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“ ,One Wig to rule them all

,One Wig to find them

One Wig to bring them all
.”and in the darkness bind them  

~

I found it in the window of a cozy little wig shop in the waterfront district. The

shop was part of a collection of stores on the margins of society: a tattoo parlor, a

secondhand bookstore, a consignment clothing boutique, and an antique shop that

really just sold a bunch of old junk. Across the street was a slope leading down to

an open parking lot. Yet there it was, neatly posed on a styrofoam head within a

circle of golden radiance from a pot light in the ceiling: the fabled Wig of Power.

Well might you ask how I came to recognize such a powerful talisman, given that

to all outward appearance it seemed to be little more than a thick mass of brunette

hair—and very likely not even human hair. I cannot capture in words how I came

to know this thing. Yet recognize it I did, and instantly. I may have swooned.

I lost no time in entering the shop, for this wig

was no less than that which I had sought for ere

as long as I have known the intense yet subtle

lure of the metaphysical feminine that only a

fellow cross-dresser could understand. This,

I knew in my heart, was the wig that would

grant its devoted wearer virtually unlimited

power over any and all other cross-dressers

who fell under its spell—simply by espying

the wig perched high atop another’s head.

A middle-aged woman stood at the counter,

sorting through a pile of credit card receipts.

Her eyes shifted and a wry smile crept across

her face. “There’s only one reason a young

man such as yourself ever comes into a shop

like this,” she said. “And it ain’t for coffee.”

For an instant I couldn’t breathe. —erk! “It’s

for my girlfriend,” I said, a bit too rapidly: the

same white lie I often used to buy cosmetics.
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“Sure it is.” She knew I was lying, of course, but it served her purpose to pretend

to believe me. The sale is what mattered. “Which wig did you have in mind?”

I directed her to the window display. My heart skipped a few beats as she retrieved

the wig—and then locked the front door, flipping the sign to CLOSED.

“Good choice,” she said, drawing the wig’s long tresses over her arm. “The color

suits, uhm, ‘her’. Yes, I’m certain it does.” She smiled.

“I’ll take it,” I croaked. All I wanted was to complete the transaction and get the

hell out of there, but I sensed that wasn’t about to happen.

“Not so fast, boy. All sales come with a fitting. I wouldn’t want you to take this

home, only to find it was too small or too big, or didn’t fit comfortably. Let’s step

into the back, shall we?” She gestured to the rear of the store, where a door stood

open. Beyond that was a salon chair facing an oversized wall mirror.

I swallowed hard. “But—she’s not here…?” It sounded lame, even to me.

“Maybe so, but I strongly suspect that ‘her’ head is exactly the same size as yours,

correct?” A hand on my back urged me forward. “My name’s Ruth, by the way.”

I thought about giving her a false name, but then I remembered my credit card. I’d

be needing it if I wanted that wig. “Gavin.”

“Nice to meet you, Gavin.” She settled me into the chair. “So here’s what we’ll do.

I’ll fit the wig to your head, make sure that it fits, and then I’ll trim the lace at the

front. That’s to provide you—I mean her—with a natural-looking hairline, which

is a definite must for off-the-face styling. All you have to do is let me know how it

feels. And, of course, if you think it would look nice on your girlfriend.”

I assured her I would do that. She set the wig on the counter in front of me, still

perched elegantly atop its stand. I could feel its feminine energy, quiescent for the

moment yet ready for action, should the time come. I must have it!

Ruth returned with a beige headband, stretching it between her hands. “This is a

‘wig gripper’,” she said. “It’s made of crushed velvet, so it’s soft, but guaranteed

non-slip. It breathes, so you—or your girlfriend—won’t get sweaty. Much better

than the usual nylon cap. Free with purchase,” she added.

“So the wig, erm—it sticks to the headband?”

“All wigs have little clips on the inside; we call them combs. They’ll clip onto the

headband, which saves clamping the wig to your own hair, which can damage it.”

She ran her fingers through my hair. “Pretty short, isn’t it? Must be frustrating.”

She smoothed it down and slipped the headband into place, overtop my hairline,

then tested for grippage and adjusted the velcro strap.
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She retrieved the wig and turned to me. “Ready for the big moment?” I nodded

eagerly; perhaps a bit too eagerly. She smiled. “It’s for you, isn’t it?” I gasped and

shook my head; I couldn’t speak. “Never mind. It makes no difference to me. I’m

happy to help. Lean your head back, please.” She moved behind me and drew the

wig over the back of my head, then adjusted the rim to fully cover the headband

and conceal my hairline.

“I’m sorry,” I said softly. I felt a surge of eagerness, along with the weight of that

much hair pressing down upon my neck. “For putting you to all this trouble.”

“No trouble at all. This is what I do.” She tugged

on the lace that fell over my eyes. “I’m going to

trim this back. When someone looks at you they

shouldn’t see a wig, just a whole lot of hair that

truly looks to be growing out of your own head.

That’s the magic of the lace front wig, once the

preserve of Hollywood starlets, now available

to the woman in the street—and to a few very

lucky men.” She set to work with a small pair

of scissors. Slowly, gently, the lace fell away.

“I once did this for my son,” she said quietly.

“Not with a lace cap, of course. They weren’t

available at the time. But I fixed him up with a

lovely wig that blended nicely with his natural

blonde hair. He was the only one who looked

like a real girl. It even got him disqualified.”

“Your son was a cross—” The word froze in

my throat. It wasn’t something I’d spoken out

loud before. I coughed. “—a cross-dresser?”

Ruth grinned. “That’s debatable. I think it was

more my doing than his. I loved dressing him

up for womanless beauty pageants and he just

went along with it, like a good son does.” She

set the scissors aside. “I’ll daub a little wig glue

under the edge; above your forehead. That’s to

keep it tight to your skin. But as you can see,

the seam is already pretty much invisible.”

I could barely conceal my glee as she carefully

lifted the edge of the wig and ran a bead of glue

along my hairline. The Wig of Power was mine!
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“Toby and I entered six pageants,” she said with a sigh. “We came in first four

times. But then he decided he was ‘too old’ for that sort of thing, which was after

he grew a few inches and the girls started noticing him.” She shrugged. “No more

pageants. But he’s out of college now, and engaged to a lovely girl, so you take the

good with the bad, I suppose.” She stepped back. “That color really does suit you.

I think this is going to work.”

I fumbled for my wallet. “Thank you, so much. I’ve got a Mastercar—”

“Not so fast, lady. I still have to style your purchase. No offense, but it does rather

resemble a certain sort of nest that shall remain nameless. Relax.” She moistened

the wig with a leave-in conditioner and detangling spray, then set to work with a

wide-toothed comb. “I love the built-in volume this wig provides. It’s a hair-down

bouffant style, like the ladies favored in the Sixties.” She flashed a playful grin.

“Which means, of course, that it’s now back in style.”

As she worked the wig seemed to be aligning itself into the kind of hair that might

be found on a real woman, retro or not. Stray hairs vanished into smooth tresses,

long waves fell into a gentle foam draped across my shoulders, and loose curls

found their place on the slope of my chest. It was amazing. No… it was perfect. I

knew then and there that I could never ever allow this wig to be removed. That

may not sound terribly practical, and I had no idea how I could possibly achieve

such a thing, but that was my thinking at the time.

Ruth seemed to sense my intent. She never suggested placing the wig in a bag to

take home, although she did provide me with the styrofoam head, along with the

wig comb and styling spray she’d used. “Before you go…” She sounded a bit

hesitant. “I have an idea. Your hair—it really does look fabulous.” She pursed her

lips. “Not like a wig at all. In fact, at first glance you look quite like a girl.”

I smiled weakly. “That’s the general idea, isn’t it?”

“It is… but, well…” She took a deep breath. “I’m just going to come right out and

say this: you need a makeover. Now, I’m sure you’ve done this sort of thing on

your own. But if you’re game, I know someone who could really take it to the next

level. She runs her own little beauty salon, and she’s brilliant.”

I nearly swallowed my tongue. “You—ulp! You could get me an appointment? I—

I guess that’d be okay. After hours, maybe on a weeken—”

“No time like the present, Gavin. I was planning to meet the lady for drinks, but I

think this might be more fun. Let me make a call. If you’re game, that is.”

I was game.

~
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Ruth drove an aging Saturn L-Series, in red, parked in the lot across the street. As

we idled in traffic she kept stealing glances at me—or more likely, my hair. “It’s

interesting you chose that particular wig,” she said. Apparently, it had arrived as

part of a shipment only the week before. The other wigs were described in terms

of name, color and size, but for this wig the packing slip was blank: no title, no

color, no catalog number. She wasn’t even sure what its list price might be, so she

used the dollar amount for another wig in the catalog of similar length. “You may

have gotten yourself quite a bargain,” she observed.

I wasn’t surprised: the Wig of Power needs no other name. But I kept that news to

myself. No need to make the nice lady feel badly for having let it slip away.

Our destination was a mini-mall in a newly gentrified area of town. We parked in

front of a window half-covered with cosmetic posters: Adelle’s Beauty Bar. It was

open, but the only customer was just packing up to leave. The freshly beautified

woman smiled as she passed: “Love your hair,” she murmured.

Adelle told me to take a seat, and then she too locked her front door and posted the

CLOSED sign. “Last appointment of the day,” she said wearily. “TGIF.”

“This one’ll be fun,” Ruth assured her, pulling up a chair to watch.

Adelle ran a finger down my cheek. “Glad to see you shaved. That’ll make it

easier. We’ll start with a facial to soften you up.” I had indeed shaved that day, but

didn’t bother mentioning that I only had to do so about twice a week. I was afraid

they might laugh.

She wrapped my hair in a velcro headband, then performed a deep cleansing with

cotton wipes. My skin type was dry, so she applied steam and then a chemical peel

to exfoliate the surface. A gentle massage followed. “Don’t worry,” she said with

a practiced smile, “I’ve never lost a client yet.” She proceeded to paint on a clay

facial mask. “This is to tighten and tone your skin, as well as hydrate.”

Leaving that in place, she enlisted Ruth’s help to work on my hands. They applied

a moisturizer to the skin and a liquid gel to the nails. They were only quarter-inch

extensions, if that, but the length was what a real live woman might wear for day-

to-day use. Once the surface was cured, and hardened under a handheld UV lamp,

Adelle artfully rounded the nails and Ruth applied Crimson Crush polish. All the

while I could sense the Wig of Power crouched upon my back like a bird of prey,

gaining strength with each stroke of the brush.

Adelle dosed my face with moisturizing lotion. While my skin absorbed that, she

wheeled over a cart full of cosmetics. “Now for the fun part. I get to make you

pretty.” She set to work creating a feminine complexion with BareMinerals matte

foundation. Inwardly, I could feel the Wig’s approval.
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Adelle tidied my eyebrows, then outlined the contour of my mouth and applied a

ruby-red lipstick. “I like to do that up front,” she said. “It helps the client get more

in tune with their inner womanhood. At least,” she added, “it does for the guys.”

She spent considerable time contouring my face with two foundation powders;

one lighter than my base color, the other darker. The former brought emphasis to

the middle of my forehead, along the browline, down bridge of my nose, as well

as my cheeks and chin. The darker foundation de-emphasized my hairline, the left

and right of my forehead, the sides of my nose, my jawline and the hollows of my

cheeks. She used blush to further bring out my cheekbones, which Ruth observed

to be delightfully ‘high’.

“Stole ‘em from his dear old mom, I bet,” Adelle said.

The eyes, it is said, are the windows to the soul. With a judicious application of

shadows, liner and mascara—and a set of relatively subdued false lashes—Adelle

turned mine into smoky portals into what was surely a female psyche, given the

girlish appeal of the wide-eyed nymph staring back at me from the mirror. Her

eyes flashed a look of triumph when Adelle removed the headband and fluffed up

my hair. Somehow, the Wig of Power knew and was pleased.

“She’s gorgeous,” Ruth said. “I told her you’re the best in the biz.”

Adelle pulled the salon cape off and stepped back. “She is lovely, but…” She bit

her lip. “Forgive me for saying so, sweetie, but that figure doesn’t exactly match

the rest of you.”

No surprise there. I was still wearing my jeans and plaid shirt from that morning,

over a somewhat inadequate male body. The old trainers didn’t help either.
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Adelle turned to Ruth. “I’ve an idea. A lady I know runs that cross-dresser shop

out by State-U, the En Femme Boutique. I’m sure she’s still open, but I could call

ahead to make sure.” She turned to me. “Whaddya say, girlfriend? Shall we get

you a little something to spruce up that figure? If you’re game, of course.”

I was game. Very game.

~

Before we left, Adelle insisted on shaving my legs: first with a LadyShave electric

razor, then a depilatory cream which I wiped off in the bathroom. Afterward, we

all piled into Ruth’s old red Saturn and tripped across town to the university

district. There I met Jessalyn, who took in my appearance with a wolf whistle.

“She’s halfway there already, ain’t she? Pretty sweet head of hair.”

“She’s looking for the body to match,” Ruth said.

“I’ll fix her up. But what’re we going for here? Realistic or more over-the-top

feminine?” She held up a hand before the others could answer. “I’d like to hear it

from the lady, if that’s okay. What’s your name, honey?”

I didn’t have to mull it over. I’d known for years: “Serena.”

“What, really?” Adelle frowned. “Shouldn’t it begin with a ‘G’?”

“I’m not Gavin when I’m like this. I’m a whole different person. I think my name

should reflect that.”

“I think it’s lovely,” Ruth said. “It suits her. More to the point, it suits the wig.”

Jessalyn drummed on the counter. “What’s it gonna be? A nice, safe C-cup and a

30-inch waist? Or a pair of double-D’s and 25 around the middle?”

“I want to look normal,” I said softly. “Not like a caricature.”

“Good choice.” She left to rummage through her stock.

“Color me surprised,” Adelle said. “Most guys would go for big knockers.”

Ruth shook her head. “I’m not. Serena’s one of us—a regular gal.”

Adelle rolled her eyes. “Way too pretty to be called ‘regular’, isn’t she?”

“We were pretty, weren’t we? Once upon a time?”

“Touché. She does kinda remind me of a young Ruthie.”

Jessalyn returned at speed. “All right, let’s do this. Shirt off, babycakes.”

The ladies all remarked on my hairless chest, which was embarrassing. I muttered

something about shaving, but the truth was I had never needed to.
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Jessalyn held up a small spray bottle. “I like using a medical adhesive for this sort

of thing. Any objections?” No one said a word. “However, it requires a matching

adhesive remover which is currently out of stock. I’m expecting a shipment in a

day or two—or, to be honest, the middle of next week. Still okay?”

They all looked at me. I just shrugged. In for a penny, in for a week. Not that the

Wig of Power gave me much choice in the matter.

“Yep, tomorrow can take care of itself, I always say.” Jessalyn wiped my chest to

ensure a clean bond, then sprayed the backs of a pair of silicone breast forms and

applied them to my chest. They weren’t overly large, but each had a wing that

extended around the side to form a slight bulge under each arm. The coloring was

slightly paler than my own, but Adelle smoothed liquid foundation around the rim

of each breast and blended to erase the seam.

Jessalyn strapped me into an underwire bra, then handed me a pair of undershorts

made of a skin-like material. “Pop these on in the change room.”

I was in no position to argue. I drew the curtain and dropped my pants. The shorts

were tight—almost too tight—and had a pocket for my underwhelming maleness,

which effectively vanished when I pulled the shorts up. I could feel bumps where

my testicles were squished into my pelvis, but a firm press on each made them go

away—though not without some passing discomfort.

What remained was a perfect ‘camel toe’ that wouldn’t look out of place under a

bikini. It even left me with a tiny opening so that I could sit to relieve myself. In

fact, I quickly realized that I’d have to sit—and the Wig radiated its approval.

When I emerged, again in pants, Ruth helped me into my shirt. “Bumps in all the

right places, I see. Seems a pity not to give ‘em the full lingerie treatment.”

Adelle peered around the shop. “Yeah… only the stuff in here isn’t quite—”

Jessalyn glowered. “Ain’t quite classy enough? Is that what you’re sayin’?”

“No offense, but it does kinda look like you’re catering to the pole-dancing crowd.

Our girl here is on her way to being, ya know—more of a princess.”

“My customers seem to like it.” Her voice softened. “But I know what you mean.

Our little flower needs a delicate touch. Oh, I know! How about the Luscious

Ladies over on Main Street? I know the gal that runs it. Lemme make a call.”

Ruth looked at me and smiled. “If you’re game, that is.”

I was so game it hurt.

~
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Ruth found a parking spot two blocks away from the lingerie store. That meant a

stroll in public, with other people around and me looking like a classy chick who

got stuck wearing her brother’s hand-me-downs. I was glad to have my newfound

benefactors there with me; all three of them, since Jessalyn had

closed her own store as well and tagged along for the fun of it.

Ming let us in, and then—as I had come to expect—locked

the door behind us. In the back room, far from prying eyes,

she had me remove my clothes. Ruth put them in the bag

with my wig stand. Ming studied me with a practiced

eye. “Very impressive. I mean, you’d hardly even

know, would you? Her bikini zone looks a bit like

the ‘anatomically incorrect’ Barbie I had as a kid,

but otherwise… that’s easy enough to cover up.”

The four ladies discussed the matter and settled on a

specific corset. “A little something to squeeze that

tummy of yours into a passably feminine shape,”

Ming said. She gave me a pair of nude stockings

and a garter belt, then they set to work strapping

me into the corset. It was black satin, with a

row of hooks down the front that Ming and

Jessalyn struggled to close. “It’s too small,” I

gasped, but was told in no uncertain terms to

suck in that gut! I sucked air until the last hook

was joined, and then had to struggle to take so

much as a single breath. “It’s—kinda—tight.”

Jessalyn laughed. “It’s supposed to be, honey.”

The corset was an overbust that replaced the bra

I’d been wearing. Ming chose a black silk slip to

go overtop. It slithered down my body, the hem

fluttering to a stop just shy of my knees. I tugged

my hair free of the straps and let it fall down my

back. Adelle shook her head. “She’s really got the

hang of this, hasn’t she? If I didn’t know better,

I’d swear Ruth might’ve set us up with a ringer.”

Ming scowled. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You know, a fake. Like she was really a young actress dressed up as a guy that

Ruth stuck a wig on before steering her into my salon. Only she had, like, zero

boobage when I first saw her, so probably not. Plus, Ruth wouldn’t do that.”
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Ming look perturbed. “I was told I would be helping a young man turn himself

into a woman. I didn’t close my shop for a joke.” She glared at Jessalyn.

The black woman raised her hands. “I didn’t see a dick, but I tell you true: those

puppies on her chest came straight out of a box in my store.”

“It’s no joke,” Ruth said quietly. “Serena is, or was, a boy named Gavin when he

came into my store asking about that wig.” She pointed to the Wig of Power. I

could feel its energy filtering into my body, just from the attention it was getting.

Adelle slapped the counter. “Like I said, Ruth wouldn’t do that. In all the years

I’ve known her, she’s never shown even a hint of having a sense of humor.”

Ruth gave her the stink-eye. Jessalyn shrugged. “I believe it. That Serena’s a guy,

I mean. Some dudes are just like that—too pretty for their own good. No offense,”

she added. “I think you look amazing.”

I rolled my shoulders. “None taken. Heck, I only have to shave twice a week.”

They all laughed. Adelle cracked her knuckles. “So what happens now? We can’t

leave this girl standing around in her lingerie all night.”

“She has to get dressed,” Ruth said. She took off her coat and helped me into it.

Ming raised her hand. “I have a thought. I am house-sitting for my little sister and

her husband—they’re off traipsing through France. She’s always telling me I can

take whatever I want from her closet, but she knows I’ve got a few pounds on her

and nothing would fit me. So I say, Serena can have whatever fancy dress she darn

well wants from that closet. It’ll serve the little bitch right.”

They all looked at me. The wig caressed my neck. “I’m game.”

~

I rode in the back seat, sandwiched between Ming and Adelle. Our destination this

time was an upscale condo building on the edge of downtown. The area included

numerous apartments and a lively street scene with numerous restaurants, clubs

and bars. It was dusk and the sidewalks were crowded.

Ming directed us into the underground parking lot. Her sister’s condo covered half

the top floor, and it was spectacular. Jessalyn whistled. “I knew they were pretty

well off, but not like this.”

Ming shrugged. “He’s in upper management and she’s a high-priced call gir—I

mean, consultant. So, yeah, they’re doin’ pretty well. Our mother never lets me

forget it, either.” She didn’t waste any time, marching me straight into the master

bedroom. “Take your pick,” she said, flinging open the closet.
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I was nearly trampled in the general rush to see what was available. Ruth, Adelle

and Jessalyn all pulled out dresses, held them up and mused as to how they might

fit and look—on me. Ming stood aside and smirked. I spent

the next hour switching from one dress to another, but still

they couldn’t agree. Finally, I’d had enough. The Wig of

Power lent me its strength. I shook back my hair

and waved them all off. “I’ll decide for myself.

I choose this.” I reached into the closet for a

lovely long-sleeved outfit in black, decorated

with scattered flowers and leaves in crimson.

Adelle informed me it was a skirt suit, as if

that mattered. “Leave her be,” Ruth said.

“She made her choice, let her go with it.

Besides… it totally goes with that wig.”

I stepped into the skirt and zipped up the

back, then put on the jacket. It had a Vee

neck and buttons down the front, which

became all but invisible when fastened.

A pair of black suede pumps completed

the outfit; curiously, in both clothing and

footwear, I took exactly the same sizes as

Ming’s sister. At the time I chalked it up to

fate and good fortune, but looking back I

came to realize that the Wig of Power left

nothing to chance. It chose me for this, as

surely as it selected the others to serve as

my guides on a journey to womanhood.

Ming offered up her sister’s jewelry box

and they each picked out a ring to place

upon my fingers: one for each of them.

For myself, I chose a pair of pendulous

diamond earrings that slipped through

my recently pierced ear lobes like they

were made for each other. In recalling

my decision to have my ears pierced

only the week before, I was given to

wonder just how deep into time the

Wig’s power could reach. Had this

body been my destiny all along?
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We broke out a bottle of wine to celebrate: five women we now were, toasting my

entry into the sisterhood. But between that many a bottle doesn’t last long. Adelle

suggested a wine bar. Out of habit I demurred, on the grounds that I wasn’t ready

to be seen this way in public. But I could feel the Wig’s influence growing.

Adelle was incredulous. “Are you out of your mind? You look sexier than the rest

of us put together.” She glanced at the others. “Okay, maybe that’s a little over the

top. But you know what I mean, don’t you? She’s gorgeous!”

I opened my mouth for a polite denial, then changed my mind—or had it changed

for me. “You know what? I feel like strutting my stuff. Let’s do this.”

Twenty minutes later we sashayed into V’Ulva’s Tasting Room, and from my first

glimpse of its dusky ambiance I felt like I belonged there. We claimed a table in

the middle of the room, ordered a round of pink cocktails, and got terribly catty

discussing the merits—or lack thereof—of the other women present.

It didn’t take long for one of the stray males to zero in on me. “Baby, you are all

that and a piece of cheese,” he said, affecting a pose that served to emphasize his

butt. The Wig stirred on my back like a cobra, poised to strike. I looked the guy

over. He was tall, with a shock of dark curly hair and altogether fairly easy on the

female eye. His brain was another matter, of course.

Jessalyn waved him off. “Beat it, boy-toy. This is girls’ night.”

I put my hand on her arm, still looking at him. “Color me intrigued,” I purred,

sensing all four ladies staring at me, presumably aghast.

The guy looked just as surprised. “Woah, cool! Can I buy ya a drink?”

Without thinking, I stood up and slipped my arm through his. A thick tress of hair

slid off my back and grazed his shoulder; the Wig of Power had taken notice. A

new sense of urgency swept through me. “Lead on, sir.”

He led me back to the bar, introducing both himself—Brett Beaujolais, which is

also what he was drinking—and his beamer parked curbside. “Serena? Wow, that

is a sexy name. Did I mention I drive a BMW? It’s got wings and everything.”

One Cranberry Vodka cocktail later, I was ready to play ball. Where the words

came from I have no idea, but I coyly told him that I was absolutely dying to see

his wheels. As he walked me outside I glanced at the ladies and winked; their jaws

were scraping the table, but Adelle gave me a thumbs-up. Ruth managed a smile.

The beamer was coolness forged into vehicular form, but I found that my attention

lay elsewhere. I could feel a searing need radiating from the Wig of Power. It

wanted something and would stop at nothing to get it. It was roundabout then that

I finally realized I was just along for the ride.
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We cruised through the downtown, less than a block away from Ruth’s store, then

out past the Beauty Bar, a certain Luscious Ladies outlet and even the En Femme

Boutique near the college, on our way—I eventually realized—to Lake Mastodon.

Where else would a guy like this take a gal like me, other than Rideout Ridge?

As it turned out, Brett had something elsewhere in mind. He drove past the Ridge

and turned down a lakeshore road that led to a tiny picnic area, and a parking lot

with room for no more than four cars. Surprise, surprise: no one else was there.

He killed the engine. Silence flooded in, accompanied by a darkness unrelieved by

so much as a cabin on the far side. You’d never know there was water out there, or

indeed anything. “Welp, here we is,” Brett announced, in a voice that would’ve

killed the mood were he dealing with a regulation female.

But of course, he wasn’t. “Let’s take this into the back seat.” It was a woman who

spoke, but surely it couldn’t have been me. It was a woman who sounded so sure

of herself, so confident in her womanhood, and… well… so aroused.

I’ll say this for the guy: he wasn’t one to shortchange a girl on foreplay. His kisses

were surprisingly gentle, he stroked my hair like it was his cat, and he made my

body sing by touching everything he could get his hands on. It was thrilling; my

skin came alive as never before, and when he squeezed me against him and our

lips met, I felt desired in ways I couldn’t have imagined. The more of the female

role I took on, stroking his manhood as only a woman can, the more feminine I

became—physically became. By the end of it I must have been irresistible; the

goddess of love and sex, Eros herself, come to life. And through it all, the Wig of

Power increased it’s hold over me—and grew more powerful still.

By the time his pants hit the floor, I was ready to claim my prize. I murmured the

usual excuses, known to women everywhere: “Sorry, it’s my time of the month,

but…” The next thing I knew my lips were gliding down his shaft.

The Wig took full control. I could feel its unstoppable power coursing through my

veins like fire, altering every fiber of my being. I swear it was rewriting more of

my DNA with each stroke: slowly up to the tip, a pregnant pause, then back down

to the base in a plunge that felt like the business end of a roller coaster. His hands

gripped my head, but that didn’t matter; he wasn’t the one in control. Neither was

I, of course, but it was only much later I came to recognize that fact.

At last, he erupted into my throat. I could hear his howl of pleasure, which quickly

turned into some other kind of howl as I drank all that he had. Don’t imagine any

of the usual crap about ‘consuming his male essence’. It wasn’t like that at all.

I consumed him. I took everything he had, everything that made Brett Beaujolais a

man, every bit of energy that was keeping him alive and upright.
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He had aged visibly by the time he climaxed, but I didn’t stop there: my lips

remained locked-on until there was nothing left. By the time I let go, he was a

husk: a mummy unwrapped and left too long in the sun.

I shrank away. Gently, the Wig enfolded my shoulders in its brunette tresses,

caressing my bare skin until at last I relaxed. A whisper arose within my head, in

the voice of my own thoughts: Everything is fine, pretty one.

I fumbled in my purse for a kleenex, wiping my mouth. Of course. Everything

was fine. Why wouldn’t it be? It’s not like anyone saw what happened; it’s not

like anyone could suspect. Why would they? What had happened was impossible.

I slipped into the driver’s seat. His key was still on the center console. The trip

back to the city was curiously invigorating, considering I had murdered a man. I

left Brett’s car three blocks away, the back seat strewn with ashes, and returned on

foot to the condo where Ming was staying.

The ladies were there, working their way through another bottle of wine. “O-M-G,

she’s like glowing,” Adelle cried. “The girl got lucky!”

Someone handed me a flute of whatever they were drinking. “Nice girls don’t kiss

and tell,” I murmured. But I made a show of swishing and swallowing.

Ming let me bed down in the guest room. The other women left—Ruth was still

sober—promising to return the next day and help me sort out a life that could not

continue as it had been. We all knew it: my life as Gavin was over.

Tucked into bed, enveloped in darkness, I felt the Wig’s final changes work their

way through my body. My hair—freshly brushed and teased into a loose

ponytail—was no longer a wig. My breasts no longer came from a box; my camel-

toe was no longer the product of skin-tight boyshorts. My manhood transmuted

itself into ovaries, which burrowed deep into my pelvis.

When at last I slept, it was in a female body—because no y-chromosome that ever

lived could withstand the awesome magic wielded by the Wig of Power.

And in the darkness it bound me... as a woman.

~

Ruth let me stay with her, at least until I was able to support myself. We dropped

by my old apartment to retrieve a few mementos of my old life, and to leave notes

for my family and friends. I told them I was leaving school to travel the world, and

not to look for me—and that I was unlikely to ever return. I told them not to feel

sad or to mourn my loss, because I was happy and leading the life that fate had

always intended. I bid them goodbye.



15

This is an area that tales of gender transformation often sweep under the rug: how

difficult it must be for other people in your life, the ones who never knew who you

truly were on the inside. It’s certainly possible to bring some of them with you, to

become part of your new life, but that only works when they can see your trans-

formation happening before them—because it occurs quite slowly. Crucially, they

have to know that the new you really is who she says she is.

What can you do when you turn into a woman overnight, and your transformation

is literally—by the laws of the known universe—impossible? Alas, the answer is,

you must leave your old life behind. Forever. No one you try to tell could truly

believe such a tale, no matter how much they might want to. No proof is possible;

no exchange of mere information could make someone accept, deep in their heart

of hearts, that the impossible had actually happened.

The exception, in my case, was the four women who knew who I was, and had

witnessed my transformation. Ruth became a kind of surrogate mother. I was a

regular customer at Adelle’s; she became the hip aunt I never had. Jessalyn and

Ming were my sisters, and they let me work part-time in their stores while Ruth

hired a somewhat shady lawyer to create a new feminine identity for me.

The surprising aspect of all this was that the Wig of Power 

had apparently sacrificed itself to turn me into a woman.”

But that would be to misread the situation.

The truth of the matter is that the Wig and I 

had merged; we had become a single being, 

inseparable. The Wig of Power was me,

and I was—and am—the Wig of Power.

There is no contradiction here. I was,

as ever, myself, yet at the same time

I had become another: a being of no 

conscious thought, but whose presence 

reached into realms beyond this universe. 

I could just as easily destroy a man as I 

could pleasure him, and in years to come 

I would do both these things—to those 

men who deserve one thing or the other.

Great power must be utilized with equally

great wisdom. Some men do not deserve

to walk among us. I shall seek them out.

I am Serena: she who destroys. �
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