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What happened next: Living the lie…

“Well, well… what do we have here?” Lori strolled 

into the living room, clad in one of her signature 

skirt suits, with her hair still pinned up from work. 

She glared down at my tied-up self on the floor.

Mum stopped in the doorway. “My goodness,” she 

said, “this must be the little floozy you mentioned, 

the one Greg’s been seeing while you’re working 

so hard to support him, Lori! But… why on earth 

is she all tied up? Is Greg into that sort of thing?”

Lori shrugged. “Seems like he is.”

“We should call the police,” Dad said, leaning 

against the door frame. “There surely must have 

been a break-in here.” He rolled his eyes.

God, no! “Mmmph! Mmmmmph!” I said.

“I’m curious to hear her side of the story,” Lori 

said. Gently, she peeled the tape from my mouth.

“It’s not what you think,” I told her. “Greg’s not—

he’s not here. He and I weren’t messing around or 

anything. He just let me hang out for awhile. You 

see, my uhm—my boyfriend threw me out of our 

apartment. Greg went to see a friend of his about 

finding me a place to stay.”

“Hmm. That sounds plausible.” Lori circled behind 

me and inspected the rope that bound my hands. 

“But why did he tie you up? I assume that he—”

“No! It—it wasn’t Greg. It was my boyfriend. He 

must have seen me come in here, so when Greg 

went out he came to the door and—and—”

“I think we get the picture. What’s this awful man’s 

name, sweetie? For that matter, what’s yours?”

“G-G-Gloria,” I stammered. “Gloria Sm—Smythe. 

With an ‘e’ at the end.” I forced myself to swallow, 

even though my mouth was a desert. “Lance,” I 

said softly. “That’s his name. Lance Spargles.”

“So Mister Spargles tied you up and left you here. I 

wonder why.” Lori untied my hands. “Wait, let me 

guess. He went to pick up one of his buddies, and 

the two of them were planning to carry you off to 

some deserted cabin outside town and have their 

way with you. So it’s a darn good thing we got here 

when we did. Right?”

It was as good a story as any. “Yes—yes! I’m ever 

so grateful.” I sat up, rubbing my wrists, then set to 

work on the ropes that bound my legs.

Lori strolled back toward the door. “Funny, isn’t it? 

That he’d throw you out, then go to all the trouble 

of following you here. Then again, you never know 

when it comes to men.”

I couldn’t believe my luck. The three people who 

knew me better than anyone else believed I was a 

real woman! What more could a cross-dresser ask? 

Time to double-down on the deception. “Are—are 

you Lori Templeton?” I said, channeling my inner 

damsel in distress. “Greg said—”

“Indeed I am. So he mentioned me, did he? I’m so 

thrilled.” She smiled thinly. “And these are Greg’s 

parents, Helena and Stanford Hardwicke. With an 

‘e’ at the end, of course.”

Mum said, “Lovely to meet you, dear.”

“You do look kind of familiar,” Dad said, pointing 

at me. “Didn’t I see you a couple of weeks back, 

working the checkout at Safeway?”

“No, no…” I freed my ankles and started on my 

knees. “I work at reception in a law office. Not 

around here. It’s in kind of a skeezy part of town.”
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The rope went slack and fell to the ground. Dad 

offered his hand and lifted me to my feet. Shyly, I 

thanked him and looked away. Never look someone 

in the eye when you’re living a lie.

Lori stroked my back. “All better now?”

I stepped back. “Yes, thanks. But, uh—I should get 

going. You must have plans. I’m sure Greg will be 

back soon.”

“Go? But where would you go? Lance threw you 

out, remember?” Lori seized my arm. “You can 

stay here, for as long as you like. The spare room is 

all yours, and I won’t take no for an answer. Greg 

certainly won’t mind. Why would he?”

Mum touched my other arm. “Gloria? We were 

hoping to take the kids for dinner, but since Greg 

isn’t here at the moment, why don’t you join us?”

I went into shock. “Oh, no—I couldn’t!”

“Of course you can,” Lori said. “We insist. I’ll even 

leave Greg a note, in case he gets back while we’re 

out. But I bet he won’t.” She scrawled something 

on a piece of paper and left it on the coffee table.

“Off we go.” Lori gave me her faux-fur overcoat 

from the hall closet. Dad helped me put it on.

*

The Copper Penny has been around for a long time, 

as the name suggests. Once we were seated and had 

ordered, the conversation veered straight back to 

yours truly and stayed there.

“Tell us about this Lance Spargles,” Dad said. He 

frowned. “Odd name. He sounds like bad news. 

Perhaps we should speak to the police after all.”

I shook my head, feeling long hair swirl across my 

neck. “There’s no point. He—he never hurt me or 

anything.” I threw in a few generic details about the 

man: his unshaven face, the way he scowled, his 

job as a insurance salesman. It was my own fault, 

I added, for staying as long as I had.

Lori drained her martini. “I should tell you a few 

things about us—Greg and myself, that is. Since 

you’re going to be staying awhile. I—” She pointed 

at herself. “—am a junior executive at a downtown 

marketing firm. An up-and-comer, as we say in the 

biz. My ditz of a boyfriend—” She twirled a finger 

upwards. “—is a bit of a dreamer. He got down-

sized two years ago and hasn’t had a paying job 

since. People would call him a ‘house husband’ 

these days. He does the chores.”

I stared at the tablecloth. “That’s good, I guess.”

“I wouldn’t go that far. He makes himself useful.”

Mum looked wistful. “Greg was such a sensitive 

boy. Very bright, but afraid of his own shadow.”

“No discipline,” Dad sighed. “You won’t go very 

far these days, with that kind of attitude.”

I licked my lips. “He seemed like a nice man.”

“He is that,” Lori muttered. “Maybe too nice.”

I sat back in my seat. “You all talk like you don’t 

even like him. What’s he done that’s so awful?”

Mum touched my arm. “You’re wrong, dear. We 

love Greg. We only want what’s best.”

“Whatever it takes,” Dad said. “Whatever makes 

him happy and productive, that’s what we’ll do.”

Lori waggled her finger at me. “Listen to yo—to 

Mr. Hardwicke, kitten. We’re only trying to help. 

Did you know… I shouldn’t say this to a stranger, 

but what the hell. Greg is a cross-dresser.”

My brain turned to arctic ice. “What—really? But 

how—” How could she possibly know?
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“Oh, I’ve known for months. There’s a nanny-cam 

in our bedroom. He dresses up, like all the time. It’s 

a wonder he gets anything done around the house.”

“We’ve known for years,” Mum said quietly. “You 

can’t hide that sort of thing from your mother. And 

he was never as careful as he thought he was.”

“I—I had no idea.” I considered fleeing, but where 

could I go? They knew where I lived. Plan B was to 

crawl under the table and wait until everyone left, 

and if I thought that would work I’d have done it.

Lori laughed. “Of course not—how could you? 

You just met the man. But take it from me, if he got 

dressed up and walked past you on the street, you’d 

take him for the girl next-door. The pretty one.”

My right hand trembled as I reached for my wine 

glass. Me? The pretty one? Lori had been watching 

me dress on-camera, probably for months. Which 

meant that she knew what I looked like. And if she 

knew that, then how could she not know…

The realization shot through my heart like a needle 

full of epinephrine; aka adrenalin. Of course. Lori 

knew exactly who ‘Gloria’ was. So did my parents. 

So why the big song and dance? Why act like I 

truly was Gloria Smythe, a receptionist on the run 

from an abusive boyfriend? This charade had to be 

some kind of cruel joke. My God, you? A woman? 

Silly transvestite! Womanhood is for kids. Kids 

with the right equipment, that is.

But that made no sense. Lori might act like a bitch 

in the boardroom, but she had a good heart. And 

my parents didn’t have a cruel bone in their bodies. 

They were doing this for my sake; they had to be. 

To help me somehow. To make it easier…

I had to spoon-feed the bottom line into my brain: 

to make it easier—for me—to become—a woman.

I blinked back tears. They were offering me a deal. 

Gloria could stay in the spare room, coming and 

going as she pleased. When she was there, Greg 

would be ‘out’. Running errands. Visiting friends. 

Backpacking through Europe. And when Greg was 

around, Gloria would be out and about. Manning 

the reception desk in a two-bit law office. Visiting 

family. Or even gone for good.

The decision was in my hands. Hands with lovely 

red fingernails; hands that were marginally smaller 

than Lori’s. I swirled the wine in my mouth before 

letting it slide down my throat; light and sweet and 

delicately aromatic—a ‘feminine’ Bordeaux.

“I don’t mind,” I told them. “Greg can cross-dress 

all he wants. I’ll just look the other way.”

They all laughed. “Welcome to the club,” Dad said. 

“We’ve been doing that for years.”

I fought down an urge to throw myself into their 

arms. “Thank you,” I said to Lori, willing myself 

to not cry. Little girls cry, but I was a big girl. “For 

letting me stay. I won’t be any trouble at all. Most 

of the time you won’t even know I’m there.”

Her smile lit up the room. “No worries. When the 

guy’s away, the girls will play. We’ll go shopping. 

You can come too, Helena.”

Mum smiled too. “I wouldn’t miss it.”

“Saturday night chick flicks.” Lori sighed. “Greg 

never wants to watch what I like. But you and I… 

we’ll be like sisters, Gloria.” She placed her hand 

on mine. “This is gonna work out. You’ll see.”

*

Two years later, Greg vanished into the Amazon 

jungle and never returned. No one seemed to take 

much notice. There was a name change, but no 

funeral. Gloria was home.  �


