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Amanda HawkinsDowntime: The cross-dresser’s guide to travelling through time…
Miranda stared up at the body that up until two minutes
before had been her own. She was seated on the floor,
exactly where her son had been, hugging pajama-clad
legs with pipestem arms. “You don’t sound like my little
Jeffrey,” she said. Her mouth felt too small, her lips too
thin. What she could feel nestled between her thighs
didn’t bear thinking about.

The lingerie-clad woman smirked. “I don't, do I? There's
a reason for that. I really am your son, but I'm the
Jeffrey Maidenhead from twenty-five years into your
future. I managed to get access to a temporal projection
machine, which sent my mind back in time… and into
your body.” She stretched, shook back her thick hair and
touched her breasts. An incredulous look crossed her
face. “Your mind,” she added, “was displaced into
whoever happened to be nearby when I arrived. If no one
was, then you wouldn’t exist anymore.” She shrugged.
“You got lucky. If you can call it that.”

Miranda shook her son’s head. “What about my Jeffrey?
He’s just a little boy. He doesn’t understand—”

“Don’t ask me. All I know is that he isn’t here anymore.
At least in this timeline.” She went to the dresser and
opened the lingerie drawer, rifling through it like she
knew what to look for. It didn’t take her long to find the
hot-pink slip that matched the bra and panties she was
already wearing. “God knows how many times I’ve worn
this stuff over the years,” she muttered, “but it didn’t
look half as good on a skinny male body. This is gonna
be sweet.”

The little boy rubbed his eyes. He looked exhausted.
“What’s that supposed to mean, ‘in this timeline’?”

The woman pulled the slip over her head and let it
slither, snake-like, down her body. “Don’t know if you’ll
understand, but here it is. My arrival here created a split
in the time-stream continuum. That’s what time travel
does, every time someone does it. A new timeline
branched off from the original and that’s where we are
now, with each of us in our new bodies. But the original
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timeline still exists, somewhere, with you and little Jeffrey in your own
bodies and me twenty-five years in the future cursing the fact that the
damn time machine didn’t work. Only it did. In this timeline.”

The boy yawned. “I don’t understand.”

“Told ya.” She extracted a pair of black thigh-highs from the dresser
and gently rolled them up her legs. “This is how the universe avoids the
kind of temporal paradox you get when someone goes back in time and
shoots their grandfather, or manages to get pregnant and give birth to
himself, or whatever.”

“But how am I supposed to get back? To my own body, I mean.”

She chuckled. “You don’t. You’re going to grow up and grow old as the
little dork I used to be. But hey, it’s not all bad. You’re short enough and
thin enough to cross-dress like nobody’s business. And having been a
woman yourself, I’m sure you’ll be really good at it. If that’s what you
want to do, of course.”

“Cross-dress? You mean, in this body? As Jeffrey?”

“Why not? I’ve been doing it for as long as I can remember. Since I was
younger than you are now, for sure. You must have known.”

“Well… the doctor told me boys usually grow out of that sort of thing.”

She laughed. “As you can see, not all boys do. Some of us grow up and
become our mothers.” She glided over to the closet and with a flourish
pulled out a Fifties-style swing dress; dark red, with cap sleeves and a
knee-length pleated skirt with ruffles. “I always loved this dress, but I
didn’t dare try it on until I was old enough, and even then it never fit me
quite right. No matter how much I cinched in my waist and padded out
my hips, I just never had the right figure. You were the only one it ever
looked good on. But now that I’m the mommy…”

“Hey! You can’t do that. It’s my dress.” Miranda scrambled to ‘his’ tiny
feet and pointed, stamping angrily.

“Your dress? Don’t be silly, Jeffrey. You’re just a little boy. I don’t mind
if you dress up as a girl now and then—heck, I’ll even buy you your own
skirts and stuff, whatever you like.” She stepped into the dress, lifted it
over her hips and slid her arms into the sleeves. “But this dress belongs
to your mother and she’s planning to wear it tonight—” She bent down
and tweaked the boy’s nose. “—on her date with darling Dexter. The
man you met at the Henderson’s party last month.”

The boy’s mouth fell open. “You know about that?”

“Oh, you’d be surprised what I know.” She straightened her slip, then
fluffed out the skirt. “In my timeline, you married the dude—at least for
awhile. I guess that made him my stepfather, temporarily, but the
relationship never really gelled.” She reached behind her and tugged
the zipper up her back. “He just wanted to be my friend. I wasn’t really
interested back then, but now…” A coy look crossed her face. “I don’t
think marriage is in the cards. Things have changed. But ‘friends with
benefits’ has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?”

The boy swallowed hard. “I’ll tell him. I’ll tell Dex what you did. I’ll tell
your father, if I can find the loser. I’ll tell the people at school—”

“Oh no you won’t, you little sneak.” The new Miranda grabbed the boy
by the shoulder. “You think anyone’s gonna believe a story like that? I’ll
march you off to a shrink so fast your culottes will have to take the
next bus. You wanna spend the rest of your life in a psych ward? Go
right ahead. Make my day. To everyone else I’ll just be your worried
mother, and believe you-me I’ve got that act down cold—from watching
you do it since the day I was born!”

The boy began to cry. “But—but whatamIsupposed to do?”

She wiped away his tears. “Don’t you worry, sweetie. That nice Mrs.
Peabody will be here soon and the two of you can have hot chocolate
and you can play Hungry, Hungry Hippo just like you always do. I’ll even
tell her to let you stay up late. You can watch whatever you want on TV,
but don’t give the sitter any trouble. Mommy will be home tomorrow.”

“Great. I get to watch TV while you’re out screwing my boyfriend.”

She laughed. “That’s life, kiddo. Better get used to it.” She stepped into
a pair of stiletto heels, then sat down at the vanity to brush out her hair
and touch up her makeup. A sigh escaped her lips. “Ever since I heard
about the time machine, I’ve been dreaming of the day I’d get to see
this face in the mirror. Now it’s all come true. I’m her. I really am
Miranda Maidenhead… for the rest of my life.”

The boy frowned. “I’m so happy for you… not.”

Miranda nodded. “Maybe not now, but I think you will be.” She ran her
fingers through the boy’s hair. “You’ll see. I’m going to be a very good
mother.” She smiled. “All I have to do is avoid the mistakes you made
with me. So cheer up, Jeffrey. There’s still a chance you won’t turn out
to be a cross-dresser after all.”
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LATER THAT NIGHT

“Miranda… wow. You’ve really got it going tonight.” Dexter kissed her
hand. “You looked spectacular in that dress. I was the envy of every
guy in the club. But seeing you in lingerie is nine times better.”

She pouted. “Nine times? What happened to a perfect ten?”

“It’s being held in escrow. You can earn it back, depending on how the
rest of the evening goes. If certain terms and conditions are met.”

“I see. And what might those be?” She gazed up at his weathered, but
clean-shaven face. Her hand lingered on the waistband of his boxers.

“I’ll let you know as we go.” His mouth descended upon hers and they
kissed. His arm encircled her waist, pulling her against his body and
her arms criss-crossed behind his neck. His hand sank through her
long hair, cupping the back of her head. Her fingers slipped through his
own curls, grasping. Their lips parted and their kiss grew harder.

Two minutes later Miranda flung her slip aside and fumbled with the
clasp of her brassiere, all the while unable to take her eyes off what
stood revealed when Dexter stepped out of his boxers. She licked her
lips. Deep breath, she who had been Jeff Maidenhead thought. God, it’s
way bigger than mine was. She kicked her panties off and followed her
boyfriend under the sheets of his king-sized bed.

They didn’t waste any time getting down to it. Dexter looped his arm
around the small of her back and drew her to him. Miranda raked her
nails down his chest, then lifted her head. His lips fell upon on hers like
a hungry lion. Their mouths locked together. His hand caressed the
back of her neck. Red-tipped fingers dug into his shoulder blades. Their
tongues met in passing and slithered into welcoming throats.

Time passed. When they came up for air Miranda shook her hair free of
the bedsheets. She flashed him a smile. “My goodness… you certainly
know how to make a girl feel welcome.”

“It’s more than that.” His fingers probed between her legs.

“Oooh, yeah. A girl could so get used to this.” She relaxed against his
body. Then: “Yo, Elmer, did I tell you to stop? Burn rubber down there.”

“I would, but my hand’s getting kinda tired. If only there was something
you could do to make me forget how heavy and tired my fingers feel.”

Her eyes widened. “Ooo, that’s blackmail, that is! If only I wasn’t such a
weak and helpless woman I might be able to resist your shameless

attempt at manipulation. Oh well, when in Rome.” Her fingers slipped
between his thighs and stroked what they found there.

“Ha! You’re about as weak and helpless as my old drill sergeant. But
don’t stop,” he added hastily.

“As if. You know,” she mused, as their respective digits settled into a
rhythm, “I just figured out who you remind me of… Elmer Fudd.”

“Really? I’m not sure how to take that.”

“Oh, it’s not your height or your head or anything like that. Duh, right?”
She grinned. “It’s just that I totally had a thing for the dude, way back
when I was a wee slip of a girl. Wanna know why?”

He stiffened as she tweaked the tip. “Uh, sure. W—why?”

“Because I just knew… from the size of his head, all round and bald like
that… I knew he just had to be ginormous down there.”

“Ah… that sort of makes sense. I guess.”

“Know what else?” She picked up her pace. “I always figured if he had
ever used that tool on that wascally wabbit, instead of a shotgun or
whatever—you know, if he gave the rabbit a big ole bone—he’d have
been better off. At least he wouldn’t have blown his own head off.”

“Oh, wow. Mental image… trying to unsee…”

“Sorry. My mind tends to wander. Maybe if you put in some work on the
Grand Tetons here instead…?”

“Anything for the lady.” Dexter cupped her breast and ran his thumb
gently across the nipple. After awhile he switched sides.

“Ohhh, that’s the stuff,” she sighed. “Way better than I ever imagined.
You have no idea how sensitive these are.”

He brushed his lips across hers. “No one ever did this before?”

Pointedly, she licked her lips and gave her head a quick shake. Long
hair flowed gently from one shoulder to the other. “You’re my first,” she
said coyly, lowering her lashes.

He frowned. “You make it sound like… you know, it’s your first time. But
it can’t be; you’ve got a son. I assume he wasn’t a virgin birth.”

Miranda’s laugh ended in a gasp. “That’s just me—oh! Doing a little
role-playing. It’s all in the name, see? Maidenhead means ‘virgin’. So I
like to pretend I am one, just to spice things up. You ever do that?”



4

“Role-play? Yeah, you could say. My girlfriend in first year was a drama
major. We acted out scenes from the plays she was studying.”

“Interesting. How’d that work out?”

“Not bad. Memorizing my lines was the hard part.”

She stoked his twig. “Harder than this? Goodness, I’m surprised you
could remember a single word. Couldn’t you just read from the script?”

“Kind of awkward to do in bed. And in the dark.”

“You could always learn Braille.” She took his hand, kissed the back of
it and then contrived to leave it in the vicinity of her crotch. “Lucky for
you I’m not so demanding. I set the premise and then we just wing it.”

“Evening at the Improv. I’m all for that. What’s the premise?”

“Oh, I dunno… yeah, right there. Keep doing that.” She sucked in her
breath and gave her hair another toss. “All right, I’ve got one. This is my
first time because… up until a few hours ago, I was a guy.”

“It’s different, I’ll say that. Not exactly plausible, but—”

“Time travel.” Miranda stroked a little harder. “Twenty years from now,
some dweeb invents a machine that can send someone’s mind back in
time, into another body. Let’s say it has to be one of his ancestors. So
he becomes that person and he’s stuck there for the rest of his life.”

“Bummer. Like Quantum Leap, only for keeps. But twenty years… that
would make you—”

“My son.” She lay back and gazed up at him. “It’s true,” she said softly.
“I’m Jeffrey. I took over my mother’s body and now I’m stuck being her
for the rest of my life. This really is my first time. As a woman.”

“That’s pretty creative. Did you just think of it now?”

“Naw. It’s been bouncing around my head for a long time. Does it turn
you on? Making love to a woman who has a male mind?”

“Well… I was already turned on, so it’s hard to say. But, uhm… does
being a son who turns into his mother turn you on?”

“Oh, yeah. Big-time. You have no idea.” She squirmed under his touch.

“To each his own, I guess. What do you want me to do?”

“More of what you’re doing, for starters. But could you call me Jeffrey
once or twice? Then switch over to Miranda. After that, go ahead and
screw my brains out. Don’t be gentle.”

Dexter shrugged and slipped his fingers into the moist slit between her
legs. “Well, Jeffrey… you’ve been a very naughty boy. It wasn’t nice to
steal your mother’s body like that, was it?”

She shook her head. “I’ve been a bad boy. Punish me.”

“Oh, I will. I’m going to make love to you and guess what: you’re gonna
be a woman for me tonight, even though you aren’t really one.” His
fingers sought the sweet spot next to her love tunnel. She responded
by squeezing his penis. He kissed her, then whispered into her ear.
“You like that, huh? The way your female body responds to a man’s
touch? Does that make you feel uncomfortable, Jeffrey? Like maybe
you don’t even know who you are anymore?”

“I’m not a man anymore,” she gasped. “I can’t be.”

“No, you can’t. You’re a woman now, and you’re trapped in this body for
the rest of your life. You are Miranda.”

“Yes. I—I’m her now. And she’s me.” Her lips sought his. Their mouths
moved in unison, and she suckled on his tongue like a pacifier.

Dexter removed her hand from his member and positioned himself over
her. “You won’t be a man much longer,” he said, “in your mind or
anywhere else. Fitting punishment for what you’ve done.”

“I’m a woman,” she whispered, and her fingers guided the tip of his
manhood to the cusp of her maidenhead. “I need to be her.”

“You are her,” Dexter said harshly. He thrust himself inside.

*

After Mrs. Peabody left, the little boy who was once Miranda turned
and glared at the time traveller. She was wearing the same dark red
swing dress from the night before, and her makeup showed signs of
having been repaired. “Did you get your rocks off?” he demanded in a
shrill voice. “Did he bounce you off the walls? Did ya hit the Big-O? Was
all that worth stealing my body for?”

“He did, I did and it was,” she said, returning her coat to the hall closet.
“And by the by, Jeffrey, that’s no way to talk to your mother. I’d change
my attitude, if I were you—and I was—or Mommy might have to kick
your ass all the way to military school.” She flashed him a grim smile,
then mounted the stairs to her bedroom. It wasn’t easy being a single
mother, she mused. But sometimes you just have to be firm with the
little buggers. Some day they’ll thank you for it.  �


