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Much later that night, in the privacy of the honeymoon suite…
Kyle, still in character as Sarah—and as thoroughly disguised

as a woman as it’s humanly possible for a man to be—took as

long as he possibly could in the bathroom, prepping himself for

what was about to happen. He shuddered at the thought of

another man sticking his whatchamacallit into his, Kyle’s, body.

“It just ain’t right,” he told Sarah’s reflection in the mirror. “It’s

not like I’m gay, ‘cause then it’d be okay. I got no problem with

the gays. I just don’t happen to be one of ‘em.”

Then Sarah smiled, and he knew exactly what she’d say if she

were truly present. “Don’t be silly, little bro,” her voice said.

“You’re a girl now, aren’t you? So just go out there and do what

girls do. It’s easy. Mom once told me to just lay back and think

of England—whatever that means. In your case, maybe you

could try thinking about some ‘hawt’ girl you know.”

Winston was sitting up in bed, looking impatient. “It’s about

time, babe. I was starting to think you weren’t coming.”

Kyle climbed in next to him. “I’m sorry, erm… darling. I just

wanted to look nice for you, on our first night together.”

“Hey, no problem there. You look fantastic!”

Before Kyle could thank him, she was being kissed. A moment

later she felt herself lowered onto the mattress. The lights went

out and a masculine mouth hungrily engulfed hers. She felt her

breasts caressed, through the negligee she’d been given at her

hen party, and a pair of meaty fingers wormed their way into

her sex. “I hope you don’t mind,” Winston whispered into her

ear. “I’m in a bit of a hurry. It’s been a long time.”

Had it? Kyle had no idea how often, or even if, his sister and

this man ever engaged in intercourse. But whatever the case, his

duty was clear. “It’s all right,” he whispered back. “I’m ready.”

He really wasn’t—he wouldn’t ever be—but that didn’t matter.

Winston rose to straddle his bride. Then, with a minimum of

fuss or foreplay, he thrust his way inside.

Kyle gasped. The feeling was electric. It was, perhaps, a bit like

being penetrated by a sword—but in a good way. He could

never have imagined what being split asunder by something so

long and solid, and yet blunt, would feel like. It felt rather nice,

yet at the same time horribly, even wantonly, invasive.

Winston kissed her, hard. “That’s nice, huh? Ya like that?” He

giggled. “You know, there’s only one reason I’m as ‘hard’ as I

am, down there—or that I was able to ‘get it up’ at all. And

that’s because I know it’s you in there—Kyle.”

Kyle sputtered. “W-what? Are you talking about my brother?”

“No, I’m talking about you. I know how Sarah got turned into a

skinsuit, and that you took her place.” He added another quick

kiss. “Nothing to worry about, though. I’m okay with it.”

“You are?” Kyle found it hard to concentrate. The waves of

pleasure emanating from Sarah’s vagina were overwhelming.

“Sure thing.” He laughed. “Aren’t you wondering how I know?

It’s no big mystery. I’m the guy who set it up.”

Kyle was torn between confusion and ecstasy. When he was

able, he gasped, “Why would you do that?”

Winston was too busy ‘finishing’ to answer right away. When

he was done, he rolled off and grabbed tissues for both of them.

“It’s the usual story,” he said. “My parents wanted me to marry

a nice girl, and yet here’s me—queer as the day is long. So

whaddya gonna do? In the old days, guys like me had to suck it

up—no pun intended—and get married, then fool around on the

side. Hopefully without getting caught.”

Kyle cleaned himself, and then, unhappy, he curled into a ball.

Winston lounged back against the pillows. “But now, thanks to

a little alien technology, there’s a better way. Just turn the bride

into a skinsuit and get some guy to wear it. Just knowing there’s

a man on the inside—that’s enough for me.”

“Bully for you,” Kyle muttered. “Why me?”

“Well, you were handy, for one. You’re in the family, you know

Sarah as well as anybody, so who’d have a better chance to pull

off being her? Plus, I always liked you and I know you like me.

We always got along pretty good, right?”

Kyle thought back to the bridal suite. All those bridesmaids…

He said, “It could’ve just as easily been one of the girls.”

“Nah. The fix was in. All them girls and even your mother were

warned ahead of time that some serious shit was going down,

and for their own good they’d better let it happen. And then, of
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course, to pick you to take over for Sarah.”

“And here’s me thinking you were one of the good guys.”

“Not me. One of the guys I hired. But I hear ya. As threats go, it

was empty. Nobody gets hurt—that’s what I said. Those dudes

have worked for the family before. They’re reliable.”

“Even so.” Kyle stretched out and ran his hands down his—her

body. Surprisingly, he felt a surge of energy. Sex as a female

was at least as good, if not better than what males experience.

Only in a radically different way.

“Besides,” Winston said, “money talks. Those girls got cash on

the nose to look the other way. Your parents got all the benefits

of marrying into a wealthy family. Everybody wins.”

Kyle shook his head. “Except Sarah.”

Winston rolled toward him. “Hate to break it to ya, sweetheart,

but you are Sarah. As far as the rest of the world is concerned,

it’s your brother who’s gone awol. And as you know, he isn’t

missing either because he’s right here.” He tapped Kyle on the

chest, then kissed her nose. “Right where he should be.”

Kyle was silent. What else could he say? Winston’s plan had

worked like a charm. The deed was done. He was trapped.

~

Their honeymoon was a Caribbean cruise, on the Dizney cruise

line’s flagship Delirious Rhapsody of the Seas. By their eighth

day asail, after making love at least ten more times, Kyle had

come around to thinking that being a woman wasn’t such a bad

thing after all. He told Winston as much.

“Careful,” he said, chuckling. “If you get too comfortable in the

role, I might forget who you really are and lose interest.”

It was a sobering comment. Kyle realized he couldn’t afford to

let Winston forget that there was still a man trapped within this

lovely female façade, or he, Kyle, would probably be replaced

by some macho stud who was willing and able to ‘gay it up’ in

bed. He couldn’t let that happen.

He might not have been a woman for very long, but Kyle had

already become accustomed—even addicted—to looking

gorgeous and being the center of attention. For someone who

had spent his entire life as a wallflower, watching other people

have all the fun, this was a drug he could no longer do without.

And beyond that, there were multiple orgasms pretty near every

night. He couldn’t do without those either.

So when they hit the sheets, Kyle began playing up the fact that

he was still male. He alternated Sarah’s feminine voice with

speaking gruffly, he talked about how he knew all about penises

because he had one himself, and every so often he pretended to

slip up and refer to himself as a man. Winston loved it.

He said, “Babe, you are everything I’ve ever wanted in a

lover—a regular guy who looks so much like a woman that I’m

the only one who can tell the difference.”

Kyle was feeling coy. “Oh, you can, can you?”

“I sure can, gorgeous—just by looking! Besides, once in a

while when we’re doing it you slip up and talk like a dude.” He

grinned. “But ya know what? That’s okay. I like it.”

Kyle smiled, turned him over and used a strap-on to make

Winston squeal like a little girl. The man might have forcibly

transformed him into his own sister, Kyle thought grimly, but

he owned the guy’s ass.

~

Years passed. As tends to happen, the new Sarah came to enjoy

being the gorgeous and pampered wife of a rich man—a rich

man with a secret that he’d rather not anyone else know about.

And that gave his wife a significant amount of leverage when it

came to getting what she wanted.

But it wasn’t until the old man passed on and Winston took over

as titular head of the family that she realized what she might

accomplish. His family was ‘old money’ and had always been

active in political circles; both at the municipal and state levels,

and more recently at the federal level as well.

That meant they were regular and generous donors to the party

that consistently voted for lower taxes on rich folks like them—

and really had no other reason to exist, in spite of the populist

rhetoric they served up during election campaigns.

All that changed after Sarah told Winston she’d written a draft

copy of her memoir. The manuscript would remain in limbo, in

a safe place, as long as the family did a political one-eighty and

began backing the conversion to clean energy, along with other

progressive causes. “Who knows,” she mused. “If enough guys

get turned into girls, the human race might survive after all.”  


