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“You’re running away? Aren’t you a little old for that?” Brooke stared at me, her

expression disbelieving. Her old Honda Civic roared as it got too much gas in

neutral. She eased off the pedal.

“Just drive, okay?” Nearly twenty-one I might be, but I didn’t look the part. My

parents treated me like a little kid; wasn’t that reason enough?

“Where are we going? What’s this about, Cal?”

“The outlet mall. Drive.” Brooke drove. I slung my gym bag in the back seat.

A long silence followed. Finally, she popped her lips and spoke. “Look, I know

your folks have been getting on your case lately. Is that…?”

I grunted. ‘Getting on my case’ was putting it mildly. After one lackluster year at

a local college, going to school had lost what little appeal it ever had—both for me

and for the Registrar’s Office. With no experience to speak of, the job hunt wasn’t

going so well either. But excuses don’t cut mustard with my parents; we certainly

weren’t hurting for cash but they wanted me to experience the working world the

old-fashioned way: from the ground up. Brooke knew that; I talk her ear off all the

time. “I can’t go back,” I told her, “not like this.”

She looked worried. “Well, you can crash with me. Don’t do anything rash.”

I took a deep breath, staring at the road. “Rash is all I got left.”

When we got to the mall I asked Brooke to stand guard. “Knock on the window if

anyone comes by.” I climbed into the back seat.

Before leaving home, I had put on the bra and panties I kept hidden in an old

suitcase at the back of my closet; a few other items I threw into my gym bag. I’d

donned a plain black T-shirt and an old pair of jeans to hide the lingerie, because

my Dad was home and I knew he wouldn’t approve. Far from it: he’d been dissing

everything about me for years, and in the six months since his last job went flooey

it had only gotten worse. As it was, he was too deeply involved with Wheel of

Fortune and a six-pack of Miller High Life to take any notice.

I swapped the jeans for a pair of women’s capris, short enough to show off the

entirety of my recently waxed calves. My trainers went for black ballet flats with a

rhinestone bow over each toe, and I stuffed my brassiere with a pair of cheap B-

cup breast forms—enough to produce a noticeable bulge under my shirt.

Brooke knocked on the window. “What in God’s name are you doing?”
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I checked the area. No one else was in sight, so I rolled down the window. Her

eyes were wide. “Cal? Wh—what’s going on? What’re you—”

“C’mon. You know I do this. We talked about it.” I popped out my gold studs and

replaced them with a pair of thin silver hoops. Very tasteful.

“The cross-dressing thing? Sure, but I thought that was something you, ah… you

know. Stuff you do at home, when the ‘rents are out. In private.”

“Not anymore.” I brushed my shoulder-length hair into a rough imitation of a

girlish pageboy. Then I opened a small cosmetics kit.

I heard her breath catch. “Makeup? Are you sure you know—”

“Oh, hush. I’ve been doing this for ages.” I proceeded to apply pink lipstick, a hint

of mascara, eyeliner and just enough eye shadow to make ‘em pop. I wasn’t after a

total transformation; just enough to make people view me as a girl without having

to think twice. And then, like the song says—he was a she. I turned to Brooke and

smiled. “So—whaddya think?”

She took a deep breath. “I think I need a drink.”

“Good idea. Cocktails are on me.” I wadded my old clothes into the gym bag and

chucked it in the trunk. Then we hit Screw the Cork, a wine bar.

“It’s girl time,” I told her, after our daiquiris arrived. “This time tomorrow you

won’t recognize me. Hell, this time three hours from now…”

Brooke stared at me. “You’re really gonna do it? Become a girl full-time? Is that

what you meant? Help me out here.”

I gave my straw a quick suck. The fresh taste of mint filled my mouth. “Why not?

Being a guy wasn’t working out.”

“But—you can’t just decide you’re a girl all of a sudden. That’s not how it works.

I read about those guys—you know, trans people. Most of ‘em knew they were

stuck in the wrong body since they were little kids.”

I shrugged. “I’ve been doing this since I was little. You were there, remember?

The Halloween my Mom dressed me up like Ariel? With a clamshell bra and that

long red wig, and flippers tied to my feet.”

“That’s different, Cal. Cross-dressing isn’t the same as being transsexual.”

“What makes you think I’m that? And call me ‘Callie’.”

She leaned closer. “You just said you’re going full-time, didn’t you? Callie?”

I sipped the daiquiri. “Some people cross-dress full-time. It’s called ‘femulating’.

Besides, maybe I don’t know what I really am. It’s called ‘non-binary’.”
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Brooke’s grip tightened on her cocktail glass. “Isn’t that when you don’t identify

as either a guy or a girl? And you switch back and forth all the time?”

“Isn’t that what I just did, back in your car—switch?”

“I’ll believe you’re non-binary when you switch back. When’s that gonna happen,

huh? Tomorrow morning? Next week?”

Another shrug. “Haven’t decided. Depends on how things go.” I saw the look she

gave me. “Okay, here’s the deal… The ‘rents have been hugely on my case about

getting a job, right? Five or six months and no luck, right? The way I figure it, my

chances get a lot better with a new look.”

“That’s your solution? How is not having a legal identity gonna help you find a

job? What’s the employer supposed to think? As far as they know, you’ll have no

work history and no education. Or do you intend to identify yourself as a guy who

just happens to look exactly like a woman?”

I shook my head. “Won’t be a problem. I got a plan.”

~

Next stop: the Ladies Wear department at Macy’s. “I’m not looking for anything

over-the-top sexy or even trendy,” I explained, “just a classic skirt and blouse like

any other gal might wear for office work.”

“Say what? Office work?” Brooke lowered her voice. “For chrissake, Callie, you

didn’t graduate—not even from secretarial school! What office do you think is

going to hire you right off the street with no experience?”

I gave her a pitying glance. “It’s a law office, capiche?”

“A law office? That’s even worse! Do you have any idea what kind of expertise

you’d need just to work reception in a law office? I’d have thought you’d know

better too, what with your mom being a high-priced lawy—oh.”

“She owes me,” I said, browsing through a rack of conservative tops.

“Okay… wow. I hope you know what you’re doing.” She peered around the store,

then took my arm. “Look, if it’s ‘classic’ you’re after, it’s got to be white and it’s

got to be silk.” We moved to a different rack and I picked out three possibilities.

A saleslady verified my size and opened a changing room for me. Twenty minutes

later Brooke told me to go for the soft white with almond undertones. The blouse

had long sleeves and a V-neck collar that didn’t quite show any cleavage—all for

the best, of course, since cheap breast forms probably wouldn’t pass any sort of

close inspection. We moved on to the skirt section.
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“I’m thinking black,” I said, taking in the vast array of choices.

“No kidding.” Brooke checked out my legs. “Are they shaved all the way up?”

“Of course. Bikini zone too, if that’s relevant.”

“It isn’t.” She grimaced. “Even so, you should go knee-length for a respectable

look. Nothing too tight either. Pleats would be nice.”

I settled on a pleated A-line that barely fell past my knees. You might call it a

midi, but only just. I also bought a black half-slip and a pair of nude pantyhose;

I hadn’t brought any with me because I wanted fresh stuff. I paid cash, bagged my

old clothes and wore the new outfit out of the store.

Next stop: Famous Footwear. My skirt gathered about my knees as I sat to have

my feet measured. I told the salesgirl: color black and heels high. “Spot on,” she

said. “No one ever got hired who showed up for an interview in flats.” She

returned with several pairs of stiletto pumps.

Brooke whispered into my ear: “Sure you can handle a heel like that?”

I pushed her back, playfully. “Just watch me, girl.” Without so much as a wobble,

I put the pumps through their paces and settled on a pair of pointy-toe Gianvito

Rossis with tapered four-inch heels—and wore them out of the store as well.

“Coming together nicely, don’t ya think?” I pirouetted right there in the middle of

the mall, skirt swirling softly against my legs.

“I can’t believe you can walk in those things.”

“I know, right? Takes practice, for sure. C’mon.” I headed for our next stop.

“Am I crazy or do you actually move like a girl?” Brooke said, when no one else

was within earshot. “All this from practicing at home, by yourself?”

“You’re not crazy. But I did sneak out now and then, when they left me alone for

the night—when I was old enough. I’d go out after dark, or at least dusk, and stroll

around the neighborhood. Dressed up just like mother.”

“In your mom’s shoes? Wouldn’t they get all scuffed up, walking on the road and

gravel and stuff? Funny she didn’t notice. My mom sure would have.”

“She probably did.” I stopped in front of M·A·C Cosmetics, ogling the window

displays like the proverbial candy-store kid.

“What, this too?” Brooke rolled her eyes. “What next? Is there a clinic in the mall

where they do you a one-hour sex change?”

“Don’t be silly.” I handed her the bag with my old clothes. “It’s just makeup. I

need a fresh look for the interview. You coming?”
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We discussed options with the Makeup Artist on duty, settling on your basic girl-

next-door look that wouldn’t appear overly made-up. She cleansed my skin for a

fresh start, then showed me how apply foundation and powder for a clear, almost

porcelain complexion. She added clarity with blusher and some artful contouring,

and taught me to properly emphasize facial features—eyes, brows and mouth—

with subtle tints and liners and eye shadows that scarcely differed from my natural

color. She told me to go easy on mascara, and to pick a muted shade of lipstick;

red was de rigueur, of course, but nothing vampish.

“Weird thing is,” Brooke said as we were walking out, “you don’t look nineteen

anymore. More like twenty-five.”

“So if I had a big sister, this is what she’d look like?”

“You mean if Willy was a girl? I’m not so sure about that.”

“If Willem was a girl…?” My voice trailed off: that I could not imagine. My

brother was your garden-variety jock; six inches taller than me, a hundred pounds

heavier and a lot more popular. No, even if he was a girl he still wouldn’t look like

me. “Only if we had the same dad,” I said. Willem and I shared the same mother

but his father was my mom’s first husband; they divorced when he was four. She

re-married a year later and I came along after that.

“Are we done? Or were you planning to check out that clinic?”

“Nope.” I checked the time on my phone. “I’m due for a new ‘do.”

The Salon de la Rochelle was a trendy beauty parlor that faced onto the garden

atrium at the center of the mall. I couldn’t have chosen a more exposed location to

make my final entrance into womanhood, but I was past caring. What did it matter

if someone recognized me? It wasn’t like they could threaten to tell my family;

they’d all know soon enough.

Brooke parked herself in the waiting area as I was escorted to the first chair in a

long row, most of which were occupied. I’d booked ahead, so ready and waiting

were a dozen long wefts pre-dyed to match my chestnut brown hair. They came in

various lengths, to provide me with a layered style maxing out at about twenty

inches. The stylist used the sew-in method, where the wefts are attached to one’s

own hair using a needle and thread. That took awhile, but the results were worth

the wait: a head of hair that looked utterly natural. I sat through a quick blow-out,

then presented myself to Brooke. “How d’ya like your brand new bff?”

She shook her head. “Girlfriend, I wouldn’t have known you were you if I hadn’t

seen you turn into her with my own eyes.”

My steps were light as we returned to the car. Womanhood, right?
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~

“This may come as a shock,” Brooke said, “but I really do have better things to do

than drive you around all day.” We were on our way downtown, to my mother’s

law firm and the two-thirty job interview she didn’t know about—yet.

“I know you do.” I touched her shoulder. “Thank you for helping me do this.

Don’t think I could’ve managed it on my own.”

She threw me a glance. “I’m not so sure about that. You’re so natural as a girl, not

to mention ridiculously pretty—I think you’d have turned out.”

I almost blushed. “It’s no accident, how I turned out like this. Why I’m as, well…

as feminine as I am.” I took a deep breath. “Haven’t you ever wondered why I’m

not as big as most guys my age? Why I never really developed any grown-up male

attributes, like muscles—or facial hair? Heck, I even sound like a girl, right? You

might not notice it when I was in guy-mode, but when I look like this—my voice

just fits, doesn’t it?”

“Uhm… yeah, I guess.” She looked puzzled. “I figured your mom and dad were

kind of short… I mean, Willy’s dad was really tall, right? That’s why he’s bigger

than you. So you being small for a guy never really—”

“It’s more than that. I never actually went through puberty. I guess you could say

I’m still there.” A hollow laugh escaped my lips. “Hey, it could still go either way:

male or female. It’s all down to whatever hormones I get.”

“Whaddya mean? You got some sort of medical condition?”

I sighed. “I wish. See, my mom’s been dosing me with drugs since I was twelve.

To suppress the full onset of puberty.”

Brooke nearly drove off the road. “Oh my God, are you serious?”

“She swapped my daily vitamin for a drug called Orilissa.” I flicked my hair back.

“I only found out one time when I opened a new bottle and the pills looked

different. I figured the manufacturer probably changed the design—but the next

day the old pills were back. I looked ‘em up online and, well…” I shrugged. “That

was a couple years back.”

“How’d you know it was your mom?” We were stopped at a red light, so she

looked me over carefully. “Funny… I’d have thought you’d start developing more

as a guy, after you stopped taking… Uh, you did, didn’t you? Stop?”

“Why should I? It was a done deal. I could never be normal, not like Willem. If I

started growing muscles—or a beard, God forbid—I’d never be able to look this

good as a woman. Better a hottie than a guy no girl would want, right?”
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The car crept forward. “Aren’t you just doing your mom’s dirty work?”

I suppressed a giggle. “You don’t know the half. She’s been playing subliminal

recordings while I sleep—for years. I found a speaker hidden in my headboard,

connected to a wireless audio amp. The files are probably on her laptop, which I

couldn’t get into, but I did manage to turn up the volume to hear what it said.

Every night at three AM, for ninety minutes: feminizing affirmations. ‘You are a

girl,’ ‘you’re a pretty girl,’ ‘you feel like a woman’—on and on like that.”

“You turned it off, didn’t you? Tell me you did, Cal.”

“It’s Callie.” I shook my head. “I set the volume back where it was. I didn’t want

her to know I’d found the thing.”

“I see. Because the damage was done, right?”

“I wouldn’t call it damage. As for it being Mom—who else could it be? She’s the

one who dressed me up as a girl for Halloween. She even told me, years ago, that

she was hoping for a girl when I was born.”

“That’s when it started, wasn’t it? When you were five or six years old? Ariel,

Sleeping Beauty, the little nurse, a pretty little witch…”

“Yep. After that, I started doing it myself. Sneaking bras and stockings and other

stuff out of her room, hiding them in my closet. The maid service tidied in there,

so Mom must have known. But she never took her things back.”

“You were dressing way before she started drugging you. Didn’t you suspect

something? Like, when other guys got all pimply and you didn’t?”

“Why would I?” I pointed to a loading zone on the next block. “Pull over there;

the office is just around the corner. I keep better hygiene than most guys; washing

my face, moisturizing, exfoliating—stuff like that. I expected to look good. With

experience, I just got better and better at feminizing myself.”

“I can’t park here,” Brooke said. “Where should I meet you?”

“Don’t bother.” I patted her arm. “I can manage from here. I’ll hop a bus back to

your place later on. Thanks for the offer.” Then I hopped out.

I’d met Meilin, the girl at reception, several times before, at staff gatherings. But

when I paced up to her desk, heels clicking like clockwork on the stone floor, she

barely spared me a glance. Clutching my purse, I spoke my girl name.

“I’m sorry, I have no appointment listed under that name,” she said briskly. Then

she paused. Ever so slightly her eyes widened. “Oh my… goodness.” She took off

her glasses and studied me. “Calvin? Is that you?”
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I squared my shoulders, shook back my hair. “It’s Callie.”

Meilin pursed her lips. “Callie it is. Is your mother expecting you?”

“I doubt it.”

She left me in a spare office, with an application form to fill out. The room was

done up like an office from the Forties, with antique furniture and an old-style

rotary phone that only connected to the intercom. It was used to make certain

elderly clients feel more at ease. I sat with my legs crossed at the knee, as would

be expected of a young woman in a skirt, and leafed through the form. It seemed

simple enough: name, address, gender… female, of course.

Twenty minutes later, the door opened and my mother stepped into the room. She

was well-dressed, with her hair in a stylish upsweep. We locked eyes. Meilin must

have told her what to expect, but still she looked like someone just hit her in the

face with a pillow. “Well…” She took a seat on the far side of the desk. “I suppose

this was inevitable.”

I plucked at the hem of my skirt where it crossed my knee. “I suppose it was.”

She looked me over, cool-headed and distant. “You make a pretty girl.”

I murmured my thanks. “I had an excellent role model.”

She looked away. “I’ve known about your ‘dressing’ for some time, of course. In

retrospect, perhaps I should have done something to discourage it, but—silly

me—I assumed it was something you’d outgrow.”

I tucked a stray tress behind my ear. “It kind of went the other way.”

“So I see. I’m surprised to see you here at the office, though. I thought you might

present yourself at home first, before trying to pass in public.”

“I’m not ‘trying’ to pass, Mother. Obviously, I do pass.” I tapped my pen on the

clipboard. “It’s not just ‘dressing up’ either. I plan to become a woman full-time.

That’s why I’m here.”

“Meilin said you were looking for a job. What do you expect to do around here?

As I recall, your schooling didn’t go all that well.”

Inwardly, I groaned; of course she had to remind me about that. “I’d be starting at

the bottom,” I said. “The girl version of an office boy. Running errands, getting

coffee, making copies—whatever people want. I need the experience.”

“As a girl, you mean. You have experience: all those summer jobs, a whole year of

community college…” She laughed. “But that’s Calvin, isn’t it? Not Callie.”

“I might try school again, in a year or so. Once I’m legal.”
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“I see… I suppose you’d like my help with that. A name change, updating your

records to show you as female… It wouldn’t be difficult. I know the right people.

If that’s what you really want, it can be done.”

“That’s what I really want, Mom.”

“All right then.” She stood and looked 

down on me. “But know this: there 

will be no playing favorites around 

here, young lady. You won’t 

be my daughter; you’ll just be one 

more working girl trying to get by

in a man’s world.”

I just smiled.
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~

Brooke lived in a basement suite just off campus. She got permission from her

landlady to have a girlfriend stay for awhile—at a slight additional cost—and I

settled in to the top bunk in her bedroom. “You have to be a girl while you’re

here,” she said. “The old bat isn’t what you’d call progressive. So no-no gender

fluid and no-no sloshing back and forth, ‘kay? Just bras and skirts 24/7.”

“Not a problem.” I was swanning around the room in a borrowed nightgown. “It’s

really happening,” I said breathlessly. “I start work on Monday. Mom said I’ll get

my new driver’s license next week. It’ll have an ‘X’ for gender, and maybe next

year I’ll turn it into an ‘F’ for real. A new credit card and other ID might take

longer, but by the end of the month for sure.”

“You’re really doing this, huh? Turning yourself into a girl?”

“Sure! It could be some time, though, before I can afford my own place—so we

might be roomies for awhile. I hope that’s okay. Oh, and I told Mom where I’d be

staying. You know, so they won’t worry.”

“I don’t mind.” She flopped down on her bed. “I’m not surprised she’s being so

helpful, considering what she did to you. Like, she’s probably over the moon that

her plan worked so well. She’s got the daughter she always wanted. Only question

is: how’s your dad gonna take losing his son?”

I shrugged. “He must’ve known about my dressing, so it wouldn’t be a complete

surprise. Plus, he’s pretty laid-back. Not like old Roger-eeno—he’d freak for sure,

if this happened to his precious Willem.”

“I can imagine. What’s the guy doing these days?”

“Last I heard he was up in Alaska, drilling for oil, and in his spare time shooting

grizzlies and hunting caribou to extinction.”

“Like father, like son. Only Willy hunts quarterbacks.”

“More like fullbacks and halfbacks.” I flashed a coy smile. “But I wouldn’t know

about stuff like that—me being a girl and all.”

On Saturday we drove home so I could retrieve some of my things. I left my old

boy clothes alone and packed the girl stuff hidden in my closet, plus some books

and other keepsakes. My dad looked in from time to time, his eyes hollow. He had

nothing to say. Mother was all business. “For the time being this should remain

your legal address, until you settle somewhere more permanent. No offense,

dear,” she told Brooke, “but a basement suite doesn’t really qualify.”

Brooke shrugged. “I do the same thing.”
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“Are you sure it’s all right for a girl and a boy to live there?”

“As far as my landlady knows, ma’am, we’re just two girls sharing an apartment.

It won’t be an issue—thanks to you.” She glared at my mother.

Mom looked confused. “Why—whatever do you mean?”

“You know what I mean.” Her fists clenched. “Maybe it’s none of my business,

but what you did to your son—it’s disgraceful.” Mother clutched at her throat, her

eyes wide. Dad stood in the hallway outside my bedroom, his arms crossed. I just

kept packing. Brooke’s blonde ponytail bobbed wildly. “He’s turning himself into

a girl and it’s all your fault! How could you?”

Mom stared at the floor, her cool broken for once. “I know… I knew it was wrong.

I shouldn’t have dressed him up as a girl. Frank warned me.” She groped for her

husband’s hand. “Let him be a zombie or a vampire or Donald Trump, like the

other boys—that’s what you said.” Her voice caught. “I suppose I just wanted to

see what it was like, to have a pretty little daughter. For a little while.”

“I’m not talking about Halloween,” Brooke cried. “You think that’s the problem?

Lots of little boys dress up. But—for Christ’s sake—how could you ever

rationalize dosing your son with feminizing drugs?”

“Feminizing drugs? What on earth—?” She turned to her husband. “Frank?”

Brooke, thankfully, wouldn’t let go. “Oh, yeah, that’s right—play dumb! Like you

don’t know. Switching his vitamins for those other pills—what’d you call ‘em?”

She looked at me.

I closed the box I’d just packed. “Orilissa. It’s a drug that delays puberty.” I stared

at my parents, first one then the other. “Someone put those pills in my vitamin

bottle. I took them every day—I dunno, since I was twelve?”

Dad stepped forward. “My god, Cal, is that why—?” His voice broke. “I always

thought you were under-developed for your age, but…” He took Mom’s hands in

his. “Gloria? Please tell me you didn’t… you wouldn’t do something like—”

Her head snapped back, as if she’d been struck. “Me? I did no such thing!”

“You told him you wanted a daughter,” Brooke said, her arms crossed.

“I did? Oh… I suppose I did.” Twitching, her fingers touched her cheek. “But that

was years ago, wasn’t it? I shouldn’t have said it.”

“No, you shouldn’t—and you shouldn’t have drugged him either!”

“I didn’t!” Now Mom looked angry. Me? I stared out the window, lost in thought.

“Oh yeah, sure.” Brooke stamped her foot. “If you didn’t who did?”
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I spoke quietly, to defuse the tension. “It had to someone living in this house.”

We stared at one another—all thinking the same thing, I’m sure. It was Brooke

who spoke, as I hoped she would. “Oh jeez… the two of them were always really

competitive, weren’t they? You don’t suppose—?”

“They fought all the time,” Mom said, “right up until Cal was… twelve.”

Dad’s voice hardened. “I’ll check his room.”

We all went to watch, and Mom helped search. It didn’t take them long to find

what was hidden in the back of Willem’s closet: a small box with a dozen plastic

bottles labelled ‘Orilissa’, most of them empty. They also found a bunch of CDs

full of ‘feminization’ audio files. When I explained how they’d been used, Dad

slapped his forehead. “Willem has an account on my PC, down in the studio. He

could’ve hidden them there, set up some program… with all that rendering, it’s on

most of the time.” He looked so sad.

I took his hand. “It’s not your fault, Dad. You didn’t know.”

Mom gathered me into a hug. “I’m so sorry, darling. I really didn’t know this was

happening. If I did, I never would have—”

I hugged her back. “I know, Mom. It’s not your fault either.”

When we parted I realized she was crying. “I just—I can’t believe your brother

would do something so awful. So—so horribly selfish.”

“Half-brother,” I told her. “We never really got along. Like Brooke said, the guy’s

just way too competitive. I guess that works for him in football.”

Brooke eyed me curiously. I knew what she was thinking.

“We will have words with him, be sure of that,” Dad said.

“I’ll speak to him, dear. He’s my son,” Mom said. She turned to me. “Now that we

know what happened, Cal—Callie? Now that you know where all these feminine

feelings came from—is it too late? You could still be a boy again, couldn’t you?

With the right hormones you could be a normal man.”

I shook my head. “Sorry, Mom, it really is too late. I’d rather be a girl who looks

like this—” I stepped back and struck a feminine pose. “—than some stumpy guy

who couldn’t get a girl like me to save his life.”

Her mouth twisted, but she nodded. “Yes, of course. It’s gone too far.”

Brooke lounged against the wall, hands in pockets. “The damage is done, right?”

“That’s right,” I said. “Only do me a solid and stop calling it damage. There’s

nothing wrong with me. I’m a perfectly healthy young—”
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“Woman?” Her voice held a hint of sarcasm. “Guess you will be, pretty soon.”

“Oh, absolutely!” Mom said, visibly renewing her cloak of confidence. The ultra-

cool lawyer was back. “I’ll make the arrangements myself. You’ll have to see a

psychiatrist, dear, to sign off on your transition, but that won’t be a problem. And

of course money is no issue.”

“The best sex change money can buy,” Dad said wryly.

Well, of course. For what I’d accomplished, I deserved nothing less.

~

A few days later I was lingering over a late cup of tea when Brooke returned from

the campus library. “It’s done,” I told her. “The ‘rents talked to Willem on Sunday

and again today. He denied everything, if you can believe it.”

“Oh, I can believe it all right.” She sank into a seat across the kitchen table.

“Mom got so mad, she told him not to come home—like, ever. Until he fesses up

and apologizes, anyway, which he probably won’t. He’s pretty stubborn.”

“I’d be surprised if he did.” She studied her fingernails. “Funny how he was able

to keep dosing you with those pills, even after he left for university.”

“He came home now and then—often enough, apparently. Oh, and I’ve got an

appointment tomorrow with the psych-doctor Mom worked with before. All I

have to do is explain what happened and that I’m totally a girl on the inside, and

he’ll clear me for surgery. Mom booked me a room at a private clinic in Phillie,

for this September. I’ll be female by Thanksgiving!”

“That’s great, Callie. Everything’s coming up roses.”

“I’ll say. Willem’s out of the picture for good—heck, they even disowned him—

and now—” I carried my empty cup over to the sink. “For the first time in my life,

I’m the favorite child. She who can do no wrong,” I added, smiling.

“Right. Aaaand you’re the sole heir—heiress, pardon me—and pretty soon you’ll

be the lucky recipient of a dee-luxe sex change. What’s not to like?” She frowned

at me. “Buuut… Willy’s not the only competitive one here, is he. You feminized

yourself, didn’t you, and then framed your brother.”

A sly smile crept across my face. “Let’s just say… you do what you have to—”

I strolled toward the door, running a hand around the back of my neck. Long wavy

tresses spilled onto my chest, where female breasts would soon form.

I turned to her and tapped the side of my nose. “—for the win.”  �


