, a “how was

your day off?” and one “hey, girl” I figured I’d passed the test—the first of many,

at least. From there, I knew more or less how things would go. I met with the

producers and went over the topics we’d be covering on the show, and mid-

afternoon I retired to my dressing room to read through the material—out loud—

before going on the air. Mom wasn’t what I’d call a real reporter, because she

didn’t write her own copy and rarely filed reports from the field. She just spoke

the news and, like she said, let her personality shine through.

I was confident that wouldn’t be a problem. I’d been sort-of impersonating her

while wearing her clothes since I was nine years old.

I met up with Bryce Hoskins, my co-anchor, a few minutes before air. He gave me

a pat on the shoulder and said the show wasn’t the same without me. If I didn’t

know he was a creep, I might’ve been charmed.

Surprisingly, to me at least, the broadcast went off without a hitch. I came close to

stumbling over an unfamiliar word here and there, but practice paid off and I don’t

think anyone noticed. I even breezed through the banter between Bryce and

myself; over the years I’d listened to it hundreds of times.

Being a woman is easy, I told myself on my way home. Then again, I’d spent most

of my life training for the job. At long last, all that prep work was paying off.
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~ SHE ~

Amber watched the telecast with Evelyn and Eldon. She was amazed how easy it

was—or seemed—for Adam to emulate her; it was like he’d been doing it for

years. She’d seen herself on-screen often enough, viewing recordings of past

shows, but this was different. She knew for a fact that it wasn’t her up there on the

television, reporting the news and chatting back and forth with Bryce, and that

made the experience more than a little surreal. But she kept that to herself.

For his part, Eldon seemed perturbed. “That poor kid,” he said, after the show was

over. “It’s like he’s been turned into a real woman. I mean, that’s how he comes

across.” He looked over at his wife and sister-in-law. “I’m not sayin’ he’s you,

Amber, because you’re you. No one can change that. But he’s—I dunno. He’s like

an actual lady news anchor, just like the others. Does that make sense?”

Evelyn blew off his concerns. “Well, of course he is. He’s wearing that skinsuit

thing, isn’t he? Not to mention all that cross-dressing.”

“Yeah, sure. But my point is, the kid really isn’t Adam anymore. He’s, erm…”

Eldon shifted uncomfortably in his recliner. “He’s a girl now. Or a woman.”

“He’s Amberlyn,” Amber said, staring at her sister. Her voice was somber. “Don’t

you get it? Whoever wears that skinsuit is Amberlyn Sylva, television news

personality extraordinaire.”

Evelyn frowned. “But you’re—”

“No! I’m not. I’m a middle-aged woman who happens to have the same name as

her.” She jerked a thumb toward the TV, which was now playing a game show.

“Amberlyn Sylva is just a character on a TV show. I played that character for a

long time, but I can’t do it anymore. Not with this face.”

“C’mon, sis. You’re being too hard on yourself.”

Amber climbed to her feet. “Actually, for the first time in a long time, I’m seeing

things the way they really are. I’m not saying I’m ugly or anything, but I’m not

thirty years old anymore—and that’s what they want.” She threw a disparaging

glance at the screen mounted on the wall. “It’s not just the studio or the producers.

I don’t blame them. It’s the audience. No one wants to watch an old lady report the

news. I know—” She silenced them with a raised hand. “I’m not an old lady, not

yet. But I am too old. So I can either go back to wearing the skinsuit… or I can

quit the business. Excuse me.” She left the room, fighting back tears.

Alone in the spare bedroom, Amber lay in the dark staring at the invisible ceiling

above her bed, trying to decide whether the sparkles she could see were part of the

paint or just her imagination. Either way, they were kind of pretty.
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She dozed for a time, then used Eve’s tablet to log on to her home security system.

She waited until Adam strolled through the view, on his way up the stairs. “My

God, she’s gorgeous,” she muttered to herself, watching the faux Amberlyn shake

back her lustrous long hair. “Hell, who am I kidding? She’s perfect.”

That used to be me, she thought, dark clouds gathering in her mind. Not anymore,

though. She knew then she could never be that person again. Her time had passed.

She logged off. On impulse, she checked her FeelReal account. The skinsuit’s

status showed that it was in use, of course. But her eye was drawn to the settings.

Feminine body language, feminine speech pattern… A grim smile crossed her

face. Adam was a woman now, so didn’t he deserve the best? She moved both

sliders to ‘high’ and then did the same for the ‘comfort level’ option. Adam wasn’t

going to just feel comfortable in a female body, he was about to believe that he

truly belonged in one.

The sexual orientation setting was also intriguing. It wouldn’t actually change the

wearer’s orientation, per se, but for a male it would dampen the effect that seeing

a woman would normally have—to the point of feeling no attraction—and elevate

the reaction he’d get when interacting with a man: increased heart rate, tingling in

the breasts and between the legs, that sort of thing. It was meant to encourage the

wearer to act and react more naturally in social situations.

Perfect! Amber flipped it to ‘female norm’. That one was bound to come in handy,

and pretty soon too. Friday night was right around the corner.

~ HE ~

It was late but I didn’t feel like going to bed just yet. Far from it. I was on what I

could only describe as a ‘feminine high’. Not high on life, but on being a woman.

I changed into my go-to pink skirt-blouse combo, just because it was there, and

prowled around the house like a bitch in heat. I could swear, as I did so, that my

stride became more decidedly female—one foot in front of the other, hips swaying

in rhythm with my breathing—and my voice more assuredly feminine. I pouted at

a nearby mirror. “Well, you’re a woman now, aren’t you? Don’t you belong in a

female body?” I blew my reflection a kiss.

I poured myself a white wine spritzer and gazed out the living room window, now

and then taking a sip. The room was dark; streetlights lit up the roadway like a

fishbowl. It was a big world out there, and I—? I was a woman.

My hand was trembling as I set the glass down. A woman? Yes… I’d never been

so certain of anything in my life. My name is Amberlyn. I went upstairs to retrieve

my purse. I was going out.
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I drove around for awhile, feeling aimless. I had no idea what I might do, or what

I should do. Nothing in my life had prepared me for being a woman on the prowl.

I couldn’t just wander around; I knew how dangerous that could be. And I

couldn’t just walk into any old bar either; that might be just as bad. No, what I

needed was something classy.

The Fairmont Heritage came to mind, just after it hove into view in the distance. I

recalled that it boasted a rooftop piano lounge, and is there anything classier than

that? It was probably still open. It wasn’t quite midnight.

I parked underground and rode the elevator to the top. I wasn’t seated at the bar

for two minutes before some guy with a bad comb-over offered to buy me a drink.

I told him “thanks, but no thanks” and ordered my own cherry margarita—Mom’s

go-to cocktail—partly because I figured I could do better and partly because I was

scared to death of opening myself up to a man, any man, however tentatively.

The next guy wisely didn’t bother with an offer, he went straight into chat mode.

“Excuse the intrusion,” he said, with what looked to be a genuine smile. “Aren’t

you the anchorwoman who reads the news on Channel Twelve?”

Anchorwoman. Now there’s a handle a strong, modern gal like myself could really

wrap her legs around. I flashed him a coy smile. “Sometimes I am, and sometimes

I’m not. Depends on my mood.”

“Well, you seem to be in a good mood now. I’ll take that as a good sign.”

I took another sip, feeling the tickle of tequila on back of my throat. It would be so

easy to flirt with this guy, who wasn’t all that bad-looking. Well, why not? We

chatted about ‘news’ for awhile, and then I let him talk about himself. Guys love

that. They think they’re impressing us, but really it just gives women a chance to

suss them out. My mother told me that once, God knows why.

It emerged that Derrick was a buyer for a large pharmaceutical company, and he

just happened to have a suite in this very hotel. Funny how he managed to slip that

into the conversation. I mulled over the unstated offer, surprising myself that I was

actually considering it.

It would be easy as falling down to let him escort me to the couch in his sitting

room, ply me with champagne, then kiss me and take me to bed. And part of me

wanted it to happen, because I was a woman and this is what we do—some

women, at least. Women who feel a certain tingle in their nipples and a dampness

forming between their legs. In other words, women like me.

But in the end, I decided distance was the better part of desire. A lot safer too.

Half an hour later I slid into my own bed and added a vibrator to the mix. Small

consolation for him, but I was thinking about Derrick when the climax hit.
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~ SHE ~

Amber could see the difference her adjustments had made. No one else seemed to

notice, but she saw the way her namesake’s lashes fluttered while glancing over at

her co-host and the flush that came to her cheeks when Bryce made some slightly

off-color remark in that resonant baritone of his. Women in the audience might

come to the conclusion that Amberlyn was attracted to the man.

If only they knew.

As the week progressed, Amber found herself paying more attention to Bradford

Wheeler, Channel Twelve’s in-house sportscaster. Unlike Bryce, Brad was a

decent guy. He and Amber had genuine rapport on the air, in part because she

knew as much about sports as he did; in contrast, Bryce really didn’t have a clue.

Evelyn said, “Didn’t you say he’s leaving the show?” It was Friday evening and

they were watching the tail end of the news together, Eldon having retired to the

basement to putter around with his model of the Corwith Intermodal Railyard in

Chicago. He’d been working on it for over a decade.

Amber put a finger to her lips. “That’s a trade secret, Eve. Remember? I asked you

not to talk about it with anyone.”

“I haven’t! Goodness, some people are so touchy.” She folded her arms and faced

the TV. “I remember now. It’s not him, Bradford, that’s leaving the show. It’s the

guy wearing his skinsuit thingie.”

“That’s right. Patrick’s got himself a new gig. It’s a smaller market, but he actually

gets to play himself. A rare thing, these days.”

“But Brad himself is staying on, right?”

“Of course he is. Bradford Wheeler isn’t a real person, he’s just a skinsuit—a

character that the station owns—lock, stock, barrel and all subsidiary rights

reserved.” She looked bleak. “The same way they’ll end up owning Amberlyn

Sylva, soon enough.”

“Oh, surely not! I mean, that’s you.”

She shook her head. “Not anymore. All I can do now is lease them the rights to

keep using my name and likeness on that show, and any other Channel Twelve

production. The Easter parade, for instance. The ‘character’ of Amberlyn will be

played by someone else. Whoever can wear the suit and read copy.”

“Someone like Adam?” Both women stared as Amberlyn flashed her sweet smile

and signed off for the night. Evelyn nudged her sister in the ribs. “Seems like your

boy might’ve found his calling.”
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~ HE ~

The moment we were off the air, Bryce leaned over and covered my hand with his

much larger mitt. “Friday night, babe. The wife’s out with her gal pals and I’m up

for the usual if you are. My place or yours?” He smirked.

The usual? All of a sudden the pieces clicked into place. Mom was always late

getting home on Friday night; in fact, there were times she didn’t drag herself in

until after breakfast the next morning. That had been going on for three or four

years, at least. I figured she might have a date now and then—which was none of

my business, of course—but never in a million years did I imagine she was

knocking boots with Bryce Hoskins. Didn’t she always refer to him as a jackass?

I played it cool. “I have to get changed.”

“Yeah, me too.” He gathered his papers and stood. “I was kidding about my place

or yours. I got us a room at the Savoy, right next door. Meet you in the lobby.”

Rather presumptuous of him. I marched backstage to my dressing room, closed

the door, and only then realized that my heart was beating a mile a minute. Why?

I filled a tumbler with cold water and drained it. Well… there was that lovely deep

voice of his, and he had pretty big hands too. My heart thumped. Did that mean

what I thought it meant? What I hoped it meant?

Jesus. I peeled myself out of the professional skirt-blouse combo I wore on the air,

returned it to the rack and went to grab my street clothes. Then I noticed ‘the

dress’. It was a royal blue peplum, with cap sleeves and a tight mid-length skirt.

I’d seen it once before: on one of those mornings when Mom arrived home while

I was chowing down on a big bowl of Froot Loops and watching Looney Tunes.

So maybe a couple of years ago. Why would she—?

My mouth went dry. She must have intended to wear it for her rendezvous with

Bryce. It was still in a dry-cleaning bag; she probably picked it up last week and

left it here—and then missed the date when she took the Friday off.

I removed it from the bag. I loved the color, and the dress itself was gorgeous.

With a shrug, I peeled the zipper and stepped into the back. Naturally, it fit me like

a glove. And why wouldn’t it? It was my dress.

I ran a brush through my hair. It still looked good from my pre-show styling, and

my makeup was good for a few more hours. I gave myself a once-over in the

mirror, before killing the lights and heading downstairs. Was there any good

reason I shouldn’t do this? Was I, or was I not, a woman?

Silly question. Five minutes later I was in the lobby of the Savoy, awaiting the

arrival of God’s gift to womankind. Wouldn’t you know it, he was running late.
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Curiously, I felt energized, like a tigress

ready for the hunt. I found a spot by the

railing that overlooked the gallery and

stood, poised and ready to act. If it was

possible to be confident and at the same

time suffer an intense anxiety attack, that

was me. What on earth was I doing here?

I’d never even ‘done it’ as a guy before,

yet here I was about to meet up with a

man for an encounter that could have

only one outcome: me flat on my back

with the dude’s huge penis inside me.

Part of me wanted it, and part of me

wanted to run away screaming.

That’s what you call conflicted.

I was about to flee the hotel, hopefully

not screaming, when Bryce found me.

He took my hand, kissed it and smiled.

“Shall we have a drink, my dear, before

laying siege to the gates of Heaven?”

I smiled back. “Try and stop me.”

We spent all of twenty minutes in the

bar; just long enough for me to finish

a cranberry daiquiri. Then he hustled

me off to the room he’d booked; not

a suite, but a ‘queen room’ with one

large bed and not a whole lot more.

Romantic it was not. But this little

get-together wasn’t about romance.

I stepped into the bathroom to take

off the dress I’d put on less than an

hour ago. Was this how women felt,

when they were about to swing into

action—trepidation with a touch of

fear, desire, plus that certain stirring

in the loins? Already I could feel my

nipples stiffening. How on earth does a

manufactured female skinsuit do that?
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Bryce was already in bed when I emerged. A long bedside lamp threw shadows all

over the room. Feeling more girlish than ever before, I slipped in beside him. He

leaned over and doused the light. A moment later I was in his arms.

“Forgive my feeble attempt at flattery, but you have got to be the sexiest woman

I’ve ever seen—in person, I mean. Especially the last few days. The way we were

clicking and flirting on-air like that? Man, it was all I could do not to take you

right there on the desk. Not me, though. I’m too professional to do that.”

“Oh you charmer,” I murmured, between his eager kisses. Once again it crossed

my mind to wonder why I was doing this—and why my mother had been doing it

for several years now—but then my hand strayed in the direction of his groin, and

I knew. His manhood was massive, almost disturbingly so. I say ‘almost’ because

in that moment I was torn between icy fear and the intense urge to be penetrated

by a shaft big enough to hit home runs with, to have it fill me up inside, and to feel

it pounding my womanhood like a jackhammer.

My heart fluttered. I wouldn’t have to wait for long.

A few minutes later he lay me on my back and rose to his knees. He positioned

himself, then leaned over to stroke my hair. “I think it’s time, babe. You ready?”

Nice of him to ask. I nodded. My breath caught—

The first moment he entered me, I thought the skinsuit might burst. But it didn’t,

and when he pushed himself inside I could feel him—everywhere. Along the full

length of my own buried penis, on all sides at once, and against my prostate gland

as well. Dimly, amidst my passion, I recalled that—when required—the skinsuit

could send a pseudopod deep into the wearer’s colon to stimulate the gland

therein. Man, those aliens thought of everything!

As Bryce moved against me, in and out, his hands roamed up and down my

body—caressing my breasts, kissing my lips, stroking my long hair where it lay

sprawled across the pillow. My own hands did what they could for him—but

gloriously, I could feel his every touch on the fabric of the ‘suit as though it and I

shared the same skin. And in a way, we were. A skinsuit infuses microscopic

feelers into the wearer’s skin, which transmit a full range of tactile sensations

from the surface to the dermis beneath. It might take three or four days to achieve

full integration, but once it does—like the ads say, it’s like you aren’t wearing a

skinsuit at all. Hence the company’s tagline: Feel the Real.

I was convinced. Boy, was I convinced!

When Bryce came, the skinsuit made sure that I climaxed at the same time—and it

was glorious. I lay in bed, spent, while my knight in shining armor suited up and

bade me goodnight. I accepted a parting kiss, then promptly fell asleep.
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~ SHE ~

Amber could scarcely believe the status she was seeing: the skinsuit’s feminine

integration level was approaching a hundred percent! And its libido was off the

charts, or at least it had been the previous night. A smirk spread across her face. It

had to be the ‘Friday night special’ with Bryce. Which meant only one thing: her

little boy was all grown up, and a woman to boot.

She resisted the urge to text him and ask how it was. Give him some space, she

thought. Her son had a lot on his plate at the moment, dealing with that. He didn’t

need his mother peering over his shoulder—or her shoulder, as the case may be.

Evelyn was bubbling over at breakfast. “You remember Dennis, from down the

street? You and he seemed to get along pretty good, right?”

They’d had the man over for drinks in the back yard a few days before. Amber

shrugged. “Sure. He seems like a nice man.”

“Absolutely. So—good news! He’s taking you out tonight, for dinner and a revival

of Godspell in Hensley Park. It’ll be fun!”

Amber sighed. “You set me up—again?” Her sister had often done that, in the

years preceding her marriage to Adam’s late father.

“Don’t give me that look. You know as well as I do it works out… sometimes.”

Amber raised her hands. “Okay. Whatever. I assume this is a double date?”

“Nope. I’m going out with friends. As for Eldon—” She threw a dismissive glance

toward her husband. “He’s got his trains to play with.” The man glared back.

Amber put up only token resistance. Privately, she mused that Dr. Krain would no

doubt approve of the date. The more she socialized as herself, the better. And she

had to admit, it was refreshing to talk to someone who accepted her for what she

was: a middle-aged woman whose best years were in the rear-view mirror.

Maybe there really was more to life than just looking young and sexy. She wasn’t

quite sure she believed that, but for the first time she was unwilling to dismiss the

notion as pure fantasy. Other people managed to grow old with dignity—she’d

interviewed some of them—so why not her?

~ HE ~

I spent a relaxing Saturday at home, enjoying being a woman. I no longer had to

pretend; after last night, I truly was female. I had no idea how long this would

last—Mom had yet to get back to me about what she’d learned from FeelReal’s

customer service department—but while it did I was set to enjoy the ride.
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I was ironing my skirt after dinner

when the doorbell rang. Surprisingly,

it was my uncle—or rather, the guy

who just happened to be my aunt’s

second husband as of six years ago.

His eyes bugged out when he saw me.

“Adam? Oh Lord, is that really you?”

I waved him inside, then went back

to ironing my skirt. “It’s me, but I’d

rather you not use that name, if you

don’t mind. It’s important for me to

stay in character.” I unplugged the

iron and perched on Grandma’s old

accent chair, taking care to keep my

skirt smooth. “Mom’s job is kind of

on the line at work, so for the time

being you should call me Amber.”

Eldon collapsed onto the settee.

“I know you’ve been wearing that

skinsuit for awhile, but… wow. I

never thought you’d look so real.”

“That’s what they’re supposed to

do. Those aliens know their stuff.”

“Yeah, sure, but… you even sound

like Amberlyn. It’s unbelievable.”

“The better to fool her coworkers,

not to mention her viewers. As far

as any of them are concerned, I am

Amberlyn Sylva. Oh, and Eldon?”

Feeling mischievous all of a sudden,

I leaned on the arm of my chair, one

finger lightly caressing my jawline.

“That goes for you too. As long as I

look like this, please treat me as if I

really am her.” I batted my lashes,

knowing the effect it would have on

a man. “That’s not too much to ask,

is it? I mean, it only makes sense.”
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“Ah, sure. If that’s what you want.” He seemed to make a conscious effort to

compose himself. “Listen, I came here to talk to you about your mother. Uhm, is it

okay to call her that? Are you—”

“It’s okay. Everybody has a mother. Even people who wear skinsuits.”

A nervous laugh died in his throat. “Yeah, anyway… What I wanted to say is this:

it ain’t right, the way they’re treating you. It’s both of ‘em: my wife and your

mom. Mostly your mom, if I’m honest, but Eve’s been egging her on.”

I ran a hand through my hair. “I’m not sure I know what you mean.”

He winced. “That story she told you, about how you’re stuck in the skinsuit for a

whole month? That was a big ole fib. She can let you out any time she wants, just

by pushing a button on her phone. There’s this app—”

“I know about the app. I didn’t realize she could use it whenever.”

Eldon crossed and uncrossed his legs. “I don’t think she meant you no harm. It’s

just she’s really been enjoying being herself for a change. Getting you to cover for

her at work was just so she could take more time off. She wasn’t thinking of it in

terms of you having to actually be a woman the whole time. It must tough.”

“I don’t mind, to be honest.” My gaze wandered out the window. “I suppose she

told you about Adam’s cross-dressing?”

Eldon looked embarrassed. “She told Eve. I was in the room at the time, that’s all.

That kinda stuff is your own business, of course. I ain’t one to judge.”

“I’m glad to hear it. The thing is, it was always Adam’s dream to be able to ‘dress’

for an extended period, and also to pass flawlessly for a woman. He finds the

current situation… rewarding, to say the least.”

“Really? You—he is actually enjoying pretending to be his own mother?”

I pursed my lips. “I’m not sure what you mean by ‘pretending’, Eldon. Like I said

before, I am Amberlyn.” I leaned forward, again feeling mischievous. “By the

way, what makes you think I’m not her?”

“She’s out on a date with Dennis, one of our neighbors. Eve’s out with her friends;

that’s how I was able to come here without them knowing.”

I gave my head a slight shake. “Well, maybe I ditched poor Dennis and came back

here instead—then let Adam out of the skinsuit and put it on myself.”

He goggled at me. “Did you do that?”

I shrugged. “Maybe I did and maybe I didn’t. A lady never tells, you know.

Besides—” I moved to sit next to him on the sofa. “Does it really matter? When

Adam’s in the skinsuit, he’s as much of a woman as the real Amberlyn.”
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He brought his legs together and folded his arms overtop. “Guess I always figured

Adam was a bit of a wuss—no offense. Nice guy and all, but—”

“Why would I be offended?” My hand stroked his bent shoulder. “Adam’s a good

boy, but he really isn’t much of a man, is he? Not after last night.”

He looked up at me. “Whaddya mean?”

“Didn’t you know? He slept with that anchorman at the station, Bryce Hoskins.

As Amberlyn, I mean. Apparently it’s a regular thing.”

“Really? He actually had sex—with a guy?”

“Absolutely. Bryce never knew. Adam was a woman for him, in every possible

way.” My fingers slid down his arm. “Just like I could be… for you.”

“What?” He began rocking back and forth.

“Oh, puh-lease. It’s obvious what you’re hiding down there. I’ve been told I’m a

very attractive woman; I do know what an erection looks like.”

His eyes went wide. “I, uhm, should probably go.”

I touched his thigh. “Why would you want to do that? I’m here to help.” When he

moaned, I knew I had him. I sidled closer, so our hips were touching, and linked

my arm though his. “I know you want me.”

“N-no, I’m a married man,” he gasped.

“So’s Bryce; it didn’t stop him. I promise not to tell.” I crossed my heart, then

leaned closer, letting him smell my scent. “I happen to know my silly sister isn’t

giving you the attention you deserve. Men have certain needs; we both know that.

If I help you out, at least we’ll be keeping it in the family.”

Eldon moaned again, then seemed to give up. He sat up, giving me an unimpeded

view of the tent in his pants. He was a full head taller than me, which I found

curiously arousing. I touched the tip of the tent with my finger, then gazed up at

him. My eyelids fluttered half-closed; my lips parted.

He got the message and kissed me. Took him long enough.

When our lips parted, I smiled coyly and took his hand. “C’mon, baby. Let’s take

this upstairs, okay? We’ll be more comfortable there.”

I didn’t have to ask twice. I led him up the stairs and into the spare bedroom at the

end of the hall. It didn’t matter to me, but I figured he’d be more at ease there than

in the master bedroom, or in Adam’s room for that matter.

I peeled down to the pink babydoll I was wearing under my skirt and blouse, and

asked Eldon to tie my wrists to the bedpost. From there, I watched him disrobe.
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It’s a weird feeling, to be in charge and helpless at the same time. But that was

exactly the effect I was going for. Now that this man had yielded to my allure, I no

longer needed to touch him to get him to do what I wanted: voice control was

enabled. “C’mon over, handsome. Don’t worry, I won’t bite.”

He had the sense to douse the lights. The last rays of a blood-red sun filtered

through gauzy curtains as he approached, naked and standing to attention. I sank

to my knees, my hands still bound. In ‘helpless damsel’ mode, I gazed up at him

and fluttered my lashes. In a small voice, I said, “Go ahead, put it in. I can’t stop

you.” My gaze shifted to the head of his joystick.

“Are you sure?” His voice had deepened.

I nodded. Long tresses stirred restlessly about my shoulders. My breasts perked up

and I licked my lips. A moment later soft flesh, backed by steely hardness, pushed

into them. With little choice but to yield, my mouth opened. His manhood was

bigger than I’d thought, but that was a good thing. My lips closed and my tongue

folded around the shaft.

It was like trying to suck down a foot-long hotdog in one go. I was worried my

gag reflex might kick in, but apparently the skinsuit suppressed it. My air supply

cut off when he went deep, but he kept moving back and forth. Without my hands

or womanhood to help, pleasuring him came down to whatever I could do with

my throat. Pretend swallowing seemed to do the trick. After what felt like an hour,

but was probably only ten minutes or so, he seized my head and cut loose.

I couldn’t breathe, but for a few seconds I didn’t have to. My throat was wide

open, and every last drop of fluid flowed straight into my tummy. By the time I’d

drained him dry, I actually felt sated.

~ SHE ~

Amber chose to stay the night. Dennis was a gentleman, offering to escort her the

block-and-a-half back to Evelyn’s house, but she demurred. It had been a long

time since she’d slept with anyone but Bryce, and a very long time since she’d

made love without the skinsuit.

It felt like performing a high-wire act without a net. At first she pleasured him

with her mouth, but he stopped her well before the climax. Instead, they made

love the ‘natural’ way, as he put it—bless his heart.

It was marvelous, due in part to his pleasing size and even more to his impressive

stamina. Afterward, she fell asleep in his arms. When morning came calling, they

lay together and chatted for awhile, then did it all again.
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~ HE ~

We lay together in bed, Eldon and I, his sturdy arms wrapped around my smaller

body. The poor dear was exhausted, so I let him sleep, but the moment I felt him

stirring I reached down to pull his flaccid tool between my legs and gently worked

the tip with my fingers. I wasn’t about to pass up the opportunity to once again

demonstrate my female attributes—the more men who treated me as a full-blown

woman, the more of one I became.

It wasn’t long before all the attention made him stiff. “God help me,” he said

hoarsely, “I can’t resist you.” He turned me over and sought my mouth.

“No one’s asking you to.” My hands roved across his back.

He moaned. “This is so wrong.” Beefy fingers stroked my breast.

I took his head in my hands. “I’m not her,” I told him, taking charge. “And I’m not

him either—you know that. Right here and now, I’m just a woman who needs

you—a woman that wants you. A woman who wants you inside her, so she can

feel like even more of a woman than she already is. Understand?”

He nodded mutely. For a moment, our eyes met. Enough moonlight filtered into

the room for me to see deep into his soul—and that’s when I knew: I had him. He

was all mine. Eldon would never be able to tear himself away until he’d emptied

whatever was left in his testicles into my body.

Our lips came together. Our mouths moved in unison, our tongues pushed past one

another and sought depth—and then he rose to mount me. Once more I felt the

pressure of him along the length of my own member, and against my prostate as

well. It was like being penetrated both ways at the same time. His hips moved in

and out smoothly, while mine bucked. I coiled my legs around his thighs and tried

to match his rhythm.

Eldon’s hands were surprisingly gentle as they caressed my breasts and stroked

the long tresses that framed my face. There were no thoughts of wearing a skinsuit

now; in my mind I was simply a woman, body and soul. Feel the Real.

Our shared climax, when it came, nearly tore me apart. Perhaps it did tear the old

Adam apart, because after that I knew I could never go back to being male.

~ SHE ~

“So you know?” Amber stood in the living room of her own home, still wearing

her overcoat, purse dangling at her side, facing her younger doppelgänger—who

was clad in a pink party dress with petticoats and sequins that looked like insects.

Amber had worn it exactly once, many years before, to a charity ball.
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“I did some research,” Amberlyn said,

idly toying with her freshly brushed

hair. “You could have let me out of

the skinsuit anytime you wanted to.”

Amber dropped onto the settee. “I’m

sorry. That was selfish of me, I know

that now. But being me again was just

so… liberating.” She looked helpless.

“It’s all right, Mom. I get it. Heck, I’m

not even upset.” The girl gathered her

skirts and delicately perched herself

at the opposite end of the sofa.

“Maybe you should be,” Amber said,

staring. “May I ask, why on earth are

you wearing that dress? Don’t you

think it’s just a little too feminine?”

“Well, I feel feminine, so why not?”

“Oh God…” Amber recalled the way

she’d tweaked the skinsuit’s options

to be as ‘female’ as possible. Could

she maybe have gone a little too far?

Amberlyn smoothed out her skirt.

“So what happens now? I suppose

you’ll be taking the skinsuit back.”

“That’s what I wanted to talk to

you about.” She sighed. “I spoke

to the station manager today. I guess

you heard that Bradford Wheeler is

leaving the show in a week or so?”

“The sports guy? Sure, what about it?”

“You may also have heard that he isn’t

an actual person. He’s a skinsuit owned

by the station. It’s the actor who wears

the skinsuit who’s leaving, not Brad.”

“Wow, really? I did not know that.”

“Well… I’m going to take his place.”
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“What? You’re going to be the new sports guy?” Amberlyn looked shocked.

“That’s right. It’ll be a lot easier than being, well… you. His dressing room is well

stocked with menswear; I’ll just change when I get to work. The rest of the time I

can be my real self.” She shrugged out of her coat. “Frankly, I’ve always been

more interested in sports anyhow. I know women can be sportscasters these days,

but it’s too late for me to make a lateral move as me; the audience would never

accept it. This way, I get the best of both worlds.”

“That’s a big step. But if it’s what you want, then I’m happy for you.”

“Thanks, honey. What it also means is this: there’s an opening at the station for

somebody to take over as the Amberlyn Sylva character.”

“Okay, but—what do you mean by ‘character’?”

“That’s part of the deal. The station now owns the rights to ‘Amberlyn Sylva’ as a

television personality. But if you—and I mean you—want to be the person who

wears the skinsuit, well…” She smiled. “You’ve certainly got the experience.”

The girl’s eyes widened. “You mean, I get to stay like this? For keeps?”

“If that’s what you want. The thing is, no one down at the station—including Carl,

the manager—knows that it was you in the skinsuit this past week. We can go see

him tomorrow, both of us together, and tell him what’s up. I’m sure you’ll get the

job. You already passed the ultimate test. And you did pretty good on-air too.”

Amberlyn averted her eyes. “You knew about that?”

“Bryce and I have been hitting the sheets for the last three or four years. If you and

he hadn’t done the deed Friday night, I’m sure I would’ve heard about it.”

Oddly, the girl looked relieved; she actually smiled. “I guess you’re right. Uhm…

would I have to get dressed at work the same way you’re going to?”

“I asked about that. The skinsuit would be yours to use as you see fit, for as long

as you’re working there. As far as they’re concerned, you can wear it 24/7 if you

want—although you’d still have to take it off once a month for cleansing. That’s

FeelReal’s requirement, not the station’s.”

“I read about that.” Amberlyn fussed with her skirt, then looked up at Amber.

“That’s probably what I’ll do, you know. I love looking like this, and dressing like

this, and—well, being you.”

Amber shook her head. “No, you’d be you, luv. This is who you are.”

“But, you know… it means you might never see your son again.”

“I’ll just have to live with that,” Amber said. “But if this is what my daughter has

to do to be happy, then so be it.”
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At last they hugged. Tears were shed. Amberlyn thanked her mother. “You just

wait,” she said. “I’m going to be the best darn younger version of you ever.”

“You already are, honey. You already are.”

~ HE, MONTHS LATER ~

For a cross-dresser who was once so deep in the closet he couldn’t see daylight,

I mused, things could not have worked out better. I got the job, needless to say,

and not long after that I moved out and rented an apartment downtown. It was

closer to the station, for one thing, but it was also getting a little weird with Mom

and I living in the same house. I had trouble firmly settling in to my new identity

as Amberlyn with the older version around, and Mom didn’t really enjoy being

reminded that she was past her prime. So we divided up her clothing—I took what

no longer fit her, she took what did, and there wasn’t a whole lot in-between—and

we went our separate ways.

Mom wound up selling the house and moving in with Dennis, and no one was

happier about that than me. Eldon confessed his infidelity—although with who

remained our little secret—and he and Evelyn went into therapy to work through

their issues. Last I heard, they were doing okay.

I release myself from the skinsuit once every four weeks, give or take, to give it

and myself a thorough cleaning. It’s disorienting to be male again, even if only for

a few hours, but Adam is still my legal identity so it’s important to stay in touch

with him. I keep a box of his clothes in the back of my closet for just that reason. I

think of it as a kind of gender-related slumming.

Equally important, during the half-day or so while I’m male, Mom and I meet up

for dinner. We spend the time catching up, as if Adam was living and working in

some other city. She seems to really enjoy that. I think it reminds her that she

hasn’t really lost her son, he’s just not around most of the time.

In reality, of course, we see each other nearly every day. I do spot her now and

then, in and around Bradford’s dressing room, but I talk with Brad all the time,

both on the air and off. We’re good friends. And if that seems odd, remember how

adaptable human beings are. We’re able to hold two seemingly contrary ideas in

our heads at the same time—like how my friend Brad is really my mother, or how

a younger version of herself can also be a woman’s son. It’s crazy!

Also, I gave Bryce the heave-ho. One time sleeping with a sleazebag was enough

for me, although he wanted to keep seeing me even after finding out who I really

was. Now I’m dating a guy my own age—Adam’s age—who thinks I’m a real

woman. One of these days I’ll tell him the truth, but for now… I’m good.  
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BONUS CAPTION

Patrick made a surprisingly convincing show of being Sylvia for his mother’s date with Roger. So 

much so that he was rewarded with a night of passion he would never forget. As a man he was an 

18-year-old virgin, but as a woman he found himself thrust into the role of seductress. He put on 

a silk nightgown and perfume, and kissed Roger with an urgency he’d never felt before. In return, 

he was stroked and penetrated until he could barely remember his own name. In the days that 

followed, the real Sylvia found herself missing blocks of time that sometimes stretched to days. 

And then, at the same time her son disappeared forever, she went to sleep and never woke up. 


