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Lonnie was nine when his father left. He overheard part of the fight that caused it,

crouched in the hall next to the half-open door to his parent’s bedroom.

“You threw them away,” the man said angrily. “My boys. After everything we

went through… All that trouble. All that money.”

“I’m sorry,” his mother said calmly. But she didn’t sound sorry at all.

“So he’s not mine.” There was pain in his voice.

“No, he’s not. He’s all mine. I hope you can accept that.”

But Lonnie’s father couldn’t. He left that same day, storming out of the house

without so much as a parting word to his son. His friends came by the next day to

pack his things. Mom kept the house.

Lonnie crept into to his room and put on his mother’s old skirt, which he kept

hidden at the back of his closet. It always calmed him down.

Only years later did Lonnie fill in some of the gaps. How his mother had secretly

remained on the pill while supposedly trying to conceive. How she had poisoned

her husband’s food over the years to give him the absurdly low sperm count that

had driven them to the in vitro fertilization clinic in the first place—not the clinic

a hundred miles away, but one half a planet away, where the prices were cheap

and the relevant laws, as it turned out, were more to his mother’s liking.

*

Lonnie accepted the lipstick and turned to the mirror. He had just watched his

mother apply the creamy red coloring to her own lips. Now it was his turn.

“A lip pencil is your best friend,” Lorraine said. “Red lipstick tends to bleed.”

His lips were already carefully lined—just within the outer edge, in a tint chosen

to transition between the color of his skin and the frosty crimson of his mother’s

signature lipstick. He thought he looked like a cartoon character, with mouth and

eyes outlined and a vacant expression on his face. His hand trembled as the tip of

the stick touched his lower lip.

“Only the bottom,” she reminded him. “Just like I showed you… Good. Now fill

it all in, right out to the edge.”

He pouted a little and managed to stay inside the lines. Then he rolled his lips

together, slowly, while his fingers gave the tube an expert twist and popped the

cap back into place. Yes, he’d done this before, more than once.

But his mother didn’t have to know that.
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“Now blot.” She handed him a tissue and Lonnie made his imprint. “Very nice. If

I didn’t know better, I’d swear this wasn’t your first time.” She smiled.

“Yeah… Thanks for doing this, Mom. The makeup and everything. I know this

turnabout party sounds weird, but—”

“Oh, hush, dear. It hardly matters, does it? Now—since you’re a blonde, you need

a brown mascara. This is the one I usually wear.”

As instructed, Lonnie drooped his lids and stroked the curved wand through his

lashes. The party was real, but how his mother had heard about it he had no idea.

In all likelihood, one of his friends had sold him out.

“Not too much. You want it to look real, not slutty.” She put away the blusher they

had used to highlight his cheeks. “Have you thought of a name yet?”

Lonnie batted his eyes and shifted to the other eye. “A name?”

“A girl’s name. Believe it or not, ‘Lonnie’ isn’t all that girly.” She studied their

images in the mirror—two women, both blonde and clearly related; one middle-

aged, the other just entering her prime. She grinned. “How about ‘Lorraine’?”

He put the mascara away. “I dunno…

Both of us with the same name?”

“Then what about ‘Lori’? I’ve always

liked that name.”

He shrugged. “Sure. It’s pretty.”

“Just like you, sweetie. Now let’s see

what we can do with your hair.”

Lonnie had been growing his hair out

since the summer before Grade 11,

when his mother had stopped telling

him to get it cut. That was over two

years ago. Now it was down well past

his shoulders, gathered back in a loose

ponytail.

Lonnie removed his fabric hair band,

shook his hair out and raked through it

with slender fingers.

Lorraine looked satisfied. “It certainly

didn’t take much, did it? To turn you

into a girl, I mean.”
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Lonnie was too busy staring to reply. Long blonde hair settled over his shoulders,

framing his face between twin falls of fluffy, not-quite-wavy tresses.

“It’s amazing,” his mother said, shaking her head. “You look so much like me.”

But of course, it wasn’t amazing at all. You get what you pay for.

*

Gynecomastia: the development of large mammary glands in the male, resulting

in breast enlargement. Lonnie had been diagnosed with the condition shortly after

the onset of puberty, though fortunately his budding breasts grew only slowly. His

mother’s gynecologist assured him that the enlargement would disappear within a

few years, but it never had. Lonnie got used to wearing baggy shirts.

“Goodness, you’re a full B-cup. Where does the time go?” Lorraine returned the

measuring tape to her sewing kit and rummaged through her lingerie drawer. “Not

to worry, I’ve got just the thing.” She selected a push-up WonderBra, in flowery

beige and trimmed in lace.

Lonnie had seen the bra before, and even worn it, but never dreamed it would one

day be given to him by his own mother. “Put it on,” she said sternly.

He slipped the flimsy straps over his bare arms and let the cups settle over his

chest. Lorraine closed the clasp in the back. “It’s a bit small for me,” she said,

tugging the straps into place. “I got it on sale, but it was mislabelled.”

“It’s too tight,” Lonnie said, eyeing the half-naked blonde girl in the mirror.

“I’ll loosen the arms…” She did so, and straightened his shoulders. “There. This

little condition of yours certainly came in handy, didn’t it?”

“Yeah, for once.” He glanced down at his chest and his now-noticeable cleavage.

“But they don’t look so ‘little’ from this angle.”

“Oh, hush. They’re perfect. Now, let’s get you dressed.”

“Dressed? But the party isn’t until tonight.”

“I know. But your hair’s a mess and we still have to buy you a dress.”

“Can’t I just wear one of yours?”

“You’re sweet. But no. I’m nearly fifty, dear. A young woman like yourself needs

something more contemporary. And to be frank… a bit sexier.”

Lonnie glanced at the closet. “But—you’ve got a ton of nice stuff, Mom.”

She laughed. “You’d know all about that.” She stood up. “However, mature sexy

and youthful sexy are two different things, Lori.”
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As instructed, Lonnie swapped his sweatpants for a pair of beige pantyhose and a

black half-slip. From her closet, Lorraine picked out a dark blue short-sleeved

shirt and a black skirt. Lonnie put them on, tucking the blouse into the skirt’s

buttoned waistline while its wide pleats settled around his knees.

His mother flashed him a tight smile. “My, my. How did you know to tuck that in?

Some do and some don’t, you know.”

Lonnie shrugged and looked at the floor. “I dunno. It just looked right.”

“Well, your instincts are fabulous.”

Lonnie knew what that meant; he’d been hearing it all his life. You should’ve been

a girl. Sometimes he felt the same way. It would’ve made his life a lot easier.

*

Their first stop was his mother’s

usual beauty parlor. Oddly enough,

they were expected. Lonnie was

introduced as Lorraine’s niece from

out of town.

Not for the first time, Lonnie found

himself wondering about his father;

his real father, not the man who had

walked out on them. While the

stylist trimmed and styled his hair

in a way that could only belong to a

woman, he imagined that his father

wouldn’t have put up with this. Not

for himself and not for his son.

What real man would?

And finally, he wondered if he was

really doing this just for a party. He

knew where this was going: he’d

look like a real girl in a sea of drag

queens. And everyone would know

this wasn’t his first time dressed.

But he couldn’t stop. His mother had turned him into a girl, dressed him in her

own clothes and taken him to get his hair done. It was everything he’d ever

dreamed of, right down to the weight on his chest, the skirt resting gently across

his knees and the blonde tresses that framed his face.
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Back in the car Lonnie turned on the radio. Lady Gaga—yuk. “Mom?”

Lorraine checked the rear view mirror and pulled into traffic. “Yes, dear?”

Lonnie stared straight ahead. “I think I’ll give the party a miss.”

Her reply was immediate: “No, dear. You’re going.”

Lonnie shook his head. “The other guys are gonna look like trannies.”

“Some trannies are very pretty, Lori. You should know that.”

Lonnie stopped breathing. What the hell did that mean? He swallowed hard. “But

they won’t look like real girls. They’ll just… they’ll look awful.”

“Exactly. And you won’t.” Lorraine barely glanced at him. “You’ll be the prettiest

girl there. Isn’t that what you want?”

“That’s just it, Mom. The way you’re dressing me up—the hair, the makeup, my

chest… Everyone’s gonna think I really am a girl.”

“That’s their problem.”

They were also expected at Heidi’s Dress Shoppe. Lonnie was again introduced as

‘Lori’ and the proprietor made sure Lonnie could hear the air quotes around his

new name every time she used it. “Oh, ‘Lori’ will love this,” Heidi said. “It’s a

classic little black cocktail dress, perfect for a night out on the town.”

Actually, Lonnie did love the dress. His mother had one much like it—in an older

style, perhaps, but a nice LBD is never really out of style—and he was

disappointed when Lorraine ruled it out. “It’s lovely,” she said, “but we’re going

for a weaker look. More feminine.”

It took nearly two hours to settle on a sleeveless dress in a red floral print, with a

deep-V neckline and a swingy, nearly knee-length skirt. “It’s a bit retro,” Heidi

explained, “but that style is definitely back.”

“She’ll wear it out,” Lorraine said.

Their final stop was the mall, where Lonnie was marched into a nail salon for

acrylic extensions. The girls there made a point of praising his dress, which made

Lonnie wonder if they’d been alerted in advance—and probably bribed. Could he

really look that much like a girl, with nothing more than makeup, perfume and a

change of clothes? It didn’t seem likely. On the other hand, it was hard to argue

with the young woman in the mirror.

“She’s going to a party,” his mother told the clerk, her voice touched with pride.

“She’s going to be the prettiest girl there.”

*
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The clock in the hall ticked down the long minutes to seven o’clock. Lonnie sat on

a bench near the front door, his mother’s dress purse clutched in his lap. His last

hope was that his date for the evening would be equally thoroughly cross-dressed;

if she looked enough like a guy then he might not stand out so much.

At ten past the hour, the doorbell rang. Lonnie opened the door. It was Todd, his

best friend. “Wow, you look great,” he exclaimed.

“A bit too great.” He looked past Todd. “Where is she?”

“She?” Todd stepped inside and nodded at Lonnie’s mother, who had just come

downstairs carrying a pair of leather jackets.

“My date,” Lonnie snapped. “You said you’d fix me up.”

“You’re lookin’ at him,” Todd said.

Lonnie just stared. “But if I go with you, everyone will think I’m a girl.”

“Oh, Lori, not that again. I spoke with Todd about that, and we agreed to do it this

way. You can go to the party is as a girl dressed as a boy.”

“Wait a minute.” Lonnie looked from one face to the other. “You want me to

pretend to be a girl who’s cross-dressing as a guy?”

Todd grinned. “‘Lori’, is it? Nice name. As far as everybody at the party will

know, you’re a regular girl. A girl badly cross-dressed as a guy.”

Lonnie lifted his arms. “Does this look like ‘badly cross-dressed’ to you?”

“That’s not what he means, Lori. Here, put this on.” She handed him a leather

jacket, in black. “It was mine, back in the day. But it’s a man’s style.”

Lonnie slipped it on. “So who the heck am I supposed to be?” he said, flaring long

blonde hair out from under the collar.

“The Fonz,” Todd said, “in drag.” He popped his thumbs. “Heyyyy.”

Lonnie hit him with his purse.

*

It was a private party, at the house of a friend of Todd’s, whose parents were out of

town. Todd waited until they were at the front door before putting on his own

costume: a leather jacket in hot pink and a cheap tiara.

“Lamest costumes ever,” Lori muttered.

“What are you worried about? I’m the one who’s gonna take the heat. No one’s

gonna slam the hottest girl in the room.” He stepped closer. “Nervous?”

Lori sighed. “Is it that obvious?”
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“Nope. I just know you. Here.” He held out his hand. “I scored some E.”

“What? Is that Ecstasy? Isn’t that illegal?”

“Well, duh.” He pressed the pill into Lori’s hand. “It’ll help you relax.”

Lori held the pill up to her eye, her hand shaking. “Shit. I guess I need it.” She

swallowed the pill. “What about you?”

“I’m driving,” Todd said, and opened the front door.

An hour later, listening to Todd take abuse from his buddies, Lori looked around

the room. Something repetitive pulsed from a set of surround-sound speakers.

People stood in groups of four or five, some of them dancing in what seemed like

slow motion. A dozen different conversations were active within earshot, but he

could follow none of them. Sweet smoke clouded the air.

She felt excited; everyone here thought she was a girl. It was incredible. No, more

than that—it was mind-numbing, earth-shattering, the end of one world and the

beginning of a new and better Earth. With fireworks, a full symphony orchestra,

and a speech by a tall man wearing a top hat.

Lori felt dizzy. For a few seconds she couldn’t recall who she was supposed to be.

Then she mumbled, “Oh, yeah… I’m Lori.”

“Better get her a drink,” someone said. “I think she’s sobering up.”

“Excuse us,” Todd said. He led Lori to a couch in the corner.

Blonde tresses flew into her face as she sat. She batted at them in surprise. “Hey,

since when is my hair this long?”

Todd put his arm around her. “Just relax,” he whispered. Lori snuggled up to him

and closed her eyes.

“Dude!” Their host dropped into the seat next to Todd. “Great party, huh?”

“Yeah, no kidding,” Todd said loudly. “Your parents are gonna skin you alive.”

“Too true, my friend. Who’s the lady? I do not recognize.”

“Lori. She’s just in town for a few days. Lori, this is Jackson. He owns the place.”

Lori nodded without opening her eyes.

“I wish,” Jackson said cheerfully. “Is she okay?”

“She took a hit before the party,” Todd said. “First time, I think.”

“It’ll pass.” He glanced around the room. “Didn’t you say you were gonna invite

that loser buddy of yours? What’s his name—Lilly?”

“Lonnie,” Todd said wearily. “I asked. He couldn’t come.”
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“Too bad. I figured if anyone could pull off being a chick, it’d be him.”

“C’mon, man. That’s not fair. He’s just a small guy.”

“Sure. A small gay-guy.” He laughed. “You ever seen him walk away?”

“He’s not gay, okay?” Todd sounded angry.

“Whatever.” Jackson stood up. “If your buddy does show up, tell him we need a

coat-check girl.” He wandered off.

Todd held Lori a little closer. “Sorry about him.”

“It’s okay,” she said softly. With one hand she slowly pulled the hem of her skirt

across her nylon-clad legs, first one way, then the other. It was the most amazing

sensation. “No one understands me.”

“I do,” Todd whispered back. “I always have.”

“Really?” Lori touched Todd’s free hand. “Is that why you’re here?”

“You bet it is.” Their hands slid together, fingers interlocked.

“Thank you.” Lori looked up at Todd; her eyelids lowered. She knew exactly what

was coming: what any girl would expect at such a moment.

Todd kissed her. Lori sank into him, her lips melting. She was the girl, and it felt

wonderful. She wanted to be the girl again. She wanted to be the girl forever.

Todd stood and pulled her up with him. Together they made their way across the

room, weaving between clumps of people. Lori thought the music sounded better

than before; smoother and more in sync with the mood of the party. So many

familiar faces, so many friendly voices, all here together, all sharing the same

experience. They were her friends, her family. She loved them all.

They passed Jackson. Todd jerked his head toward the ceiling. Jackson mouthed

“Dude!” and gave him the big thumbs-up. Lori wondered why.

They reached the stairs and started up. Lori stopped. “Where we goin’?”

“Upstairs,” Todd said tersely. “You need to lie down.”

Lori shook her head, sending her hair swirling. “I wanna stay at the party.”

“We can have our own party. Just the two of us.” Todd slipped an arm around his

date’s waist. “You like me, right?”

“‘Course I like you, silly.” Lori giggled. “You’re my best friend.”

“Then it’s settled.” On up the stairs they went. In the master bedroom, Todd gave

Lori a gentle push toward the bed. He closed the door and fiddled with the lock.
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Lori stumbled over to a low dresser with a large mirror, obviously belonging to

Jackson’s mother. “Wow, she’s got so much stuff.” She marvelled at the array of

cosmetics, her hands rifling through lipsticks, blushes and mascaras in colors and

brands she’d never heard of before. She popped a tube of gloss and swept the tiny

brush across her lips, which glistened as she rolled them together.

Todd turned on the bedside lamp and switched off the overhead light. He sprawled

on the bed, watching Lori attack the closet. “Oh, wow, this is gorgeous.” She held

up a dark blue evening gown. “Do you think his Mom would mind if I tried it on?”

“I think she probably would,” Todd said.

“Mmm, yeah. It is a bit big.” She tossed it on the bed, forcing Todd to shift his

feet. “How about this one?” A floor-length dress in yellow chiffon.

“Yeah, that too.” Todd sat up. “You know, for a guy who’s only cross-dressing for

the party, you’re really into this.”

Lori dropped the dress and held a finger to her lips. “Can you keep a secret?” She

giggled. “I do this all the time at home.”

“Why am I not surprised?” Todd laughed. “You’re really flying, aren’t you?”

Lori collapsed onto the bed, her head slumped between curtains of blonde hair. “I

feel good,” she said softly.

Todd touched her back. “You’re a girl, Lori.”

“I feel like one.” She glanced up, smiling shyly, fingers toying with her hair.

Todd pulled her in and kissed her. Their lips melted together—and then, slowly,

unstoppably, opened. A tongue slid through the gap and Lori suckled it, tasting

warm beer and cheese tacos. It was what a real girl would do.

Todd’s hold grew stronger, pressing his body into hers as if trying to leave an

imprint. One hand slipped under her hair and their kiss grew more intense. Lori’s

arm encircled his waist. Her other hand fell into his lap. That was when she finally

figured out where this was headed.

When the kiss broke, Lori drew a deep, shuddering breath. Todd’s mouth slid

down her neck. “I—I didn’t know you felt this way,” she gasped.

“About you? How could I not?” His lips caressed her earlobe.

“Not just me.” The feel of her own hair caressing the bare skin of her throat was

electric—sensuous beyond description. “You know… the gay thing.”

“What gay thing?” His laughter was muffled. “Do I look gay to you?”

“Well… you are kissing a guy.”
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“Since when?” He pulled back. “In case you haven’t noticed, you’re a chick.” Lori

just shook her head. Todd took her hand. “I’m only gonna say this once. I have no

interest in guys—at all. But I am attracted to you.”

Lori dropped her gaze. “Thank you.” She sighed. “I guess I never really thought

about it. I’ve always been so focused on… you know, dressing up. I have no idea

who or what I’m attracted to, other than—”

“Being a girl?” Todd grinned. “Well, good news—you are one.”

“But I’m not—” She plucked at the bedspread. “Not really. I’m still—”

“Never mind that. For tonight, you’re a girl. That’s all I care about.”

Lori shook back her hair. “You really mean that?”

Todd’s answer was another kiss. Lori accepted his mouth as her fingers fumbled

with the zipper on his jeans. Todd pulled back. “Are you sure?”

“I’m a girl, aren’t I?” She reattached her lips to his and together they opened his

pants. Lori freed his manhood and ran her fingers lightly up and down the shaft.

He kissed her harder while she played him like a flute.

Finally, she broke the kiss, bent over and took him into her mouth.

It wasn’t something she’d ever imagined doing. She’d spent so much time on

dresses and makeup and hairstyles that sex of any sort was simply an afterthought.

Even then, she’d always imagined herself on the bottom, being serviced by a man

who never stopped praising her beauty.

She moistened the pound of warm flesh in her mouth, letting it slide to the back of

her throat. In and out, that was how it was done, her lips tensing and her cheeks

puckering. This was Lori sucking a guy dry. This was Lori being a woman.

That was the point. These things are rather ugly, she thought, even grotesque. But

they have one all-important, almost magical property—they make you a woman.

Once you go down on a penis, you can’t be a guy any more.

Todd gasped, involuntarily gripping the back of her head and pulling her closer—

and deeper. Lori gasped, having little choice but to swallow what she was given as

if it were the magical elixir of womanhood itself. Which is exactly what it was.

*

When Lonnie awoke the next morning, he revelled in the feel of new silk sheets, a

recent gift from his mother. His eyes were closed—and he remembered.

He stumbled into the bathroom, feeling sick. There in the mirror was his face—or

rather, Lori’s face—still looking feminine amongst a tangle of long blonde hair.
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Tiredly, he rubbed his chin—not a trace of masculine stubble. Not that he’d

expected any. He’d been awaiting the arrival of facial hair for five years now and

it had yet to show up. But still, to wake up to a woman’s face, still tinged with

traces of makeup… How could he ever look Todd in the face again?

“Lori? Are you up?” Lorraine’s voice, getting louder, coming up the stairs.

Lonnie realized that he was wearing one of his mother’s nightgowns. Shivering,

he hugged himself, feeling the bulge of his chest. He looked grim. This had gone

way too far. What kind of man has breasts?

He splashed water in his face, dried off and went to meet his mother.

“Hello, dear. You got in late last night. How was the party?”

Feeling weak, Lonnie leaned on the railing and tucked loose hair behind his ears.

“Well, let’s see… I was drugged, kissed, fondled, and sweet-talked into a sex act I

never dreamed of before. How’s that sound?”

“Sounds like a party,” Lorraine said. “But don’t you go blaming Todd. He got the

pills from me. I told him you were up for a bit of fun.”

Lonnie was speechless. He turned and stared down at the living room. “But—how

could you do that to me? He treated me like a girl!”

“Now, Lori, don’t you think it’s about time you—”

“I’m not a girl, Mom! I just like dressing up, okay?”

“No, dear. It’s more than that. You are a girl. I should’ve told you.”

“Oh, for Christ’s sake,” Lonnie said, almost yelling. “I’ve got a dick.”

Lorraine took his arm. “Come with me, young lady. I’ll show you what I mean.”

She marched him into the master bedroom and sat him in front of her vanity.

“Uh, not right now, okay? I appreciate the offer and all, but—”

“It’s not okay,” she snapped, uncapping a tube of foundation cream. “This is the

only way you’ll learn. Tilt your head back.” She spread the cream over his face,

powdered, then added blush and contoured his cheeks. She lined his lips and eyes,

then added mascara and a lip gloss that matched her own.

“Brush your hair,” Lorraine said sternly, which Lonnie did, while she picked out a

brassiere and a white blouse. “Put these on.”

Lonnie removed his nightgown. “You don’t need to do this,” he said as he

struggled to close the clasp. “I know we look alike. But I’m your son.”

“You’re not my son.”
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Lorraine made a pile next to him: panties, stay-up stockings, a dark half-slip, a

black pencil skirt and a pair of low heels. “You’re not my daughter either.”

Lonnie sighed and pulled on the stockings, then the slip. “So I’m adopted?”

She sat down beside him. “Just look.” She pointed at the mirror. “We’re more than

just alike, Lori. Except for the age difference, we’re identical.” She brought her

face next to his. “You’re not my son, dear—you’re my clone.”

He froze, panties halfway up his

nylon-clad legs. “Say what?”

“There was a flaw in the cloning

process, some gland got turned

on that shouldn’t have, and you

were exposed to too much

testosterone. That’s why you

developed as a boy. But my

doctor assured me it would all go

away during puberty.”

“But I’m a guy, Mom! What the

hell do you think this is?”

“Oh, yes, about that—” She

reached in under his skirt and

tore his penis off, balls included,

and dropped the grayish mass

into the wastebasket.

Lonnie howled with pain.

“It’s been there all along,”

Lorraine said proudly, “fully

functional vagina, womb and

ovaries. You’re a woman.”

Lonnie recovered to notice that he wasn’t bleeding. Instead, he found an expanse

of moist skin, as one might see under a freshly peeled scab, broken only by the

thick folds of his new sex. His mother told him to finish getting dressed.

Downstairs, Lorraine opened a bottle of white wine. “My parents were strict,” she

said. “They never let me have any fun. I only had one boyfriend and I married

him.” She sighed. The rims of their glasses touched. They drank.

“It’ll be different for you, Lori. I’ll make sure of that. You’re going to do every

guy in town, and his out-of-state cousin too. Bad girls have such fun.”  �


