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Amanda HawkinsSkinsuit Halloween: A treat, or a nightmarish trick? You decide!
Meet the players

Jennifer: A vivacious young woman in her latter

twenties, very outgoing and popular, often the

life of the party. She’s sensual and loving, and

not shy about letting a man know how she feels.

Many years ago, back in the 90s, she was zapped

by a man armed with a ‘costume gun’, desperate

to experience for himself what it was like to be a

woman. Donning the resulting ‘skinsuit’ he soon

found he was unable to control his actions—and

Jennifer realized that she was in command of

their joint body. At first she could only maintain

her hold for a few hours, but this increased each

time she was worn. The panic-stricken wearer

would inevitably remove the ‘haunted’ skinsuit

as soon as he was able, and then get rid of it.

Jennifer was unaware of the passage of time, but

the instant someone stepped inside her she would

reawaken, determined to make the most of the

time available. And she dreamed of the day when

she would gain enough control to keep the body

she possessed, and live out the life that had been

stolen from her—albeit with a prisoner inside

despairing of ever being able to return to his life.

Kevin: A young man, mid-twenties, recently

graduated from college. He’d been invited to a

Halloween party back on campus, and thought he

might go disguised as a girl. He found an advert

for an affordable skinsuit—the one condition: as

is, no refunds. He was allowed to look the suit

over before buying, but not wear it. It appeared

to be intact, so he took a chance and forked over

seven hundred bucks in cash. The seller told him

“Good luck.” Then he went home and put it on…
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In spite of his budding feelings of womanhood, after his first time being her

Kevin crawled out of the skinsuit the moment he was back in control. The

ordeal of being a passenger in his own body was just too disturbing to

repeat—or so he thought. He set the skinsuit aside, and even loaned it out to

other members of his cross-dressing support group—along with a firm

warning about what was likely to happen. On each occasion, the suit was

returned to him along with a vow to never wear the damn thing again.

But Kevin couldn’t leave it alone. Day and night, he would dream of being

Jennifer once more—and at last he relented. Four more days of female sex

followed. Shortly thereafter he penned the following note:

Dear Jennifer: My name is Kevin. I’m the guy inside you right now. You should know that 

I can see and feel everything you do. I adore being you. Turning into a beautiful woman 

is a dream come true for me. I’d love to keep doing this, giving you life and sharing it 

with you. Be nice to me and I’ll be nice to you. I hope we can work out some sort of deal.

Jennifer responded with her own letter. They began a journal, wherein each

would write messages to the other. Jennifer eased off on her over-the-top sex

life, although of course she didn’t stop altogether. She started taking better

care of both herself and their shared apartment. She and Kevin each had their

own room, as though they were roommates, or even brother and sister.

Over time, Jennifer gained greater mastery over their shared body, but would

deliberately relinquish control so Kevin could take his turn—and of course

continue to pursue his at-home job of website design so they’d both have a

place to live and food on the table. She came to trust Kevin, and he in turn

trusted her—even as he was thoroughly addicted to being her.

This arrangement lasted several years. But, as fate would have it, they fell in

love. Not with each other, of course—aside from the video letters Kevin

recorded, they’d never actually met—but with a man named Craig, a civil

engineer whose job was building bridges, roads and the like. It wasn’t long

before Jennifer couldn’t imagine spending her life with anyone else. Kevin,

who was by now more female than male, agreed to go along with it.

Explaining the situation to Craig was difficult, but seeing is believing. He

witnessed the skinsuit being removed, and he spoke to Kevin directly.

Surprisingly, they got along. Sometime later, Craig even wore the skinsuit so

that Jennifer and Kevin could at last meet face to face. And when he finally

popped the question, Craig made sure to include Kevin in the deal. The three

of them, he said with a smile, would make a great team. And so they did.  


