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“Your nephew is a troubled young man.” The psychiatrist studied the papers on
her desk: brain chemistry data, mental activity maps, her own case notes. She
shifted her gaze to the client. “I’m not prepared to diagnose clinical depression,
but Carson does have a depressive personality; what we once called ‘melancholy’.
I believe your concerns about the possibility of self-harm are well founded.”

Cassandra Desilva slumped in her seat. None of this was news to her. Carson had
always been a bit too quiet for her liking. They’d always been opposite ends of the
spectrum—he the introvert, she the extrovert—but ever since her sister died and
she, at age twenty-four, had become the guardian of a ten-year-old boy, he’d only
become more withdrawn. Cassie had hoped that coming of age and attending
college might bring him out of his shell. Instead, he only got worse.

Dr. Phyllisteen cleared her throat. “We can, of course, continue with the cognitive
behavioral therapy he’s been receiving. It’s hard to say how much good it’s doing
him, but…” She pulled her hair back and leaned over her desk. “There is one other
option. As I’m sure you’re aware, Carson has dabbled in cross-dressing.”

Cassie nodded. “We don’t talk about it.” He’d always been good about putting her
clothes back where they belonged, clean and neatly folded, so there seemed little
point in making a fuss. What harm could dressing-up do?

“So he tells me. But it’s the one thing in his life that brings him some measure of
peace. Of course, he’s every bit as conflicted about it as any cross-dresser his age.
They’re drawn to it like moths to a flame—an apt analogy, when you think about
it. They derive such satisfaction from the behavior, yet at the same time they feel
guilty about wanting to disguise themselves as the opposite sex.”

Cassie toyed with the brunette waves falling across her shoulder. “I’ve read about
it, doctor. Quite a bit, actually. It seems harmless enough. That’s why I chose not
to confront him. But I still don’t see what good it can do.”

“The short answer is that he finds it calming. When he’s ‘dressed’, his cares just
melt away.” She spread her hands. “With your permission, I think we should try to
encourage that. There’s a way we can help him get more out of it.”

Cassie rolled her eyes, but forced a smile. “I’m all ears.”

“For a start, you need to tell him that he’s not going to get in trouble—if he were
to dress as a woman more often, I mean.” She sat back in her chair, steepling her
fingers. “I can speak to him about this if you like, but Carson really should hear it
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from you—that he doesn’t have to sneak around behind your back. That doesn’t
mean you have to help him cross-dress, or even be around when he does it. The
young man simply needs your understanding, not your expertise.”

“Fine.” Cassie shrugged. “He can dress however he likes; it doesn’t bother me. If
wearing my gear keeps him out from underfoot, then bring it on.”

“Excellent. Now, for the other part of this therapy, we need a more direct way to
reduce the guilt he feels. This may strike you as unorthodox, but I’d like to start
him on a daily regime of subliminal therapy. Sleep learning, it’s often called.”

Cassie frowned. “Hasn’t that been debunked? Didn’t they test it for learning a
second language and such? It didn’t work.”

“Precisely. The technique doesn’t work as a way to instill learned skills. However,
it can be used to subtly alter the way Carson views himself. We’ll install the
necessary equipment in the headboard of his bed: a pair of small speakers to direct
the sound toward his pillow, and a sensor to detect brainwaves from several inches
away. The readings are crude, but it’s enough to detect the presence of REM sleep.
That’s when we have a direct conduit into his subconscious mind.”

“I see. That’s a bit invasive, isn’t it? How often would you do this?”

“Three or four times a night, depending on how much sleep he gets. Ten to fifteen
minutes of subliminal audio during each span of deep sleep. I’ll provide you with
a new file every couple of weeks. Carson will become more and more at ease with
his feminine side. The programming has to stay one step ahead of him.”

Cassie looked doubtful. “We’re going to tell him all this?”

Phyllisteen smiled. “We can tell him he’ll be listening to audio that will make him
feel better about himself. He doesn’t need to know the details.”

1

Carson peered into the mirror and thought about how much he admired his aunt
Cassandra. Their heart-to-heart about cross-dressing, now nearly a year ago, truly
had changed his life. A psychiatrist might say all the right words, but it was Cassie
telling him that she knew he was wearing her clothes and she was okay with it—
that’s what made the difference. It was the weight of a mountain off his back.

He worked foundation cream into his skin, smoothing it onto every part of his face
for an even coat. In the last few months he’d become much better at transforming
himself, to the point where he could go from male to female in less than an hour—
quite a bit less if nothing needed shaving. He brushed on finishing powder, then
adjusted the nylon cap to follow his hairline.
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One odd thing about his aunt—good for him, less so for her—is that she had to
wear a wig whenever she went out in public. Her hair had grown back unevenly
after chemotherapy for a cancer scare, so she wore a long brunette wig, custom-
made to mimic the style and color she formerly sported—and she’d ordered two of
them at the same time, so as to have a spare. She swapped wigs every other day
and kept them identically styled, which meant there was always one at home
ready and waiting for Carson. He wasn’t sure if she knew about that, but he was
every bit as careful with her hair as she was.

He fixed his eyes on the ceiling and drew the wig over his head, gently forcing the
tiny combs embedded in the rim into his hairline. He gave his head a quick shake
and watched Cassandra’s wavy mane settle upon his shoulders. A proper woman
needs long hair like this, and he did so want to be a proper woman.

The lingerie drawer yielded a pair of nude pantyhose, to go with the pink panties
and brassiere already in place—with a pair of foam-rubber breasts to give him the
proper shape. He’d begun shaving his legs nine months before and had been doing
it twice a week ever since. If anyone ever noticed, they never mentioned it to him.
People in this neighborhood tended to mind their own business.

He never dressed when Cassie was home, of course; not because it would upset
her—although he figured, why push it?—but because they were her clothes and
she might want to use them herself. Not that he lacked for opportunity; Cassie
worked the afternoon shift at Northstrom’s and his classes finished not long after
she left for work. He could change as soon as he got home and stay dressed until
late in the evening, and he did that at least twice a week. He often put in another
half-day on weekends, when Cassie picked up extra shifts to help pay the bills.

They never spoke about his cross-dressing. There just didn’t seem to be much to
say, once they were past the point where she knew the score and he had a clear
conscience. Carson wiggled into a full slip, then went to the closet and selected a
black lace-insert sheath from the many dresses on offer. He’d worn it before, but it
was a favorite. He zipped up the back, marvelling at how well it fit.

He stepped into a pair of beige peep-toe pumps, then returned to his aunt’s vanity.
His body looked just as it should—for months he’d been watching his weight like
a supermodel. He’d joined the campus swim club to keep fit and in case anyone
took notice of his lack of body hair, although it seemed no one ever had. For years
he’d been cleansing and moisturizing his face, and using Cassie’s body wash, and
the result—top to bottom—was a surprisingly feminine physique.

Carson had come to share his aunt’s love of cosmetics. Cassie worked in Lingerie
and she had to look good, but with him it was practice, practice, practice—to the
point where he was better with a blush brush than most genuine women.
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He set out what he’d need, then wielded cosmetic
pencils and wands like a surgeon to line his eyes
and lips, and feather mascara through his lashes.
He took a more subtle approach when applying

eye shadow and blush, so as not to appear overly
made-up. Aunt Cassandra, he reminded himself,
was nothing if not classy. And since they shared

more than a passing family resemblance,
used the same makeup, sported the same
hairstyle and wore the same clothing, it

would’ve been surprising if he didn’t end
up looking exactly like her, more or less.

Over time, without even noticing, Carson
had developed the habit of accessorizing

himself the same way Cassie did; wearing
her jewelry and spritzing himself with her
signature eau de parfum. It just felt right.

There were times when Carson seemed to lose
himself in being female. Thus far he’d always

managed to remember who he was just in time
to return his aunt’s belongings to her room and
remove his makeup. But on this particular day,
that didn’t happen. He looked up from the term

paper he was working on to see the front door
creak open and the real Cassandra stroll in. She

dropped her purse, shrugged out of her coat, and
stopped dead in her tracks when their eyes met.

A slow smile crept across her face. “Well, well.
don’t we look pretty? Is this how you spend your
free time? Turning yourself into my twin sister?”

Carson rose from the table where he’d spread his
papers. “I’m sorry, Aunt Cass. I didn’t mean for

you to see me like this. I’ve been real careful—”

“Don’t worry, babykins. We’ve been through this.
I know you like to wear my things. We’re good.”

“But I’m wearing your wig!” His hands flew to
the thick tresses that fell across his shoulders.
He couldn’t stop himself from touching them.
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“So I see.” Cassie moved in for a closer look. “Well, it doesn’t look any worse for
wear. I assume this isn’t the first time you’ve worn my wig and I never noticed, so
I guess it’s okay. I’m just blown away by how feminine you look.”

Carson’s eyes drifted down to the carpet. How could he take pride in something
like that? “I’ve had a lot of practice,” he said at last.

“No bad thing. That’s what makes perfect, right?” She smiled. “Now, why don’t
you get on upstairs, put my clothes away, and we’ll go back to normal. Pretend
nothing happened, okay?”

“Thanks, Aunt Cass!” Relief swept through him as he hastened up the stairs. That,
he thought, is why he admired the woman so much. Pure class.

2

Cassie studied her nephew’s retreating back. It’s incredible, she mused, just how
real he looks. That figure—no doubt aided by a certain amount of padding and
cinching—was every bit as feminine as her own. The slim, freshly shaven legs,
the gently rounded derrière, the wavy tresses bouncing against his back—to all
outward appearances he was a woman. In that moment, a plan began to form in
her mind. Perhaps the kid could be of some use to her after all.

It had been several months since she’d last seen Doctor Phyllisteen but the audio
files had kept coming, every other week, along with her bill. Enough of that,
Cassandra decided. She ended her contract with the psychiatrist, under the excuse
that her nephew was cross-dressing at will and his mood was greatly improved.
Then she worked her way through the list of hypnotists in the phone book until
she found one who was willing to do what she wanted, no questions asked.

Maurice Le Toile examined the sleep-learning equipment in Carson’s bedroom
and declared himself impressed. “I can definitely work with this,” he said.

Cassie guided him out of the room, lest Carson return unexpectedly. “Do you need
to see him yourself?” she asked. “Maybe put him under?”

“I don’t think that will be necessary. Given the progress he’s made, he appears to
be highly suggestible. We’ll see how it goes, of course.” He promised to provide
her with a set of seven files for the first week, “a different program each night, to
help guide him through the changeover. After that, we’ll move to every other day
and work him up to once a week.”

The next day, when she received the hypnosis files via email, Cassie uploaded the
first night’s file to the sleep-learning server and rewarded herself with a glass of
white wine and two choice pieces of Godiva chocolates. Now, she thought to
herself, suppressing an unbecoming giggle, it was only a matter of time.
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Carson stared into the mirror and thought about how much he and his aunt had in
common. His makeup was perfectly in sync with hers, and by topping it off with
her crowning glory the resemblance was impossible to ignore. “She’s a beautiful
woman,” he said softly, in a voice not dissimilar to Cassie’s, “and so am I.”

He’d been working on that voice for weeks and weeks, since around the time she
had walked in on him dressed head to toe as a woman. He could now emulate her
pitch and inflection to the point where there was little difference between a
recording of her voice and his. He often impersonated Cassandra to chat with their
neighbors and anyone else who came to the door.

On the day his exams for the spring term ended, Cassie sat him down after dinner
and asked, “How’d ya like to make some cash, kiddo?” He agreed, cautiously;
more money would be welcome. “Actually, it’s more like necessary,” she said. A
worried look creased her pretty face. “With my salary, I’m having trouble keeping
up with the mortgage. If our finances don’t improve, as in right away, we might
lose the house. It really could come to that.”

“That’s awful. I dunno how much I can bring in, working at Starbucks or stocking
shelves at Walmart, but whatever I can do…”

She flashed a tight smile. “What if I could get you on at Northstrom’s, at a salary
equal to mine? Would you be interested in that?”

He looked doubtful. “Well, sure. But how are you gonna pull that off?”

Cassie waved the question away. “We can discuss that later.” She gave his hand a
quick squeeze. “Let’s talk about you, okay? It’s come to my attention that your
cross-dressing has improved quite a bit of late, to the point where you seem to be
able to pass yourself off as me. Is that true?”

Carson realized he may have finally gone too far. “Gosh, how’d you know?”

“Mrs. Johnson mentioned the lovely chat she had with ‘me’ about her lost cat and
how it made it feel a lot better. The cat came back, by the way.”

“I’m sorry, Aunt Cass. It’s just that you’re so pretty—”

“That’s all right, sweetie. I don’t mind. In fact, I got you a little present to help you
with that. Although they aren’t exactly ‘little’.” She bustled over to the credenza
and retrieved a package from inside. When she handed it to him, he noticed the
line drawing on the outside: a stylized lady’s bust as seen from above.

Carson’s cheek twitched. No… It couldn’t be.

“Open it,” Cassie said. “I picked out a pair very close to my own size.”
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He couldn’t believe it: a pair of breast forms, just for him! They were teardrop
double-Ds that provided a bit of extra padding under each arm. They were also a
close match to his own skin tone. “I don’t know what to say,” he said, wide-eyed.

“No need to thank me. Just try ‘em on, first thing tomorrow, okay? I’m not going
to work and I’d like to see how your look comes together.”

4

On Saturday morning, following
a bath and an extensive depilation,
Carson began transforming himself.
With the new forms glued firmly to
his chest, he donned a full-support bra,
a full-length pink slip and panties. He
was surprisingly fast in applying his
makeup, neatly reproducing Cassie’s
delicate features, then added a fresh
set of her red press-on fingernails.

All Cassie could do was stare.
Was this truly her nephew? Could
that really be his youthful body
firmly ensconced in her best slip,
and filling it out every bit as well
as she ever did? Had his cross-
dressing really come that far—
to say nothing of the science of
crafting realistic breast forms?

Apparently it had.

Carson put a hand to his side,
which a firm-control waist nipper
had slimmed to female proportions. 
It certainly didn’t look out of place
under the slip. Nor did his denuded
legs, accented as they were by a pair 
of four-inch silver pumps. Apparently, 
he’d been wearing them off and on 
for weeks, so being on his feet for
hours in heels likely wouldn’t be an
issue. Would his gait be a giveaway?
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Only one way to find out. “On your feet, ‘Cassandra’. Walk around; convince me
you’re a beautiful woman.” Carson stood up and paced across the room, his heels
silent on the shag carpet. He moved with the same kind of self-assurance Cassie
herself usually did. It was like watching herself in the mirror.

“You really think this’ll work?” he asked, in more or less her voice. Cassie had
outlined her plan to him while he was bathing.

“No reason why it shouldn’t. The real challenge,” she added, “is for both of us to
apply our makeup exactly the same, so no one will notice any changes when we
make the switch.” He would not only have to duplicate her cosmetic expertise, but
her habits as well; her choice of colors and shades, the amounts she used, the way
she applied each item… It was a lot to ask of a young man.

“I think I’m pretty good at it.” He glided over to her closet and picked out a fairly
conservative dress: a sleeveless black sheath with a matching blazer.

“You are, but we still need to get organized. Here’s the deal: when I finish up in
the morning I’ll take a photo and send it to your phone. Whatever products I use,
I’ll leave right here.” She tapped a silver tray that held the cosmetics he had just
finished with. “That way you’ll know what to use and how to use it.”

“That’ll work, but I’m still kinda nervous.” He returned to the vanity and added a
simple pearl necklace and matching earrings to his ensemble, then gently ran a
brush through the wig pinned to his head. A spritz of perfume followed.

“You’ll be fine. Most of the people there have never met me. They wouldn’t know
Cassandra Desilva from one of the store manikins. Just keep to yourself.”

He trained doe-like eyes on his aunt. “Most of the people?”

“Or all of them. Whatever. Time get going, ‘Cass’. You don’t want to be late.”

5

The seminar was a trial run, to see if Carson could pass muster as a woman. It was
a mixed group of salespeople from various stores throughout the mall, enduring a
talk on the latest techniques in how to push product. The customer might not
need—or even want—what you’re selling, but the sale must go on. Confidence is
king, which wasn’t exactly Carson’s forte. Apparently, the secret lay in steering
the conversation toward the buyer trying to make you happy. Whatever.

In one ear and out the other. All she wanted to do was blend in and not be outed as
a cross-dresser. How had it come to this? Disguising oneself as a woman was one
thing, but what kind of job-scarce economy could oblige a man to impersonate his
own aunt, just to bring in enough cash to keep the family afloat?
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Cassandra was the only saleswoman there from Ladies Wear, so she didn’t have to
worry about seeing any of her friends. During a coffee break she made small talk
with a lady from Home Decor and a girl from Accounting looking to expand her
skill set. Carson had no problem chatting with women; many of their neighbors
could attest to that. But in spite of all the time spent en femme over the years, it
was still a thrill to be accepted as a woman by other women.

At the end of the session, Carson was gathering her notes when she noticed a man
pretending not to stare at her from a seat across the aisle. The guy was young, not
much older than Carson, but tall and blond and—she found herself thinking—
fairly easy on the female eye. Carson threw him a quick smile, then slipped into
her blazer and swept her hair out from under the collar.

Perhaps that was the come-on blondie was waiting for; a moment later he was
looming over her with his hand out. “Hi. You don’t know me, but I’ve seen you
around the store. Joshua Wexler,” he said, thumbing his nametag, “from the Shoe
department. At Northstrom’s.”

Carson placed her slim hand in his and gave it a gentle squeeze. “Charmed.” She
accepted his help to stand up, although she didn’t really require assistance. It just
felt like the feminine thing to do.

“You’re Cassandra Desilva,” he blurted, color appearing on his cheeks.

“I am indeed. Forgive me, Mr. Wexler, but I don’t recall seeing you in the store.”

“That’s okay. I’m pretty new. Can I buy you a coffee?”

Carson felt a brief surge of fear, but her conditioning took over and she agreed.
She’d been trained to serve in the female role, and this was what a woman would
probably do when approached by a handsome young man. More to the point, it
was definitely what Cassandra would do.

There was a Puccini’s at ground level. Carson found a seat while Wexler brought
the drinks: a lavender latte—Cassie’s favorite—for her and straight coffee for
him. They traded life stories, although Carson let blondie do most of the talking.
Men do like to talk about themselves, especially to a woman.

“I have to admit,” Carson said, channelling her aunt, “it’s intriguing to meet a man
who knows his way around women’s shoes. Kind of a dream come true, actually.
Have you sold many? Pumps, sling-backs, stilettos—any of that?”

He nodded eagerly. “They started me off with men’s gear—Oxfords, wingtips, the
usual stuff—but my manager wants us to be able to step in anywhere, and they
found that a lot of women kind of like it when I help them try stuff on.”

Carson smiled, lashes fluttering. “I can see why, Joshua. Do go on.”
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“Well, at first the ladies in the department weren’t crazy about the idea, but they
were nice enough to show me the ropes.” Again his cheeks grew red. “I think they
finally realized that having me around was good for business. Long story short,
I’m full-time in women’s shoes now—”

“Aren’t we all?”

“—selling them, I mean. And things are pretty good. They’re gonna move me to
the late shift next week, where I’ll be a Junior Associate.”

“Well… I’ll have to stop by one of these days, won’t I? A handsome young fellow
like yourself bringing me shoes? That sounds lovely.”

His eyes bulged. “Yeah, sure—anytime!”

“It’s a date.” Carson picked up her carryall. “Thank you for the latte. I’ll be seeing
you at work; you can count on that.” She gave her hair a quick toss then glided out
the door, intensely aware that every male eye in the room was upon her.

For Cassandra Desilva, that was a way of life.

6

In the days and weeks leading up to the seminar Cassie had stepped up Carson’s
indoctrination. The sleep-learning tracts he was exposed to each night had grown
more intense, more insistent that he was indeed a woman and that his deepest
desire—one he could no more deny than he could cease to breathe—was to
emulate his beloved aunt in every possible way.

On Sunday afternoon she arrived home with good news. “I picked up a new pair
of custom-made wigs,” she said. “Full lace-tops. No more little combs sticking
into our hair and damaging the roots. Instead, we glue the lace down each morning
and it lasts all day. You can treat it like real hair.” She showed him how the skin of
their scalp would show through the part. “I’ll start wearing it first thing Monday.
By the time you have to go in, everybody will be used to the new style.”

Carson nodded. He was clad in an old T-shirt and worn sweatpants, looking both
uncomfortable and distracted. He had arrived at the point, she noted with hidden
glee, where he seemed more at home in her clothing than his own.

Come Friday, Cassie came home early to find Carson hard at work on his makeup,
wig already glued on and styled. She watched as he applied blusher, taking care to
make his cheeks stand out—it was her best feature. Getting the eyes right was
harder; his were somewhat smaller, but the proper liner and eye shadow, and a pair
false lashes, nicely matched her look. By using the same products, including a soft
pink lipstick, they could’ve been twins. Which was the whole idea, of course.
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Cassie turned around, gave her head a shake
and lifted her long brown mane. Her nephew
unzipped the calf-length dress she’d worn to
work that day and waited while she stepped

out of the garment, as well as her pantyhose.
Then he slipped into her still-warm hose and

the black dress with the plunging neckline.
She also handed over the earrings she was

wearing and the stiletto sandals straight
off her own feet, which he added to his

ensemble. They wore the same perfume
and spoke in the same voice—no detail
was too small or too insignificant to be

overlooked if their plan was to succeed.

Carson eyed himself in the wall mirror,
adjusting the neckline of the dress to at
least partly cover his cleavage. Cassie

slipped into his discarded clothes, then
ran a wide hairbrush through the thick

tresses tumbling down the young man’s
back, until at last they lay the same way
as hers. “That should do the trick,” she

murmured, slightly awed. “How does it
feel to be the real Cassandra Desilva?”

Incredibly, the woman in the black dress
looked exactly as Cassie had upon her
arrival. ‘She’ affected a pose, hand on
her hip. “Actually, I feel pretty good.
Quite natural, if you can believe it.”

A smile like Cassie’s followed.
“I believe you have my purse?”

With only a twinge of regret, Cassie
handed over her black clutch. This

was so going to work! She might
be losing a nephew in the deal

but she was gaining a female
doppelgänger, and in the long
run there could be no doubt as

to which one was more valuable.
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She watched him check the contents of her purse,
as any woman should before leaving home. “Don’t
get careless, okay? You’re gonna be around people

who know me. Until you get the hang of being a
woman try to avoid calling attention to yourself.”

Carson toyed with her hair, looking coy. “I don’t
know about you, but I am a woman. The name’s
Cassandra, and if you don’t mind I’m due back
at work.” A few minutes later the family SUV
roared to life and backed out of the driveway.

Cassie began removing her makeup, offering
up a silent prayer that her nephew be granted
a woman’s mind—if only for the day, which
would at least see him through his first shift.

Not that she intended to settle for just one

shift. Her lips moved. “And many more…”

7

Carson wondered what management would
think when Cassandra started working two

shifts a day, five days a week, and was paid
accordingly. They’d pre-booked the time, of

course, and it wasn’t unusual for employees to
work overtime, but not for weeks on end—and

the plan was to go a lot longer than that; months,
if not years. It can take a long time to pay down
a mortgage. Could they get away with it for that

long? Could he live more or less full-time as a
woman for the next few years? Would he still be
sane and male by the end of it? He had no idea.

From holiday parties and visits to the department
over the years, Carson knew the other saleswomen

by name. Would anyone from the morning shift still
be around? Would anyone notice that Cassandra had

left about two o’clock and clocked back in an hour
later? She’d be wearing the same outfit, of course,
but even so—you’d think somebody would notice.

If not right away, then tomorrow or next week.
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He left his purse in Cassandra’s locker and stepped onto the floor of Ladies Wear.
In their favor was the way Cassie had built an impressive reputation of tirelessly
working extra shifts when her family needed the extra cash. So the overtime itself
might not attract much attention. Everything would be fine, he told himself, if he
could just pull off a flawless impersonation of his aunt.

Questions, questions… he blanked his mind and tried to become a woman.

Carson made her way to the lingerie section, passing rack upon rack of women’s
clothing. It had to be the dream of any cross-dresser to be able to frequent these
storied aisles without attracting undue attention, to purchase or even model any
item she chose—but Carson no longer felt like a cross-dresser. She still found it
curious how well the male part of her mind had adapted to being female. Perhaps
it had something to do with the sleep-learning Doc Phyllisteen had prescribed, but
it was hard to see how even that could make such a huge difference.

The other saleswoman working the floor that night was Roxanne, a short girl with
a black pageboy and a ton of energy. It wouldn’t be difficult to appear tired around
her. She intercepted Carson next to a display of Glamorise bras. “Hey, girl! I see
you’re pulling a double today. Everything okay at home?”

Out with the backstory. “You know how it is. Nephew failing through college, the
bank’s on my back, and I’m the only one bringing home the bread.”

“Women’s work, yeah?” She shrugged. “Still, it’s better than playing video games
all the time, like my boys. It’s good for Carson to get out of the house.”

“I couldn’t agree more.” So far so good. Roxie had been working with Cassandra
off and on for five years, and as far as she was concerned—same old Cassie.

Friday night meant plunging straight into the frenzy of weekend shopping. Carson
helped dozens of women and girls find brassieres, panties, hosiery and shapewear
to suit their needs, drawing upon her recent study of the store’s product lines—as
well as years of cross-dressing experience. Twice she glimpsed Joshua peeking at
her from somewhere outside her department, but she didn’t need that kind of
complication on her first day so she pretended not to notice.

By the time he got home Carson was beat. Cassie was sprawled in the living room
with her feet up, watching a rerun of Law & Order: SVU. “I figured you’d need
the room,” she said. “To undress and such, before I hit the sack.”

“I won’t be long.” Carson headed upstairs, disrobed and stowed Cassandra’s gear,
then removed his makeup. He passed his aunt on the staircase and they high-fived.
Dinner was waiting for him in the fridge.

That night, he dreamed he was female and had to search all through Northstrom’s
and then the rest of the mall to find a ladies room so he could sit down and pee.
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Even then the stall door was missing, privacy was nonexistent, the zipper on his
skirt got stuck, and in the end he failed to do the deed—which was just as well
because when he woke up he really had to go. On autopilot in the bathroom, he
found himself in the seated position, just like the woman in his dream.

Carson spent the weekend reviewing the store’s rules and product lines. He had to
know this stuff back to front if he was going to sell lingerie long-term. Monday
was crunch time: by two o’clock that afternoon he’d finished his face, using the
makeup his aunt left out, and fiddled with his hair until it looked pretty much like
hers. They’d arranged to wear identical underwear, just in case, and over that he
threw one of her old sweatshirts, a pair of yoga pants and ballet flats.

He parked the SUV in the ten-minute pickup zone outside the store. Cassie arrived
barely a minute later. They both hopped into the back, protected from prying eyes
by tinted windows, sat side-by-side and disrobed—each firmly focused on what
she was doing. Carson dropped the clothes he’d been wearing onto the seat, then
donned the slip and knee-length sheath Cassie had just removed: one pink, the
other a tasteful sky-blue. He zipped up and slid his nylon-clad feet into a pair of
three-inch slingbacks. Her jewelry followed: a gold chain, pendant earrings and—
last but not least—the lady’s watch she’d been given by the store manager after
helping to resuscitate a man who collapsed in her section. That was five years in
the past, but everyone knew she was never without it.

Cassie dressed herself in the sweatshirt and yoga pants he’d been wearing, then
gathered her hair into a tight bun. Now that he was the well-dressed woman,
Carson couldn’t help thinking of his aunt as a somewhat androgenous young male,
albeit one wearing makeup. He gave his hair a quick shake and a finger-combing.
“How do I look?” he said, with lifted chin.

“Pretty damn perky, all things considered. Try to tone it down a bit. There’ll be a
different set of ladies working the floor, but anyone who happens to check the
duty roster will know you’re pulling a double shift.”

“Got it. I’ll try to look tired.” They swapped wallets and phones.

“Don’t overdo it.” She climbed behind the wheel while Carson stepped out the
side door. The SUV pulled into traffic, leaving him as the one and only Cassandra
Desilva for the next six hours.

Deep breath, girl. He straightened his back and marched into the store.

8

As the week rolled on, Cassie received only kudos for her hard work. Her heart
sang as she realized the plan was working. Who the hell needs a nephew anyway?
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Several times, toward the end of her shift and not long before for her rendezvous
with Carson in the SUV, she noticed a young man ogling her from a distance. The
fact he was wearing a nametag suggested he was an employee, but she didn’t
know him. Best to keep it that way, she told herself, no matter how pretty the boy
might be. Carson had enough on his plate just being her without having to fend off
male advances. She did mention it to him once, while they were swapping outfits,
but he told her not to worry. He could handle it.

Cassie took him at his word, which may have been a mistake.

9

Roxie was dealing with their only customer, so Carson took advantage of the lull
and snuck off to the shoe department. It wasn’t the first time she had done this, but
she was running out of plausible excuses. This time she might actually have to
buy something—on store credit, of course—or… she smiled, anticipating what
was to come. Well, why not? She was a modern woman, wasn’t she? It was high
time she took the initiative.

Carson found a seat next to a tower of Christian Louboutins, idly crossing her legs
at the knee. She knew Joshua would attend to her shortly, and she wasn’t wrong.
The moment he finished fitting an older lady and had rung up her purchase, he
was by her side. “Hi, Cassie. What can I show you tonight? Got your eye on the
Louboutins? There’s a pair of red stilettos you’d look great—”

Slim fingers trailed through her hair. “Maybe next time. I’ve got something else in
mind. Something more… hands-on.”

He squinted a little. “You mean boots? We’ve got some lovely booties from Thalia
Sodi with a narrow heel. Very stylish,” he added with an eager nod.

“Not boots.” She bit her lip. “I think I’d like to inspect the merchandise myself, if
you don’t mind. How about a tour of the stockroom?”

“Really? Sure, but it won’t be much different from the one in Ladies Wear.”

Carson followed Joshua into the back, wondering just how dense the man might
be. He was young and inexperienced, to be sure, but was that all there was to it?
You didn’t have to be overly bright to sell shoes.

Once they were inside, she checked the door. There was no lock on the inside, of
course, but according to the rumors… yes. She found the OUT OF ORDER sign on a
nearby shelf and hung it on the outside knob. Then she closed the door.

Joshua had a deer-in-the-headlights look. “I dunno if you know this, ma’am, but
I’ve been told that sign means ‘do not disturb’. Folks use it—”
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She put a finger to his lips. “Hush. I know what it means—we all do. It’s common
knowledge. That’s why we’re here, isn’t it?”

“Is that what you thought? Gosh, Ms. Desilva, I would never—”

She kissed him. Her arms encircled his waist and she back him up against a table
piled high with shoeboxes waiting to be sorted. A moment later his hands gripped
her shoulders and he was kissing her back. Their lips moved together.

“Oh, Josh…” Her gaze drifted towards the ceiling, but her arms never left his
waist. Long hair dangled down her back as their hips ground together. His hands
braced her shoulder blades. She looked him in the eye. “Why, Mr. Wexler… I do
believe you’ve got the hots for one of your coworkers.”

He didn’t reply. Perhaps he was panting too hard.

She moved in for another kiss. His arm folded around her ribs while his free hand
entwined itself in her hair. Women love that, Carson thought dimly, through her
own haze of desire. It made them feel vulnerable, or even helpless—and in that
moment she desperately wanted to feel like a woman. She wanted to be a woman,
writhing in a man’s arms, powerless to get away. “Don’t stop,” she muttered.

He didn’t, but after a long while—she did. Her hunger was manifesting itself in a
certain tightness in the half-girdle she wore, and a chance discovery of that could
not be risked. “I should go,” she said gently. “Roxie might need me.”

“I need you,” Joshua said, not without some urgency.

“You’ll have me.” She flashed him a coy smile. “But not just yet.”

10

Cassie was flaked out on the couch, sans wig, when Carson arrived home. The TV
was on but she wasn’t paying much attention. Her doppelgänger bent over, long
hair flowing across his shoulders; slim fingers touched her forehead. “You don’t
look so good, Aunt Cass. You sick or something?”

Cassie tried to shrug. “More of a stomach thing. Probably something I ate.”

“That’s too bad.” He took a seat nearby, shaking his head and pawing at his hair.

Cassie stared at the youth who looked more like her than she did. He looked…
was it radiant? For the umpteenth time she marvelled at how far her nephew had
come. He rarely removed his breast forms anymore, and only took off his wig at
night so it wouldn’t tangle. He never left the house as himself, only as her, which
meant she had to be careful they weren’t seen together. It was a bit inconvenient—
but on the other hand, the money was rolling in and she was paying down the
mortgage faster than ever before. “Did something happen at work?”
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“Nothing out of the ordinary. Ahhh.” He stretched and sank back in his seat.

“It’s like your skin is glowing. Did the gals in Cosmetics give you a makeover?”

Carson smiled. “It’s probably just the hormones. The effects are definitely starting
to kick in. It’s been more than two months.”

“Hormones? What’re you talking about?”

“Oh, didn’t I mention? I meant to, I’m sure. I went to see that psychiatrist again,
Doctor Phyllisteen?” He suppressed a giggle. “She took one look at me and wrote
me a no-limit prescription for estradiol. I went to the clinic and they implanted a
slow-release pellet in the old gluteus maximus. That was weeks ago. My skin’s a
lot softer now, my figure is changing, my chest is more sensitive…” He sighed
with obvious satisfaction. “I’m surprised you didn’t notice.”

“I’m impressed. You’re really serious about this.” She propped herself against the
armrest. “Ya know, once we own the house free and clear, you might want to think
about making it official. Save up for the big snip.”

“I might just do that.” A pregnant silence followed. Then, “Guess I won’t be going
back to school after all. It’s gonna take us years to pay off that debt.”

Cassie bit her lip. “That’s true. Sorry.” She rubbed her tummy, feeling nauseous.
Whatever it was that didn’t agree with her was hitting bottom. “Would you mind
helping me upstairs?”

“Oh, sure. And don’t worry about me, Aunt Cass. I’m okay with being you—as
long as it takes.” He helped her up and took her arm.

Cassie bent over, clenching her bowels. “Right now, kiddo, you make a better me

than I do.” Together they mounted the stairs to the second floor. After a stint in the
bathroom, he steered her into the smaller bedroom—Carson’s room.

“It’s closer to the head. Besides which, you’re sick. You won’t be going to work
tomorrow.” He peeled back the covers on his bed. “I changed the sheets this
morning. I’ll take your room so I can get dressed and cover your shift.”

Her vision blurred. For a moment there were two Cassandras looming above her.
“No overtime?” she said, slurring her words.

“We’ll get by.” He went to the door and killed the overhead light. “Sweet dreams,”
he said as the door closed behind him.

The lamp on the bedside table was still on, casting bright white light into her eyes.
Cassie reached up and felt for the switch. Abruptly, a jolt of pain shot through her
arm. The light vanished and she collapsed back onto the bed. The room seemed to
disintegrate. The last thing she saw was the door beginning to open.
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Carson verified his aunt was unconscious before unplugging the lamp. He tucked
loose tresses behind his ears, then removed the wire that caused the short-circuit
and replaced the bulb. Quietly, he left the room. He wasn’t too worried about her
waking up anytime soon. She was good for at least ten or twelve hours.

In the master bedroom, he opened Cassie’s laptop and plugged in a thumb drive
containing the audio files he had recently purchased from Maurice Le Toile. Once
he’d discovered what his aunt had done to him—having traced the speakers in his
headboard to the server in her closet—it was simple enough to find and bribe the
hypnotist to create a new set of subliminal recordings. It wasn’t as if the man had
any scruples.

A few keystrokes uploaded the first batch of files, spanning the week to come. If
he could keep her in his bed long enough, and ensure that she got plenty of sleep,
Cassandra would rise from her slumbers to find herself hell-bent on impersonating
him. It was only a matter of time.

The next morning, Carson dressed as Cassandra but chose to call in sick. With his
aunt as sick as she was, she might get suspicious if he left her alone. When Cassie
awoke, he fed her soup laced with a mild sedative and sent her straight back to
dreamland. Then he went shopping.

The owner of the cross-dresser shop where Cassie had purchased his breast forms
took some convincing that Carson was, in fact, male. From her he obtained the
finest vagina prosthetic on the market—guaranteed lifelike and penetrable—and
the strongest surgical adhesive known to man. That night, he shaved and depilated
his bikini zone, then glued his manhood into the silicone-and-latex gaff.

“Thank you for taking care of me,” Cassie said that evening, after polishing off
another bowl of soup. She was already becoming sleepy. “Don’t bother taking the
day off work again, though. I’ll just hang out here and sleep.”

Carson smiled. He was wearing his aunt’s favorite nightgown, with his long hair
gathered into a loose ponytail, while she had switched to wearing his old pajamas.
“Are you okay with the bed, and the room? Is there anything I can bring over from
your room? Face cream? That pretty French babydoll?”

“Nah… I’m more comf—comfortable like this.” Before long, she was asleep.

For several days Carson served Cassie a soup-and-sedative brunch before heading
off to work the day shift at Northstrom’s. She saw Joshua only once, as their shifts
no longer coincided, but suggested that she might be available for a rendezvous
outside work—perhaps as soon as that weekend. He was quick to agree.
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By the time Saturday rolled around, Cassie had dragged herself from her bed and
was spending her time parked in front of the TV watching cop shows, sci-fi and
Anime. Carson went out, fully cross-dressed, and had both wigs restyled for
increased volume and loose curls. He then spent much of the afternoon locked in
the master bedroom, utilizing his cosmetic skills and trying on dresses.

He changed his mind several times, but when evening rolled around he had settled
on a peach party dress with cap sleeves and a pleated A-line skirt. The real
Cassandra had worn it only once: to a cousin’s wedding reception years earlier,
which Carson had also attended. He recalled the event vividly.

He wrapped his midsection in a waist nipper, then donned a garter belt, beige
stockings, satin panties and a full-length slip. The dress slid easily down his body,
as though it had been designed just for him. With the back zipped and the fabric
snug to his figure, he stepped into a pair of black satin peep-toe pumps.

Facing the mirror, he freed his long tresses and watched them tumble onto his
shoulders. There she was, Cassandra Desilva, in all her female glory. A woman’s
voice whispered, “Oh my… you are gorgeous. What man could resist you?”

She packed a purse and glided downstairs.
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Cassie stared at the new Cassandra, her mouth agape. “Wow, you sure look pretty.
I dunno if I ever looked that good. Are you goin’ out? What’s with the flowers?”

Carson peered down her nose at the person she now thought of as a nephew. “Of
course I am. Be a dear and don’t wait up, okay? You can order a pizza, but I want
you in bed no later than ten o’clock. Is that clear?” She placed the sprig of roses
on the side table in the foyer. “Flowers make me feel pretty. It’s a girl thing.”

Cassie muted the TV. “Ten o’clock? Why so early? What if I’m not tired?”

Carson located Cassandra’s faux-fur shrug in the hall closet and slipped it about
her shoulders. “It’s simple. I won’t be alone and I don’t want you in the way.”

Cassie looked worried. “Are you sure that’s a good idea?”

“Auntie knows what she’s doing, sweetie. Go back to your program.”

Cassie’s lips twisted, but then she shrugged and unmuted the TV. Carson peered
out the window and opened the front door just as Joshua was about to ring the
bell. His eyes dilated. “Oh wow, you look amazing, Cassie!”

Carson stepped onto the porch. “I can’t ask you in; the young man isn’t decent.”
She smiled brightly. “So, where are you taking me?”

Joshua swallowed hard—very hard. “I’ve, uh, got a reservation at the Starlight
Room. It’s a dinner club and there’s dancing after—”

“That sounds lovely. Shall we go?”

Several hours later they were back at Cassandra’s front door, locked in the kind of
embrace that permits no sound other than Mmm. When the kiss ended, Carson
smiled up at her date. “I’d invite you in, but then…” She dropped her gaze,
feigning shyness. “You know… we’d wind up having sex.”

His hands fell to his sides. “Oh, well… I had a great time, Cass—”

“Oh, what the hell—would you like to come in?” She seized his hand.

The house was dark but the scent of pizza lingered in the air. “The coast is clear,”
she said, lowering her voice. “Up the stairs, first door on the right.” Once in her
bedroom, she felt her way to the Tiffany lamp atop her dresser. A sharp click and
the shade cast a soft glow across the carpet. Most of the room remained in shadow.

“I knew it would be like this.” Joshua eyed the queen-size bed’s sheer canopy and
floral bedspread. “It’s so… I dunno. Feminine?”

Carson smiled up at him. “So am I, studly. Unzip me?” She turned around. His
hands were shaking as he guided the zipper the length of her back. Gracefully, she
stepped out of the dress, inserted a hanger and left it dangling from a wall hook.
“I’ll put it away later. Now it’s your turn.”
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Obligingly, he stacked his shoes, shirt and pants in a neat pile on the ottoman at
the foot of her bed. “Impressive,” she said, staring at the tent in his boxers. “Most
men wouldn’t think to fold their clothes. They’d just toss ‘em.”

“It’s my best suit,” he said. “My mom would kill me. Actually, it’s my only suit.”

Carson’s slip fell to the floor. “Your mother and I must have a lot in common.”

“Uh, yeah… can we maybe not talk about my mother?”

“You brought her up.” She sidled closer. “What would you like to talk about?” She
placed a hand on his chest and smiled up at him. Instead of speaking, he bent
down and kissed her. Playfully, she drew him onto the bed, not bothering to turn
down the sheet. Again they embraced, side by side with wandering hands. He was
clad only in boxer-briefs, while Carson still wore a waist cincher, bra and panties,
as well as a garter belt and stockings. When their kiss broke, she rolled onto her
back and scooted out of her boyshort briefs. He followed suit.

Again their lips met, but this time her fingers moved to stroke his member. Very
lightly, Joshua touched the slit between her legs, as though afraid it might break.
When Carson sensed the moment was near, she called time and reached for the
drawer of her nightstand. There she found a small bottle of Überlube and sprayed
some on his penis. He looked surprised. “Should I be using protection?”

Smiling, she shook her head, then swept her hair to one side and maneuvered
herself beneath him. “You’ll have to take it from here, big boy. Oh—” She looked
concerned. “You have done this before, haven’t you? I’m not your first?”

He shook his head. “There were a couple of girls in high—”

“I don’t need the details.” She drew him down on top of her. His mouth descended
on hers, their tongues entwined and she guided him to the cusp of her maidenhead.
In her mind, she prayed that her vagina truly came as penetrable as advertised.

She needn’t have worried. Joshua slid into her like well-oiled steel. Together, they
began the dance. But less than a minute later Carson stopped. “Pull out,” she said.

Commendably, Joshua did so. “Is something wrong?”

“I sensed you were about to pop. You should know, I’m feeling quite fertile.” She
reached up to touch the tip of his nose. “You very nearly became a daddy.”

“Huh? But—you said I didn’t need to use protection!”

“You don’t.” She got onto all fours and presented her caboose. “Go ahead, finish
up. Don’t worry, I rinsed myself out earlier. Red skies at night, sailor’s delight.”

Carson grunted as her lover entered her body, feeling herself filled in a new way.
Her hips bucked in response, matching the smooth rhythm of his surging hips. She
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quivered, feeling the woman within her growing in strength. Her mind seemed to
melt, and in the moment she became a woman—Joshua crying out in triumph—all
she could think of was her name: Cassandra.

12

Cassie faced her nephew across the kitchen table. A week had passed since he had
brought a date home and screwed the man sideways in her bed, the one she herself
was no longer allowed to use. It wasn’t the sex itself that bothered her; she was no
prude. It was this “I’m a princess” attitude he had developed of late.

Cassie had recovered from her bout with whatever ailment had afflicted her—she
had dark suspicions about that—but was still carelessly dressed in a T-shirt and
sweatpants, with her hair tied back in a messy bun. She couldn’t be bothered to do
much else with it. In contrast, Carson was smartly dressed in a white blouse, black
pencil skirt and kitten heels, with his long hair sprayed and brushed into smooth
waves that tumbled onto his back. His makeup was impeccable.

She watched the gorgeous creature tuck daintily into a fruit plate and a piece of
lightly buttered toast, then glanced at the remnants of her own eggs-and-sausages
fry-up. It wasn’t her imagination; they had both changed. She sat back with arms
folded. “I gotta say, you’ve been doing a bang-up job of being me these past few
weeks. Guess there’s no reason not to stick with it, huh?”

Carson gave a tiny shrug. “No reason I can think of.” He had effortlessly taken
over his aunt’s day shift with no one the wiser.

“I’m not dumb, you know. I know what you did.”

He pursed ruby-red lips and looked innocent. “What did I do?”

She grimaced. “Don’t gimme that. I woke up mid-dream last night and heard it
whispering at me—those speakers in your headboard. It was something about me
wanting to be a guy, how being male is cool, how I should be doing everything
humanly possible to transform myself into you.” She snorted indelicately. “Was it
that Le Toile guy again, or didja find some jerk with even less integrity?”

A coy smile. “Maurice wasn’t difficult to find.”

“We’ve done quite the number on each other.” She shook her head. “I’m perfectly
aware that I’ve been conditioned to turn myself into a man, but even so I still want
to do it. Isn’t that strange? It wasn’t my choice, but the heart wants what it wants.”

Carson looked thoughtful. “Same here, I suppose. I always did enjoy dressing up
as a girl, but I never seriously thought about being one—much less being you.”

“Until now, that is. Jesus Christ, being you is all I can think about now.”
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“It is pretty hard to imagine going back to the way things were, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, but there’s no reason we have to, right?” Cassie leaned forward. “I was on
the company website last night. There’s an opening in menswear—activewear, to
be exact—for an up-and-coming young dude. That could be Carson. Or—” Her
eyes danced. “—someone who just happens to look like Carson.”

Carson’s eyes drooped. “Cassandra’s got some pull. She could probably get the
guy an interview. You might have to make a few changes, though.”

“No problemo. I’ll hit the barber shop this-aft for a buzzcut, then shop around for
a chest binder. Sprinkle on some fake beard stubble and I’m ready to roll.”

“Tell them you’re a transman. The company could use more diversity.”

“Good idea. Heck, I could even start dosing myself with testosterone.”

He inspected his nails. “I’m surprised you haven’t already.”

“Just thought of it. You know what? We should go back and see Doc Phyllisteen.
We’re gonna need professional help. Nobody transitions all by themselves.”

“That’s where this is going, is it? I’m you for pretty much ever, and you’re me.”

Cassie nodded. “I’ll get a boob job, you can get a nice pair of implants. Then, in a
few years, once we save up the cash, we’ll shop around for a package deal on the
surgery.” She sighed. “After we pay off the freaking mortgage, of course.”

Epilogue

Doctor Phyllisteen studied the patients seated in her office: a woman disguised as
a metrosexual male, and a young man so convincingly cross-dressed she would
have sworn he was the female. “Let me get this straight—no pun intended. You
both want to switch genders and swap identities?”

The metrosexual nodded eagerly. “I prefer being male, and since Carson’s identity
is up for grabs—why not? Might as well keep it in the family.”

The gorgeous brunette said, “I’m mostly a woman already. I look and behave like
Cassandra anyway, so why not be her? Credit where credit is due, doctor. Your
sleep-learning therapy is a raging success. You may as well see this through.”

Smiling, Phyllisteen rocked back in her chair. Yes indeed. A case like this could
really make someone’s career. Imagine it: the birth of the new science of hypnotic
persuasion, with her as its ‘founding Freud’. And if something’s worth doing, it’s
worth doing well. “We have a lot to do,” she said. “I’ll sign off on the boob job,
and the implants. We’ll boost your hormone levels, and I’ll record a new set of
audio files. By the time I’m done, your old life will feel like a trippy dream.”  
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