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I STOOD NEAR THE COFFEE SHOP, WAITING
FOR NICHOLAS. HE WAS ALREADY TWENTY
MINUTES LATE, AND I WAS GETTING ANNOYED.

STANDING ON A STREET CORNER LOOKING
LIKE A HOT &IRL WAS NOT MY IDEA OF FLUN.
ALREADY, T'D GOTTEN A TRUCKLOAD OF
LEERING GLANCES FROM MEN, WHICH 80TH
PISSED ME OFF AND SCARED ME. ONE OLOD
COWBOY EVEN TRIED TO START Al
CONVERSATION. I POLITELY TOLO HIM I WAS
WAITING FOR SOMEONE, 8UT HE WOULON'T 6O
AWAY, SO I LESS POLITELY TOLD HIM TO FUCK
OFF. THAT WORKED, 8UT NOT BEFORE HE|,
CALLED ME A STUCK-UP BITCH AND A FEW
OTHER CHOICE NAMES.
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1 FINALLY, T SPOTTED HIM JAYWALKING ACROSS
ITHE STREET. EVEN IN HIS PREDICAMENT, HE
| STILL ACTED LIKE HE OWNED THE WORLD. UGH.
JOCKS.

I WAS SURPRISED TO GET A TEXT FROM NICH-

FIRST MET AT THE RESTAURANT, I'D SPILLED
MY GUTS TO HIM. I TOLO ALL ABOUT MRS.
FERRIS, MORTIMER, JOSH, THE TERRIBLE
YEARS AS A MAID BEING SLOWLY CHANGED
INTO A GIRL -- EVERYTHING! HIS RESPONSE?
| "THE GAY STUFF WEIRDS ME OUT" I MEAN,
WHAT THE HELL? AND I WAS ALREADY HAVING
A BAD FUCKING DAY, WHAT WITH WAKING UP
WITH BREAST IMPLANTS AND NO TESTICLES!

SURE, I COULD TELL NICHOLAS WAS
SCARED, 8UT HE WAS ALSO RUDE, ARRO-
GANT, AND EGOTISTICAL.

OLAS, ASKING IF WE COUILD "CHAT." WHEN WE |
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HE WAS THE KIND OF LY WHO MADE MY HIGH
SCHOOL YEARS AN ABSOLUTE NIGHTMARE
AND WHY I NEVER EVEN CONSIDERED COL-
LEGE. I'M NOT SAYING HE DESERVED WHAT |
WAS HAPPENING TO HIM, BUT, WELL, MAYRE HE
r;ggg&o TO 8E KNOCKED DOWN A COUPLE

"HEY," T SAID WITH A WAVE, "OVER HERE."




HE BARELY LOOKED AT ME. INSTEAD, HIS EYES
SCANNED THE STREET. WAS HE WORRIED
] ABOUT SOMEONE RECOENIZING HIM? IF SO,
HE NEEDED TO TAKE ANOTHER HARD LOOK IN

ONCE THE TOWN’S STAR QUARTERBACK.
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| "HI, NIcHOLAS," T SAID, TRYING TO

NICHOLAS WALKED UP AND SHOOK
MY HAND. THE GRIP WAS MORE THAN
A LITTLE FIRM. "HEY."

HIS GIRL VOICE WAS A LITTLE HUSKY
B8UT FEMININE ENOUEH TO PASS.
MOSTLY. T WAS STILL WORKING ON
MINE, 8UT NOBODY SEEMED TO
CARE HOW I SOUNDED. HELL, WITH
THESE FAKE 80085 STUCK ON MY
CHEST, I DOUBT THEY LISTENED TO
A WORD T SAID.

SOUND FQE'ENDLY. 'NICE TO SEE

YOU AGAIN.




“NIKKI,” HE CORRECTED. “YOU CAN CALL
ME NIKKI. AND T’LL CALL YOU SOFIA.
oKkay?" |

“UH, SURE. T JUST FIGUQED SINCE IT'S
JUST THE TWO OF US...

“NOPE,” HE SAID, CUTTING ME OFF “IT'S
NIKKI. EVERY TIME.”

“OKAY,” T SAID. “YOU 0T IT. NIKKI.”

HIS GAZE WENT TO MY CHEST AND
LINGERED, WAS HE CHECKING ME OUT? T
I MEAN, YEAH, TITS ARE NICE, 8UT WE B8OTH
KNEW WHAT WE REALLY WERE.

1
“WHAT’S WITH THE DISPLAY?” HE SAID AT
LAST. “THE CLEAVAGE, T MEAN.”

T WINCED. “NOT MY IDEA.”

"YOLIR MOTHER' MAKES YOU DRESS LIKE
| A SLUT?”

I FROWNED AND CROSSED MY ARMS.
“SHE THINKS SKIMPY CLOTHES, SHOWING
| OFF MY CHEST, AND THAT SORT OF THING
WILL MAKE ME FEEL MORE FEMININE.”

NICHOLAS SNORTED. “IS IT WORKING?”
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4 , ' . . ' [T SHeueeeD, euT IN FACT, T

WAS COMING TO REALIZE THE

GENIUS OF MPS, FERRIS’ AP-

/ - | proAcCH. secause T TueNs

I OUT, A 816 PART OF FEELING

L " SFEMININE” WAS FEELING VLIL-

NERABLE. ONCE THE WORLD

- . e ~ LAGELED YOU A &IRL, IT WAS

LIKE STEPPING INTO AN ALTER-

NATE PEALITY. MEN HAD THE

FREEOOM TO OGLE YOUI, CAT-

CALL YOU, AND EVEN TOLiCH

YOU. AND ‘OTHER" WOMEN

| eeATED YOU  Like ONE OF
THEIR OWN.

~ AND THAT WAS THE PROSBLEM:
BECAUE T WAS STILL ME. STILL
SCOTT. SURE, MY TIME WITH|
JOSH HAD BEEN A CRASH
COURSE IN FEMININITY, 8UT I
STILL FELT LIKE A éUY. ONLY
NOW, I WAS A euy WITH TITS
AND NO NUTS.

“LET'S, UH, 60 GET THAT
COFFEE,” I SAID. “"OKAY?"




AS MIGHT BE _
“|COMPLAINED ABOUT THE ‘FOREIGN’
INAMES FOR THE DRINKS. “WHAT THE]|
HELL IS MOCHA, ANYWAY?"

“CHOCOLATE,” I TOLD HIM.

"OH. I'LL HAVE ONE,” HE SAID TO THE|
GIRL BEHIND THE COLINTER. “WITH WHIP|
CREAM.”

“HEY,” SAID THE &IRL. “I KNOW YOU?”

"NO WAY,” NICHOLAS QUICKLY REPLIED,
THEN WALKED AWAY WITHOUT WAITING
FOR HIS DRINK. THE GIRL DION'T SEE,|
BUT HE LOOKED TERRIFIED.

WE SAT DOWN AT A TABLE NEAR THE]
FRONT. I WAS UNCOMFORTABLE WITH]
SO MANY PEOPLE LISTENING TO OUR
CONVERSATION. “S0..” I SAID,
“HOW’S...THINGS?"

“NOT GREAT,” NICHOLAS REPLIED. “BUT|
I'M GETTING 8Y. MOSTLY. IT'S MY MOM)
I'M WORRIED ABOUT.”

“OH?"




NICHOLAS SEEMED TO CATCH HIMSELF
AND SHOOK HIS HEAD. “FORGET ABOUT
IT. THAT'S NOT WHY I WANTED TO SEE
YOU. I, UH, MIGHT HAVE BEEN KIND OF
A DICK TO YOU WHEN WE MET THE
OTHER WEEK. THE TRUTH IS, T COULD
USE SOMEONE TO TALK TO WHO'S
GOING THROUGH THE SAME BULLSHIT
LIKE, WE COULD SWAP TIPS ON HOW TO

OOL PEOPLE INTO THINKING WE'RE

TEXAS AIN'T EXACTLY
TRANNY FRIENOLY. HAVE YOU, UH,
GOTTEN 'CLOCKED’ YET?"

CWHAT?"

“CLOCKED. FOUND OUT. LIKE, WHEN
SOMEONE FIGURES OUT YOU AINT
REALLY A elRL.”

“OH. UM. NO. 8UT ALMOST. THAT WAS
SCARY.”

NICHOLAS LEANED FORWARD. HIS IN-
TEREST WAS OB8VIOUSLY  PIQUED.
“YEAH? TELL ME ABOUT IT.”

“WELL, MRS. FERRIS HAD THIS OUMB
IDEA THAT WE SHOULO 60 TO THIS
POOL SHE USED TO LOVE AS A GIRL..."




i

“OBVIOUSLY, T WASN'T EXCITED 8Y THE IDEA. FIRST, T
WASN'T SURE IF I WAS GOING ALONG WITH THE
WHOLE ‘8ECOME MY DAUGHTER AND YOLI'LL INHERIT
ALL MY MONEY’ ANGLE. T STILL HAD HALF A MIND TO
CALL JOSH AND ASK HIM TO COME PICK ME UP, AND
I KNOW HE wWOuULD.”

“"WOW,” SAID NICHOLAS. “STARTING TO THINK LIKE A
CHICK ALREADY, HUH? JUST GONNA CALL A MAN TO
RESCUE YoOu.”

“HEY, I THOUGHT YOU WERE SORRY FOR BEING A
DICK BEFORE?P”

“RIGHT, RIGHT...”

“NOW,” T CONTINUED. “DON'T GET ME WRONG, I'VE

ALWAYS BEEN A FAN OF MONEY. 8UT THE IDEA OF

HAVING TO CROSS-DRESS FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE,

g? AT LEAST UNTIL MRS. FERRIS DIES, IS PRETTY
HITTY.”

“AND SECOND?” ASKED NICHOLAS.

“SECOND IS THAT I HAD TO GET A BATHING SUIT/ AND
I WASN'T MUCH TOO KEEN ON SHOWING OFF THESE
TITS TO THE WHOLE TOWN. BUT MRS. FERRIS WAS IN-
SISTENT, AND THAT OLD LADY CAN 8E DAMN PERSUA-
SIVE -- THAT'S HOW I ENDED UP IN THIS MESS -- SO
I AGREED TO AT LEAST 60 SHOPPING WITH HER. SHE
SEEMED SO DELIGHTED. AND THAT'S WHERE THE
TROUBLE STARTED.”




“PICK OUT ANYTHING YOU WANT,” MRS.
FERRIS SAID. "I CAN'T WAIT TO SEE YOUIR
FASHION SENSE. DON'T WORRY, MY
DEAR, I'M NOT EXPECTING TOO MUCH OF
YOU AT THIS STAGE. AND I'LL MAKE SURE
YOU DON'T LOOK LIKE A HAG. WE WANT
TO IMPRESS EVERYONE WITH YOUR
DEBUT!"
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HALF-DRESSED, I GAZED AT MY REFLEC-
TION IN THE MIRROR AND TRIED TO FIGLIRE

OUT HOW IN THE HELL THING HAD GONE SO |

WRONE. MY 80DY WASN'T REMOTELY

|MALE. RECENTLY, MRS. FERRIS EVEN MADE |
ME WAX MY GROIN.

"ALL THAT HAIR IS TERRIBLY UNTIOY AND
FAR TOO MASCLLINE,” SHE'D CHIOED.

|"GET RID OF IT IMMEDIATELY.”
II OBEYED. WHY? BECAUSE, WELL, I HAVE

MY EYE ON THE PRIZE.

BUT, STANDING THERE, I COULON'T HELP
BUT THINK OF MYSELF AS A FREAK. SURE,
I HAD THE CHANCE TO BE A RICH FREAK IF
I PLAYED MY CARDS RIGHT, BUT HOW MUCH
1S YOUR IDENTITY ACTUALLY WORTH?




SHE HATED THE FIRST SUIT T PICKED our, I
WAS JUST TRYING TO 8E MODEST! DID |
SHE WANT ME TO LOOK LIKE A SKANK? T |

UNPEASONABLE SHE BECAME.

"TRY AGAIN," MRS. FERRIS SAID. "WEAS
WHAT YOU WOULD IF YOU WEREN'T|
ASHAMED OF YOUR 200DY! YOU'RE NOT
- |AN OLD L. LIKE ME.” |
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WHAT SHE’D DONE TO MY 8ODY.

“NO,” SHE SAID. “YOU HAVE
FIBURE, SO SHOW IT OFF”

“SHOW IT OFF?" I SAID. “MRS.
FERRIS--"

TELL YOU? IT'S 'MOM OR ‘MOTHER!’|
GET IT RIGHT, PLEASE.”

THEIR DAUGHTERS TO BE MODEST.”

“YES, WELL, I'M NOT MOST
MOTHERS. AND YOU'RE NOT MOST
DAUBHTERS! I PAID FOR THAT|
80DY, AND I WANT EVERYONE TO
SEE HOW GORGEOLS MY SOFIA 1S!” |



WELL, THAT DION'T SIT RIGHT WITH ME
AT ALL. SO I LOOKED HER SQUARE
IN THE FACE AND SAID, “I'M NOT A‘
DOLL FOR YOU TO DRESS UP. I'M A
PERSON.”

SHE LOOKED B8ACK AT ME, AND
THERE WAS A STRANGE GLINT IN HER
EYES. “SOFIA, I'M TRYING TO HELP
YOU. T WON'T LET YOU MAKE THE
SAME MISTAKES AS BEFORE. BEING
A WALLFLOWER 1S NO WAY TO LIVE.
YOU NEED TO B8E ASSERTIVE,
ASSERTIVE, ASSERTIVE! THAT'S HOW
YOU CATCH THE 6000 ONES. YOU
CAN'T B8E LOW-HANGING FRUIT
THAT'S HOW YOU GET GOBBLED UP
8Y WOLVES.”

I DION'T UNDERSTAND. ALL I KNEW
WAS SHE WAS B8EING A 8ITCH. AND
THAT’S WHEN I SAID SOMETHING I'D
REGRET: “IF YOU WERE THIS
CONTROLLING B8EFORE, IT'S NO
WONDER THE REAL SOFIA KILLED
HERSELF”

MRS. FERRIS'S FACE TWISTED INTO A
VICIOUS MASK. “HOW DARE YOU!
SOFIA DION'T--" THEN SHE STOPPED
AND SHOOK HER HEAD. “WAIT HERE.”
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SHE RETURNED A SHORT WHILE
LATER WITH THE SKIMPIEST BIKINI I'D
EVER SEEN IN MY LIFE. “YOU'RE
WEARING THIS...5COTT.”

THAT TOOK ME B8ACK. MRS. FERRIS
HADN'T CALLED ME 8Y MY REAL
NAME IN OVER A MONTH, *T WON'T,” T
SAID SIMPLY. “YOU CAN'T MAKE ME.”

“NO, 8UT I'VE ALREADY THROWN

WITH. 80O, IT'S EITHER THIS, OR
YOU'LL HAVE TO 60 TO THE POOL
NAKED. YOUR CHOICE.”

I WAS HORRIFIED, AND I JUST
STARED AT HER. SHE RETURNED MY
GAZE COLOLY. “I'M WAITING.”

“MOM,” T SAID. “PLEASE..."

SHE SHOOK HER HEAD. “NO. YOU'VE
LOST THAT PRIVILEGE FOR NOW. I'M
NOT YOUR MOTHER, AND YOU'RE
NOT MY DAUGHTER. YOU'RE A
MUTILATED, FEMINIZED CRIMINAL
WHO  DESERVES  NEITHER MY
RESPECT NOR MY PITY. AFTER THE
COMMENT YOU MADE, YOU'LL HAVE
TO DO A LOT MORE BEFORE I LET
YOU BE MY SOFIA AGAIN.”

“WHAT THE FUCK KIND OF CRAZY
BULLSHIT IS THIS?” T SNAPPED.

HAVE NO IDEA, SCOTT. NOW, WILL
YOU BE WEARING THE B8IKINI OR

NOTHING?”

AWAY THE CLOTHES YOU WALKED IN|™

SHE GAVE ME A WRY SMILE. “YOU|.



WHEN WE ARRIVED AT THE POOL, MRS. FERRIS SEEMED AS
GIDDY AS A SCHOOLGIRL. SHE CHANGED (I WAS ALREADY
IN MY “8IKINI” -- IF YOU COULD CALL THE THIN STRIPS OF

CLOTH COVERING MY BREASTS A BIKINID AND PRACTICALLY
SKIPPED OUT TO THE POOL.

“WELL,” SHE SAID, GESTURING AROLIND. “HERE WE ARE. THE
(ONE AND ONLY WOMEN’S ONLY SWIMMING POOLS IN ALL ’

rOF TEXAS. THEY CALL IT THE 'PETTICOAT POOL.’ ISN'T ,
THAT CUTE? I'VE BEEN COMING HERE SINCE I WAS LITTLE. ’
5\22”’50 NICE TO GET AWAY FROM THE LEERING EYES OF

p



















EMBARRASSED TO AOMIT IT TOOK ME TOO
bON,é TO FIGURE OUT SHE WAS CHECKING ME
uT!




























SHE WAS GORGEOUS, AND |
WAS TERRIFIED. I'D BEEN
ORKING ON MY “&lRL VOICE”
((MRS. FERRIS INSISTED), 8UT
I WASN'T SURE IF IT WOULD
FOOL ANYONE. I DECIDED TO
KEEP MY RESPONSES AS
SHORT AS POSSIBLE.

3

HEY, UM... NOT TO 8E
WEIRD... 8UT...

YEAH?




YOU'VE POPPED OUT.

OH MY 600!







MaY 1.2

SORRY?

DO YOU NEED HELP WITH YOUR
TOP?

I OIDN'T EVEN KNOW THIS GIRLS NAME, 8UT
SHE REACHED UP GENTLE TUGGED THE BIKINI
SQUARE BACK OVER MY NIPPLES. MEANWHILE,
LINDER THE WATER, I DESPERATELY TRIED TO
TUCK MY PENIS AWAY WITHOUT LOOKING TOO
CONSPICUOUS.
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WELL, THEN LET ME 8E THE FIRST TO WELCOME YOU TO
ONE OF THE MOST BACKWARD, RACIST, HOMOPHORIC,
MISOGYNISTIC, RED-NECKED, IGNORANT, 8I8LE-THUMP-
IN6 TOWNS THIS SIDE OF THE MISSISSIPPI. EVERYONE
WILL PRETEND THEY'RE AS SWEET AS SUGAR AND EDU-
CATED BECAUSE WE HAVE A COLLEGE, 8UT IF YOU'RE
DIFFERENT -- FOR INSTANCE IF YOU ENJOY SHOWING
OFF YOUR 80DY -- YOU WON'T BE ACCEPTED. SO, BE .~
WARNED. OH, AND MY NAME 1S JESSICA. Y

o ST e SE
SO T HEARD. AND THAT'S YOLIR REAL NAME?
SURE. T MEAN, WHY WOLILON'T IT BE?

UH-HUH. DAMN, 8UT YOU DO LOOK LIKE HER.



HELLO, MRS. FERRIS. MY MOM TOLD ME YOU
HAD MOVED 8ACK TO THE OLD HOUSE, 8UT
I DION'T ELIEVE HER. DID YOU FINALLY
LOSE ALL YOUR MONEY?




YES, WELL, I'VE CHANGED A LOT SINCE THEN.

YES, I OID SAY THAT.

I TRANSFERRED TO ST. CHRISTOPHER'S. THEY OFFERED ME A
FULL-RIDE SCHOLARSHIP.

THANKS FOR THE CONVERSATION, MRS. FERRIS. IT WAS SO
LOVELY TO SEE YOU AGAIN.
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I DION'T DO ANY LAPS, 8UT I FLOATED WITH MY EYES CLOSED,
TRYING TO RELAX AND FORGET WHAT I WAS WEARING. I DE-
SPISED MY FAKE 36D TITS, 8UT AT LEAST THEY ACTED AS A
FLOATATION DEVICE.

THE MYSTERY OF THE REAL SOFIA'S DEATH HAD HALINTED ME
FOR YEARS, EVER SINCE I BEGAN WORKING AS MRS. FERRIS'S
“MAID.” HELL, ONE OF THE FIRST THINGS I NOTICED BACK AT THE
MANSION WERE THE STRANEE, SLIEHTLY TERRIFYING BARS ON
MY BEDROOM WINDOWS. WHAT HAD HAPPENED TO THE EIRL
WgO'DDLlVEO THERE BEFORE? AND WAS HISTORY REPEATING
ITSELF?




AFTER MRS. FERRIS HAD FINISHED GOSSIPING |

WITH THE OTHER OLO LADIES, SHE TOLD ME IT
WAS TIME TO LEAVE. DESPITE MY APPEARANCE,
THE LOCKER ROOM WAS AN SCARY PLACE. ALL
AROLND ME, WOMEN WERE SHOWERING,
CHANGING, AND PRIMPING -- AND THEY DIDN'T
EVEN BAT AN EYE AT MY PRESENCE. TO THEM,
I WAS JUST ANOTHER (SLUTTY) EIRL. IT WAS

| HUMILIATING.

WORST OF ALL? DESPITE THE NAKED WOMEN,
MY COCK NEVER STIRRED. I'D ALWAYS BEEN A
HORNY 8ASTARD, BUT NOW? I FELT NOTHING.
IN FACT, I REALIZED I HAON'T GOTTEN HARD
OR FELT LIKE MASTURBATING MUCH SINCE THE
CASTRATION. WOULD I EVER FEEL DESIRE
AGAIN? OR HAD MRS, FERRIS TURNED ME INTO
SOME KIND OF SEXLESS 8ARSIE DOLL?




WHAT THE...?




JESSICA WAS LEAVING THE LOCKER ROOM
WHEN I LOOKED UP SHE TURNED AND
LOOKED AT ME WITH A STRANGE HALF-SMILE
AND..SOMETHING ELSE IN HER EYES. WAS
THAT PITY?

HOLY SHIT I THOUGHT. DOES SHE KNOW
WHAT 1

BEFORE ANYONE ELSE COULD SEE IT, T CRUM-
PLED UP THE NOTE AND TOSSED IT IN THE
TRASH. EVEN SO, I DECIDED I'D MEET HER.
MAYBE SHE WAS CRAZY, AND MAYBE I
COULON'T TRUST HER, BUT IF MRS. FERRIS
DIDN'T WANT ME TO SEE HER...

WELL, THAT WAS A 600D SIEN, WASN'T IT?




NOT ONLY &IRLY 8UT ALSO../MMODEST, TO PUT ITF

| ATE ME UNTIL T STARTED ACTING THE PART OF |
"SOFIA" EXACTLY THE WAY SHE WANTED.

THAT NIGHT, DRESSED IN MY MOST CONSERVATIVE
NIGHTEOWN, I SAT ON MY 8ED, WONDERING HOW
I'D EVER LET THINGS GET SO OUT OF HAND. I
STARED AT THE PHONE, MY ONLY CONNECTION TO
THE OUTSIDE WORLD, AND CONSIDERED CALLING
THE COPS. BUT WHAT COULD I POSSIBLY SAY? THAT
1'D BEEN ABDUCTED? AND HOW MUCH OF MY STORY
WOLLD THEY BELIEVE ANYWAY? MRS, FERRIS HAD A
LOT OF MONEY AND INFLUENCE, AND MY PAST WAS
FULL OF PETTY CRIME.




IN AN ATTEMPT TO RELAX, I TRIED TO...YOU KNOW...
JERK OFF. THE NIGHTIE WAS ALL SILK, SO EVEN IF IT
WAS DEMEANING, T FIGURED IT'D BE GREAT FOR
RUBRBING ONE OUT.

FOR NEARLY AN HOUR, I TRIED AND TRIED. 8UT T
COULON'T GET HARD OR EVEN CLOSE. SO I DID
THAT OLD TRICK I SUGGESTED TO YOU AND BEGAN
FONDLING MY NIPPLES, 8UT THE SENSATION WAS
MUTED AND EVEN A LITTLE PAINFUL. EVEN THAT
PLEASURE HAD BEEN TAKEN AWAY 8Y THESE FUCK-
ING IMPLANTS!




I REMEMBERED MY TIME WITH JOSH, THAT WAS MY
FIRST SEXUAL ENCOUNTER WITH ANOTHER 6UY. I'D
i BEEN CONFUSED, 8UT HE'D BEEN GENTLE AND PA-
TIENT WITH ME. AND, TO 8E HONEST, THAT WAS SOME
OF THE BEST SEX I'D EVER HAD.

{ NOW T WONDERED IF I'D EVER FEEL ANYTHING LIKE
THAT AGAIN. OR ANYTHING AT ALL.

IN FRUSTRATION, I CRIED MYSELF TO SLEEP. I'D
BEEN HUMILIATED AND EMASCULATED, AND NOW T
COULDON'T EVEN GET OFF:

I MISSED MY OLO TOWN, MY OLO LIFE, MY OLD
80DY, AND MOST OF ALL, MY OLD DICK.

I MISSED BEING SCOTT. AND EVEN IF I DID INHERIT
MRS. FERRIS'S SUPPOSED WEALTH, ALL THE MONEY
IN THE WORLD COULON'T 8UY BACK WHAT THAT







WHO WAS SHE? WHAT DID SHE KNOW Ag0UT
MRS, FERRIS? DID IT HAVE SOMETHING TO DO
WITH SOFIA? I MEAN, OBVIOUSLY, MRS, FERRIS
WAS A PSYCHOPATH -- JUST LOOK AT WHAT
SHE'D DONE TO ME. 8UT, YOU KNOW, I BROKE
INTO HER HOUSE AND TRIED TO STEAL HER SHIT,
SO AT LEAST I'M NOT ENTIRELY INNOCENT. NOT
THAT I DESERVE THIS, 8UT STILL...

WHAT I'M TRYING TO SAY IS, YEAH, MRS. FERRIS
1S CRAZY. BUT IS SHE CRAZY ENOUEGH TO HURT
HER OWN DAUGHTER? THAT'S WHAT I HAD TO
KNOW.

I GRUNTED AS T HOOKED THE 8RA AT THE BACK.
THIS MANELIVER WAS STILL WEIRD, UNCOMFORT-
ABLE, AND DOWNRIGHT HUMILIATING. THE WORST
PART? THE BRA WAS STILL SLIGHTLY TIGHT ON ME
-- EVEN THOUGH IT WAS A D-CUpP/




OF COURSE, TO LEAVE THE HOUSE, I HAD

AND,
TO 8E 'PPESENTAQLE,' AS MRS, FERRIS PLIT I,

LIKE THE DAUGHTER SHE WANTED ME TO
BECOME.




THAT MEANT I'D HAVE TO KEEP DRESSING
"PROVOCATIVELY” FOR AT LEAST THREE WEEKS

ING TO REHABILITATE.



ONE NIGHT, AS AN ACT OF REBELLION, T WENT OUT
WITH MRS. FERRIS WITHOUT A 8RA. I THOUGHT IT
WAS ODD THAT SHE DION'T MAKE A FUSS, 8UT T
SOON REALIZED WHY: EVERYWHERE I WENT, MEN
STARED AT ME WITH THESE HIDEOUS, PREDATORY
SMIIéES, AND THE WOMEN LOOKED AT ME LIKE T WAS
TRASH.

THAT WAS THE LAST TIME I TRIED THAT. I KNOW
WE'RE REALLY GUYS, AND WE SHOULON'T HAVE TO
WEAR THIS STUFF, BUT AS LONE AS I HAVE 8008S,
I CAN'T 60 OUT WITH THEM BOUNCING ALL OVER
THE PLACE. AND, YEAH, I'D... I'D RATHER WEAR A 8RA
u}f;N BE HUMILIATED. AT LEAST, HUMILIATED IN THAT




ANYWAY, I'D 8E LYING IF T SAID T

THAT. IT WAS A NICE FEELING,
EVEN IF SHE MISTOOK ME FOR
ANOTHER FEMALE.




YOU EVER LOOK DOWN AND FEEL
LIKE YOU'RE LOOKING AT A

ACTER IN A VIDEO GAME. ONLY IN
REAL LIFE, YOU CAN'T PRESS
RESTART. THIS WAS ME.




I TURNED AND LOOKED AT MY ASS IN THE MIRROR. NO
MATTER HOW OFTEN I DID THAT, T COULDON'T GET USED
TO THE VIEW OF MY SOFT, CURVY BODY. SOMETIMES T
WISH I HAD A COMPLETELY DIFFERENT FACE. YOU EVER
HAVE THAT FEELING, NIKKI? LIKE, WOULON'T IT 8E
EASIER IF YOU COULD ERASE ANY RESEMBLANCE TO
THE Uy YOU USED TO 8EP MAYBE THAT SOUNDS
CRAZY, T DON'T KNOW.







AND, OF COURSE, I'M THE
ONLY PASSENGER ON THE
BUS EXCEPT FOR THIS
CREEP WHO EETS UP AND
SITS NEXT TO ME, ASKING
DUMB-ASS QUESTIONS

TOWN. WHEN T IGNORE HIM,
HE JUST STARES AT ME,
UNTIL OUT OF THE CORNER
OF MY EYE, I CATCH
HIM...RLIBBING HIMSELF.
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MAN, IF T STILL HAD MY BALLS, I'D
HAVE PLINCHED HIM IN THE FACE
RIGHT THERE. BUT NOW...

I JUST STARED OUT THE WINDOW,
HOPING HE'D GO AWAY. T GUESS 1
HAD NO IDEA HOW TERRIFYING IT
WAS TO BE A WOMAN. NOT REALLY,

HAD TO DEAL WITH SOMETHING
LIKE THAT YET, 8UT IT'S FUCKING
SCARY.
T FINALLY ARRIVED IN TOWN AND

I MEAN. T'M NOT SURE IF YOU'VE|

BEGAN WALKING TOWARD SALVA-|

TION ROAD. I FOUND HEP WA|T|N6
FOR ME AT THE OLD F

t.u.;.l;ﬁ
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B8UT SHE LOOKED DECIDEDLY

LESS FRIENOLY...

WELL, T WASN'T SURE YOU'D HAVE THE GUTS TO SHOW UP. LUSU-
ALLY, ONLY MEN ARE OUM8 ENOUGH TO FALL FOR THE
FL[Q;Y—GIQL ACT. T 6UESS YOU MUST 8E THIRSTY, THOUGH,
HUH?

WHAT? NO. T, UH, AM REALLY HONESTLY CURIOUS ABOUT WHAT
YOU WROTE —-

CUT THE CRAP, BABE. WHO ARE YOU AND WHY ARE YOU TRYING
TO TAKE SOFIAS PLACE, RIGHT DOWN TO HER BEAUTIFUL
NAME? AND IF YOU DON'T TELL ME WHAT’S GOING ON, T SWEAR
TO 60D I'LL KEEP LOOKING UNTIL T FIND OUT WHO YOU ARE,
WHERE YOU CAME FROM, AND WHY YOU'RE TRYING TO STEAL
MY FRIEND'S LIFE.

I'M NOT TRYING TO STEAL ANYTHING! THIS WASN'T MY IDEA, T
PROMISE. I'M, IT'M NOT/ I'M NOT EVEN..NOT EVEN..

NO EVEN WHAT?

NOT EVEN A BRUNETTE/ I'M A B8LONDE. BUT MRS. FERRIS
MADE ME DYE MY HAIR.




AND GET A 8008 JOB? I KNOW FAKE TITS WHEN I
SEE THEM, AND YOLIRS ARE GOREGEOUS 8UT A
LITTLE TOO PERFECT. SO TELL THE TRUTH. WHO THE
HELL ARE YOU? WHAT'S YOUR REAL NAME?

MY REAL NAME 1S, UM, SANDY. IT'S SANDY. AND THE
ONLY REASON I'M HERE IS BECAUSE MRS. FERRIS
MADE ME AN OFFER. I DON'T KNOW ANYTHING
ABOUT THE REAL SOFIA.

WHAT KIND OF OFFER?

SHE PROMISED ME THAT SHE'D ADOPT ME AND MAKE
ME THE HEIR TO HER FORTLINE.

THAT’S T2 THAT'S THE ONLY REASON YOU'RE HERE?P
MONEY?

Y-YEAH. THAT'S THE ONLY REASON.

THAT BITCH. 8UT I GUESS I SHOULON'T BE SUR-
PRISED. EVERYTHING THAT WOMAN DOES IS FOR THE
SAKE OF MONEY.

PLEASE, TELL ME, WHO WAS SOFIA TO YOU? YOU
sﬁo gHE WAS YOUR FRIEND B8UT, UH, WAS THERE
RE?

DID YOU EVER MEET SOMEONE WHO COMPLETELY
CHANGED WHO YOUR THOUGHT YOU WERE?

Y-YES, T HAVE, ACTUALLY.

*_ WELL, THAT WAS SOFIA FOR ME. SHE WAS MY BEST

47 FRIEND. MY ONLY FRIEND, REALLY, FOR MOST OF

 HIGH SCHOOL. AND, WELL, EVENTUALLY, T FELL IN
LOVE WITH HER.




- OH. WAS SHE ALSO A, UH, A
LESBIAN?
| o —
|| NO. SOFIA LIKED MEN. LIKE,
REALLY, REALLY LIKED MEN.
-—.
WHAT HAPPENED TO HER?
L
I GUESS I'LL SHOW YOU.
FOLLOW ME, SANDY.



LEAVE HER ALONE AND 6O TO
HELL, CRAIE.




GO0, THAT'S AWFUL. WHY DO THEY DO
THAT HERE?

HERE? HAVE YOU BEEN ANYWHERE
- THAT 6UYS DON'T DO THAT? LIKE,

TEXAS IS AWFUL 8UT MEN SUCK EV-
ERYWHERE.

-

YEAH, I..I GUESS YOU'RE RIGHT. I'M
JUST NOT USED TO THE ATTENTION. I
USED TO 8E, UM, PRETTY FLAT BEFORE
r MRS. FEQQIS GO0T A HOLD OF ME.

et o
HAVING NICE TITS ISN'T ALL IT'S
CRACKED UP TO 8E. BUYS HAVE NOTH-
ING 8ETTER TO DO THAN STARE, AND
SOMETIMES THEY GET GRABRBY.
= A SN,
WHERE ARE WE HEADED?

MY APARTMENT. IT'S JUST A FEW
BLOCKS FROM HERE.

I\ -

WAIT, I THOUGHT YOU WERE GOING TO -
SHOW ME WHAT HAPPENED TO SOFIA. ‘c b
- - -
THAT’S WHAT WE'RE DOING. NOW, LET'S
HURRY. T DON'T WANT CRAIG TO CALL
HIS FOOTBALL BUDDIES TO HARASS
us.




——
THIS 1S A NICE PLACE.

NO, IT'S AN ATTIC ABOVE AN OLD 8ANK. BUT IT'S 3
CHEAP, SO I'M NOT COMPLAINING.

MAYBE, BUT YOU'VE REALLY MADE IT HOMEY. -
~

STOP TRYING TO BUTTER ME UP. YOU SOUND LIKE A
DUDE WHO WANTS TO GET INTO MY PANTS.

I WASN'T TRYING TO BUTTER YOU UP, I'M JUST
COMPLIMENTING YOU.

WHATEVER. WE'RE NOT HERE TO CHIT-CHAT. YOU
ASKED ME A QUESTION, AND I'M GOING TO
ANSWER IT. THEN WE'LL 6O OUIR SEPARATE WAYS.




LIKE, LOOK AT THESE PAINTINES. WAIT, 1S
THIS YOUR SIGNATURE? YOU'RE AN ARTIST?

JEEZ, YOU DON'T QUIT. YEAH, T USED TO
BE. AND I USED TO 8E 6000.

WHY’D YOU STOP?

BECAUSE ART SCHOOL TURNED OUT TO 8E
AS FAKE AS EVERYTHING ELSE. JUST A
BUNCH OF RICH KIDS HANGING OUT AND
JERKING EACH OTHER OFF WHILE THEY
MAKE FUN OF PEOPLE WHO ACTUALLY
CARED ABOUT THEIR WORK.




DO YOU WANT TO KNOW WHAT HAPPENED TO
SOFIA, OR IS ALL OF THIS JUST A LAME ATTEMPT
AT SEDUCTION? BECAUSE, IF SO, THAT'S FLCKED
ue.

I’M NOT TRYING TO SEDLICE YOU.
WELL, YOU KEEP FLIRTING WITH ME.

E? YOU'RE THE ONE WHO WOULON'T STOP
LOOKING AT MY TITS AT THE POOL. YOU'RE

PRETTY HARD NOT TO STARE WHEN YOU'RE
WEARING A 8IKINI THAT WOULD B8E ILLEGAL IN
MOST COLINTRIES. NOW, C'MON, COME INTO MY
BEDROOM.

N — § 4
I'M SO CONFLSED. WHAT’'S HAPPENING? /

T .



THIS CHEST USED TO 8E IN MY BEDROOM
AT HOME. DAD GAVE IT TO ME WHEN I WAS
A LITTLE GIRL. I KEPT EVERYTHING I
LOVED IN HERE, AND A LOT OF THEM ARE
MEMORIES OF SOFIA.

YEAH. T USED TO TAKE THEM OUT TO
LOOK AT SOMETIMES 8UT I STOPPED.
THEY JUST REMIND ME OF HOW MUCH T
MISS HER.




AF o4

C ik

WHEN WE FIRST MET, SOFIA ONLY LIVED IN TEXAS
DURING THE SUMMER WHEN HER MOM WAS HERE. BUT T
LIVED FOR THOSE SUMMERS. WE WERE NEIGHBORS. T
USED TO LIVE RIEHT ACROSS THE STREET.

. »

HUH? THERE ARE NO HOUSES ACROSS THE STREET.

NOT ANYMORE. ANYWAY, WE'D HANG OUT EVERY DAY
FROM SUNRISE TO SUNSET. WE'D PLAY OUTSIDE, OR
WE'D 60 SWIMMING. OR WE'D DREAM ABOUT GETTING
FAMOUS AND LIVING IN HOLLYWOOD TOGETHER IN A
MANSION. EVENTUALLY, WHEN WE WERE 80TH TEENAG-
ERS, SOFIA MOVED DOWN HERE WITH HER MOM FOR
G000, IT WAS LIKE A DREAM COME TRUE. I..I DION'T
HAVE MANY OTHER FRIENDS. NEITHER DID SHE. PEOPLE
ALWAYS KNEW THERE WAS SOMETHING..DIFFERENT
ABOUT US. EVEN IF WE DIDN’T KNOW OURSELVES YET.




I
I GUESS IF YOU'RE GOING TO TAKE OVER
SOMEONE'S LIFE, YOU SHOULD AT
LEAST KNOW WHAT SHE LOOKED LIKE.

UEH. T SAW IT AT THE FUNERAL., T WASN'T

 INVITED, OF COURSE, 8UT I SNUCK IN.
THAT PAINTING MADE HER LOOK LIKE
SOME KIND OF SAINT. FUCK THAT. HERE'S
THE REAL SOFIA.

I




THAT WAS HER FAVORITE DRESS. I
BOUEGHT IT FOR HER, ACTUALLY. SHE
CRIED WHEN I GAVE IT TO HER, AND
AT FIRST, I THOUGHT I'D REALLY
FUCKED UP. THEN SHE PUT IT ON,
AND SHE TOLD ME IT WAS THE FIRST
TIME SHE'D EVER FELT BEAUTIFLL.




OH 600, I..I KNOW THIS
DRESS. MRS, FERRIS STILL
HAS IT. AND YOU'RE RIGHT,
SOFIA 1S BEAUTIFUL. 8UT T
DON'T LINDERSTAND WHAT
THIS HAS TO DO WITH HOW
SHE DIED--

YOU wiLL,




HERE'S SOFIA TWO YEARS BEFORE
THAT OTHER PICTURE WAS TAKEN.



--MRS. FERRIS TURNED HER OWN
SON INTO A 6lRL?

WHAT? NO, DUMMY. SOFIA WAS
TRANS. SHE WAS ALWAYS A
GIRL. SHE JUST HAPPENED TO
B8E BORN INTO A 8OY’S 80DY.



OKAY, OKAY. BUT WHAT DOES THAT
HAVE TO DO WITH HOW SHE DIED?

IT HAS EVERYTHING TO DO WITH IT/ GROWING UP,
WE WERE LIKE A DYNAMIC DOUO. THE ONLY TWO
QUEERS IN TOWN. T WAS THE RAGING LESBIAN, AND
SIMON--THAT WAS HER BIRTH NAME--WAS THE
SWEET GAY. THEN, ONE NIGHT, WE'RE SITTING OUT 8Y
THE CREEK, AND SIMON SAYS SHE HAS A TERRIBLE
SECRET. SHE STARTS CRYING, AND I'M FREAKING
OUT BECAUSE I THINK SHE'S DYING OR SOMETHING.

INSTEAD, SHE SAYS SHE'S ALWAYS WANTED TO E A
GIRL. T WAS SO HAPPY FOR HER! B8UT SHE WAS TER-
RIFIED. HER FATHER WAS A REAL PRICK. HE ALREADY
HATED SIMON FOR BEING EFFEMINATE, AND IF HE
FOLIND OUT HE WAS RAISING A TRANS DAUGHTER...




..BUT SHE WAS JUST SO SAD NOT TO 8E
HERSELF. AND, WELL, MY DAD OWNED A
PHARMACY. I STOLE A HOLO OF A WHOLE
BUNCH OF ESTROGEN, AND I GAVE IT TO
SIMON AS A 8IRTHDAY PRESENT. I THOUGHT
IT COULD HELP HER START TRANSITIONING.
AND IT DID. €00, OID IT EVER.

SOON ENOUEH, SOFIA WAS BECOMING THE
GIRL OF MY DREAMS. IT WAS LIKE WATCHING
A CATERPILLAR BECOME A BUTTERFLY. I
KNEW SHE LIKED 80YS 8UT, WELL, T STILL
COULON'T HELP FALLING IN LOVE WITH HER.

I DON'T KNOW WHAT HER MOM THOUGHT
ABOUT EVERYTHING, OR EVEN IF SHE EVER
FOLIND OUT. MRS. FERRIS WAS DRUNK MOST
OF THE TIME, AND SOFIA DID AN EXCELLENT
JOB HIDING HER CHANGES, BINDING HER
CHEST AND EVERYTHING. AND SHE KEPT HER
HAIR SHORT. THAT WAS A WIS IN THE OTHER
PICTURE.
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BUT THEN, ONE DAY, SOFIAS DAD '‘RECALLED
THEM’ UP NORTH. I..I NEVER SAW HER AGAIN. T
DON'T KNOW WHAT THE FUCK HAPPENED IN THAT
MANSION OF THEIRS, BUT THE OFFICIAL STORY
WAS SOFIA DIED OF A DRUG OVERDOSE.
THAT'S A LIE/ SHE NEVER EVEN TOUICHED A
BEER, LET ALONE HARD DRUEGS. BUT THE FERRIS
FAMILY |S WELL-CONNECTED AND RICH AS 60D,
SO IT ALL JUST KINDA HUSHED UP 8UT I JUST
KNOW THAT BITCH MRS. FERRIS KNOWS EXACT-
LY WHAT HAPPENED.

YEAH, WELL, SHE'S A LYING CUNT. IF YOU'RE
SMART, YOU'LL STAY THE FLICK AWAY FROM HER.
WHATEVER DEAL SHE OFFERED YOU IS 8ULL-
SHIT.




DON'T WORRY, T HAVE MY OWN
REASONS NOT TO TRUST HER.
B8UT IF SHE HURT SOFIA, WHY
WOULD SHE WANT ME TO
BECOME HER?

FUCKING GUILT, PROBABLY.

MAYBE. LISTEN, I LNDER-
STAND IF YOU DON'T WANT TO
HAVE ANYTHING TO DO WITH
ME, 8UT MAYBE TOGETHER, WE
CAN FIGURE OUT WHAT REALLY
HAPPENED TO SOFIA.

I.I'M NOT SURE. IT'S BEEN
50 LONG, AND T DON'T KNOW
IF I WANT TO 60 DIeGING uP
THE PAST.

THIS ISN'T ABOUT THE PAST.
THIS IS ABOUT THE FUTLIPE. T
KNOW I'M LIVING WITH A
CRAZY WOMAN. I WANT TO
KNOW IF I'M ALSO LIVING WITH
A KILLER.

OKAY. YOU HAVE A PLAN?

I WAS NEVER VERY 600D AT
THOSE.

WELL, YOU BETTER COME UP
WITH ONE. BECAUSE YOU CAN
BET YOUR ELORIOUS TITS
THAT MRS. FERRIS WILL KNOW
YOU'VE 8EEN HERE. THAT OLD
B8ITCH HAS EYES AND EARS
EVERYWHERE IN THIS TOWN.



