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An hour later, out in the burbs…
~

I felt dizzy. This was crazy. This was beyond insane.

Showing up at my mother’s flower shop in drag—who does

that? And why would she—my lovely alter ego who is clearly

running the show—want to embarrass me like this?

Not the first time I’ve asked myself that question.

Of course, no one’s actually gonna tell Mom who I really am.

I’m not that crazy and, thankfully, neither is Trixie. She’s way

more subtle than that. The girl’s an adrenaline junkie who seems

to feed off fear—mine, of course. Too bad she isn’t into safer

stuff like base jumping.

It was nearly dusk. I drove past the place and parked around the

corner, so if Mom happened to look out at the wrong moment

she wouldn’t see ‘Trixie’ emerge from her son’s Volvo.

There was still time to turn back. I wasn’t committed—yet.

Our eyes met in the mirror. “You’re doing this,” she said. Her

voice was a smooth contralto that clearly belonged to a woman.

“Unless, of course, you’d rather hit Fast Eddie’s on the way

home.” She didn’t need to elaborate. I knew she had her eye on

that skeezy pub down by the waterfront; a dump where sailors

hang out, straight off the docks—guys who haven’t seen a

woman in months and aren’t fussy about who swallows.

Chatting with Mom didn’t sound so bad. She wouldn’t know it

was me, and it had to be better than going down on a guy named

‘Dirk’ with a shlong that could double as a mizzen mast.

I opened my compact. Trixie puckered up. “Dirk sounds like

fun,” she said, as I refreshed our lipstick. “Maybe we should hit

the docks.” The compact clicked shut.

I rolled my lips, then licked them. Show time.

*

I sashayed up to the front door of Bev’s Bouquets—then strolled

right on by, without so much as a glance inside. I was shaking.

For Christ’s sake, I was about ten seconds away from being the

laughing stock of my family, and perhaps the wider community

to boot. I was pretty sure Trixie could pull this off, but if it did

go bad, it could go really bad.

I stopped in front of Mel’s Insurance, fumbled through my purse

and popped open my compact. Her lips nearly spat at me. “Turn

around,” she said, “or else.” I turned around. Then she laid it on

the line: “It’s the flower shop or the dockyard, toots. Choose.”

She flashed me a grim smile.

Now you know who’s better at high-stakes poker. “Nothing to

worry about,” she added. “I won’t let you down.”

The compact returned to my purse. I padded meekly back to the

shop, stopping at the window to admire a colorful seascape of

blossoms, artfully arranged to mimic a coral reef.

I could barely see through into the store but Mom was indeed

there, standing at the counter wearing the floral smock I bought

her for Christmas. What was worse, she’d spotted me.

Steady. On the inside, Trixie rode me like a skittish mare.
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Mom was smiling, but it was a hopeful ‘let’s make a sale’ sort

of smile; as opposed to one that meant, ‘Goodness me, isn’t that

my son all done up as a girl?’ Whatever that might look like.

I hoped never to find out.

A bell tinkled as I pushed through the door. Mom usually closed

at six but on Fridays she liked to give it another hour or two to

snag the middle-aged guys with guilty consciences on their way

home. She always made money.

The door closed. One breath and I felt myself relax, in spite of

being dressed—in full view of my mother—in a cute blouse, a

pencil skirt and a lovely pair of scarpin pumps. I’ve been around

flowers my whole life and being immersed in their perfume was

like coming home. This is where Trixie was born.

Mom greeted me like she would any customer. I tottered on my

heels, which suddenly felt far too narrow. “I, uh… just need to

look around, thanks.”

“I’m here if you need me.”

Two aisles led to the back of the store; one near the counter, one

farther away. Coward that I am, I chose the latter. I knew what

Trixie would say. Seriously? Is that what a real woman would

do—avoid the nice lady? C’mon!

I inspected a sunflower that rose to the height of my breast.

Exactly what was I supposed to be looking for? What kind of

flower should I take an interest in? I stared through the glass

doors of the flower cooler, not really seeing what was inside.

Panic rose within me. What was I doing here?

Mom met me at the far end. “I hate to intrude, dear, but you do

look a little lost. What’s the occasion, if I may?”

Our eyes locked eyes for an instant. She did seem to be in sales

mode, but the eyes are the window to the soul—or so they say—

and I averted my gaze before she caught a glimpse of her son’s

soul where it shouldn’t be.

“Nothing special,” I said—or was that Trixie? Sometimes it was

hard to tell. “A little post-Valentine for my boy-toy.”

“Isn’t that thoughtful.” She turned to the shelves crowded with

bundles of flowers in water. “Men tend to prefer strong shapes

and bold colors, so I’d steer clear of the pastels. But have you

considered a plant? They do last longer.”

I sighed. “Guys do need reminders, don’t they? But my Patrick

likes flowers, so I’ll go with that.”

“Mm-hmm. A mixed bouquet might be nice.” She pointed to a

vase full of variegated blossoms, set against a background of

indigo-blue petals. “Stargazer lilies and blue irises. One of our

most popular choices.” Which I knew to be true.

“I was thinking… orchids.”

Mom looked impressed. “Tropicals are popular with men. You

know your flowers.”

“I used to work in a shop. What about these?” I pointed to a

cluster of Dendrobium orchids, stem-dyed in vibrant blue.

“Wonderful choice.” She picked up the vase. “Ten stems?”

“Better make it twenty. They’re small.” I followed her back to

the counter. Bathing in the scent of roses, lilacs and gardenias is
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enough to make anyone—regardless of gender—feel like more

of a woman. I felt myself relaxing into the role.

Mom slapped a sheet of paper on the counter. “Was that around

here, where you worked? I know all the florists in the area.”

I shook my head, feeling the constraint of the thick hair that lay

across my shoulders—a handy reminder of who I was meant to

be. “Not around here. Downtown.” I rubbed the goosebumps

from my forearms. My chest felt too big, my heels too tall and

my skirt too short, although it was a bit late in the day to worry

about winning my mother’s approval.

“What brings you out to the burbs, luv?”

“My parents live near here.” Lies came so easily to Trixie. I’d

never be able to fib to my mother like that, but turn me into a

pretty girl and it’s a whole different story.

“Color me jealous. My son doesn’t make it out this way as often

as you might think. Hardly ever, in fact.”

Whoa. In the back of my mind, a danger signal flared up. “Uh…

guys are like that,” I stammered. “I’m sure it doesn’t mean he

doesn’t care… I mean, I’m sure he does—”

“I know. He’s a good boy. It’s just… well, you always wonder,

don’t you?” She rolled the paper into a tube around the orchids.

“I’m sorry,” I said, perhaps too softly. “I didn’t mean…” I didn’t

mean to hurt you. But I couldn’t say that out loud.

“It’s not you, dear. I brought it up.” She shrugged. “It’s just…

well, here you are, a daughter out from the city to pay your folks

a visit. It makes a mother think, that’s all.”

It made me think too. Better a dutiful daughter than an ingrate

for a son—could she have actually meant that? I apologized yet

again, feeling a lump in my throat.

She brushed it off. “Don’t worry about me. I’m used to it.”

I accepted the bouquet. On hearing the price I felt a flood of

relief. I had just enough cash to cover it. Using Patrick’s credit

card would have been embarrassing, to say the least.

She handed me the change. “I do hope he likes it—oh, didn’t

you say his name was ‘Patrick’?”

Did I? Damn that Trixie! I nodded, warily.

“Does he work with computers?” I admitted that he/I did. “Not

Patrick Rochelle?” Mom exclaimed.

I teetered on my high heels. Into the valley of death rode the six

hundred—and into the mouth of hell stepped the cross-dresser,

artfully clad in black skirt and beige panties, peep-toe pumps,

and some seriously convincing makeup. Flashing sabers and

cannon fire might be preferable to facing my mother like this.

Trixie managed to evoke in her voice both innocence and guile.

“Why, yes. Do you know him?”

Mom looked like she wanted to hug me. “Patty’s my son!”

“Oh, my—really?” Under the circumstances, Trixie probably

deserved an Oscar; best performance by a lead tranny.

My fate was sealed. If I wasn’t committed before, I sure as hell

was now. There was literally no way out; Mom flew to the front

door, locked it and flipped the sign. “You simply must stay for a

few minutes—I’d love to chat.”
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Did I have a choice? Knowing Trixie, probably not.

A bottle emerged from under the counter. “A little wine?

Glasses, now where did I…” She wandered off.

I was rooted to the spot, flowers in hand, lost in regret. I could

have just left, back then. I could’ve said it wasn’t—well, me.

I could’ve been on my way home by now. Why this?

Trixie caught my eye in the mirror behind the counter. Poor boy,

she seemed to say. Now suck it up and be the girlfriend.

Mom returned with two mismatched wine glasses. “Where are

my manners? I’m Beverly.” She popped the cork.

“Trixie.” I gave my hair a quick shake. “I love your shop.”

“That’s a pretty name.” She smiled, and it looked genuine. “This

has been such a long time coming. I wasn’t sure it was in the

cards, to be frank.” I must have looked surprised. “Patrick didn’t

date much, you see. Or at all.”

“He isn’t gay,” I said, perhaps too quickly.

“Nothing wrong with that. Either way.” She paused to pour the

wine. “But, you know… things happen. As a parent, you can’t

help but wonder.” She raised her glass.

We touched rims. My hand trembled. An impish smile crossed

my lips. “Small wonder, the way he used to raid your closet.”

Mom’s eyebrows hit the roof. “You know about that?”

“A guy can’t hide that sort of thing. Not for long.”

“I suppose not. He was always going through my things.” She

plucked at her skirt. “You know how it is. A boy looks up to his

mother. Nothing wrong with that, of course. He tried to put my

clothes back where they were, but a woman knows exactly how

she hangs her slips and folds her bras.”

“Been there,” I said, through dry lips. “He still does it.”

“I’m not surprised.” Mom set her glass on the counter. “Excuse

me a moment, luv. I have to make a call—let hubby know I’m

running late.” She vanished into the office.

The door had barely closed when I felt my purse vibrate. Crap.

Through the window, I could see her back was turned. I stepped

to the back of the store, hopefully out of sight, and answered the

call. Barely in time, I remembered to switch voices.

“Patty? It’s your mother. Where are you?”

“Me? Uh—still at work. One of the servers was—”

“That’s nice, dear. I’m at the shop. There’s a woman here who

says she’s your girlfriend. How shall I put this? Do you actually

have a girlfriend, sweetheart? I only ask because you didn’t, last

time we spoke. You told me not to get my hopes up.”

I bit my lip. Did I say that? Maybe I had… Christ, no wonder I

hardly ever made it out this way. “Yes. I do.”

“That’s wonderful! Her name is Trixie? Tall, lovely red hair…”

“Yeah, that’s her. She said she might try to look you—”

“Isn’t that nice? How long have you known her?”

“A few months, I guess. She’s—”

“Oh, you should have said. You could’ve brought her out to the

house. Your father would love to meet her.”
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Trixie was eyeing me from the mirror at the end of the aisle. Her

lashes fluttered. Time to up the stakes, babycakes. “Don’t make

a fuss, Ma. She could be ‘the one’, you know.”

The phone squealed. “Patrick—are you serious?”

I glared at Trixie, who winked back. This was bad. What would

I say when the both of us were invited over? You can only

pretend to go on so many trips, or feign so many illnesses. Even

your parents are gonna clue in eventually. What then?

Trixie didn’t seem to care. “You two have a lot in common,” my

voice said. “She used to work in a flower shop.”

“So I heard. She also said…” There was a long pause. “I know

we’ve never spoken about this,” she said, in a voice gone quiet,

“but it’s… it’s just that… well, she says you sometimes wear her

clothing. Is that true?”

Dangerous ground. I didn’t have to fake embarrassment. “Now

and then, I guess. It’s no big deal. Lots of guys do it.”

“Patty, you shouldn’t do that!” Now she sounded urgent. “It’s

one thing to experiment at home, when you were a boy, but—

not now! You could lose this girl, you know.”

How wrong she was; I couldn’t lose Trixie if I tried, although I

did sometimes wonder if she could lose me. “Don’t worry, Ma.

She knows all about it. She helps me.”

“Oh… I see. That’s very… modern.”

No argument there. I told her I had better get that server back up

and running, and ended the call. The phone dove into my purse

and I *ahem*ed a few times to get my femme voice back.

Mom emerged from the office. I strolled back to the counter and

retrieved my wine glass. “Everything okay at home?”

She seemed flustered. “Oh, yes. It’s… He’s fine. Frank, I mean.

My husband. What were we—?”

“About what I said before… I didn’t mean to imply that Patrick

was sneaking around behind my back. He has my permission.”

Oh, God… Not that.

“Oh, good.” Mom drained her glass.

I cocked my head thoughtfully. “I did catch him the first time,

but after that I was okay with it. He and I are about the same

size, so my clothes fit and he looks pretty good. I kid him all the

time, that maybe he only likes me for my wardrobe.”

“That’s very… understanding. More wine?” She refilled her

own glass, to the brim.

“Best not. Driving and all.” I hesitated. “I’m curious. How long

have you known? I mean, when did you—”

“That my son’s a cross-dresser?” She laughed. “Waaay back. At

first, when it’s just clothing, you think maybe it’s your memory

playing tricks. Then I found face powder sprinkled all over my

dresser. That’s when I knew. He was around twelve.”

“That long?” My heart sank. I’d been so careful!

She shrugged. “I thought he’d grow out of it, eventually. But

some boys never do, it seems.”

“It’s complicated, isn’t it? Some of the boys are gay, and some

of them aren’t. Case in point,” I added, holding up the bouquet

of orchids still clutched in my left hand.
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“I’ll have to take your word for that.” Her eyes narrowed. “But

what remains to be seen… Put it this way: is the boy a straight-

ahead cross-dresser, or is she actually a woman?”

My eyes widened. “You think he might—”

“You said it yourself—he looks pretty. You’ve been helping him

with makeup too, hmm? Slip him into a princess dress with a

sweetheart neckline and he looks like a real girl—right?”

“Well… he’s still pretty self-conscious, but—”

“Don’t be naïve, dear. Some boys are just born this way. It’s

certainly nothing I did,” she said with a self-ward thumb. “It has

nothing to do with his father being away from home so much.

It’s too much estrogen in the womb—or not enough some other

thing—that’s what did the trick.”

My eyes were locked on Trixie, hovering behind Mom in the

mirror. She raised an eyebrow—and pushed me right over the

edge. “Now that I think about it, you might be right. Patty’s not

exactly He-Man between the sheets. I mean—when the guy’s

wearing a pretty little peignoir, how much should a girl expect?

And I must say, he does look rather… convincing.”

“Of course he does. My God, he’s only been doing this his

whole life!” Mom wasn’t much of a drinker. It was starting to

show. “You know I love the boy like a son, but lord—sometimes

I wish he’d just make up his mind!”

Thankfully, Trixie chose to stop there. I helped Mom close up

shop and then drove her home, saving my father a trip. I briefly

met Dad at the curb when he came out to collect his wife.

Then it was back to the city, and no stopping at Fast Eddie’s or

anyplace else. I’d had it up to here with ‘being seen’, at least for

one night. Patrick was headed for a long soak in the tub and

some serious pondering. Was I really ‘born this way’?

Red lips smirked at me from the rear-view mirror. “Just think

about it, Patty. When you’re ready, I’ll be here.”

* * *

Beverly leaned into her husband as they watched the little Volvo

disappear down the block. “You know what, my love? You just

met your future daughter.”

“Heh. Don’t you mean ‘daughter-in-law’?”

She shook her head. “Daughter. Just let me grab some decaf and

I’ll explain. Patrick’s not gay, but I think we can rule out those

grandkids we were hoping for. Although,” she added, as they

wobbled up the front walk, “there’s always adoption. That’s if

Trixie manages to land herself a husband. Oh! You know what?

I’ll introduce her to the Mandelbrot’s son. He’s about the right

age and from what I hear, he ain’t fussy.”

“Who the hell’s Trixie?”

“You just met her, dear.”

“Her? Didn’t you say she’s Patrick’s girlfriend?”

“It’s complicated.” She gave him a quick kiss. “But it’s all going

to work out. You’ll see.”  �


