
October 2019

Amanda HawkinsYou Only Live Thrice: But who’s counting?
I awoke to find myself seated in front of a mirror, 

with an array of cosmetics laid out before me. That 

was strange enough. Worse was that I had no idea 

where I was or how I’d come to be there. The last 

thing I could remember was waking up Saturday 

morning. The usual: cereal, cartoons, then blank. 

Why was I here? Was this even the same day?

Without thinking, I picked up a red pencil and

began lining my lips; slowly and deliberately.

Only then did I actually look into the mirror. 

Incredibly, it held the reflection of a woman,

using a makeup pencil to define the contours

of her mouth. Her face appeared to be fully

made-up, or nearly so, and for that reason I

was slow to recognize my own not overly 

masculine features buried beneath a slew of 

feminine enhancements. But this made no

sense—how could I be her? Desperately I

tried to stop myself, but nothing happened.

Unbidden, my lips moved and a female voice 

emerged. “Don’t be silly, Damien. You can’t

stop me from doing this. It’s far too late for

that. I’m the female persona your therapist

created during all those sessions when you

thought he was giving you past-life regression.

I’ve been taking control of our body for a few 

minutes every day, if not more, so I can dose 

myself with lady juice and activate my beauty 

routines: skin care, hair removal… that sort of 

thing.” I watched myself return the lip pencil

to the table. “Lately,” my voice added, “I’ve

been fully dressing up and going outside…

now that I can easily pass as a woman.”

My lips pouted. “I have no idea why you had

to wake up this time, although I may have

lingered in the shower. But I simply had to

wax my legs. Stubble and I don’t get along.”
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I picked up a lipstick, drew back my lips and painted them fire-engine red. I rolled

one over the other, then blotted with tissue and idly sealed the tube, like I’d been

doing it my whole life. For no reason I could discern, my lips curved into a smile.

“I guess this is welcome to your new and amazingly feminine self, hmm? Don’t

worry, you’re still male… barely. Estrogen will do that to a bod. Mystery solved

about why you can’t get a stiffy anymore, huh?”

I ran a brush through my hair. That’s when I noticed what I was wearing: a bra and

panties and not much else. Moreover, the cups of the brassiere were filled with

what appeared to be genuine breast-flesh. What the hell?

“Everything else you see here is real,” I said. “The hair, these cute little boobs, my

lovely complexion… As you can see, I’m being extra careful with my makeup

because today’s the day Justin and I finally switch from being doctor-patient to

boyfriend and girlfriend. I’m sure you can tell—what with you being me and all—

but I’m ever so nervous. It feels like I’ve been waiting my whole life for this to

happen. Didn’t you know? I’ve been so in love with Doctor Bayliss for as long as

I can remember. That’s only a few months, of course, but whatever.”

I clipped a diamond choker around my throat, noticing that my ears were already

decorated with a pair of diamond studs in each lobe. When had I pierced my ears?

Probably the same time I developed breasts, I thought—but how does a guy

acquire things like that without even noticing?

I rose and turned toward the bed. It was huge, king-size for sure, and that’s when I

realized I was in a hotel room. A change of clothes lay atop the bed—women’s

clothes: various items of lingerie, a cocktail dress and high heels. With a sinking

feeling, I picked up a black satin slip and drew it over my head.

“You can’t imagine how badly I want Justin to like me,” I said, turning to the

mirror and admiring my figure in profile. It had curves in all the right places—if I

was actually a girl, that is. “Perhaps ‘adore’ is a better word. I shouldn’t worry… I

mean, look at me. But I can’t help it. He knows you better than anyone else. Still,

he’s the one who asked me out, so he must want me.”

I sat down and drew a pair of sheer nylon stay-ups over my legs, which were

every bit as smooth as you’d expect a woman to be after a full waxing. “Anyway,”

I murmured, “I plan to get lucky tonight—so do try to remember to stay the hell

out of my way. You got that? Good boy.”

A grim smile crossed my lips as I strapped my feet into what felt like a towering

pair of four-inch stilettos. By that time I was well and truly freaking out. Was this

woman in the mirror actually me? Makeup, women’s clothes… why was I doing

this? Why on earth couldn’t I stop myself?
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I picked up the dress. An image from one of my past-life regression sessions

floated through my mind: me prostrate on a leather couch, with my therapist

hovering over me, talking about… ohmygod, talking about me being a woman in a

past life! In all my past lives, in fact, and how that was the root cause of my issues

with depression and anxiety. Doc Bayliss—he did this to me? But what kind of

psychopath would create a female persona in his male patient, just so he could go

and turn him into—what was the word? A shemale? So he could turn the poor sap

into a gorgeous blonde shemale and then date him? How messed up is that?

“Yeah, too bad you’re the poor sap in question,” I said out loud. Laughing to—and

at—myself, I tucked my legs into the dress, then stood to work it over my hips.

My arms slipped into the short sleeves and the zipper slid smoothly up my back. I

swept back my hair, then plucked at the hem, settling the dress around my thighs.

Goodness—had I lost weight? The dress fit me like a silk glove.

I swayed back to the vanity and sat. What if I couldn’t stop my female self from

seeing Justin and doing the nasty? That would be way over the top. I simply could

not I let that psycho take me to bed and make love, in spite of how amazingly

gorgeous I looked. Wouldn’t that be, like, just too humiliating?

I spritzed myself with perfume. Closing my eyes, I inhaled the warm feminine

scent that encased me. The tight band gripping my chest reminded me of the extra

flesh I carried there. I was female in ways I’d never thought possible.

Even so, I had to fight against these changes. Uhm… didn’t I? Come to think, I

wasn’t so sure. Being a woman—even just playing the part—wasn’t so bad; lots

of people do it. Heck, even hanging out with Justin as his girlfriend wouldn’t be

too too bad. I did look the part, after all, and aside from being a bit self-centered

he was a pretty good guy. A good looking guy too. Hmmm… maybe lovemaking

wouldn’t be so bad after all. I checked my look in the mirror, smoothing down a

few stray hairs and ensuring my lipstick was on straight. On the face of it, I was a

woman—so it wouldn’t be like two guys getting it on. Nothing wrong with that, of

course, but Damien was hetero. More to the point—so am I.

“You, dear brother, can just kick back and relax. Think of it as a live porno.”

I added a ring to each hand, then posed for a final mirror-check. No doubt about it:

I was stunning. Justin was so going to adore me. The man was a hunk, but maybe

not as smart as he thought. All that business about creating a female persona—like

that’s even possible! I’m a girl; always have been, for as long as I can remember.

‘Course everything’s a bit fuzzy before last spring, but whatev. I was just playing

along, that much I’m sure. Let the man have a few crumbs, then string him along

until he falls in love. And whaddya know, it worked! Now I got me a doctor.  �


