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~

As the fireworks faded from my eyes, all I could remember of the experience was

a blizzard of color and a squeal of white noise that might have been words. Then

the visor flipped up and someone lifted the helmet from my head. “How d’ya feel,

hon?” My wife, Tess, gazed down at me, smiling.

“Uhm, fine. I guess.” I rubbed my eyes. How long had it been? I was mumbling.

“Not long. Barely an hour.” Tess patted my back reassuringly. I watched her pack

the AutoMesmerizer back into its box. It had been her idea to ‘mesmerize’ me in

the first place, but she never told me why it was so important to her. Something

about spicing up our love life? My brain was in a fog.

“Come sit,” she said, patting the spot next to her on the couch. “We need to talk.”

That sounded ominous. I slumped onto the seat, feeling wrung-out. My legs felt

stiff, like I’d been sitting for a long time. Tess snapped her fingers. When I looked

up, she fixed me with a piercing gaze and intoned, “Superman sez, your name is

Monique.”

Something clicked in the back of my mind. I shook my head and sat up. Of course!

How could I have forgotten? My name is Monique. And—I’m a woman?

Dismayed, I peered down at myself, at what I was wearing. Men’s clothes! Pants,

some ratty old T-shirt with ‘ZZ Top’ and a bearded guitar player on the front, and

a pair of dirty white sneakers. “Ohmigod, Tess? Why am I dressed like this?”

Tess sighed. “You had to pretend you were Michael for awhile, remember? He’s

my husband?” She rubbed my arm. “It’s okay, I’ll fill you in. Mike’s away, but we

couldn’t let the neighbors see you in case they figured out that we’re fooling

around behind his back. He’s about your size too. Presto chango.”

Did I remember any of that? Dismayed, I did not. “All right, fair enough. So how

come I’ve got one of these?” Grimacing, I poked at my crotch.

Tess didn’t bat an eyelash. “It’s fake. Best penile prosthetic money can buy.” Then

she added, “We bound your chest, got you a men’s wig, and slapped on movie

makeup that makes it look like you got stubble.”

I mulled that over. “Yeah, okay. But… I know I’m a woman and all, but how come

I can’t remember any of that?”

“Simple. We used the AutoMesmerizer to make you think you were a man. That

way you could come and go without worrying about having to fake it. I brought

you out of the trance just now, when I snapped my fingers.”
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I nodded. “Right, right… that makes sense. I guess.” I stood up, stepped into the

foyer and checked my look in the mirror. “Gee, I really do look like him. This is

awful.” I plucked at the hideous T-shirt. “Can I get changed now?”

Tess joined me. “Of course you can, sweetie—if that’s what you want.” She took

my hand and led me into the master bedroom.

I wasted no time in discarding those awful clothes. Funny thing, though: my chest

looked bare. There was no sign of the binding I’d expected. Tess waved off my

query. “Don’t you worry about that. It’s probably a residual self-image from the

trance you were in.” She opened a box and pulled out what appeared to be some

sort of full-body costume, complete with long hair and breasts.

“What on earth is that?” The thick, wavy mane was a gorgeous chestnut brown.

“This is the real you,” Tess said, giving the thing a firm shake.

“Huh? But aren’t I supposed to be taking stuff off? The wig, the penis—”

“C’mon, Monique. You can’t be that dense.” She fixed me with that piercing gaze.

“Superman sez, by putting this skinsuit on you are taking all those other things

off. There’s no difference!”

“Ooooh, yeah. That makes sense.” I accepted the ‘skinsuit’ thingie, found the

opening and sat down to stick my legs inside. Tess helped me work the material

up over my hips, taking time out to get the fit just right between my legs. As if by

magic, the male prosthetic vanished and my usual pussy reigned in its place. What

a relief to see it again!

Back on my feet, I stuck my arms in the sleeves and marvelled at the way my real

and very feminine hands reappeared, complete with their lovely tinted fingernails.

Likewise, that binding I couldn’t see around my chest was replaced with a pair of

glorious breasts—my girls! I fondled them lovingly while Tess drew the skinsuit

closed across my spine. I could feel it tighten, restoring my former womanly

figure in the process.

“Just the mask,” Tess said. “Then you’ll be you again, Monique.”

I couldn’t wait. I bent down and let Tess pull the headpiece over my head. The wig

she’d mentioned was gone in an instant. Tess plucked at my face, settling the

skinsuit around my eyes, ears and mouth. There followed a rush of sensation, and

for a moment I couldn’t breathe as something slithered down my throat—but the

feeling passed. I turned to the wall mirror, feeling my breasts bounce and the

tickle of long hair sweeping across my shoulder blades. A beautiful woman gazed

back at me, with Tess smiling in the background.

I nearly squealed with delight. I was me again—Monique!
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Tess lent me some clothes—the usual lingerie, a cute pair of pink pumps, plus the

red sheath she knew I liked—and then ordered me out of the room. “Big date

tonight, girlfriend. I need to change.” As I closed the door, I saw her opening a

second box with the ‘FeelReal’ name and logo. Another skinsuit?

I poured myself a glass of white wine, and was still nursing it fifteen minutes later

when the door to the master bedroom opened and a man stepped out. He wasn’t

Tess’s husband, but he was wearing Michael’s best suit and favorite tie.

“Hey, babe. All ready for our big date?” He paused at the hall mirror to adjust his

tie and smooth his hair.

I set my glass aside. “And you are?”

“Whatsamatter, you hit your head or somethin’? I’m your boyfriend—Tex.” Then

he sighed. “Superman sez, I’m your boyfriend.”

Slowly, it dawned on me: this man was my boyfriend, Tex. How could I forget

that? I stood up and glided over. “Ooh, my guy is looking good.” I nuzzled in and

let him kiss me. He smelled like Mike’s aftershave. Then I frowned. “I don’t get it.

How come you’re here now and not Tess?”

“No need. Now that you’re you again, instead of Mike, I don’t have to pretend to

be Tess anymore.” He brushed his fingers through my hair. “I know it’s confusing,

darling, but think of it this way: as long as Tess and Mike are never seen in the

company of someone who’s not their spouse, the neighbors won’t get suspicious.”

“I see.” Slowly, my frown faded. It did make sense, sort of.

“See, now it’s like you and I are another couple who happen to be house sitting for

Mike and Tess. We’re just staying here while they’re out of town.”

“Riiiight. That’s why we’re here. We’re crashing at their place.”

“Exactly. They were nice enough to lend us their clothes too.”

“They’re really good friends.” I slipped my arm through his. “Sooo, where are

you taking me tonight? Someplace moderately fancy, I trust?”

“Absolutely. Only the best for my lady.” He draped Tess’s faux fur jacket about

my shoulders. I grabbed my purse and off we went. He took me to a lovely little

French bistro two blocks away, where we had reservations, and he spent the

dinner regaling me with tales about his job as a marine biologist. It sounded a lot

like what Tess did for a living. Did they work together? Could that be how we all

became friends? My memory was letting me down; I couldn’t remember any of it.

Back at our friends’ condo, I settled onto the couch and Tex brought me another

flute of wine. I smiled. “Sir, I do believe you’re trying to get me drunk.”
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He sat next to me, grinning. “Now why would I want to do that?”

“Presumably so you can have your way with me.” I inhaled half the glass.

He laughed. “Well, if I was doing that, it seems to be working.”

“Sure is.” I drained the rest of the glass. “So how about you put those nice big

muscles to work and give me the kind of attention a lady of my caliber deserves.”

“With pleasure.” He wasted no time in sweeping me into his arms. We kissed, and

for a few minutes our mouths were too busy for anything else. Then he suggested

we move the party into the bedroom. I was happy to oblige.

I replaced Tess’s red sheath with the pale blue negligee Tess often wore when she

and Mike made love. I paused only for an instant to wonder how I knew that, then

slipped under the covers with Tex. Five minutes of foreplay later and we were

going at it like a couple of teenagers after the prom.

For me, the whole process was curiously unfamiliar. I had to seriously wonder if I

was a virgin—and why wouldn’t I know that? But Tex was bigger than I thought

he’d be, and rock hard to boot, so I was more than happy to take him inside me:

once in the front and again by the rear entrance. Amazingly, a quick trip to the

bathroom was all he needed to get himself ready for the second go-around.

I didn’t question it. My only thought was that I was one lucky girl.

~

The next morning I made my guy Eggs Florentine for breakfast, which somehow I

knew that Tess cooked for Michael after they’d made love. Halfway through the

meal, the doorbell rang. When Tex answered it, I heard him groan. “Oh, it’s you.”

A male voice growled back. “Yer damn right it is. Where is she?”

A moment later they both tromped into the kitchen. The strange man was tall, at

least six-four, with curly blond hair and a swimmer’s build. I looked from one to

the other. “What’s going on?”

Tex sighed. “I’m sorry, Monique, but it seems that your husband has found out

about our affair. He’s here to take you home.”

My jaw fell. “My husband—?”

The blond man frowned at me. “You’ve been a very naughty girl, Monique. But I

know it’s not entirely your fault. This Lothario—” He waved disdainfully at Tex.

“—turned your head and seduced you. I should thrash him soundly for what he

did, and were I a violent man I would do just that.” He glowered at my boyfriend.

“Fortunately for him, I am not a violent man. Nor am I the jealous type.”

“Thank goodness for that,” Tex said.
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Blondie held up his hand. “I am partly at fault. I haven’t been the most attentive

husband—busy at work and whatnot. But now things will be different. This time,

light of my life, you and I are going to make it work.”

I shook my head. None of this made sense. I didn’t even know the man’s name!

Tex snapped his fingers. “Monique? Get with the program: Superman sez that

Carl here is your husband.”

Oh yeah… It was coming back to me now. Carl here was my darling husband. I’d

been cheating on him with Tex for—how long? I couldn’t recall. It must’ve been

quite a while for that to happen. Then I thought some more. “Carl… Carl…”

I snapped my own fingers. “Hey, aren’t you Tess’s boss at the Marine Science

Center? That’s where I’ve seen you before! At last year’s Christmas party.”

“Well, yes,” Carl said. “And you also know me because I’m your husband.” He

glanced at Tex. “Superman sez so, right?”

Tex chuckled. “He does indeed.”

I glided over to Carl. “I’m sooo sorry, luv. I have been a bad girl. Can you forgive

little ole me?” Apparently he did, because the kiss that followed set my toes on

fire. On our way out I frowned at Tex. “It was very mean of you, sir, to seduce me

the way you did. I may not be able to ever forgive you.”

Tex shrugged. “That’s okay. We had a good run. Live and let live.”

Carl and I drove home to the same large house I remembered from the Christmas

party the previous December. I couldn’t recall ever living there, which seemed

more than a little odd, but I chalked it up to my recent ‘mermerization’ where I’d

been hypnotized into thinking I was Tess’s husband. That must have seriously

messed with my head because I still couldn’t remember much of my previous life.

On the other hand, bits and pieces of my life as Michael kept popping into my

conscious mind. Hopefully, over time, those would fade away.

I spent most of the day puttering around the house, refamiliarizing myself with the

place. Then Carl told me to dress up nice, because he was taking me out. The odd

thing was, most of the women’s clothing in the master bedroom didn’t fit me; they

were for a woman at least two sizes larger.

Briefly, Carl looked worried. “Ah, yes—that’s because they belonged to my first

wife. Her name was Winifred. She passed away long before you and I met, but I

never got around to getting rid of her clothes. She would have wanted you to have

whatever of hers might fit. We can donate the rest.”

Very curious. Carl and I had—apparently—been married long enough for me to

cheat on him for what could’ve been several months, and yet I hadn’t bothered to
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go through my predecessor’s wardrobe to see what fit me and what didn’t, and get

rid of the latter. Inwardly, I shrugged. Whatever. I’d have to do that soon.

I picked out a lovely off-the-shoulder dress, very retro, that must’ve been left over

from when Winifred was a much younger, and smaller, woman. I found a pair of

lace gloves and the matching hat that went with the dress, and I loaded up on

pearls. After fixing my face and brushing my hair, I had to admit: as pretty ladies

go, I was right up there. Frankly, I impressed myself.

Carl seemed to approve. He drew me into a tight embrace, and would have ruined

my lipstick if I hadn’t stopped him. “Let’s save that for later, shall we?”

It was a wonderful evening of dining and dancing. Again I had to wonder why I’d

ever cheated on the man, especially when Tex was both smaller and less attentive

to my needs. Maybe it was him being busy at work, like he mentioned? Whatever

the case, I resolved to be more patient and appreciative this time around.

The night that followed nearly blew my mind. Dancing on the end of the largest

penis I’d ever seen, I rejoiced in my womanhood like never before. With waves of

pleasure resonating through my body, I felt gloriously female. This—this!—was

what being a woman was all about.

We repeated that performance several times over the next few days, but then—

more and more often—disturbing thoughts began to surface. The notion that I was

actually a man became harder and harder to ignore—this in stark contrast to the

way my body felt: so incredibly female it made me want to cry out with joy.
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But in the end, the discrepancy became too much to bear. Late one morning, after

a particularly energetic session of love-making, I voiced the question that vexed

me. “Carl? I know I’m your wife and all, and of course I’m a woman, but… level

with me. Did I used to be a man? Is that why I feel so confused?”

