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My mother is an amazing woman. She’s smart, compassionate, graceful, and she

looks years younger than her age, which is somewhere around thirty-six. I know

this not because she ever mentions how old she is, but because she had me when

she was still a teenager and I just turned eighteen. She raised me on her own,

working forty hours a week as a receptionist, and she did a fantastic job. Not

because I turned out all that great—although I got through school okay and mostly

stayed out of trouble—but because there was always food on the table, a roof over

our heads, toys in my closet and books on my shelf. It’s trite to say I ‘wanted for

nothing’, because there were things I liked but couldn’t afford, but I wasn’t one of

the poor kids. The older I get, the more I appreciate what Mum accomplished.

It didn’t stop there. When I was old enough to be home on my own after school, I

got into the habit of trying on her clothes. As the years went by, my dressing got

more and more elaborate, but I always managed to put everything back where it

was supposed to be—so no harm done. I’m pretty sure she didn’t know.

Of course, it was inevitable that I’d start experimenting with makeup, and I got

pretty good at that as well. I read everything I could about cosmetics and watched

a ton of how-to videos, and practiced every chance I got. By the time I was sixteen

I could turn myself into a teenage girl no problem at all. I never went outside, but

I’m sure I was spotted in the window now and then by people passing through the

common area of our condo complex.

More recently, my cross-dressing took an odd turn. I came to realize that when I

was fully dressed-up and made-up I no longer resembled a teenager, but a grown

woman. In fact, I looked an awful lot like my mother. It shouldn’t have come as a

surprise, given that I was wearing her clothing and one of her wigs, but even so—

it was a bit of a shock when I saw Mum staring out at me from the mirror.

Did I mention that I admire my mother? Quite a bit, in fact. When I got past the

jolt of seeing her there, I actually felt pretty good about it. I’d been aiming for a

more mature look, and who better to emulate that a smart, compassionate—and

beautiful—woman who kept herself in shape and looked much younger than she

truly was? I decided to run with that.

I altered my makeup routine to duplicate hers. I’d inherited her cheekbones, our

eyes were the same color, and we had the same basic facial shape. Add to the mix

her wig, her cosmetics, and the dress she’d worn to work the day before, and it

would be odd indeed if I didn’t emerge from her bedroom looking exactly like her.

Soon enough, I came to embrace that fact.
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The funny thing was, she looked a lot like me as well. Not when I was a little kid,

of course, but by the time I graduated high school we were close to the same

height and weight, and our facial similarities were obvious. Not only that, but she

had developed female-pattern hair loss, so she’d taken to wearing her formerly-

long hair quite short. Since our hair color was the same, it ended up resembling

mine. Once she got home, removed her wig and changed into a sweatshirt and

track pants, we could’ve almost been twins.

Naturally, this got me thinking. If we looked that much alike, then what was to

stop me from taking the next step and pretending to be her? That was when I

began to practice walking and talking like my mother. I took a few acting classes,

focusing on vocal training. It was fairly easy to imitate her voice; it wasn’t like we

were miles apart to begin with. I got good enough to fool people on the phone, and

to say hello to the neighbors as well.

In time, I was able to replicate her mannerisms and speech patterns—almost

flawlessly. To prove it, I used my cell phone to video myself walking around the

house in clothing she often wore to work, pretending that I was her having just

arrived home, and speaking off-screen to my ‘son’ about some the male chauvinist

pigs I worked with and how ‘handsy’ some of them could get. Compare that to a

video of Mum herself and I could not tell the difference!

That shook me up a little, I have to admit. I knew this sort of behavior was a long

way from normal—to put it mildly—and I began to consider that there might be

something wrong with me. I put the cross-dressing thing aside for a while, but I

couldn’t stay away for long. A few months later, I was right back at it.

And it got worse. Mum had started dating a man a few months before I graduated.

Nothing serious, at first, but it gradually began to look like it might go that way.

Then, one day, in the middle of my last summer before college, she announced

that she and Grant were going away for a short holiday. “I know I can trust you to

be here on your own, Jeremy,” she said.

“Absolutely,” I told her. “No parties. I won’t have anyone over. In fact, I probably

won’t even tell anybody you’re away.”

She smiled. “If that’s what you need to do, to feel safe, it’s fine with me.”

Off they went. It was noon on Saturday and I had the house to myself for an entire

week. Naturally, I ‘dressed’. The month before I’d purchased breast forms in my

mother’s size, which I now affixed to my chest with skin glue; that, plus a firm-

control panty girdle, gave me the proper shape. By the time the dinner hour rolled

around, I was Samantha Hollister from head to foot, snugly clad in her favorite red

dress. I gazed upon myself in the mirror for a full minute, then stepped outside.
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It was my first time out in public, for the simple reason that I’d never been left

alone overnight before. What amazed me was how fast I got used to it. I’d spent so

much time pretending to be her at home, I could now slip into her persona almost

as easily as my own. By the time I left the condo complex and got to the end of the

block, I’d passed six or seven people, all of whom nodded at me—recognizing

Samantha, not Jeremy. At long last, I was able to relax and simply be the woman

I’d longed to be. I bought sushi at a restaurant we frequented, where I’d picked up

orders as Jeremy many times, and was cheerfully greeted as ‘Ms. Hollister’. I

returned home, flying high on peep-toe heels.

That evening I curled up on the couch in a nightgown, with a glass of wine, to

watch Mum’s favorite chick-flick, Pretty Woman, which we owned on Blu-Ray.

By the time it was over it was, my thoughts were drifting to the contents of the top

drawer of her nightstand. That’s where she kept her ‘toys’ and I was seriously

considering taking my impersonation to an exciting new level.

It didn’t take long to decide. What did I have to lose?

After a detour through the bathroom, I slipped into what I now thought of as my

bed, doused the light and fumbled in the drawer for an item I’d seen but never

dared touch. Actually, there were two of them: one silvered metal with a flared

base, the other silicone and quite a bit longer. I chose length over girth.

I gripped the shaft in the dark, warming it with my hands. It had a bulbous tip,

ridges that ran lengthwise from top to bottom, and a thick base, complete with a

pair of soft sacs. Nice touch!

I hiked up my nightie, reached back and positioned the tip. A gentle push, and the

head slipped inside. Inside my head a feminine voice purred: “Oooh my… you are

a naughty boy.” In response, the dildo ventured deeper.

“Mmm, so nice…” The voice, I realized, was coming from my own mouth. “Oh

yes… just like that.” My newfound love interest picked up the pace. Near the end

of each stroke it slowed, flexing into a turn, and eventually the base was pressed

against my tailbone. “Make me your woman,” I sighed.

That did the trick. I stopped moving, shuddering into the condom I’d fastened to

my own manhood. Wow. I rolled onto my back, mouthing the hair flung across my

face. I felt the silky caress of my nightgown, firm breasts heaving on my chest,

and something decidedly masculine buried inside me.

Red-tipped fingers fumbled for the love-glove between my legs. Gently, they

tugged it free, dangling the distended object before my half-lowered eyes. I could

feel its warmth, and its weight. How full it was!

My lips parted—
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For a time I stared up at the ceiling, contemplating what I’d just done. After

tasting so deeply of womanhood, being male again was almost unthinkable. But

lucky for me, I didn’t have to. As Samantha, I sank into the deepest, most blissful

sleep I’d ever experienced. In my dreams I was a lovely, graceful woman, and for

the next several days—and nights—it was very nearly the truth.

~

The college I’d chosen was clear across town, and since I didn’t feel like battling

rush-hour traffic every day—two hours on a bus is time better spent studying—I

lived in a dorm on campus. Every month or so I bit the bullet and came home, and

sometimes Mum drove over for a visit, but mostly we kept in touch by phone. I

was glad that she and Grant were getting serious, because it took the edge off me

not being around.

The down side to campus life was that I no longer had much—any—opportunity

to ‘dress’, and by the time spring break rolled around I was jonesing for it bad.

Then Mum announced that she and Grant would be going away for a week, to

visit his parents in Idaho. They’d vacationed together in the fall as well, but that

was during midterms so I had no time to go home, even for an evening. There was

no such bad luck this time.

As soon as classes ended I was on a cross-town bus, eagerly anticipating slipping

into a little black dress and prowling the neighborhood like a sexy milf on the

lookout for boyfriend material. I walked the last few blocks and was within sight

of our condo when I saw the front door open. Somebody stepped onto the porch.

My first thought was crap, she didn’t go away after all?

Then I realized it wasn’t her. I rubbed my eyes and stared. It was—me?

The dude was wearing my old denim jacket, with Bart Simpson on the back. I’d

know it anywhere. Same height, same build, same hair. Did I have a twin brother

Mum never told me about? I broke into a run. When he saw me coming, the guy

panicked and fumbled in his pants pocket, presumably for the house key.

I arrived, panting. “Who the—hell are you?”

He faced me, his face a pool of misery. His hands dropped. “I’m sorry, okay?” His

voice sounded hoarse, even a little forced. “You weren’t supposed to find out, not

this way. Or at all, if I’m honest.”

It was like staring into a mirror and your reflection suddenly comes to life. And

yet, there were a few subtle differences. Not a twin, then, but— “Mum?”

Heaving a sigh, he—she—stared at the ground. “We better go inside. You-know-

what’s gonna hit the fan if people see two Jeremys out here.”
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In the living room I dropped onto the ancient chesterfield we’d inherited from my

grandmother. “Okay, you got my attention. What’s going on?”

Mum paced back and forth. “I guess I owe you an apology. For borrowing your

clothes, I mean. I should’ve asked.”

Wasn’t that what I was supposed to say? I squirmed in my seat, wondering exactly

when I’d fallen into the Twilight Zone. “Uhm… that’s okay. I don’t mind.”

“It’s not okay. I should have spoken to you about this. I’m not quite sure when…”

She grimaced. “When you were old enough to understand? But seriously, when is

a boy ever old enough to find out his mother is a cross-dresser?”

Holy crap, I did not see that one coming. “What are you saying—you’re a man?”

A strangled laugh. “No, sweetie. I’m still the woman who gave birth to you. Have

no fear of that!” She looked away, anywhere but at me. “It’s just that… you know,

I enjoy ‘dressing up’ now and then. As a man.”

“As me, you mean.”

“Yes… as you.” Now she did look at me. “It’s just that—we look so much alike.

You must have noticed. Especially the last few years, after you grew up and your

clothes actually fit me. When I tried them on and combed my hair just right—

well, there you were, staring back at me from the mirror. It just kind of snowballed

from there. The past few months, with you out of the house, I got lonely and

started pretending to be you. Now and then.”

“Yeah… I get it.” It was my turn to look away.

“Do you? Really?” She sank onto the far end of the couch. “I mean, it’s not really

that strange, is it? These days, you hear about boys dressing up as their mothers all

the time. If you believe what you read online, it’s almost normal. This is just… the

other way around.”

My feelings began with ‘gobsmacked’ and went from there. My mouth ran dry. I

had to fight through the mother of all brain-fogs to find the right words. “It—it’s

okay, Mum. You can borrow my clothes whenever you want.”

“Thank you. You’re the best son I—” She looked close to tears. “Even so, I know

it can’t be easy to find out your mother is some sort of deviant. You have to

believe me, there is nothing creepy going on here. All I do is dress up, hang out at

home, and now and then walk around the neighborhood.”

Christ, what are the odds? Then a disturbing thought hit me. “Does Grant know

about this? I mean, he isn’t ‘into’ you dressing up like me, is he?”

“God, no.” She slouched against the armrest, the same way I often did. “Grant
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doesn’t know about any of this, and even if he did he would certainly not be ‘into’

it. My goodness!” Now that sounded like my mom. “Please, Jeremy, promise you

won’t tell him. Please?”

“Okay, okay. I promise.” Like I was anxious to have that conversation.

“Thank you.” She fished a tissue from her pocket and blew into it, then tried to

smile. “I seem to be thanking you a lot.”

Now it was my turn. Think about it: if there was ever going to be a time to confess

to your mother that you’re a big ole cross-dresser, it’s right after you catch her red-

handed doing exactly the same thing. “Uh, Mum? You know what you said about

how guys sometimes dress up like their mothers? Weeell… I’ve kinda been doing

stuff like that. Once in a while, of course. Nothing creepy.”

She stared at me, blinking rapidly. “You’ve been dressing up as me? In a dress and

lingerie and makeup—all those things?”

“That’s how it usually works, yeah.”

She shook her head. “Good lord… I never imagined.”

“Likewise.” We stared at each other. Then we burst out laughing.

Catharsis is the vigorous release of emotional tension, after which one generally

feels better. We laughed ourselves onto the floor, until our sides ached. We giggled

like schoolgirls until we were too tired to do anything but stare up at the ceiling.

Eventually, I managed a sigh. “We’re an odd little family, aren’t we?”

“That we are.” Mum rolled onto her side. She grinned and reached out to tousle

my hair, like when I was a kid. “C’mon, bro, let’s order a pizza. My treat.”

~

Later, after we both calmed down, Mum changed clothes and I took a shower. We

parked ourselves on the couch and watched one of our old favorites, Tootsie. “I’m

curious,” she said, just after Dustin Hoffman’s dramatic reveal that he was, in fact,

a man, “exactly how convincing are you? As a woman.”

“You mean, as you?” I shrugged. “I’ve had a lot of practice. When I went outside

last summer, some of the neighbors called me ‘Samantha’. The staff at Sushi

Garden called me ‘Ms. Hollister’.”

“Impressive. I’ve been told I’m quite pretty. In a wig and makeup, of course.”

I nodded. “Wearing a wig is the key.”

A mischievous look crossed her face. “I’d love to see for myself.”

“But then there’d be two of you running around. People would talk.”
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She smirked. “Not if I was Jeremy.”

I can’t say the thought hadn’t occurred to me, but even so—my throat threatened

to seize up. “You mean, I’d be you and you’d be me?”

“Why not?” She looked eager. “That’s what I was planning to do, before I was so

rudely interrupted. I’ll bet you had the same idea.”

I admitted as much. “By the way, what happened to that trip you told me about?

You were supposed to be in Idaho by now.”

“Something came up, Grant had to work.” A sly grin crept across her lips. “You

know what? Let’s make this interesting. First thing tomorrow, we switch roles: I’ll

be Jeremy and you’ll be Samantha. We’ve got a few days to play with, so we can

make it a contest: whoever gets outed as an imposter, loses.”

I mulled it over. “What are the stakes?” We often made playful bets around the

house—usually on sports—with the loser having to do the other’s chores.

“I’m thinking. They’d have to be higher than usual.” She gazed into the distance.

“Oh, I know! If I win, I get to go to Comic-Con instead of you.”

“But I’ve been looking forward to that!” A couple of my buddies and I had been

planning it for months; tickets purchased, costumes planned.

“High stakes, kiddo. And just to be clear, I’ll be going as you. I’ll wear your Astro

Boy costume. Trust me, your little friends will never know the difference.”

“Okay… So what do I get, if and when I win?”

“How does a hen party in Vegas sound? With Stacy and Gwen.”

Those were my mother’s best friends. They’d been planning a getaway to Sin City

since January. I knew how much she wanted to go. High stakes indeed. “They

wouldn’t know it was me instead of you?”

“That I’m not so sure about. It wouldn’t be fair to them, for a young man to be

right there in the room, watching them dress and undress. If they ever found out,

they’d kill me.” She giggled. “But if I explain the situation beforehand—I’m sure

they’d be thrilled. You’d have a room to yourself, of course, but otherwise they’d

treat you as one of the girls.”

Interesting! I offered my hand. “You got yourself a deal.”

The next morning, I rolled out of bed eager to begin my transformation. I shaved

and showered, then set to work. An hour later I was Samantha, once again clad in

the red dress that had become a favorite for me as well. I gave myself a final once-

over, thinking about the day to come. “We’ve had this date for a long time,” I

muttered, eyeing my reflection. “You’re the mommy now.”
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By the time I got downstairs, ‘Jeremy’ had breakfast on the table. He looked me

over when I swept into the kitchen, heels clicking on linoleum, then whistled long

and low. “You look amazing! Seriously, how do ya do it? A woman your age who

can still pass for a co-ed. A grad student, at least. Mind, blown.”

I fluttered my lashes. “A woman never tells, sweetie. If I did, why, you might be

tempted to give it a whirl yourself. Believe me, the last thing I need around here is

a son who cross-dresses.” He laughed, I giggled.

He pretended to cross himself. “Jeez, as if! Don’t even joke about that, Ma.”

He’d fried up eggs and hashbrowns for himself, and set out a plate of toast and cut

fruit for me; ‘my usual’, he was quick to point out. “Me, I don’t usually eat like

this,” he said, pulling up a chair. “But hey, I’m on vacay. Live a little.”

Later, I tried to quiz Jeremy about what I might do with my time. As a woman I’d

only ever dressed up, wandered around outside, ordered take-out and watched

TV—not counting certain bedroom activities, of course.

He was noncommittal. “Why ask me? I ain’t the lady of the house.”

“Well, yes, but you’ve been living with one. I thought you might have noticed,

uh… something? Anything?”

“Naw. I’m like most guys—as far as we know, women spend all day dolling

themselves up, shopping, and gossiping with their gal pals. When they’re not

doing chores around the house, that is.”

“Doesn’t that strike you as a little sexist?” My voice was icy.

“I guess. Point is, I don’t really know. I’ve seen you watch TV and read, but other

than that…” He shrugged. “Women are from Venus, right? And in case you hadn’t

noticed, I’m Martian.”

No help there. I considered arranging lunch with my ‘gal pals’, but my courage

failed when I picked up the phone. For now, shopping seemed like the safe choice.

I spent the afternoon trying on dresses, then bought groceries and made dinner so

that my ‘son’ and I could spend some quality time together. They leave the nest so

quickly, it seems; one moment you’re strapped to a table with your legs in the air,

the next you’re waving bye-bye while they head off to college.

And the very next day, Jeremy declared his intention to do just that.

I looked at him, surprised. “But classes don’t start until Monday. We’ve got the

whole weekend ahead of us.”

He grinned. “My thoughts exactly. It’s the perfect time to troll the study hall and

maybe snag some tail. Ladies tend to get less picky when they’re tired.”
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“Jeremy! It’s not nice to talk about girls that way.” 

Without thinking, I was channeling my inner mom.

He tried to look sheepish. “You know me, Ma.

I would never disrespect the girl I was with.”

I pulled a face. “But, erm… you wouldn’t

actually try to sleep with one, would you?”

“Do I look like a doofus? However, some

serious frenching is definitely part of the

plan.” He grabbed his backpack. “I might

even get to second base. Wouldn’t that be

a hoot?” With that, he was gone.

Around noontime I got a text: “4got 2 tel

ya: Grant’s cmng ovr 2nite. I made salon

appt 3pm 2 gt U ReD. Have fun!” 

So that was his game! He gets to chase after

girls who don’t know him from Adam, while

I have to deal with a boyfriend who’s intimately 

acquainted with the woman I’m supposed to be. 

If there was ever a setup for me to fall flat on

my boobs, and lose the game, this was it.

Alas, I had little choice but to play along. Three

hours later I was seated in a salon chair, having 

makeup applied. The girls there were well aware

of Ms. Hollister’s need to wear a wig, so a stylist 

who had apparently done this before unpinned it 

from my head and gave it a careful brushing and

a full blow-out using wig-friendly ‘product’.

When I got home, I spent nearly an hour gluing myself 

into the latex vagina I’d recently purchased. It was a 

real bitch to stick my rod into the socket and keep my 

poor nads tucked before the glue set, but when it was 

done I could probably pass a quickie inspection in the 

nude. Hopefully, it wouldn’t come to that.

Getting dressed was simple: a black sheath mini-dress, 

with long ruffled sleeves that showed a fair bit of skin. 

Under that, sheer pantyhose and a pink camisole with 

the tap-pants to match. And a pair of stiletto pumps.
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I spent way too long admiring myself in the mirror, turning this way and that, as if

some subtle imperfection might show itself that could blow my cover. But there

was nothing. As far as I could tell—after a check from the rear as well, with the

aid of a fold-out mirror in my walk-in closet—I truly was Samantha Hollister, in

the flesh. And to be perfectly honest, she never looked better.

~

Grant was an impressive specimen, as men go. He was six-two—compared to my

five-nine in heels—and he kept himself in pretty decent shape—especially

considering his job: legal counsel for the state water board. Anyone who could

look that fit after sitting on his butt all day every day was worthy of respect. Not

to mention, he was a pretty nice guy; always smiling.

“Hey, babe.” There was that winning grin. I barely had time to notice that he was

freshly shaved before I was kissed—firmly. Apparently it had been too long since

last they’d met. I did my best to relax into it, raising one leg—like I’ve seen girls

do in the movies—and saying “Mmmm” when I was able. Pleasant as it was, I

was glad to have it over with. This wasn’t something I’d been able to practice.

“Oh man, Sam, you look fantastic. Do something different with your hair?”

“Same old wig. The girls at the salon gave it a refresh.”

“Whatever they did, color me impressed. You never looked prettier.”

“Thank you.” To show him I meant it, I added a peck to his cheek. “You’re a dear

man to say so.” That was something I often heard my mother say when she was

being picked up or dropped off. I was relieved to have mastered at least one of

their dating rituals. If there were any others, I’d have to wing it.

He took me to dinner—a nice French bistro—and a movie, where we sat in the

back row and snuggled like a couple of teenagers. Before I knew what hit me, I

was back at his place being plied with a lovely Cabernet Sauvignon that made me

feel all giggly. Then he kissed me again, and I went along with it because it made

me feel more like the real Samantha than ever before.

When he suggested that we adjourn to the bedroom, I just went with the flow and

did what I figured Samantha would do. It wasn’t until I was out of my dress and

Grant was tying my wrists to the bedposts that I realized I might be in trouble.

“Is all this strictly necessary? I mean, I did agree—”

He shook his head. “You know this is what does it for me. By the way, thanks for

finally agreeing to the back door stuff. I’ve been craving this ever since I got your

text this morning.” And just like that, the trap was sprung.
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Grant sighed as he removed his clothes. “You always do this, luv. Acting all coy,

like this wasn’t your idea in the first place. And then we get goin’, you’re so into it

you wind up making more noise than I do.”

I nodded dully, thinking back on my ‘date’ with the dildo. Would this be all that

different? In the ‘small blessings’ category: at least he’d never done this with my

mother before, so he’d have nothing to compare it to.

The lights clicked off. The bed creaked as he crawled up beside me. I felt hands on

my body. Then his mouth found mine. “Sexy Samantha,” he breathed into my ear.

“When God created woman, you are what he had in mind.”

The silver-tongued devil! No wonder Mum was smitten. I felt myself melt a little,

deep inside, anticipating what was to come. I looked female, I sounded female, I

even smelled female. For all intents and purposes, I really was a woman—and a

man was about to prove that to me in the most convincing manner possible.
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Invisible hands drew down my tap pants. A moment later a finger came probing,

delivering some kind of cold gel. “A spoonful of sugar,” he whispered, “helps the

medicine go down.” He positioned himself under my thighs.

I hissed back, “You call that medicine?”

“Think of it as a vaccine.” He chuckled softly. “The cure for what ails ya.”

A female voice murmured: “Doctor, Doctor, gimme the news. Ahh—” I wiggled

my hips. “—got a bad case of lovin’ you.”

“No pill’s gonna cure your ill—but this will.” A thrust and he slid inside.

The air sighed out of me. It was different than the dildo. Not as long, but warmer

and—dare I say it—meatier. I actually squealed.

“Feels nice, huh?” Thick hands gripped my hips, forcing them into a rhythm of his

choosing. With my hands tied and my legs in the air, there was no question who

was in charge. “That’s what I’m talkin’ about,” he muttered.

A shiver ran through me. I was in bed with Mum’s boyfriend, and I was her. My

brain soon turned into pudding. It was like my whole body was an extension of

Grant’s manhood. Was this the role of women in his world? Surely there had to be

more to making love than that. True, it was almost more pleasure than I could

handle, but I wasn’t exactly an active participant. On the other hand, this way

there was less chance of me slipping up and revealing myself.

The man lasted a long time. I was worn out by the time he burst forth, and that was

with him doing most of the work. He cleaned me up, then untied the restraints.

The surprise came when he thanked me. A gentleman after all.

It wasn’t long before he was asleep, with the two of us snuggled up together in a

bed still warm from our lovemaking. I lay awake for a long time, my head resting

on his shoulder, one arm draped across his furry chest. Incredibly, here I was, a

woman in bed with a handsome man who believed me to be his girlfriend.

And then, unbidden, the thought came: Is this who I’m supposed to be?

~

I spent the rest of the weekend with Grant: brunch (twice), shopping, a romantic

walk in the park, dinner and dancing—and another night roped to his headboard,

making love by candlelight. Later, when I told the story, Jeremy was impressed.

“Looks like neither of us lost,” he said. “In my books, that means we both won. So

I guess you’re goin’ to Vegas this summer, Mom.”

“And you’re going to Comic-Con.” He seemed so comfortable as a guy; he’d have

no trouble fooling my buddies, who weren’t exactly the brightest bulbs.
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That night we removed our disguises and returned to our own bedrooms. Then it

was back to school for me, and back to work for Mum. But a few weeks later she

called me for a favor. “Grant’s been bugging me about that ‘back door’ stuff. It’s

hard to keep putting him off, now that I’ve supposedly done the deed. So how’d

you like to step in and take over this Saturday?”

I was tempted to tell her where to get off, since, she was the one who set me up in

the first place. But the urge to become her again was more than I could handle. So

once again I found myself tied and helpless in Grant’s bed, on the receiving end of

both my climax and his. It was glorious.

This became a regular thing. At first I would become Samantha once or twice a

month, for dates with Grant—until the school year was over, whereupon we

switched more often. “You know,” she said one day, “now that all this is out in the

open—to each other, I mean—we don’t have to sneak around anymore. I can be

you and you can be me, anytime we want, as long as we don’t wind up in the same

place at the same time as the same person.”

Who wouldn’t agree to that? To me, it sounded like a pretty good definition of a

dream come true.

Comic-Con and Vegas came and went, both without incident. Mum taught me the

ins and outs of working the reception desk at her company, so I could take over for

her from time to time, while she spent two solid months catching up on everything

I’d learned during my first year in college. For second year, we took turns going to

class—both studying the notes, doing the assignments together, and whoever had

best mastered the material took the exam.

It eventually got to the point where we could each dress and function as the other,

both socially and professionally, as easily as we could our own selves. And so it

was, when Grant got around to proposing, I eagerly said yes and gave him one of

our special kisses—because I knew that’s exactly what Mum would do.

There was only one problem. “You know, we are going to have to tell him,” she

said, after I told her the good news.

“I think I’ll let you handle that,” I said, “just in case he decides to rip somebody’s

nads off.”

But as it turned out, he already knew. Not the first time he and I were together, he

said, or even the second or third. But eventually he did take note of the prosthetic

vagina between my legs, and put two-and-two together about who it was who’d

been giving up her derrière. But that was months before and he’d seen no reason

to alter the arrangement. Mum and I decided to flip a coin.

“Heads I’m the bride,” she said, “tails and it’s you.” Thankfully, I won.
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Curiously, after Mum and I moved in with Grant, she began to develop increasing

amounts of facial and body hair, and found it more and more difficult to look like

her old self. Meanwhile, I developed breasts and no longer needed to shave. The

answer was obvious: I became Samantha full-time, while she took over as Jeremy.

Six months later my husband gifted me with surgery to change my sex.

Many years later we discovered that we’d both been dosing each other, as well as

ourselves, with gender-altering hormones. Mutual admiration at work, I suppose.

Like I said, my mother is an amazing woman. And I oughta know: I’m her.  


