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Amanda HawkinsEmily Steps Out (of the closet): Sometimes things just work out for the best…
Patricia stared at her son, who was wearing one

of her old dresses and seemed to be filling it out

rather nicely. In fact, the girl standing before her

looking disturbingly familiar…

Behind her, Geoffrey’s voice rumbled. He was

Patricia’s second husband, and so not Emmitt’s

father. “Well, you’d better tell us about it now,

kiddo,” he said, stern but not unkind. His big

suitcase thumped onto the carpet.

Emmitt visibly relaxed. If anything, she mused,

he actually looked more feminine than when she

first spotted him. The way he held his purse—or

rather, her purse—with his wrist bent like that…

she glanced at her own handbag, and the way

her own hand curved down in similar fashion.

Emmitt sighed. “Anyhoo… I kinda let it slip to

one of the ladies at the gallery, after a little too

much wine at a staff party a couple months

back, and word got around. Everybody was so

supportive, it really blew my mind. So when I

came up with the idea for this party they all said,

‘Oh, you simply have to dress up!’ So I just

figured, why not?” He rolled his eyes. “I mean,

I’ve been getting into your closet for like the last

ten years anyhow—sorry, Mom, but it just so

happens we’re the same size. I’ve been dressing

all by myself this whole time, and skulking

around outside at night, so it just feels awesome

to hang out en femme with some people who

totally ‘get’ what cross-dressing is about—and

who accept me as Emily. That’s my girl name,

by the way. Emily Ashbrooke.”

Patricia nodded glumly. That would’ve been her

daughter’s name if things had gone differently

in the womb and Emmitt had been born female.

She suddenly regretted having mentioned that to

him; several times, in fact. She had to admit,

though, that him taking her maiden name was

entirely appropriate for a woman who so closely

resembled a youthful version of herself.
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“So, how is it you managed to make yourself look so damn

pretty?” Geoffrey sounded amused. “I didn’t even know it

was you until your mother mentioned it.”

Emmitt’s face dimpled. “Thanks for that! I guess part of the

answer is that I’ve had a ton of practice, especially after I

graduated. I’m surprised you didn’t notice your cosmetics

getting used up so fast, Mom. I inherited your cheekbones,

by the way, which made it a lot easier.”

Patricia noticed the girl’s lovely smile, her glowing cheeks,

the cherry-red curve of her lips… all utterly feminine.

“Actually, I inherited your entire physique. I mean, we’re

the same height, nearly the same build—all I really needed

was a good pair of breast forms and I could fit into anything

in your closet. I found this cute red dress way in the back. I

remember seeing it in photos from when you and my father

first began dating. I think I look a lot like the girl in those

pics, don’t you?” Emmitt’s eyes danced.

Patricia took a moment to study the other guests. They

were all engrossed in their own conversations, managing

somehow to ignore the family drama playing itself out in

the middle of the living room.

“Anyway, I’ve been letting my hair grow for a few years

now, and one of the ladies at the gallery said I should visit a

beauty salon a friend of hers owns. So I went there this

morning. They were nice enough to style my hair, and they

also gave me some good tips about how to do my makeup.

When I got home I was able to fix myself right up. Pretty

convincing, huh? Everyone says I look like a real girl.”

Geoffrey grunted. “Yeah… you really do.”

“Hey, why’d you guys come back so early anyway?”

“Why does anyone leave Vegas before they have to? Either

they lost a boatload of cash, or their wife got mad at them.”

He gave Patricia the eye. “Your mother got one of her

‘special’ headaches, so I went out on my own last night.

Then I made the rookie mistake of telling her where I went.

The rest, as they say, is history.”

Patricia gave him the eye right back. “It’s not my fault that

mister ‘ladies man’ here decided to attend some sort of

weird stage show with a bunch of transves—” She looked

stricken, glanced at Emmitt, then looked away.

“They call it drag, my love. It’s respectable these days.”

Patricia bit her lip and shook her head. Geoffrey picked up

his suitcase, and hers as well. “I’ll put these upstairs.” He

tromped away, muttering under his breath.

Patricia and Emmitt stared at one another. Finally, Emmitt

said, “I’m sorry you had to find out this way.”

Patricia waved it off, conscious that their respective selves

seemed to be speaking the same body language. “I really

don’t blame you. Like you say, it’s hard to talk about.”

Emmitt nodded. “I thought about it, like a hundred times. I

just couldn’t find the right words, or the right time. That’s

so lame, I know. But it also happens to be true.”

Another woman chose that moment to stroll over. Emmitt

introduced her as Kasumi, one of the gallery’s senior art

conservators. “You have a lovely home,” she told Patricia.

Patricia thanked her and glanced around, wondering how to

extricate herself from what was fast becoming a socially

awkward situation. But the woman babbled on. “We all just

love Emily,” she said, oblivious to Patricia’s obvious flinch.

“And you know, there’s talk about offering her a permanent

position.” She glanced at Emmitt, who nodded.

“I’m sure Emmitt would enjoy that,” Patricia said.

“Well, yes… but the thing is, Emmitt’s position was just for

the summer. We won’t be needing him past this weekend.”

She paused to sample her pink-and-red cocktail. “However,

our receptionist is leaving soon to have a baby—she’s eight

months along—so we’ll need a replacement. But that has to

be a woman, of course.”

Patricia felt as though the earth underfoot was shifting.

“She’s the third one we’ve lost in less than three years,”

Kasumi said. “They just don’t come back. Frankly, it would

be nice to get a girl in there who couldn’t get pregnant if

she tried.” She and Emmitt both giggled.

Patricia glared at her youthful doppelgänger. “You seem to

be in favor of this,” she said, her affect flat.

Emmitt shrugged. A smile danced across his lips. “Well…

I’ve heard the rumors. It’d be fun, that’s for sure.”

“I see. Am I to understand, then, that you are seriously

contemplating living and working—as a woman?”
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“Erm… yeah?” Emmitt seemed to wilt, then visibly back-

pedaled. “But, you know, it wouldn’t have to be full-time or

anything like that. I could dress up as Emily in the morning

and change back to my normal self when I got home. I’d go

in and out the back way, so you’d never—”

Patricia shook her head. “No. No! You have to be one or the

other.” Her back stiffened. “You can go back to being my

son, or you can be a girl, but you can’t have it both ways.”

“What, really?” Emmitt glanced at Kasumi, who winced and

made a quick exit to another part of the room, where she

began whispering with several other women.

Patricia took her son’s hand and led him to a quiet corner.

“And for goodness sakes, you can’t go around looking like

that, reminding me of how I used to look when I was a lot

younger and prettier. I simply will not have it. It isn’t fair,

certainly not to me. In fact, it’s downright cruel.”

Emmitt looked shocked. “I—I’m sorry, Mom. I never

meant… I mean, I never thought of it—”

“Look, you want to be a woman? Fine, go ahead and be a

woman. You have my blessing. But be your own woman,

okay? Not some cheap knockoff of your mother.”

Emmitt grimaced. A quiver shot through his body.

“Sorry, that was a cheap shot. I’m upset. But, my goodness,

there has to be a better way. Maybe you could try being a

blonde. Or be outspoken and confident, instead of the meek

little mouse I was at your age.” She ran her fingers through

her son’s long hair, where it fell across his shoulder. “You

don’t have to make yourself like me, sweetheart. There are

lots of other women you could emulate. Maybe…” She took

a deep breath. “You could try just being my daughter.”

Emmitt blinked away a tear. “I will. I’m really sorry… about

everything. And, uhm… thank you.”

They embraced. The room erupted in applause.

Three YEARS LATER

Emily arrived home from work, sought out her mother, and

struck a pose. “Guess what? They just made me a junior art

conservator! About time too. How’s that for confidence?”

Patricia sighed. Confidence was all well and good, but she’d

never said one word to her daughter about being a bitch.  


