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Amanda HawkinsHis Crowning Glory: Gorgeous long hair can be such a burden…
“Well, my dear… I must admit that yours is one of the most amazingly 

feminine manes of hair this old girl has ever seen, and it’s particularly 

impressive on a young man such as yourself. Tell me, though… aren’t 

you at all concerned about being mistaken for a woman? All the more

so, given the clothes you’re wearing. Mmm… how shall I put this?

The way you’re dressed wouldn’t exactly dispel such a notion, now

would it? Quite the opposite, in fact.”

That question again. I’d been hearing it for most of my life and I had

yet to come up with an answer that satisfied anyone. “That’s nice of

you to say, ma’am, but I gave up worrying about that sort of thing

a long time ago. I know most guys don’t wear their hair like this,

but I do and I’m okay with that. Most people shrug and let it go.”

“Touché. Has it always been this long?” She let her fingers slide

the length of my tresses, lingering on the loose curls at the ends.

“Pretty much. My mom always said I had lovely hair, and she

made me wear it long even when I was a little boy. Not quite

this long, of course. More like shoulder length.”

“Do tell. Did she also make you wear a sweater-dress to school,

and kitten heels too? That would just be asking for trouble.”

“Oh no, I was a normal kid. Running and jumping and playing

baseball with the other guys. I was pretty good too. I just wore

my hair in a bouncy ponytail and nobody ever said a bad word.”

“You were lucky; children are the devil’s spawn. But why play

it up by wearing women’s clothing? Is this how you normally

dress? You aren’t exactly running away from the issue.”

I gave my head a shake and turned to face her. “Not anymore.

When I grew up I got tired of people asking if I was a girl, or just

assuming I was, so bit by bit I started dressing the part—mostly

as a joke, but then I decided I liked the way it made me look.”

She pursed her lips. “Do you consider yourself a cross-dresser?”
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I suppressed a giggle. “I don’t have much choice. It’s been 

pointed out to me that I’m a guy who often wears women’s 

clothing; by definition that makes me a cross-dresser.”

“True, but there is an alternative. I’m sure you’ve heard of 

transsexuals. Are you planning to become physically female 

at some point in the future? I don’t mean to pry, but as your 

employer I would need to know.”

“That’s okay. I’ve been told I’d be a pretty great candidate. 

Last year, my parents even offered to foot the bill. Heck, a lot 

of folks tell me that I have to go and get surgery.” I rolled my 

eyes. “Some people seem to be offended by the existence of 

a man that chooses to dress like a woman full-time. They’re 

entitled to their opinions, but this is who I am.”

“Just as well I’m not one of those people.” Her lips twitched 

upward. “So you’re a full-time femulator, are you?”

My eyes widened. “You know about that?” Most people 

wouldn’t recognize that word if it snuck up and bit them on 

the nose. I once thought about having business cards printed, 

but there wasn’t enough room for the explanation.

Ms. Thompkins smiled. “My little brother Stanley has been 

‘femulating’ practically his whole life.  I just think of him as 

my sister now, and she’s lovely. But she had to work at it a lot 

harder than I suspect you had to. She’d be blown away by 

this hair of yours.” She picked up her phone. “Would you 

mind terribly if I sent her a photo? She’d love to see it.”

I took a quick breath. “With all due respect, ma’am, I’d feel 

pretty bad if I had to walk out of here without a job, but you 

got a nice picture out of it.”

She laughed. “My goodness, you’ve got moxie too! Hmm…” 

A speculative look crossed her face. “All right, you’ve got a 

deal. And a job—but not in the mail room. That’s no place 

for someone of your… obvious talents.”

“I’m, uh… not sure what you mean by that, ma’am.”

“It’s simple. I don’t mean to be sexist, but you’ve got serious 

‘eye candy’ potential. One trip to my favorite salon should do 

the trick.” She paused. “You can be our receptionist. Our old 

one is on maternity leave and we’ve been making do.”

“Uhm… I don’t mean to be sexist either, but what you’re 

talking about—isn’t that a woman’s job?”

“Oh yes, very much so. You’d have to ‘femulate’ full-time, 

and answer to a female name as well. As far as anyone else 

here would know, you’d be a girl. Would that be a problem?”

I shrugged. “Probably not. But I was kinda hoping for a job 

with some upward mobility. The mail room isn’t great, but it 

could lead to something in the IT department, or—”

“Tell you what. Do the job for the next eight months, until 

Ms. Stacy gets back from leave. She had twins. If everything 

goes swimingly and you fit in around here—as a woman, of 

course—then I promise to find a position for you elsewhere. 

Marketing, sales, maybe even HR. How does that sound?”

“Considering the job market these days, pretty darn spiffy, 

ma’am.” I hesitated. “But—if I work here as a girl for all that 

time, would I ever be able to go back to being a guy?”

She shook her head. “Not a chance. No one here has any 

issues with transgendered people, but liars are another matter. 

What I’m saying is that if you want to work here, you’d have 

to commit to being a woman. And with that on your resume,” 

she added, “I’m afraid there’d be no going back.”

I gave it some thought, then shrugged. I’d been trending this 

way my whole life, so why not? If keeping this gorgeous 

head of hair meant becoming a woman for keeps, so be it.

I stuck out my hand. “You’ve got yourself a girl, ma’am. 

Katie’s the name, reception’s my game. For now.”  


