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I shuffled my feet, feeling the firm grip of her shoes 
all the more. “It was sharing a closet with all your 
pretty clothes,” I said at last. “It got to me.”

A tight smile flickered across her face. “What did my 
pretty clothes do? Attack you? Did they force you to 
put them on? Did they fix your face?”

A shrug. “It was more subtle than that.”

She looked me over. “So you’re a sissy, is that it?”

I stared at the floor: “I don’t like that word.”

“You’re wearing a skirt, so whether you like it or not, 
it fits.” There was contempt in her voice.

I looked up. “No, it doesn’t. I’m not afraid of you, 
and my mannerisms… they’re perfectly appro—”

“For a woman. You’re not a woman.”

I took a deep breath. “Maybe I am—”

“Transsexual? A woman in a man’s body?”

I let go of my hands, letting them dangle. “I never 
thought of myself that way. No.”

“What’s left then? Shemale?”

“That would imply that I’m in the sex trade. Which 
I’m not,” I hastened to add.

“Okay… So not shemale, not transsexual, not a sissy. 
You’re sure as hell not a ‘Gary’ either.”

I stood a little straighter, sensing the approach of a 
life-changing moment. “Gloria.”

She shook her head. “Gloria. That’s priceless.”

“It’s a perfectly good name.”

“Sure. Your mother’s middle name, as I recall.” She 
crossed her arms. “Quite feminine. It suits you.”

“Thanks.” I took a step out of the corner. “You know, 
it’s not like I’m hurting anyone here.”

“I never said you were.”

“It’s just cross-dressing. No one got shot.” A quick 
breath. “I’m not even stretching out your clothes. 
You’d never have known if you hadn’t walked in.”

“I see.” She sighed. “What are you saying? That you 
didn’t do anything wrong?”

“Not quite.” I crossed my own arms. “I kept this 
from you. That was wrong, and I’m sorry.”

We exchanged stares. Sarah looked away. “All right, 
let’s say I accept your apology. What now?”

I let myself relax. “I should probably change.”

Sarah seemed to relax too. “You don’t have to.”

“Yeah, but… I probably should.”

“What were you about to do, before I got here?”

“Well… you were due back tomorrow, so I figured I 
better tidy up. Then open a bottle of wine.”

“That’s it? You dress like that to clean the house?” 
She laughed. “How’d you like to be my maid? I hear 
that’s a common fantasy with you people.”

I glared at her.

“Never mind,” she said. “Let’s skip to the wine.”

We adjourned to the living room. I found a seat on 
the couch, sweeping my skirt beneath me.

She smiled. “I wondered if you’d do that.”

“Would you rather it got wrinkled?”

“Most guys wouldn’t know it could.”

Another shrug. “I’m not most guys.”

“No, you’re not. Gloria wears a skirt.”

“She does. So does Sarah, sometimes.”

“Touché.” We touched rims and drank. She looked 
thoughtful. “We should get your hair done.”

I forced a swallow. “Why?”

“It needs more volume. I could get you in with my 
stylist. That’s a common TG fantasy, right?”

Another lame TG fantasy, I thought. “How is it you 
know so much about cross-dressing?”

“I read.” She sipped from her glass.

“I see.” I returned my glass to the coffee table. “I’m 
starting to think that the way I’m dressed didn’t 
come as any great surprise to you.”

She wrinkled her nose. “I had an inkling.”

“And coming home early was no accident.”

“There are no accidents. Or so I hear.”

“What do you want from me, Sarah?”

“Gee, is it cards-on-the-table time already?”

“This is my life we’re talking about.”

“So it is.” She set her own glass aide. “Which means 
dressing as a woman isn’t just a lark, is it? Lingerie 
and high heels are a big part of who you are.”

I stared out the window. The afternoon was fading.

Sarah stood up. “What do I want? I want a new deal, 
a new arrangement. But we can talk about that later. 
Let’s get you changed. We’re going out.”
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Sarah grinned wickedly. “Isn’t it what you wanted?”

I ran my fingers through my new hairdo. “I have to 
go to work on Monday. How is this gonna look?”

“You don’t have to,” she said. We left the salon and 
she slid into the driver’s seat of our car.

I tugged on the hem of my skirt. “I can’t just quit.”

“Sure you can. You’re not exactly irreplaceable.”

“We need the income.”

“You can work for me. With me. In the same office, 
I mean. You can type, right?”

“You want me to be a secretary?”

“Why not? It’s a standard TG fantasy.”

“Not one of mine.” I lowered the sunshade to check 
my lipstick in the little mirror. Fresh and flawless, of 
course. “Not every cross-dresser dreams of being a 
secretary. Or a beautician, or a pole dancer.”

“Sorry. I guess it is kinda sexist.” She glanced at me. 
“What do you want to be?”

I stared into the mirror. “Me.”

“If you want to be you, then why dress up?”

“It’s all part of who I am—the clothes, the voice, the 
feminine frills.” I raised the sunshade.

“Maybe you should go to work as Gloria.”

I shook my head, feeling newly curled tresses sweep 
across my shoulders. “Ridiculous.”

“You think you look ridiculous?”

“I would at work. Sitting in that office, with Gary’s 
name on the door? I’d be a laughing stock.”

“Then put Gloria’s name on the door.”

“You know what I mean.”

“Sure. Pink curtains, flowers on the desk; whatever 
you need. And lose the Far Side cartoons.”

“Seriously? You want me to work as a woman?”

She hesitated. “Yes, I do.”

Silence. I stared straight ahead as we rolled into the 
gathering dark. I had no idea where we were going. 
Finally: “Is this the new deal you mentioned?”

“Part of it.” She touched my knee. “If you really 
want to dress more often, here’s your chance.”

My fingers twisted together in my lap. “I don’t 
think I could keep up the act that long.”

“It wouldn’t be an act.” She grinned. “There are 
things we can do to keep you in character. Slip in 
a nice pair of implants. Glue you into a prosthetic 
vagina—so real you’ll forget you were ever male.”

I wasn’t entirely sure she was kidding. “I don’t want 
people staring at me.”

“Why would they do that?”

Good question. “Maybe I’m not pretty enough.”

“Shame on you, Gloria. Not every woman is a 
beauty queen. Most of us are just regular gals.”

“I know.”

“I’m not sure you do. And you certainly are pretty 
enough. Don’t you think I’m pretty?”

“Of course I do.”

“I’m no better looking than you,” she said sadly. 
“Not an easy thing to say. Most women are prettier 
than their husbands.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “I’m sorry.”

Her hand found mine. “Don’t apologize. You’re a 
total babe, so it’s not really a problem.”

Silence. “You mean that?”

“With that gorgeous new ‘do? You better believe it.” 
She squeezed my hand. “Lemme put it this way: If 
we walked into a bar right now, guys would be 
hitting on you like God just invented tits.”

I had to smile. “Why me?”

“Is there a ring on your finger?”

There wasn’t. I went back to gazing at the road. We 
were south-bound on the interstate, with the lights 
of the big city fading behind us. I looked over at my 
wife. “Where on Earth are we going?”

“Mexico. I know a good clinic.”
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FIN

Sarah was kidding about the clinic… 
maybe. But we did check into a hotel 
not far from the border. And she was 
dead serious about that prosthesis.

I met my new vagina as soon as the 
sex shops opened the next day, and a 
short time later it was glued between 
my legs. Then we went shopping.

“Every woman needs a little black 
dress,” she announced, once I was 
safely ensconced in mine.

“Is that what I am now? A woman?” 
We were in the foyer of the hotel, 
getting ready to leave; northbound 
or southbound, I had no idea.

“You tell me.”

I thought about it. “I guess I could 
get used to looking this way.”

She laughed. “I’m sure you could.”

That settled the matter. But there was 
still one thing I didn’t understand…


