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Later that day. . .
Grandpa dropped his suitcase when he saw me, and 

nearly tripped over it. “Felix? Good lord, my boy… 

What have you done to yourself?”

“It’s Felicity, Dad. Your daughter, remember?”

He looked pale and his hands were shaking. “Gloria, 

get in here! See what you did?”

Gran looked me over then turned to her husband. 

“Calm down, William. Don’t you think the girl feels 

self-conscious enough without you making a fuss?”

“It’s okay, Mum.” I wheeled the dropped suitcase 

into the house. “I put the tea on.”

Inside, the old man’s eyes followed my every move. 

“You shouldn’t have left the girl’s room set up like 

that,” he said. “Doc Connors said as much.”

Gran shrugged. “It wasn’t a sure thing.”

“I’m fine,” I said, setting the table. “I don’t need a 

therapist anymore. If I ever did.”

“Dammit, Connors told us the boy was obsessed 

with his mother. Why didn’t you listen?”

“Do shut up, dear. There’s no point confusing the 

poor thing, is there? Let’s just make the best of it.”

“What’s best is us getting our son back.”

“Are you sure? He’s been in therapy for years and 

has it done him a lick of good? Not that I can see.”

“We had to try.”

“Let me bottom-line this for you. Hundreds of hours 

of psychotherapy, thousands of dollars out the door, 

and all for nothing. Felix was never going to amount 

to a darn thing.” She stirred milk into her tea. “So he 

wants to be a girl—where’s the harm?”

“I’m not Felix,” I told them, “but it is a nice name. 

I’m planning to adopt a little boy, so I think maybe 

I’ll call him Felix. If my husband agrees.”

Grandpa’s eyes bulged. “Your husband?”

“Be quiet, William. What did you expect her to do, 

join a convent? This is who she’s meant to be.”

“She’s supposed to be our son!”

Gran shook her head. “Felix has been wearing his 

mother’s clothes since he was eight years old, just 

after we dressed him as a girl for Halloween.”

“After you dressed him,” Grandpa muttered.

“Over the years it was so much fun watching him 

figure it out for himself. How to put on a brassiere, 

how to wear a wig, walk in high heels, shave his 

legs…” She must have seen my expression. “We 

have a nanny-cam, dear. Streaming video to my 

laptop. Oh, and the makeup—now that was a hoot 

and a half. But look how far you’ve come!”

I stared into my cup. “I can’t believe you knew.”

“A mother always knows.” She sighed. “Year after 

year, I watched you come closer and closer to being 

the daughter I remembered. It made me so happy, 

knowing she was on her way back.” She took my 

hand and gave it a squeeze. “I’m so glad you’re here, 

sweetheart. I missed you so much.”

Long hair half-obscured my view and tears took the 

rest. Softly, “I missed you too.”

Grandpa surged to his feet. “I can’t listen to this,” he 

said, before hurrying from the room. His suitcase 

bumped up the stairs. The bedroom door slammed.

“Don’t worry about your father, dear. He’ll come 

around. Now tell me about this new husband you 

mentioned. Did you have someone in mind?” She 

flashed me a coy look. “If not, that boy Derrick is 

rather nice. He always got on so well with Felix. 

Plus, I hear he’s studying to be an engineer, so you 

just know he’ll be a good provider.”

I smiled. “Way ahead of you, Mum.”  �


