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Man, this is unbelievable. Hair extensions down to 
my pecs and still I have this irresistible craving for 
more. It’s like a drug. Consider yourself warned.

I have here a 22-inch pony/fall hairpiece, with 
pressure-sensitive clips. I’ll just fasten it to my 
own hair somewhere back here…

Some of this is natural; the bits growing out of my 
scalp, for instance. It’s been a year since my last 
boy-cut, so five or six inches must be mine. I had 
the extensions color- and texture-matched to my 
own hair so you really can’t tell the difference.

Gotta be careful here; the extensions start about 
two inches out. My real hair isn’t quite this thick.

I think this is me. Oooh, owie—it is. The clip goes 
in here. Good thing I’ve got healthy roots. That’s 
what they told me over at Pandora’s Place.

The cool thing about this is that it’s versatile. If I 
wanted I could wear it as a ponytail. Just pull back 
my current hair, clip the piece over the elastic, tie 
it down with the drawstring. Mmmm… that’d be the 
thickest, juiciest ponytail ever, am I right?

I’ll try that later. Right now I’m all over adding 
thickness and body to this hairdo. Voluminous hair 
and lots of it—that’s me, all day long.

This is tricky. You have to seat the clips as far in 
as you can, or it’ll come loose. It’s hard to get all 
four of the little beggars tight at the same time.

Jeez, I’ve turned into such a wig junkie. My closet 
is stuffed full of the things; all different colors 
and lengths. It’s like the back room of a wig salon. 
And I know a lot of wig salons; a few of the places 
I walk into, the stylists all yell “Danny!”

At least, they used to. It’s “Daisy” now.

Yeah, I was a guy back then. Didn’t I mention? Still 
am, in fact, under all this makeup, the little black 
dress, the four-inch heels, the sexy lingerie…

Hard to believe, I know. But guess what, that’s the 
effect I was going for. Surprise, surprise.

It all started last Halloween, as this sort of thing 
often does. My girlfriend wanted us to go a party 
as each other—really well disguised—and then wear 
some lame costume over that. I went as a nurse.

Pam dressed as a cowboy. She had long hair, which 
she tucked up into the hat, and I wore a wig. Our 
faces are similar enough and Pam wore lifts. People 
tend to see what they expect to see.

We revealed ourselves to the judges right before 
the deadline. And won going away, of course.

No, I didn’t talk much that night. I didn’t sound the 
way I do now, back then. There’s this chemical you 
can spray on your vocal cords, see? So the muscle 
tightens up and seriously raises the pitch of your 
voice. Maybe you heard of it?

Turns out, if you use the stuff constantly for, like, 
three or four months straight, it gets to the point 
where it stops wearing off. It’s been nearly three 
weeks and I still sound like a little girl.

It’s not so bad. The stuff costs a fortune so I’m 
saving serious coin by not using it. Not that the 
money stays in the bank, of course; it’s just that 
much more to spend on my hair.

After the party, Pam decided that me looking like 
her was a huge turn-on, so she had me in that wig 
and her lingerie practically all the time. For date 
nights, I mean. I guess she’s kind of a narcissist. 
What was your first clue?

Then she cut her hair. That was my first clue that 
she was getting ultra serious. She started binding 
her chest and wearing a strap-on. From then on, I 
was the girlfriend and Pam was “the guy”.

It just snowballed from there. I haven’t seen Pam 
in nearly three months; she goes by “Pierce” now. 
That’s her little joke; it’s what she does to me.

Anyway, that’s her kink. Mine is having long hair.

I started buying wigs online, and Pam took me to a 
few salons. A month or two of that and then one of 
the stylists suggested hair extensions. They were 
temporary at first, but a few weeks back I bit the 
bullet and went permanent. It’s not like they’re 
gonna last forever. Six months to a year, I’m told.

Wow, this is hard work. Okay… they’re in there to 
stay. Pierce is taking me out dancing tonight. I’d 
hate for my hair to fall out on the dance floor.

Hmmm. It says, the pony/fall extension creates an 
instant hair style in minutes. Beautiful soft waves. 
Okay. Most of what I can see is me, but it sure 
feels heavier. The heavier the better, I say.

All right, the color is a match. Now I just have to 
blend the hairpiece into the overall flow and we’re 
good to go. Now where did I put that hairbrush?
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You’re right, guys can have long hair too. But most 
men can’t pull it off. You have to be an outsider, 
someone who stands apart from society and sneers 
at it. I’m not that kind of guy.

