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Gloria Greyson unlocked the door at the side of the
house and let me in. “This is the suite, dear,” she
said. “Have a look around. See what you think.”
As basement suites go it was pretty nice. Lots of
room, good-sized living and study area, big kitchen
and spotless bathroom. The bedroom was tiny, but I
didn’t figure on having any company.
Most important, it was a hundred miles from home,
which meant I’d be living on my own for the very
first time. “It’s great,” I told her. “I’ll take it.”
Gloria smiled at me. She was a stylish woman with
perfectly coiffured blonde hair; a widow, she told
me, with grown-up children who had long since left
the nest. “It’s so nice to have a young man around
the house again.” She shook my hand. “We’re going
to get along just fine.”

*
After moving in, I discovered a half-height storage
room under the staircase. It was crammed with
boxes; clothing that the Greyson family no longer
needed, but which were too good to throw out.
That’s where I hit the jackpot.
Most of it was ladies wear: skirts, dresses, blouses,
shoes, even some lingerie. I found slips, foundation
garments, and packages of panties and hosiery that
had never been used. Some of the outerwear were
older styles, probably Gloria’s from ten or twenty
years ago, but others were newer and could’ve been
recent offerings from stores like Sears or JC Penny.
Gloria had obviously raised daughters.
I held up a black velvet dress that might have been
someone’s prom gown. It was in perfect shape, like
everything else. I couldn’t help thinking—why keep
all this stuff down here? If you don’t need it, why
not pass it on to someone else? Someone like me.
At first, I left the clothes alone. They weren’t mine,
and if I started unpacking the boxes over and over

again… Sooner or later, they’d find out what I was
up to… Wouldn’t they?
But I had to live with this stuff, day in and day out,
for at least the next eight months. My finger could
only hold back the ocean for so long. Sooner or
later I’d weaken and put on a skirt, a pair of high
heels and who knows what else. It was inevitable.
This situation could only end one way.
I only lasted three days.
I won’t bore you with the details. By the end of the
month I was cooking in skirts and heels, doing
homework in a dress, and watching TV in a corset
and full slip. I grew accustomed to the gentle tap of
pointy heels on tiles as I minced from bedroom to
living room to kitchen. Each evening after class I’d
dig out something I’d never worn before, and each
night I’d carefully repack the open box to put it all
back the way I found it. Life was good.

*
One day a package arrived in
the mail. Gloria always put my
mail at the top of the stairs that
led down to the basement and
that’s where I found it, along
with a letter from home. But
the handwriting was different.
What was inside shocked me
to the core. It was a wig.
It was blonde, shoulder-length
and mounted on the head and
shoulders of a female manikin.
Trembling, I set the head on
the kitchen table and pawed
through the package, but there
was no note. I collapsed into a
chair. Who the hell would send
me such a thing?

No one knew about me and my interest in women’s
clothing. That much was certain… Wasn’t it?
Shuddering, I repacked the box and shoved it into
the storage room with the rest of them. I swore off
dressing and focused on studying for midterms.
But it was only a matter of time.

*
On Halloween, after my last exam, I got home early
and headed straight for the storage room. I wasn’t
concerned about where it had come from or who
knew about me—I just had to wear that wig.
I lifted the tangled mass of hair, feeling it tickling
my arms, then flipped it over and cleared the
opening. I bent down, pulled the elastic tight around
my head and adjusted the edges to cover my boy-
hair. It fit perfectly. As I straightened up, loose curls
spilled across my face and settled around my neck.
The hair was mostly straight, with a few loose
waves at the ends. I stood before my dresser and set

to work with a brush, tilting
my head to one side then the
other, and marvelling at how
wonderfully feminine it felt.
Abruptly, the long tresses that
framed my face closed over
my eyes and wrapped them-
selves around my neck. Long
hairs probed at mouth, nose
and eyes, and my whole face
began tingling.
What the hell?
My hands clutched at the hair
that was choking me, but I had
no strength. The wig tightened
its grip and for an instant my
whole head felt soft, like it
was made of Jell-O.



2

When the wig let go and the tresses
parted, I saw a young woman in the
mirror. Her pretty eyes went wide
with shock. Quivering fingers rose
to touch painted lips and eyelashes
that fluttered like lost butterflies.
She could have been my sister, I
thought—if my sister wasn’t a size-
sixteen brunette with short hair.
She wasn’t my sister. She was me.
The wig was getting longer. Blonde
curls fell over my shoulders, slipped
under my T-shirt and wrapped them-
selves around my torso. My rib cage
softened as pinpricks erupted across
my chest—and twin mountains rose
there like undersea volcanoes.
The wig relaxed, but it wasn’t done.
Long hair wound around my arms,
all the way out to my hands, and
then slowly withdrew, leaving my
skin ultra-sensitive and my fingers
tipped with hot-pink nails.
Dainty hands tentatively touched the
swollen mounds on my chest and I
felt a tip-of-the-penis thrill as long
nails flickered across the bumps on top.
They were real. I had a woman’s breasts.
I felt the pull on my scalp as blonde tresses doubled
in length yet again, slid under the waistband of my
jeans and enveloped my hips. My waist narrowed as
my hips swelled—and then the wig surged between
my legs, like a wild animal seeking its prey.
My manhood never stood a chance. I felt it collapse
and turn inside out as the wig burrowed its way into
my body. Bursts of pain slowly gave way to waves
of pleasure. When it was over, I collapsed onto the
bed. The wig continued on down, shaping and
shaving my legs and feet, and painting my toenails.

And then it was done.
The wig retracted to its
original length, loose curls
draped over my shoulders
to touch the womanly arcs
that graced my chest.
I stood up and stepped out
of my old shoes and pants.
One glance down was all I
needed: I was female.
I wandered into the living
room and sat at my desk,
wondering what I was
supposed to do now.
Just accept it, I thought.
Who knows how long it’ll
last? A chance like this
may never come again.
Later, I was surfing the
web to see if anything like
this had happened before,
when the door at the top of
the stairs opened.
It was the landlady.
“Just a minute,” I yelled.

“Who’s that? I’m looking for Donny.”
I swallowed hard, surprised at the girlish voice that
burst from my mouth. Donny wasn’t here anymore.
He’d been replaced.
Gloria Greyson stopped at the foot of the stairs and
looked around. “Where’s Donny?”
“He’s not here,” I muttered, staring at her feet.
“I see. And who might you be? His girlfriend?”
I nodded dumbly. It was as good a story as any.
“Do you have a name? Look me in the eye, girl,”
she said sternly. “I’m not your mother.”
The only name that came to mind was a girl I liked
in junior high. “Lori,” I muttered weakly.
“A pretty name for a pretty girl.” She smiled grimly.
“When will he be back? I have a favor to ask.”
I shrugged. “He’s, uh… out with friends.”
“Really. I didn’t think he had any friends. Other
than you, of course. Did you meet at school?”
I nodded. “We’re in the same classes.”
Gloria pursed her lips. “I need to go out for awhile.
I was hoping that he would be able to man the door
tonight. Could you do that for me?”
“What, give out candy? Sure, I guess.”
“Wonderful.” Her eyes dropped. “No offense, dear,
but don’t you have something nicer to wear?”
Oh, shit. “Uh, no, my stuff is—”
“Well, it’s none of my business. Here’s a thought.
My daughter’s old clothes are stored there, under
the stairs.” I looked where she pointed. “Pick out
whatever you like. Go ahead, I’ll wait.”
I couldn’t believe it. She wanted me to do exactly
what I’d been doing for weeks! I didn’t hesitate.
I dug out the black pencil skirt and white silk blouse
that I’d worn the day before, ducked into the
bedroom and changed. When I got back, Gloria
handed me a black half-slip. “It’s your body, dear,
but in future you really should wear a bra.”
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My face red, I put on the slip. She’d also laid out a
pair of dress flats and knee-high stockings, silently
eying my old socks until I got the message.
Before we went upstairs, Gloria handed me a white
angora sweater. “It is October, you know.”
She led me to the front door, our heels clicking in
unison on the hardwood floor. Big bowls of small
chocolate bars were already in place. “Have a seat,”
she said. “Lights out and lock the door by 8:30.”
Gloria stood over me, hands on her hips. “We need
to have a chat, Lori. You’ve been going through my
daughter’s clothes for some time now, correct?” She
paused while I prayed for a quick death.
“Well,” she said sternly, “someone’s been wearing
them and it couldn’t very well be Donny, could it?”
What could I do? If I denied it, I’d be outing myself
as a cross-dresser. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Greyson.”
“Don’t you have any nice things of your own?”
Mutely, I shook my head.
“I suppose you wouldn’t be going through someone
else’s old things if you did.” She sighed heavily.
“Tell you what. In exchange for helping me tonight,
you may keep whatever you like from those boxes.
My daughter won’t mind. She’s getting married, so
she’ll have to get rid of most of it anyway.”
I was shocked. “Thank you, but—”
She held up her hand. “Please! You’re a fine young
woman. I’m just happy to help.”
That night I cleared space in my closet and hung up
my favorite dresses, skirts and blouses. I emptied a
drawer and filled it with all the lingerie I could find.
The next morning, Donny was back and the wig lay
sprawled next to my pillow. I lay there for awhile,
marvelling at the fact that I now had a girlfriend—
and that she was me. Then I brushed out the wig,
returned it to the head and found room for the box
in my closet. Lori would return soon.

*

From then on, whenever I had a free evening, Lori
was the one who cooked dinner, studied and relaxed
in front of the TV. Each blizzard of change seemed
quicker than the last, as if the wig was getting better
and better at transforming me into a woman.
A few weeks later, Gloria complemented me on the
‘wonderful girl’ I was dating. “However, I do have
one question,” she said, studying my face. “She
doesn’t actually live here with you, does she?”
I paled. “Oh, no, ma’am. She lives on campus.”
“It’s just that—well, an awful lot of her clothes are
here. In your closet.”
Why, the sneaky old bat—she’s been snooping!
I licked my lips. “She lives in residence. There’s not
a lot of room there, so she needs a place for the
clothes you gave her.” I shrugged. “She’s here a lot
anyway. To study. It’s quieter.”
So far so good, but I sure hoped she never found the
wig. That would be a lot harder to explain.

*
One week before Christmas,
Gloria came down to talk to
Lori. I was wearing a black
party dress and stiletto heels,
watching The Simpsons.
Gloria sat next to me on the
couch. “My daughter wore
that very dress to her senior
prom. It suits you.”
“Thank you, Mrs. Greyson.”
“It’s ‘Gloria,’ dear. Tell me,
are you going home for the
holidays?” She didn’t wait for
an answer. “I need someone I
can trust to house-sit. I’d ask
Donny, but you know how
boys are. He might go poking
through my delicates.”

She laughed while I stared at the floor.
“Plus, I know he’s going home. His family lives not
that far away. But you aren’t from around here, are
you? And I assume you could use the money.”
I took a quick breath and launched into my cover
story. “That’s right, Gloria. I’m from up north. My
parents run a little general store. They get by, but
we never had much… I got a scholar—”
“Thank goodness for that.” She patted my knee. “So
you’ll mind the house while I’m away.”
The next day I told my parents that I had to stay at
school over the break to work on a project.
Lori was going to have the house to herself.

*
With my exams over, I wasted no time in putting on
the wig. I stood in the middle of that hurricane of
blonde hair, every inch of my body tingling as it
was transformed, feeling for the first time that I was
becoming myself instead of someone else. I didn’t

bother with my usual clothes.
I had bigger prey in mind. 
In Gloria’s bedroom, I found
a wrapped gift in her lingerie
drawer, addressed to me.

“Lori, I knew you couldn’t 
resist wearing my clothes! 
Just don’t make a mess.”

It was a racy body suit in red
lace. I put it on right away.
I posed for the mirror and
whatever webcams might be
rolling. That’s when I fully
realized what a sexy young
woman I had become.
In retrospect, that was the end
of my innocence—and the
beginning of my womanhood.

*
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Each morning Donny would put the wig back on,
then lie back and enjoy the transformation. Then I’d
slide out of bed, purr “Morning, beautiful” at the
mirror, and get on with my day. I kept house, drove
Gloria’s car around town and shopped, mostly for
lingerie. Being a woman had become second nature.
As winter faded into spring, Gloria took pity on this
poor girl from the sticks and taught me how to be a
lady. I learned how to do my own makeup, how to
speak, how to carry myself, and how to stare down
male sales clerks to get what I wanted.
Donny was hardly around at all. His grades went
south, and I often wondered why Gloria didn’t find
it strange that she never saw both of us at the same
time. But I wasn’t about to ask her about it.
Then she introduced me to Greg. He was ten years
older, the son of a friend of Gloria’s, and recently
back in town after several years abroad working for
Doctors Without Borders. Or as he said in French,
“Médecins Sans Frontières, Mademoiselle.”
We were both invited for dinner one night during
spring break, with Donny out of town. Gloria
loaned me her best dress and diamond jewelry, and
introduced me as “the daughter I never had.”
Greg whispered “enchanté” and kissed my hand.
Needless to say, I was charmed.
A few days later Gloria informed me that Greg had
been invited to a benefit dance, but he had no date.
The women he used to know had all left town or
were married. Would I mind being his date?
“I’m sure Donny will understand,” she said. “You’d
just be helping out a dear friend.”
I was pretty sure Donny wouldn’t mind. But—go on
a date with a man? Was that what I wanted?
What I wanted, I realized, was to be treated like a
woman. If that meant being some guy’s arm candy
for the evening, so be it. Gloria rented a strapless
gown for the occasion and brushed out my hair.

Greg picked me
up in a limo and
treated me like
a lady from the
start. I relaxed
and enjoyed the
attention as he
showed me off
to his friends.
The belle of the
ball—it was the
dream I’d never
had, come true.
And I loved
every minute of
it. So when he
walked me up
to my door and asked to see me again, I said “yes”.
Gloria only smiled when I told her, along with some
excuse about Donny staying home for awhile.
It was our third date. I didn’t remember what that
meant until he kissed me in the doorway and didn’t
seem to want to leave. So I invited him in. That’s
what a real woman would do, right?

We sat on the couch. “Lori, you are the most
beautif—” He interrupted himself by kissing me.
I wasn’t about to argue. He made me feel beautiful
and desirable, for the first time in my life, and if
feeling this feminine meant letting some guy stick
his tongue down my throat, then so be it.
The next thing I knew, my dress was unzipped and
halfway down my back, with my arms pinned in the
sleeves. His hand cupped the back of my head, his
lips working hard on the front, while the other hand
fumbled with my brassiere. When he came up for
air, I suggested that we change venues.
“Wonderful idea,” he said, and carried me off to the
bedroom in his strong arms. He asked if we needed
protection, sounding genuinely concerned.
I told him not to worry. I kicked off my shoes, hung
up my dress and sat on the bed, wearing only a
white slip. I wasn’t sure what came next. I’d never
done this before and neither had Donny.
Greg did a bit of a strip tease as he took off his suit.
That was funny, so I did the same for him and we
danced ourselves naked before slipping under the
covers. He ran his hands through my hair, massaged
my lips with his, and attended to my breasts with a
roughness they seemed to enjoy.
When his hand slipped between my legs, I realized
that I was falling behind. I could only guess at what
the woman was supposed to do, so I simply grabbed
his shaft and began stroking it, hard and fast.
“Whoa, whoa,” he murmured in my ear. “Don’t get
me there too soon. Slow down. A light touch is all
you need. Uh… This isn’t your first time, is it?” I
didn’t say a word, but my fingers gave me away.
“I’ll be gentle,” Greg said softly. And he was. When
he climbed on top and forced his way inside me, the
pain wasn’t too bad and I quickly learned to time
my thrusts to meet his. When he came, I wrapped
my legs around his thighs and kept him in there
until I was done too.
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As I lay in his arms, our bodies breathing in unison,
slower and slower, my mind began slipping away—
until I realized that no way could I afford to fall
asleep. If I did, Greg would wake up in bed with
Donny and that was a scene I could do without. I
had to stay awake and keep him awake until he left.
There was only one thing to do. I wriggled around
to face him and put both hands to work. He was
dozy and it took awhile, but I finally found the ON
switch. This time I bounced along on top of him,
called him my ‘horsey’ and milked him for as long
as I could. He muttered “best damn lay ever,” then
rolled over and fell asleep.
Time to break out the big guns. I slipped into a satin
babydoll, freshened my lipstick and—after cleaning
him up with a washcloth—planted my face between
his legs. I kept at it for nearly an hour, going down
hard, then backing off, and in the end there wasn’t
much left to swallow. When Greg finally realized
that he wasn’t going to get any sleep, he thanked
me, apologized for being such a cad and left.
When Donny woke up the next day he threw up in
the bathroom, packed the wig away, and swore off
cross-dressing for good.
But Lori would not be denied for long.

*
I was in trouble at school. Five finals over the next
two weeks and I wasn’t ready for any of them. I was
trying to figure out how to explain failing the year
to my parents when Gloria rushed down the stairs.
She sounded distraught. “Lori! Thank God you’re
here. I just got a phone call from the school. Donny
had an accident in the lab. There was a fire. He’s—”
I stared at her. A fire? I didn’t remember any fire.
“He’s gone, Lori. He’s dead. I’m so sorry.”
Dead? I’m right here! “He can’t be.”
“He is, dear. The body was badly burned, but he had
his wallet with him. That’s how they know.”

I shook my head. I had to change back! First thing
tomorrow, I’d show them Donny wasn’t dead.
“It’s hard to accept, I know. He was a nice boy.”
She stood up and touched my hair. “I’ll give you
some privacy. You’re welcome to stay here as long
as you like.” She paused. “You’re not alone, Lori.
Don’t forget—you still have Greg.”
What the hell was going on? I walked over to the
campus and found the aftermath of a fire in one of
the chem labs. A student was dead. A secretary who
thought I was the girlfriend told me it was Donny.
She probably expected me to burst into tears, but I
just wandered off in a daze. What the hell?
The next morning, things got worse: I didn’t change
back. Another day went by, then another. Then
three more. Was I ever going to change back?
Gloria came by to box up Donny’s belongings, to
send to his parents. She also needed a favor. “My
daughter can’t be here for her fitting this afternoon.
You’re her size. Would you mind taking her place?”
“Doing what?” I said, feeling sorry for myself.
“Her wedding dress. It’s the final fitting. Please do
this for me, Lori. We can make a day of it.”
She wasn’t kidding. “You need to get your hair
done, dear. They expect you to look like a proper
bride.” At her beauty parlor, they gave me a light
perm and loosely curled the ends—then completely
redid my makeup. I thought that was a bit much.
The bridal store supplied me with fresh lingerie and
helped me into a long ivory-colored wedding gown,
in smooth satin with lace trim. It fit perfectly.
But I wasn’t allowed to take it off. Gloria ushered
me outside into a waiting limo. She smiled when I
asked what was going on. “It’s your wedding day,
dear. Greg and his family are waiting at the church.”
“But your daughter’s getting married, not me!”
She laughed. “You are my daughter, Lori. That’s
how I think of you.” She sat back as the limo pulled

into traffic. “I just love weddings. The beautiful
bride, the handsome groom, all the lovely flowers.
And being the mother of the bride—that’s what I
live for.” She beckoned me closer. “And thanks to a
little witchcraft, I get to do it every year.”
Witchcraft? I gasped. “You know who I am?”
“Of course I do. Who do you think gave Donny that
rather special wig? Now just sit back and enjoy the
ride. You’re going to make a wonderful bride.”
A woman, a bride, and soon to be a doctor’s wife. It
wasn’t what I imagined for my life, but it might just
work out. I touched my hair and smiled.  
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