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Amanda HawkinsBeauty and the Bestie: A journey to the dark side of hypnosis…
~

“Manny, c’mon already.” Trish was feeling a bit 

hot and bothered herself. This was one of her 

more difficult clients, of this or any other day. 

“Stop fidgeting,” she said, not for the first time. 

“I’m nearly done.”

“Sorry. It’s just—” He licked his lips. “It’s kinda 

hard to believe this is happening.”

“Uh-huh. I’ve heard it all before, chiquita. ‘Ooh, 

I simply can-not believe that girl in the mirror is 

me! Like, I’m a guy so what’s up with that?’”

“Yeah, I get it. You’ve done this before. Loads of 

times. First time for me, though.”

“No worries. You get a bit jaded after awhile, is 

all.” She turned off the curling iron and returned 

it to the holder. “All done. Pretty as a picture.”

“Thank you. I know it wasn’t easy.”

Trish patted a few stray blonde hairs into place. 

“You were fine while I fused those extensions 

into your hair, and even through most of the 

makeover. It was only after we poured you into 

that dress that things got a bit weird.”

“Yeah… I guess that’s when I turned into a girl, 

as far as the mirror is concerned.” The 20-year-

old shook his head, watching intently as blonde 

curls danced across his shoulders. “When you 

look like this, and you’ve got boobs and you’re 

wearing a fancy dress and everything… well… 

you kinda start thinking maybe you really are a 

girl…” He shivered. “On some level.”

“Everyone feels that way, sweetie.” Trish 

pulled up a stool and took a powder brush

to the boy’s face. He was getting a bit moist.

“Everyone? You mean just us girlyboys, right?” 

He managed a quick smile.

“You didn’t seem all that girly when you got 

here. Your ‘girliness’ is strictly a function of 

my skill as a beautician, I assure you.”

“But I sat through all this. Willingly.” He blinked 

a few times in quick succession. “No one had to 

force me to do this. Doesn’t that make—”

“Lots of guys enjoy dressing up,” Trish said. 

“There’s no shame in that.”

“I guess not… as long as I can remember which 

bathroom to use. That’s not easy, these days.”

Trish touched the boy’s arm, noticing how slim 

it felt. No one was likely to mistake him for a 

male anytime soon. “No, it isn’t,” she said firmly. 

“As long as you look like this, you must use the 

ladies room. No matter what state you’re in.”

“Really?” He gave his head a quick shake. His 

curls waved back. “I know I look good, but…”

“No buts. You could get hurt in a men’s room, 

whether you get ‘read’ or not.” She patted his 

hand. “Trust me, you’re gonna fit right in—in 

any ladies room in the land. All anyone’s likely 

to think is, ‘OMG, I wish I looked that good.’”

“Seriously? You think real girls are gonna look 

at me and—I dunno—envy the way I look?”
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“Of course they will! Can you see yourself? You 

look like you’re ready to hit the runway at the 

Miss America pageant.” She spritzed her client 

with the eau de toilette he’d brought in with the 

rest of his outfit. “Told you I was the best… By 

the way, I can’t call you ‘Manny’ anymore. Do 

you have a better name for who you are now?”

His gaze fell to the floor. “Marilyn.”

Trish smiled. “Of course. It suits you. I’m sure 

Miss Monroe would be flattered.”

“I’ve always been a big fan of hers.”

“Aren’t we all?” She stood up. “Well, Marilyn, 

you’re ready to rock. What’s next for the blonde 

bombshell? You got a pageant to crash?”

Manny rose gracefully from the styling chair, 

balancing easily on four-inch heels, and picked 

up the clutch purse he’d brought with him. “To 

be perfectly honest… I don’t know.”

Trish looked puzzled. “How can you not know?”

“I don’t remember.” He straightened his back 

and headed for the door. The bill had been paid 

for in advance, by telephone; that much he knew. 

Everything else was a total mystery.

~

Once outside, Manny’s steps faltered. He found 

himself standing by the railing of a four-storey 

atrium, looking down at the mall’s food court. 

Overhead was a skylight, with sunlight flashing 

through at a shallow angle. Heels clicked on the 

tile flooring and a taffeta skirt swirled about his 

ankles. He felt horribly out of place.

“Excuse me, Miss. Is this seat taken?”

Manny knew that voice. “Rick? What’re you 

doing here? What seat? What’s with the suit?”

“Just checkin’ up on my best bud. And may I say, 

you look abso-fuckin’-fantastic.” He flashed the 

smile he was known for, which made him look 

like Johnny Depp’s younger brother. “As for the 

fancy duds, I thought we might check out the 

dance later on. After we grab din-din.”

“Are you nuts? Looking like this? I’m gonna go 

home, change and scrub myself raw.”

“Yeah, well… that’s not gonna happen anytime 

soon.” He presented Manny with a corsage.

“What’s this for? How’d you know I was here?” 

He paused to search his memory. “I didn’t tell 

you, did I? I don’t remem—”

“You slip it over your wrist.” He helped slide the 

corsage into place, then took Manny’s hand. 

“Who’d ya think dropped you off here?”

Manny stared at his dainty fingers entwined in 

Rick’s huge paw. “I don’t remember that.”

“‘Course not. I used the code word that made you 

forget aaaaall about the hypnotic programming.”

“Say what? Hypnosis? That’s bogus.”

“Not so, my friend. Some people are suggestible, 

others aren’t. For those that are—it might as well 

be magic.” He snapped his fingers and pointed at 

Manny. “Alakazam—your name is Marilyn.”

Very briefly, Manny’s eyes glazed over. “I… I’m 

Marilyn,” he whispered, unable to think of any 

other name for himself. “How’d you do that?”

“Not important. Alakazam—call me ‘Rock’.”

Manny blinked. “As in ‘Hudson’? I don’t think 

he and Marilyn ever got together.”

“That’s gonna change. See, I got a table booked 

at the Classy Parrot for six-pm. Then we’ll cruise 

by the dance, with you hangin’ off my arm like 

I’m Jack Sparrow and bend-it-like-Beckham all 

rolled into one. Post-midnight, we head off to the 

Four Seasons where a king-size bed awaits.”

“What the hell?” Manny’s eyes bugged out. “You 

can’t be serious, dude! You and me?”

“Abso-fuckin’-lutely. You think I went to all this 

trouble just to get stood up? Not a chance.”

Manny yanked his hand back. “Tough luck. I’ll 

just find my own way home and—”

“Alakazam—you don’t know where ‘home’ is.”

“Crap. Cut that out! I mean it, R—Rock.”

“Besides—alakazam—you’re my girlfriend and 

you’d way rather spend the night with me.”

Manny’s eyes closed. He swayed on his heels. 

Rick slipped an arm around his buddy’s waist. A 

moment later, long lashes fluttered open. “Ooo, 

Rockie… Did I hear you right? Dinner, dancing, 

and a nice big bed? ‘Cause, like, you know it 

ain’t real nice to get a girl’s hopes up and all.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it, babe. It’s you and me, for 

sure. All night long.” And so it was.  �
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Bonus caption: My best friend—how could you do this to me?

Hypnosis is a common trope in TG 
fiction. It has near-magical powers, 
one would think—able to leap tall 
buildings in a single bound, remove 
any and all inhibitions one might 
have to becoming a woman, and 
perhaps even do the deed itself.

The truth is a bit more complicated. 
Some people are highly susceptible 
to hypnotic suggestion, and some 
are not. For those that aren’t, the 
hypnotist might as well be talking to 
his cat for all the good it’s going to 
do. But for someone who is highly 
suggestible, and who secretly wants 
what the hypnotist is peddling, the 
sky’s the limit. He’ll do whatever he’s 
told. Why? Because the act of being 
hypnotized has removed the social 
constraints that were keeping him 
from doing it on his own.

And yet… the awesome power of 
the mind to alter its own physical 
environment has yet to be fully 
explored. Convince a man that he 
truly is a woman, where every fiber 
of his being believes that to be the 
case, and perhaps the body would 
have no choice but to follow where 
the mind leads. Mind over matter, 
my friends. Believe it or not…


