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Guys often tell me, “Dude, your Mom’s a hottie.”
Other people, family members mostly, say, “Todd,
you look just like your mother.”
So what am I supposed to think? That I look like a
38-year-old woman? Great. Just what a freshman
needs to impress the ladies. I mean, I’m no he-man,
but feminine? C’mon.
So when Mother asked me to take her place, as her,
I was shocked. Wouldn’t you be?
Louise Benning tapped the cast on her leg. “See
this? I can’t walk. It’s the biggest trade show of the
year—I have to be there. But I can’t go.”
The assault had left her pretty banged up, with thick
bandages on both arms and a gash on her head that
meant shaving off a lot of her hair. She wouldn’t be
leaving the hospital anytime soon.
“Please, Todd. You’ve worked with me. You know
what’s at stake. I could lose the business.”
I knew what that meant. No business, and no other
income, equalled no more university for me.
“I’m just a scrawny little—”
Her hand gripped mine. “How many times have I
told you? You’re not scrawny. You’re on the small
side for a young man—but see how that works in
our favor? We’re the same size!”
I looked out the window. I had her face, her height,
her build—and at her office people usually called
me “Louise” on the phone. Unfortunately, it might
just work. “But I’m straight,” I said weakly.
“It doesn’t matter,” she said firmly. “I’m not asking
you to get laid. You’ll be fully dressed the whole
time—my closet is yours.” She plucked at her hair
and tapped her chest. “These are just details; they
can be changed. What matters is your attitude, how
you carry yourself. Have confidence in yourself as a
woman—if you really believe it—and no one will
question whether or not you are one.”

I shook my head. “I’m not confident as me. How am
I supposed to be confident as you?”
She smiled. “I know a good hypnotist. He can make
you believe whatever I tell him to.” She pulled me
closer. “Commitment time, Todd. Tell me you’ll do
this for your dear old mother.”
Averting my eyes, I nodded.
“Good. Now listen carefully. No one knows what
happened; I asked the police to keep it quiet.” She
pointed at me. “So when ‘Louise’ shows up at the
trade show tomorrow it’ll be business as usual.”
I was dismissed.
“Go straight to the office,” she said. “I’ll tell Sharon
you’re coming. She knows what to do.” She opened
her briefcase. “I’ll work on your presentation. We
need to go through it together, so come see me
before the show.” She sighed. “Besides, I want to
see what I used to look like.”

*
Mother’s executive assistant grinned up at me from
behind her desk. “Can you believe it? That lady’s
got a contingency plan for everything.”
I gaped at her. “You mean, even for—?”
“Uh huh. Pages and pages on how to turn you into a
duplicate of her. Looks like she wrote it two years
ago and updated the plan as recently as last week.”
She leafed through the file. “Instructions for the
beautician, instructions for the hypnotist. Clothing
suggestions. She even picked out a wig.”
Sharon held up a photo from a glossy catalog: a
gorgeous brunette mane draped elegantly over the
head and shoulders of a fully made-up manikin. I
couldn’t believe I’d soon be wearing it.
“It’s in her closet at home.”
“Her closet,” I repeated dully.
Sharon smiled wickedly. “Put on her wig and a nice
dress and mama’s boy will be the mommy.”

I stared at the carpet, my face red.
“There’s a letter in here for you, but you can’t open
it until you’re in her bedroom.” She closed the file.
“I’ll hold on to it until you get back.”
She handed me an appointment card to a beauty
parlor. “Better get moving, missy.”

*
The salon was only two blocks away, so I walked.
The closed sign was up, but when I peered through
the glass a young blonde beckoned me inside.
“You must be Todd. My cash cow.” She showed me
her dimples. “I’m Liz. You wouldn’t believe what
they’re paying me to close shop for the rest of the
day. I cancelled a bunch of appointments.”
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I handed over the bag Sharon had given me. Liz
removed several glossy photos of Mother, a sheaf of
handwritten pages, and two boxes. She studied the
pictures, then eyed me appraisingly. “Quite the
resemblance. You sure this isn’t you?”
I shook my head. The salon was a one-woman shop,
with a large mirror on one wall, racks of beauty
supplies opposite and shelves of wigs at the back.
My gaze settled on the chair I’d be sitting in, which
was easily visible from the street.
Liz guided me into the bathroom. “Shower up.” She
handed me a plastic cap. “Don’t get your hair wet.
Then put on the smock—nothing else.”
I couldn’t believe I was doing this. The liquid soap
turned out to be more than soap, since it took my
body hair with it down the drain.
Liz handed me a pair of briefs—which I’d brought
with me, she said—that seemed to be made of skin.
The interior was silky smooth and damp.
“It’s adhesive,” she said, pointing.
“Stick your doohicky in the little
pouch, then pull it up tight—tight
as you can.”
I jammed myself in and pulled. The
edges vanished, blending invisibly
with my own skin. I noticed that I
was now the proud owner of
something that looked very much
like a vagina, nestled in a neat
patch of spiky brown hair.
Liz hefted a pair of breast forms.
“These are not cheap. And they’re
your color. I guess mom has the
same skin tone, huh?”
She placed a pile of lingerie on the
bathroom counter. “Your mother
must be proud. Not many guys
follow in their mothers’ footsteps.
Not literally, at least.”

I slid my now-hairless legs
into black stockings held up
by garters attached to high-
cut black panties. Ankle
straps bound my feet into a
pair of high-heel sandals.
The pink smock hid some
of the changes, but my legs
still could’ve belonged to a
chorus girl.
Liz had turned the chair
into a recliner. I lay down
and unbuttoned my top. She sprayed my pectorals
with adhesive and carefully maneuvered my babies
into their new home.
“Let me guess—you don’t have a sister, right?” She
pressed firmly on both breasts. I told her I was an
only child. “Too bad. Sis could’ve saved you all this
trouble. How about your Dad? He still around?”

I shook my head.
She ran her fingers over the seams.
“Just as well, I guess.”
I knew what she meant. It’s tough
to see your son turn into a woman.
Tougher still when he ends up as a
dead ringer for your wife.
Suddenly, I felt very ashamed.
“Congratulations,” Liz said. “It’s a
girl. Two of ‘em, in fact.”
I looked down at my chest, unable
to tell where my boy boobs ended
and the lady boobs began.
Maybe it doesn’t matter, I thought.
Maybe it’s already too late.
I was buttoning the smock over a
black brassiere when a knock came
at the door. Liz answered it while I
prayed for the end of the world.

A tall, thin man, bald but
thickly bearded, walked up
to me. “Hello, Todd. I am
Doctor Thurber.”
I couldn’t look at him, but
staring down the crevasse
on my chest was worse.
Liz handed him a letter.
“Of course, Ms. Benning’s
instructions. Pardon me.”
Liz set a tray of cosmetics

on the counter. “I’ll work on your face while you’re
under.” She picked up one of Mother’s photos.
“You’ve certainly got her eyes, and her cheekbones.
They’re nice and high—that’s unusual for a guy.
The tricky part’s around the nose and mouth. I have
to get the contours just right.”
Playfully, she held the picture up to the mirror.
“Check it out. That’s you when you wake up.”
Thurber slipped the letter into his jacket. “We will
have three sessions,” he announced. “One now,
which will last much of the afternoon. One tonight,
at your home.” He coughed. “The third tomorrow,
in the hospital, with your mother present.”
He held up an object from his pocket.
I stared at it. “What, no pocket watch?”
“Passé, I’m afraid. Please gaze into the spinner.”
Nice Time Tunnel effect, I thought.
After awhile I heard him say, “When you wear a
woman’s clothing, you gain her confidence.” He
repeated that several times. Then he said, “When
you wear a woman’s hair, you feel her pride,” and
repeated that over and over. “When you wear a
woman’s image, her thoughts are your thoughts.”
And finally: “When you see a woman in the mirror,
you are that woman.” And he repeated that until the
words lost all meaning, fading into a dull roar that
seemed to last forever.
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*
When I awoke, Doctor Thurber was gone. Liz was
still fiddling with my face. “I’m done,” she said,
stepping back. “How’s she look?”
Steady eyes gazed back from the mirror. The strong
lips set in a familiar smile, creasing her cheeks just
enough to show off the contours that framed her
mouth and drew attention away from the strength of
her jaw. It was Mother’s face. “Oh, God…”
“Glad you like it.” Liz returned from the back of the
shop. “But it doesn’t look right with that boy-hair of
yours. So for the time being—you’re a blonde.”
A mass of soft hair struck the base of my neck.
Yellow tresses floated across my shoulders to settle
on my chest. While Liz styled the long wig I studied
the woman I’d become. Not Mother, I thought, not
with that blonde hair. Her sister, maybe. The nice
one—the good witch.
Liz poked me. “Alright, sunshine, you’re gorgeous.
Get a room. Smock, please.” I was left wearing
nothing but lingerie. “You can keep that stuff, but I
don’t have any girl clothes to spare. You’ll have to
wear what you came in with.”
“That’s okay.” I felt much calmer than I had any
right to. “Boy clothes won’t make me any less—”
I stopped, my mouth wide.
Liz smiled sadly. “Any less of a woman? No, I
guess not. Not now.” She walked away. “Not after
all that,” she said quietly.

*
Sharon was all business when I marched up to her
desk and asked to see Ms. Benning. “Sorry, she’s
out.” Her eyes narrowed.
“I’m her sister,” I said quickly. “Thelma.”
“Thelma and Louise? I don’t think so. I’ve met her
sister; she’s a lot older and her name isn’t Thelma.
You don’t look anything—”
Eyes wide, she stepped closer and touched my arm.

“Oh, my goodness, Todd? You look—”
“Todd isn’t here,” I said gently. “In fact, I haven’t
seen my nephew all day.”
“Is that so? Where is he then?”
“At home,” I said, flashing her a smile. “Which is
where I’m going. After all, I have his car.”
“Of course you do.” She looked flustered. “Uh,
someone will be dropping by the house—”
“I know. Doctor Thurber made his plans clear. And
Liz will come by tomorrow morning, to help my
sister get ready for the trade show.”
“So you know all that.”
I took her hand. “Everything’s under control, dear.
I’m fine. Really.”
“You really are—Thelma?”
“I really am. Now, I believe you have something for
Todd? A letter?” Not having a purse, I slipped the
envelope inside my blouse.
“I’ll see that he gets it,” I purred on my way out.

*

Home was a large house on a small cul-de-sac. It
was built for a family of five, so two people rattled
around inside like desiccated peas. But now there’s
three of us, I thought, mincing up the front walk.
As I expected, Todd wasn’t home. I entered the
master bedroom—the mistress bedroom, I corrected
myself—and placed the letter on my sister’s vanity.
It was clearly a woman’s room, but not the kind
with pink frills—not like mine. It had a darker look,
more “sexy negligee” than “girl next door”.
That’s Louise, I thought.
I wasn’t hungry, but I prepared a simple meal for
my nephew. By the time it was ready, there was still
no Todd and his room was empty.
With a sigh, I unbuttoned the boy’s shirt, stepped
out of his pants, and dropped both into his hamper.
No more boy clothes for this girl.
Back in the mistress room, I wondered which of my
sister’s things I could wear without her knowing.
She hates it when I borrow her stuff.
Her dressing gown should be safe. I slipped into its
silky embrace, then sat on the bed to put my own
heels back on. A woman always knows when you
borrow her shoes.
I lay back, closed my eyes, and tiredly swept the
long tresses away from my face.

*
Puzzled, I blinked up at the woman in the ceiling
mirror. Her blonde hair had somehow fallen off her
head. I picked up the wig, held it at arm’s length,
and looked around the room. What do you do with
such things? Finally, I dropped it in Mother’s
hamper and wandered downstairs for dinner.
Later, I sat not watching the TV. My whole body
felt wrong. I had breasts. I had to sit down to use
the toilet. The bra felt too tight, the panties too
small, the stockings too smooth, the heels too high.
Yet I couldn’t take any of them off.
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I pulled Mother’s dressing gown tighter around me.
I should really put on some boy clothes, but the idea
just didn’t feel right. The doorbell rang.
We sat on the couch in the living room. Doctor
Thurber place his spinner on the coffee table. “Now,
Todd, we’re going to do exactly as we did before.”
He flipped the switch. “Look at this, not me.”
“I don’t think it worked, you know—before. I don’t
feel any different… The table pops up.”
Thurber elevated the tabletop, moving the spinner
closer to the couch. “Then I will have to do a more
thorough job this time. Just relax.”
Some time later I heard him say, “When you wear a
woman’s clothing, you gain her confidence.” He
repeated it, again and again. “When you wear a
woman’s hair, you feel her pride.”
Then: “When you wear a woman’s image, her
thoughts are your thoughts.” Over and over.
“When you see a woman in the mirror, you are that
woman.” He kept saying that until his words wore a
groove in my mind.
Then his tone changed. “Louise… Her name is your
name… Your name is Louise… You are a woman,
Louise…” His voice droned into the distance.
Dimly, I heard: “Open your gown, Louise.”
I untied the sash and obeyed.
“When you feel a man’s touch, you feel a woman’s
passion.” He repeated it endlessly.
I felt his touch. My back arched.
“Each touch makes you more of a woman.”
His hand cupped my breast. My lips parted.
“Each touch makes you hungry for more.”
His fingers slid across my nipple. Still staring deep
into the spinner, I leaned against him. My hand
slipped into his lap. That’s all I remember.

*
I awoke, alone, in Mother’s bedroom. It was time.

I opened the envelope:
Dear Todd. Thank you for doing this. Whether 
it’s forever or just for a few days, I entrust my 
business and my life to you. I know you’ll be a 
fine woman. Always carry yourself with pride. 
Remember: you are Louise Benning. You may 
now wear my hair. You’ve earned it. Mother

I entered the walk-in closet, surrounded by a myriad
of dresses and gowns and blouses; racks of shoes;
drawers full of brassieres, panties and stockings.
High on a shelf, I found a box marked Mane Street.
The wig from the catalog was inside, already styled
to precisely match Mother’s hair. Her eyes glittered
in the mirror, as if doubting that I was woman
enough to take this final step. “I can do it,” I said
out loud, wondering if I really could.
I removed what I was wearing and picked out a lacy
white bra and panties. My breasts settled into their
new homes like they were a custom fit. That meant
that my measurements were exactly the same as
Mother’s. Trembling, I faced the vanity.
I flipped the wig over to expose the
underside. My eyes clouded over. I
couldn’t see, I couldn’t think.
Then I fell through the rabbit-hole.

*
My head lifted slowly. My fingers
pulled long dark hair back from my
eyes. Brunette tresses spilled over
one shoulder, tickling my breast.
With lips half-open, I tried to recall
what I’d been doing.
Oh yes. Getting dressed. I smiled at
my reflection. Silly girl.
Bright blue eyes, hesitant ruby lips.
Long soft hair and full breasts.
I was a beautiful woman.
And I felt proud.

I had a hard time deciding what to wear. I let my
fingers do the walking through my closet until they
found a fabric that I just had to try on.
My delicates didn’t go with it, so I swapped white
bra and panties for a low-cut black babydoll. Then I
slipped into the fur coat. It felt wonderful, like a hug
from a big teddy bear.
I freed my hair from under the collar and let it spill
down one arm. I brushed and brushed until the flow
was smooth and swift, from the part on top to the
delicate end-curls, with no snags or snarls or eddies
to spoil the view. Then I whipped my thick mane
around to brush the other side.
I puckered to apply lipstick and finished off with
silver earrings and a short necklace. I was definitely
a work of art, so I signed with my favorite perfume
on my wrists, my throat, and behind my ears.
The door opened. I eyed the man in the mirror, then
swept to my feet. “Hello, Teddy,” I said in a husky
voice. “Or should I call you Doctor?”
“Either will do,” Thurber replied.

Even in heels I was six inches
shorter than the man I was about to
kiss. That pleased me. A woman
should lift up her face to a man, so
that he can see the love in her eyes.
My lips parted, my tongue darting
out like a lizard to wet the rim of its
burrow. He must’ve liked what he
saw. An arm slipped around back,
under my fur, and a male beard
swallowed my face. Another hand
gripped the back of my head,
forcing my mouth into his.
I inhaled the contents of his mouth
and, with nothing else to breathe,
sagged weakly against him. My
own flailing arms drew our bodies
closer together.
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A tide of womanly passion rose
within, fierce and unstoppable.
Long hair swept my neck while
I moved my lips against his.
Each touch—on my mouth, my
back, my chest—made me feel
ever more of a woman.
And I hungered for more.
Eventually our lips parted.
“You are a passionate woman,
Ms. Benning,” he said softly.
I smiled up at him. “You can
call me Louise.”
His own smile was fleeting.
My hand slid down his chest.
“Teddy… How long have we
known each other?”
“Oh, many years.”
“And in all that time, have we
ever…” My eyes dipped.
He shook his head emphatically.
“Then we’ve waited long enough.”
He looked nervous. “Is that what you want?”
I drew him down next to me on the bed. “You’re a
good man, and a good friend. I want you to know
how grateful I am, for what you did for my son.”
“You’re welcome. But you don’t—”
“But I do,” I said, moving close enough for him to
catch my scent. “Todd needs a firm hand, someone
to show him what to do. He’s much happier now,
don’t you think? So much more… confident.”
I made sure he had a good view of my cleavage. 
“Indeed he is. But your thanks—”
“—is not enough.” My hand fell into his lap. “Talk
is cheap,” I hissed into his ear. “I need to show you
how grateful a woman can be.”
My fingers got busy.

His breath quickened. “I have
always—been attracted—”
“Me too,” I whispered back.
“When you—do this—”
I dug deeper, trying to get my
fingers all the way round. But
his pants got in the way.
“How can—I resist?”
“Who’s asking you to?”
I knew I had him when he
nearly yanked the fur coat off
my back.
I lay down, almost laughing as
he fumbled to remove his suit.
But I bit my tongue. There can
be no worse time for a woman
to laugh at a man.
I needn’t have worried. When
he rolled on top of me, there
was no stopping the man.

Thurber kissed me again, harder and longer than
last time, while his tongue turned my mouth into a
playground. I managed to get one hand between his
legs, stroking him while his own hands roamed
freely among my chest, my face and my hair, as if
unable to choose between them.
When I could, I whispered to him that a woman
likes some action on her chest. So he caressed my
womanly attributes through the lace fabric of my
lingerie, orbiting my nipples in ever-decreasing
circles—and that felt nice.
“My hair too,” I told him. So he finger-combed my
long tresses, gently arranging them into two thick
falls that flowed across my body like warm water.
Then he stroked my hair and breasts at the same
time—and that felt very nice.
All the while, my fingers never let him forget that
his pleasure was just as important as my own.

It must be true what some women say: cold on top
means fire down below. Or so it felt to me—he was
easily longer than my hand.
Finally he said, “Stop,” and lifted the hem of my
babydoll. I felt his moisture as my fingers guided
him to the cusp of my womanhood.
Then I did laugh, because he looked so surprised as
he slipped inside. I mocked him playfully: “Did you
not think I was woman enough for you?”
“Louise?” His eyes got big. “Is it really you?”
“I am Louise Benning,” I gasped, squirming under
him. My hips rotated upward, and slowly our bodies
slid together until he was all the way in.
A silly grin crossed his face and he began making
love to me the way a woman likes: nice and easy,
with attention paid to her chest, her lips, her hair.
“You are a beautiful woman,” he said.
My legs wrapped tightly around his. “Oh, Teddy,” I
sighed deeply, “don’t stop—”
He gasped, shuddered, and stopped moving.
Just like a man to finish too soon. I sought out his
lips and kept moving my body in a gentle rhythm.
Milking him for all he was worth.
Afterwards, I lay bathed in a warm glow while he
got dressed. “I’ll speak to your son tomorrow,” he
said, “to ensure that he is one hundred percent
comfortable as a woman.”
My lips said, “You do excellent work, doctor.”
That made me laugh too.

*
I awoke the next morning, alone. Mother’s wig was
on the floor. I stepped over her fur coat, stripped off
her lingerie, and took a shower. I washed the tunnel
between my legs, dried it as best I could and slipped
a tampon inside to do the rest.
Liz showed up after breakfast. “Hi, Todd,” she said
cheerfully. “Take me to your vanity.” She grinned
when she saw the bedroom. “Rough night?”
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I shrugged. “Not that I recall.”
She picked up the wig and brushed it out. I returned
Mother’s things to the closet. She hates messes.
Liz blow-dried my hair and secured it under a wig
cap, sealing the edges with band-aids. “See these
little combs?” She pointed inside the wig. “One in
front, one in back. They slide under the band-aids,
so the wig won’t easily come off. You don’t want
any surprises at the trade show.”
My stomach lurched, remembering what lay ahead.
Liz rebuilt my face. I was amazed at the difference a
few simple changes could make: blush to bring out
my cheeks, pale contours around my nose, subtle
shadows to enlarge my eyes, liner to make them
stand out, powder for a satin finish, and strawberry
lipstick to bring my mouth to life.
I was naked under my robe. Liz shook her head.
“We better get you dressed.” She picked out a black
brassiere and camisole, a garter belt, high-cut
panties and a pair of sheer lined stockings.
My hands shook as I put them on. Liz handed me a
white half-slip, which clearly showed my garters.
“Don’t panic. I’ll find you a nice skirt.”
I stepped into the towering pumps she’d picked out.
My feet wobbled and I sat down fast.
Liz picked up Mother’s wig and told me to lean
back. My eyes closed. I fell down, down, down…

*
Liz fussed over me with a hairbrush while I studied
the face in the mirror: calm blue eyes, bright lips set
in an enigmatic half-smile, and the cheekbones that
were her best feature. A woman of distinction.
“Thank you, that’ll be all.” I shushed the girl with a
wave. “I’m running late. Just leave the rest of my
outfit on the bed. I’ll be right back.”
Downstairs, I quickly ransacked my home office
and placed the boxes I’d need for the trade show in
the living room, near the front door.

I passed the girl on her way out and thanked her for
helping my son with his transformation. She looked
confused as I brushed by.
Not bright, that one, but she had taste. I stepped into
a black Prada skirt that gathered at my knees,
zipped up the back, and slithered into the textured
fabric of a matching blazer. A bit of jewelry, then I
grabbed my purse and headed for the door.

*
I dropped by the hospital on my way to the trade
show. It seemed important, but I couldn’t remember
why. Looking unhappy, Doctor Thurber sat next to
a woman’s bed. When I winked at him, he turned
pale and turned away.
The woman seemed delighted to see me. “Oh, my.
She’s perfect! You done good, Teddy.”

“Too good,” I heard him mutter.
“I’m Louise Benning,” I said with pride.
“Of course! Of course you are!” She laughed. “But
let’s just make sure. Teddy, do your stuff.”
Thurber set his spinner in motion. I heard him say,
“Your name is Louise, you have no other.” He said
it many times. Then, suddenly, it all made sense.
Of course my name is Louise, it always has been.
“You are a woman,” he said. “You are female. You
will reject all evidence to the contrary.”
Of course I’m a woman! I’ve been one ever since I
got my first period, or at least since I let that boy do
me at a party in tenth grade.
“Your mind is female, your passion is female.” His
words blurred into an annoying whine.
Thurber snapped his fingers.
I glared at him. “After last night, Doctor, do you
still doubt my womanly passion? Perhaps you need
another demonstration.”
The woman in the bed cackled with glee.
I recognized her now: my mother, Helen Benning—
Todd’s grandmother. Funny thing is, I thought she
was dead. Apparently not.
“It’s nice to see you, Mother, but I have a business
to run. I’ll stop by on the weekend.” I stood up.
“Well, off you go. Don’t forget your briefcase.”
I took it from her and whispered to Teddy, “Stop by
tonight. You won’t be sorry.” Then I walked out.

*
Thurber glared at the real Louise. “You shouldn’t
have made me do that. What will happen when her
son never comes home?”
“I wouldn’t worry. A few more sessions with you,
and some more hypnosis, and she won’t remember
ever having a son—much less being one.”
Louise patted his hand. “Don’t feel bad. Sooner or
later we all turn into our mothers. Even boys.”  
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