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She grinned. Knowing Bree, that meant trouble. Then she put her arm around me;

in a brother-sister sort of way, alas. “Jeffie? I want to turn you into my mother.”

“What?” That was probably the last thing I’d have expected anyone to say.

“I say true. You totally have the face for it—by which I mean you’ve got her bone

structure and the same general shape of head.” She drew back and looked me over.

“Being five-eight doesn’t hurt either. I can work with the figure.”

I looked away, staring at the clock tower across the Quad, the library—anywhere

but the pretty girl who regarded me as little more than a friend. “Uhm… why?”

“You know that course I’m taking: Media, Society and Power? I came up with this

nifty idea for an end-of-term project, and it fits with this other course I’m taking,

Gender Relations. I’m hoping to get cross-credit.”

“Great. What’s that got to do with me? Or your mom?”

“That’s the cool part. Mom was a catalog model back in the early ‘80s. Did a lot of

work for Sears and JC Penny.” She lowered her voice. “So I figured, why not re-

stage one of her ads, make it look exactly the same—or as near as—only with a

guy as the model. That’s where the gender aspect comes in, and at the same time it

works as a commentary on the way women are represented in the media. Is that

cool or what? Whaddya say? Standard modeling fee, of course.”

She shoved a glossy page torn from an old catalog into my hands. It showed an

attractive woman who vaguely resembled Bree, smiling for the camera, dressed in

lacy white lingerie—a camisole and a half slip, according to the text. “This is your

mom?” Bree nodded. “And you want to make me look like her?”

Another nod. “Trust me, I can make it happen.”

“Well… okay. I guess.” I have no idea why I said that, or why I would agree to

such a ridiculous idea. Being around Bree for longer was one possibility. I’d had

the notion for some time that if she just got to know me better she might come to

think of me as boyfriend material. But how likely was that, given that I’d be

dressed up in a more feminine way than she usually did?

So, yeah, I was confused. But in my own defense, at the time I didn’t know about

the hypnosis. If I had, things might’ve turned out different.

~



~ 2 ~



~ 3 ~

Bree’s cousin Wendy was a beautician. She was a few years older—pushing thirty,

in fact—and we gathered in her salon on a chilly Saturday morning. “Wow, so this

is Aunt Sylvia? She was sure gorgeous.” Her eyes lifted from the catalog page and

settled on me. She pursed her lips. “You want me to turn him into her? Do I look

like I can walk on water?”

“In terms of cosmetics, you bet.” Bree held up her hands like a frame. “Just check

out those cheekbones. And that jawline. Pretty darn similar, right? Nothing a little

makeup can’t fix.” She dropped her hands. “He’s been shaving and depilating and

moisturizing like crazy all week, not to mention half-starving himself. I know he

won’t lose weight that quick, but it’ll make him easier to handle.”

Her smile was wicked, but she glanced at me and winked. I was still worried.

“Hmm. The eyes are the same shape. He’ll need tinted contacts, but it might be

okay…” She stepped forward and ran her fingers through my hair. “The color

needs work, but it’s thick enough. Nice and long. Did he just grow this too?”

Bree laughed. “I’ve been telling him all year how he can really rock a ponytail.”

She touched my arm. “Yes, Jeffie, this idea has been kicking around in my mind

for months. Ulterior motive aside, you really can rock the pony.”

“Thanks.” In hindsight, I should’ve realized then and there that Bree might have

had an ulterior motive for being friends with me in the first place. Maybe it wasn’t

just my boyish charm and nerdly intelligence after all. Maybe the first time she

saw me, she recognized her mother—and, well… across a gulf of space, a mind

utterly unlike mine regarded my face with envious eyes, and slowly and surely

drew her plans against me. Good old HG Wells was thinking invaders from Mars,

but as far as I’m concerned girls might as well be from another planet.

The salon was scheduled to open at noon, so they didn’t waste time. I was already

hairless, so Wendy gave me an all-out six-step facial, then left me steeping under a

hydration mask while both women worked on my nails. I thought that was a bit

odd, because I couldn’t recall seeing the model’s fingernails in the picture, but I

never considered questioning what they were doing. Such is the power of the post-

hypnotic suggestion.

After that, Wendy permed my hair and put it up in wide curlers to set. Bree hustled

me into the dressing room. “Strip down,” she said. “We gotta get you into this suit

before the store opens.”

By ‘this suit’ she meant a skin-like bodysuit that stretched from my throat to my

thighs. It was made of a silicone-latex material that felt amazingly lifelike. I got

into it through the stretchy neck, secured my junk in the pelvic pouch, pulled it up

and settled the top around my neck. It left my slim and hairless arms free.
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Bree was enthused. “Oh man, this is the best!” She explained how she’d taken my

measurements weeks ago when I fell asleep during an all-night study session, and

also supplied a photo so the company could match my skin tone.

“Terrific.” I was inspecting the respectable rack on my chest.

“Mom’s about average in this area,” she said, strapping me into a brassiere, “so I

opted for your basic C-cup. It’ll look good on your frame. This is one of her own

bras, by the way—because authentic.” There was that grin again.

“Awesome. I wouldn’t want not be authentic.” I was muttering.

“That’s what this is all about.” She pointed me to the lingerie I was to wear: nylon

panties, silk cami and a half slip, all in black. But wasn’t her mom wearing white?

“I know. This isn’t what you’ll be wearing for the photoshoot—that’s not until

Monday. Right now, we just need to turn you into a woman.”

She left me to get dressed. Glumly, I put on the lingerie and added the pair of nude

pantyhose I found underneath. This felt to be spinning out of my control, but still I

couldn’t think of a single reason to object. A black sheath dress was hanging on

the back of the door; I didn’t think twice about putting it on. The zipper crawled

up my back and the skirt grabbed at my knees. The dress was low-cut and quite

flattering: my hips looked wide, my waist narrow, and I had actual cleavage!

Bree returned in time to help strap me into a pair of D’Orsay pumps. They were

troublingly tall, but the heel was wide enough that I didn’t topple over. “The other

stylists are here,” she said. “They’re about to open the front door, so from now on

you’re a girl, okay? No more Jeffrey. Your name is Jennifer.” The way she said it

really got my attention. In retrospect, I suspect I’d been preprogrammed to answer

to that name.

Wendy welcomed me back to the salon chair. She removed my curlers and set to

work brushing out my hair, which was now full of loose waves and curls. In the

mirror that ran the length of the wall, I noticed the other stylists prepping their

stations for customers that were beginning to arrive. Now and then one stole a

glance my way. I wondered if any of them knew.

Bree sat in a chair at the rear, watching my new hairstyle take shape; her lips set in

a tight little smile. I wasn’t sure what to make of it.

When my hair was loose across my shoulders, and generally fabulous, Wendy set

to work on my face. She didn’t cut any corners: she layered on the foundation and

setting powder, contoured with various shades of blusher, and added just enough

eye shadow and liner and mascara to make me look like a real girl—as opposed to

some sort of caricature. Or a drag queen. Nothing against drag artists, but if I had

to walk out of here in a dress I wanted to look like the real deal.
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I figured we were done, once the lipstick went on, but no—the two of them were

intent on piercing my ears as well. I pursed my lips and wondered where on earth

this was going, but with a pair of quick—and painful—clicks it was all over. Bree

inserted gold studs into the holes, and added a thin gold chain around my neck.

Wendy gave me a quick spritz of perfume. “You’re all done, girl. Break a leg!”

I couldn’t help noticing, as Bree and I strolled out into the mall, that I looked more

like a woman than she did. If you go by stereotypes, that is. I was the one wearing

a tight dress and high heels, with my hair tumbling loose around my shoulders. In

contrast, Bree had shorter hair, was dressed casually and wore little or no makeup.

It gave me a small measure of satisfaction. If anyone around here was going to be

outed as a guy, it wasn’t gonna be me.

~

I spent the next forty-eight hours with Bree, learning the finer points of how to be

female. In one sense it was great: I’d never spent so much time in the company of

an attractive girl. But on the other hand I was in no position to take advantage of

the situation: I looked more feminine than she did, and I hafta say—that isn’t the

best starting point for proving oneself as boyfriend material.

I also learned that Sylvia, Bree’s mother, had passed away the year before. She

didn’t elaborate and I didn’t ask. But as she was an only child and her mother was

long divorced, Bree had inherited the house. She’d kept the master bedroom just

as it was, and that’s where I was obliged to stay: to sleep, dress and work on my

makeup. “It’ll help put you in the right frame of mind,” she said. “When you wake

up, just pretend it’s 1985 and you’re her. Big hair is in. Reagan is POTUS. The

first Back to the Future flick just came out.”

