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Evelyn’s Story
I couldn’t believe what Angela had done—both to me and for 

me. The trauma I’d felt during my supposed kidnapping fell 

away like so much bad air. For five hours I’d been subjected to 

the makeover from hell: full-body depilation, permanent hair 

extensions, and a beauty treatment that transformed an ordinary 

male face into one that could have launched a few hundred 

ships. Only then had my wife stepped into the picture and taken 

charge of applying and concealing the state-of-the-art silicone-

and-latex prosthetics that gave me, for all practical purposes, 

a completely female body. But none of that mattered now.

She smiled when I agreed to do what she wanted. “Oh, under 

protest, of course. How else?”

We left the salon, gaily chatting as sisters do. “I’m a bit worried 

about my voice,” I told her, speaking almost too softly to be 

heard. “Won’t people be able to tell? Won’t they know?”

“Know what? It’s a bit husky, I suppose, but a lot of guys find 

that sexy. Female voices are only about half an octave higher, 

so it’s more about how you speak. Tone down the volume, but 

it’s more important to vary your pitch. We gals often add a little 

upward inflection at the end of each sentence, like this?” She 

shrugged. “Throw in a bit of breathiness and you’ll be fine.”

“How on earth do I do that?”

“How would I know? I think it involves letting more air escape 

while you talk. It’s a bit like sighing, only not so drawn-out.” 

She giggled. “But don’t go around wheezing either.”

“Goodness, that’s a lot to remember, isn’t it? Maybe I should 

just focus on being the glamorous silent type.”

She nudged me. “You’re halfway there, girlfriend.”

Instead of driving straight home, we stopped at her doctor’s 

office. I sat in the waiting room leafing through an old issue of 

Cosmo while Angela spoke to the receptionist, and briefly to 

her lady doctor. All three women studied me and nodded.

A few minutes later I was ushered into an exam room. The 

doctor bustled in carrying a large hypodermic needle. “Hello, 

Evelyn, I’m Doctor Daisy. Your sister has explained all about 

your ‘congenital estrogen deficiency’. I understand it’s been six 

months since your previous dose, so we’ll just be repeating that 

procedure today. If you would lift your skirt for me?”

Estrogen deficiency? That certainly didn’t ring any bells, but I 

didn’t feel like arguing—not after everything I’d already been 

through. Being forcibly feminized can have that effect.

I hiked up my skirt on one side. Daisy swabbed a bare patch of 

skin on my hip, between the garter belt and the top of my thigh-

highs, and deftly applied the hypodermic. “It’s the standard 

slow-release estradiol pellet,” she said. “It’ll give you another 

few months relief from unwanted body hair and the like.” She 

grinned. “Of course, you know all about that.”

Back in the car, Angela noticed me rubbing my hip. “You’ll 

thank me later, girl. Softer skin, rosier cheeks and a lot less 

shaving are only some of the benefits of maintaining female 

hormone levels. You’re bound to feel more feminine without 

all that testosterone getting in the way.”

I sighed. “Won’t I just be confused, with both types there?”

“Not at all. There’s another drug in there that sort of ‘turns off’ 

hormone production in the testicles. Chemical castration, it’s 

called.” She giggled. “Goodness, I just castrated my husband. 

How cool is that?”

I tried to stay in character. “Oh yes, a dream come true.”

Back at the house there was a suitcase waiting for me in the 

spare bedroom, as if I’d just arrived from the airport. “The 

room’s yours for as long as you want it, Evie. I mean, who 

knows when my husband will come back. Maybe he’ll find he 

likes the weather down there at the South Pole. Depending on 

how things go here, he could away for… ooh, a long time.”

The suitcase held a variety of lingerie and a comprehensive 

selection of cosmetics. “I know you’re more of a ‘winter’ than 

I am,” Angela said. “So no borrowing my makeup, ‘kay? But 

we’re about the same size, so you’re welcome to anything in 

this closet or the one in my room.” The closet in my bedroom 

held the overflow from Angela’s walk-in, so I wasn’t likely to 

be hurting for choice. Quite the opposite.



~ 3 ~

One night I awoke in the wee hours to a male voice whispering 

from what turned out to be a small speaker hidden inside my 

headboard. It was wireless, so I couldn’t trace the signal, but 

it didn’t take a genius. The voice was calmly informing me—

ad nauseam—that I was a woman, a beautiful woman, that I 

was attracted to men, and only men, and that I couldn’t wait 

to get my lips on anything and everything male.

Surprisingly, I wasn’t upset. It seemed like a logical extension 

of everything I’d been doing for the past few days. Angela had 

taken me out dress shopping, to lunch with her girlfriends, and 

to nightly cosmetology lessons at a salon that catered to cross-

dressers—not the establishment that my erstwhile kidnappers 

had utilized. I had also been introduced to a man named Geoff; 

a date had duly been requested and eagerly agreed to.

So I lay there in the dark, listening to a deep voice reminiscent 

of my father (but not quite the same) describe the sort of things 

men prefer women to do on dates. I absorbed the information 

like water down a thirsty throat, and when next I awoke all I 

could think about was how pleased Geoff was going to be.

When Saturday afternoon rolled around, I spent an hour doing 

my makeup and nearly as long brushing my hair and applying 

product. I changed the part and made it look silkier and more 

‘flowy’ than before. Angela was impressed.

“Girl, you’ve really got it goin’ on. All you need now is my 

number one party dress and you’re all set.” She produced a 

Twenties-style minidress, sleeveless, with a tasseled hemline.

I inspected it critically. “Shows an awful lot of skin, doesn’t it? 

I’d hate to give him the wrong impression.”

“The only impression he’s gonna get is how hot you are—and 

that’s through the roof, by the way. You might have to swallow 

the dude just so he’ll fit behind the steering wheel.”

“Angie, don’t be crude.” I slipped into the dress, added the 

jewelry I’d picked out, and strapped on a pair of burgundy 

stiletto pumps with four-inch heels. I’d been practicing.

Angela spritzed me with Dior’s Hypnotic Poison. “Definitely a 

classic,” she said. “Very seductive. It’s got staying power too; 

all night long, if necessary. Trust me, it’ll get his attention.”
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To my relief, it was a classy first date. Dinner at a quiet little 

bistro, a local theatre’s revival of Little Shop of Horrors, then 

the cocktail lounge high atop the Marriott Marquis. We split a 

carafe of red wine and slow-danced to “Unforgettable” and of 

course “When A Man Loves A Woman.”

“You really are, ya know,” Geoff said. “Unforgettable.”

I didn’t know what to say; I was too busy melting inside. I 

leaned against his shoulder and wondered if he’d thought to 

book a room. I smiled when I felt him sniff my hair; that was 

high on the list of what women are supposed to do on a date: 

make their hair available for a surreptitious snuffle.

By the time midnight rolled past we were on our way home. I 

was disappointed not to be staying at the hotel, but I decided it 

was probably for the best. A girl’s reputation is her cachet.

Overall, Geoff had been the perfect gentleman and I a lady of 

true refinement—and that lasted right up until we came 

together for the traditional good-night kiss. I couldn’t stop!

He did try to pull away, as a gentleman should, but I lowered 

my lashes and drew him in for more. He wrapped me in his 

arms and I almost swooned, it was so romantic. By the time our 

lips drew apart, I was feeling bold. “Would you like to come 

inside?” I averted my gaze, feigning embarrassment. “You 

see… my sister won’t bother us. She’ll be in bed by now.”

I didn’t have to ask twice. We parked ourselves on the couch 

and settled down to some serious foreplay. He was, I noted in 

passing, an excellent kisser, paying equal attention to the lady’s 

throat (nibbling it) and her ears, where garden-variety sweet 

nothings found fertile ground. Half an hour of that and I was 

ready to do anything for (and to) the man.

I explained it to Angela over coffee the next morning. “Turns 

out he’s got a bit of a kink,” I said. “He likes his date to, you 

know—swallow?” I made a face, but it was just for show; the 

memory held no distaste for me. “Only not straight from the 

tap, you understand.” Savoring the memory, my eyes drifted to 

the champagne flute I’d left in the sink.

“Oh… I see. And you were okay with that?”

“Good to the last drop.” I ran fingers through my hair.

“Very impressive, I suppose. Especially for a first date.” She 

giggled and touched my hand. “One orifice down, two to go. 

Oh, I’m sorry, that’s awfully naughty. I just couldn’t help—”

“Actually, it’s two down. It took awhile to get him going again, 

but I finally got him to give me the back-door treatment. It was 

amazing,” I added. “Imagine your knight in shining armor and 

he runs you through with his sword—in a good way.”

“I, uh… never heard it put that way before.”

“Me neither.” I sighed, propping my elbows on the table. “I had 

a lot of time to think last night, before falling asleep, and that’s 

what I came up with. My first time, y’know? It’s special for a 

girl.” I rolled my eyes. “Gee whiz, how obvious is that? You 

think I should go blonde, become a Valley Girl?”

Angela pushed her chair back. “There’s such a thing as dignity, 

you know. I think I might’ve pushed you a little too far.”

A few days later, I returned from a 2 A.M. tinkle to find the 

speaker in my headboard singing a different tune. I was still a 

woman, of course, a beautiful woman—but even the sexiest 

woman is ultimately judged by how she comports herself. A 

decent woman, the voice informed me, conducts herself with 

grace and dignity, and treats her body with respect. I started to 

wonder if I’d tuned in to Buddhist radio by accident, but I kept 

listening and as I drifted off… it all began to make sense.

I dated Geoff again the following weekend. It did not go well. 

After dinner and a movie, he took me back to his place for a 

nightcap. I sat on his couch, sipped my Tequila Sunrise, and 

watched SNL like a statue while Geoff tried without success to 

get my motor running. Finally he asked if he’d done something 

wrong, either that evening or on our previous date.

“The only thing wrong,” I informed him, “is that I happen to be 

a woman of grace and dignity, and you insist of treating me like 

a hooker you picked up off the street. I’m sorry if I gave you 

the wrong impression last week, but you know—” I waved my 

hand airily. “—it’s all about treating my body with respect, and 

how I comport myself, or something like that.”

He squinted at me like I’d just grown antlers. “Uhm, the wrong 

impression? You practically raped me.”
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My voice grew frosty. “I don’t recall any complaints.”

“Of course not, why would—?” He shook his head. “Are you 

sure I didn’t do anything wrong?”

I looked at him innocently. “Other than making me feel like a 

streetwalker? No, not a thing.”

“It kinda went downhill from there,” I told Angela the next 

morning from where I lay huddled under the sheets. She was 

perched on the edge of my bed. When I didn’t come down for 

breakfast she’d come up to see why.

“Okay… Guess I dialed it down too much.” She patted my hair. 

“You let me take care of it, sweetie. Third time lucky.”

“Pretty sure that ship just sailed,” I said, referring to Geoff.

“That’s okay. There are lots of guys around who know how to 

treat a woman right. Fear not, I’ll get you fixed up.”

I don’t know what changed, but by the time my next date rolled 

around I felt like a million bucks. My self-esteem, I realized as 

I dolled myself up for a new beau, was through the roof—along 

with my general gorgeousness. Going blonde was definitely the 

right thing to do; it was a good match for the personality I was 

developing. I carried myself with elegance and grace, yet when 

the spirit moved me I could become awfully sexy and playful.

I discovered that about myself on my third date with Derrick. 

I’d been quite proper with him on our first two outings, but that 

evening he plied me with martinis and abducted me back to his 

penthouse suite overlooking Plymouth Beach. The moon was 

full and it was a fabulous evening when we retired to bed with 

the balcony doors wide open. A salt-air breeze swept across my 

bare skin—I’d removed everything but for my bra—as we lay 

atop silk sheets and I let him take me the old-fashioned way: 

face to face, so he could stick his tongue down my virgin throat 

while his manhood artfully probed my maidenhead.

“It was wonderful,” I told my sister the next day, “and terribly 

romantic. Remember when we were teenage girls, just coming 

into our womanhood—how we used to talk about what our first 

time should be like? It was just like that.”

“I should hope so. I paid extra so you’d be fully penetratable.”

I stuck out my tongue. “You’re mean, you know that? Not an 

ounce of romance there. Way too ‘big sister’.”

“Uh-huh. Well, somebody’s gotta look out for the little sister 

who swans around town without a brain in her head.”

“Ooh, look who’s talking! Why, it’s the woman who set me up 

with every guy I ever dated. Fancy meeting you here.”

Angela gave up and began clearing the table. I thought I heard 

her mutter something like, “I’m gonna have to program a bit 

more gratitude into that one.”

She was right about one thing: as the weeks and months crept 

by, I really did swan around town, with a different man every 

second or third week—although I still resented her “without a 

brain” comment. I was entirely capable of conversing on many 
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topics, from climate change to the latest fashions out of Paris. 

Just to spite my stuck-up sister, I refined my taste in wine and 

I made a point of dating intelligent males. True, they didn’t 

always make the best lovers—at least, not at first—but I was 

developing quite an expertise there as well. I could keep a man 

on the edge for nearly an hour before letting him cut loose (as 

my sister would say) in one orifice or another.

Nobody ever went home disappointed. Least of all me.

~

Six months passed like a little girl’s summer. One day—it was a 

Saturday, I recall—Angela sat down with me in the living room 

and said, “We need to talk, Evelyn. It’s… well, it’s just time.”

Casually, I adjusted the hem of my skirt, then ran a finger down 

my leg. “I think you’re right. The hairs are coming back a bit 

faster every day. A girl needs her estrogen.”

She shook her head. “What I meant was, I want my husband 

back.” I eyed her coldly. “Let’s put it another way,” she said. 

“My husband is coming back, and I mean soon. His tour’s up. 

He’ll be flying in from the Antarctic any day now.”

“Why on earth would you want him back?” I relaxed in my seat 

and idly inspected my nails; probably time for a new set of 

acrylics. “A more drab and mediocre male I cannot imagine. 

Why you ever married the man is beyond me.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Call me crazy, but I was in love.”

The operative word being was. I leveled a crimson coffin-tip 

fingernail at her. “This is your chance to cut him loose, sister. 

No questions asked. Let’s just say he never came back.”

She sighed and stared out the window. “Maybe you should 

sleep on it. Perhaps you’ll change your mind in a few days.”

“Don’t count on it, sister. I unplugged that silly speaker weeks 

ago. No more re-writes. This is who I am.”

She looked stricken. “I—I can’t accept that.”

“You’ll learn.” I flicked at the hem of my dress. I really must 

start wearing tighter skirts. After a long silence, I took pity. 

“Look, Angie… you wanted a sister? Well, you’ve got a sister. 

You’re looking at her. I’ve been taking estrogen for six months. 

A couple of weeks ago I replaced those awful stick-on things 

with implants, and in a month or so I’ll be female. I’ve already 

booked the clinic. It’s all arranged.”

Her mouth fell open. “But—that’s not what I intended at all. I 

only wanted you to experience what it was like to be a woman 

for awhile, not to become one for—”

“Hey, if you can’t pay the price, don’t play the game.” I hooked 

one knee over the other, letting my leg bounce lightly. “I guess 

I can tell you this now. A few weeks back I got in touch with 

your parents. I told them what really happened to your former 

husband. They were pretty upset, at least at first. But we talked 

it over and I managed to calm them down. I explained that there 

was a way we could work together to make this right.”

She stared at me. “What are you talking about?”

I smiled. “Hang on to your hat, girl. The minute I legally turn 

into a woman—I’m already one up here, right?” I tapped the 

side of my head. “—your parents have agreed to adopt me.”

“What? But you’re an adult! A grown-up ma—”

“It’s unusual, I’ll grant you that. But there’s nothing in the law 

that says it can’t happen. Their lawyer’s already drawn up the 

necessary papers. When the time comes, we’ll file them.”

“But why? Why on earth would you want to…” Her lips kept 

moving but the sound vanished. She looked exhausted.

“You have to ask? We’ll be sisters for real! Awesome, huh?”

“Not the word I would’ve chosen.” She flopped back on the 

couch, covering her face with her hands. “Ooh my god.”

I fumbled through my purse for a nail file, then set to work on 

the snag I’d found. A nail tech could fix it, of course, but I’d 

hate for her to see me as anything less than perfect.

Angela moaned to herself. Something about a nightmare?

Whatever. I clucked my tongue. “C’mon, Angela. Get a grip. 

This is a good thing.” I returned the file to my purse, clicked it 

shut and stood. “Don’t you get it? Husbands come and go, but 

sisters are forever. Now, let’s go out and crash the outlet mall. 

This girl’s gotta shop. Also, I feel a manicure coming on.”  


