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Amanda HawkinsOne Hell of An Act
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It was one hell of an act—or at least, it would be, if the guy could ever manage to

pull it off. Which, of course, he couldn’t; no way, not a snowball’s chance in you-

know-where. The ‘Great Renzini’ might be a decent stage hypnotist, but he wasn’t

no miracle worker.

I mean, come on. He takes a male volunteer from the studio audience, hypnotizes

the guy into believing he’s a woman; then a team of beauticians come on stage to

give him a complete makeover and dress him up in a wedding gown. While that’s

going on, Renzini hypnotizes another dude from the audience to believe that the

first guy is his bride-to-be. Then, to cap it off they bring out a preacher to actually

marry the two of them! Can you believe that? It’s a hundred percent legit too; the

preacher is a notary, they sign all the necessary forms and they’re legally married.

Naturally, the cameras are rolling the whole time.

That’s it for the studio portion of the act, but the film crew follows the newlyweds

to the limo, which whisks them off to a bridal suite at the Hilton, and the cameras

join the happy couple in the bedroom where the bride gets herself deflowered the

only way she could be: up the backyard creek with the groom’s paddle. The live

audience doesn’t get to see that, of course, but the folks watching the televised

version of the show get an eyeful. We’re talking cable TV, obviously.

Or we would be, if any of this were actually possible—which it totally isn’t. My

editor asked me to look into the story, and maybe write it up from a human interest

angle. But as far as I could discover, Renzini has never actually performed the

stunt. His PR for the show assured the public it was a ‘bold new magical feat’ for

a bold new century; the usual hogwash, as far as I was concerned. The only way

he could possibly make it work would be to plant a woman in audience, done up

to look like a man, have ‘him’ volunteer, fake being hypnotized, and so forth.

Pathetic! I hated the guy already, just for being such a transparent huckster. So of

course I had to be there when it happened—and just to fix his wagon I was the

first one to jump up and volunteer. If he tried to ignore me and pick the girl-stooge

he planted in the crowd, he’d be exposed as a fraud. As it was, it made me look

like I was eager to be hypnotized into becoming a woman, but it was worth a little

embarrassment to show the guy up. Plus it would make for one hell of a story. My

editor would be suitably impressed and I’d get a well-deserved rep as the kind of

no-holds-barred reporter who’ll do anything to bring the truth to light.

What could go wrong? Well, as it turned out, damn near everything.
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I was introduced to the audience as ‘Max Devlin’, a regular white-collar joe who

was currently between jobs—and if anybody needs an honest accountant, call me.

I made the ‘let’s talk’ sign with my hand and everyone laughed.

Renzini seemed pleased. He said it was good that I was five-seven and one-thirty,

and had obviously never done an honest day’s work in my life, because that would

make it much easier for his crew of beauticians to turn me into a beautiful bride.

More laughter. God, how I despised the fool!

I closed my eyes when commanded to do so, tried to relax, and focused on the

sound of his voice. He had a good voice, I had to admit. Very deep, very smooth,

very… relaxing. I took slow, deep breaths. Lots of ‘em.

Curious. It was true I’d never done much physical labor. 

Also true that, as guys go, I’m on the small side. I never 

dated much in school, as girls just never seemed all that 

interested. I’ve always been in touch with my feminine 

side; that was what that made me a good reporter—my 

empathy. Hmm… I couldn’t deny that I wasn’t overly 

happy being male. If things had gone the other way in 

my mother’s womb, I’d have been born a girl. Would 

I have been better off that way? I had to admit—

When I opened my eyes, Renzini held my gaze and 

smiled. “You aren’t happy with your looks, are you, 

my dear?” Feeling numb, I shook my head. “Well,

we’re going to fix that right now. Ladies?”

Six women in smocks came on-stage. The audience 

applauded as they gave me the full treatment: a facial 

scrub and exfoliation, Dermablend concealer and pale 

ivory foundation for a creamy smooth complexion, 

subtle contouring with light and dark blusher, finishing 

powder—and finally trimmed and darkened eyebrows, 

eye- and lip-liner, two shades of eye shadow, a thick 

coat of mascara, a brick red lipstick and dark lip gloss. 

At the same time my arms, legs and mostly-hairless 

chest were shaved and moisturized, and my fingernails 

were lengthened and painted with blood-red nail polish.

Naturally, I didn’t object. Gosh, why would I? This is 

totally what I should have done for myself years ago!
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They curled my longish hair, clipped in a set 

of longish extensions, and gave me an intense 

blowout styling that left me with a thick mane 

of wavy tresses cascading over my shoulders.

The women stepped back as Renzini again held 

me in thrall. “That’s much better now, isn’t it?” 

I nodded, unable to look away. “You look lovely 

and that’s a good thing, isn’t it?” More nodding. 

“But there’s still something wrong. Your figure, 

well… it isn’t particularly ‘feminine’, is it?” I 

pouted, shaking my head. Renzini winked at the 

audience. “Would you like the ladies to fix that 

for you?” I nodded eagerly. What girl wouldn’t 

want to look more feminine? Such a no-brainer.

The women placed a low screen before me. 

The crowd roared as the rest of my clothes 

were removed. One by one new items were 

held up for all to see before being placed on 

my body: tastefully sized breast forms (glued 

to my chest), a push-up bra with thin straps, a 

very real-looking female vulva (glued between 

my legs), a lacy garter belt and nude stockings, 

a pair of pink bikini briefs—and finally an off-

the-shoulder vintage bridal gown in shimmery 

pink satin, with a sweeping floor-length skirt, 

topped with a translucent three-quarter sleeve 

jacket studded with Swarovski crystals. The 

women added teardrop diamond earrings and a 

crystal bracelet, spritzed me all over with Miss 

Dior eau de toilette, and placed a bouquet of 

pink plastic flowers into my eager grasp.

Renzini led me to the lip of the stage. “Behold,” 

he cried, “the bride to be!” The crowd cheered.

I tried to smile, but truth be told I was feeling 

a bit nervous. Being paraded around in front

of a bunch of strangers wasn’t the wedding

I’d imagined as a little girl. I had been

hoping for a church ceremony, but my

mom says a gal shouldn’t be too choosy.
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Renzini gestured and a man stepped into view next to me. My breath caught as I

noticed the way he was dressed: a classic dark-grey suit in herringbone tweed,

with a button-down vest and a diamond-pattern tie in black and silver. Handsome

didn’t begin to describe him! A thrill crept down my back when I realized that I,

little miss average—dull-as-dirt Miranda—was about to be his bride.

Another gesture from Renzini and a man dressed in black stepped from the wings.

He looked like a preacher straight out of an old Western, and of course he was

carrying a battered old Bible. Renzini addressed the audience. “Marriage is the

ultimate joining of a man and a woman. Not counting that other kind of joining, of

course!” He winked and the crowd roared with mirth. “To complete the illusion, I

present to you—a wedding! Not betwixt a man and a woman, as one might think,

but between two men: one who believes that he was born female, the other who

sees that man as his blushing bride.”

I had to roll my eyes. What on earth was he talking about? It made absolutely no

sense. My soon-to-be husband looked confused as well, but then he seemed to get

a grip on himself, smiled at me and gave my hand a squeeze. I almost swooned.

Renzini stepped in front of me. Again, our eyes locked. “You are the bride,” he

intoned. “Your name is Miranda Belle.” It wasn’t a question, but I nodded. “You

have always believed yourself to be an ordinary girl, no one special, but today you

are beauty itself. You are the gorgeous girl, desired by men, envied by women.”

My eyes widened as I realized—it was true! For the first time in my life I was able

to see myself as others did. In place of a mousy little girl stood a sexually alluring

woman whose feminine attributes are second to none. I felt like purring.

Renzini stepped over to the groom and they locked eyes. “Your name is Thorvald

Dahl. You are the groom. This woman—” He nodded toward me. “—is the love of

your life. You crave her hand in marriage and you desire her body in bed.”

After that, the rest of the ceremony was pretty anticlimactic. The preacher did his

bit, Thor and I spoke our names and repeated our vows, and then he kissed me—

by far the best part, of course. Seriously, I saw fireworks! The audience cheered,

and then the two of us had to sign a bunch of papers that didn’t make a whole lot

of sense. They weren’t just the usual marriage license, but documents to legally

change our names, and several waivers that absolved the Great Renzini Inc. of any

and all legal liability for what had just been done to us, and also for anything and

everything my husband and I were about to do to each other.

Then it was up the aisle, out the door and into the limousine that was waiting for

us at the curb. The car took us straight to the Hilton, and the bellhop ushered us up

to the bridal suite where a change of bridal lingerie awaited me. What more could

a girl want? The whole thing was just, well… magical.



~ 5 ~

~

In one sense, it was kind of weird. It felt like Thor and I were alone, even though I

knew we weren’t. There were two cameramen with us at all times, capturing the

action from different angles, but they never said a word and it really was like they

weren’t there. I changed out of my gown in the bathroom, and prettied myself up a

little (or a lot), but in the bedroom I minced around in a revealing basque set,

coming on to my new husband like I’d never seen a naked man before—which in

a way I hadn’t—and utterly oblivious to the fact that what I was doing would soon

be splashed across television and computer screens all over the world.

We sat on the edge of the bed, drank champagne from crystal flutes and said all

those silly things newlyweds often do, like how gorgeous and sexy I was, and how

handsome and manly he was. He ran his fingers through my long, loose hair and

kissed me, while I stroked the volcanic bulge that threatened to turn his briefs into

so much confetti. I smiled and giggled like the schoolgirl I’m pretty sure I used to

be, but on the inside I felt pleased and flattered. That bulge, that rising rocket, was

meant for me! In fact, it was because of me! My beauty, my irresistible feminine

allure was what had conjured it into being. In other words, it was mine—and,

cameras or no cameras, I had every right to put it inside me.

When the bottle was empty, we rolled onto the bed and Thor worked me over

slowly, gently removing my lingerie while I progressively teased his manhood to

ever greater levels of rigidity. Towards the end, when it seemed like we were both

ready to explode, I swear it had turned into actual hardwood—the hardest wood

known to man, whatever that might be. Brazilian teak perhaps?

For a long time he lay atop me, pinning me to the mattress, our mouths locked

together, our lips moving in unison. Tongues probed throats and I drank what I

could of him, while his free hand caressed my lady parts. I was long past ready

when he finally broke free and politely inquired, “Ready?”
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Eager to please, I nodded. I had already, in the bathroom, cleansed and lubricated

myself in the necessary area. “Then arise, my wife.” He helped me to my knees.

I gave him a quick but passionate kiss: “I await your pleasure, my love.” Then I

knelt on all fours. He approached me from behind, as a husband should. Briefly, I

reached back to part my cheeks, feeling the arrival of his manhood at the gates to

my womanly orifice. It took but a moment and he was inside.

I gasped—truly, the sensation was magic in its purest form! I felt simultaneously

filled and fulfilled, my womanhood both proven and validated. Never again would

I doubt my feminine appeal to the male of the species. As Thor moved forward I

shifted backward, eager to take him as deeply inside as I could, to make him part

of me as much as a woman can. He was my man now.

For a long time we moved in unison, joined in the rhythm of love. Thor was my

first, but even so I discerned him to be a gentle and considerate lover. Clearly, he

had done this before, and for that I was grateful. When at last he did cry out and

erupt, sending a jet of liquid heat deep into my body—my own pleasure aside, I

felt a great joy at being able to bring such frenzied bliss to the man I loved.

I slept soundly that night, entwined in my lover’s arms.

The next day, following another vigorous session of lovemaking, we dressed and

took a leisurely brunch in the sitting room. Once the dishes were cleared away, the

Great Renzini made his entrance. He asked whether we’d slept well. Thor and I

giggled at one another, as newlyweds do, and then Renzini turned to the camera.

“There you have it,” he said, his deep voice rolling out the syllables. “True love! It

really is magic, ladies and gentlemen.” Then he turned to us, snapped his fingers

and thereby released us from the hypnotic illusion we’d been placed in back at the

studio. It took several long seconds for me to remember who I actually was.

Not Miranda. Not a beautiful woman. And no longer a blushing bride.

Thorvald—if indeed that was his real name—stood up, looked everywhere except

at me, and strode from the room. I knew I’d never see him again. Probably just as

well, given my state of mind. Embarrassed, miffed, disappointed…

The cameramen shuttered their equipment and left. Renzini placed a hand on my

nylon-clad knee. “It really is a hell of an act,” he said. “If you still want to write

that article, contact my office. They’ll set up an interview.” He stood. “My ladies

will come by shortly to return you to your old self. That’s assuming you still wish

to be your old self.” He laughed and exited, stage left.

I lounged back, poured myself another glass of champagne and considered. To be

(a woman) or not to be (a woman), that was the question I pondered. But either

way, Renzini was right about one thing: I had myself one hell of a story.  


