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Cheryl rose from the kitchen table where her
husband and son were finishing dinner. She put
her dishes by the sink. “All done?”
“Thanks, Mom. Dinner was great!”
Tex nodded, looking thoughtful. Cheryl knew
he’d say no more; her husband was not one to
waste words.
Charlie piled his plate atop hers. “Can I go
now? My stuff is all packed.”
Cheryl looked at him with concern. Almost
seventeen, nearly a man, but still so thin. He’d
hardly eaten. “All right. Don’t do anything I
wouldn’t do.” She smiled.
Charlie was out the door so fast Tex didn’t
seem to notice he’d gone. He bolted the last of
his coffee. “Where ya goin’, boy?”
Cheryl gathered the remaining dishes. “He’s
staying at a friend’s house tonight,” she said
softly. “He told you yesterday.”
“Oh, yeah.” He left the room.
Cheryl knew he was headed for the couch and
the TV. It was too bad that Tex didn’t pay more
attention to their son. Charlie was his stepson,
but the principle was the same. And Charlie did
seem to love the man who had become his
father these last two years, after having no
father at all for so long. Perhaps he admired, as
she did, a strong man who worked hard to
support his family.
Cheryl turned to the stove, where tomorrow’s
leftovers were cooling—then stumbled and
nearly fell. She grabbed the counter, suddenly
tired to the point of collapse. She dumped the
food into plastic and trailed upstairs.

She paused at the tall mirror opposite
her son’s bedroom. The glass held the
image of a beautiful woman in a red
dress, her lips parted in their habitual
half-smile. Fine cheekbones, tapered
eyebrows, perky nose, delicate chin…
just about perfect. The silky fabric of
the dress clung to her still-youthful
(only 34!) figure. Her dark brown hair,
her pride and joy, draped gently over
one shoulder in a thick wave that
smelled like summer.
He likes this dress, she thought, maybe
I should leave it on.
With Charlie away, Tex would be up
earlier than usual; her nipples grew at
the thought. She spilled her hair onto
her back and resumed her drunken
walk toward the master bedroom.
It seemed to take a very long time to
get there. She finally managed to
collapse onto the king-size bed.
I’ll just lay down for a few minutes.
But she couldn’t even kick off her
shoes. Instead she fell backward, her
head nowhere near the pillow. Staring
at her reflection in the ceiling mirror, a
lovely face half-hidden by a halo of
dark hair, Cheryl waited for sleep to
come. But it never did.
She couldn’t move. She tried and failed to lift
her arm. She tried to say something, anything,
but her voice was paralyzed as well.
The bedroom door whispered open, hissing
across the thick carpet. Charlie’s thin face hove

into view. Cheryl felt a surge of relief.
“Hello, mother. I know you can hear me. Don’t
bother trying to talk—you can’t.”
Cheryl just blinked and stared.
“Wondering what’s going on? Don’t blame
you. I sure would be.”
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Charlie sat beside his mother and carefully
removed the pumps from her feet. “Your coffee
was spiked with a muscle relaxant. I think vets
use it on horses. You won’t be able to move for
quite awhile.”
Cheryl felt herself rolled onto her side. The
zipper on her dress undid itself, all the way to
her waist.
“Next question: Why would I do that?” Charlie
loomed over her like a teenage gargoyle. “You
don’t know me very well, mother, or you’d
have guessed.” He smiled grimly. “Ever since I
was a little… I wanted to be like you.”
He tugged at the sleeves of her dress; limp arms
fell out onto the bed. “More precisely, I wanted
to BE you. That’s why I’m doing this.”
Charlie worked the waistband over her thighs,
then lifted her legs and pulled the dress off.
“I’ve admired you for so long—your face, hair,
figure—so perfectly feminine. I wanted it so
bad I nearly went crazy.” He worked the full
slip down her body, until it joined the red dress
on the bedspread.
Please no, Cheryl thought, as she rolled onto
her side once more. She felt his fingers undo
the clasp of her brassiere. Then she was staring
at the ceiling again, as Charlie lifted the cups
from her chest.
Lovingly, he laid the bra on the bed. “I planned
this for a long time, studying the way you
move, the way you speak, even your sense of
humor.” His voice drifted to a higher pitch.
“I practiced being you so much, I forgot how to
be a boy. It was really hard to hide that.”
His words flew into a feminine lilt, a perfect
replica of her own voice.

“I’m afraid old Tex won’t be riding to the
rescue. He’s been sedated.” A sultry laugh. “It
certainly isn’t the first time my dear husband
fell asleep on the couch. I keep telling him he
watches too much TV, but he never listens.”
Cheryl began to tear up. She blinked furiously.
How could he do this?
Charlie left the bed and wheeled a handcart into
the room. He turned Cheryl over and strapped
the cart to her back, the base snug against her
feet. He hauled the cart—and his mother—
upright and moved her across the room.
Cheryl felt her hair gathered and draped gently
over one shoulder. The cart turned to face the
bed. “There you go, sweetie,” her own voice
whispered in her ear.
Charlie faced her, hands on his hips. “So, what
now? I can talk the talk and I can wear your
clothes, but at the end of the day I’m still not a
woman, am I?” He giggled. “Even Tex would
figure it out sooner or later.”
He lapsed into his own voice: “I have a surprise
for you, mother.” In one smooth motion, he
discarded his baggy sweatshirt.
His waist was much too narrow for a man, even
a young one, and his chest was tightly wrapped
in a bandage. He dropped his loose sweatpants,
revealing a pair of smooth, womanly legs.
Finally, he unwrapped the bandage.
Cheryl gasped—her son had tits! Large breasts
that looked exactly like hers.
Charlie closed his eyes, massaging the thick
mounds on his chest. “Oooh, that feels good.”
He grinned. “Hormone pills, for a whole year.
It’s not all implants.”
He dropped his underwear. Cheryl tried to look

away, but couldn’t. Her son gently tugged at his
genitalia—which abruptly slithered out, fell,
and bounced on the floor.
Cheryl gasped. It’s fake! My son—he’s female!

*

Charlie kicked the rubber dildo aside. “No
substitute for the real thing,” she purred. “Don’t
you agree?”
She sat on the bed and slid her feet into her
mother’s panty hose. “Remember last summer?
When you and Tex went to Europe, you sent
me to summer camp—supposedly.” She stood
up and tucked her panties into place. “Actually,
I was at a clinic in Mexico. Surgery, implants,
cosmetic procedures. Amazing how much you
can change in only a few weeks.”
She picked up the brassiere. Her voice dropped
to a husky whisper. “This is what I’ve been
waiting for—my whole life.” She arched her
back and slid her own breasts into the cups.
Her hips wiggled and Cheryl’s silky slip
shimmered down her slender body.
“Money was no problem. I wasn’t planning on
doing the college thing anyway.” She slipped
easily into her mother’s signature red dress.
“Kind of funny, using the money Dad left me to
turn myself into my own mother.” The zipper
slid smoothly up her back—a perfect fit.
“But at least it didn’t go to waste.” The crimson
pumps also fit perfectly. She stood up.
Cheryl watched the woman pirouette before the
mirror. She had to admit, Charlie was born to
wear that dress. The son who had her eyes, her
friends used to say, now had her body as well.
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Charlie gathered her boy-clothes and left the
room. Heels clicked up and down the hall, the
door to her bedroom banged open and closed.
She returned carrying a long dark wig, a perfect
match for her mother’s style and color. At the
vanity, she deftly swept her skirt underneath as
she sat, just like mother always did.
He was always too pretty for a boy.
Seeing her son’s head atop a female body,
Cheryl remembered playing dress-up herself,
as a little girl, pretending to be a grown-up
woman. Only Charlie wasn’t pretending.
The wig’s thick tresses were well cared-for;
they needed no styling. Charlie gently brushed
the ends, checking for nonexistent tangles, then
swung the mass of hair around, tilted her head
back and gently slipped it on.
“Well? Are we twins yet?” She tossed her head,
watching in the mirror as the brunette mane
danced across her shoulders.
She shivered and plucked at the edge of her
face. “Just one more thing.” A flap of loose
skin peeled away. Cheryl realized that Charlie
had been wearing a thin latex mask, complete
with wispy facial hair and adam’s apple, with
openings for eyes, nose and mouth. Under the
mask lay a smooth complexion, high cheek-
bones, a pert nose and dimpled lips.
The transformation was complete: her son had
her body, her hair—even her face.
Charlie rubbed at the last of the glue. “I’ve
been wearing that mask for a whole year.” She
sighed happily. “It feels so wonderful to be rid
of it, for good.”
On the vanity, she selected exactly the same
cosmetics her mother had used earlier that day.

The same base cream,
the same blush. The
same arch of the
eyebrows, the same
subtle eyeliner, the
same nearly-invisible
eyeshadow. Lovingly,
she transformed the
face in the mirror.
“Months ago… I hid
a spy camera in the
ceiling—linked to my
computer. I watched
you do this. ”
Strokes of thick black
mascara recreated her
mother’s lush lashes.
“One video of you, I
played over and over.
So many times I was
sick of it. I had to get
just the right look.”
She lined her lips,
then chose Cheryl’s
favorite lipstick. She
puckered her mouth.
“I learned to tilt my
head the same way as
you, to lean into the
mirror the same way,
even to use the same
strokes. Our lips have
to be identical.”
Her lips blossomed
into a red flower that
flexed suggestively.
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Charlie smiled and blotted her lips. “After all, a
woman’s mouth is the doorway to her soul.”
Tossing her head, she spritzed herself with her
mother’s perfume. “There. I’m Cheryl now.”
Her hands flew behind her neck, spilling thick
dark hair across her shoulders.
She rose and glided toward her mother. “Dear
me, I almost forgot.” She plucked the gold
earrings from her mother’s ears and hung them
from her own pierced lobes.
“Like looking in a mirror, isn’t it?” A coy half-
smile. “People always said I looked like you.
Now you can see how right they were.”
She primped, pretending Cheryl’s face was a
mirror. “Sure, it’s only a wig. No problem. I’ll
just grow my own hair out. In a year or so I’ll
change my ‘do’ and ditch the wig.”
A syringe appeared in her hand. “It’s only air.”
For an instant she looked sad. Then she bent
over out of sight. Cheryl felt a sting on her leg.
The cart lurched into motion. A sweet voice
whispered in her ear: “Think of it this way—
what mother wouldn’t die for her son?”
The cart wheeled into the walk-in closet, then
turned to face the door. “Watch through the
slats,” Charlie said, pointing.
The door closed, a key slithered in and out of
the lock. “He should be awake by now.”
Wide, girlish eyes appeared between the slats.
“I’ll be a good wife to him.” The lashes dipped.
“Maybe even… better than you.”
The voice grew husky, more inherently female.
“I watched you in bed. Lots of times. I know
how to please him. I can do better.”
The lashes fluttered. “Just watch.”

Cheryl watched the woman in the red dress
sashay over to the bedroom door. Her son…
But there was nothing left of the boy she’d
raised. Charlie’s gone. That’s ME out there.
The woman in the closet was still alive, but
she’d already ceased to exist.
Tex walked in. “Fell asleep on the couch.”
His wife smiled brightly. “You always do.”
He put his arm around her. “Tired of waitin’?”
“I’m sure you’ll make it worth my while.”
They walked toward the bed. Cheryl leaned
into his shoulder. “That idea you had, about
Charlie going to military school? I decided  to
do that. He’ll be gone by the time you get
home from work tomorrow.”
Tex nodded. “Good. That school made a man
out of me.” He flexed his hands. “Maybe it’ll
do the same for him.” He sighed. “Or not. No
offence, but the kid’s pretty wimpy.”
Cheryl giggled. “I guess he should’ve been a
girl. But what can a mother do?”
“You did what you could. You got nothin’ to
feel bad about.”
“Oh, I don’t.” Smiling, she slipped her arm
around his waist. “I don’t feel bad at all.”
Tex grinned. “Sure glad you’re a girl.”
She nuzzled his ear. “Me too.” She slipped into
his arms and they kissed. A moment later, the
red dress slithered to the floor.
Cheryl undressed her man, sliding down his
muscular form to stroke his manhood. Her head
dropped submissively. Her lips parted, her
tongue darted in and out, and she kissed—
Tex lifted his wife to her feet. “You’re too good
for that,” he said hoarsely.

She lay on the bed, watching in the ceiling as
Tex mounted the woman who had been his
stepson, driving himself deep into her virgin
womanhood. Cheryl wrapped her legs around
her husband’s thighs, pulling him deep inside.
The woman in the closet felt the pain as her
heart broke. Passion assualted her ears, both
women gasped in unison. Strong hands stroked
their breasts, caressed their hair, pulled their
mouths onto his. At last, the pain exploded and
she spun into darkness—while on the marriage
bed the new Cheryl proved that she could make
her husband very happy indeed.
Her mother would’ve been proud. 



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /All
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 300
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 300
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName ()
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /Description <<
    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe5b9a521b5efa7684002000500044004600206587686353ef901a8fc7684c976262535370673a548c002000700072006f006f00660065007200208fdb884c9ad88d2891cf62535370300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c676562535f00521b5efa768400200050004400460020658768633002>
    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d7f6e5efa7acb7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065874ef653ef5728684c9762537088686a5f548c002000700072006f006f00660065007200204e0a73725f979ad854c18cea7684521753706548679c300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c4f86958b555f5df25efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef63002>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /FRA <>
    /ITA <>
    /JPN <>
    /KOR <FEFFc7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020b370c2a4d06cd0d10020d504b9b0d1300020bc0f0020ad50c815ae30c5d0c11c0020ace0d488c9c8b85c0020c778c1c4d560002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020c791c131d569b2c8b2e4002e0020c774b807ac8c0020c791c131b41c00200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken voor kwaliteitsafdrukken op desktopprinters en proofers. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 5.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /PTB <>
    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents for quality printing on desktop printers and proofers.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)
  >>
  /Namespace [
    (Adobe)
    (Common)
    (1.0)
  ]
  /OtherNamespaces [
    <<
      /AsReaderSpreads false
      /CropImagesToFrames true
      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue
      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false
      /IncludeGuidesGrids false
      /IncludeNonPrinting false
      /IncludeSlug false
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (InDesign)
        (4.0)
      ]
      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false
      /OmitPlacedEPS false
      /OmitPlacedPDF false
      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy
    >>
    <<
      /AddBleedMarks false
      /AddColorBars false
      /AddCropMarks false
      /AddPageInfo false
      /AddRegMarks false
      /ConvertColors /NoConversion
      /DestinationProfileName ()
      /DestinationProfileSelector /NA
      /Downsample16BitImages true
      /FlattenerPreset <<
        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution
      >>
      /FormElements false
      /GenerateStructure true
      /IncludeBookmarks false
      /IncludeHyperlinks false
      /IncludeInteractive false
      /IncludeLayers false
      /IncludeProfiles true
      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings
      /Namespace [
        (Adobe)
        (CreativeSuite)
        (2.0)
      ]
      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /NA
      /PreserveEditing true
      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UntaggedRGBHandling /LeaveUntagged
      /UseDocumentBleed false
    >>
  ]
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


