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To every girl


who has ever put


effort into


looking good,


And to every man


who has appreciated


those efforts.
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LET’S MAKE LOVE



an introduction


Hello, I’m Amanda Lepore, the most expensive body on earth.


Thank you so much for buying my book. If you didn’t buy it and are reading this in your local bookstore, make sure the cover is clearly visible to your fellow patrons. You obviously have good taste and I want the whole store to see what you’re reading. Trust me: they want to know.


I wrote this entire manuscript longhand, with a feathered pen, on Chanel No. 5 scented paper, in a big pink mansion, just like the one Jayne Mansfield had. I worship Jayne Mansfield. Everything she owned was pink. Except for Mickey Hargitay; that beefcake was Hungarian.


Can you see me sitting at my escritoire, completely naked, coining phrases and reminiscing? Really try and see it. Visuals are so supremely important.


When I’m not writing, or ending world famine (by not eating), or negotiating peace in the Middle East (threesome with an Iranian and an Israeli), I spend my time beautifying. It’s 90 percent of what I do. I don’t make excuses; I’m very vain. I love my body and I love showing it off. You can get away with almost anything when you look good.
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Everyone has their own standard of beauty, for themselves and the people around them. Some people don’t like the way I look. I’ve seen comments posted on my Instagram and the hate and ugliness are pretty powerful. But for every person who says I look like the Mistress of Frankenstein, there’s another who thinks I’m gorgeous. I don’t give a second thought to the negativity. You can’t control what people say about you. You can only control how you choose to react to it.


The reason I have such thick skin (figuratively, physically my skin is basically translucent) is that at the age of seventeen, I got my pussy. It was all I ever wanted out of life, and everything since then has just been a maraschino cherry on top. I’m so happy to be living the life I want in the body I want to have. I don’t let little things bother me.
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Recently, I met this gorgeous, twenty-one-year-old Jersey boy named Marco. We started chatting and flirting (two things I’m very good at), when a friend of his yelled out to him, “She was a man! What are you doing?”


Marco apologized to me. “You’re the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” he said. “I’ve been staring at you all night. They don’t make girls like you in Jersey.” He came back to my place and we had great sex (something else I’m good at). If I had let his friend bother me, I would have missed out on a ten-inch dick. I have a sixth sense for big dicks; it’s a blessing and a curse.
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Many transgender girls are scared, vulnerable, and miserable in their own bodies. They can’t speak up for themselves because they’re too busy trying not to get clocked. They are focused on blending in and living their lives as naturally born women. I, on the other hand, have no interest in anything “natural.” I’d rather look like Jessica Rabbit or Marilyn Monroe. So I always felt it was important to be open about how happy I am to be transsexual, to give a voice to all the girls who don’t have one.
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Now, times are changing. You have Laverne Cox on the cover of Time. Janet Mock is a New York Times best-selling author. Carmen Carrera is bringing it to the kids. And Caitlyn Jenner . . . well, she’s changed everything. These are strong, proud women who won’t hide in the shadows any longer.


The transgender civil rights movement is gathering momentum amazingly quickly. Yet some things are slow to change. Christine Jorgensen was the first transsexual woman to gain national media attention in the 1950s. If you watch videos of her talking to the press, she was very poised, articulate, and polite, but the reporters could be really unintelligent in their questioning. Some sixty years later, trannies are still dealing with much the same thing. Being transgender raises a lot of questions and confusion for some people. Trans-phobic and trans-ignorant are two different things, and I’m so proud of Laverne, Carmen, and all the other girls who are speaking up and quieting ignorance through understanding. Visibility is power.
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I wasn’t always so Zen. When I was younger, and vulnerable to other people’s opinions, I was up in arms over my identity. I was a woman, flat out. If someone used the wrong pronoun I never corrected them. I was too scared to stand up for myself, but on the inside I was angry and sensitive. A lot of young people are angry and sensitive. If you happen to be young and transgender, then you’re used to people being hateful towards you when all you want to do is exist. Through all the insanity in my life, there was only one thing I could control: myself. On the outside, obviously, but on the inside too. I focused on not letting other people’s opinions have any effect on me whatsoever, and that’s how I’ve lived my life ever since.


I hope this book shows you there are as many different ways to be transgender as there are to be a woman, which is what I am. When you get me alone, which I’m sure some of you reading this (one or two) have, you’ll see that deep down there’s nothing but woman here, sitting on this pussy, writing these words. Transsexual is only one of a long list of adjectives (I hope my use of the word “adjective” doesn’t change your opinion of me as a sexy blonde bombshell) that describe Amanda Lepore, and it’s much farther down the list than words like sexy, beautiful, stunning, perfect . . . not to mention humble.


XOXOXO, [image: Image]


PS. I didn’t really write the book longhand. It’s hard enough to sign my name with these stiletto nails, let alone write a whole book. But I love the image, don’t you? Let’s just go with it.
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Chapter 1


GENTLEMEN PREFER BLONDES
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When I was a child, I had a recurring dream. In this dream I was locked in a tower. It was sort of like the fairy tale Rapunzel, except there was no witch and no prince. Just me and my yards and yards of perfectly silky, strawberry blonde hair. As I combed, the hair would grow. I’d keep combing and combing, the hair would keep growing and growing, and very quickly the whole room would fill.


Usually it was a great dream; I loved having all that hair. But I’d wake up sad, because in reality my hair was clipped short, like a boy’s.


Sometimes the dream would turn dark. My hair would not stop growing. My long locks would pin me down and fill my mouth and nose. I’d wake up out of breath and grabbing at my head, trying to push all that dream hair off my face.


Hair became an issue in my house when I was five. Mine was getting longer and I was so happy, but Dad hated it. He kept telling Mom to take me to the barber, but she never would. One night, he told me he’d take me himself the next day. As Mom put me to bed, I begged her not to let him. She made me a secret promise that I could keep my hair as long as I wanted. I loved my mom very much.


During dinner the next day Dad said he’d take me to the barber as soon as we were done eating. My brother started laughing at me, and just then Mom burnt her arm on the stovetop, real bad. Mom was always graceless in the kitchen. Dad jumped up so fast to help her, his pudgy little legs gave out and he fell backward.


In all the commotion, Dad forgot about the barber.


A week later, Dad had us all pile into his Cadillac, telling us we were going to the mall. Instead, he pulled up in front of a barbershop and turned the engine off.


“Hurry along inside! I’ll wait here,” he said.


Mom didn’t say anything, so neither did I. I had come to terms with my fate; there was no use crying about it now. We walked inside. Mom yelled something to the bald old barber and I sat in his chair. He draped a smock around my neck and I heard clippers buzz on. The chair spun around backward, placing me face to face with Mom, who was holding a pair of scissors and staring at the barber.


“Mom?” She wasn’t paying attention. “Mom, you know I’m really a girl, right? I don’t want a boy’s haircut.”


She glanced at me and said, “I know.” Then her eyes went right back to the barber. “Don’t choke my son,” she said.


“Mom, I’m not your son, I’m a girl.”
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She wasn’t listening. The barber was talking low to Mom, trying to calm her down. But then he said the one thing she most hated to hear: “There’s nothing to be afraid of.”


She snapped. “You’re choking him!” Mom screamed as loud as she could, like Janet Leigh in Pyscho. The barber jumped back and Mom grabbed me, snipping the scissors in the air. “Don’t hurt him!” She screamed out. “Get away from him with that thing!” The clippers droned off and Dad ran inside. Mom kept screaming, the barber was white as the smock I was covered in, and I was all smiles.


Guess I wouldn’t be getting my hair cut after all.




MY HAIR


LOOKS


FIERCE
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My favorite hair product is bleach.


•


A thick conditioner is my second favorite. I take a drop of Aveda Blue Malva conditioner and mix it into a thick white conditioner until it turns lavender. That keeps my hair platinum.


•


All girls should experiment with hairpieces. It’s like wearing a chicken cutlet push up bra, but for your hair. I keep my real hair in a one-length long bob, which I roller-set and comb forward, pin curl half my head, and wear a half wig hairpiece for volume and lift.


•


L’Oreal Paris Elnett Satin Hairspray is easy to comb out, so I can restyle for a few days.


•


My pubic hair is shaped into a neat racing stripe and bleached and conditioned regularly. My pussy is pink, platinum and pretty.
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The next day my brother Joseph and I came home from school to find Dad in the living room with his ultra-Catholic sister, Aunt Marie.


Neither of them said anything but they looked super-serious. I was sure they had found out Joseph had fingered this girl down the street and maybe he’d even gotten her pregnant. He was talking about it all the time. Dad was bound to find out sooner or later, and having Aunt Marie in tow meant a whole bunch of Hail Marys were coming.


“What’s going on?” Joseph asked.


“Yeah, where’s Mom?” I added.


Dad stood up. “Let’s go to the toy store.”


Aunt Marie and I sat in the back of Dad’s turquoise blue Cadillac, his most prized possession. She held my hand and looked down at me like I was a puppy she couldn’t save from the pound.


“Your mom decided to take a vacation,” Aunt Marie said. She was a bad liar. “To Florida. It was so last minute, there was no time to say good-bye. She’s probably on the beach as we speak.”


“Oh,” Joseph said, “that’s weird.” His shoulders relaxed. This wasn’t about him.


Dad said nothing but I saw him staring at me in the rearview mirror. I was sure he had punished Mom for what happened at the barbershop. It was all my fault; she was only trying to protect me. Aunt Marie pulled me into her oversized bosom. She smelled like smoked sausages and garlic.


At the toy store Dad finally spoke. “Pick any toy you want and I’ll meet you up front.”


Joseph ran over to the Hot Wheels. I made my way to my favorite section: Barbie.


Barbie was my best friend and everything I wanted to be, before I even knew what I wanted. My first was a hand-me-down Malibu Barbie, in a baby blue bathing suit. A neighborhood girl named Katie, who did ballet and had pierced ears, received a second one for her birthday and gave the old doll to me. I was super-jealous of Katie, but was willing to look past that to play with her dolls. Once I had my own Barbie, though, all I wanted to do was sit in my room, brushing Barbie’s long blonde hair and pretending it was mine.
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Malibu Barbie melted when I tried to give her a suntan on our space heater. The house smelled like burnt plastic for a few hours but my heartbreak lasted longer; I’d ruined my favorite toy. Mom told me not to worry and started buying me new Barbie dolls. I built up a respectable collection; my favorite was P.J., with her pouty lips and long lashes. Sears did an exclusive P.J. with a tweed skirt and Mom and I went to breakfast one day, then each got one. We spent the rest of the afternoon playing together; our P.J.s were sisters and best friends.


I dreamily walked toward Dad in that toy store, with a Sweet 16 Barbie pressed to my heart, and a grin pasted across my face.


“That’s what you want?” Dad looked disappointed.


“Let him get it,” Aunt Marie said. “He’s a kid. He’ll grow out of it.”


“This is getting ridiculous.” Dad grabbed the doll out of my hand, paid, and we left.


I kept silent. Dad was upset with me but I had no idea why. Plus I was so excited about Sweet 16 Barbie! I’d just given Quick Curl Skipper an awful bob and I needed a new bratty teen sister to play house with.


On the way home I noticed we passed our street and instinctually knew Dad was driving to the barbershop. I started sobbing and crying for Mom. Aunt Marie tried to settle me down but I was having none of it.
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Dad picked me up out of the backseat, placed me in the barber’s chair, and stood stoically over me. The barber said nothing. Considering last time I was there he was basically attacked with his own scissors, I’m sure he just wanted us gone. As the clippers began buzzing, I closed my eyes and held on to Sweet 16 Barbie, imagining the perfect life she led.
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That night I had my worst Rapunzel dream yet. I was stuck in a never-ending ocean of my own hair. I tried to swim through it, but the weight of my hair was pulling me further down.


“BOYS AREN’T SUPPOSED TO PLAY WITH DOLLS.”


I woke up grabbing at my head, and cried when I remembered all my hair was cut off. Drowning in a sea of hair would have been way better. I reached out for Sweet 16 Barbie. She wasn’t on my bed, where I’d left her, and something was very wrong with my room. For a second I couldn’t figure it out. Then I realized; every single doll I owned was gone.


“Dad!” I screamed. “We’ve been robbed. My dolls are gone.”


Dad came in and looked at me like I was a purple duck. “We weren’t robbed. Your dolls are gone and you’re not getting them back. I don’t ever want to talk about this again.”


My entire body shook. Dad reached out for me but I ran to the bathroom, feeling vomit rise in my throat.


I was too sick to go to school, so Dad had to stay home with me since Mom was still on “vacation.” The next day, he hired a sitter; Nanny Nice I called her.


Nice sat with me and tried to make me eat chicken broth. She knitted while she listened to me cry about my mom, my dolls, and my hair, putting her needles down every few minutes to put her hand to her heart and tell me “There, there” or “Hush, hush.”


On the third day of this, Nice had a “private talk” with Dad. Afterward he came up to my room.


“Boys aren’t supposed to play with dolls,” he said.


I hid my face under my blankets. “I don’t care. When does Mom get home?”


“Your dolls are in the trunk of the car . . .” I didn’t let him finish. I ran out to the garage and almost unlatched the trunk but remembered it was a bad idea to touch Dad’s car without his permission. He followed in right after and I jumped up and down and giggled as he picked up a box filled with my dolls, and brought it up to my room.


Dad tried to make amends: he handed me a perfectly wrapped gift box. In it was a brand-new purple Barbie Corvette. I hugged and thanked him. He patted my head and sat down in his chair to watch the news.


Nanny Nice and I celebrated by going to a fabric store and picking out materials for a pretty green dress with pink stitching for Barbie to wear. It was fun, but I felt guilty, being so happy without Mom.


A couple weeks later Mom came back, seeming much more relaxed but not as tan as I expected after such a long stay in Florida. I cried of course, and told her all about Nanny Nice and my new doll clothes and Sweet 16 Barbie who P.J. thought was a real brat.


Nice tried to convince Mom that she could be a big help around the house but Mom told her to “Fuck off.” Mom didn’t want a stranger in her house. I watched through the bathroom window as Nice left. She was crying, but she smiled when she saw me and waved good-bye.
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I was born the second child to Herman and Francis Lepore in Wayne, New Jersey. If you’re unfamiliar with Wayne, picture mostly any other suburban town in northern New Jersey, place me in it, and you’re there.


Armand Lepore was my birth name. Just like my mother, I was a tiny, underweight baby, with a hip dysplasia that kept me in leg braces until I was five.


Dad was also tiny, no more than 5'-5", with a round belly and a waddle to his walk. He was a hardworking, decently paid chemical engineer, and Mom was his trophy wife.
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Mom was a stunningly beautiful woman, who resembled Shirley Temple, even as an adult. Face done daily, beauty parlor once a week, roots never showing, and a closet full of elegant hats. Each hat always kept in its hatbox, and the matching shoes kept right underneath. If she could have dyed her eyes to match her hat, she would have.


Because Mom was such a perfectionist, when she started slipping, it was very noticeable. It was like a different woman stepped into her skin. A homeless woman. Her hair would go unwashed and unset and her teeth would go unbrushed. She never wore much makeup to begin with, but her beautiful ivory-white skin began to look ruddy and greasy. The hatboxes would sit untouched, and pretty, expensive day dresses—a luxury she took such pride in—would be replaced by a nightgown that quickly started to stink.


When this happened, Mom would hide away in her room, saying she was deathly ill. Joseph and I wouldn’t see her for days at a time, but at night we would hear her and Dad fighting. She’d go on another “vacation” and be gone for a few weeks, then come back peppy, hatted, and pretty again.


The neighbors were a constant source of agitation for Mom; she always thought they were out to “get” her. On one particular afternoon, they really had her worked up. As I watched television, she ran in and out of the living room, peering out the window, muttering to herself: “That bitch. I can’t believe that bitch did this.”


Mom was a sophisticated woman. “Bitch” was not in her vocabulary and hearing her say it made me feel like something horrible was about to happen.


I asked her what was wrong but she didn’t respond. Instead she unlocked the front door and flew outside, screaming into the bright day, “You bitch! Do you think I’m stupid, you fat, dirty Polack?”


Joseph poked his head out of his bedroom. “Mom’s yelling,” I said. “Should I call Dad?” He didn’t answer. He turned back into his room and shut the door.


I followed Mom outside and saw her across the street, in our neighbor’s yard. She had picked up a potted perennial and was screaming, “I know what you did! You think I can’t tell?”


“Mom!” I ran over to her. “Mom, what happened? What did she do?”


She looked at me, dirt spilling all over her nightgown, her hair in tangles, the planter held in front of her like a shield. “They stole my planters and switched our lawn furniture with theirs. They just painted it and thought I couldn’t tell the difference, but I can tell. You can see the paint chipping away. These are my flowers.”


Our poor neighbor was peeping through her blinds. Mom stared at me, waiting for a response. How could I calm her down?


IF I’M DRESSED DOWN, I’M SAD.


IF I’M REALLY DONE UP, I FEEL HAPPY AND MENTALLY WELL.
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“Oh my God, Mom, you’re right!” I said. “I saw her painting out here earlier. And those are your flowers! But you know what? She is pretty stupid, because the new furniture is much nicer. It’s so expensive! She must be a real idiot!” Our furniture was right where it had always been, but that hardly seemed important at the time.


For a moment Mom looked at me, confused. She stammered over her words, trying to figure out what to say next. And then I was rewarded with a big smile. “Yeah, you’re right,” she said. “What a fucking idiot!” She put the plant down and we walked back home.


That night I asked Dad what was wrong with Mom.


He explained to me that she was a paranoid schizophrenic, and sometimes she thought everyone was out to get her.


I made a promise that night always to be there for Mom. If she needed validation, I’d give it to her. If she thought we were being spied on, I’d go along with her and make it a game. Whatever happened, I would be a friend for her.


Even though I know it’s not always the case, I associate dressing up with mental stability. If I’m dressed down, I’m sad. If I’m really done up, I feel happy and mentally well.


I don’t like to be depressed, so it’s a big thing for me always to look my best. I’m not leaving the house unless I’m happy with how I look.
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Chapter 2


HOMETOWN STORY





[image: Image]





At ten years old, I knew what I wanted to be when I grew up. Like many children in the late ’70s (okay, 1870s), my future was laid out for me in front of the glow of the family television.


Watching my favorite late-night talk show, I heard a term I never knew existed, and yet it knew me: Sex change.


My legs became still. My heart started to beat to a new rhythm. SEX-change-SEX-change-SEX-change. There were three women on stage, all in various states of transitioning. Two were still rather masculine, but the third one was beautiful. She had curly blonde hair and stunning cleavage that jiggled as she talked. The host asked about her breasts and she said they were natural: “I swear,” she said, “I took hormones and they grew.” I wanted to be that woman.


I ran to my parents’ bedroom and swung open the door, waking them both. “Mom! Dad! I know what I want! I know what I want more than anything in the world! Please, oh please, can I have a sex change?”


My parents, still half asleep, turned to look at each other and rolled their eyes. “You’re too young,” my mother said. “No doctor would give a ten-year-old a sex change.”


“Please, Mom, it’s all I’ve ever wanted, I just have to have a sex change!”


They told me it wasn’t going to happen and to go to bed.


“Fine,” I said. “What’s estrogen?”


Proclaiming myself a girl was not new to them. Mom had come to an understanding about it long ago, and Dad was sure it was just a phase I’d grow out of. But now everything was different to me. A sex change. Sex change. Such a thing existed! I had seen it with my own big, brown eyes, right there on the television.


That night I had my Rapunzel dream again, and this time I woke up smiling. I was a young girl in love.


I guess ten years old is pretty young to know what you want from life, but I felt like all my problems, while not yet solved, at least had solutions. I wanted to be a girl. And now I knew that I could be.
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Some of you might be thinking that I displayed feminine behaviors and interpreted this to mean I was a girl. That’s not the case. I was a girl. It was a fact. It wasn’t a conscious decision.


Physically, I was basically female, aside from a tiny, underdeveloped penis. Substitute teachers would ask if I was a boy or girl. I had a boy’s name and was dressed like a boy, but they’d still be confused.


The kids I went to school with were used to me, but they would sometimes make fun of my feminine mannerisms. They would tell me to walk—“Walk! Walk! Walk for us!”—and I’d walk, and of course I walked like a girl, hands on my hips, swinging from side to side. They were making fun of me but it was easier on me just to play along. I would turn around toward them, put my hands over my chest like I was covering my tits, and press my knees together, sticking one hip out like I was being modest. “It’s like a girl coming out of the shower!” they’d yell. The boys didn’t beat me up or anything like that because they didn’t think of me as one of them.


My older brother, Joseph, found the whole thing pretty embarrassing. We were exact opposites in every way. His features were very dark, mine were porcelain fair. He was broad and athletic, while I was as thin and waiflike as our mother. The biggest difference between us was his penis; I saw him changing once and knew something was wrong with me, because mine was so much smaller.


I knew early on that I had no business having a penis, and I’d do whatever was necessary to get rid of it.
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As my teenage years crept up, Mom’s “vacation” charade disappeared.


She liked the manic stage of her illness, and would work hard to maintain it. Her medication only slowed her down, so she’d stop taking it and take diet pills instead. She’d also carry around a cup of iced coffee larger than she was, like a baby bottle.


It never lasted. Whenever Mom stopped taking her medication, she was inevitably checked into Greystone Park Psychiatric Hospital, in Morris Plains.


About an hour from our house, Greystone was a massive, beautifully designed brick building on the outside. Inside, it had all the personality of a manila enevelope. A real bait and switch.


The first time I went, Dad drove me and waited in the Cadillac while I was inside. A physically imposing but very friendly nurse showed me to a large sitting room painted dental-rot yellow and filled with sad-looking women, none of whom had their hair done or any makeup on.


“Your mom’s in there,” the nurse said. “Don’t worry, they’re all sedated.”


Mom was in the middle of the room. When she saw me, she stood up and belted out, “Here she is! Miss America!”


That was a lot of energy from a tranquilized woman. Everyone turned to look at me—Armand Lepore—with my shoulder-length hair, button-down shirt, jeans, and loafers. The nurse shot Mom a surprised glance. The other patients took a quick scan of me, then looked away, unfazed.


I spent the whole day talking to Mom, going through movie magazines and making small talk about the family. We talked about everything except her illness and the hospital. She was in a great mood, and so happy to see me. They had her on all the right medications.


A patient named Amy sat with us for a little while. Her husband was coming to visit and she was very excited. She told me over and over again. I was happy for her. When she walked away, Mom leaned in and said, “Her husband’s not coming. He died, and she can’t deal with it. That’s why she’s here.”


I looked at Amy skipping around from table to table, telling everyone her good news that would never come true, and I hoped I would never be so lonely.


Leaving was more of a relief than I’d like to admit. The whole place was so depressing, and I had a sinking feeling Dad was leaving me there too. But the big nurse came up and told me it was time to go and I feigned sadness. Mom and I hugged for a minute, then she walked me to the door of the sitting room and watched me walk down the hallway.


When I got to the door, Mom yelled out, “Hey! Miss Hollywood! Pick up the phone, there’s a producer on the line!”


Dad was waiting right out front. He didn’t ask me about Mom, or what we had talked about. I didn’t say anything either; I was trying to wrap my head around what I’d seen. Mom seemed so happy and so normal. Why couldn’t she always be like that?
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On the way home Dad stopped at the toy store and bought me a Superstar Barbie. It made me feel a little better.
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Joseph was totally horny and girl crazy when he was a teenager.


Often he’d bring me with him when he was chasing pussy. Hitchhiking was easier with me because he didn’t get picked up by as many “pervert queers,” and when he “borrowed” a car to get to a girl, cops took it easier on him when they saw me. The main reason he brought me with him, though, was because girls always liked me, which made them like him.


One of Joseph’s girlfriends was a high school senior named Stephanie, who had a twin sister named Sandy. Joseph would go see Stephanie, and they would fuck in the woods behind her house. It was my job to keep Sandy entertained until they were done.


“MOM! DAD! I KNOW WHAT I WANT! I KNOW WHAT I WANT MORE THAN ANYTHING IN THE WORLD! PLEASE, OH PLEASE, CAN I HAVE A SEX CHANGE?”


Getting girls was what my brother was best at, but this time his plan backfired. He would end up sitting in their living room watching television while Stephanie, Sandy, and I gossiped and joked around. Eventually Stephanie and Joseph stopped dating, but I kept going to the twins’ house after (or instead of) school every day.


The twins lived with their mother and grandmother, who were both named Louise and who both did hair in their finished basement. Both Louises loved to smoke and loved to talk about sex. The first time I met Louise Jr., she showed me how to put a condom on a banana.


At the twins’ house my gender was never a question. They taught me all the basics of female beauty and thought it was funny that I didn’t know any of it yet. I tweezed my own eyebrows and spent hours in front of their mirror with an eyelash curler. “Beautifying is part of being a woman,” Louise Sr. used to say. “It has been throughout the ages, from way back to Cleopatra. It’s just what women do.”
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