Plus, have you seen the hair on those dudes? It’s all 
stringy and matted and probably smells funny.

I guess I’m the kind of guy who likes pretty hair 
and nice clothes and having doors opened for me… 
You know, girly stuff. That’s what I’m cut out for.

It didn’t take long for the stylists to figure that 
out too. Katarina down at Pandora’s decided that 
I needed a makeover, so she did stuff to my face 
that made it look like this.

I mean, it’s not like I’m a whole new person. These 
cheekbones are original equipment. Actually, they 
were my mother’s. I look a lot like her now.

That was three months ago. The ladies put me on a 
home beauty regime and my skin is so much softer, 
and smoother too. A bit of botox here and there 
didn’t hurt either. Except for the needles.

It’s done. What you want, in a style like this, is a 
nice even spread all the way around, so it spills over 
both shoulders at the same time, and covers your 
chest with these loose curls, and dangles way down 
your back as well. Maybe it looks like a helmet, but 
I like to think of it as a nice heavy hood that 
protects my whole head and smells nice too.

Well, it’s what I want. Pick your own poison.

Sidewalk psychoanalysis. I feel safe this way, not 
to mention attractive—and valued as well. What 
does that tell you? I never felt like I was worth 
much as a guy. Now I feel priceless.

Heck, I’m a goddamn work of art. You could hang 
me in The Louvre and nobody would call the cops.

My chest? Saline implants, as of last week. They 
were a present from Pierce. He said he needed 
something to hang on to when we’re in bed playing 
cowboy and horsey. I’m the horse, of course.

A horsey named Daisy? Sure, why not.

No, I don’t mind. He’s more considerate than you’d 
think. Not once in all this time has he pulled on my 
hair, and it would be such an easy thing to do—you 
know, ‘cause there’s so much of it.

The new breasts should help. We’ll be giving them a 
test run tonight, after we get home. Hi-ho, Daisy!

No, I’m not sure where it goes from here. Shemale 
or female, it’s all the same to me. For a change, I 
guess it’d be nice to face the guy that’s doing me.

Pierce is doing well, financially speaking, but Pam’s 
the one with the job. He says his “sister” is looking 
pretty “butch” these days, but women can get away 
with that. Me, I’m a lipstick lesbian all the way. 
That or a regular sausage jockey. It’s hard to tell.

Danny lost his job. People get so weirded out by a 
simple thing like a man turning into a woman. That’s 
when I found this position. Dream job, right?

I mean, I know the product inside out and the way 
I look now is totally an asset, instead of—you know, 
a freak. Not to mention the employee discount.

Anyway, let’s get back to you, sweetie.

You’ll take the pony/fall? Good choice. With your 
hair I’d recommend wearing it as a ponytail. You’ll 
need to grow some more and add extensions before 
you’re ready for the Big Hair look.

Of course, you can come back whenever you want. 
Nobody picks up hairstyling in just one visit. We 
boy-chicks have to stick together, right?

Let’s just color-match your hair to the chart.

Hmmm. Looks like a medium dark brown to me, with 
a touch of auburn. That’s FS4/30 in the database.

Here we are. I’ll just pull your hair back. I’ve got a 
pony elastic you can use. Don’t worry, it’s ouchless.

Have you picked out a femme name yet?

Camille? Oh, very pretty. It’s your mother’s middle 
name? She’ll be flattered, I’m sure.

That’s right, when hell freezes over and you get 
around to telling her. Don’t sell her short, sweetie. 
Mums can surprise you. Mine certainly did.

Just last week she was in the store for a new wig, 
sitting in this very chair, and we got to talking 
about the Halloween I was in kindergarten. She 
dressed me up as a little nurse, apparently, with 
a little wig and everything. Isn’t that a hoot?

I don’t remember, but she said that given how cute 
I looked then, the way I look now is no surprise to 
her. Maybe that’s how it starts for most of us.

I don’t put a lot of thought into the whole “gender 
dysphoria” thing. I mean, sometimes you just have 
to accept yourself for who you are, right? Maybe 
I’m just a guy who’s seriously into being a beautiful 
woman. Nothing wrong with that, is there?

All done. You’ve got yourself a ponytail, girlfriend. 
Now get out there and fly it high.  �


