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“It looks like you.” It was the head and shoulders of
a manikin that my wife bought at a flea market.
“Yeah, sure.” Topped with an unruly mass of
shoulder-length chestnut brown hair, it sure as hell
did not look like me. My twin sister, maybe.
Liz glanced from it to me. “It’s pretty obvious. As
soon as I saw it, I figured you were the model.” She
grinned. “Been keeping a secret?”
“Like what? That I’m secretly a manikin?”
“A manikin model. Make a few bucks, pay off that
student loan. Sounds like a plan.”
“Maybe some manikin-maker liked my face. Like
in Seinfeld where the manikin looks like Elaine.”
Liz placed the head atop the wardrobe in the far
corner of our bedroom. “Either way, looks like
Sheila here has found a home.”
“Sheila? Where’d you get that?”
She raised an eyebrow. “That’s what your parents
said, right? Before you were born, they decided:
Shea for a boy, Sheila for a girl.”
“They did say that.” A little too often.
“Well, she’s finally here, full-term plus thirty years.
We should send your folks a card.”
“Congrats, it’s a girl,” I muttered, staring up at that
familiar face. It had just got here and the thing was
already starting to creep me out.

Foreplay
Liz brushed her hair at bedtime. Her hair wasn’t that
long, not quite shoulder-length, but she seemed to
enjoy it. Tonight, she added the wig to her routine.
As her brush passed gently through Sheila’s long
brunette tresses she murmured, “I wonder…”
“What do you wonder?” I sat on the edge of our

bed, wearing only a pair of white panties. I’d long
since given up on men’s undies—too loose.
“What you’d look like with long hair.”
I jerked a thumb at the head. “Like that, maybe?”
“That’s just a manikin. Wigs are meant to be worn.”
She brought it over to me. “Look, it’s in perfect
condition. Feel.”
My fingers slid through the thick mass, smooth as
water, nary a tangle in sight. “It feels real.”
“Maybe it is. Maybe it’s somebody’s hair.” She held
it up to my face. “It even smells nice.”
I took a deep breath, and recognized her favorite
hair spray.
“Let’s try it out.” She got behind me. A moment
later a tight elastic encircled my head and a soft
weight hit my shoulders. The elastic tightened
across my forehead, down past my ears and around

the nape of my neck. Long hair swirled into view on
both sides; for a moment, I couldn’t see.
I heard Liz say, “That’s weird.”
I clawed the hair from my eyes. “What is?” Then I
saw it: without the wig, the manikin had short
brown hair, not that different from my own.
“It looks like me,” I said, stating the obvious.
“It is you… I mean, it’s Shea.” She glanced at me.
“And you’re Sheila. Take a look.”
I looked at the vanity. It was true. The face in the
mirror was hers, no longer frozen in plastic. Sheila
was alive, even if she did need a shave.
Liz set to work with her hairbrush. I have to admit,
it did feel nice. No wonder she did this every night.
“Stand up.”
I turned to face her. She slid her hands under my
ears and flared my new dark brown mane across my
shoulders. “It’s beautiful. I can’t believe it’s really
you.” Smiling, Liz ran her hands down my arms,
then swept me into a hug.
I took the opportunity to undo her brassiere.
She stepped back and let it fall from her breasts.
Before I knew it, she slipped it over my arms and
spun me around. I felt her closing the clasp, but I
didn’t care. The cups were still warm.
“The coup de grâce.” She wrapped two pairs of
panties in a nylon sock and stuffed the bundle into
one of the cups, then did the same on the other side.
Just like that, I had breasts.
Her hungry eyes drank me like fine wine. “Come,
Sheila.” She took my hand. “It’s time for bed.”
The lights went out as I slipped between the sheets.
For the first time in our marriage, Liz took charge
and left no doubt that she wanted to be on top.
What followed was very good. The best ever.
And I was the girl.
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Awakening
By morning the panties were wrapped around my
knees and the wig had crawled to a neutral corner of
the bed. Only the bra was still in place and I nearly
popped a shoulder getting it undone.
Liz had already left for work. I showered, dressed
and shaved, then settled in front of the computer,
where I ran my own one-man rat race. But I
couldn’t get her out of my mind.
The wig lay where I’d left it in a heap on the vanity.
I picked it up and raked my fingers through it—my
nails definitely needed a trim—to get rid of the
tangles. I swung it behind my head, leaned back and
slid it over my too-short hair. Much better.
Feeling like my own wife, I brushed the long hair
and felt its soft weight dance across my shoulders,
even through the fabric of my sweatshirt.
I wandered into the living room. From ten stories up
the city didn’t look so bad, distance achieving what
urban renewal could not. I opened the window a
crack. The air was crisp with a hint of coming snow.
My hands and feet, and everything between, tingled
with the cold. But my head, curiously, felt warm, as
did my neck and shoulders. Who knew a wig would
come in so handy in winter?
I wrapped my lower half in a blanket and went back
to work. I was still there, hours later, when Liz got
home. She kissed the top of my head. “I see Sheila
didn’t want to be put away.”
I grinned at her. “I was cold. Sue me.”
“I’ll do better than that.”
We decided on a hot dinner wherein I was the main
course. By the time it was over we were both
starving. She tucked me into her bra, panty hose and
an old housecoat, and ordered me to make supper.
I didn’t feel like arguing.
The next morning Liz kissed me awake. She
stroked my jaw. “Still smooth, I see. Must be the

hormones.” She pulled me upright. “Sorry, kiddo, I
need that bra.” She pulled it off me and put it on
herself. “Mmm, very nice. You have a bright future
as a bra-warmer.”
She stroked my hair. “Wigs are meant to be worn,
dear, but not necessarily all night. Give her a rest,
okay? And a good brushing; she looks ratty.”
Good advice, but ‘Sheila’ didn’t want to come off.
After a few good tugs, I gave up and used the brush.
It felt nice, but as my hair fell into place my mood
darkened, like a coming storm. When I finally put
the brush down, the wig lifted off easily.
Even in the shower I couldn’t get warm. Later, as I
ran errands, blue sky and sunshine failed to mask
the gloom in my heart. Back at my computer, I
simply could not get anything done. I turned up the
heat but the whole world was cold.

Liz felt my forehead when she got home. “You must
be coming down with something.”
I couldn’t eat and hardly slept, but had none of the
usual flu symptoms. Liz figured it was depression. I
told her to go to work, I’d be fine.
And I was—as soon as Sheila came back.
When Liz got home I was hard at work, warm and
happy in panty hose and one of her old dresses. Her
black velvet headband held the wig’s long locks out
of my eyes. She didn’t say a word about that, just
that she was glad I was feeling better.
Next morning, ‘Sheila’ was again stuck so I tucked
her into a plastic cap for the shower. Luckily, I still
didn’t need to shave.
As I brushed, revelling in the warmth that swirled
across my bare skin, a thought rose from the hidden
depths of my mind like a bubble through liquid
wax: Such lovely hair deserves a lovely face.
I touched my cheek. Liz was right: with long hair, I
looked like my own sister. But I could do better.
A bit of foundation, then rosy blush to highlight my
cheeks. Carefully, I outlined my eyes like I’d seen
Liz do, plucked my brows, added shadows, and
lined and filled in my lips. Not perfect, but better.
I added a dash of perfume, a bra and panty hose,
and a dress Liz had recently worn to work. I
replaced my slippers with a pair of her best heels,
then stumbled around the apartment feeling daring.
Even in a thin dress that left my throat bare and
showed cleavage, I felt warm all over.

Revelation
“Tell me,” Liz said over the dinner I prepared, “how
long have you had these feelings?”
“What feelings?”
“I mean: how long have you been a cross-dresser?”
I almost laughed. “What makes you think that?”
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“Well, let’s see.” She counted her fingers. “The wig,
the dress, the makeup, the undies, the shoes. Need I
go on? You’re cross-dressed right now!”
“This stuff? Uh—”
“You don’t turn into a tranny overnight.” She
pointed her fork at my chest. “You’ve done this
before. Did little Shea wear mommy’s things when
they left you home alone? Did big Shea dress as a
pretty co-ed for frat parties? Did she kiss the boys?”
“No! I never did this before. Really.”
“Oh? What about that drawer full of panties?”
“That was your idea! I used to wear briefs, but I
never used the vent. You suggested panties.”
“I know. I gave you some of mine to get you started.
But maybe you wore other things of mine?”
“Not before the last few days.”
“I see.” Liz chewed on her lower lip. “Shea, I know
I bought the wig and encouraged you to do this. It
was a hoot. But you need to give it a rest.”
“I tried, remember? I got depressed. I couldn’t get
warm. You thought I was sick.”
“You were! It was just a bug. Wearing a wig and a
dress isn’t the cure for the common cold.”
“Ordinarily, I’d say you’re ri—”
“I am right! Please, just take it off!”
I stared at the woman I loved, her face white, her
food forgotten. “Okay,” I muttered, “but—”
“No buts. I’ll help.” She came around the table and
grabbed the wig.
“Ow! Hey—careful, it’s stuck.”
“Wigs don’t get stuck. I can’t—” She pawed at my
forehead. “I can’t find a seam.”
“Ouch!” I slapped at her hand. “This happened
before. I just brushed it until it came loose.”
Liz dragged me into the bedroom and brushed my
hair until it hurt. Finally she gave up. “Damn, it is
stuck. Tell me you didn’t glue it down.”

I shook my head, but I don’t think she believed me.
Feeling the soft weight of freshly-groomed tresses
against my back, I felt pretty good. If I was stuck
with long hair, I figured I could live with it.

Armor
To make Liz happy I scrubbed the makeup, ditched
the lady’s wear and clumped around the apartment
in my ugly old sneakers. I put my hair into a
ponytail, so I could pass in public. If anyone
wondered how I went from short hair to long inside
of a week, they kept their mouths shut.
A few days later Liz inspected my eyebrows and
accused me of plucking them. I denied it. We
argued. She said I must be wearing makeup during
the day, why else would I shave so close every
morning? Then she stormed off to work.
Of course, I hadn’t shaved since all this began, but I
didn’t mention that. Why upset her? But it got me
thinking. If she thought I was wearing makeup
anyway, then why the hell shouldn’t I? I’d been
cold all week, not to mention dressed like a frump.
I shook the pony out of my hair and hit the shower,
washing the wig for the first time. I used Liz’s Neet
on my arms and chest, even shaved my ‘pits.
In the bedroom, I dug into her undies drawer and
slipped into her best black panty hose and that black
velvet slip she never wore, which laced up the front
and perfectly matched her favorite spiky pumps.
Making up was easier this time. My face seemed to
have gained symmetry, which is a fancy way of
saying that I looked more feminine, even without
makeup. Plus, my eyebrows really were thinner; I
hardly needed to pluck them at all.
I went through the usual routine of foundation and
blush, eyeliner and shadow, lip liner and lipstick—
but it didn’t take much to bring out the woman
within. In fact, she looked better than ever.

I stepped into Liz’s favorite “little black dress” and
inspected the effect in the mirror, flaring my hair
across bare shoulders. It felt wonderful, like being
wrapped in a blanket fresh from the dryer.
I stepped onto the balcony. Cold air bit at my
exposed arms and legs, but nothing could hurt me.
As a beautiful woman, I was protected by an
impenetrable armor of feminine beauty.

Growth
Liz found me hard at work on the computer, still
dressed like I was bound for a cocktail party. For
once, she was lost for words. She dropped into a
chair and stared at me.
I swung around, shook the hair from my eyes, and
stared back. I smiled. She didn’t.
Finally, she said, “Just tell me why,” mumbling the
words. “Why are you doing this?”
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“Don’t be such a drama queen,” I purred. “I just
needed to get warm.”
Liz bit her lip. “You’ve been doing this all week.”
“Oh, no. Just today. After what you said, why not?”
She flung herself at me, clawing my head, pulling
on my hair. Damn, that hurt. “No seam, no elastic
mesh. Did you glue it on?” She dug down to inspect
my scalp. “Jesus, I can’t even tell it’s a wig!”
“Maybe it isn’t. Not anymore.”
She sat down. “What do you mean?”
What could I say? “I just feel… different.”
“In what way?” She felt my forehead.
“Not sick.” I sighed. “Look, I didn’t glue it down.
And, uh… I haven’t shaved all week.”
She felt my jaw. “But you’re smooth.”
“I know.” My voice low, I said, “It’s changing me,
Liz. From the top down, it’s slowly making me
more… feminine.” I paused. “My nose is smaller,
my Adam’s apple is gone, my voice is higher. And,
well… these aren’t socks on my chest.”
Liz gasped. “You mean—?”
I nodded. “They’re not huge. They’re more like
sweet-sixteen. But it’s all me.”
Liz stifled a sob. “I didn’t know.”
“You know what’s really scary? In the middle of all
these changes—” Needlessly, I pointed at it. “My
brain is affected too. I don’t feel sorry about any of
this—when you’re not here to remind me.”
“Oh, Shea…” There were tears in her eyes.
I shook my head. “The wig doesn’t want me to be
him anymore. It needs me to be her.” I looked away.
“It’s so strong. I don’t know how to fight it.”
She took my hand. “We’ll fight it together.”

Sheila
For a few days I went back to men’s wear. We tried
everything to get rid of the wig. The hair wouldn’t

cut, it wouldn’t burn, acid failed to damage it. Too
bad we didn’t have any Kryptonite.
“It’s no use,” I moaned, my voice angelic. “You’re
just making it mad.” I pulled up my shirt to show
her the C-cups that had grown in the last hour.
“Please stop, before they get bigger.”
Liz set the blowtorch aside. “It’s alive,” she said. “It
must be some kind of parasite.”
My body tingled all over. A parasite that changed
its host to suit its own needs. And for some reason it
needed me to be a woman.
A girlish sigh escaped my lips. “It’s over…”
“You can’t just give up!”
I looked her in the eye. “Of course I can. I’m not a
man anymore.”
Her face went blank. I held her hand. “Look at it
this way: Your husband is gone, but I’m still here.
Please—help me be Sheila.”
She forced a smile. “What do you want me to do?”
I hugged her. We both cried a little. “How about we
shave these hairy mutts I call legs.”
I knew Liz felt awful, but she never let me see it.
She waxed my legs, all the way to the bikini zone,
where we found that I was no longer male. I wasn’t
quite female either—there was nothing there but a
small opening for use in the bathroom. But maybe
there were more changes still to come.
Liz handed me a new pair of sheer panty hose. “For
those perfect legs,” she said softly.
I had to agree; they looked great. So did the black
leotard I bought her last Christmas, along with her
best pair of strappy heels and the grey jacket she
liked to wear for staff meetings.
Liz should have been a beautician. She laid out
everything I needed on the vanity and showed me
exactly how to use it. She applied blush and eye
shadow, used a small sponge to contour my cheeks
and liner to exaggerate my mouth and eyes.

She let me add the final touches: mascara for lashes
that quivered with anticipation, lipstick for lips that
trembled with something approaching fear, and a
dusting of powder for the lovely face in the mirror.
She brushed my thick brunette tresses and used her
curling iron to give the ends a gentle wave.
I added a few squirts of her favorite hair spray. I
shook my head; dark waves slid in and out of my
field of view. “Purr-fect,” I said coyly.
“Yes, you are,” Liz murmured.
Suddenly, I knew the truth. I swept to my feet.
Confidence surged through my veins like fire.
“You were right. It is a parasite, alien to this world.
The wig is its dormant state. It’s reproducing inside
me. To continue its life cycle it needs a new host, a
male host. That’s why I am a woman.”
Her eyes got very big. She knew.
I purred like a tigress. “It’s a social disease. One I
intend to spread far and wide. Which is why I need
you to find me a few good men.”  
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