Carl sighed. We’d been spooning and he pulled away from me, sat up. “Oh well, I

knew it couldn’t last. Tell Tess thanks very much, okay? I owe her one.” He rolled

out of bed and headed for the bathroom.

I sat up, clutching the bedsheet to my bosom. “What are you saying? I really did

used to be a man?”

He chuckled. “That’s debatable. Ask Tess when you see her.”

So it was true. I lay in bed thinking about it, then pretended to be asleep while Carl

dressed and left. The name ‘Michael’ kept bouncing around my head, and it felt

awfully familiar. Had I once been a man named Michael—or Mike?

People used to call me that, I was certain. Friends, family, even my parents. Why

would they do that if I wasn’t a boy at the time? Not to mention the fact that I

couldn’t remember ever being a little girl. No way could being hypnotized by Tess

account for that much memory loss. There was only one way to find out what had

happened to me. I got dressed and went to find Tess.

~

By the time I got home, I knew that it truly was my home. I was Michael and this

was where I lived, with Tess. Not having a key, I knocked. There was no answer,

but when I tried the knob the door swung open. “Tess?”

Again, no answer. The living room was empty, as was the kitchen. I ascended the

stairs, fearful of what I might find. Was she with another man? I found her in the

master bedroom—or rather, him. Tex lay on the bed, his head inside in the

Mesmerizer’s bulky helmet. I checked the app on her phone. The active program

was Transgender Masculinization, a one-hour session of deep-brain hypnosis—

but it was set to repeat. Elapsed time: nine hours and forty-eight minutes.

She’d been mesmerized all day! I pressed Cancel and prised the helmet from his

head. “Yoo-hoo, Tess? Are you in there?”

His eyes fluttered open. “Huh? Whazzat?”

I helped him sit up. “You’ve been wearing that thing for hours. What the heck

were you thinking?” I showed him the phone.

He blinked, his jaw slack. “Oh… wow. Must’ve hit ‘repeat’ by accident.” He gave

his head a shake and staggered to his feet. “Been doin’ an hour a day, first thing in

the morning. Ya know, start the day right.”
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I helped steady him. “That begs the question why.”

A sly grin crossed his face. “Why else? To make me more of a man.” His gaze

focused on me. “I gotta say, babe, you look gorgeous.”

“Thanks, but I finally remembered who I am. That’s why I came back.”

He laughed and pointed to the helmet. “We can fix that, you know. Two hours in

that thing and you’ll be Monique again.”

“I get it. Uhm… you do know who you are, right?”

“Sure do—name’s Tex. I’m your boyfriend, in case you got memory issues.”

I touched his arm. “Yes, but… You do realize you’re really a woman, don’t you?

And I’m really a man? We’re both wearing expensive skinsuits.”

He snorted. “Pull the other one, lady.”

“But it’s true!”

“Oh yeah? Then why do I feel like a man? Not just on the outside, either—in here,

where it counts.” He pointed to the side of his head. “Besides, if I was a woman,

like you say, why would I be tryin’ to figure out a way to go balls-deep on you?”

He shrugged. “I ain’t gay, ya know.”

I sighed. Only one thing to do. I got undressed, which got Tex excited, but then I

stripped off the skinsuit. His jaw dropped. Then—not without some resistance—I

removed his skinsuit, and his (now her) jaw dropped even further.

Tess examined herself in the mirror. “Well, whaddya know—I really am a chick!

Pretty cute too.” She giggled. “Ya know, I think I’m attracted to myself.”

And therein lay the problem.

Tess was no longer attracted to me, and it didn’t take long to realize I now lacked

sexual interest in my own wife. This was true the day we resumed our old lives,

and it was true a week later when we sat down to take stock of the situation.

“I still love you, Mike, but to be perfectly honest—it’s Monique I’d rather take to

bed. And not as me—as Tex.” She wrung her hands. “I can deal with being Tess in

my day-to-day life, but I still feel like a man on the inside. I’m really sorry.”

“Don’t be. I still feel like a woman on the inside.” I put my arm around her. “And

if I’m being honest, my love, sex as a woman is just, you know—better.”

We embraced. The solution was obvious.

From then on, once or twice a week when we felt the urge, we turned into Tex and

Monique for date night. They’re a pretty fun couple, when you get to know them.

And, Superman sez, they always have the most amazing sex.  


