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I was out of control. That’s the only way to explain what happened. There I was,
dressed as a woman from the skin out: long wig, little black dress, all the required
lingerie, and a well-worn pair of dress pumps. I even shaved my legs for the first
time and they looked fantastic in black nylons. After painstakingly crafting my
face and painting my fingernails, I got up and wandered around my apartment. In
every mirror, I stopped to check myself out.
I looked good. Really good. I’d been dressing for years, but this was the first time
I could say that I’d done it all. There was nothing left of Jordan, only Jenna
remained. I checked one side of my face, then the other. My makeup was flawless.
In fact, I looked a lot like my mother did at the same age, and everyone said she
was a beautiful woman. Anyone seeing me now would think the same thing.
My stomach lurched. That’s how I knew. I had to go outside.
I went to the door and opened it, without checking. So what if someone was there;
they’d see a well-dressed young woman. But the corridor was empty.
I stepped out, closed the door and paced down to the elevator. I’d done this before,
but never so early in the evening. If someone stepped out of the elevator now…
But no one did. I pressed the button. I almost chickened out, but the car arrived
too soon. I got ready to smile, but there was no need. I stepped inside.
The doors rumbled shut. I’d done this before too, ride up three or four floors and
take the stairs back down. What would it be this time, up or down? I hesitated, but
then it lurched into motion. Down I went. Somebody must have pressed the call
button. I studied Jenna in the mirrored wall, wondering if she was really ready for
prime time. It’s one thing to dress up in private, but to be a woman around other
people? I never did that before.
But Jenna looked good. Nervous, sick, frightened—but totally feminine.
The doors opened. I wasn’t alone. I stepped out, a fake smile pasted on pretty lips.
They were an older couple from my floor; my own neighbors. But they smiled
back and I’m pretty sure the husband checked me out as I passed.
I strolled across the lobby, which—lucky for me—was empty. I stood at the two-
storey glass windows, the sidewalk only a few feet away, and watched the traffic.
People walked by, but no one gave me a second glance. Maybe they thought I was
a woman waiting for her date, or a young wife looking for her husband. Ten
minutes passed like a slow day at the office. Then I picked up a free newspaper
and headed back upstairs. Once in my apartment, I nearly collapsed. All the
energy left my body in one long whoosh.
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God, what a rush! Heart pounding, hands trembling, legs shaking—I could hardly
walk. I poured myself a glass of white wine, sat down and crossed my legs at the
knee. I was getting full value from my deodorant—strong enough for a man, made
for a woman—but I never felt more alive.
That’s when I really lost it. I needed another hit. I had to do it again. But not the
same thing. I needed to stretch my boundaries, do something I’d never done
before. Out of the building this time. Walking around the neighborhood was out of
the question; too many people. But there are other neighborhoods.
Trembling, I packed my handbag with cosmetics and kleenex—as is traditional—
added my wallet and then, hesitating, a key chain that wasn’t mine. Out in the hall,
I locked the door behind me. The elevator delivered me deep into the basement.
I pushed through a heavy door into the parking area. It crashed shut behind me.
Fresh air mingled with car exhaust. The sharp feminine click of my own heels on
cement. I found my little Civic sedan and smiled. Abby liked to tease me about
driving a ‘chick car’. Now that’s exactly what it was.
I felt safe behind the wheel—a bit too safe. Traffic is anonymous. I lost the rush.

On to Plan B. My girlfriend’s place was only
twenty minutes away, I had her keys and she
was out of town. My heart raced. It was
dangerous. A neighbor might see me and tell
Abby about the strange woman entering her
apartment. I made it there in fifteen.
Upstairs to the second floor, my footsteps
echoing down the long hallway. People could
hear that, they knew a woman was passing by,
but not who I was or where I was going. I
unlocked Abby’s door and stepped through,
barely able to breathe. I did it! I was totally a
woman and for the first time I wasn’t stuck in
my own apartment with nothing to do.
I flipped the lights on and set my purse on the
kitchen table, thinking that I was the lady of
the house and I was just getting home from
work or maybe a late date. I was admiring the
artwork on the living room wall when—
“Who the hell are you? What’re you doing
here?” I froze. It was Abby.
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“I’m talking to you, lady!” I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. And
then she was in front of me, a hundred-twenty pounds of angry girlfriend wearing
a dark blue nightshirt. Funny how you notice stuff like that when you’re about to
be swiftly and brutally destroyed.
Her eyes widened. “Jordan?” I turned and fled for the door. “Wait!” she cried.
I stopped with my hand on the knob. “I’m sorry, okay? I’ll go now.”
She took my hand, her touch as soft as her voice. “We have to talk about this.”
I shook my head, annoyed by the sway of my long hair. First time for that.
“You can’t just leave.” She pulled me away from the door. “Let’s try to calm
down, okay? How about this: forget about what you’re wearing, we’ll just pretend
you’re here for a normal visit. We’ll just talk like we always do.”

She sat me in the living room and brought me a glass of water, although I
would’ve preferred something harder. She smiled. “So, how have you been?”
“Uh… fine.” I took a sip and looked at everything in the room but her.
Abby stifled a yawn. “What about your Mom, how’s she doing?”
“She’s fine. She got back from her trip last week.” I put the glass down and tried
to focus. “How about yours? Your trip, I mean.”
“It went pretty well. We finished up early… as you may have noticed.”
“I noticed…” I stood up, feeling off-balance in too-tall, too-narrow heels. I wasn’t
a woman anymore, just a geek in a dress. “I’m sorry. I can’t do this.”
“Okay, so you can’t ignore it. Neither can I, to be honest. So let’s do the opposite.
Pretend you’re a woman, a girlfriend of mine, over for a visit. Okay?”
I hesitated, then sat down. “Jenna,” I said softly, not looking at her.
Abby smiled and patted my nylon-clad knee. “Sorry about popping off like that,
um… Jenna. I didn’t know it was you.” I forgave her in what I hoped was a sweet
voice. “Let me put on the kettle,” she said, heading for the kitchen. “I don’t know
about you, but I could sure use a cuppa.”
So I sat down to tea with my surprisingly calm girlfriend, and tried to act like I
was born to wear a dress. She asked about the guy I was seeing, so I described a
male version of her—which wasn’t all that hard because she’s a major tomboy,
into sports and all that stuff. Without prompting, she gave me the lowdown on her
love interest: a very nice man who respected her and who was pretty good in bed.
An intelligent man who knew what he wanted out of life. A man, she said lightly,
who was really in touch with his feminine side.
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I didn’t want to smile, but I did. Then we laughed, and laughter led to tears, and
once that got going I couldn’t stop. I ended up in her arms, apologizing over and
over to the back of her neck and her ponytail. She got tired of that after awhile and
pulled away. “Give it a rest, okay? You’re a girl, I get it.”
I was a girl, so why fight it? I leaned back, spilled wavy brown tresses onto my
chest, crossed my legs at the knee and sighed. “What happens now?”
She pointed at my handbag. “Got any makeup in that thing? Yeah? Okay, you
need to fix your face. Use the bathroom.”
When I was done, Abby led me to the front door. “Sorry, sweetie, I gotta call it a
night. I’m wiped.” I nodded glumly. “Don’t feel bad,” she said gently. “I’m not
mad or anything. Tell you what. I have to see Jordan tomorrow, but maybe you
and I can do something next weekend.”

“You and I?” I stood there feeling foolish.
“Yes, you and me. You Jenna, me Tarzan. I’ll call you, okay?”
I wondered how long Abby was planning to treat me like two different people.
Maybe that was her way of dealing with the shock of finding her boyfriend
dressed as a woman, but it sure as hell worked for me too.
I went home and woke Jordan up. “Your turn,” I told him as I took his place in the
closet. “Buy her some flowers, okay?” Without me around, my brainless brother
would never have known what a treasure he had in that girl.

*

I woke up feeling sick to my stomach. I couldn’t believe what I’d done. I couldn’t
believe what happened—Abby knew. Life as I knew it was over.
Yet, when I saw her that afternoon, Abby never said a word about Jenna. I even
managed to forget about it myself for whole minutes at a time. It was only when
we parted that she whispered in my ear, “Give Jenna my best.”
I said I would, but I never did. I didn’t want anything to do with my alter ego, or
my sister, or whoever the hell she was. I even came close to purging everything
she owned. The only thing that stopped me was knowing that she’d just go out and
buy a whole new wardrobe—and I’d wind up paying for it.
Abby called that evening and asked to speak to Jenna. I told her she wasn’t in, but
the calls kept coming, every three or four days. I could hear the annoyance in her
voice each time I turned her away, but never once did she bring up the issue in
person. Three weeks passed.
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Abby and I work for the same company; that’s how we met. She’s a group leader
in tech support, while I sling code for a living. Sometimes we have lunch together.
That’s what we were doing when the word came down—in the form of a flyer on
the lunch table—that the next casual Friday would be ‘Freaky Friday’, where
everyone had to dress up as a member of the opposite sex.
I was horrified, but Abby just smiled. “Don’t worry, it’ll be fun. Jenna will be the
prettiest girl in the office. Think of all the attention she’ll get.”
I pointed out the obvious fact that Jenna would be the only girl in the office who’d
look like a real woman, and wouldn’t that be a bit of a giveaway?
Abby shook her head and pointed at the flyer. “You worry too much. See that?
‘Participation is mandatory.’ So suck it up and put on a dress.”
I figured I’d dress ‘down’ for the occasion: hairy legs, ill-fitting clothes and bad
makeup. Then I’d fit in with the rest of the guys. But the night before the event I
found myself in the shower shaving every bit of body hair I could find. I knew it
was a mistake, but I couldn’t help myself. I picked out a sleeveless dress that I’d

bought months before, but had never worn. It
might be nice to finally put it to good use.
Friday morning. I shaved twice and sat down to
put my worst face forward. I tried to remember
how a rookie cross-dresser would do it: too much
eye shadow, sloppy contouring, mismatched eye-
liner, too much mascara, and lipstick that strayed
outside the lines. I did my best not to do my best,
but in the end it was still Jenna’s lovely face in
the mirror and she was all woman. Damn.
At reception, the secretary gave me a name tag
with ‘Jenna’ written in big pink letters. I stuck it
over my left breast, wondering how she knew.
As it turned out, everyone else was going by their
real names; I was the only ‘woman’ in the office
with a female label. So that’s what they called
me. I was Jenna at the morning project meeting,
Jenna at lunch, over coffee, and at the end-of-day
social. Everyone assured me that I was a huge
improvement on the guy I was replacing.

“Hi, Jenna. You look great!” Abby, in sweatshirt and jeans, looked much as she
usually did. The only change was her long blonde hair slicked down and tied back.
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I pointed at my name tag. “Was this your idea?”
She grinned. “Yup. The theme too. You weren’t answering my calls.”
“Thanks to you,” I hissed, “everyone’s treating me like a real woman.”
“That’s the idea, silly. Isn’t that what you wanted?”
I didn’t get a chance to argue. The veep for product development, who also
happened to be my boss, announced that Jenna had won the prize for ‘best cross-
dressed.’ He handed me a gift certificate for $700 from La Senza and playfully
welcomed me to the company.
“I think it went well,” he told me afterward. “You’ll fit in just fine around here,
Jenna. Let me know when your legal status changes.”
All I could do was nod. Then I tracked down Abby. “These people seem to think
I’m a transsexual. What did you tell them?” I kept my voice low.
“What do you think? The funny thing is, no one was surprised.”
“But why? What am I supposed to do now?”
“Isn’t it obvious? Everyone thinks Jenna works here now. So maybe she should.”

*

In spite of what my co-workers may
have thought, I returned to work as my
normal self and did my best to forget
what happened. Anyone who asked
was told that the whole thing was just
a gag. I doubt anyone believed me,
though; as a woman, I was way too
convincing. But they stopped asking.
I found it hard to stay mad at Abby.
She let me cool off for awhile, then
swooped in and reminded me of the
benefits of having a girlfriend. Life
returned to normal—at least until the
package arrived at my door. It was
from Abby, addressed not to me but
Jenna. I thought she might have given
up on all that, but apparently not.
I opened the box. It was a wig.
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God, it was spectacular! It was the same length as my old wig, but a lighter shade
of brown, and came mounted on a lifelike manikin head. It was straight, with a bit
of curl at the ends, just the way I liked it. Abby must have styled it herself.
Silky strands flowed between my fingers. My breath quickened. The rush was
back. I couldn’t wait to get inside that mass of hair, to let it transform my head, to
feel its delicate weight riding my shoulders… to be a woman again.
Jenna was out of the closet in record time. In ten minutes I was washed, shaved
and made-up. My legs were good to go, so I slipped into beige pantyhose, control-
top panties a tight half-slip, both black, and a white long-line brassiere. I secured
my own hair under a nylon wig cap, then gently separated the wig from its head.
Real human hair, I noticed; very expensive. It smelled like hair spray.
I ducked my head inside. The little comb at the front slipped under the band-aid at
the peak of my hairline. A larger comb at the back burrowed into my own matted
hair. I straightened up as long, thick hair rained down around my head. I pawed it
away from my face, shook my head and filtered the ends with my fingers.
It’s an incredible feeling, to be magically transformed in an instant—not just into
a woman, but into a thing of beauty. Jenna had never looked so real, so perfect, so
alive. This was going to be a special night.
I slipped into a white blouse with pleats down the
front and zipped my hips into a black pencil skirt,
followed by a matching belt and open-toe pumps
with narrow heels. The sexy career woman look.
Maybe Jenna should take over at work after all.
I added a simple gold chain and sensible earrings,
then packed my purse and headed for the door.
Abby was waiting.
“Well, well… going somewhere?” She stopped me
from fleeing back inside. “I knew you wouldn’t be
able to resist my little gift.”
“Please let go,” I said stiffly.
“Not a chance, girlfriend. You’re dressed for a
night out and that’s what you’re gonna get.”
I thought about it. A night out. Wasn’t that exactly
what I wanted? I took a deep breath.
“Good. You got that gift certificate?” I went back
for it. Abby grinned. “Next stop: La Senza.”
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Early evening and the malls were still
buzzing. When we reached the store I
stopped dead; I’d never seen so much
lingerie in one place in my life. Abby
had to push me inside.
“But—I’ve never done this before.”
“Uh-huh. So where’d you get all the
nice clothes you’re wearing?”
“All this stuff is online,” I whispered.
“Let’s go shop there, okay?”
“Not okay. C’mon, Jenna. If you’re
gonna be a girl, you gotta do this.”
“Who said I want to be a girl?”
“You did, when you showed up at my
place in a dress. Now get in there!”
Fortunately, it wasn’t as crowded inside the store as outside, but to a man the
shoppers were all attractive young women, probably nine-to-fives on their way
home. Ironically, in my white blouse and pencil skirt, I fit right in and it was Abby
in her baggy sweats who looked out of place. Maybe that’s why the salesgirl
targeted me the moment we walked in.
“Hello, ladies. May I help?” She looked down her nose at Abby.
“My friend here has a gift certificate burning a hole in her purse.”
“Of course. What were you looking for? Lingerie? Sleepwear?” She was focused
on me now. “Underwear? We’re famous for our brassieres and panties.”
Honestly, I had no idea what to say. Luckily, Abby did. “Oh, brassieres for sure,
right Jenna? She recently lost weight and gained a cup size.”
The salesgirl smiled. “Then this is her lucky day. Our annual ‘bra-vellous’ sale is
on now. Right this way.”
I shot Abby a dark look. Then I was sucked deep into a world of feminine under-
garments, a place where no man ever dared to go. I was surrounded by satin, lost
in lace, nestled in nylon. I had to remind myself that, outwardly at least, I was no
longer a man—that I belonged here. But it was hard. I’d gotten used to the heels,
the clutch of the skirt around my knees, the hair that fell about my shoulders.
But one glance in a mirror and it all came flooding back. I was a woman.
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The salesgirl measured my
bust and informed me that
I was a 38C. “You might
like our Beyond Cleavage
line,” she said brightly.
Underwire cups, scalloped
detailing and integrated
gel padding for extreme
cleavage enhancement.

“Uh… very nice,” I muttered, feeling embarrassed. It was a push-up bra.
“You’ve got the figure for it,” the girl said encouragingly.
“Deep plunge shape,” Abby read over my shoulder. “Sounds good, huh? And get
this: it dares to go beyond sexy! She’ll definitely take that one.”
“Okay… But not in red. I’ll take the blue one.”
“Royal blue, at your service,” the girl said, handing me the package.
That was only the beginning. For over an hour I was led about the store and forced
to choose amongst a dizzying array of brassieres, panties, stockings, sleepshirts,
babydolls, slips and even shapewear. I dug in my heels when and where I could,
but still came away with at least one of everything and usually two or three. We
burned through the whole gift certificate in record time. I used that as an excuse to
stop, even though Abby wanted to keep going.
We staggered back to her car weighed down with bags. “It’s too much,” I said as
we filled the trunk. “You should’ve let me buy you something.”
“I don’t need this fancy stuff,” she said. “You’re the clothes horse, not me.”
Instead of getting in, Abby locked the car and took my arm. “C’mon,” she said, “I
know a place.” It was a lounge called the Ripe Tomato; crowded at this hour, but
thankfully dark. A jazz band played quietly in the back.
We found a table for two and ordered. “The name’s a bit racy, isn’t it?”
Abby shrugged. “It means a woman who’s ready to be married—or seduced.”
“That’s what I mean. If this is a pick-up joint, we could get hit on.”
She grinned. “Is that what you want?”
“God, no! That better not be why we’re here.” The waitress brought our cocktails
and inspected me from top to bottom while I fumbled in my purse. She took the
money, winked at me and left.
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“Take a look around,” Abby said. “You see any guys here?”
I shook the hair out of my eyes and looked. There weren’t many, I had to admit.
“Guess what: they aren’t guys.”
“You mean they’re girls? But—” My jaw dropped. “This is a lesbian bar?”
Abby leaned closer. “Keep your voice down, okay? I brought you here because
we’re a couple of women out on our own—and that’s normal here.”
I forced a smile. “Normal. Right. It’s just another day. Totally normal.” I sighed
and tucked a loose tress behind my ear.
“It looks nice, you know. Your hair.” She paused. “Do you like it?” I admitted that
I did. “I’m glad,” Abby sighed. “It really is you. It frames your face perfectly.”
“When I put it on,” I said slowly, “I couldn’t believe it was me… in there.”
“Yeah, you’re a whole different person. The makeup helps too. You’re better at it
than most women.” She grinned. “I guess you’ve had a lot of practice.”
I felt myself blush. “When I was little, I used to sit at my Mom’s vanity and
pretend to do what I saw her do. She thought it was cute. Later on, when she left
me alone in the house, I started using the makeup for real.”
“Is that how it started? You watched your Mom put on her face and get dressed up,
and you wanted to do it too? Maybe you wanted to be more like her.”
“Actually, I think she wanted me to be more like her.” I lowered my voice. “I
never told anyone this, but… She used to dress me as a girl on Halloween.”
“Really? What, like a cute little witch with long hair and a black dress?”
“Yeah, a couple of times. I was a nurse once, a ballerina… Celebrities, like
Princess Di and Madonna. The last time we did it, I was ten years old and she
dressed me up as her. She got a wig that looked exactly like her hair, we wore
matching dresses and shoes, and I wore a little tag with her name on it.”
“You went trick-or-treating like that?”
“Oh, yeah. She told the neighbors I was her daughter—but they knew. Kids in the
neighborhood never let me forget it. They were still calling me ‘Jennifer’ in high
school. That’s Mom’s name.”
“That’s messed up,” Abby said. “But look at you now. You’re beautiful.”
I shook my head. “I guess Mom would be proud of me, huh?”
She touched my hand. “She really would. You were meant to be a woman.”
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I didn’t see Abby for awhile. The novelty of the new wig wore off, the lingerie
stayed in the bags and Jenna spent most of her time in the closet, although some
people at work kept using the name when they thought I wasn’t around.
Then, one rainy Sunday afternoon, Abby arrived with another package for Jenna.
She made me open it. It was a makeup kit. I was embarrassed, but Jenna was
enthralled. From deep in the closet, I could sense her interest.
“Go on, try it out,” Abby said with a sly smile. “I’ll wait.”
I stared at her. I’d never changed in front of anyone before. But she already knew,
so why not? I opened the box. Abby must have assembled it herself, because
every item was from a different product line. Sheer Cover Mineral Makeup.
LashBlast ‘volume blasting’ mascara. Mineral Veil finishing powder. ColorStay
Ultimate liquid lipstick. Line Stiletto Ultimate Precision liquid eyeliner. Ultimate
Dry blush. Quick Eyes cream eyeshadow. Smoothwear lipliner.
High-end stuff. It sure blew my old department store kit out of the water.
I swallowed hard, my lips trembling. They wanted it. My eyes wanted it. My face
craved it. Jenna needed it. I shaved twice and put on a wig cap, then—still in the
bathroom—donned sheer pantyhose, a half-girdle and a strapless brassiere, all in
black. I was thinking evening wear, so I slithered into a full-length black slip.
Abby had set a kitchen chair next to my dresser, which doubled as my makeshift
vanity. “Nice to see you again, Jenna. Hope you don’t mind if I watch.”
“Not at all,” I said, already feeling more confident. “You might learn something.”
Abby had the wig and the makeup laid out for me. I sat down.
“What comes first?” she asked. “Girl face or girl hair?”
I studied the blank canvas in the mirror. “Depends. If it’s not much more than a
touch-up, then the hair. Otherwise, makeup always comes first.”
“Go for it.” She propped her chin on the dresser. “I’m all eyes and ears.”
First up: Sheer Cover Mineral Makeup: “The ultimate cover,” I read, “a sheer
powder foundation that can conceal any blemish. Perfect.” It came in four shades:
light, medium, tan and dark, which could be blended to match any skin tone. Light
was for pale skin, suitable for Northern European women. That was me.
I dipped the concealer brush into the powder, tapped on the end and brushed the
medium shade across my cheeks, “to make them stand out a bit.” Then I switched
to the light shade. In circular motions, from the top down, I covered my forehead
and nose, around my eyes, cheeks and chin, and all the way down my neck.
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“Quite a difference already,” Abby remarked. “You don’t look like a guy.”
Too busy admiring my complexion, I ignored her. The package suggested using
Sheer Cover on my décolleté as well, so I spread it into my cleavage.
“An oil-free concealer, made of highly concentrated pure mineral pigments,”
Abby read out loud. “All-natural, infused with soothing botanicals and anti-
oxidant green tea. Nice, huh? And it has enough staying power to last all day.”
I moved on to the Ultimate Dry Blush, from Cinema Secrets. “Sounds a lot like
the other stuff,” I muttered, “a rich combination of mineral-based color pigments.”
The brush felt like velvet against my skin, as I lit up my cheekbones in coral and
carefully blended around the edges.
“Smooth as satin and guaranteed to last all day,” Abby observed.
I wondered what Jordan would think of all this ‘all-day coverage’ tomorrow, but
at that moment I didn’t really care. If it came to that, Jenna could always take my
place at work. My co-workers seemed to expect it, so what the hell.
The finishing powder, Mineral Veil, gave my skin a soft-focus finish and the air-
brushed look of a fashion magazine. Abby read: “This powder will ‘morph your
appearance,’ whatever that means. It gives you the look of perfect bare skin.”
“Really?” I tilted my head. “Is it me or is it Maybelline?”
She studied me through slitted eyes. “If I’m seeing you for the first time, I’m
thinking you’re a woman with perfect skin and prominent cheekbones.”
“You’re too kind.” Next up was Maybelline’s Line Stiletto Ultimate Precision
Liquid Eyeliner. The felt-tip applicator drew precise black lines beneath my eyes,
and I switched to the wide side for thicker lines above my lashes. “The secret,” I
said, “is to flicker the ends. It makes your eyes look wider.”
“Yet another all-day makeup,” Abby said, scanning the package.
Clinique’s Quick Eyes Cream Shadow was a silicone-based cream. “It evaporates
in seconds,” I read, “leaving a veil of colored powder. Better get it right the first
time.” I dotted my eyelids with a muted silvery violet, then built up the color and
blended the cream up into my eyebrows and toward the outside edge of each eye.
“True color that won’t come off for at least ten hours,” Abby said.
I put down the applicator. “Why do you keep saying that? So it’ll be a whole day
before I can be Jordan again—so what?”
Abby held up her hand. “No reason. Just making conversation.”
“Uh-huh.” I reached for the manikin. “I think it’s wig time, don’t you?”
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I pasted the usual band-aid onto my hairline, lifted the wig behind my head and
leaned back into it. The combs slid into place, front and back, the elastic bit down
around the sides and brunette tresses swirled into place around my face.
“I knew it was coming,” Abby said, sounding impressed, “but it’s still cool to see
you turn into a real woman—just like that.” She snapped her fingers.
I smiled and picked up the mascara: CoverGirl’s LashBlast. “A blast of lush,
volumized lashes,” I read from the package. “That sounds… interesting.”
“Hang on a sec.” Ally grabbed a brush and began tidying my hair.
No one had ever done that for me before. It felt nice. “It’s got a patented volume-
boosting formula,” I said, thinking more about my hair. To me, long hair means
that I’m female, with all that entails—including the ‘ultimate big-lash look’.
I leaned toward the mirror and slid the brush through my eyelashes, first the top,
then the bottom, maxing out each and every lash. I popped it into the tube and did
the same for the other eye, all the while very aware of what Abby was doing to my
hair; the brush forcing it to flow smoothly from crown to tips, piling soft waves
gently atop my shoulders. I’d never had such volume and fullness before, in either
my lashes or my hair.
“So tell me about this guy you’re seeing,” Abby said, still brushing.
“I—what?” I recapped the mascara, blinking slowly with heavy lashes.
“Your boyfriend. Adam, wasn’t it? That’s what you told me.”
“Adam, huh?” I tried to catch her eye in the mirror, but she kept busy.
“It’s been a year or so, hasn’t it? Since you got together. What’s he like?”
“Yes, just over a year.” I picked up the lipliner pencil and began shaping my lips.
“He’s a really good guy—but sometimes I could just kill him, you know? He
always has to be ‘right’ about everything. That drives me crazy.”
“I know what you mean. Jordan’s the same way. Men, huh?” She lifted my hair
and sprayed the underside, then fluffed it out for more volume.

“Men,” I agreed. The pencil was ruby-red and soft
against my skin. I filled in the upturns in my upper lip,
emphasizing my Cupid’s bow, and plumped my lower
lip by coloring outside the lines. Then, the final step:
ColorStay Ultimate Liquid Lipstick, from Revlon.
“So what’s he like between the sheets?” Abby said,

lightly over-brushing my hair for fullness. “Deal—or no deal?”



14
“No deal,” I said firmly. “I do all the work. He just lies there.”
Her brushing faltered. “Ouch. I’d hate to be him.”
My head jerked to the side. “Careful! I nearly had a serious lipstick accident.”
“Sorry. It’s just… I mean, do you really think about guys ‘that’ way?”
“Are you asking me if I’m gay?” I puckered up and stroked Stellar Sunrise from
one side of my mouth to the other, rolled my lips and did it once more.

Abby stopped brushing. “No. I’m
asking you if you’re straight.”
I blotted my lips and stared into
the mirror. My lips parted and I
touched my throat in disbelief.
I was a beautiful woman.
“I am straight,” I said softly, “and
so is Jordan. He likes girls—”
“—and you don’t.”
I swung around to face her. “I’m
sorry, Abby. I am a girl, aren’t I?”
I gazed up at her and shook out
my hair. “And girls are supposed
to like boys, aren’t they?”

For a moment Abby looked like she might
cry. Then she forced herself to smile. “Yes,
you’re a girl. Adam’s a lucky guy.”
“I’d love to meet him sometime.”
“You will. Got your outfit picked out?”
“Something sexy, I think.” I chose a black
sheath with a low-cut neckline and a knee-
length hem that limited my stride, zipped up
the back and added a long-sleeve top with
sparkling beads. My favorite pair of strappy
heels completed the outfit.
I added jewelry and perfume, and packed a
handbag with makeup and money.
“So, where are we going?” I asked.
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Abby looked amused. “What makes you think we’re going somewhere?”
“You didn’t turn me into a diva so we could stay here.”
She laughed. “It’s Sunday night, you know. Not a lot open.”
I pirouetted before the mirror, checking my look from the back. “I’m starved.
How about dinner? Someplace fancy. You drive, I’ll buy.” Truth is, I felt queasy. I
needed to do something I’d never done before, as a woman.
Abby borrowed a dress and we hit the Parrot House, which was expensive enough
that we could get reservations on short notice, but not trendy enough to be booked
solid. I drank a carafe of red wine and paid for dinner with my ‘husband’s’ credit
card, which was an exciting transgression in itself.
Afterward, we went back to Abby’s place, strolled around the neighborhood and
window-shopped, and then tried some girl-on-girl action on her couch. But
something had changed. Abby watched while I used my compact to check my
makeup. “Didn’t smudge at all,” I said of my lipstick. “It really is long-wearing.”
“I guess there’s some truth in advertising,” she said sadly.
She dropped me off in front of my building. As I walked through the lobby and
shared the elevator with a young man who openly checked me out, it struck me
just how far I’d come in a few short weeks. I knew I could pass as a woman and
even excel at it. And I wasn’t hiding anymore.

*

On Monday Jenna got cold feet, so I called in sick. I spent my time waiting for the
makeup to wear off. With makeup on the dresser, lingerie in the drawers, wigs
atop the bookcase, dresses hanging in the closet and La Senza bags everywhere, I
realized that Jenna was taking over my life. But not everything.
The next day Abby leaned over my shoulder and whispered, “Where’s Jenna?”
I shrugged. “She doesn’t work here. I do.”
“What happened? I thought she’d come in yesterday.”
I lowered my voice. “If she did, there’d be no going back. You know that.” I took
her hand. “There are some things I’m not willing to give up.”
She looked shocked. “You mean me? Oh, Jordan, no…”
“What you and I have is special. You and Jenna are just friends.”
She shook her head. “But—you need her. We both know that.”
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“It’s okay. She’ll visit from time to time.”
“It’s not enough. It just isn’t.” Abby backed out of my cubical, looked back once
and fled. I went back to work. She’d get over it.
A few days later, a knock and another package arrived at my door. No postmark,
so she must have delivered it herself, but she didn’t stick around. At first, I didn’t
know what it was. It seemed to be a full-body stocking of some sort, but it came
with a full headpiece attached. The hair was long and blonde, the head was
imprinted with a female face, and the chest had full breasts. I’d read about
bodysuits online but I never expected to see one.
Of course, I had to try it on. I stripped down and shook out the suit. The only way
in was a slit down the spine, from the base of the neck to the buttocks. I sat down,
stuck my legs inside and pulled until my feet popped into place. Then I stood up,
worked the suit over my hips and inserted my junk into a pouch in the crotch. My
arms slipped easily into the sleeves and my hands into gloves that came equipped
with mid-length fingernails. With my shoulders inside, the suit’s chest merged
with mine and began to firm up. My legs were tingling, followed by my arms and

then my whole torso lit up. My waist felt smaller
and what sat between my legs looked awfully
female. The seam pulled closed at the waist.
Only the headpiece was left. It dangled down the
front like a blonde scarf. I cleared the opening
and forced my head inside. Eventually, it popped
into place. The seam closed like a zipper up my
back. My head began to tingle.
That’s when it got scary. The bodysuit tightened
all over, to the point of being painful. I felt dizzy.
I collapsed on the bed. Agony flooded my mind.
My body felt like a piece of clay being squeezed
into a shape it wasn’t meant to have. I gasped,
rolled over—and passed out.
The room was dark when I awoke; the sun had
set. I sat up and ran my hands over a female body.
Long hair that tugged on my scalp, real breasts
that I could feel, and what appeared to be a fully
functional vagina. I was impressed. I had no idea
the technology had come so far.
I owed Abby a debt I could never repay.
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I turned on the light and found a mirror. And there she was—Abby.
I don’t remember what happened next. Maybe I screamed, maybe I fainted. The
next thing I knew I was putting on a push-up bra from La Senza and thinking that
Abby really should have gotten one, because it fit her perfectly and looked great.
For some reason, she thought that a copy of her own body would be the perfect
gift for me. How thoughtful. What the hell was she thinking?
I finished getting dressed. Out of habit, I fixed my hair and wore makeup. I put on
the same dress Abby had worn the night we went to the Parrot House. I got my
purse and headed for the door. Sometimes a phone call just won’t do.
Driving was an adventure. The gas pedal felt different and masses of blonde hair
kept cutting off my peripheral vision. I used my key to get into her building, but I
didn’t want to just barge into her apartment, so I knocked—loudly.

“Hi, Abby.” That was what he said,
the stranger who opened the door.
“Who the hell are you?”
“I’m Adam. C’mon in.”
I stormed inside. “I have to see Abby.
Where is she?” Christ, I even sounded
like her.
“Right there,” he said, pointing at me.
“Very funny.” I checked her bedroom
and every other room. Adam waited
in the living room. “Where is she?”
“I already told you—you’re Abby.”
I sat next to him on the couch. He was
a little taller than me; I had to look up.
“All right, what’s going on?”
“I’m sorry to tell you this, but… Abby is whoever’s wearing that bodysuit.”
“But I’ve known her for over a year. I wasn’t wearing the suit then… was I?”
He smiled. “No. This isn’t a time travel paradox. It was me.”
“You.” The wheels in my head turned slowly. “So… you’re my girlfriend?”
He laughed. “If anything, it’s the other way around now. But yes, I am the person
you once knew as Abby. It’s me.” He tried to put his arm around me, but I sprang
to my feet.
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“Let me get this straight. The woman I was dating is actually a guy?”
“Yes and no,” he said calmly. “I was a woman when I wearing the suit, just like
you are now. I figured you of all people would understand.”
I found a mirror. It was Abby all right, down to the smallest detail. Her eyes, her
lips, the way her hair curled atop her shoulders. It was her and I was inside her. It
was thrilling and sickening at the same time, like she and I had been having some
sort of weird sex and I’d been sucked right into her body. I sat down hard.
“Help me out here, Adam. Why am I Abby?”
“Simple. Jordan needed to be a woman. I could make it happen, so I did.”
“You mean, you gave up being Abby for me? That’s… just weird.”
He patted my hand. “It’s done. You might as well enjoy it.”
“I can’t let you do that. I’m taking this thing off.” I groped at the back of my neck.
“Can’t find the seam,” I grunted, “but it must—”
“It’s there, but I’m not telling you how to find it.”
My arms fell. “But—I’m not supposed to be in this body. You are.”
His arm settled on my shoulders. “You deserve this—Abby. You were born to be a
woman. Your mother knew that. She dressed you up as a girl; she showed you
how to be a girl. She turned you into a small version of herself. It doesn’t get any
clearer than that.” He pulled me closer. “Besides, there’s more than one way for a
guy to get inside that body.”
He kissed me. I tried to pull free but his arms circled my back like steel cables. My
chest rose and fell with his. A moment later I forgot why I was struggling. My
arms slipped around his waist. His hand crept into my hair, cupped the back of my
head and pressed. Our lips moved in unison. That lasted until I ran out of air.
He kissed the top of my head. “It’s okay,” he said softly. “You’re a woman now.
You can’t help yourself. It’s the estrogen.”
I nuzzled his neck. “I’m female,” I whispered, mostly to myself. My chest tingled
as he stroked my hair. My stomach lurched. The rush was back. I found myself
thinking about something I’d never done before—as a woman.
We kissed all the way into the bedroom, which was now my bedroom. We stopped
to take his clothes off, then he unzipped me and smiled as I hung up my dress and
placed my shoes neatly in the closet.
“I can’t believe how sexy you are,” Adam said. He sounded genuinely impressed.
“Was I ever like that? As Abby, I mean.”
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“Yes and no,” I said coyly, patting my hair.
“I’m better with makeup, remember?”
He drew me down next to him on the bed.
“I remember,” he said, leaning in for a
quick kiss. “So no more talk about who’s
supposed to be the woman, okay?”
I smiled as he kissed my throat. “Okay,” I
sighed, as thick blonde tresses swept
across my back. “I’m the woman.”
We fell backwards together. “Hang on a
sec,” I whispered. “I’m not undressed.”
“Your slip won’t get in the way,” he said.
“At least my panties.” I lifted my hips and
tugged. Adam helped and they were gone.
A moment later he was on top of me,
pinning me down, kissing me savagely. “Don’t we—need, um—protection?” I
managed to blurt when my mouth was free.
“Nope.” He ran his hands through my hair, both sides at once. “Can’t get pregnant
in a bodysuit.” His tongue explored my mouth.
My hands wandered over back. “How about—ulp—lubri—”
“Nope again.” He kissed my forehead. “Bodysuit takes care of that.”
“That’s some—bodysuit,” I gasped with my busy mouth.
“That’s nothing,” he said breathlessly. “You ready?”
“Hang on.” I wiggled down a bit and felt for his crotch. It was like reaching into a
meat locker, only warmer. “Wow, you’re ready to go,” I grunted, just before his
mouth landed on mine. I worked on him anyway, while our tongues wrestled and
my hair turned into a tangle of tresses. Part of me wanted to stop and brush it out,
but the rest of me wanted this to last forever.
But nothing does. A moment later I was impaled, pierced and skewered as only a
woman can be. Instinctively, I swivelled my hips to take him all the way in and
then wrapped my legs around his thighs. We moved together, slowly.
Adam grinned down at me, breathing hard. “Man, it’s like looking in a mirror.”
I caressed his arms. “What’s it like,” I sighed, “making love with yourself?”
“The ultimate in masturbation,” he said, and we lost our rhythm laughing.
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He tidied my hair on the pillow and I loved him for that. I pulled him deeper
inside me and we picked up the pace. A kind of heat grew between my legs, a
womanly glow—something I’d never felt before. The rush was back in spades.
“Adam,” I said, when our lips broke for air, amongst a shower of small kisses.
“You’re more—of a man—than I ever was.” I took a deep breath. “Why did you—
want to be—a woman?”
“Ask me later,” he wheezed. “Right now, I’m kicking myself—for waiting so
long—to make you my girlfriend.”
I hugged him close. “I’m glad—I’m your girl,” I said, squeezing my legs as hard
as I could. That’s when he lost it. I felt him stop moving, followed by a surge of
warmth. It was done. My girlfriend had turned me into a woman.

*

In the morning, as we lay in bed, Adam told me how he’d inherited his parents’
fortune as a young man and spent much of it to acquire the bodysuit. It was based
on top secret technology used by the government for covert operations and was
illegal for civilians to own. He had enough left over to buy the apartment and not
much more, which is why Abby had to work.
“Even with all that money, I was just a confused kid, like you,” he said. “Low self-
esteem, no confidence. I thought everything would be better if I was a woman.”
“Wouldn’t it?” I lay propped against him, my hair sprawled over his shoulder, his
arm snug beneath my breasts. I felt warm and safe.
He chuckled. “You’d think so, but no. Even with a great body, I didn’t think much
of myself. It took a few years of therapy to fix that.”
I sat up. “Let me get this straight. You became a woman because you didn’t like
yourself. Now things are better, so you can be a man again. But I like being a
woman. Are you saying there’s something wrong with me?”
He swung himself out of bed. “I didn’t mean it like that.”
I got up too. “For the record, sir, I like myself just fine. More than just fine. I’m a
smokin’ hot babe and I intend to make the best of it—you just watch!”
We ended up living together. Adam owned the place, but Abby lived there and I
was Abby so it seemed natural I should stay. When we made love I took pride in
being able to satisfy him so well, in spite of not having been born to the body.
I loved the way I looked, I loved making myself beautiful every morning. I was in
love with being a woman.
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There wasn’t enough room for Jordan’s things, so I kept my old rental for the time
being, although I brought over Jenna’s clothing. Adam showed me how to take off
the bodysuit, so I could work on winding down Jordan’s life.
I quit my job and went to work as Abby. The people in tech support were shocked
at the change. Abby had always dressed casually, but now I wore skirt suits, panty
hose and heels. I wore my hair down and had my ears pierced; I wore jewelry and
perfume. Some people thought I must have been replaced by my evil twin sister;
others figured I had fallen and hit my head. Whatever. I was happy.
I took weekly appointments at a nearby beauty salon. I took spa treatments. I got
makeovers and had my hair done. I frequented the finest ladies wear stores in
town. I went back to La Senza and bought another $700 worth of lingerie. And I
bought a lot of shoes. I never understood the appeal before, but I get it now and
that made me that much more of a woman.
One afternoon, Adam arrived home unexpectedly to find me in the living room
wearing a wedding gown. “Oh, dear,” I said lazily, revelling in the feel of tight
satin. “I thought you were at the game with your friends.”
“Rained out,” he said
gruffly. “What is this?”
“It’s my wedding dress.
I know, I know—but I
couldn’t help myself. It
was 30 percent off.”
“Okay… Why do you
need a wedding dress?”
“You weren’t supposed
to see it, you know. But
once I had it on, I just
had to see how it would
look with my hair done,
full makeup, the works.
How do I look?”
“Sexy as hell. But what
makes you think we’re
getting married?”
“A girl can dream, can’t
she? I know you haven’t proposed yet. Don’t worry, I promise to look surprised.”
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The end came as suddenly as it began. I’d removed the bodysuit to run errands as
Jordan, and when I got back I found Abby in the apartment. She was wearing her
old sweats and a ponytail, and was packing clothing into plastic bags.
She glared at me. “I’m taking her back.” She kept right on packing.
I was aghast. “You want to be Abby again? What about me?”
“You’re you again. Deal with it.” She tied off the last bag and faced me.
“But why? And why are you packing my stuff?”
“Because, Jordan, you’re leaving. As for why…” She shrugged. “I guess, in the
last few weeks, I got to know the real you. I always thought you were a nice,
sensitive guy. But as Abby you were totally vain and self-absorbed. It was awful. I
couldn’t stand what you were doing to her, so I took her back. I’m sorry.”

“But—I love you. You can’t do this.”
“You love Abby, not me. You loved Abby even when you were her.”
I shook my head. “That’s not true.”
“It is true. Think about it.” She pressed the bags into my hands. “This is all of
Jenna’s stuff. I’m keeping the clothes you bought as Abby. I may never wear them
again but I paid for the damn things.” She marched me to the front door.
“Please, give me another chance.” Maybe it was the leftover hormones in my
system, but for the first time in my life I was crying.
“I’m sorry, Jordan. I really am.” She held out her hand. “My key, please.”
I dragged myself back to my old apartment. Everything felt wrong: my body, the
clothes I was wearing, even my mind. As Abby, everything had been so clear, the
world made sense. Now I was stuck in the twilight zone.
How could she do this to me? Why would she hide that wonderful body of hers
under baggy workout clothes? What was the point of being a woman if you
couldn’t wear nice things? That was what being beautiful was all about.
I stared at the walls for a long time, as day fell into night; alone in the dark, with
the lights of the city very far away. She was right, I thought. I loved Abby, even
when I was Abby. That’s why it never would have worked with Adam.
No Abby and no job; Jenna was all I had left. I thought about it. Maybe I could
wear less makeup, go for the natural look. Wear flats instead of heels, capri pants
instead of a dress, a simple blouse. I could even put my hair in a ponytail. Maybe
there was still time to figure out what being a woman was really all about.  