It wasn’t easy but on Monday afternoon, when Wendy came over to fix my hair

and doll me up as an ‘80s catalog model, I could feel the old me slipping away. In

his place came a girl who enjoyed looking gorgeous and appreciated the sensuous

feel of loose tresses spilling onto the bare skin of her upper chest. The lingerie felt

nice too: a lacy nylon camisole and matching half-slip, both in white. My firm

breasts needed no brassiere.

Downstairs, Bree had converted the rumpus room into a makeshift studio. She’d

managed to recreate the background of the original photo almost perfectly; the

ornate lintel appeared to be a stage prop. The photographer, Trevor, was a friend

of hers. Surprisingly, he expressed no interest whatsoever in my appearance.

Two hours later, Bree and Trevor finally announced that they’d got the shot they

were after. Wendy accompanied me upstairs.
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“After they’re done cleaning up we were gonna go out, grab dinner and celebrate.

You’re invited, of course, but I have to tell you: it would be kind of tricky to turn

you back into a guy that fast. Even if we removed your makeup, you’d still look

like a girl—only without makeup.”

“That’s okay. Maybe you could just help me jazz it up a little? To make me look

less like her mom and more like one of her girlfriends. And maybe we could find

something in her closet that doesn’t scream the nineteen-eighties.”

When I look back, it’s curious that over the next day or two it didn’t even occur to

me to go back to being plain old Jeffrey. I went right on sleeping in Sylvia’s bed,

wearing Sylvia’s clothes, and generally being Sylvia. Or Jennifer. Whatever.

That Thursday, Bree explained why. “We’re not done, Jennie. My bad: I should’ve

mentioned this before. I decided to enlarge the project.” We were sitting around in

her living room after breakfast; she in PJs, me in full makeup wearing a cream-

colored skirt suit that really showcased my stocking-clad legs. I wasn’t sure why

I’d chosen to dress that way; it just seemed like the right thing to do.

“Ever heard of the Society for the Perpetuation of Feminine Stereotypes? Biggest

bunch of snobby conservative ladies you can imagine. My mother was one of the

founding members.” Idly she worked on her nails with a crystal nail file. “They’re

staging a tribute for her at their next monthly meeting. As part of that, they’re

gonna showcase a model who’s been made-over to duplicate mom’s signature

‘look’ from early in her career.” She looked at me. “That’s gonna be you, boyo.”

“Me?” I was genuinely shocked, even though I looked the part.

“Why not? You’re in the groove. What’s another week or so?”

To someone who’s been hypnotized without his consent? Nothing at all.

~

One might wonder, with all this going on, how the rest of my life was faring. The

answer is: badly. I was no longer attending class, and although I did try to keep up

with the assignments online I was falling further behind. I texted my friends that I

was laid up with the flu. Likewise my parents, just in case somebody called them

wondering why I wasn’t in school. Otherwise, I slept in Sylvia’s room, wore her

clothes, and puttered around the house like she might’ve done.

A week or so after this went down, I found myself back in Wendy’s salon so she

could adjust my look to appear more youthful and glamorous. Sylvia got her big

modeling break when she was around my age, and rumor had it that she was a real

looker at the time. That, it seemed, was to be my fate as well.
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Bree drove me to the appointment and helped me change into a strapless red dress

that her mother had hung on to all these years—one of her all-time favs, according

to her daughter. “I’m not sure if we’ll go with this little number for the meeting, or

one of the others,” she said, zipping me up. “Choices, choices.”

After that, she was off to run errands, leaving me alone with Wendy. The salon

wasn’t due to open for another two hours. She got busy weaving extensions into

my already-long hair—partly for volume, but mostly because they couldn’t wait

the nine or ten months it would take for my own hair to get long enough.

Wendy seemed preoccupied. “How’s life these days, Jef—uh, Jennifer? Bree says

you’re ‘dressing’ all the time now. Is that weird for you?”

I shrugged. “Not really. I must be getting used to it. Bree’s got me keeping house

for her; the better to keep me in the right frame of mind, she says. I even cook

dinner sometimes. I think she misses her mom.”

“Understandable. But I’m not sure it’s a good idea for you to take her place.”

I had to think about that. I mean, why wouldn’t it be a good idea? “I don’t mind.

Maybe I should, I guess, but I don’t. Pretty weird, huh?”

“Very.” She lapsed into silence, focusing on her work. When the extensions were

done she gave me a quick blow-out to add volume. Then she set to work fixing my

face. “I know you’ve been doing your own makeup all week, and that’s pretty

damn impressive for someone who was a guy not that long ago. But this glamor

look that Bree wants is a lot more complicated and fiddly. So I want you to pay

attention, okay? You can practice it during the week.”

“Sure thing.” For some reason, I was all ears. I’d been agonizing for days over my

inability to make myself look as glamorous as I now seemed to want. The chance

to pick up some tips from an expert was not to be missed!

She stepped me through what she was doing, from skin prep and foundation all

the way out to how to make my lips look larger and fuller. The results blew me

away. “Gosh, Wendy, I look amazing! It’s amazing how you can do this.”

“I just told you how I did it. You know everything I do.”

“Well, yeah, but there’s more to it than just hearing the words, right? There’s the

experience you get by doing it; muscle memory and all that stuff.”

She handed me the lipstick she was holding. “All right, give it a whirl. Try to stay

within the lines I just drew. Fixing it is a pain.”

I took the tube, gave it a twist and leaned into the mirror. Puckering up, I applied a

coat of the crimson cosmetic to my mouth. As I sat back, rolling my lips, I flashed

back on the man I’d been not that long before. What on earth was I doing?
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It didn’t last long. When you’ve been hypnotically programmed as thoroughly as I

was, the flashbacks are few and far between. I returned the tube. “Hit me,” I said

with a smile, closing my eyes.

Wendy spritzed my makeup with a setting mist. “That’s gonna last you all day and

then some,” she said. “I hope you don’t mind being long-term pretty.”

“Bree and I are doubling with a couple of guys from the rowing club. There’s a

big bash at the Faculty Club to celebrate—” I stopped when I saw her expression.

“Hey, it’s not what you think! This is first class all the way. No funny stuff.”

She looked doubtful, and in retrospect maybe she was right. When I woke up the

next day, back in Sylvia’s bed, I could remember being at the party but not leaving

it. And I had a funny taste in my mouth.

Bree spent the rest of the week prepping me for the meeting. We went through

exactly what I was to say and do when they brought me out on stage, including the

part where I lift my skirt for the big reveal. “That’ll show those stuck-up bitches,”

she said. “They want to perpetuate feminine stereotypes? Well, check it out,

ladies: this dude is more of a woman than any of you will ever be!”

I couldn’t quite see the point of it all, but that didn’t matter. Only later did I realize

that I’d had three more sessions with the hypnotist that week, and I’d have walked

out there naked and covered in spiders if that’s what Bree wanted.

Once again, on Saturday I was back at Wendy’s for my final makeover. I’d been

practicing all week, but she was still the expert. Youthful and glamorous, that was

the goal. Bree had decided on the strapless red dress, so that’s what I was wearing.

Wendy gave me a refresher blow-out, then once more went to work on my face.

I’d done the prep work myself at home, so it went quicker this time. Bree watched

as my inner glamor re-emerged, her mouth frozen in a grim smile.

“I knew this would work the moment I laid eyes on the kid. I know you can work

miracles with makeup, Wennie, but seriously—Jeffie was born for this.”

“With great power comes great responsibility,” Wendy said, cryptically. Then she

added, under her breath, “What on earth have I done?” I heard, but had no idea

what she was talking about.

Bree was delighted when I took the lipstick myself and applied the finishing touch

to my own lips. “This is gonna be awesome. I’ll bring the car around. Send her out

when she’s ready, ‘kay Wendy? Of course you’re welcome to tag along if you

want. Might be fun to see your creation in action.”

“Thanks, I think I will.” She sighed. “Like Victor Frankenstein setting his monster

loose on the villagers.” But Bree was already gone.
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I was dressed to kill, waiting in the wings, while tributes to Sylvia rolled out

across a crowd of elegantly dressed ladies. It was clear where these women lay on

the political spectrum: against equal pay for equal work, against reproductive

rights, for deferring to one’s husband, and generally in favor of maintaining male

privilege and perpetuating the patriarchy. In other words, reactionary to the core. I

couldn’t wait to take them down a peg or two, particularly now that I viewed

myself as a hip, modern woman—more or less.

When the moderator called for a tribute to Sylvia’s youthful beauty, I strolled out

onto stage, rolling my hips all the way. I could feel my body emitting female

sexuality like hard radiation, and I gloried in it. The sway of my breasts, the way a

tight dress sheathed my lithe figure, the cascade of thick hair dancing across my

shoulders—it was everything I’d ever wanted to be. Or so I’d been led to believe.

Given a willing subject, hypnosis can be very effective.

I noticed Bree standing in the aisle near the back, hands on her hips and jaw lifted:

more than ready for her moment of triumph. I was just about to lift the hem of my

gown for a revelation guaranteed to bring the house down—probably on top of

me—when Wendy stepped past Bree and yelled, “Jennifer Jazzbot!”

My first thought was, what a strange thing to say! Then my head cleared and I

remembered who I was. Needless to say, I froze. I was a guy, dressed head to foot

as a woman, standing in front of a bunch of conservative ladies who would tear

me limb from limb if they knew. Any thought of revealing myself was gone. At

the back of the hall Bree waved her arms, yelled at Wendy and flipped her off

before storming out.

The moderator took note my confusion and gently escorted me off-stage, no doubt

assuming an advanced case of stage fright. But I was recalling numerous sessions

with a certain hypnotist, who had urged me to submerge my identity in Sylvia’s,

embrace my womanhood, and take joy in making myself beautiful. And of course

to follow Bree’s orders to the letter.

Bree had used me. I’d thought—or at least hoped—that she was my friend, but all

she really wanted to do was embarrass the terribly proper ladies of the Society for

the Perpetuation of Feminine Stereotypes. That much I could understand, but why

me? Was making her point worth destroying my manhood?

Wendy found me seated backstage, in the midst of draining a glass of wine one of

the organizers had pressed into my trembling hands. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I just

didn’t think it was right for you to humiliate yourself like she wanted. I should’ve

done something earlier, but…” She shook her head.
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I lowered my voice. “Do you have any idea how embarrassed I am? Out there in

front of all those people, dressed as a woman? God! I just can’t—”

“If it’s any consolation, I’d bet my life no one out there knew. I hate to toot my

own horn, but I’m damn good—and you look absolutely gorgeous. The only thing

those ladies were doing was wishing they looked as fabulous as you.”

“All right, I’ll buy that. Now, can you please get me out of here?”

Bree was long gone, so I rode home with Wendy. Not to Bree’s house and Sylvia’s

bedroom, where I’d been living, but to my own dingy basement suite. Wendy kept

glancing at me as she drove. “So what are you gonna do now? If you want I can

help you get all that stuff off. It’ll take some doing, but you can be a guy again.”

My anger had sprouted wings. “How about you find me a time machine? I’ll go

back and create an alternate timeline where I am Bree’s mother, and then I’ll make

her life a living hell.”

“Sounds like a plan. Might be awhile before they invent time travel though, so—

what to do until then? Do you want to go back to being Jeffrey?”

“I can’t.” I stared out the side window, seeing nothing. “I know what she did to

me. I know that under all this gorgeous I’m still male. Even so, I can’t help but

think of myself as a woman. You can’t hypnotize someone against their will,

right? Deep down I must’ve wanted this all along.”

We rode in silence. “Hey, Wendy? How about you take me back to that hypnotist?

Not tonight, but real soon. I think I’d like to feel more comfortable about being…

about being female.” My head bobbed. That had to be the way forward.

“Okay, I know how to contact the guy. Maybe he can make me feel less guilty

about what I did.” She chuckled. “Say, how about we get him to hypnotize Bree

into thinking she’s you? She already kinda dresses the part.”

I laughed, but—“I wouldn’t do that to anyone. Besides, there’s my family to think

about. They deserve a chance to know the real me.”

My return to my former apartment, and life, was mercifully brief. I wasn’t Jeff any

more. I no longer belonged there. As for where I did belong…

I got myself a fancy lawyer and sued Bree for damages, unlawful hypnosis, breach

of contract and whatever else my mouthpiece could think of. Surprisingly, the guy

managed to convince a court that since Bree had effectively turned me into her

mother—with malice and aforethought—I deserved the house more than she did.

The judge agreed, provided that I changed my name to Sylvia. Done, and done.

I moved in before the ink was dry. Not to be heartless, I gave Bree the keys to my

old pad. Then I went straight to Sylvia’s bedroom. Mommy’s home.  


