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From the Author

This is a deeply personal caption, as 

you may have guessed. While I can’t 

say that the events shown here really 

happened, they certainly could have.

My mother was indeed a secretary, 

before she married my father. She did 

give up her job for family life, and she 

did have a child (me, of course).

We did on occasion share a wardrobe, 

although unlike the caption I don’t 

think she ever knew. And I never did 

march down to a salon and get hair 

extensions, then return to dress myself 

as a younger version of her, although I 

probably would have done so if I 

thought I could get away with it.

Needless to say, the end of the caption 

is purely fictional. I do not today live 

and work as any kind of secretary.

And yet… there is some sort of deep 

psychological truth at work here.

My mother was a wonderful woman, 

smart and talented, and in some sense 

she did raise me to be very much like 

her. You know, smart and talented… 

(coy smile). But it’s more than that.

There is considerable debate, as I’m 

sure you’re aware, both in the TG 

world and in psychology, about just 

what it is that causes a young man to 

start cross-dressing. I maintain that it 

must be a combination of nature (the 

genes) and nurture (events in child-

hood), as is often the case, although 

which dominates is anyone’s guess. 

Many paths may lead to the same 

Emerald City. But either way, there 

must exist, early in life, some kind of 

trigger mechanism that sets the entire 

edifice of addiction into motion.

You see where this is going?

Someone must have dressed me up, 

for that all-important first introduction 

to women’s clothing—and the delicate 

sense of what it might feel like to be 

a girl. How else would I ever know? 

I might have grown up as an ordinary 

man, ignorant of what it’s like to be 

a woman. Whether or not that would 

have been better is another question 

entirely, and something I can never 

know (although I do wonder about it).

For me, as for many of us, the fateful 

occasion was surely Halloween, likely 

at five or six years of age.

I have no proof of this, photographic 

or otherwise, but I do remember being 

disguised as a witch, in a black dress 

(my first LBD) that may well have 

been left over from my mother’s own 

girlhood. (Where else could it have 

come from on short notice?)

Childhood memories are notoriously 

unreliable, of course, and other than 

myself all those involved have passed 

on to the great beyond. Alas, I shall 

never know the truth of the matter.

C’est la vie. Such is life.

And that “deep psychological truth” I 

mentioned? It’s right there in the last 

paragraph of the caption: “I’m not 

upset…” I’m really not. If my mother 

did trigger this condition, it was surely 

not because she wanted to. It was an 

innocent act, nothing more. She only 

wished to share part of her life with 

someone she loved. To resent such an 

act would change nothing and serve 

to damage me in the here and now.

I am who I am. I am a good person, 

and part of what makes me so is the 

same force that compels me to wear 

a skirt and style my hair. That’s the 

deepest truth of all. Thanks, Mom.  �


