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It’s a tale as old as time: boy dresses as girl, boy is caught by his mother. Or in this

case: a young man is caught by his mother. I was nearly eighteen and my parents

often left me alone when they went off on short trips. And that meant exactly one

thing: unrestricted access to my mother’s closet and her vanity-style dresser with

its wide array of lingerie and cosmetics.

I never wasted any time. The moment they called to let me know they’d arrived

safely wherever they were going, I was out of my clothes and into hers. The first

night was usually just lingerie and a dress, but the next day, when I had more time,

involved shaving my body—however much I thought I could get away with—and

makeup. Can’t say I was an expert, but over the course of a few years I’d become

fairly adept. Not that I would’ve ‘passed’ in the light of day, but it was good

enough for a stroll around the ‘hood at dusk. If I had more than two days to work

with I’d be able to do this again and again, before giving myself a solid twenty-

four hours to clean up and wind down from the emotional high.

Such is the life of the closeted cross-dresser who’s stuck living at home.

So far so good. However, mothers are smarter than they seem, at least to the

average teenager. On this occasion, a day or two after their return, she called me

into her room. “Jonah,” she said, trying unsuccessfully to hide her smile. “I found

facial powder sprinkled on the dresser. I certainly didn’t put it there. Did you?”

I’m no dummy: this was a trap. She obviously knew the answer, and if I chose to

deny it… well, not only would she know it was a lie but she’d find some way to

make me suffer the consequences. What I needed was a fib that wasn’t blatantly

untrue. So I thought fast and, being the creative type, came up with this:

“Sorry, Mom. I had this zit that was bugging me, and I figured I might be able to

cover it up with powder. It didn’t work, though, so…”

She nodded, poker-faced, probably not fooled. “All right… But in the future, you

really should clean up after yourself.” I nodded, equally poker-faced (you can

imagine who I take after). An awkward silence followed. Then: “If you like…

I could show you how to do it right.”

That was the turning point, right there; the proverbial fork in the road. On one

fork, I’d politely state that—zits notwithstanding—I had lost interest in doing that.

Then off I’d go and we’d never ever speak of the matter again. That was the safe

road, the road I really should have taken.
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But, fool that I am, I chose the other fork. I don’t recall exactly what I said, but it

was probably something like, “Who are we kidding, Mom? You know exactly

what I was really doing, don’t you?”

And she might’ve replied, “Well, I have noticed this sort of thing before. And also

that my cosmetics are often moved around, my shoes are out of place, my dresses

wrinkled, my delicates folded wrong—and the state of that wig in my closet is

best left unmentioned. To sum up: yes, a mother always knows.” She may have

been a bit less sarcastic, but certainly words to that effect.

So, after a lot of hemming and hawing and beating around bushes, she managed to

pull it out of me that dressing up as a girl is, like, really cool and it’s something I’d

give my eyeteeth to be able to do more often. That’s an odd expression, ‘eyeteeth’,

and terribly old-fashioned, but basically it means I’d do pretty near anything to be

able to turn myself into a girl whenever I wanted—like sell my soul, if I believed

in that sort of thing. And when I was done saying all that, I apologized and told

her I didn’t mean it.

She just smiled. “That’s all right, dear. There’s nothing wrong with dressing up

now and then. I won’t say everyone does it, because that’s not true, but it doesn’t

make you some kind of freak. We’re all special in our own way. This just happens

to be your way of being special. And that’s okay.”

We’re not a touchy-feely sort of family, so hugs did not follow. For a second or

two I did consider it, but the moment passed. At that point all I wanted to do was

extricate myself from the situation and get on with the serious business of

pretending it never happened. But mom had other ideas.

“Your father has a business trip coming up. If you’d like to spend that time

‘dressed’, I could give you some pointers.”

Another fork in the road. I could have turned her down, talked about how ‘manly’

I was feeling all of a sudden, urged her to forget all about it—but that would be

crazy. This was my last summer before college, I didn’t have a job, and Mom was

offering me the chance of a lifetime. A dream come true. If I didn’t grab the brass

ring right now, I’d regret it until the heat death of the universe.

Sometimes, you just have to jump in with both feet. So I did.

~

Dad left the following Sunday, flying back east for a week-long conference. Mom

ordered me into the bathroom, to spend some quality time with a tube of Veet,

Sally Hansen wax strips for my legs, and her Epilady Ultra shaver. I emerged two

hours later, utterly hairless from the nose down.
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“That’s a good start,” she said. “After dinner you can take a bubble bath, put on

one of my nighties and relax. Tomorrow’s the big day. I’ll take the day off work to

help turn you into a girl. By the way, I forgot to ask: what’s your female name?

I’m sure you have one.”

I nodded, already feeling rather demure. “It’s Jenna.”

“That’s pretty. All right, starting tomorrow I’ll call you Jenna, okay?”

How could I refuse? It was like offering a free hit to a coke fiend.

The next morning she awoke me bright and far too early. “Jenna? Rise and shine,

sweetheart. We’ve got lots to do.”

First off, we went to Cindy’s Closet, a cross-dressing store across town. There,

Mom splurged for a fancy pair of breast forms and extra-strong skin adhesive.

“You’ll be able to wear these puppies all week,” the saleslady told me, and while

she was gluing them on she sold me on the benefits of a tight panty-brief with a

built-in silicone-latex ‘coochie’ (her word). “Same deal as the breasts,” she said.

“Same company too. Your thingie fits into a little tube and you’ll be able to do

your business sitting down, like any other lady.”

I left the store wearing the bra and panties we’d brought from home, and rocking

both just as Vanity Fair intended. Our next stop was a beauty salon run by a friend

of my mother’s. Mom had booked in advance, and no one was surprised to see a

young man in the chair—small as I was for my age and gender. In fact, I was

praised for my courage in ‘choosing a different path’ from my peers.

My hair was on the long side for a guy, just past my shoulders, but they fused in

some blonde extensions anyway, to pump up the volume. This was followed by

hot rollers and a blow-out, to turn my hair into a thick mass of waves and loose

curls. It was about then that I began to wonder how I was supposed to go back to

looking like my normal self by the time Dad returned. But of course, by that time

it was too late to change course.

The beautician also gave me a facial that she called ‘the works’, which included

steaming, chemical exfoliation and a mud mask, followed by clarifying toner and

deep moisturizer. But no makeup; Mom said she’d take care of that herself.

Home we went. I was still wearing the sweatshirt and jeans I’d thrown on that

morning, but with a new hairstyle and chest-bumps I managed to look like a girl

who wasn’t wearing makeup—not so unusual these days.

“Best get rid of those clothes,” Mom said. “I’ll find you something else.”

‘Something else’ turned out to be the floral-print kimono she often wore while

fixing her face. So now it was my turn at the vanity. She laid out an array of
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cosmetics, most of which I myself had used on occasion. We discussed the colors

she’d chosen, and why, and then we began. From start to finish, foundation to

finishing powder, lip liner to mascara, she taught me the proper way to apply each

product. Some items she let me put on, others she herself applied to my face. I

finalized the makeover by rolling ruby-red lipstick onto my lips, and blotting.

Mom sat back, looking satisfied. “That’s lovely, Jenna. Just lovely. Don’t forget,

though: you’ll have to do this by yourself tomorrow, and every day after that as

well. Nobody drops by in the morning to do my makeup.”

By this time it was late in the afternoon. With nothing planned, there was no point

dressing up in anything fancy. Mom steered me toward a red turtleneck sweater

and a dark grey pencil skirt, along with stay-up black stockings and a pair of kitten

heels. “That used to be one of my favs,” she said, pointing to the sweater, “but it

doesn’t fit me anymore. It’s yours to keep, if you want it.”

“Thank you.” I wasn’t just talking about the sweater. It was about what I now saw

in the mirror: a pretty blonde girl with a volumized pageboy, who could’ve been

the twin sister I never had. Did I mention how pretty she was?

Mom watched me making goo-goo eyes at my reflection. “I get the feeling you

like the way you look.”

Mutely, I nodded. Are you kidding? That blonde hottie was downright gorgeous!

If I saw her strolling around campus, nose in the air, ignoring all the whistles and

catcalls, I’d have called her an ‘exquisite example of womanhood’ (if I was being

polite). Thinking about being her made me dizzy.

“Fair enough. You do look rather fetching. Before long, I expect you’ll be beating

the boys off with a stick.” Now there was a curious turn of phrase!

She stepped between me and the mirror, breaking my reverie. “Earth to Jenna. I do

have one thing I want you want to do, and it’s not a request. For the next little

while, you are a girl—do you understand? No exceptions, no timeouts. I’m going

to treat you as if you were born female, and I expect you to act accordingly.”

Wow. “Are you sure? I mean, that’s a lot more than—”

“Stop right there, young lady. I know you’d love to run right out and buy a whole

new wardrobe to replace what you lost in the, uhm—flood.” She frowned, as

though daring me to contradict her. “But we can’t afford to do that right now, so

you’ll just have to make do with whatever fits from my closet. Is that clear?”

Right, the flood. The one that wiped out the contents of my closet and dresser but

failed to damage anything else, including the closet and dresser. Well, if that’s the

way she wanted to play it… “Sure, Mom. No problem. You’ve got great taste.”
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She laughed. “You’re right about that. By the by, I shouldn’t have to tell you this

but just so we’re on the same page: Jenna is Jonah’s twin sister. The two of you

share a room, but you’ve got it to yourself at the moment because we had to send

Jonah to a boot camp for troubled teens.”

Boot camp? “Okay… I guess you caught him smoking pot or something, right?”

Mom shrugged. “Sure, whatever. But let’s not dwell on that. Shall we go whip up

a big salad for dinner? We gals need to watch our figures.”

I understand people like her are called enablers.

~

The next day, by the time I’d showered, dressed, brushed hair and fixed face,

Mom was getting ready to leave for work. She gave me a quick buss on the top of

the head. “You look lovely, Jenna. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

I crossed my heart—and that’s when my father clumped downstairs and entered

the kitchen. I froze. Wasn’t he supposed to be a few thousand miles away?

Mom didn’t seem surprised. “I’ve got to run, dear.” She gave him a kiss and

headed for the door, pausing at the threshold. “I think Jenna’s feeling a little

‘confused’ this morning. Play nice, all right?” And then to me: “Don’t worry,

sweetheart. Your father may look like a big ol’ bear, but he’s got the heart of a nice

soft teddy. Bye!” Then she was gone.

I was alone with Dad: dressed head to toe as a girl, staring death in the face.

He grinned down at me. “Mornin’, pumpkin. You look pretty today—prettier than

usual, I mean. Didja do something different with your hair?” He opened the fridge

and began preparing the breakfast he had nearly every day: sausages, toast, hot

sauce, a thick slice of cantaloupe and a shot of vodka.

I mumbled something noncommittal, unable to stop staring. This was my father?

Why wasn’t he busy mopping the floor with his ‘sissy son’ who couldn’t catch a

football to save his life? It occurred to me that if mom knew about my cross-

dressing then he must as well. They didn’t keep secrets, or so they claimed.

Fact is, if he was going to kill me for being a ginormous wuss he’d have done it by

now, and then I wouldn’t be sitting here dressed up as a girl wondering why I

wasn’t dead. And that meant—incredibly—that he must’ve accepted my wearing

women’s clothes and, moreover, Mom must’ve talked him into going along with

our little charade. Strange they didn’t bother to mention it to me.

“Funny thing, Dad. I could’ve sworn Mom told me you were off on some business

trip and you wouldn’t be back until next week.”



~ 7 ~

“Dunno where you got that idea,” he said, rolling a trio of sausages around the

frying pan. “I booked the day off so I could play Goldmine Ridge with Tommy

and the boys. Had a great round too: broke par for the first time in three years.”

I sank onto one of the kitchen chairs, staring at the floor. What the hecking heck

was going on? He joined me a few minutes later, digging into the pile of grease on

his plate. “Whatzup, kiddo? Some boy ya like doesn’t know you exist?”

I couldn’t take it anymore. “What the hell, Dad? I’m sitting here dressed up like a

girl and you’re acting like nothing’s wrong!”

He guffawed. “Is there something wrong with the way you’re dressed? Is that

what you’re tellin’ me? You?”

I shrank back. “Well… I just figured you’d think so, is all.”

“Ya don’t say.” He took a mouthful of sausage, a big bite of toast, and chewed

slowly while staring at me. “Lemme tell ya somethin’,” he said. “I’m only gonna

say this once. Then, until the day I die, I’ll treat ya like you was born this way.

You got that?” He paused for that to sink in. “Okay, here it is. You were supposed

to be twins. The doc told us that a month before you were born. But then, on the

day, whaddya know—there was only you. They told us in rare cases one twin can

‘absorb’ the other, so I guess that’s what you did.”

“Okay. But what’s that got to do—”

“Don’t you get it?” He aimed his fork at me. “Your mom thinks you’re a girl! You

know, on the inside, where it counts. All this cross-dressin’ stuff—that’s just your

real self tryin’ to get out.” He rolled his eyes. “I know, I know… sounds fishy as

hell to me too. But that’s what she thinks, okay? Hell, that’s what she wants. Like

most women, she always wanted a daughter.” More gestures with the fork. “And

what your mother wants, your mother gets. Is that clear?”

Hastily, I nodded. The last thing I wanted to do was rock this particular boat.

Dad returned to his breakfast. “Now, ya might be wondering why I agreed to go

along with all this—uhmm, not quite ‘nonsense’, I guess, but pretty darn close.”

He shook his head, chuckling to himself. He wasn’t looking at me, but out the

window into the back yard. “Let’s face it: as sons go, Jonah never amounted to

much. Couldn’t catch the pigskin worth a damn. I did try, ya know. Taught him

everything I know: football, baseball, golf, all that stuff. Nothin’ ever sank in.”

I mumbled an apology, praying that the ground would swallow me up.

He waved it off. “Don’t worry about it, kid. Water under the fridge.” He threw me

a sly glance. “Wanna know the real reason I’m okay with you bein’ a girl?”

“Uh, sure? If you want to talk about it, I’m all ears.”
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He almost giggled. “You ever hear of the ‘Transgender and Nonbinary

Acceptance and Reconciliation Act of 2026’?”

I had to admit, it did ring a bell, but I wasn’t clear on the details.

“No kiddin’? I figured all you ‘gender nonconformist’ types would have it

memorized.” He speared a half-sausage. “It’s one of them federal laws Congress

passed last year, along with all that liberal crap about phasing out oil and gas,

building solar power stations, gettin’ old cars off the road—yadda, yadda, yadda.”

Then his eyes lit up. “But this law is freakin’ awesome! It’s a combination of tax

credits, direct grants, and personal discount codes for online shopping—provided

you got a transgen or nonbinary kid in the house. For this family, it adds up to

somewhere north of thirty grand a year. Ka-ching!”

So that was it! Stuff the man’s wallet with cash and he’d ‘accept’ me from here to

next Tuesday. Amazing how much tolerance money can buy. But part of me still

wanted to smack him. I’m his kid and he should accept my choice of gender no

matter what it means to the bottom line. On the other hand—why look a gift horse

in the mouth? This was a heck of a lot better than him smacking me around for

being a sissy, which is what I half expected to happen. Thankfully, he’d never

done it before (touch wood), but he often gave off that vibe.

He rambled on. “Whatever ya don’t spend on new clothes and makeup and stuff?

That’s pure profit.” He gave me a stern look. “You can get some new stuff, okay?

But don’t go nuts. Get used to wearing your mom’s hand-me-downs, and maybe

start checking out thrift shops and church sales. I hear rich gals often donate top-

notch duds.” He flashed me a grin. “Ya know, I always wanted to hit some of the

top courses around the country. Now I can afford to take time off and do that.”

I bit my lip. Like, gee, you’re welcome, Dad! “So, uhm, just to be clear… you

want me to keep dressing like this, right? As a girl?”

“You damn well better!” I thought he was about to take a swing at my head, but he

was only getting up to drop his plate in the sink. “Ya never know when some IRS

type might come around to make sure you really are transgen, so don’t let yer

guard down for a minute.” He rubbed my head on his way out of the kitchen, in

what for him qualified as an affectionate gesture.

I fussed with my hair, smoothing it down and trying to wrap my head around what

just happened. Instead of dressing like a girl for a few days while Dad was away,

from now on I’d be doing it 24/7—so Mom could have the daughter she wanted

and Dad could go on a bunch of golf holidays.

Fine and dandy for them. But I had to ask myself: was going full-time really what

I wanted? What was I—a part-time cross-dresser, or a woman in waiting?
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I spent a restless night mulling it over, but in the morning I took one look at the

girl in my dresser mirror and she told me everything I needed to know. When you

find yourself smiling at a pretty blonde who’s mimicking your every move, you

better not let her get away. That’s when I decided to become a woman.

~

Five years later I graduated college as a nurse practitioner. I’d been living at home

that whole time, in the female role, but as a family we’d milked all we could out of

the ‘TNAR Act of 2026’. It was time for me to spread my wings and get a place of

my own—and figure out how to pay for SRS on a nurse’s salary.

Mom was sorry to see me go, of course, and Dad was even sorrier to see all that

cash disappear, but he wasn’t too upset. He’d mellowed some over the years, and

was well aware that he’d made out like a bandit—he’d played some of the finest

golf courses in the Americas and was now able to break par once every month or

two. In his own way, he was happy—both for himself and for me.

Five years of being his daughter had taught me to accept the man for who he is.

Carve that lesson in stone: acceptance is a two-way street.  


