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It’s weird. I never used to be a cross-dresser. I grew up in a household with three

sisters and a mother who kept her figure well into middle age, but I never once got

into their things. But send me to university and put me in a basement suite that had

a trunk full of women’s clothing in the hall closet and I couldn’t get enough of the

stuff. It didn’t happen right away, but after a few weeks I started wearing a bra and

panties in bed, and then under my own clothes during the day. Fortunately, it was

cool enough by then that a sweatshirt hid the straps from view. I had to stop going

to the gym most days, but that wasn’t a problem. The way my appetite was going,

I kept right on losing weight anyway.

By the time Christmas rolled around I was keeping my legs smooth—I’d bought

myself a SatinShave ladyshaver—and was wearing pantyhose as often as I could.

For my visit home I wore PJs in bed and changed clothes in the bathroom, just to

avoid having to answer any awkward questions. And when I returned to school, I

went over the top and shaved my entire body. It was getting to the point where

body hair and I were definitely on the outs.

Mrs. Verhoeven called down almost as soon as I arrived. “Phillip? Can we talk?”

She inquired about my holiday, then got to the point. “Our daughter is relocating

to Europe for work. She’s going to be gone for at least a year, possibly longer, so

she gave up her apartment. We’re storing some of her things and we’ve got a bit of

a space crunch going on, so we had to put some of her things in the space under

the stairs. I hope that’s all right?”

I shrugged, trying not to grin. “No problem. I wasn’t using it.”

That night I checked out the new stuff, careful to note how it had been packed.

Definite quality! The clothes were newer than the stuff in the trunk, there was a

sprinkling of lingerie and several pairs of shoes in various styles and heel-heights.

The Verhoeven’s daughter must be a fairly tall woman, because I had no trouble

fitting into any of her dresses, blouses or pumps. I couldn’t believe my luck.

At the bottom of one box I found a genuine treasure: a package of hair extensions.

They’d been used, but not very often; one might describe them as ‘gently worn’.

Perhaps the daughter had cut her hair some years back before regretting the act, or

maybe they were for a costume she’d worn a few times to change her look. Either

way, I knew I’d have no choice but to try them myself. I just hoped I’d be able to

keep them in decent enough shape that the Verhoevens wouldn’t find out.

I also told myself there was a decent chance they’d never look at the stuff again.



~ 2 ~

I began dressing up more frequently, sometimes for the better part of a day when I

knew my landlords weren’t home. On these occasions I wove the extensions into

my own hair, careful to avoid damaging them. The hair was a dark brunette with a

few highlights that bordered on a subtle shade of purple. They went nicely with a

sheer purple nightie that fit my new figure surprisingly well, and which I’d taken

to wearing in bed.

A week or so into the spring term, a package arrived for me. The Verhoevens had

placed it at the bottom of the stairs, which is where I found it after class. It had my

name on it, with a shipping stamp on the front that indicated it had passed through

the postal system, but there was no return address and no company name. I figured

it was probably a care package from home.

It wasn’t. Inside was a pair of sizeable breast forms—probably double-Ds—a tube

of roll-on medical adhesive, and a small bottle of liquid labelled as solvent. What

the hell? This had to be a mistake.

I quickly repacked the box and stuck it in the hall closet with my coats, shoes and

other outdoor gear. If this had been sent by mistake, I wanted to be able to return

the stuff intact. If it was somebody’s idea of a joke, I wasn’t laughing.

The Verhoevens never mentioned the package. Days passed and nobody asked

about the box or its contents. Gradually, I relaxed. It had to be a mistake. I often

browsed for that kind of thing on Amazon, and I’d ordered other items—regular

clothes, family gifts, and so on—so there must’ve been some glitch in the system

that had sent someone else’s package to me; that’s why it didn’t appear in my own

list of past orders. It also never showed up on my credit card.

After nearly three weeks I decided I was in the clear. Late one Saturday afternoon

when the Verhoevens were out for the evening, I opened the box and checked out

the breast forms. They fit on my chest—barely—and they were a good match for

my skin tone. Unable to resist any longer, I uncapped the adhesive and attached

the breasts to my chest. I lay down for ten long minutes while the glue set, then

concealed the seams with a cream foundation I’d managed to acquire for myself.

They blended in surprisingly well, although they did make me look as though I

had breast implants.

Not altogether a bad thing I mused, while clipping a couple of dozen long wefts

into my hair. A pair of sizeable breasts made me look damn sexy.

I slipped into my favorite nightie and applied a few bits of basic makeup. I’d been

practicing, but my skills were still rudimentary. You can only learn so much from

YouTube how-to videos, no matter how many of them you watch. Practice is what

you really need, and I resolved to do a lot more of that.
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When I woke up the next morning, I was still wearing the breast forms, the purple

nightgown and—unfortunately—the hair extensions. I don’t turn over much when

I sleep, so they weren’t too messy, but I still spent a good half-hour gently teasing

out the tangles. I still didn’t take ‘em off, though. I looked too much like a real girl

to do that. Instead, I took a quick shower with my hair ‘up’, then dressed top to

bottom in ordinary girl underwear and a fairly modest skirt-and-blouse outfit. The

Verhoevens always attended church on Sunday and often went visiting afterward,

so I figured I was safe.

After a light brunch I settled down to plow through some homework. That’s when

my luck finally ran out. A shiver went down my back when I heard footsteps at

the top of the stairs. The shiver turned into sheer terror when a voice called out,

“Phillip? Are you there? Can we talk?”

Phillip wasn’t there. I sat at my desk in one corner of the living room, willed my

body to silence, and hoped they’d go away. No such luck.

Slowly, inexorably, footsteps descended the stairs. Mrs. Verhoeven peered into the

room. “Oh, there you—my goodness! Phillip? Is that you?”

There was nowhere to hide. “Uhm, yeah. It’s me. This is, uh… just something I

decided to try for awhile, ma’am.” Helen and Mathus were in their sixties and two

of the nicest people you’d ever meet, in their own quiet way. Even so, I thought

they’d probably just give me twenty-four hours (or less) to clear out. Mostly I just

hoped they wouldn’t call the cops.

She called up the stairs. “Mathus? Come see this!” She turned back to me. “Well,

with that lovely bone structure and your complexion, I’m not surprised you look

as convincing as you do.” She got me to stand up. “Mmm, your hair’s a bit of a

mess, dear. And that blouse really doesn’t go with the skirt. Oooh, those belong to

my daughter, don’t they? Have you been going through her things?”

I stumbled through an apology, but Helen waved it off. “Don’t worry about it. I’d

be surprised if she really wants any of that stuff back.”

Mathus came downstairs. “Good Lord. Is that you, Phil?” A grin spread across his

face. “Decided to join the other team, did ya?”

Helen frowned. “Oh, hush. Not everything in this world has to be about sports.

My goodness, didn’t you know? Phillip has gender dysphoria. How obvious could

it be? Unlike some people, I knew that from the moment he moved in.”

News to me. I thought I was just experimenting with how I might look in ladies

wear. “I dunno about that…. A lot of people my age are doing the ‘gender fluid’

thing these days, so I just figured—”
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Helen blew a raspberry. “Gender fluid? Are you kidding me? With those breasts? I

bet you spent the whole weekend prancing around here pretending to be a girl.

What do your friends call you when you’re all dressed up—Marilyn? Mary-Ann?

Ginger? Hopefully not Mrs. Howell.”

I shook my head. “No one’s ever seen me, ma’am… like this.”

She smiled. “Just between us girls, you can call me Helen. But come now, you’ve

obviously been doing this for quite some time. In your own mind, you surely must

call yourself by a girl’s name. Now’s the time to be honest, dear.”

I stared at the carpet. “It’s… Annabelle.”

She looked overjoyed. “Annabelle? That’s so sweet! Mathus, isn’t she just

adorable? Can we keep her? Oh please, say we can!”

Her husband looked doubtful. “Let’s not get carried away, dear. The girl would

have to agree to it, you know. Let’s not go down that road again.”

“Of course.” She turned to me. “Annabelle? If you like, you’re welcome to stay in

our daughter’s room upstairs. Everything’s there, just the way she left it, and

you’re welcome to use whatever you need.”

Mathus leaned against the doorframe. “Please don’t misunderstand: we’re not

asking you to become our daughter, or anything of the sort. We’re not a couple of

psychopaths.” He sighed. “But it sure would be nice to have a girl your age around

the house again—even if only now and then. Whenever you have the time.” He

peered around the room. “I’m sure you’d need to be Phillip as well, from time to

time. For school, if nothing else. He’d still be living down here. As far as Helen

and I are concerned, you and he would be two different people.”

I was about to shoot him down; tell the both of them I was a guy, dammit, and I

had no plans to dress up as a girl any more often than I already did—and maybe

not even that much, since it was clearly going to my head. I’d never been a cross-

dresser before coming to live here, and I wasn’t about to let cross-dressing take

over my life any more than it already had… but the words never came.

Instead, I thanked them for the offer. Told ‘em I’d sleep on it.

~

I lasted less than a week. When I woke up late on Friday, having already missed

my single class for the day, I said “screw it” and—after the usual routine—glued

the breasts back on and went upstairs. Helen and Mathus were having coffee in the

kitchen. I paused in the doorway but said nothing. They took in the sight of me

wearing bra, panties and a pink dressing gown, then smiled and nodded.
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If I was in my right mind I might’ve stopped to consider just how strange that was.

Instead, I continued on to their daughter’s room—readily identifiable by the sign

on the door: Caution: Girl Zone / Enter at Your Own Risk.

The room was spotless and very feminine. Indeed, it looked like a young woman

still lived there, with a closet full of skirts and dresses, and a wide array of

cosmetics laid out on the vanity. Helen appeared beside me. “My daughter was a

bit of a girly-girl,” she said. “She grew out of it after she got more career-oriented.

Feel free to use whatever you like. I’m happy to see it not go to waste.”

She didn’t have to offer twice. I sat down and set to work on my face while Helen

watched and made suggestions. “You’re a natural,” she said at last, when I was

fully made-up. “You’ve got a real feel for cosmetics. A nice feminine touch.” She

picked up a hairbrush. “Would you mind? It’s been awhile, but I used to do this all

the time for my daughter.”

Well, since it seemed to mean so much to her… I gave her free reign. She got rid

of the remaining tangles, reset some of the clips, and added a bit of Elnett Satin for

volume. “This spray is a classic,” she said. “It’s the gold standard for red carpet

events and photo shoots. I used to work in the industry, you see. I was a beautician

to the stars.” Her voice went all dreamy.

I ran my fingers through my now smoothly tumbling mane, draping it gently over

one shoulder. I’d never felt so feminine. “Thank you, Helen,” I said, in a soft and

surprisingly womanly voice, “for, well… understanding, I guess. I thought you

might kick me out of your house, but…” I struggled to find the right words, while

my reflection just looked pretty. “No one’s ever been this nice to me.”

Her smile was radiant. “I’m glad you think so. You deserve nice things, sweetie.

You’re a lovely girl.” She left a few minutes later, sniffling.

I wondered what the fuss was all about.

From that day onward I slept upstairs. I rarely removed the breast forms—mostly

just to clean them—but I took off the extensions every night to keep them tidy,

and every morning restored them to their rightful place on my head. I became

quite adept at clipping the wefts into my own hair; after a few weeks I could

complete the task in ten minutes flat. My room had an en suite, so the Verhoevens

never had to see me without long hair and properly clothed in a dress or skirt.

I couldn’t go to class, of course, but I was able to follow lectures online, obtain

notes and submit assignments via the class website. For midterms I told the

professors I was sick, and received permission to complete a timed online exam

for each class. I knew the same excuse wouldn’t wash for the finals, but that didn’t

stop me from dressing. It was more important to be Annabelle.
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I found it increasingly difficult to think of myself as ever being Phillip. I couldn’t

imagine having to wear boy clothes again; the very idea made me uneasy.

In March Helen took me to a salon that she frequented and they replaced my now-

ratty clip-in extensions with their tape-in counterparts. They cost a small ransom,

which Helen paid without comment. It was only then I began to suspect that the

Verhoevens’ generosity might have an ulterior motive. Even so, I never bothered

to confront them; it didn’t seem overly important.

Some nights, in the darkness before sleep came, I found time to wonder why.

One morning—I think it may have been early April, around the time classes were

ending—I awoke feeling particularly refreshed. Something felt different. I gave it

some thought in the shower, but couldn’t put a finger on it. I had no need to shave

anymore so I blow-dried my hair and went through my usual makeup routine, then

decided to wear a fairly revealing purple party dress.

Helen knocked and came in as I was strapping on a 

pair of stiletto sandals. She smiled knowingly. “I’m 

happy to see you crossed the threshold last night, 

Annabelle. You’re a woman now. A lovely girl.”

I had to think about that. There was still that stub 

of manhood between my legs, but—she was right. 

I was a woman in mind, if not entirely in body.

“That’s wonderful.” She pulled up a seat. “I just 

spoke to the clinic. Somebody cancelled, so they 

can fit you in this afternoon if you like.”

“Okay… but why do I need to go to a clinic?”

Idly, I ran my fingers through the long hair that 

I’d long since come to regard as part of me.

“For implants, of course. A girl like you should 

not be flat-chested. It’ll be our treat, dear.”

I couldn’t deny the appeal. I rarely took my 

breast forms off anymore and it felt horribly 

unnatural when I did. So I agreed, but I also

asked the question that had been bouncing

around the back of my brain for weeks.

“I don’t mean to sound ungrateful, Helen,

but how come you’re being so nice to me?

I love what you’ve done, but why go to all

this trouble to turn your tenant into a girl?”
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She smiled, sadly this time. “They grow up so fast…” She reached over to pat me

on the knee. “We do care about you, dear. Don’t ever forget that. But yes… there’s

more to it than you know.” She nodded toward the bed. “I suppose you’ve guessed

that your headboard is wired for subliminal sound, both here and downstairs.

You’ve been receiving hypnotic conditioning ever since you moved in.”

I shrugged, still toying with my hair. “The thought occurred… But by that time it

didn’t seem to matter much. I never did bother to check.”

She nodded. “Very few of our girls do. We’ve also been spiking your orange juice

with estrogen and other feminizing compounds. I hope you don’t mind.”

I laughed, languidly flaring my tresses. “Like wow, why would I mind?”

“Some people might feel they’d been coerced—or even forcibly turned into a girl.

I certainly wouldn’t want you to feel that way.”

“Can’t imagine why I would. Whatever you did, it’s hard to disagree with how it

turned out.” I touched her hand. “I’m grateful, Helen. But it doesn’t really answer

my question. Why go to all that trouble just for me?”

She waved it off. “It’s nothing, dear. We do this every year. Mathus and I have

helped at least a dozen young men find their way to womanhood. We’re part of a

worldwide network of feminizers. The goal is to increase the number of us women

in the world until we outnumber the men two-to-one, or thereabouts.”

I pursed my lips. “Interesting… so I’m part of a matriarchal revolution.”

“It’s not matriarchy we’re after, Annabelle; equality will do nicely. We’re going to

smash the patriarchy through sheer numbers. Every year thousands of deserving

males like yourself—smart, sensitive, small-boned—are transformed into young

ladies. We’ll put you in touch with the Sisterhood; they’re a fun bunch.” She stood

up. “The network will fund your SRS, of course. And you can go ahead and take

your final exams in person. We cleared it with the university.”

I rose as well. “It’s strange… I was thinking the other day about how I was never a

cross-dresser before; when I was growing up, I mean. And now it turns out I was

right. I’m not a cross-dresser at all, I’m really just a woman.”

She laughed, embracing me. “There’s no such thing as just a woman, sweetheart.

Take pride in who you are.” She steered me toward the door. “Now… your parents

are waiting downstairs. They came to surprise Phillip with a visit, but I think it’s

time they met the lovely Annabelle, hmm? And if you’re worried about them not

recognizing you—don’t. You look so much like your mom, it’s spooky.”

My doubts dispelled, I descended the stairs—high heels clicking a merry tune—to

give my mother and father the good news: their daughter was coming home.  


