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Amanda HawkinsWith this wig, I thee become… (oh, please, please…)
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Author’s Note
While this enticing little caption may seem, on the surface, to be

somewhat autobiographical, I hasten to assure my readers that this

is not the case. First, my boy name is not Todd (or Rod) [Simpsons

reference] or anything remotely similar. Far from it: I don’t even

know anybody named Todd (or Rod). So there’s that.

Also, my mother never once dressed my father as a woman, for a

costume ball or any other reason. At least, not that I know of. (Nor

did he ever dress himself as a woman, that I know of; he really

wasn’t big on costumes.) She may have dressed me up once or

twice for Halloween, as a pretty little witch with a black dress and

makeup, but then again that might be a fond memory I created on

my own. False memories are a real thing, folks, and it ain’t just

overzealous psychologists using hypnosis who retrieve the things;

sometimes we can do it all by ourselves.

On the other hand, when I finally got my own apartment… well, I

do have to bring my own experience to bear on what I write, don’t

I? So yes, there were women’s clothes (lots), and makeup, and

wigs (several), and there was lots of experimenting (blonde is so

not my color). I only wish I’d been able to move on to human hair

wigs, but alas the budget never did stretch that far.

On my best day, I might have got to within hailing distance of the

woman in this caption. I was never quite expert enough with a

makeup brush—would that I had access to YouTube videos at that

time! And my hair never looked quite that good (the budget thing).

But I was right there, past the edge of passable, on the fuzzy border

between “she’s okay” and “hey good-lookin’!”

If I had ever been able to look into a mirror and see that face, with

that hair, gazing back at me… well, my life might’ve taken a sharp

left turn right then and there, burning rubber all the way.

Presented with a face (and hair) so beautiful, so feminine, and so

inherently womanly, it would’ve been hard to turn away. I suspect I

would have felt driven to bring the rest of my body up to speed, to

achieve feminine perfection in its own right. How could I not?

For a face (and hair) like that, how could I not do whatever it took

to keep the weight off, stay in (feminine) shape, and acquire the

necessary accessories to enhance that shape? How could I not

learn to move and carry myself as a woman would, and to speak as

women do? How could I not discipline myself to act and function

and live as a woman as much as possible, so as not to let that face

(and hair) down? At the end of the night—any night—how could I

bring myself to deconstruct such a face (and hair)?

No, I suspect that had I achieved this level of feminine perfection,

it might well have been the end of life as a man and the beginning

of true womanhood. It may sound shallow, but for me a physical

beauty this intense could well have been a game-changer.

I envision a future where alterations of this nature are quickly and

easily achieved—in a clinic, on an out-patient basis. Not just one’s

gender, but one’s hair, body shape and size, and every other

physical attribute could be adjusted at will. Where would it end?

Would we all turn ourselves into spectacular physical specimens,

whether male or female? I suspect not.

Variations from the physical traits that start out as standard norms

would become more desirable. We all have a need to be unique, in

our own way. Yet if it were me, stepping out of a time machine in

the fabulous year 2219, I’d head straight for the nearest body-

sculpting clinic—and look no further for the woman who would

emerge in my place, than the picture shown above. For in a way,

she is a truer reflection of my inner self than I am.  �


