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Amanda HawkinsA Woman Outside: Assuming the female role means taking a few risks…
I turned my head this way and that, but no

flaws presented themselves. A shiver made

its way down my spine. Could this be the

day? It was a big step—try momentous—

but was I finally ready to take this show on

the road and actually go outside?

I glanced down at my longline bra and the

waspish waist I’d worked so hard to keep.

My breast forms were glued in place and

they were the right size for my slim body,

so they looked real. My vagina panties felt

nice and tight, with no unsightly bulge. I’d

shaved my entire body that very morning,

so my skin was nice and smooth. I’d also

just finished painting my nails, so I really

did look like a woman. A very pretty one.

Incredible. All I needed to do was pick out

the right dress—my black sheath would do

nicely, in case I was still out when evening

rolled around—slide into beige pantyhose

and a pair of black velvet pumps, and it

would be all systems go for Annette’s first

trip into the world beyond her front door.

I hesitated, then returned the hand mirror

to my dresser. My gaze turned to the full-

length mirror on the wall. I knew then why

my voice had never quite broke: being a

pretty blonde must have been my destiny

all along. My girlish inflexions were well

practiced, so no one would be in for a

shock if I ever chose to open my mouth.

Pick out a sweet, flowery scent to seal the

deal—like Monique Lhuillier—and I could

parade down Main Street wearing a top hat

and nobody would figure me for a man.

Maybe that was because I wasn’t a man—

not anymore. Not looking like this.

A coy smile crossed my face. “Okay, girl,

let’s do this. Put on that dress, pack your

purse, grab that lovely red duster that you

haven’t worn yet, and then it’s out the door

and down to the street.” I mean, women do

this every day, so why not me?
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All right… but then what? Wander around for the rest of the day,

looking like I don’t know what I’m doing? What’s a cross-dresser

supposed to do when he can, at long last, ‘pass’ for female?

Then it struck me: a test! Obviously, I needed to test myself as a

woman; do something only a woman would do. I had to prove that

all this feminine adornment was—in its own way—real, and not

just some costume I threw on now and then.

I opened Annette’s side of the closet and plucked the black sheath

from its hanger. It was satin-lined, so no slip required. Gracefully, I

stepped through the back, drew it up my body and let the zipper

glide the length of my back. The cowl neckline showed just the

right amount of cleavage: not too much, definitely not too little.

So, other than getting laid or having a gynecological exam, what

do women do that men can’t? Or at least tend not to? Slim fingers

rolled a fresh pair of pantyhose up my legs. Perhaps I could visit a

nail salon for a set of almond-tipped acrylics? Not many guys do

that, and a sexy red polish with a few rhinestones in the mix would

be utterly unmasculine.

Back to the closet for those black velvet pumps. I could always get

my ears pierced, which was something I’d been meaning to do

anyway. A pair of dangly earrings with tassels had been on my ‘to

acquire’ list for years, but I’d never found them in clip-ons.

I opened my jewelry box and pondered, before choosing a chunky

goldtone necklace and the earrings to match. It wasn’t, I mused, as

simple as just finding some guy to go down on. Not all women are

into that sort of thing, and guys can suck dick as good as any girl.

Having a heart-to-heart with my bestie would be closer to the

mark, but the nearest thing I had to that was my ex-girlfriend from

high school—and she’d just gone and got herself married. Today,

in fact. My hand twitched and the jewelry box clicked shut.

My eyes met hers in the mirror. One of us felt the shock of dismay,

and to be honest I’m sure it was Andy. Annette was dying inside,

just waiting for the chance to strut her stuff.

Her lips moved. “You know what? I bet I could crash Heather’s

reception and everybody would figure I was her cousin, or the

groom’s sister’s friend, or whatever. Whaddya say, girl? Are you

up for the adventure of a lifetime?”

My eyes darted to my phone, to check the time. If I left right now, I

could just make it. There was no time to think. I opened my purse,

tossed a few items inside: wallet, keys, phone, some of the makeup

I’d just used, for touch-ups. Then I was into my red duster and out

the door before Andy could start worrying about the magnitude of

what I was doing. Plenty of time for that later.

For the first time in her life, Annette was outside. Okay, it was only

the hallway outside my apartment, but even so—I was on public

display! Then I got a grip. So what if anyone saw me? Hadn’t I just

been feminized from head to toe? Wasn’t I a woman now?

I minced down to the elevator and stabbed the button.

It arrived, empty, which was just as well because confidence can

be terribly fragile. Sixteen floors to go. The elevator stopped on the

way down, along with my heart. An older man and woman stepped

in. The woman flashed me a smile as her well-trained partner made

a show of averting his eyes. They exited through the lobby while I

continued down to level-two parking. I’d passed the first test.

I had nearly an hour of cross-town traffic to think about what I was

doing. There would be people at the reception I knew, that I’d

grown up with; not just Heather, but her friends and some parents

who’d known me as a teenager. What if they recognized me?

Those two ancient foes, Fear and Need, chose up sides in my mind

and waged a take-no-prisoners war. But as they fought, I came to

realize that Fear’s doomsday weapon—the terror of being exposed

as a cross-dresser—was working undercover for Need. The risk of

exposure was part of the test: to prove myself, I had to be a woman

even for people who knew Andy. In fact, risk was part of the thrill

of what I was doing; it was part of the adventure.

Fear left the field of battle, shaking its little fist and shrieking that I

would rue the day. To a cheering crowd of neurons, Need ran up

the victory flag. I was committed.

~

The reception had not yet begun when I arrived, with people still

streaming inside. I parked on the street and strolled around back of

the old Community Center. As I’d surmised, the emergency exit

door was half-open; it had to be or the hall would be stifling hot

before the groom could toast the bride. I stood beside the door for a

minute or two, so if anyone stuck their head out I could claim to be

getting a breath of fresh air. Then I ducked into the Cedar Room.

Again, I was struck by the weight of the moment: I was surrounded

by people, and I was wearing a dress! Not to mention a wig, high

heels, makeup and everything else that makes a woman feminine. I

stopped, but it didn’t take long to realize that nobody was laughing

or pointing. In fact, no one paid me any attention at all.

I gave my head a shake, made sure my purse was still in hand, and

headed for the foyer. I’d planned this in the car: I had to check my

coat or I’d stand out like the sorest of thumbs. So I got in line, gave

my duster to the girl at the counter, and dropped the chit into my

purse. Annette’s first public words were, “Thank you.”
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Next, I examined the seating chart, which was mounted on a notice

board next to the entrance. I wasn’t on it, of course, and neither

was Andy, but a gate-crasher has to sit somewhere. It wasn’t likely

there would be precisely the right number of guests to fill all the

tables; at least one had to have a vacant seat. And there it was: a

table for eight near the back, with only six names.

I ghosted across the room, rehearsing what came next. “Who, me?

Not on the chart? Oh, I was a late addition to the guest list…” My

tablemates would be fringe guests; not-so-close friends, distant

cousins or neighbors. They wouldn’t expect to know who I was. At

a party like this there’s always room for one more, and dinner was

a buffet. What could go wrong?

Frankly, it was easier than I thought. There were two couples, one

of them a pair of gay men, two single women and me, so I didn’t

stand out at all. I did have to pinch myself now and then, recalling

that only hours before I was a gawky male who had never appeared

in public in womanly garb. Now I was a cute blonde girl chatting

with a group of regular folks who thought that I was, well, a cute

blonde girl. In other words, it was dream-come-true time for a

lifelong cross-dresser.

I paid little attention to the speechifying—one dude in a suit after

another, praising the bride, the groom, and the Lord, in more or

less that order. Heather looked lovely, with her hair piled elegantly

atop her head, and her gown was gorgeous. I felt a twinge of

jealousy, not so much for having loved and lost, but because she

got to wear that amazing dress and be the beautiful bride.

The story of my life. Always a guest, never the bride… A guest

who had to sneak in and sit at the back of the room, no less.

Dinner came and went, and the buffet was removed to make way

for dancing. The others went off to mingle with guests from other

tables, leaving me on my own—mingling was definitely not part of

the plan. I was about to retrieve my coat and retreat to my car,

when a man slid into the seat next to mine. He was perhaps a year

or two older than me, and clad in the same sort of suit as half the

men in the room. “Forgive the intrusion,” he said, “but you are

simply too pretty to be sitting here all by yourself.”

I muttered something about being a late addition to the guest list,

and was unattached because I’d missed the wedding itself.

His smile looked genuine. “I’m Griffin. In case you hadn’t heard,

my mission in life is to make sure that all beautiful women feel

welcome and appreciated, late addition or not.”

Wow. “I’m Annette. It would seem that I’m, uh… in need of your

services.” I forced my own smile. “Are your rates reasonable?”

He laughed. “Call me Griff. You’d be surprised how far a smile

from a pretty girl can go. Throw in a little attention, maybe a dance

or two…? I’d call that a fair deal.”

I’ll admit it: I dropped my guard. I found the man charming. In my

own defense, I had little experience as a woman and none dealing

with men. It’s possible that he picked up on that vulnerability. To a

guy like Griffin, a girl like me is fair game.

It didn’t take him long to lure me onto the dance floor. I didn’t

know how, but he shrugged off my excuses. “All you have to do is

hold on and follow my lead. Won’t hurt a bit.”

What could I do but go along? The path of least resistance was

wide open. He had six inches and sixty pounds on me, which made

me feel more girlish than ever before. My lashes fluttered lower as

he took me in his arms. I followed his lead. We danced.

In retrospect, Griff simply told me what I wanted to hear—that I

was very pretty, that I was one of the sexiest girls he’d ever seen,

and that if I gave him half a chance he’d love to kiss me right in the

middle of my rosebud lips. I must’ve given him the signal, because

that’s exactly what he did. Once, twice… then firmly.

The rest of the world faded away. There was no music, no one else

on the dance floor, no crowd of curious onlookers. It was just me

and him and his questing lips. He pulled me tight to his body.

Thick fingers stroked my hair, then gripped the back of my head.

The kiss lasted for a long time. It wasn’t until we pulled back and

his mouth moved down to my throat that I realized we were alone.

He must have danced me right into the pantry and closed the door

behind us. “Annette,” he murmured into my ear. “Has anyone ever

told you how incredibly sexy you are?” His hand was on my butt.

“Uh, no? But it’s very nice of y—”

His mouth enveloped mine. A meaty tongue forced my lips apart. I

almost swooned as he deep-throated me, which I took as a hint of

what he expected to receive in return. I was trying to imagine what

kind of deep-throating he had in mind, when a new voice cut in.

“Griffin! What on earth are you doing?” It was a woman’s voice.

Very stern, supremely authoritative—and I recognized it.

Griff jumped like I was a bomb about to explode. Heather’s mother

grabbed him by the ear and twisted. “Three hours after you marry

my daughter and already you’re kissing another woman? Get back

out there, you putz!” She kicked him out the door.

I found myself at the mercy of a middle-aged woman in a taffeta

gown, whose temper I knew all too well. “You! Why would you do

that with a man who just got married? What were you thinking?”
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My lip quivered. “I’m so sorry, Mrs. Hawthorne. Honestly, I didn’t

know! I wasn’t at the wedding.” I turned away, clutching my face.

Where’s a Kleenex when you need one? I didn’t have my purse!

I felt her hand on my shoulder. Gently, she turned me around. “Oh

my lord… Andy? Is that you?”

Okay, so it could get worse. “I—I would never—” My words

tumbled over themselves. “—if I’d known… I mean, I care about

Heather. Hurting her is the last thing—”

“Oh, hush.” She gave me a quick embrace, then sat me down and

handed me a tissue plucked from her cleavage. “You weren’t at the

wedding, you said? You really didn’t know?”

I shook my head. “I snuck in here. I—I’m not sure why. Just to see

Heather one more time? I was gonna leave, but—he was just so,

uhm… charming?” I daubed at my eyes, careful not to smear my

makeup. “I haven’t been a girl very long.”

Mrs. Hawthorne bit her lip, as though trying to stifle a laugh. “Is

that so? I must say, aside from snogging the groom, you do make a

very presentable girl.” Then she snickered. “Griffin doesn’t know,

does he? Oh yeah, this is gonna be good.”

My eyes widened. “You aren’t going to tell anyone, are you?”

She sighed. “Darling, everybody and their dog saw that idiot sneak

you in here. My daughter is out there crying her eyes out—unless

she’s decided to rip his balls off. I should go check.”

The door clicked shut behind her. I thought about escaping out the

back way, which presumably led through the kitchen—but my

purse was back at the table, which meant no car keys. Plus I’d have

to leave my coat behind.

Several long minutes later, the bride herself swept into the room.

Heather glared at me. “Andy? Jesus Christ, is that really you?”

I stared at the floor, unable to speak. Her heels clicked across the

floor and stopped within my field of view. White satin pumps, very

stylish, very bridal. She pulled up a chair and sat.

“I have to say, you look good—really pretty. If Mum hadn’t told

me, I wouldn’t have known.” Her lips played with a smile. “Mum’s

really good with faces. She’s great at Where’s Waldo.”

“I remember.” I looked up at her. “I’m really sorry, Heather. You’ll

never know how much. I wouldn’t hurt you for anything, but—”

“Yeah, Mum told me. You weren’t at the ceremony.” She sighed

heavily. “It’s not all on you. Griff’s a charmer, everybody says so.

He’s stepped out on me before, but that was a few years back. He’s

kinda got a thing for gals like you and me. You know, blondes.” In

spite of everything, she managed a laugh.

“Aren’t you mad? At me, I mean? After what I did…”

“Oh, I am. Mostly at him, though. He promised he’d go easy on the

vino, but… well, so much for that. Let’s just say he has ‘issues’

with alcohol. He’s been to rehab.”

I thought back. “He didn’t seem drunk…”

“He can hold his liquor with the best of ‘em. It may not show, but it

certainly affects his decision-making.” She drew in a slow breath.

“To be honest, I don’t know what’s gonna happen. When he’s not

being a dick, Griff’s a pretty sweet guy. Thoughtful, good job, not

overly dumb. Maybe we’ll get past this. It remains to be seen.” A

bitter chuckle. “Maybe hearing that he swapped saliva with my ex-

boyfriend will put him on the straight and narrow.”

I felt a jolt of fear. “Oh crap, he’s gonna kill me!”

“Calm down, he’s got bigger problems. He’s out there catching shit

from my mom and his mom, with our dads waiting to have a go at

him next. If he survives that, he’ll never get past my bridesmaids.”

She patted my arm. “Never mind. I’ll make sure you get out in one

piece. You have a vehicle?”

“My car’s outside. But the keys are in my purse.”

She giggled. “Of course they are. And your purse is?” I described

where I’d been sitting, and the purse itself. She went to the door,

cracked it open and waved. “Kayla? Can you grab Andy’s purse?

It’s on a table in the back, a black clutch. It’ll be the one with the

guy’s drivers license. And could you grab his coat as well?”

She strolled toward me. “So… you’re a girl now, huh? Welcome to

the club, I guess.” She began tidying her dress.

“Thanks.” Frankly, I wasn’t sure what to tell her. I’d never thought

of myself as trans, but then again I’d never made out with a groom

before either. “I, uh… to be honest, I’m not sure I’m really a girl. A

real girl, I mean.”

“Really? You sure as hell look like one.”

“Well… I’ve been ‘dressing’ for as long as I can remember. Cross-

dressing, that is. Mostly just sneaking around, dressing when my

parents weren’t home. That’s the way it is with most of us. But

once I got my own place, three years ago, I got more serious about

it. Bought clothes and cosmetics and stuff online, practiced a lot—

makeup, how to talk, how to move—worked on my weight…”

She nodded, rolling her eyes. “Congratulations, you pass.”

“Would you believe this is the first time ever I’ve gone out dressed

as a woman? I never had enough confidence before. And wouldn’t

you know it, I end up getting frenched by my ex-girlfriend’s

husband and outed to half the people in town.”
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She eyed me incredulously. “You’re kidding, right? You’re prettier

than half the women out there—more than half, actually. And you

didn’t think you could show your face in public?”

I shrugged. “What can I say? The last thing a guy like me wants is

to be exposed as a fake. I couldn’t take the chance.”

“Trust me, keep looking like that and no one will know. Mum’s the

only one who twigged, and that’s only because she knew you from

before.” A coy smile. “Annette, huh? That’s a pretty name.”

“It fits the way I feel when I’m dressed.” I’d never spoken to

anyone about this before. “It’s strange, but when I get home I’ll

undress, unpin the wig, wash the makeup off—and then I’m a guy

again. The weird thing is, I’m okay with that. I never thought of

myself as a woman trapped in a male body. It’s just really fun to

dress up like one.”

“I get that. But, news flash, sweetie, you aren’t just ‘dressing up’.

You pulled out all the stops. You made yourself look exactly like a

woman, in every detail. You said it yourself: you practiced how to

talk like a girl, how to move like a girl—how to pass yourself off as

a girl. I’m no expert, but that’s more than just cross-dressing.”

My head bobbed. “Some people call it ‘femulating’, but there’s all

kinds of gray areas. Cross-dressing can be anything from wearing

panties under your pants to living full-time as a woman.”

“I see. Where do you fall in the cross-dressing continuum?”

I hung my head. “I don’t honestly know.”

A knock came at the door. Heather stood up. “Looks like our time

is up. I’d like to say that it was lovely to meet you, Annette, but…

you know.” She grinned. “But I always knew you were special.”

She accepted my coat and purse from her bridesmaid, and passed

them to me. Then she beckoned to someone. An older man stepped

into the room: her father. “Dad will see you to your car. Bye.” She

flashed me a wan smile and left.

The man shook his head. “Quite the mess you got yourself into,

Andy. Next time, I hope you’ll be more careful.”

I looked him in the shoes. “I’m sorry, Mr. Hawthorne.”

“I know. You’re a good kid. Don’t worry your pretty head, it’ll all

work out.” He opened the pantry’s rear door. “Shall we go?”

~

Back in my apartment, I wasted no time in locking the door, then

leaning against it, exhausted. Safe at last! I glanced at the carriage

clock that used to belong to my grandmother: nearly midnight.

I traipsed into the bedroom to disrobe, then into the bathroom to

scrub off the makeup. My first trip into the big bad world wasn’t

exactly the adventure I might’ve imagined, but it certainly wasn’t

dull. I towelled off and spent a few minutes removing the tangles

from my wig, so it would be ready the next time I needed it.

Like most things in life, there were highs and lows. On the plus

side, I had successfully ‘passed’ as a woman. In fact, if it wasn’t

for Mrs. Hawthorne I might’ve gotten away with it. On the other

hand, my old girlfriend and about a million other people now knew

I was a cross-dresser—and a wildly convincing one at that. In a

few days most of the people I grew up with would be in on the

secret. That stark fact sobered me up in a hurry.

My parents were bound to hear about this; if not from Heather’s

mother, then through the grapevine from a friend or someone they

barely knew. I knew how that would go: “Oh hi-hi, lovely to see

you. I hear your son crashed the Hawthorne wedding dressed as a

girl—a very pretty one too! You must be so proud…”

I poured a glass of wine, dropped into a chair, flipped on the TV.

Colbert was in mid-rant, summing up the former presidente’s

conviction for corruption and wondering exactly how much jail

time would be appropriate. Never gets old, that.

With the sound muted, I stared off into space. I would have to tell

them, no doubt about that. It was the right thing to do. I couldn’t let

my mom and dad hear news like this from anybody else. And once

I’d done that… everyone might as well know. Why the heck not?

Cross-dressing isn’t illegal. These days some people even consider

it trendy. If I kept dressing, my neighbors would get used to seeing

Annette out and about. Would they care? Not likely. Why would

anybody care? Who was there to hide from?

My job might be a different story. But the way things were going, I

might soon be too femme to pass as male. I could always soften the

dramatic reveal by dressing for Halloween, and then Annette could

slowly but surely take over my career. A progressive company like

mine might even like having a full-time member of the transgender

community on staff. Hey, a girl can dream, can’t she?

I finished the wine, killed the lights and fell into bed. For quite a

while I lay awake, staring at the shadows on my ceiling. I was slow

to grasp the truth, but at last it came: I didn’t have to hide anymore.

I didn’t have to sneak around, hoping to avoid prying eyes. I could

dress however I liked, be whomever I wanted to be—or needed to

be. I was free.

That night, when Morpheus—the god of dreams—came to bear me

away, he might have wondered why I was smiling. He’d never met

Annette before. But now, everything had changed.  


