Homebody
A Vignette
By Maryanne Peters
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I have always wanted the perfect home – well decorated and with a wonderful garden and a kitchen smelling of fresh baking at my hand, and husband in his favorite chair to be loved for all he has provided.  I suppose that plenty of girls want the same thing, and I wanted it even though I was a boy. 

I was the youngest of three brothers, and I guess that I ended up being my mother’s assistant.  She was a wonderful mother, and everybody in the family would have to agree with that.  She always believed that a proper home is a refuge from the world, and a proper home needs a homemaker, ably assisted by a junior – in me.

While my brothers tended to do more things with Dad, I tended to help her – and I wanted it that way.  She instilled in me the importance of home, and the desire of my brothers and my father to do things outside the home instead, seemed to be wrong.  The home has to be the best place in the world.

But, as my mother said, a husband and father must provide the means, and she said that she had chosen well in my Dad.  He funded the household and so he must be the principal beneficiary of the joys of home life.  She worshipped him.  They were in love.  There life was perfect, right up until they died together, in a plane crash soon after I finished college.  I picture them going down holding hands.

In college I suppose that you might have called me gender fluid had that been a thin in those days.  I was bisexual but a firm believer in the roles of men and women, at least when it came to home life.  The fact that I found myself better equipped to be a wife than a husband.

I simply decided that I had more to give as a woman than I did as a man.  It hardly even seemed like gender dysphoria – I knew my role and for me it fitted better into a dress than it did in a suit.  I went on hormones and I found that they suited me well.  I later researched the role that female hormones had in promoting “the nesting instinct” in pregnant women, and none of that came as any surprise.

I became an office manager in an advertising company, and I suppose I ran my office as I would a home 

I dressed sensibly rather than seductively, as a woman.  I still dreamt of my own home but because I had no capacity to be a mother I threw myself into making my office the most comfortable environment for our team of talented and creative team.  I was admired and even loved for my work, and well rewarded too.  It was a vindication of my mother’s lessons – comfort promotes good outcomes; security allows adventurous enterprise.

I suppose a large part of my life just passed me by, but I never really noticed.  My own home was just for me but it was immaculate, and the office was my calling.  It seemed as if I might have forgotten my dream of a husband to care for.

Then our company merged with another company and suddenly I had new people at the top.  I think some of them regarded me as a bit of an oddity – a large transwoman running he office they were walking in to.  But everybody that I had worked with for years said that – “The office would collapse without her.  She is the secret of our success.”  I had to blush, but thank everybody.

The newcomer who was most impressed was Gerry Slocombe.  He was a widower now living alone, and I could see at a glance that he was extremely clever but disorganized and untidy.  I knew immediately that his apartment would be a mess, and that it would have no aura to it.  Out of the blue I just offered to have a look at where he lived and try to see if I could do what I could do to make things a little better.

He seemed puzzled at first, or perhaps disbelieving, but he agreed that I could visit him, subject to the condition – “I don’t want you trying to change me.”

“Goodness no,” I said.  “The first rule with anything is that if it works well, don’t try to fix it!  No, I wouldn’t want to change a high achiever like you, Gerry.  I just think that if the place where you live can be tidied a little you will find everything better.”

There were no surprises in what I found.  What he needed in his life was a homemaker.  I made a few small changes but I told him that there was so much more I could do.  Clearly I made an impact because he invited me back and offered me an open account to make further changes.

“But rather than a homemaker, I am looking for a … a homebody,” he said.

It is not the same thing.  I still do what I do but he has my body now too.  It seemed only fair that he be entitled to ask for me to make some changes there too.  Of course I agreed.

We are very, very happy.

As for the matching dress and wallpaper, I can assure you, that was accidental.

The End
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	My Sisters Pal
A Vignette
By Maryanne Peters 



I am my sister’s best pal, I have always said it.  We both have an older brother who was really mean to us, and my mother was divorced from our estranged father and could never quite cope.  We had one another.  She would do anything for me and I would do anything for her.

It has always been her ambition to become a beautician.  That is more than hairdressing – it is the whole package – transforming women into truly beautiful ladies, and she knows how to do that.
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When she asked for my help, there was never any doubt that I would give it.  She needed a model for a key demonstration in her course, and I was the one she could count on.

“I have told my instructors that I am taking of the challenge of transforming my brother, and they are really interested to see if I can do it,” she told me.  “So I want you to sit down as a male and stand up as a female, just to push my point.  Could you do that for me?”

It seemed a ridiculous idea.  I was 100% male, but because my sister asked me, I would do what I could.  I agreed to turn up and the appointed place and time.

She said that I had the advantage of having good skin and plenty of good hair too, but she would need to use curlers, backcombing and plenty of spray to get the look she was going for.  She said that she would be sparing with eye makeup too, because (as she put it) “you don’t paint over natural beauty”.  She had it all planned out, but the starting point was to put on the smock and some pink gauze around my neck.  Then she could go to work.

I sat there quietly while she did what she did, and I slowly watched as I saw myself change sex.  I could hardly believe what was happening, but the biggest surprise was what was happening inside my head.  With every stroke of her comb or touch of her brushes, the man in me seemed to drain from my body.  I watched as a woman appeared slowly in front of my eyes, and I liked what I was seeing.

Many times since I have tried to rationalize what happened to me that day.  Was there some hidden gender issue deep inside me all along?  Was my manliness just a fragile shell which could be easily broken by the softest of contacts?  All I new was the person sitting in that chair needed a shot at life.

I asked her whether I was expected to wear women’s clothes, hinting that I was ready to do that.  I said that I would shave my legs too, if she had a dress in mind.  I asked her what she had planned for afterwards, and said that I would be ready to step outside the school premises just to put her work on display.

She scored we on this trial.  How could she fail?  She had done he impossible – taken a man and created something of true beauty – something that should be a crime to see destroyed.

“Do you seriously want to go out dressed like this?” she asked me.  “It’s a little bit old fashioned.  It will certainly attract some attention, but it is slightly ornate, it is also very natural.  Men will see he person you are.”

Surely that is the test?  We did go out, and the real me that there to be seen.  What we both discovered is that the real me is female.  By the end of the night that was very clear.

The End





	Contestant
A Vignette
By Maryanne Peters


Freddy Haddow took the photo with his phone.  There was me, with my face made up to look like a girl and my mother going to work on the hair extensions.  Nobody else competing in the James Forrest School “Turnabout Beauty Pageant” was getting their hair extended, but that was Mom’s skill, and she said that she had hair in stock that was just the right color for her youngest boy – that would be me.

I never even wanted to be a part of that thing.  I thought that boys dressing up as girls was just weird.  I mean, I knew that there was such a thing as boys who are really girls on the inside, who want to dress as girls and have girls’ bodies as well, but those who dress up to parade around dressed up as what you are not, made no sense.  It was Freddy’s idea, and Mom was keen to do the makeover.
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I couldn’t wait for it to be over, but Freddy insisted that we should go down to the mall the afternoon before the pageant, so that I could “work on getting the moves just right”.  He said that if he was there as “my boyfriend” nobody would recognize me, and luckily nobody did.

And the after the pageant night, it was Freddy who suggested that I go to the park dressed as a girl and that I sit in the bleachers watching him play ball and maybe shout out – “Go Freddy,go!”.  And I did that too.  And he wanted me to keep the long hair for Sunday as well, but Mom needed to take them out and maybe recycle them – natural hair is expensive.

I never understood why Freddy wanted to not have much to do with me after that weekend.  It took me years to find out what was going on with him.  You see, when Freddy took that photo of me, and other photos of me that day and the next, he fell in love with the girl I looked like. 

I didn’t know anything about it for years, but he kept on asking me when the girl I once was, was going to come back.  Sometimes I caught him looking at me in a weird way – like a far away wishing kind of look.  He missed the girl I had once been, but he could never say it.  That would be gay, and he was not gay.  He went with plenty of girls in high school, but for some reason I never did.  I had plenty of girls who were friends, but no girlfriends.

I heard that he had got married and had some kids, but by that time I knew that my future would not be that.  I guess that I had discovered that I was gay, although I never wanted to be that.

It was only when he came back for the James Forrest School Reunion that we met up again and he told me that he was now alone again.

“My wife discovered that my heart belonged to somebody else, and it always belonged to that person,” he said.  “I fell in love right here in this place, and I have never been able to shake that off.  I believe that true love is eternal – do you think that?”

He pulled out some worn photographs in a small folder in his pocket.  I recognized them immediately.  I looked up at him and I realized that I was a total fool.  The very same thing had happened to me but I had buried it.  Somehow the loneliness of all those years was now explicable.

“I never thought about it, but maybe you are right,” I told him.  “True love is eternal – at least I hope it is.”

I called my mother to ask her whether she could an urgent makeover that very afternoon.  We had a reunion dinner and I had a date that night.

The End
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	Turning Red
A Vignette
By Maryanne Peters


I always thought that I had a boy’s face.  I never thought that I would be convincing as a girl, let alone turn heads.  I would have even dreamed of doing it if I had not been subject to extreme pressure by my colleagues at work.  It was just that I had told them that I was going to get a drastic haircut, and Anna said that maybe I should play around with some styles and color before I called for the clippers.

I wore my hair quite long for a man, and tied back.  It was just a thing I had adopted in college and kept when I started work at a drug company.  I worked as a brand manager in hair products and I was getting tired of people pulling my ponytail and talking about using the client’s products on myself.
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“Ok, it is all going anyway,” I said, final relenting.  “You can get to work on me this afternoon and have your fun, but after that I am going for a number three all over.”

It was a Friday afternoon – I was not expecting it to last any longer than that.  A salon near to our offices used the products I marketed and my coworkers had arranged demonstration samples.

I knew that one of the products was used for eyelash tinting.  I really had no idea what the facial bleaching was all about - I only knew that it was a beauty product that was highly effective, but what it was for was removing any color from facial hair so skin on the cheeks and chin will barely show.  I knew all about the hair dyes and the lacquers but I had never seen them fully demonstrated until I saw them on me, that day.

They had even colored my eyebrows to match, and just brushed them into shape.  I looked into the mirror and I could not believe what I saw.  My hair had been cut but into a bob of shiny red hair, and I had cheeks to match, I was blushing so much.  The person looking at me so unlike myself and so pretty that I just had to smile.

“Don’t you dare cut that beautiful hair without going out for a drink looking that good,” said Anna.  “I have a dress in the office just back from dry cleaning.  I am sure it would fit you.  We just need some shoes in your size.”

I said that she was crazy and there was no way that I would be going out looking lie this, but as I moved my head from side to side and my hair bounced and shimmered, I started to wonder what it might be like to be admired by somebody other than myself.

The dress was quite short and that meant I needed to shave my legs, and somebody had to trace my feet and then go out to get me a pair of women’s shoes.  I just let it all happen because I was so entranced by my own reflection.  

I may have told myself that I had fallen in love with the female me, which is why I was so fascinated, but I now know that is not true.  My sexual attraction to women was always questionable.  I admired women, which is probably why it proved so easy to pretend to be one that evening.  I knew how a woman should behave, and I knew how a classy woman should deal with men who might be attracted to her.  The problem was that there were so many of them.

“The hairdresser has closed for the night, so it looks like you are a girl until the morning at least,” said Anna.  “Then maybe you can return to being a man and we girls can have a chance again.”  She was only half joking.  I was getting the attention, and I was loving it.  I was still blushing like crazy – getting een more red.

The thing is, that I was learning new things about myself.  It turned out that I was not the person I thought I was – I was somebody else entirely.

The End
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	My First Time
A Vignette
By Maryanne Peters


She knew that he would book under the name of Stanley Yule.  It was a standing joke that the credit card of the long dead Mr. Yule was used for “hospitality expenses” and was paid for by the firm.  She simply told reception that she was Mrs. Yule and not to call up – it was to be a surprise.  It certainly would be.

He was sitting on the bed, and the other woman appeared to have been dancing in front of him.  She was wearing a sexy costume – a bikini studded with imitation gold pearls.  It was a ridiculous outfit, for a ridiculous situation.

“Who is your Friend?” she sneered, trying to harden her heart with a scowl, as the woman turned to face her.  She had to blink firmly in an effort to escape the vision and the realization of this nightmare.

Thomas!  Is that you?!
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“I am sorry Sis!”  The voice could have been her brother’s but somehow it was not.  Despite the situation, the voice maintained a clear high tone of femininity.  “He is not being unfaithful to you.  He is just helping me out.  I asked him more than once and after I insisted, he agreed.  I just wanted my first time to be with somebody I know and respect.  I wanted to feel like a woman in the arms of a man who knew me, not some stranger I picked up in a bar.  If anybody is worthy of your anger, it is me.  Your husband is a faithful husband and a good man … the very best of men.”

Her husband was looking at her.  It was an impassive expression – if anything there was sadness but no guilt.  She knew her man well enough to know that this person who had once been her brother, was speaking the truth, but still her feelings were as hot as lava.

“It is one thing for you to choose to live as a woman, but why do you have to drag my husband into this?” she snapped angrily.

“It is not a question of choice,” this new sister said through the first of her tears.  “I am a woman, and I just needed a man for an afternoon – a man who understood me and cared for me.  He never stops telling me how much he loves you.  He really does.  I would be so lucky to find such a man … I would lucky to find any man.”

He spoke – “Don’t put yourself down.  You are a beautiful woman.  You can count of my support.  You can count on our support.”

He turned to his wife – “I should have told you.  I am sorry for not doing that.  Your sister jus needed what only a man can provide – confirmation that she is sexually female.  Can you understand what we are trying to do.

His wife dropped her bag on the floor.

“He’s right,” she said to her sister.  “We do support you.  You are a woman and we both accept that.  So there are three of us in a hotel room already paid for.  Help me get my clothes off, both of you.”

The End
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