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~

The photos were damning, to say the least. My hands shook as I stared in disbelief

at the eight-by-ten glossies I’d just been given. Me in a dark blue vintage dress

with a sweetheart neckline, swing skirt and fabric belt, accessorized with a triple-

strand pearl necklace, black pumps and the kind of headscarf you tie in a big bow

atop your head. Another found me in a white satin blouse, gray pencil skirt, wide

leather belt and a pair of alligator pumps with pointed toes. There were others, all

equally damning. I was screwed. And possibly destined for jail.

I dropped the pictures on the kitchen table. “Where did you get these?” As if it

mattered! But what else was there to say?

Mrs. Thompkins smiled, not unpleasantly. With one well-manicured finger she

indicated a corner of the room. I had to squint, but there was a small object

mounted high on the wall above the door. I recalled noticing it not long after I’d

moved in, but had assumed it was either a motion sensor—part of the security

system I’d been told to turn on whenever I left the suite—or a smoke detector.

Belatedly, I recalled the smoke alarm in the hallway.

My voice quavered. “Is that a nanny cam? You—you’ve been spying on me?” The

photos appeared to be stills from a relatively low-res video, but they were near

enough and clear enough that you could tell it was me.

“Don’t change the subject, dear. You’ve been wearing my daughter’s clothing:

that’s what we’re here to talk about.”

She had me dead to rights. “I’m sorry. I really am. It won’t happen again.”

She made a face. “Whatever made you do it, Damian? Those clothes were safely

tucked away in storage under the stairs. I had no idea someone might want to go

through the boxes, much less wear her things. I mean, really!”

I hung my head, like I’d been caught with my hand in the cookie jar. “I—I don’t

know, ma’am. I just… well, I saw the suitcase and the boxes, and I figured clothes

are the kind of thing people store in closets, so… I know I shouldn’t have, but… I

guess I just got curious.”

“I can understand why you might want to have a little look-see, but that doesn’t

really explain you wearing them, now does it?” She smirked. “Damian… you

wouldn’t be one of those young men who enjoys dressing up in women’s clothing

now and then, would you?”

I swallowed hard, then nodded. How could I possibly deny it?
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Mrs. Thompkins sat back, looking satisfied. She picked up one of the photos and

studied it, the fingernails of her free hand falling on the cherry-wood tabletop like

rain on a corrugated roof. Click-click-click. Click-click-click.

I struggled to breathe, imagining what my parents might say when they found out.

Word was bound to get around; to the rest of the family, my friends back home,

my classmates at college—maybe even the Feds. I’d have to change schools,

move to a different city, maybe not go home for the next decade or so.

“I suppose there’s no harm done,” she said at last. “I don’t see that anyone else has

to know.” The air sighed out of me. She dropped the photo. “You can keep these.

I’ve got copies in my safe, along with the original videos.”

Oooh, that didn’t sound good. I didn’t fancy myself much of a safecracker, but the

glimmer of an idea had arisen that I might, shall we say, be able to ‘liberate’ the

files and see to it they never saw the light of day. So much for that.

“Relax, sweetie. I’m not planning to blackmail you. Goodness me, as if I would

ever do something that awful.” She rose and smoothed out her skirt. She was

probably pushing fifty, but looked at least ten years younger. “However, you must

realize: I’m doing you a big favor by not mentioning this to anyone. Your parents,

for instance. Or the police. In return, perhaps you can do a favor for me.”

My heart skipped a beat or two. “What kind of favor?” Vivian Thompkins was an

attractive woman, no doubt about that. But I wasn’t the sort of guy who—

She laughed, one step ahead of me the whole way. “Don’t get your hopes up, dear.

I haven’t been short of male company since Mr. Thompkins headed for the Pearly

Gates—or wherever.” Her sharp heels rang on the tiled floor. “It’s a different sort

of favor I have in mind. I’ll be in touch.” She mounted the stairs to the main floor.

“By the way,” she called back, “feel free to wear whatever strikes your fancy. No

need to feel guilty.”

The door clicked shut, and locked, leaving me alone with my terror—and guilt.

~

I spent the rest of the week sweating bullets. On Friday I arrived home to find a

note from Mrs. Thompkins pinned to my bedroom door, where I couldn’t miss it. I

have a small favor to ask, it read. Nine o’clock sharp, tomorrow morning.

Nice of her to say ‘ask’, I thought. As if I had a choice in the matter.

“Hair extensions?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. She wanted to haul me

off to her favorite salon and have them install—real hair extensions? But why?
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“I’m trying to help you, Damian.” She clicked the key to unlock her car. “Don’t

try to tell me you haven’t thought about this—fantasized about it. I’ve read those

stories online. Men like you love long hair. Don’t try to tell me otherwise.”

I got into the passenger seat. “It’s very generous of you, ma’am. For sure it is. But

it really isn’t necessary. I don’t deserve—”

“Oh, pish. I won’t hear of it. You’ve got nice thick hair, such as it is, but it really

needs to be longer.” She started the vehicle and backed down the drive. “Besides,

you’ll need it for that little favor I mentioned.”

My jaw twitched. What sort of favor required me to have long hair?

“We’ll discuss that later. Just relax and enjoy the ride.”

“Uhm… I know it’s the weekend and all, but I hope this hair stuff isn’t something

I’m gonna have trouble removing. I’ve got classes on Monday.”

“Don’t worry your head about that. Lots of men your age have long hair; it’s very

fashionable. Wear it in a ponytail and no one will say a word.”

What could I do? She and her hidden camera were in the driver’s seat. The worst

that could happen, I decided, was that I’d have to get a haircut before returning to

class. I could live with that. If she wanted to throw her money away, so be it.

The Salon de la Rochelle was tucked away in one corner of a high-end mall in the

rich part of town, next to shops that sold designer lingerie, fancy handbags, and—

according to Mrs. Thompkins—conflict-zone jewelry. That’s right, the store made

a point of positioning itself in opposition to jewelers who sold diamonds and other

gemstones that had not been mined in war zones, with all the issues of violence

and forced labor that attended such operations. Which suggested that the people

who owned the shop, the mall itself, and possibly their customers, weren’t the sort

who concerned themselves with ethical matters. Quite the opposite.

I was ushered into a back room, where Mrs. Thompkins conferred with Tatiana, a

stylist not much older than myself. Tatiana brought out a set of brunette wefts, laid

lengthwise on a tray, that looked long enough to star in a shampoo commercial.

They studied the hair, glancing at me. Tatiana nodded, showing Mrs. Thompkins a

bottle of what I soon learned was a keratin-based hair color. They seemed to be in

agreement. Tatiana turned to me and thumped the padded back of the styling chair.

“Hop in, Damian. It’s time to make you pretty.”

I must have looked doubtful, because Mrs. Thompkins closed in for a quiet word.

“Bear in mind,” she breathed into my ear, “I have a copy of that video right here

on my phone. Your parents could be checking it out one minute from now.” Vivian

Thompkins is somebody you do not want to mess with. I sat in the chair.
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Here’s some hard-won knowledge: getting hair extensions isn’t like they say it is,

in the stuff you read online. Those writers make it sound amazing; like a day at the

beach mixed with a drug-induced out-of-body experience. Instead, it’s about three

hours of pure boredom, with a woman tugging on your hair and poking your scalp,

mingled with the plasticky scent of a hot glue gun. Yawn!

Nobody said anything, but it didn’t take too long to figure out that these particular

extensions were fusion bonded, probably with a keratin-based adhesive—keratin

being the fibrous protein that hair is made of. I’d read enough about the stuff to

know that extensions applied this way could last for three months or more.

That’s months, not days—which could only mean my landlady had no intention of

letting me go back to short hair by next week. What would she do if I defied her

and had it cut off? I shuddered at the thought. She must’ve been serious about that

ponytail idea. What would my friends think if I showed up in class with a perky

pony dangling halfway down my back? They’d notice, for sure. But would they

give a damn? I wondered about that.

The boredom abated somewhat once the 

extensions were in place, my hair already 

having been dyed to match the new color. 

Tatiana added a few subtle highlights, 

then proceeded with the blowout, which 

involved applying product, sectioning, 

blow-drying, brushing, more product, 

more blow-drying, and so on. I won’t 

bore you with the details, but it was 

way more fun than what went before.

I was blown away by the results (no 

pun intended). For the first time 

in my life I had hair cascading 

well past my shoulders, framing 

my face in what could only be 

described as feminine tresses.

It was amazing and I said so, 

hesitantly touching the long hair 

that threatened to envelop both 

arms at the same time. Tatiana 

smiled and said, “You go, girl.” 

Mrs. Thompkins only smirked.

Then, for the second time that morning, she surprised me: we went home.
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I should explain. After reading literally hundreds of stories online—amateur stuff,

of course, but always imaginative—I had fully expected to be transformed into a

woman. The stories were very clear: once you walk into a salon, whether you’re

forced or not, you don’t come out until you can pass in public as a member of the

fair sex, and a gorgeous one at that. I didn’t like being blackmailed—who does?—

yet for some reason I still felt cheated when we returned to the house with my hair

bound into a thick ponytail, and nothing else had changed.

~

Monday came and went. Predictably, I did not get a haircut; I didn’t dare.

At school, hardly anyone seemed to notice the difference. A guy I sat with in one

class took a look, said “Awesome tail, dude,” and that was that. Girls seemed to

take more of an interest. I noticed quite few checking me out, whispering amongst

themselves and smiling, but I never got the impression I was being mocked. If

anything, they seemed to like it.

Needless to say, my evenings at home were spent ‘dressing’. How could I possibly

resist? Mrs. Thompkins had given me the green light and she already had all the

evidence she needed, so what was there to lose? Even so, I stuck three layers of

duct tape over the nanny cam, because spying on people is just wrong.

My favorite was the vintage look, with the dark blue dress, swing skirt and fabric

belt, along with a pearl necklace and black pumps, and the scarf looked even more

awesome tied up in my new chocolate brown tresses. I wore it twice that week,

Monday and Friday nights, and various skirt-blouse combos the other evenings. I

could’ve gone to the pub a couple of times with guys I hung with sometimes, but I

pleaded homework. A guy has priorities!

Saturday morning rolled around, and so did Mrs. Thompkins. I had just finished

getting dressed—in my normal clothes—and tidying my hair into its accustomed

ponytail when I heard the upstairs door open. “Knock, knock!”

I told her I was decent and she came down. “Such lovely hair,” she said. “All neat

and tidy and nicely brushed. Are you enjoying my little gift?”

I bit my lip. It isn’t really a ‘gift’ if you don’t have a choice in the matter. “It’s

okay. No one at school gave me a hard time. You were right about that.”

“Well, this is a progressive community.” She strolled over to the hall closet, where

I’d hung some of her daughter’s clothing. She peered inside. “I see you’ve been

wearing Kathleen’s things again.”

I froze. “But, you said I could—”
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“I know what I said. But I’m afraid I have to insist: if you’re going to keep doing

this, you need to use your own underwear.” She silenced me with a wave of her

hand. “I don’t mean tighty-whities, or whatever they are. I’m talking about proper

female undergarments. Lingerie.”

I shook my head. “I can’t afford—”

“Don’t worry about that. This round’s on me. Think of it as compensation for

spying on you the way I did. It wasn’t right, I know that now.”

I noted that she didn’t offer to delete the videos, or the pictures, from her phone

and wherever else she had them squirreled away. So this ‘compensation’ fell into

the same category as my new tresses: a gift to be accepted without question, or

else. At least I wouldn’t have to wear the stuff all the time.

“I know what you’re thinking. It would be terribly embarrassing, not to mention

dangerous, to have to go into a ladies wear store and get measured for a brassiere

or what have you—I get that. But here’s a thought: there’s a cross-dresser store

right here in town; Molly’s Closet, down by the docks. It’s quite respectable and

they’re very discreet, as they have to be. We can go there now.”

I took a few seconds to imagine myself refusing, then accepted her ‘kind offer’.

Off we went in her car. Was this going to be a regular thing for us on Saturdays?

What might it be next week? Actually, I didn’t have to think too hard on that one:

TG fiction had all the answers, and some of it involved situations I hoped not to

experience firsthand. But it made me wonder: had Mrs. Thompkins been reading

those stories herself? If so, where would she draw the line?

Molly’s Closet was a narrow storefront in the middle of a bunch of shops selling

vintage clothing, antiques and secondhand books. It looked small, but it ran deep

and there was a second floor. That’s where the lady—and she was a lady; Molly

herself, in fact—took me for the fitting.

“Nice to meet you, Damian—and my but don’t you have lovely hair! No need for

any of these, eh?” She waved at the wigs mounted on the wall as she led me to the

stairway. I stripped down to my briefs and she set to work with a measuring tape,

writing the figures on the back of a business card. “Definitely a miss,” she mused.

“Size eight, although the numbers are a little off. But that can be fixed. I’ll send

you home with a waist nipper and a nice pair of padded briefs. A couple inches off

here, an inch or two more down there—” Her hand shifted from her tummy to her

hips. “—and you’ll be flaunting an hourglass figure around town before you know

it. Sound like a plan?”

I told her it did indeed sound like a plan. Not my plan, of course. It sounded more

like what Mrs. Thompkins might have in mind.
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Molly looked me in the eye. “You’re going to need a 36-inch bust, luv. Perhaps

37. Did you have a particular cup size in mind?” I did not. She sighed. “A lot of

my customers want D-cups, or even bigger. I’ve never understood the attraction.

Mine are C-cups and they’re quite large enough, thank you. I’d hate to lug around

anything larger, and I know a few gals that do who would rather not. But I guess

it’s not so bad when you can take ‘em off whenever you want. Most women don’t

have the option.” She looked me over, perhaps envisioning what I’d look like with

a pair of double-Ds stuck to my chest. “What’s it gonna be?”

I knew what cup sizes were, of course. I’d read enough TG fiction to know about

that. I’d just never given a second thought to what mine should be. A pair of socks

wadded up in my mother’s bra was as close as I’d ever come to making a choice.

“I dunno,” I said, my face reddening. “Yours are, uh… pretty nice.”

She grinned. “Thanks. A girl needs to hear that now and then. C-cup it is. Be right

back.” She left the room. I heard her rummaging through shelves in the hall. She

returned to show me what she’d found: a pair of highly realistic breast forms.

“Wh—what? I don’t need those. Mrs. Thompkins said—”

“Oh, hush. How do you expect me to measure your bust if you don’t have a bust?

Vivian said she wanted the best, and these are Amoena.” She coated the back of

each with some kind of glue and stuck them to my chest, remarking on the lack of

hair there—and elsewhere. I’d never had much in the way of body hair, which

probably explained my lack of interest in team sports. Who needs the grief?

I held my breasts in place while the glue dried, convinced that this was getting out

of hand. Molly measured my bust and went downstairs to fetch a brassiere. She

returned with a full-cup underwire bra, which she proceeded to strap around my

chest, adjusting the thin straps and closing the clasp. “How does that feel?”

I bounced a little. “It’s okay, I guess. Not as heavy as I thought.”

“You’ll find it’s heavy enough. Is it too tight? Feel it pinching anywhere?”

“I don’t think so…”

“Good. I suggest you wear them for the rest of day, just to be sure. Sleeping won’t

be a problem either.” She set the box aside. “In fact, this model can be worn for up

to two weeks at a time, although the more you sweat the more often you’ll have to

clean them. To be safe, plan on doing that once a week, and more often when

necessary. Is that clear? Now’s the time for questions.”

I stared into my cleavage. “I, uh… wasn’t planning to wear them home.”

Molly looked surprised. “Why ever not? This is the perfect time to break them in,

so to speak. You don’t want to be gluing and ungluing too often.”
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I lost that battle, of course. I left the shop with a shopping bag full of lingerie and

a bulge barely concealed by my sweatshirt. Even so, Mrs. Thompkins insisted on

stopping at the downtown Nordstrom so we could buy more lingerie. Mercifully,

she didn’t make me try anything on; we used the measurements Molly had taken

to pick out various types and colors of bras, panties, pantyhose, and slips (both

full and half). By the time we arrived home, I was exhausted—more from the

stress than from physical exertion.

That night I was unable to stop myself from ‘dressing’ once again. I chose a little

black dress that showed some cleavage, along with the appropriate lingerie: black

bra and slip, semi-opaque pantyhose, and the black pumps I often wore. With my

hair down and pearls at my throat, I looked better than ever.

I was deeply engrossed in my calculus homework when I heard Mrs. Thompkins.

“Knock, knock. Are you decent?”

Well… I was a long way from naked, but whether or not I was ‘decent’ was more

a matter of political opinion. Still, she’d seen me cross-dressed in the videos, so I

didn’t really have anything to hide.

“Oh my, doesn’t that brings back memories,” she said, when I met her in the hall.

“Kathleen often wore it to parties when she was in college.” She touched my hair

and smiled. “Since you’re all dressed up, why don’t you come upstairs? I’ll put on

a pot of tea and we can chat.”

Again, what choice did I have? I followed her up the stairs. I sat on the antique

sofa in her living room, with floor-length brocade curtains wide open behind me,

leaving my back in plain view of passersby. It felt rather daring.

Over a cup of Earl Grey, Mrs. Thompkins told me what Kathleen was up to these

days—a French- and Spanish-language translator at the United Nations—and got

me talking about my own family; what they did for a living, what part of Europe

my ancestors came from, that sort of thing. Then she asked what my name was.

“Not your male name,” she added. “What do you call yourself when you dress like

this? You’ve been doing it for years, I’m sure, so you must have picked something

by now. A girl’s name.”

She’d done her homework: all cross-dressers have a girl’s name for themselves.

Some have more than one. I averted my gaze. “Daphne.”

“Oh, that’s lovely. Daphne it is, from now on. When you’re dressed up.”

My cup was empty. “Thank you for—for everything, Mrs. Thompkins. I mean

that. You’ve been very generous. I know it’s not normal, or even legal, for a guy to

wear women’s clothes… I can’t help it, of course, but it’s—”
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“Oh, stuff and nonsense. I won’t hear such talk, Daphne. You’re a lovely girl—

why be ashamed of it? In my opinion, it’s entirely appropriate for you to dress like

this. Flaunt what you’ve got—that’s what I told my daughter, once she was old

enough of course. She’s a smart girl, just like you; she knew what I meant.”

“Uhm… okay. I’ll try not to give myself such a hard time.”

“Well, no one else is, so why should you? By the way,” she added, “I have some

old jewelry you might like. Just bits and bobs, nothing expensive.” She handed me

a small jewelry box. “It was Kathleen’s, when she was a girl.”

I opened it. The interior was stuffed with what I took to be costume jewelry; some

things beaded, some sparkly. I thanked her again and poked through the neatly

organized necklaces, earrings, bracelets and rings. One fact jumped out: “All the

earrings are for pierced ears, ma’am. I can’t use them.”

Mrs. Thompkins smiled. I should’ve seen that one coming.

~

A week later we were on the road again, back to the Salon de la Rochelle. I had re-

applied the breast forms, after removing them for the week with the solvent Molly

had provided, and was wearing a fairly unisex outfit: my own jeans, a old blouse

that could pass for a man’s shirt if you didn’t squint, and a pair of pink sneakers

Kathleen had left. Underneath all that, needless to say, I wore a bra and panties. I

could probably pass for a guy with my hair tied back, but Mrs. Thompkins wanted

me to wear it down. For her, this was a ‘Daphne’ outing.

Tatiana met us at the front desk. As instructed, I told her I wanted my ears pierced.

“Daphne would like to look prettier,” Mrs. Thompkins added with a wink.

“That’s what we do,” the girl said, and ushered me to a seat—not in the back this

time, but up front with the other customers. The piercing took only minutes. She

swabbed my lobes with alcohol, marked the spots, then used a piercing needle on

each ear and inserted the studs Mrs. Thompkins provided. “They’re real silver,”

Tatiana said. “Your aunt doesn’t believe in cutting corners.”

I was about to say she wasn’t my aunt when I realized that was probably a better

cover story than the truth. Who’d believe that anyone would go to all this trouble

for a student she’d only known for a few months?

Tatiana was peering at my hand. “You know,” she said, “our nail technician is

between customers. I’ll have her take a quick look at those claws.” She waved off

my objections. “Won’t take a minute. I’m sure Vivian won’t mind.” She called to

the back, “Hey, Shauna! Got a job for ya!”
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Shauna was a short blonde with curly hair. Sucking on her teeth, she inspected the

tips of my fingers. “Could be worse,” she said at last. “Thank goodness you got

here before your next trim. I was gonna say ‘hack job’, but I’m being nice.” She

pulled up a cart and set to work with various types of nail file.

Tatiana touched my shoulder. “While she’s doing that, how about a quick facial?”

I told her I wasn’t here for a makeover. She laughed. “It’s not makeup, silly. It’s

just to refresh your skin. Ya know, improve your complexion. It’s just a topical

depilatory, exfoliating scrub, a gel mask for hydration, moisturizing cream—stuff

like that. Easy peasy.”

How could I refuse? I sat through the application of various creams and masks,

while Shauna finished shaping my fingernails and proceeded to paint them. She

giggled at my rising panic. “Calm down. It’s just a clear polish.” When she was

done, she popped off my shoes and socks and set to work on my toenails.

A manicure and a pedicure! Not to mention the way my face was feeling: softer

and smoother than ever before. This really was getting out of hand! What would it

take to turn me into a complete woman? At this rate, not much more.

To work on my feet, Shauna had turned up the cuffs of my jeans. Wrinkling her

nose, she ran a finger over my calf. “You got a bit of fuzz here, girl. We can take

care of that, ya know. Hundred bucks for a full-leg wax job. The bikini zone is an

extra fifty.” Tight-lipped, I shook my head. Both women laughed.

Tatiana completed the facial by applying a pale beige liquid, followed by a setting

powder. I’m no fool, I’ve read a lot of TG fiction and I knew all about foundation

makeup. I reiterated that I didn’t want a makeover. “Light makeup is mandatory

after a facial,” she replied. “Otherwise your skin will dry out.”

That sounded thoroughly bogus to me, but I didn’t want to make a fuss. Hell, I

couldn’t: Mrs. Thompkins had returned from her stroll around the mall and was

seated nearby, watching me like a hawk. So I suffered through a quick application

of blusher, a dusting of eye shadow, a swipe of mascara, and lipstick in a delicate

shade of red that wasn’t too different from my natural lip color.

Tatiana ran a brush through my hair and finally let me get up. I stared into the

mirror and—needless to say—a girl stared back. She wasn’t seriously dolled up or

anything, but she wouldn’t exactly pass for a guy either.

Mrs. Thompkins handed me a bag from Macy’s. “It’s a lady-shaver,” she said.

“Braun Silk: top of the line. And Veet gel. You can experiment to see what works

best. But you do need to start wearing stockings, the sheer-er the better.”

I accepted the bag. Heck, I even thanked her. Kill me now.
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We hadn’t been home for fifteen minutes before Mrs. Thompkins called down the

stairs with another idea. “Knock, knock. Daphne? Why don’t you change and I’ll

take you out for a nice lunch. I know a lovely tearoom near here. The salon was a

bit of an ordeal, I get that—so do let me make it up to you.”

Go out in public like this—again? It was bad enough in jeans and a shirt, but even

light makeup made it impossible to convince myself that people might still see me

as male. Now she wanted me to wear a dress as well? Not a chance. I protested

that I really didn’t have anything appropriate to wear—which was no lie, since the

clothing Kathleen left behind was more than a little dated.

“Oh, that’s no problem,” she said. I was escorted upstairs and into the sparsely

furnished spare bedroom. “We stored her older clothes downstairs, but Kath left

some newer outfits up here.” She opened the closet door. “Take whatever you like.

I’m sure she won’t mind.” The closet was crammed with dresses, skirts, blouses,

sweaters and blazers, and a hanging shoe organizer that held ten pairs of heels.

Even if only half of the stuff actually fit—I had no reason to believe it wouldn’t—

there was enough here for six months of weekend lunches.

“Oh, gee… I wouldn’t know where to begin.”

“That’s all right, sweetie. I’ll help.” Together we picked out a paisley midi skirt,

a white cashmere sweater and a pair of t-strap stiletto heels in matte black. “Do

attend to those legs,” she said with a frown. “You should wear shorter skirts.”

I took the outfit downstairs and changed, layering it with a white silk cami, a half-

slip, and a pair of stay-up stockings. Also a beaded necklace and a pair of tassel

earrings in place of the studs. I retrieved a clutch purse from the closet and packed

it with my wallet, phone and keys—and several kleenex, as my mother always

did. I checked my look in the hall mirror, gave my head a shake and watched my

thick hair swirl back into place. I still couldn’t believe she was me.

I met Mrs. Thompkins upstairs. “One more thing.” She surprised me with a quick

spritz from a slim vial of perfume. “Chanel No. 5,” she said, screwing on the cap.

“Purse size. I wasn’t using it anyway.” I put in my clutch.

Jacqui’s House of Tea was the kind of place anyone with an X-chromosome

would avoid like the plague. Nothing short of a gun to the head could possibly

induce a normal man to set foot inside a pink room decorated with frilly curtains,

lace tablecloths, silk flowers and bone china. However, my own X had long since

gone awol, so I fit right in.

Over finger sandwiches, tea cakes and multiple cups of hot tea, Mrs. Thompkins

talked about her life in academia. She and her husband had both been full

professors at the same university I attended, and even though she had been retired
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for nearly five years—and widowed more than ten—much of her social life still

revolved around the Department of English Lit. “I know all the professors,” she

said, “even the younger ones. Now and then they bring me in for a talk in my area

of expertise: female authors in Early Modern literature. It isn’t terribly fashionable

to study the classic authors these days—Mary Shelley, the Brontë sisters, and so

forth—but I’m a bit of a traditionalist.”

I made polite noises and focused on not slurping my tea and not getting crumbs on

my skirt. I was hyper-aware of where I was and who I was supposed to be, leaving

little time to focus on anything else.

As lunch wound down, she got to the point. “I was talking to my friend Eliza the

other day—she’s a retired social worker, but her husband is a Doctor of Divinity at

the college. She told me about a problem she has. Her son earned his PhD from

Stanford a few months ago, in biochemistry, and he just joined the faculty as an

assistant professor. His father is throwing a party at the Faculty Club—and Hector

doesn’t have a date. All the girls he knew growing up are married or have moved

away. I told Eliza I might be able to help.” She gave me a knowing look.

Like I said, I’m no fool. I knew what she wanted: to serve me up on a platter as

Hector’s date. I lowered my voice. “I don’t mean to be impolite, ma’am, but you

can’t be serious. I’m straight. I don’t date men.”

She waved languidly. “Don’t be silly, dear. It wouldn’t be for real. Hector is gay;

that’s why he never dated girls at Stanford. He just needs a—what’s the word?—a

‘beard’ for the party. The academic world can be terribly conservative, you know,

even in the twenty-first century. Even in a blue state.”

Fear raced through me. “But, do you mean he—Hector knows about me?”

“He will. I’ll explain everything to Eliza, and to Hector as well—as soon as you

agree to the date.” Her own voice sank. “You will agree, Daphne. I’m sure your

parents would just love to meet their pretty new daughter.” She took out her phone

and added another photo to her growing pile of damning evidence.

~

It was a bad week. The end of term, with classes over and Finals looming, and all

I could think about was my upcoming date—with some older dude I’d never even

met. Would it help if I had met him before? Maybe, maybe not. How could I

possibly pass myself off as a real girl? I was willing to accept that with a little help

from Tatiana I might look like a girl, but that’s only half the battle. I might be able

to speak like one too—if I kept my trap mostly shut and didn’t push my luck—but

there’s still body language to consider. That’s harder to fake.
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By Saturday morning I was a train wreck waiting to happen. I couldn’t eat, I

couldn’t study, I barely slept. Mrs. Thompkins took one look at me, slumped in

the kitchen after my shower—one towel about my waist, another around my

hair—and dug into her purse for a pill. “You’ve heard of Valium?” She dropped

the tablet into my palm. “This is better.”

What the hell. I swallowed the pill. Nothing to lose now.

Mrs. Thompkins made breakfast while I dried my hair and got dressed. It wasn’t

time to dress for the date, so I kept it simple: skirt, blouse and flats. I had glued the

breast forms in place the night before, and I’d shaved—face, legs and everything

else—before my shower. By the time I’d eaten a scrambled egg, toast and fruit, I

was feeling a lot more relaxed—as in, darn good thing I didn’t have to drive.

Mrs. Thompkins delivered me to the Salon de la Rochelle at the stroke of eleven.

Tatiana was waiting. “Well, look at you,” she said. “Getting girlier every week. If

this keeps up I’ll have to count you as one of my regulars.”

I was guided to a seat at the end of the row, well past the other customers, where

my arms were strapped to the chair and my legs to the footrest. A salon cape hid

all this from view. Confused, I asked, “Is this really necessary?”

Tatiana grinned. “We don’t like our clients to run off before they’re done.”

Mrs. Thompkins wagged a manicured finger in my face. “Don’t you give these

girls any trouble, young lady. Not one word, you hear? I’ll be popping in and out,

but if they tell me you’ve been making a fuss—” She showed me her phone. It

was playing a video of me in front of my bedroom mirror: boobs, lingerie, long

hair which I was lovingly brushing… it took me a long moment to realize it had

been taken within the past week. Which meant, of course, that there was at least

one more spy camera in my suite. I swallowed hard and nodded.

Tatiana spritzed my hair and applied product, then gave me a quick blow-out to

refresh the style. Shauna pulled up a seat and worked on my hands. This time she

applied a hard gel to extend each fingernail about a quarter-inch, then ground

them down to a delicate almond-shaped tip. As expected, I got no say in the nail

polish she applied: Lacquered Up by essie, a red hot crimson that nobody with

eyes would be able to miss—two coats of it. My toenails received the same color,

thankfully without any extensions.

Meanwhile, Tatiana went to work on my face with a vengeance. She denuded and

exfoliated, hydrated and moisturized, before layering on just enough makeup for a

look both glamorous and utterly genuine. She went easy on the foundation and

powder—my skin didn’t need as much help as some—and judiciously applied

blusher both light and dark to reshape my face: narrowing my nose and jawline,
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somehow enlarging my eyes, and bringing extra emphasis to my cheekbones. She

blended it all together to look thoroughly natural, as though my face had always

possessed feminine detail. Three shades of eyeshadow, suitably blended, served to

further widen my eyes, giving me the kind of innocent look that men would surely

find irresistible. Deftly applied eye liner and mascara overlaid that innocence with

a female sexuality no one could miss. She did the same for my mouth, with pale

red liner to subtly enlarge and reshape my lips, followed by a retro red liquid

lipstick: American Doll, by Anastasia. “It’ll dry down to a weightless matte

finish,” Tatiana said. She smiled knowingly. “Smudge-proof, long-lasting… just

what the doctor ordered.”

My lips twitched. There was absolutely nothing male in the face gazing out at me

from the mirror—although she did look terrified, a feeling I could totally relate to.

They released my arms and legs. Even my hands had been feminized beyond

recognition; they trembled as I held them up and turned them over.

For her part, Mrs. Thompkins was ecstatic. “You girls are miracle-workers,” she

said, after signing off on the salon’s outrageous fee. “Mind you, I do know how to

pick ‘em, don’t I?” The girls laughed, although not unkindly.

Then she fed me another pill and took me home.

“I’ve got something for you,” she said, after helping me to my bed for a short lie-

down. I’d have to start getting dressed in an hour. The thought did occur: Oh my

God, not another gift! But mostly I was too relaxed to care.

“I don’t know how far things will go tonight, but just in case… I bought this.” She

opened a flat box and showed me a wrinkled oval of material that looked like—

ohmygod. It resembled skin, but not the sort of skin you’d see on someone’s arm.

No, it was a patch of skin like you’d find between a woman’s legs.

“It’s the Pro-V prosthetic vagina,” she said, “best on the market. We slip it over

your shaft, which pulls back between your legs. See how soft and stretchy it is?

Once we glue it onto your skin—thank goodness you shaved down there—and

blend the edges with a little makeup, you’ll be able to pass as female.”

I tried to focus. “But… didn’t you say… he knows about me?”

“Oh, he does! This is just for safety’s sake, you know? Just in case. You wouldn’t

want someone to find out, who shouldn’t.” She glanced at the back of the box.

“Apparently, you can wear this for as long as you’d like. Isn’t that amazing? It

comes with some sort of solvent, but you can’t use it for at least three days.”

I wanted to say that this didn’t fit with my plans for the week; that I really didn’t

want to be writing exams with this thing between my legs—but I didn’t.



15

Mrs. Thompkins gave my hand a squeeze. “Don’t worry, Daphne. You’re going to

have a wonderful time tonight.” She lifted my skirt, pulled down my panties and

installed the prosthetic—after first smearing the underside of it with some kind of

surgical adhesive. She smoothed out the edges, daubed on a little foundation, and

gently replaced my skirt. “Let’s just let that dry,” she said. “I’ll be back in an hour

to help you get dressed.”

After she was gone I picked up the box and read the boilerplate. Undetectable as a

prosthetic, it assured me. I’d even be able to pee sitting down. Undetectable to the

eye, at least. It didn’t say what would happen if someone tried to ‘get busy’ with

me. However, according to the text, the Pro-V was fully penetrable. God help me,

it had a ‘lubricated vaginal canal’ … ‘rubbing against the wearer through a thin

silicone wall’… I dropped the box. This was too much.

By the time Mrs. Thompkins returned, I was up and already strapping myself into

the waist nipper. I had donned padded panties, a push-up bra and a garter belt, all

in black, and a pair of sheer nude stockings, the better to show off the legs I’d

been shaving all week. As she watched, I wiggled into a black silk slip that flowed

down my body, stopping just short of my knees.

“Very impressive.” She checked me out, front and back. “You’ve come a long

way, Daphne. Color me proud.”

In spite of myself and the resentment I felt at being pushed into this, I felt a small

thrill of pride myself. Hadn’t I always wanted to look this good, this feminine?

Like this much of a woman? Why deny it?

Together, we went upstairs and sifted through Kathleen’s closet, settling on a

black dress densely patterned with crimson flowers and leaves. It was a two-piece,

with long sleeves and a pencil skirt that limited my legs to a feminine gait. I

buttoned the jacket and added long earrings. Mrs. Thompkins gave me a gold ring

of her own to wear on my right hand. “Good, good…” she muttered, looking me

over. “You look more mature; maybe 27, 28… Don’t forget, if anyone asks, you

graduated last year and you’re working as a legal secretary downtown. The name

of the firm is irrelevant. If anyone asks, tell them you’d rather not say, because

they’re paying you off the books.”

I spritzed myself with Chanel No. 5 and returned the bottle to my purse. No wallet

this time; I couldn’t take the chance that someone might see my real name. “I’ll

need a jacket,” I said calmly. “Does Kath have anything with fur?”

Mrs. Thompkins loaned me a faux fur stole in what looked and felt like real sable,

although she assured me it was indeed faux. I placed it with my purse next to the

front door, then sauntered into the living room. It was half past five o’clock.
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I stood gazing out the front window, thinking of nothing other than the fact that I

was now a woman, doing the sort of things women do.

Mrs. Thompkins joined me. “You’re feeling more confident 

now, aren’t you? As a woman, I mean. I knew you would. 

The way you look is part of that. You know you can 

pass; you don’t have to wonder anymore.”

I nodded, idly flicking back my hair. Passing? 

I certainly wasn’t worried about that. I was 

thinking about the things most women worry 

about before a date: what does he look like? 

Is he the grabby type? Will he treat me like 

a lady? Will I have to fight him off with a 

baseball bat at the end of the night?

“All it takes is the right tools,” she added. 

“A little makeup, some help with what to 

wear—and of course the subliminal audio 

I’ve been pumping into your bedroom at 

night, to condition your behavior and 

make you feel more like a woman.”

I stared at her, not quite believing what 

I was hearing. Would she really do that?

“I’m kidding,” she said, briefly putting 

her arm around me. “Would I do that? 

Please.” She tidied my hair. “The way 

you feel right now… what I’d describe 

as instinctively feminine—it’s all you.”

I adjusted my stance, musing that these 

pumps were so comfortable they felt 

like extensions of my own feet. I gave 

her a sideways glance. “Really? So… 

you think this girl has been inside me 

my whole life? And it just took some 

new clothes and a makeover to bring 

her out into the open?”

“Absolutely. From one woman to 

another, Daphne, I think you’re 

going to be the hit of the party.”
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I wasn’t sure whether to believe that or not, but either way—it didn’t change the

way I felt about myself. Maybe it was hypnotic conditioning, or maybe it was the

third pill she’d given me a half-hour before, but I couldn’t seem to work up much

in the way of concern. Did it matter precisely how I’d come to feel so relaxed in

this female form? My honest answer was No. All that mattered was that for the

first time in my life, I didn’t just feel like a woman—I was one.

~

When we met, the first thing Hector said was, “You look like a million quatloos.”

It’s amazing how much a single word can tell you about a person. In this case, it

told me that Hector was a grade-A geek. I had already suspected nepotism in his

hiring and now I was certain.

I let him help me into my stole, then retrieved my purse and we were off.

To his credit, Hector never failed to address me as a woman or to make me feel

like one. I reciprocated by never once stepping out of character. Mrs. Thompkins

had cautioned me about that before I left the house. “It’s very important,” she’d

said, “that you stay in character tonight. No slip-ups. Damian doesn’t exist, and as

far as Daphne is concerned he never did. Is that clear?”

It was clear. I was a woman, I’d always been a woman; and before being a woman

I was a teenage girl, and before that a little-kid girl. Damian who? But it made me

wonder: “Hector does know the truth, doesn’t he?”

“Oh, absolutely! I explained everything ages ago.” Then she got serious. “This is

part of the deal: you have to pretend to be a real woman, all night long, and he’ll

treat you as one. We can’t afford any mistakes.”

Hector would’ve made a wonderful actor. He introduced me as the girl he let get

away in high school, with nary a hint that we’d only just met. His father chuntered

on about how pretty I was and how cute I’d been as a teenager, to the point where

I half believed it myself. Mostly I just kept my mouth shut and served as the eye

candy I was meant to be. It was flattering, the way most of the older men looked at

me, though it also gave me insight into how a rabbit might feel, trying to keep a

low profile in a den of foxes. Hungry ones.

It may have been the wine talking but after the party, when he opened the door of

his car for me, our eyes met. I froze and he kissed me. With no one else around, he

was still treating me like a real woman—and in a sense, I became one.

“You know,” I said coyly. “You don’t have to take me straight home.”

“My parents have a guest suite,” he said. “With an outside entrance.”
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That’s where we went, posthaste. It was a bachelor suite with a single bed/sitting

room. Hector parked me on the couch, served me another glass of wine, then drew

me close and we got better acquainted. There wasn’t a lot of talking, our mouths

being otherwise occupied, but when he got the chance he said he was so so sorry

that we’d lost touch after high school.

Impressive. I had to remind myself that it was all an act. Less so for me, because

I’d always felt at least somewhat female, but being gay Hector was probably more

focused on what lay hidden between my legs than what I pretended to be—yet not

once did he let on that I was anything but a girl.

After awhile, he turned off the lights and we shifted over to the bed. Undressing

proceeded slowly. I ended up in nothing but bra and panties, writhing sensuously

in the embrace of a naked man. His tongue slid down my throat while my fingers

stroked his manhood. I knew that one way or another I’d have to ‘put out’, but by

that time I didn’t care. All I could think about was being as much of a woman as I

could possibly be—not so much for him, but for my own sake.

When our lips parted, I asked what he wanted me to do next. Gently, he stroked

my hair. “You could… use your mouth? If that’s okay.”

I didn’t hesitate. It’s the kind of thing you can’t think about; if you’re gonna do it,

just do it. He flipped onto his back and I knelt between his legs. A moment later it

was inside and my tongue made it feel welcome. He kept stroking my hair, which

felt quite nice, and I let my mind drift… to what it was like the first time I’d done

this, in the back of Hector’s car after the junior prom. How times had changed!

Now I was a working girl—not that kind!—with a real job and Hector was going

to be a professor, and maybe things could work out after all and we could finally

be a couple—

I felt his hands lift my head. “I’d like to… you know,” he said. “Do I need to use

protection? I got some in the nightstand.”

I shook my head and told him ‘make me his woman’. I wriggled up the bed and

kissed him, then pulled my panties off. It was dark, so passing the eye test was no

problem, and the prosthetic had long since warmed to body temperature. His

probing fingers seemed to find nothing amiss, but why take chances? I took

charge and guided him in. Then we locked lips and fell into sweet rhythm.

Turns out, the Pro-V really is penetrable. Either he couldn’t tell the difference or

Hector was so invested in treating me as Daphne that he simply refused to break

character. And it was no different the next day, when he drove me home.

Throughout the encounter, I remained utterly committed to my role as a woman.

Anything else, I realized early on, was simply unthinkable.
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~

I stood, watching him drive away. My mind did a one-eighty as I realized what I’d

done. Cross-dressing was one thing, but sleeping with a man? That was something

else entirely. I didn’t consider myself gay, but the sex spoke for itself.

Or did it? I wasn’t just dressed-up like a woman, I could pass for one as well. If

anyone saw me now, they’d assume I was a young lady doing the ‘walk of shame’

after a rough night—and they wouldn’t be wrong. I had made love with Hector,

and for the purpose of that I had successfully performed the female role. It wasn’t

just an act, either; at the time I more than half believed it myself. So the encounter

might not quite qualify as gay—outside of a dictionary, that is—but at the same

time it was a hell of a lot more than just cross-dressing.

I returned to my humble basement suite. All I wanted to do was crawl into bed,

pull the covers over my head and forget what I’d done—but Mrs. Thompkins

wasn’t having any of it. She wanted details, and lots of ‘em. I slumped into a seat

at her kitchen table, staring at the cup of tea she served, and related what had

happened. She was delighted. “I’m so proud of you, Daphne. You’ve come such a

long way from that innocent young man who couldn’t believe his luck when he

found women’s clothing stored in the back of his closet. Not everyone takes to

womanhood so quickly, you know.”

“I can’t believe I did that.” Elbows on the table, I cradled my face. Long tresses

obscured my view. “All I ever wanted to do was dress up and look pretty. I’m not

attracted to guys at all, so why wou—” A stray thought tickled the base of my

brain. I thought about the pills she’d given me. “Um, Mrs. Thompkins? Did you…

did you do something to me, that made me act more like a girl?”

“I’m not sure what you mean, dear. I helped improve your feminine presentation,

which you obviously wanted. What else could I do?”

I had read the stories online, of course, where drugs—estrogen, or some chemical

aid to increase suggestibility, or both—were secretly fed to an unsuspecting male;

or where mental conditioning—hypnotic or subliminal—was used to reprogram

his subconscious mind. Or all of the above. I mentioned these things.

Mrs. Thompkins sighed and shook her head. “What an imagination you have. You

were dressing up long before you came here.”

“Not like this.” I looked up. Coolly, she returned my gaze. That’s when I knew.

My womanly behavior was no accident. “It—it’s wrong. Whatever you did, it’s

against the law. It’s an assault of some kind. I’ll—”

“You’ll what?” She laughed. “Whatever I may—or may not—have done, I assure



20

you it’s in full accordance with federal law.” She opened a drawer in the sideboard

and placed a sheet of paper on the table. “As you can see, I have a license.” With

two fingers, I picked it up. The certificate had been laminated to the consistency

of plywood. “That’s to protect it from damage,” she added. “One or two of your

predecessors got a little upset when they saw it.”

The document was entitled A License to Feminize. It clearly stated that everything

I had mentioned, and much more besides, was perfectly legal according to the

Gender Protection Act, which was signed into law during Trump’s second term

and supported by his successor. The Act had made disguising oneself as a member

of the opposite sex a violation of U.S. law. Without such a license, everything

she’d done to improve my ‘presentation’ could’ve earned her several years in

federal prison. But the certificate entitled Vivian Thompkins to feminize males

any way she saw fit, which meant she was in the clear. As for me—

There was a knock on the door that led to the back porch. Mrs. Thompkins called

out that it was open. A heavyset black man stepped into the room. He was wearing

the military-style jacket and badge of a U.S. marshall, although he did not appear

to be armed. “Hi, Viv. Car’s waiting out front. This her?”

“Hello, Antoine. Yes, this is Daphne.”

I gazed open-mouthed from one to the other. “What’s going on?”

Mrs. Thompkins patted my hand. “Nothing to worry about, precious. Antoine’s

been doing this for years. He’ll treat you like a princess, I promise.”

Antoine grinned. “Viv’s one of our best producers. Another girl every four to eight

months, like clockwork. Ain’t never lost one yet.”

“I packed your bag, dear. It’s only for a few weeks, then you’ll be right back here,

safe and sound.” She leaned back and addressed Antoine. “Her suitcase is in the

hallway.” The man nodded and retrieved it.

All I could do was stare. Fear prickled my spine. “Why do I need a suitcase?”

“Well… as you must be aware, what you’ve been doing is against the law. Among

its other provisions, the Gender Protection Act requires that cross-dressers be

given remedial treatment to curtail their aberrant behavior. The good news is that

this is often provided in lieu of incarceration.” Her smile looked genuine.

Antoine leaned on the table. “I swear you’re gettin’ better at this, Viv. This one’s a

real looker.” He grinned. “Sure you ain’t tryin’ to palm off a real gal on us?”

“Would I do that? Daphne’s a natural, is all. Although I am getting better.”

“Course you are.” He eyed me. “No Camp Manly for this one.”
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“I should hope not. She’s already made love as a woman, for goodness sake. The

man wasn’t aware of her secret going in, and I suspect he still isn’t.”

My mouth dropped open. “But—you said Hector knew!”

“A little white lie, dear. So you wouldn’t be nervous. Did he say anything about

you not being female, or some such?” I shook my head. “Good. That’s important.

Boys who can’t ‘pass’ are sent to boot camp.”

“We call it summer camp,” Antoine said. “It teaches ‘em how to be real men.

Carpentry, basic plumbing, how to change an oil filter—stuff like that. Later on,

when they’re less femme, they get to go huntin’ and fishin’. It’s fun.”

“They also learn how to dress themselves,” Mrs. Thompkins said, “and how not to

dress. That’s the skill they really have to master before they’re allowed out.”

Neither of them spoke the word they were tap-dancing around: brainwashing. But

that’s what it was. The wording in the Act, as reported in the newspaper, was a lot

more straightforward. Her lips tightened. “As for the ones who can pass…”

“Next stop, the National Conversion Center,” Antoine said cheerfully. “It’s in

Southaven, just outside Memphis. SRS on the fed’s dime, plus breast implants and

cosmetic surgery. If yer a girl, then it ain’t cross-dressing anymore.”

I was horrified. “But—didn’t the government make it illegal to change sex? There

was all that stuff in the news about conforming to your birth gender.”

Mrs. Thompkins drained her teacup. “That’s what they tell the public. And it’s

true, as far as it goes. But in private, they know there’s only one way to deal with

effeminate types like you: turn them into girls, whether they like it or not.”

“Some guys are just meant to be gals,” Antoine said. “Not much point lettin’ ‘em

wander around in a skirt, surprising decent folk when they find one in the wrong

bathroom. Not when we got the technology to fix ‘em up right.”

“I don’t believe this,” I said, my voice faltering. “You actually force guys like me

to become women? How can that be legal?”

Antoine frowned. “If the government says it’s legal, then it’s legal.”

Panic was beginning to set in. “What about due process? Innocent until proven

guilty? What about my day in court? Don’t I get an appeal?”

Mrs. Thompkins made a face. “What would be the point of that? Your guilt isn’t

in question—you’re disguised as a woman right now, for God’s sake! If this was a

murder trial, there’s you sitting on the witness stand holding a bloody knife.”

Antoine guffawed. “Good one, Viv. Let’s go, Daphne. You got a flight to catch.”
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I recoiled. “I’m not going anywhere. I know what this is about. It’s about a bunch

of rich assholes jonesing after girls who used to be guys. With your help, they get

to buy themselves a sweet little Stepford wife or even a nice docile maid.” Once

again, the raw honesty of TG fiction had shown me the way.

They both laughed. “The Prez likes his gender stereotypes, sure enough,” Antoine

said. “That’s why the Act provides grant money for gals like you who wanna be

teachers or nurses or even secretaries. But hey, if you wanna be a prof like Viv, or

an astronaut, or a heavy duty mechanic, you’re free to do as you like.”

Mrs. Thompkins stacked the empty teacups. “You will, of course, be taught basic

homemaker skills—cooking, cleaning, sewing and so forth. These are the sort of

things you would’ve learned from your mother if you’d grown up as a girl. The

clinic also runs classes in cosmetics and basic fashion sense; you’d be surprised

how many cross-dressers can’t figure out that stuff on their own. But you don’t

have to use any of those skills directly, to further your career. If you want to return

to college and pick up where you left off, that’s fine too.”

I groaned. “Oh god. My parents are gonna freak.”

“Don’t worry about that.” She came around the table and tidied my hair. “I’ll call

them in a few days, let them know what happened. I’ve done this before. It’s never

an easy conversation, but everybody knows that the Gender Protection Act trumps

all other considerations. No pun intended,” she added wryly.

Antoine opened the back door. “The folks at the Center—they’ll take care of the

paperwork. By the time you get back, you’ll have a brand new birth certificate and

all the other ID you’ll need. Your school records will be changed, census data,

clubs you’ve been in—oh man, just everything. The government don’t want there

to be any evidence left that you were ever male.”

He took my arm—gently, it must be said—and helped me up. I tottered on still-

unfamiliar heels, feeling the bite of tight lingerie like never before. Cross-dressing

was one thing, but having to wear female clothing forever and ever? Despair shot

through me like a knife. My life was no longer my own.

~

Three weeks later, upon my return from the clinic, Antoine met me at the airport.

He gave me a newly minted state driver’s license and escorted me to the car for

the drive back to the Thompkins house. I studied the mugshot photo, which wasn’t

particularly flattering, then stuck it in my purse. On impulse, I browsed through

the pictures on my phone, which included a photo taken at my ‘graduation’ from

the Center the day before—and it was flattering. I stared at it, fascinated.
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In the picture, I was wearing the black lace-inset dress I’d 

bought during our last trip into Memphis; myself and the 

other girls in my cohort. It fit me like a glove. I found 

myself liking the way I looked, in spite of all the pain 

and coercion involved in getting me there. Curiously, 

being female no longer seemed like such a big deal.

Still, challenges lay ahead. Antoine amused himself 

by describing how his agents had visited my parents, 

instructing them as to how to treat me. I was their 

daughter, I had always been their daughter, and 

anyone who suggested otherwise would be in 

big trouble if word ever got back to the Feds. 

They provided digitally de-aged photos of a 

young Daphne spanning her entire girlhood, 

and class pictures with a smiling girl in place of 

the sullen boy I once was. The pictures had also 

been mailed to my former classmates, with the 

same warnings, and everyone had been ordered to 

destroy any and all photos with Damian’s face.

“See, if there’s no evidence you were ever male, 

then maybe you never really were,” Antoine said. “I 

think that’s how they rationalize this—the guys who 

wrote the policy. God doesn’t make mistakes, so you 

must’ve been a girl all along. Who can say different?”

“Can’t argue with logic like that,” I muttered, then fell 

silent. I was envisioning the inevitable visit from my 

mother and father, where they would greet me as the 

daughter they never had, I’d talk about my recent ‘work 

study’ trip in Memphis and our class outing to Graceland, 

and then we’d all smile and stare at the floor while trying 

desperately to pretend nothing had really changed.

How long would it take for them to accept me as their real 

daughter? How long it would it be before they forgot their 

son had ever existed? I bit my lip, staring out at the passing 

cityscape. So very many people out there, going about their 

own lives, utterly oblivious to the transformation in mine.

I wonder. How many years will it take me to forget… 

that I was ever a boy named Damian?  �



bonus caption


