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Amanda HawkinsThe Voyeuress: She likes to watch, but her kink of choice might be a concern…
~

My wife was supervising my transformation from a chair in the

lounge, where I suspect she was only pretending to read a ragged

copy of Vogue magazine. I suppose she could be looking for ideas

on how she wanted to dress me after we got home, but as far as I

know the plan was for me to wear something from her closet. We

were close enough in size for that to be an option. In any case, the

flow of suggestions from Francine to beautician had continued

throughout my transformation. She seemed to have some pretty

definite ideas on how I should look as a woman.

After a good long stare, I put the mirror down and returned to my

seat. Pam, the stylist, had let me stretch my hairless legs while the

nail polish dried, but now it was time to remove the curlers and

finish my blowout. Interesting that my hair turned out to be just

long enough for the style Francine wanted, which was fairly

similar to the shoulder-plus length waves she’d been wearing ever

since we met in college, nearly four years before. In all that time

she’d encouraged me to let it grow, which now made me wonder

if this is what she’d had in mind all along.

We got married right after graduation and only then did she reveal

her kink: she was a voyeur. She liked to watch, and she wasn’t too

picky about who. A few months back she talked me into having a

threesome with her best friend from childhood, Rachel, a pretty

blonde who was unattached and fond of experimenting. But it

hadn’t taken long for Francine to fade into the background while

Rachel rode me like Secretariat in the Preakness. Now she had

something else in mind and I wasn’t sure I could handle it.

Pam peeled the hair net away and began unwrapping the curlers.

Long strands of wavy brunette hair accumulated to either side of

my face. “Rain or shine,” Pam said, “lovely Kate never had a bad

hair day. And neither will you.”

That would be duchess Kate of England. Francine had specified

her signature locks as a template for my hair. I should be so lucky.
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“Your hair is thinner than hers,” Pam said, as if I cared. “That’s 

why I wanted to really bake the waves in with curlers. It’ll be tough 

enough as it is for you to keep the volume for any length of time.”

As each curler fell away, she sprayed the roots with volumizer. 

After a quick blow-dry, she used an oversize round brush to tidy 

the loose tresses, then misted my hairline with a firm-hold spray 

and lifted the roots with a smaller brush. She bent me forward for 

a quick but vigorous under-brushing, then upright for a somewhat 

gentler tidy-up. Another holding spray sealed the style in place.

I couldn’t believe it. Three short hours in a salon had transformed 

me into a woman who looked good enough to pick up at any party 

I’d ever been to. My volumized hair ended in a surprisingly poofy 

mass of loose waves and curls that spread across my shoulders like 

a scented shawl. While it was there, I realized, I’d never be able to 

pass for male. My glamorized face was almost beside the point.

Pam swept the cape aside and helped me up. “All done and ready to 

rock, sweetie. Good luck on your date. Don’t forget to keep a small 

brush in your purse, run your fingers through your hair every so 

often, and hit the ladies’ every couple of hours for a quick tidy.”

I thanked her, all the while thinking date? Tonight wasn’t really a 

social occasion, was it? Francine just wanted to watch some guy 

‘do’ me. And that got me wondering all over again: why did I let 

myself get talked into this? Why was I so calm at the prospect 

of some pile of muscle with a dick twice the size of mine using 

me for his personal plaything? We’d been through all this with 

Francine’s therapist and I’d agreed to it at the time—but on the 

other hand I only remembered about half of each session. The 

therapist was fond of using hypnotic regression to try to find—

and remove—the source of the objections I was raising at the 

time, and it seemed that she had because I stopped objecting.

But doubts were setting in now, and I voiced them to Francine on 

the way home. She kept her focus on the road, but I could tell 

she was annoyed. “You’re bringing this up now? Conrad is going 

to pick you up in two hours. Sorry, Katie. You’re committed.”
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I told her I probably should be committed—as in institutionalized—

for agreeing to this bizarre situation in the first place. What man in his

right mind would ever do something like this?

She sighed. “You’re not saying that cross-dressers are crazy, are you?

Or transgendered people? That would be just awful!”

“No, of course not. But I’m not a cross-dresser. Or a transgender.”

She threw me a withering glance. “Oh really? Have you looked in a

mirror lately? Do you know what cross-dressing is?”

“Okay, okay. I’m cross-dressed. But it’s not because I wanted to dress

up like a woman. I did this for you—for that thing you wanted.”

“Which you agreed to do, last I heard.” She spun through a right turn

way too fast for comfort. I fought back a rising sense of panic.

“Can’t we talk about this? I don’t like breaking my word, but—”

She handed me her phone. “Call Vivian.” She took her eyes off the

road long enough to glare at me. “Go on! Call my therapist. See what

she has to say about your little ego trip.”

I shrugged and made the connection. As luck would have it, the older

woman was between patients. I explained how I was feeling.

“Well… first, let me first say this. Francine sent me a photo from the

salon, and I have to say I’m very impressed. You’ve become a very

attractive young woman, Katie—may I call you Katie?—and you

should feel perfectly confident in your ability to function as a woman

in the context of tonight’s date.”

“Thanks, I guess. But the problem is—”

“The problem, Katie, is the same one we uncovered during therapy.

Your refusal to accept the fact that you are a cross-dresser. Naturally,

this leads to an internal conflict between your conscious belief that

you’re a ‘regular guy’—as you often stated during our sessions—and

your subconscious desire to wear women’s clothing, assume female

form and emulate the mother-figure from childhood.”

“What, really? Jeez… I don’t remember any of that.”

“I believe it cropped up during your hypnotic regressions.”

I mulled that over. Was I a cross-dresser in denial? It didn’t seem

possible that you could not know something like that, but then again

the human mind can be a bottomless pit of self-delusion.

“You were once female, Katie. Do you remember me saying that? In

the womb, we all start out as female. It’s only in the sixth week that

testosterone begins to work its dark magic—if you can call it that—

and some of us turn into males.”

I remembered. The fact I was once female for a few weeks had been

drilled into me during multiple therapy sessions, to the point where I

began to think my being male was some sort of horrible mistake.

Somebody slipped up and I grew a penis.

“What it means, Katie, is that it’s perfectly normal for you or anyone

else who might nominally be male to assume female form and take on

the role of a woman. You’ve been there before!”

“All right, I guess that’s true, but—” I struggled for the right words.

“Doesn’t that mean, deep down, all men are cross-dressers?”

“In a sense, yes. But not everyone is going to reach their potential in

that regard. Most men aren’t as in-touch with their inner selves as you

are. That makes all the difference in the world, Katie. You know in

your heart this is who you should be, at least part of the time.”

“Yeah, see, that’s what I’m not so sure about. I don’t—”

“Yes, yes. I do see the problem, dear. Your conditioning is breaking

down. I didn’t think it would happen so soon, but it’s the pressure of

the moment, I’m afraid. Nerves.” Her voice grew fainter. “Let me

play you this audio track. The carrier is a pure tone—I’m sure you’ll

recognize it—but it’s modulated with binaural beats designed to

entrain your brainwaves with the message we implanted during your

therapy. It will remind you of the progress we made. Just listen.”

The unearthly wail of a theremin invaded my mind. That was familiar

enough from therapy, but this time it felt edgier—like the instrument

was slightly out of tune. I froze, the phone locked to my ear, nestled

beneath a curtain of long hair. For the next I-don’t-know-how-long

listening to that sound was the most important thing in the world.
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Some time later, I was startled awake when Francine tapped me on the shoulder. We were 

parked in the underground lot at our building. The phone was dead in my hand. I returned 

it to my wife. She grunted, looking satisfied. “Are we good?”

I had to think about it. “Yeah, we’re good.” I felt much calmer than before.

“You’re ready to get dressed? Whatever I want you to wear? No complaints?”

I touched her arm. The candy-apple color of my nails made for a pleasing contrast with the 

creamy ivory of her knit blazer. “Of course, Francie. I trust your fashion sense, you know 

that. You wouldn’t steer me wrong.”

“Hold that thought,” she muttered. We went upstairs.

~

Francine has wonderful taste in clothes. I’ve always known that, but only now did it strike 

me as being important. What she chose for me was a bold two-piece outfit—a long-sleeved 

V-neck jacket and a knee-length pencil skirt—both in black with swirls of Venetian red in 

the shape of flowers and ferns. I’d never seen her wear it, but it certainly looked fabulous 

on me. Underneath I wore a push-up bra for my fake breasts—real mastectomy forms like 

a woman would wear after surgery—french-cut silk panties, nude stay-up stockings, a black 

silk cami under my jacket and a half-slip riding shotgun under my skirt. You know, the usual 

girly stuff I like to wear. A pair of black suede pumps completed the outfit.

“For luck.” Francine handed me the diamond earrings I’d given her at Christmas.

“Oh wow… are you sure?” I’d been thinking about them myself, wondering if it would be 

bad form to ask. Before she could change her mind, I quickly hooked them into earlobes 

that had been pierced only two months earlier. Francine decorated my fingers with several 

rings, then spritzed me with the Opium perfume she herself often wore.

As per my instructions at the salon, I took up a wide brush and tidied my hair.

Francine nodded approvingly. “You’re ready to rock and roll, girlfriend. How do ya feel?”

How did I feel? What an odd question. The same as any cross-dresser would, I suppose, 

being all done up in his wife’s best dress and generally looking drop-dead gorgeous. In a 

word: normal. For a moment, recalling how I’d felt earlier, that surprised me. How could 

looking like this possibly feel normal? But then I remembered: me being a cross-dresser 

and all, isn’t this how I’m supposed to dress? Why else would they call it cross-dressing?

I packed a black clutch purse, then we shifted into the living room. Francine studied me 

as I preened in front of the hall mirror. “So, Katie… what’s it like being a cross-dresser?”
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I ran my fingers through my hair, then flipped it back. Like Pam said,

keeping the volume up was going to be a bear, but I was motivated.

“Cross-dressers are normal people,” I replied. “Most of the time we

don’t even think about it—except maybe when we pass a woman in

the mall or wherever, with nice hair or a pretty dress, and for a little

while we wonder what it would be like to, you know, look like her—

or even be her. Like, how would it feel?” I half-turned to check my

profile. “It’s only when this craving hits that we’re not so normal.”

“Craving? You mean a physical ‘need’ of some sort?”

“Oh, yeah. Totally.” I rolled my eyes. “It’s like—I dunno. It’s like

your body needs morphine, only it’s all in your head.” I lowered my

lashes, admiring their full-bodied length. “When you get dressed up

and you wind up looking like this… wow. It’s like a heroin high and

Christmas as a kid, all rolled into one. There’s no better feeling.”

“I had no idea. Guess I did you a favor, huh?”

I laughed softly. “Are you kidding? If you hadn’t pushed me into this,

I would’ve had to figure out how to sell you on the idea.”

“Uh-huh. So all the stuff Vivian did to you—hypnotic conditioning,

brainwave entrainment, whatever else—that was all beside the point.

You would’ve done this regardless.”

I shook my head. “None of that happened. I was there, I know.”

She raised her hands. “Okay, you got me. Maybe I’m a little jealous.

Not every girl gets to go out with a hunk like Connie.”

I stamped my foot. “Don’t call him that! It’s demeaning. Maybe the

girls at work can get away with that kind of cutesy fluff, but a man

like Conrad deserves respect. He’ll get it from me,” I added.

Francine smirked. “I’m sure he will.”

~

I was perched on the edge of the couch, legs together, purse in my

lap, when Conrad strode into the room followed by my ever-helpful

wife. He stopped dead and stared. “This is your husband?”

“This is Katie,” Francine said, as if that explained everything.

Exuding grace, I rose and offered him my hand. He ignored it, turning

on Francine. “You promised me a transvestite.”

“I did. There she is.” She jerked her thumb at me.

He eyed me, frowning. “I don’t believe it. That one isn’t male.”

“She was, a few hours ago. Maybe the salon did too good a job on

her, but my hubby wasn’t exactly a manly man to begin with. That’s

my favorite dress, you know, and it fits her like a glove.”

“I see.” Then he shrugged. “All right, let’s do this. But if she turns out

to be a ‘she’, I shall be very cross.” He wagged his finger at Francine.

Conrad wasn’t much of a conversationalist. Over dinner he asked me

if I was ‘really’ a transvestite, which I suppose was a compliment of

sorts. “We prefer the term ‘cross-dresser’ nowdays,” I explained. “It’s

more descriptive and sounds less clinical.”

He grunted. “Don’t use the word ‘clinical’.”

“Uhm… okay. Why not?”

Another grunt. “You sound too smart. I don’t like smart girls.”

That brought the ‘chat’ part of the evening to a close. I picked at my

salad, trying to figure out what the guy wanted—a tranny or a girl? A

cross-dresser who acts like a girl, I suppose, all the way to the logical

end of the date. And what’s wrong with being smart? What a jerk.

Francine was seated about twenty feet away, tucked away at a two-

person table next to the door to the kitchen. I doubted she could hear

us, but on the other hand what was there to listen to? What mattered

was that she could see to two of us, pretending to be a regular couple

out for a romantic dinner. She wanted the illusion.

Afterward, we drove straight to the hotel. We stopped in the lounge

for a quick nightcap, to give Francine time to get to the room first—

she had an extra key—and hide herself in the closet. She’d chosen a

suite where the closet provided a good view of the bed and had slats

wide enough to peek through. She didn’t say so, but I suspected she

had also set up a spy cam to record the event—given that it was the

kind of thing she’d want to remember. Me, not so much.
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I’d brought an overnight bag, so I went straight to the bathroom to clean up and 

change into the nightgown Francine had provided. It was flimsy little thing, 

barely down to my thighs and showing off the breasts Pam had so lovingly 

blended with my own skin that Conrad once more decided I must be female. 

It wasn’t until he’d checked the item I kept safely tucked away in my panties 

that he grunted his satisfaction and got into bed. Francine had anesthetized 

the item in question, to keep it from spoiling my feminine image during the 

main event. She thought of everything, that girl.

I’ll spare you the lurid details. Suffice to say, Conrad ‘did me’ in all the ways a girl 

like me could be done. I warmed him up with my fingers, got his motor revving 

on all cylinders with my mouth, and let him ride me to the finish line doggy-style. 

In the video I saw later, you really couldn’t tell it wasn’t a man and a woman going 

at it hammer-and-tongs, but for Francine it was enough to know it was me in there: 

her own husband taking the female role during sex with another man. But, hey, 

I’m not one to judge: what’s good for the goose, right?

“Ya did good, Katie,” Francine said, after uploading the video to some weird 

porn site, along with an explanation nobody was likely to believe. I didn’t realize 

that was part of the deal, but I guess that’ll teach me not to read the fine print.

Three days later and I was still cross-dressed head to toe. Apparently, the things 

they added during my transformation, notably the breasts and hair extensions, 

weren’t coming off anytime soon. I’d never been a shave-every-day kind of 

guy, but even so the lack of growth in that area was surprising. Perhaps it 

had something to do with the injections I’d received before my makeover.

We paid Vivian a visit yesterday, when I began asking questions about when 

I could change back. For some reason, during our chat I found myself agreeing 

to a repeat performance the next weekend. That would mean spending several 

more days as a woman, followed by another pounding from someone named 

Dirk, but I didn’t mind. For me, it was enough to know that I was bringing a 

great deal of pleasure to my wife. I might not be able to satisfy her as a man, 

but if I could fulfill my husbandly duties as a woman—so be it.

All in all, it wasn’t so bad. Dirk was kind and attentive to my needs, and there 

was no pain this time. A girl could get to like that kind of attention. Who knows, 

a few more sessions with Vivian and this might be the only way I’d ever want to 

make love. If that’s the case, well… what the hell. I’ll survive.  �


