Short story 
Annoying sisters by Enfys Trigger 
As Lucy was getting ready for a date, she noticed that the skirt she’d picked out has suddenly disappeared from her wardrobe. While it had been some time since she’d last worn it, she was certain that she’d put it with the rest of her clean clothes, hanging on a gold-coloured metal clothes hanger, however the hanger was there, but no skirt. This is when she started to panic, she had a double date with her friend in less than an hour and she knew that if she took too long, they’d all leave without her. 
As she brushed her fingers through her short brown hair after thoroughly searching her room effectively make a giant mess she’d have to clean later. She stormed into the bathroom in rage, slamming the door with a hard push. Not so long after that she heard her mother shout from the bottom of the stairs.
“Lucy! How many times do I have to tell you don’t slam the doors!”
She quickly replied with a frustrated groan and making a sassy remark.
“Sorry, I didn’t realise the door has feelings!”
That’s when she noticed that the little cabinet in the corner of the bathroom wasn’t shut all the way, which was strange for as much as her dad’s assembling skills are very questionable, there was something he managed to do which was when the door closed it was almost impossible to open it again.
Curiosity got the better of her and she peaked into the cabinet to see a backpack that belongs to her younger brother William that he seemed to take everywhere with him, at least when he was going out by himself to hangout with his friends. What really got her attention however was the small piece of martial popping out through the zipper of the bag. It was the se soft, stretchable, black fabric of the skirt she was just looking for not two seconds ago.
She then aggressively grabs the bag and unzips it thinking that her brother pulled another annoying prank, like when she found him trying to steal her lipstick and eyeliner from her room, but what she finds inside the bag shocked her to her core.
Inside she finds her skirt, a pair of tights a long sleeve floral t-shirt, mom’s lipstick that’s been missing for a few months and a cheap looking eyeliner. Along with cards all addressed to someone named Willow and photos of her brother all dressed up in the floral t-shirt, tights and skirt with makeup on. The smile on his face was so bright, Lucy swore that his cheeks must have been soar, he’d never seemed so happy before.
That’s when it clicked for Lucy, she didn’t have a brother called William, she had a sister who’s name was Willow and Willow was a lot happier then William ever was. She quickly grabbed her phone of the from the sink and sent her friend a text:
‘I can’t make it tonight. Something has happened, family stuff can’t talk about it right now, hope you understand and have a good time without me.’
Before she could even see if her friends reply she, stuffed her phone into the back pocket of her jeans and carefully picked up the backpack. Walking towards her younger sibling’s door, she tried to think of a good way to approach bringing up the topic. If the backpack in her hands wasn’t an obvious give away to why she was there. With sweaty palms she reached out and knocked gently on the door, after a short period of time, which to Lucy felt like an eternity, she heard a voice speak out from behind the door.
“What is it?”
She slowly opened the door which got the attention of the person on the other side. Their eyes seemed to scan Lucy up and down before noticing the backpack in her hands and the face that was so casual and relaxed, switched into one of shock that instantly made the tension in the air turn thick and heavy. Lucy quickly stepped inside the room and closed the door, but before she could even form the words, the same voice that only mere seconds ago was so calm now filled with fear and panic called out.
“Where did you get that?! Did you look through my stuff?! What are you doing here?!”
Lucy said nothing, just approach them and gently sat next to them on the bed before embracing her sibling in a tight hug and began to whisper to them.
“It’s ok, you don’t have to worry about it, talk to me, let me in and let me know how you’re feeling, you don’t need to hide anything from me. I promise”
Then just like that it was like all the stress and tension broke and Willow busted into tears. And for a few moments Lucy just held her. When everything had finally calmed down Willow began to talk again. 
“I didn’t mean to hid it from you, but I was so scared. I didn’t know how’d you react and then I guess I just got into my head and I just couldn’t bring myself to say anything. So I hid it away, tried to ignore it and be normal, but then my friends noticed me staring at one of the dresses on display in the shop and I broke down and told them, I was really lucky because they landed me some clothes and makeup and I just felt like I was complete, like I was who I always wanted to be. I’m so sorry please don’t be mad.”
Lucy took a deep breath before saying gently. 
“Don’t ever apologise for being you, I’m not mad, it’s completely normal to feel this way, I’d rather never have that skirt again if it meant I had you, in fact- “
Lucy leaned down to the long-forgot backpack that was sitting by their feet and grabbed the skirt, folding it nicely before handing it to her sister.
“- here a gift from me to my sister Willow, who I have to take clothes shopping because she only has one outfit!”
With that Willow began to cry again, letting out little wet chuckles, before pulling in Lucy for another hug, whispering thank you what seemed like a hundred times to Lucy, even though she didn’t do anything then give her a skirt. 
“Don’t thank me yet, just wait until I’m dragging you into every shop telling you how ugly you look in certain colours, plus if I get rules about boys and curfews, you’re getting them too, no mercy.” Lucy said in a teasing tone, then abruptly pushing Willow down and began to tickle her.
After a war between a stuffed bear and a pillow that they had armed themselves with. Willow said out of breath.
“Yeah, I don’t think the boy rule applies to me because I only like girls, so have fun with that.”
Lucy quickly replied back just as out of breath. “Oh really, well I’ll just have to bother you with rules about seeing girls instead, you cannot escape, what I’ve had to deal with from mom I’ll make sure of it.” 
As they girls broke off in another giant fit of laughter, they heard a knock on the door. Willow in a panic quickly stuffed the skirt under the pillow and kicked the bag under her bed. Just in time before her mom poked her head in through the door stating.
“As much as it pleases me to see you both getting along. I’m sure Lucy said she had a date tonight and she’s going to be late if she doesn’t hurry her butt into the car.”
Lucy then responded to her mother saying. “Actually, mom I decided not to go, realised I would rather be here tonight, sorry about slamming the door”
Her mom just smiled and spoke. “Okay I respect that decision and especially since your sister seems like she needed to get stuff off her chest.”
Both of the young girls’ heads snap back up in shock on the word sister. To which her mother just laughed and walked into the room and knelt by Willow’s feet.
“Honey it’s ok I was going to wait until you were ready to tell me, but I already knew. I noticed that you had make up smudged around your eyes and lips when I came to pick you up from your hangouts. Plus, I noticed the skirt in your backpack to which, if you’re going to try to hid something try to be a little more careful. That and I noticed you trying to practice your makeup when I open your door about 2 months ago. I love you no matter what. So, we’re going to go shopping Friday on me.”
Willow’s eyes filled with tears once again and her mother gave them a big hug. Willow then asked.
“Was I really that obvious? And is it just you or have you told dad too?” Her mom replied. “Well, I’ve been dropping hints to your farther, but haven’t said anything, and I’m not going to try and beat around the bus, it’s not looking good sweetie, but I have a plan if you’re okay with it and no matter what he says I’ll be right here for you.”
Once her mom talked about the plan Willow agreed, which seemed to surprise Lucy a lot, not even maybe thirty minutes ago Willow was in the closet and Lucy was none the wiser. Now they’re in Lucy’s room picking a nice outfit to wear as her sister picks out what shapes of eyeshadow and lipstick she’d like to wear. As words of praise for Willow’s choice s makes the smile on her face get brighter and brighter. By the time we’d finished Willow's smile seemed to of infected everyone in the room. 
We slowly make our way down stairs and Willow's grip on her hand seemed to get tighter and tighter as we make our way down the stairs. Not like she had to worry while their dad has impacted their lives in some ways over the last 10 years, he’s not their real dad and Lucy knew that if their real dad was still alive to see this, he’d be so proud of Willow.
Lucy’s dad or well step dad had really stepped in the last 5 years, he doesn’t have a job so he spends a lot of time with both her and Willow and he’s always doing some project in the basement, while him and Lucy’s mom have fights quite often with him needing to look for work, it was nice for her and Willow to have someone around especially after their biological dad’s passing.
However, that golden picture of this amazing fun guys both Lucy and Willow grew to call dad, quickly crumbled and burned in Lucy’s mind. As we got down the stairs and their step dad, launched slur after slur at Willow calling her all types of horrible things. Willow’s confidence and happiness that was so blindly bright and infectious seemed to disappear in an instant as if it never existed. Lucy heard their mother defending Willow against his attack of endless waves of insults that seemed to swallow Willow whole, as she quickly ran up the stairs to follow where Willow had gone to hide away. 
When she heard the bathroom door close shut. Quickly she ran back into Willow’s room and grabbed Willow’s headphones and her phone and rushed back to her sister in the bathroom and quickly put the headphones over her ears and quickly unlocked her phone to play music. It didn’t take long till the screaming stopped, followed by the front door being slammed. Finally, Willow looked back up at her and spoke in a panic.
“He’s right about me I am just a freak, I tried to be myself and I just tore everything apart he was our dad!” Lucy was sharp with her response. “No, he wasn’t! You’re not a freak and if he doesn’t see that then he doesn’t deserve to be here, nothing is your fault if he doesn’t see you as the amazing person, you are he’s not even worth our time.”
Her mom rushed into the room and began to console and hold Willow in a tight hug while whispering sweet words into her ears. After Willow calmed again. Her mom explained what had happened, apparently our step-dad had been having multiple affairs over the 10 years saying he managed to get a job interview, but instead seeing other women and been stealing money from her mom’s savings that was made for us to got to university if we so pleased to pay for all of his dates. Needles to say he was quickly thrown out the house. 
On the bright side Lucy’s mom made it a fun activity to put all his stuff into boxes with open cans of tuna, that they have now left outside and all the 3 of them were out at Willow’s favourite food. Chicken nuggets. As they make plans for Friday’s shopping trip, telling goofy stories about all the dumb stuff her step dad did. All the stories really made Lucy wonder what they ever saw in that man, he was just some lazy dude who didn’t want to do anything with his life except pretend like he knew all the stuff a ‘manly man should know’ according to one of the stories Willow shared about a very awkward interaction they had about what she’d need to do to provide for us if he left. 
Her also mom made sure to tell Willow all of the new set of rules they now have to follow, such as no girls in her bed at night and not being home any later than 11pm, that Lucy teased her about on the drive back home. To which they argued over what movie they should watch, her mom intervened before we started to argue and chose the movie for us. 
The next day was one of the best that Lucy had in a very long time seeing her step dad turn up to pick up his clothes, trying his best to seem unbothered by the putrid smell. Both Lucy’s friend and Willow’s got together at the house after a long text explaining what had happened the night before and they had a mini party thrown to celebrate Willow and her mom filing for divorce.
Commentary
In this piece I decided to write in 3rd person to make it seem as though the thoughts and feelings that Lucy was going through easier for the reader to follow and experience things with her. I also chose to write in Lucy’s perspective because I wanted the narrative to be about embracing people as they are with a level of light-heartedness that I felt as though I could only get through an older sibling figure rather then a motherly one. I also didn’t want to write in Willow’s perspective because I was worried that the light-hearted themes would seem as though the character was trying to change the topic rather than it being comforting.
I used the cabinet to symbolises the mind-set of Willow. That if you try to force it away and keep it hidden and shut, it’s near impossible to open the door in order to be yourself and talk about things.
The reason I chose a light-hearted theme was to bring the reader a sense of comfort and normality when addressing the topic of transgender people. I wanted to bring anyone who read the story and identities as transgender to be able to find a place of peace and acceptance, as I believe everyone deserves to find that place especially within pieces of literature.
What inspired me while writing this piece was a short story that I was introduced to in the module known as The Missing Person by Jennifer Finney Boylan. -
“There was an old wooden cabinet, badly made, in the corner of the bathroom that had a loose board in the bottom. I pulled off the loose board, and put the skirt and blouse in the secret compartment”
This line gave me the idea for where Lucy would discover the lost items in Willow’s backpack.
The Heartstopper series by Alice Oseman. Is another thing that inspired me especially with the characters in the short story, mainly Lucy which I took inspiration from the character Tori in the series who is the older sister of one of the main characters in the book, who is always teasing her brother, however is very supportive and protective of him.
“’Jesus, how do you just appear out of nowhere?’ ‘Older sister magic’”
While making the 1st draft of this piece I tried to do a spinoff of The Missing Person, however felt as though it would take away too many details from the original material and make it difficult to make my own changes without potentially making the characters and their personalities too different.
I also wanted to write in 1st person as that is usually how I tend to write when making stories, however thought it would be nice to try and challenge myself and my creativity. This made me really think about the world that surrounds the characters more than I usually would.
I wanted to add more to the piece, but soon realised that parts of the story might seem rushed and not very detailed and the light-hearted moments wouldn’t make much of an impact in the story or to the reader.
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