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Amanda HawkinsPlaying the Part: The inevitable consequences of taking cross-dressing to the next level…
~

I was almost done dressing when the bedroom

door squeaked open. I’d left it ajar on purpose;

I wasn’t looking for privacy. Half-turning, I

noticed my girlfriend stop dead and stare, her

hand frozen on the knob. “Oh, hi, babe…

Nope, you’re not dreaming, it really is me.”

Sarah’s jaw dropped. “… Craig?”

I managed to avoid laughing. She’d been very

supportive—for the most part—the last few

months, since the big reveal, and laughing at

her wouldn’t be nice. “After all the practice

you thought was such a waste of time, your

boyfriend…” I paused for dramatic effect. “—

has finally mastered the delicate art of cross-

dressing. Took me long enough, huh?”

I fumbled with the zipper on my mini-dress. It

was working a minute ago… “Be a love and

zip me up, ‘kay?” I showed her my back.

To her credit, she came right over. I felt her

hands grasp the tab and the hem of the dress,

followed by a gentle pull to distance the two.

Smoothly, the dress began to close.

“Hang on—” I twisted my shoulders to loosen

the fabric, then lifted my long hair with both

hands. The zipper clicked into place near the

back my neck. I let go, gave my head a shake,

and ran my fingers through the thick brunette

tresses that tumbled onto my back.

Sarah backed away. I flashed her a coy smile.

“I don’t bite, you know.”

“I know. It’s just…” Her gaze fell. “I just can’t

believe how real you look.”

“I am real.” I smoothed the front of my dress,

then tugged on the hem. It was the perfect

look for me; this time, I really had outdone

myself. Between the weight loss, the human-

hair extensions and a pair of breast forms that

could pinch-hit for the real thing, I looked

completely natural—which of course was my

goal all along. “That’s the whole idea, isn’t it?

I’m doing this to look like a real woman.”

She nodded glumly. “I get it. But it’s—”

“You never thought I’d look this real.” I tossed

my hair to settle it evenly across my back. “I

could walk out that door right now and no one

would know I wasn’t just like you.”

She crossed her arms. “Is that what you are? A

woman, just like me?”

I studied myself in the mirror. “I’m not sure.

In part… I suppose I must be.”
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Sarah bit her lip. “So… Where does that leave us? As a couple, I mean.”

“Same as always. Just because I turn into a woman now and then doesn’t mean we

aren’t an item.” I tried to make eye contact in the mirror, but she seemed to be

staring at my back—and why not, I thought, given that my hair was a lot longer

than hers. She had just returned from a weekend visit with her parents and was

dressed casually in jeans and a plain sweater. With me wearing a mini-dress and

high heels, there was little doubt as to who was more feminine.

She shook her head. “It’s just… kind of hard to remember that sometimes.”

“You’re looking at this the wrong way.” I checked my look in the mirror, poking

at stray hairs. “Don’t think of me as a guy who just turned himself into a woman.

Instead, oooh… why not think of me as Craig’s little sister, Kaitlyn? With a ‘K’.”

Sarah smiled wryly. “My therapist suggested the same thing.”

“Well, there you go. Sound medical advice.” I took a moment to admire the way a

subtle touch with liner and eye shadow had made my eyes look so much bigger. I

had become adept at using as little makeup as possible to contour my face, add

emphasis to my cheekbones, make my mouth look fuller and, well… kissable. No

one could possibly doubt that this lovely face belonged to a woman.

She hefted her overnight bag onto the bed. “All right. I can do that.”

“If you like,” I said softly, “we could hang out together, as friends. Do lunch, go

shopping, that sort of thing.” I wriggled my hips and repeatedly tugged on my

hem. Might the dress be a little too short? “But it’s up to you. I can just do my

own thing. I have to hang out here because—oh, let’s say my boyfriend’s a bit of a

jerk. He’s a truck driver so he’s away a lot. But when he’s home, sometimes he

hits the bottle too hard and I need to stay away for awhile.”

Sarah was silent for a moment, staring at my back. Then she nodded. “I can relate.

My dad was like that. But, Kaitlyn—I did warn you about the guy.”
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Great, she bought into the script! Now I just had to remember to play

the part myself. “Oh, I know… It’s my fault. I wouldn’t listen.”

“Can’t say I blame you, though. Ben’s a real man’s man, if you know

what I mean. And he’s an okay guy when he’s not drinking.”

Ben? Sarah’s boyfriend from high school? Interesting choice. “Every

time this happens, I keep thinking he’ll change.” I turned away from

the mirror, shaking my head. “But he never does.”

“Keep the faith, sweetie.” Sarah feigned sympathy and we hugged, as

women do. Best friends forever, I told myself.

I returned to the mirror, daubing at my eyes with a kleenex; not to stop

my makeup from running, but to remove a few stray bits of mascara.

Long earrings bumped against my neck and I drank in the scent of the

perfume I had applied just before Sarah’s arrival. All of it came

together at once: the roleplay, the mascara, the earrings, the heady

scent of jasmine. I felt like more of a woman than ever before.

Sarah unpacked her bag. “Ordinarily, to cheer a girl up I’d suggest a

makeover. But you seem to have the bases covered in that regard.”

I faced her. “You think so? Do you like?” I straightened up and struck

a pose. “I’ve been working on this look all day.”

“Like it? Babe, you look fantastic!” She looked me over. “With a body

like that, a gal could have any guy she wanted.”

“Really?” I checked out the side view in the mirror. No doubt about it;

between the tight girdle and my crazy-glued breasts, I’d managed to

sculpt myself a pretty sweet figure. Better than Sarah’s, in fact. Nice

legs… hair halfway down my back… sweetly feminine face… maybe

she was right. A girl like this could have any guy she wanted.

“Sure thing,” Sarah said, plopping herself on the bed. “If you weren’t

taken, I could set you up just like that.” She snapped her fingers.

My heart skipped a few beats. Oh God… was that what I wanted? But

I was happy, being with Sarah. Why would I want—? No… I had to

correct myself: Craig was happy with Sarah. I’m Kaitlyn.

Again I faced myself in the mirror. Cross-dressing, I thought—and

not for the first time—is like climbing a mountain: get to the top of

one peak and you find another one beyond it, higher than the first, and

then another beyond that. Where does it all end? There has to be a

highest mountain someplace.

I’d been climbing for months, if not years, gaining strength as I went.

I had forced my body into womanly form, mastered the art of makeup

and adopted feminine mannerisms. I had even learned to modulate my

voice with a distinctly feminine lilt. No one could look, listen or even

touch me without assuming I was a woman. What was left?

I drew a shaky breath. One peak remained unclimbed. No matter what

the cost, I had to go for it. When you’ve come this far… the choice is

no longer yours. “Maybe you should,” I said quietly.

Sarah looked shocked, confused and dismayed, all at once.

“You should set me up,” I said, facing her.

“But—” She bit her lip. “What about… Ben?”

I shook my head. “He’s never going to change. I deserve better.”

“But… you’ve been together for a long time. Since high school, right?

You can’t just throw him away… can you?”

That was cutting close to the bone. Craig had known Sarah since high

school; she was his first girlfriend. But at the moment, I wasn’t him.
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“I’m not. Don’t you see?” I twisted my fingers together. “It’s because

of him I had to leave. It’s sort of like we’re separated.”

Sarah crossed her arms. “He doesn’t know that.”

“Maybe not. But he’s off on a road trip by now, all the way to New

York, so it’s not like he’ll ever find out.” I perched on the edge of the

bed, legs together. “I just need to know what I’ve been missing.”

“Do tell—Katie. What have you been missing?”

“That’s just it: I don’t know. Benny was my first boyfriend. I do love

the guy, but… I need to find out who I am. As a woman.”

“I see. That does sort of make sense.” Sorrow flashed across her face.

“You’ve certainly blossomed as—as a woman, these last few months.

I don’t blame you.”

I squeezed her hand. “You know, this has nothing to do with you and

Craig. You two were meant to be together. Haven’t I always said that,

girlfriend? Right from the start? You’ll be fine.”

She squeezed back. “I hope so. But he won’t be around as often as he

used to. Or as much as I’d like him to be.”

“Probably not.” I slid closer and put my arm around her. We were

almost exactly the same size. “That’s just life, I guess. He has to go do

some stuff. You know, to be a complete person.”

“I get it. I really do.” She patted my knee. “Now, as for you… I know

this guy from my spin class who’d be just perfect. He’s tall and totally

manly, and I once overheard him mention that he’s bi. That doesn’t

really matter to you, of course, ‘cause like you’re a girl and he’s a guy,

but… ya know. In case it ever comes up.” She shrugged.

I kissed the side of her head. “Thank you, Sarah.”

~ SIX MONTHS LATER ~

We lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling, arms at our sides. Time to

admit what had become apparent to us both: it wasn’t going to work.

“I’m sorry,” I said, sounding more like a woman than ever. “I’m just

too used to being, uhm…” I couldn’t bring myself to say it.

“Penetrated?” Beneath the sheets, Sarah’s hand found mine. “That’s

understandable. Kaitlyn goes out once or twice a week, doesn’t she?

That’s a lot of dates. A lot of… thrusting.” More than she knew.

Kaitlyn had two regular boyfriends and others on the side. The last six

months had been a blur of bare skin and carnal pleasure.

“It’s not your fault.” Even in the dark I could sense her looking at me.

“It’s me,” she said. “I’ve been dosing your corn flakes with estrogen. I

went off the pill months ago, but I kept the prescription.”

A chill went through me. “Sarah… six months ago, I bought hormone

supplements online. I’ve been taking—”

Sarah giggled. “You’re double-dosing? Wow, that explains a lot. The

way your figure’s been developing, those cute little breasts…”

Instinctively, I clutched my chest. “But that means I’ll never be able

to perform—” I couldn’t say it. In reality, I was never much of a man.

Underneath my fingers, my nipples began to harden.

“That’s okay. I got it covered.” Sarah reached into the drawer of her

nightstand to retrieve an object whose purpose was all too obvious.

She slipped her legs through the straps and secured it to her hips,

grunting as the shorter blunt end impaled her womanhood.

Resigned, I rolled over and assumed the position. “Half a sec while I

lube up, babycakes.” Her hands gripped my hips. “From now on,” she

said sternly, “I’ll do the penetrating around here.”  �


