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An Authorial Editorial

Once again I find myself in the lost land of TG clichés, seemingly endorsing a male boss taking advantage

of his buxom but clueless secretary (or personal assistant, same difference) for his own selfish pleasure. It

matters not that the secretary in question is really the girl’s clueless younger brother and that the girl herself

is actually quite smart and devious, having somehow arranged a bodyswap so she can enjoy the gap year in

Europe she so clearly (in her own eyes) deserves. It does subvert the usual stereotype, but you have to read

the text closely and be fully in tune with the transgender aspect to truly appreciate the deep irony.

The trouble is, on the surface this tale seems to affirm the tedious old saw of a ‘dumb girl’ who’s only good

for making coffee, answering the phone, and certain other activities I shan’t mention. But I can’t emphasize

enough that this is a stereotype our society—and here I include the entire human race—can and should do

without. We surely must have moved beyond such absurd generalizations and oversimplifications (big

words) here in the fabulous twenty-first century! (Okay, the century has issues, that’s obvious to most folks,

but it can still be fabulous if we get our act together in time.) Just like it’s wrong to generalize about people

based on their race or religion, it’s wrong to generalize about sex or gender. You can’t even generalize about

attractive young ladies, because they’re all unique human beings just like everybody else. And even if some

given girl happens to be both attractive and a bit on the clueless side, it’s still wrong to take advantage of

her—the same way that it’s wrong to take advantage of a child or a disabled person, or indeed anyone who

doesn’t have the same advantages in life that the ‘boss’ in this tale clearly does.

Am I preaching to the choir here? Probably. This is sounding terribly obvious to me, and the sort of person

who really needs to hear this sort of thing—and get their nose rubbed in it—probably isn’t the sort of person

who reads the editorial attached to a TG caption on a website dedicated to TG fiction. (I’m not sure who is,

frankly, yet here you are—one of the enlightened few. Congrats on that.)

In some ways, those of us who read and write cross-dressing fiction have a foot in both camps. By that I

don’t mean just the male and female camps (which are situated across the lake from one another, if I recall

my teen movies), but the camps of enlightened (on the one hand) and sexist (on the other) attitudes towards

women. On the one hand, we admire women and actively seek to be more like them; we put them on a

pedestal, in a way, and then try to climb up there ourselves. But on the other hand, in our fantasies at least,

we appear to endorse the kind of sexist attitudes that demean women and place them in subservience to men

(strong men, that is; stronger than ourselves). On the face of it, we’re trying to have it both ways.

But the clue is right in front of us: in our fiction, we often place ourselves—in the guise of women—in

subservience to men stronger than our former male selves. In other words, we’re trying to force ourselves to

become more like women by bowing down to a strong man, because that’s what we see happening in the

world around us. So by indulging in these fantasies, we aren’t trying to debase women—we’re trying to

become women by debasing ourselves. And if that sounds just a little bit crazy to you, you’re spot on.

And yet, that’s were we find ourselves, here in fab Century-21. Damned if I know what to do about it.  �


