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Amanda HawkinsThe Flip Fixation: Going Home

I’d been away for quite some time—nearly

two years—and a lot had changed. Not in

the old neighborhood, of course. That was

the same old and not-so-old houses, same

old sidewalks in dire need of repair, same

old trees casting their shade on front lawns

that received just enough attention to ward

off abandonment. Only people change in so

short a time, and even them not so much.

I recognized all the adults I passed, and

most of the younger set, but of course none

of them had a hope in hell of recognizing me.

To them, I was just a twenty-something babe

in a black pencil skirt and a plain white blouse,

probably cutting through the ‘hood on her way

home from an office job in the city. I certainly

looked the part, because I did in fact work in

such a job—a state-level judicial clerk—only

it was in a different city. Not one of my former 

neighbors realized that I had grown up among

them, and that my name not that long ago was

Jonathan Henry Beaumont. Jonny to my friends.

I paused at the gate. My parents were expecting me,

but they weren’t expecting a woman. I’d kept them

apprised of my progress in university and my recent 

career success, but of my not-quite-as recent crossing

of the Great Gender Divide I had said nothing. Which

is why they were now awaiting the arrival of their son, 

and not an attractive female with a pretty sweet figure 

and a mane of dark wavy hair descending well past

her shoulders. It’s all mine, by the way; no extensions.

I knew they’d recognize me, eventually. I’d had no 

facial surgery, beyond a slight enhancement in the 

cheekbones area, and the family resemblance to my 

mother, her sister, and most of all to my older cousin 

Dahlia, was unmistakable. The results of the surgeries
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that had transformed me into a fully functioning woman were invisible, but I had

no doubt they would soon be the subject of a candid discussion.

Steeling myself, I opened the gate, marched up the path and knocked.

My father opened the door. He looked puzzled at first, but then cast an appraising

eye the length of my body. He’d always had an eye for the ladies.

I didn’t waste any time. “Hey, Dad. I’m Jennifer… Jennifer Beaumont? I used to

be your son, but now I’m your daughter, hi-hi!” I might even have waved.

Now, you may be thinking, that is so not the way to handle this—and you’d be

right. Kids, do not try this at home. The fact is, I’m just a big chicken who didn’t

know how to break the news to her parents, so I kept putting it off and putting it

off—until finally it was too late to do anything but jump in with both feet (in high

heels) and hope to God no one got hurt. Fat chance.

Dad half-turned and yelled. “Lorraine? Get your butt out here! Something really

weird is happening and I’m gonna need that beer you just opened.”

Mom emerged from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a tea towel. “For goodness

sake, Henry, what’s the big emergency? Who is this pretty—” and her mouth kept

moving but nothing came out.

See, my mother’s a pretty sharp cookie. She knew right off the bat who I was,

probably because I didn’t look too dissimilar to the way she herself once had,

some twenty years before. Her hair was shorter than mine, and her face had a few

more wrinkles, but otherwise I was definitely a chip off the old block. It was the

wrong block, of course, but you can’t be choosy about these things.

Her next words got to the heart of the matter. “Jonathan Henry Beaumont—why

on earth are you dressed like that? Is this some sort of prank?”

“Hi, Mom. Nope, no prank. I’m a girl now. My name’s Jennifer.” The surgery on

my throat had removed my Adam’s apple and raised my voice an octave or so, but

it was still recognizably me. A certain friend had told me as much.

“Oh—my—God.” The tea towel dropped from her hands. Dad bent to pick it up. I

noticed his hands were shaking.

I felt awful. This was all my fault. I’d messed up the big reveal, which is the worst

thing you can do in such a situation. I should have told them a long time ago, over

the phone if necessary—or sent them a photo, anything but this!

My breezy manner disappeared. “Mom, Dad… I’m really sorry for springing it on

you like this. I just… it’s… I guess I just didn’t know how to tell you.”

“Oh, that’s all right, dear. These things happen.”



~ 3 ~

This from my mother while she was white as a sheet and clinging to her husband

to avoid tripping over the credenza in the hallway. They both looked ill.

“No, it isn’t,” I said, on the verge of tears myself. “I should’ve… well, I should’ve

done a lot of things, but it’s too late for that.” I took a deep breath. “Let’s try this

again. I thought this might be kind of awkward, so I took a room at that little B&B

down the road. Mrs. Pasternak’s place? So… I’m gonna go back there now and

have a good cry. Maybe later on—if you feel up to it—we can meet someplace for

dinner and you can get to know your new daughter.” I bit my lip until it hurt.

“How’s that sound?”

Naturally, they wouldn’t hear of it. Mom recovered sufficiently to pull me into the

kind of hug you can only get from your mother. We girls shed a few tears before

settling in the living room for a long chat. Mom and I split a bottle of Chardonnay

while Dad nursed his beer a lot longer than he usually would.

What Mom wanted to know was, “How did this happen?” Her fingers flew to her

mouth. “I didn’t mean it like that,” she added, “like it was some sort of accident.

I’m sure you gave it a lot of thought.”

I had to smile. “Actually, it was sort of an accident. I didn’t set out to turn myself

into a woman, it just kinda happened. But once it did,” I added, “it didn’t take long

for me to figure out that this is who I was supposed to be.”

About a year and a half ago, I told them, I walked into a beauty parlor and—

* * *

I’m ashamed to say that I hung my head. The beautician and I were alone in the

back room of the salon, at my request, but I still couldn’t look her in the eye. I

spoke softly, barely more than a whisper. “I’d like a flip hairstyle, please.”

Jolene looked shocked. “A flip? You do know that’s a girl’s style, don’t you?”

I nodded, feeling miserable and incredibly conflicted. “My cousin wore her hair in

a retro-style flip for her wedding. It was ten years ago and I was just a kid at the

time, but I never forgot. That’s why I let my hair grow this long.”

She pursed her lips. “I see. There are lots of different flip—”

“A Forties-style side-flip wedding hairstyle, like my cousin’s. I’ve got a photo.”

She studied the picture. “She’s lovely. Her hair, the makeup, that dress…” She ran

her fingers through my hair. “You’ve got the follicles for it, that’s for sure. I can

see the family resemblance too, facially speaking. You’d make a pretty fair bride

yourself, if you went all-in on a makeover.”
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I shook my head. “Just the hairstyle. I’m not gay or anything.”

“You don’t have to be gay to look pretty. Lots of guys do it.” She stuck the photo

to the edge of the mirror. “Besides, that style wouldn’t look near as good on a guy.

The contrast between such beautiful hair and a drab face—no offense—is so,

uhm… let’s say harsh. It draws one’s eye away from the hair.”

I shrugged, staring at the floor. Why did she have to be like this? Couldn’t she just

style my hair and be done with it? Did she enjoy making me uncomfortable?

Jolene pulled up a stool and sat next to me. “Look… you seem like a nice guy. I’d

like to help you, I really would. The trouble is, a beauty salon like this—any salon,

really—we’ve got standards to maintain. If I let you walk out of here, into the mall

with a nice feminine hairdo, people will notice. Not the ‘do itself, but the clash of

styles between you and your hair. Think Clash of the Titans and kick it up a notch

or two. The style you want, people would expect it to be worn by a lovely young

woman, like your cousin. We’d get the blame for giving you the wrong hairstyle,

and my boss wouldn’t like that. I could lose my job.”

I sighed. “Okay, I get it. Let’s just cut it then. Back to normal length for a guy.”

“No, no… we can do this. The only thing is, you have to meet me halfway.”

My cheek muscles twitched. “You mean I should dress up like a girl, don’t you?”

She smiled. “I knew you’d understand. If a woman leaves here with that hairstyle,

no one will bat an eyelid. It wouldn’t take much, either. You’re a fairly small guy,

which in this context is good. With the right clothing and a little makeup—okay, a

lot of makeup—you could pull off being a girl, no problemo.”

I felt my resolve weakening. “I didn’t bring anything else to wear.”

“Leave that to me. I’ve know a girl who works in ladies’ wear at Bloomingdale’s.

I’ll grab your numbers and give her a buzz.” She retrieved a cloth tape measure.

“In the meantime, you need to shower. There’s a stall in the employee washroom.

I’ll make sure you don’t get interrupted.”

I assured her that I’d bathed that very morning, and shaved as well.

“Uh-uh. This is different. You’ve got nice skin and all, but it needs to be softened

and moisturized. You’ll be wearing a skirt and your legs in particular need to look

the part, among other things.”

There comes a moment in life when events take on a momentum of their own.

After that, every step you take only adds to the weight of destiny propelling you

forward. It’s the gambler’s fallacy, as written by a stylist: in for a pony (tail), in for

a perm (or a nice bouncy blowout). And I was already in over my head.
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The jumbo-sized bottle of ‘moisturizer’ Jolene handed me turned out to double as

a depilatory cream. I didn’t figure that out until I’d slathered it all over my face

(omitting my eyebrows, as instructed), as well as my arms and legs, and most of

my torso—and by the time the short-hairs from face and body went swirling down

the drain, it was too late.

I didn’t see the breast forms coming either, almost until the glue was setting on my

chest. But what else could I expect? Jolene seemed determined to turn me into an

appropriate wearer of a Forties side-flip wedding hairstyle and I could see no way

out of it. But to tell the truth, I didn’t really mind. Looking like a girl for awhile

was a small price to pay for hair like cousin Dahlia’s.

Once she was satisfied that my new bust was there to stay Jolene applied a swathe

of foundation cream to conceal the seams, then strapped me into a longline satin

bra with a feminine frill along the hem. She left me alone to change into a pair of

matching panties, and a pair of long satin gloves as well.

“That’s to put you into the right frame of mind,” she said, when I asked why satin

and why such fancy gloves? “If you’re going to be a woman, even for a little

while, it’s important to feel like a woman and to think like a woman.”

How do you argue with logic like that?

One terrycloth robe later and I was on

my way out front. Why not just use the

back room? Jolene wouldn’t hear of it.

“Don’t be silly, luv. There’s no reason

to hide under a bush. You look like any

other woman in here for a makeover.

No one will give you a second look.”

Lucky for me, no one did. Jolene took

mercy and seated me at the end of the

row, as far to the back as possible and

two empty seats away from the nearest

client. After that, I kept my mouth shut

for fear of calling undue attention to

myself. Of course, that also meant I

could raise no further objections to

what she chose to do to me, but that

was probably her intention all along.

I won’t go into all the details, but she

really went to town on my poor face.
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Jolene steamed, exfoliated (with a mild chemical peel), toned and moisturized my

skin (yet again) until it felt as soft and as supple as wet velvet. Once it was dry, she

applied two shades of cream foundation, one lighter and one darker, to subtly alter

the contours of my face. It gave me a more angular look by shading my hairline

and jawline, but most notably it raised the profile of my cheeks by tinting above

(lighter) and below (darker) the ‘apples’ as Jolene called them.

“You’ve got your cousin’s cheekbones,” she said, after checking Dahlia’s picture.

“Let me guess: she’s from your mother’s side of the family.”

I nodded, which was effectively all I could do. Whatever she wanted to do to me,

I accepted with what little dignity I could muster. I closed my eyes while she lined

them and feathered the eyeliner, then applied shadow; I held them half-open while

she combed mascara through my quivering lashes; and I raised my brows while

she tinted from eyelid to browbone. There was a lot more to the process than that,

but you get the idea. Time ceased to have meaning.

I focused on my breathing, sparing no thought to what might come next.

“Tight smile, lips closed.” I returned to the here and now as she set to work on my

mouth: applying blood-red liner to my lip line—on the outside for fuller lips—

followed by two coats of lipstick, a dusting of finishing powder, and a thin coat of

lip gloss for shimmer.

“Eyes closed, sweetie.” A sweet mist descended upon my face. It was a setting

spray, so the makeup would last longer. It did occur to me that all this seemed far

more elaborate than necessary just to enable me to leave the mall without anyone

noticing I was a guy—but I was long past being able to do anything about it.

Jolene escorted me into the back room. “It’s time we got you dressed.” Her friend

was there, a plain-looking girl who was extracting a long gown from a dress bag.

Jolene introduced her as Becky. They both grinned at me.

I stopped dead when I realized it was a wedding dress. “Hang on,” I said, “I can’t

wear that. I’ll look like… like a—”

“A bride on her way to the altar?” Jolene rubbed her hands together. “You did say

you wanted a wedding hairstyle, didn’t you? That means ‘bridal’ in my books.

Well, this is the sort of thing we ladies wear when we get married.”

I stammered out something about not being the marrying type.

“Doesn’t matter,” she said. “You want the hair, you’ll wear the dress.”

What could I do? I wanted the hair. Plus, once you’ve come this far and your face

already looks like it belongs to one of the prettiest girls you’ve ever seen it’s darn

near impossible to do a one-eighty and back out. So I let Jolene and Becky pour
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me into that beautiful white wedding dress, with its lacy bodice, cap sleeves and

deep-Vee neckline. It was backless, with a full skirt supported by three petticoats

that flared from my hips. They added a pair of nude stay-up stockings and three-

inch pink satin stilettos with delicate ankle straps.

Thus adorned, I returned to the salon chair. All the ladies in the salon cheered and

clapped, and one wolf-whistled. In that moment, I would gladly have died.

Jolene set to work on my hair. “The secret to perfect hair,” she said, as she tilted

the back of my seat toward the sink, “is to ‘do it like Kate’. Middleton, that is.

Have you ever noticed? That girl never has a bad hair day.”

She applied a volumizing spray to the roots, then rough-dried my hair. “The key

here,” she murmured, “is to use a nozzle on the blow-dryer. You have to keep it

steady while you work your way around. Shake the dryer and you get frizz.”

“Frizz is bad,” I said woodenly, feeling utterly divorced from reality.

When my hair was mostly dry, Jolene took a round brush and ran it through the

damp strands, section by section. While they were still warm, she took each

section and pulled it up by its roots, wrapping the strands around a series of large

Velcro rollers. The tension she applied tugged painfully on my scalp.

“You’re gonna turn out gorgeous,” she said, as our eyes met in the mirror. “I knew

you had potential, but this is outta the ball park.” She finished with the last roller

and returned to the first one, twisting the coiled section around her finger to keep

the shape of the curl. She glanced around the room. “Ya know what? You, my

friend, are the best-looking chica in this dump.” She brought her lips close to my

ear. “You should’ve been a girl…” A chill slid down my spine.

Jolene glanced at Becky, who was seated nearby, and nodded. Her busy fingers

continued removing one roller at a time until they were gone. She misted my hair

all over and gave the lower half an extra squirt. With the round brush she loosened

each curl to add volume, then found the part in my hair and pulled the now-dry

tresses back and off my face—but only on the right side. On the opposite side, she

let the curls hang loose to partially conceal that side of my head—the embodiment

of the side-flip hairstyle I’d asked for. She ran her fingers through the curled tips

resting gently on the back of my neck. “I hate to tell ya this, girlfriend, but no

one’s gonna believe you were ever a guy.”

Becky appeared at her side. “Finishing touches,” she said, grinning in a not-quite-

friendly way. She held my head still while Jolene pierced my ears. They inserted a

pair of what looked like diamond studs, but were probably cubic zirconia. Even

so, they were a nice touch. A similar necklace was placed around my neck and the

clasp clicked shut in the back. A quick spritz of perfume followed.
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Becky pinned a white flower behind my right ear. “It’s a silk hydrangea,” she said

quietly. “You should know about stuff like this if you’re gonna be a girl.”

They helped me up, guarding against my initial unsteadiness on narrow heels. A

glance in the mirror confirmed I had indeed received what I came for: a Forties-

style side-flip wedding hairdo, just like Dahlia’s—and a lot more besides.

“You’re good to go, girl. And don’t worry about the price tag, this one’s on the

house. Most fun I’ve had in ages, and we got some great pics too!”

Becky handed me a Bloomingdale’s bag. “Here’s your boy stuff. Don’t worry

about the dress; it was a floor model. The other items were returns.”
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I looked from one to the other. “What am I supposed to do now?”

Jolene shrugged. “Dunno. What were you planning to do after you got the fancy

hairstyle you wanted?” I had to admit, I hadn’t actually given it much thought. I’d

been fixated on my cousin’s hair for so long, it had become an end in itself. If she

had only styled my hair, without the total makeover, I’d have left the salon as my

normal self—only with a gorgeous head of hair. What would I have done then?

Heck, I’d probably have just gone home, same as always.

I minced out into the mall, looking for all the world like a woman on her way to a

bridal photoshoot. Not a terribly unusual sight for a woman leaving a salon; the

only oddity might be a lack of any girlfriends to accompany me.

I primped at my reflection in the front window, trying to slow my breathing. The

important thing, I realized, was to at least look like I knew what I was doing. So I

began walking—not quickly, but with purpose—all the way through the mall,

surrounded by shoppers every step of the way. But as I neared the exit, I hesitated.

I couldn’t just turn around; that would be a dead giveaway that I had nowhere in

particular to go—a very odd thing for a woman in a wedding gown.

So I fished out my phone and called an Uber. An hour later I was home.

* * *

“My goodness, that was quite a story,” Mom said, once I was done. “You really

didn’t mean to turn yourself into a woman? It was that beautician’s idea?”

“Yeah, if she hadn’t decided to have some fun, I’d probably have washed out the

hairdo after a day or two, and gone back to my plain old self.”

Dad shook his head. “How the heck did you go from that to, well… this?”

“It’s hard to say. I guess the way people reacted to the look had a lot to do with it.”

I refilled my wine glass. “When I got home, I found some extra clothes Becky put

in my bag: basic underwear, a pencil skirt—the one I’m wearing, in fact—a silk

blouse, a woman’s blazer and a pair of sensible heels. I couldn’t keep wearing the

wedding dress, so I put that stuff on instead.”

“Couldn’t you have gone back to your regular clothes?”

I shook my head. “I don’t quite know why, but… it didn’t feel right. I needed

solvent to remove the breast forms, which I didn’t have, so there was that… But to

be honest, looking as gorgeous as I did—I didn’t want it to be over yet.”

Mom squeezed my hand. “You didn’t want to stop being a woman, did you?” She

was smiling when she said it.
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“I guess not. Anyway, that’s when I called Cecilia. She’s the girl I was dating at

the time. I told her what happened and she came right over.”

Mom tried to stifle a laugh. “That must’ve come as a bit of a shock.”

“Not as much as you’d think. She knew about my interest in hairstyles, so that part

was no surprise.” Idly, I ran a hand through the tips of my fluid tresses. “She was

amazed at how real I looked as a woman. She said I was too pretty to waste by

staying in, so she took me out for dinner at our favorite bistro. We got a quiet table

at the back of the room and had a long talk. The next day she took me shopping

and I never really went back to being a guy.”

Dad grunted. “You were still in school, weren’t you? How’d that work?”

“I told my profs I was transitioning; they were cool with it. Frankly, it was just an

excuse at the time, so I could be a girl for awhile longer. But then I spoke with a

therapist Cecilia recommended and after a few sessions we figured out I really

was transgender.” I paused to adjust my bra strap. “Long story short, I started on

hormones right away, changed my name, and got ‘the operation’ six months ago.”

We went on to discuss my surgery, how I landed my job and how understanding

my employer was. After that the conversation drifted on to normal topics: family

updates, local news, neighborhood gossip, what my old friends were doing, and

whatever else popped into my mother’s mind. Eventually, she got around to

serving the dinner she’d prepared and we broke bread as a family.

It was getting dark when I departed for my room at Mrs. Pasternak’s B&B. Mom

wanted me to stay, but I’d already paid for the night. Besides which, I didn’t want

to push my luck. My parents needed time to process the changes I’d hit them with

so thoughtlessly. Dad still looked a bit shell shocked as I took my leave, but he did

seem to be warming up to his new daughter.

~

Cecilia was getting ready for bed when I arrived. “How’d it go, Jen?”

“Better than I thought.” We embraced, and shared a lengthy kiss.

She looked me in the eye. “Did ya get around to telling them? About me, I mean?”

When my face crumpled into embarrassment, she laughed. “Never mind, babygirl.

There’s plenty of time for that later.”

“Time and tide wait for no man.” I removed my blouse. “But they’re gonna need

at least a day or two—if not more—just to get used to me being a girl.”

“Right. And then you hit ‘em with the whole lesbian ‘thang’.”

“One thing at a time. Rome wasn’t rebuilt LGBT-friendly in a day.”  �


