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I’m always tempted to put my wig on first, because it’s head and shoulders above

everything else—no pun intended—but in practice it’s just easier to take care of a

few other things first. Shaving one’s body is an obvious and trivial example; duh,

of course you have to take care of all that bathroom stuff first, washing and so on.

It’s after you hit the bedroom that things get interesting.

Obviously, when you’re in a hotel the entire room is ‘the bedroom’, but this time I

had splurged on a suite so there was a sitting room as well. Either way, decisions

have to be made while you’re all naked and soft. Hair first? Nope, not yet. I find it

better to prep my body first; to erase my basic maleness.

On that note, one more thing: I pull a small spray-can from my toiletries case,

attach a long plastic straw to the nozzle and poke the free end down my throat. A

few quick squirts is generally enough, applied directly to the vocal chords. I won’t

be able to speak out loud for about an hour, but after that I’ll be good for at least

twenty-hour hours. It lasts a little longer each time I use it.

I unpack my suitcase. A vagina panty isn’t your regular piece of clothing; it’s a

silicone undergarment in the shape of a pair of boyshorts. It clings to the hips and

groin like a second layer of skin, and I managed to find one that was close to my

own coloration. It’s not easy to pull on, but once it’s in place it’s hard to tell it

even exists. Of course, the whole point is that the front is designed to look like the

business end of a female vagina, the vulva, for all the obvious reasons.

The trick is, there’s a sleeve on the inside where you stick your John Thomas, far

from prying eyes. This particular panty has a tiny hole at the end of the sleeve, and

if you can get your dickie properly aligned and secured it’s possible to pee while

sitting down, just like a real live female. Personally, I like to put a little body

adhesive on the knob before jamming it in there, so it stays put even if it gets

jerked around a little. Again, no pun intended.

Next up are the breast forms. The main thing here is a hairless chest and lots more

body adhesive, to stick the things on good and firm. The glue isn’t strong enough

to keep a pair of D-cups in place, come what may, but throw on a good support bra

and you’re good to go. Once the glue dries and I wipe away the excess, a little

foundation cream serves to conceal the seams, mostly in the area where somebody

might actually see them: in and around the cleavage zone.

At this point I’m no longer male, but female. I’ve got the appropriate sex organs,

more or less the right figure, hairless arms and legs, and so on. That’s an important
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milestone, make no mistake. This is when I start thinking of myself as ‘she’. Even

so, it’s not quite wig time. It’s a bit weird to be wearing only a bra, so it’s time for

more lingerie. I’ve always been fond of stockings, so I strap myself into a garter

belt and attach the garters to a pair of sheer black nylons. That feels great.

Panties, for those of us in the know, always go on after the garters. That’s so you

can hike up your skirt, pull down your undies and use the potty like a pro. In this

case, my French-cut satin panties are black, as is the garter belt—and my bra, for

that matter. As you may have gathered, I’m partial to black lingerie.

I also slip into a steel-boned waist nipper that rides the range between hips and rib

cage. It’s got eight of those tiny steel hooks in the front, and a zipper overtop. I

have to suck in that gut to the edges together, much less get it hooked, but it nicely

reshapes my figure. The hips could be wider, but mine are larger than most guys’

so I can get away with it. Top it all off with a full silk slip—in basic black, of

course—and that’s my body nicely feminized.

I can definitely pretend to be a girl now, mincing around the bedroom like I own

the gender. Not one of the pretty girls, you understand, but female nonetheless.

My own hair is long, but rather thin and lifeless, which is why I always wear a wig

while cross-dressing. By this time my hair is dry, so I comb it out and pull it back

into a bun. That’s because it’s still not time for the wig. It’s just easier to get a few

basic makeover tasks done before complicating the issue with lots of loose hair. I

love loose hair, but there are times when it gets in the way.

Case in point: foundation. Basic skin prep is part of my bathroom routine—shave

and cleanse, exfoliate and moisturize—so by the time I get around to daubing on

foundation cream—I’m rather fond of Laura Mercier’s Silk Crème, moisturizing

edition—my skin is smooth, soft and slightly moist. Spread it on evenly, puff on a

little powder, let it dry and dust off the excess, and you’ve got the kind of warm,

glowing complexion which should convince anyone that you are well and truly

female; providing that everything else syncs up, of course.

Getting close now, although I prefer to do the rest of the ‘skin work’ while my hair

is out of the way. I don’t require concealer—if I did, I’d have applied it before the

foundation—but this is the perfect time to contour my face, to give it a more

feminine appearance. It involves applying two facial powders: one lighter and one

darker than my natural skin tone. I gaze into the vanity mirror while I ‘highlight’

with one color, to draw attention to my forehead, eye sockets and cheekbones; and

‘bronze’ with the darker color, to de-emphasize the nose and jawline. I blend with

a makeup sponge, to erase any visible lines, and come out of it looking a lot more

female. I add a pink blush to my cheeks to make them stand out, and to bring a

healthy glow to the area.
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I stand up and admire the result in the wall mirror. My face has been completely

restructured, and with my hair up in a bun—plus all that lingerie—no one could

ever doubt that I am indeed a woman. Unfinished and only half dressed, but a

woman nonetheless—one in the midst of getting herself ready for a night on the

town. Because that’s exactly what I am.

Okay, now it’s time for the wig.

With hair as long and thin as mine, I can get away with not wearing a wig cap. I

divide the hair into a pair of narrow pigtails—one on each side, above and behind

my ears. Once the wig is in place, I pull each thin ‘tail through a gap in the mesh,

remove the elastics and merge my hair with the wig’s tresses. This works because

the wig is close to my natural color, and to be honest I get a charge from knowing

that my own hair is part of my feminine hairstyle, rather than just tucked away

underneath. It adds a touch of the real to my womanhood.

As with any wig, one of the most important things you can do is attach it properly

to your head. Stories abound of cross-dressers losing their crowning glory in a

strong wind or getting it snagged, and I do not intend to join that list. To that end,

I use a multi-pronged approach. First, two tiny clamps at the rim of the wig clip

into my own hair just above the ears. Second, the pigtails help pin the wig down,

and third, I also weave two clip-on hair wefts (same color, of course) into the wig.

For each weft, I pin back enough of the wig’s hair to expose a section of the cap,

then push the weft’s clamps through the mesh and clip them to my natural hair

near the roots. The wefts run at ear level around the back of my head, and each

provides three anchors to keep the wig in place.

Cheap wigs often provide tiny clamps across the forehead, but this one is a high-

quality lace-front—and a pricey one at that. I got it second-hand; and yes, the fact

that my new hair once belonged to a real live woman adds another exciting touch

of realism to my growing ‘femulation’.   [see femulate.org]

So instead of clamps, I apply body adhesive in a swath across my forehead—and

here it actually helps to have a receding hairline. I press the lace into the glue

while guiding the wig into place, which of course means that the glue goes on

first, followed by the clamps, the pigtails and the clip-on extensions. It all adds up

to a strong marriage between the wig and my head. Other than not being able to

whip the wig off for a dramatic reveal—which I hope never to have to do—I’ve

yet to have any trouble keeping my crowning glory in place. To be fair, I have yet

to test my theory in the face of a serious windstorm or a probing tree branch.

I should mention here that I’m a brunette, and this girl likes her hair long. Not too

long, mind you; down to the shoulder blades is long enough for me. Not too

straight and not too curly, just a set of nice wavy tresses.
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That, in a nutshell, is what I spent twenty minutes attaching to my head, plus time

spent untangling knots and merging these varied sources into what appears to be a

single—and very real—mane of dark brown hair. Not to toot my own horn

(much), but it looks fantastic. No one would ever think I hadn’t grown it myself.

My hair is, quite simply, my pride and joy; the single most important aspect of my

transformation. Inspecting myself in the mirror, hairbrush in hand, tresses freely

flowing, there can be no doubt that I am in fact a woman. It gives me a chill to

think in such terms, but it’s true. If a bellhop were to stroll in right now, he’d

exclaim, “Oh, I’m real sorry, ma’am, I didn’t realize you were getting dressed.”

Before the wig, they might’ve had some doubt as to what to call me. But now,

there can be no doubt. I have transformed myself into a woman.

And like any other woman, I have to finish getting dressed.

This is the time to fix my face. All that remains are details, but it’s these finishing

touches that can make or break a girl’s look. I like to keep it simple, nothing over

the top—just enough makeup to bring out my inner beauty without being too

obvious about it. Perhaps I should say my mother’s inner beauty, because when I

finish it’s amazing how much I look like her. No real surprise, given our similar

facial structure and the hair color we share. She wore her hair short and curly,

while mine is long and wavy, but otherwise I’m very much my mother’s daughter.

I could also point out how much I resemble my female parent in family pictures

from when she was my age, but let’s not go there.

I cozy up to the vanity, cosmetics spread before me, and get down to business. I

apply lip and eye liner in moderation, just enough to make them somewhat larger

without looking garish. It’s the same story for eye shadow; subtle shades to widen

the socket without leaving an obvious tint. It really is a fine line.

A few bold strokes serve to define my eyebrows; thin arches are passé, but they do

have to be tidy with no stray hairs. I also give false eyelashes a miss; mine are

fairly full, and with the aid of a volumizing mascara I can get by. A dark lipstick

completes my look, like putting the finishing touches on the Mona Lisa.

I admire the result. I’m not just pretty, I’m beautiful. Full credit to my late mater;

I surely do take after her. I can glimpse her youthful self in those lustrous brown

eyes, gazing out at me from the mirror, wondering what the fuss is all about. Of

course that’s me—who else would it be?

Time to get dressed. I choose a little black dress; a tight sheath that doesn’t quite

reach my knees, with a scoop neckline that dips low enough to show cleavage. I

wriggle through the back, pop my arms into the cap sleeves, and pull it over my

shoulders. The zipper glides up my spine, stopping just shy of my neck.
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I spend a moment tugging on my slip and smoothing out the dress, then step into a

pair of black pumps with pointed toes and stiletto heels. I complete my look with a

pair of vintage gold earrings for my pierced lobes, a chunky Fifties-style necklace,

and my favorite faux-fur jacket—all of which once belonged to the mom who

never really knew me. With that, my transformation is compete.

I take a moment to sit and stare at my reflection. Taken in sum, the transformation

is truly astonishing. Of the man I once was, nothing is left. As is often the case, I

find myself lost in admiration. Behold the woman…
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I color my nails a bold red-orange with Essie’s Happy Wife Happy Life. I pass a

brush through my hair, front to back, repeatedly, then add a dash of Elnett Satin to

keep it in place. I spritz my wrists and throat with Miss Dior.

It’s been more than an hour… “My name—” I speak in a breathy voice two

octaves higher than before. “—is Cassandra Kavanagh.” My middle name, left

unsaid, is my mother’s given name; a small gesture in her honor from the daughter

she never met. But it fits, because I am the woman she would have wanted me to

be. I promise the mirror to do her proud.

~

I’m free. That may sound strange, given the circumstances, but it’s true. Dressing

up like this—the clothing, the long hair, the makeup, even the prosthetics attached

to my body—isn’t like putting on a disguise, it’s like taking one off. Cassandra is

my true, authentic self.

I retrieve my handbag and sweep from the room. It’s nearly four o’clock and that’s

when the registration desk opens. I’m about to attend my very first cross-dressers’

retreat, in the hotel across the street. I chose to stay in a room off-site so the staff

here would treat me as a genetic female. My wife even booked the room for me,

using her credit card. It may be a small thing but each time a stranger passes and

assumes that I’m a real woman, I become more of one.

I cross the street, every step I take making me more of a woman. The day is cool

and dry and the sidewalks are crowded. This isn’t my first time in public, but

every time out is a fresh thrill. There’s always that small chance of being ‘read’.

The Radisson is a modern venue with multiple conference rooms, quite unlike the

stately old Stratford I’d just left. The signage is no help, so I stroll down the main

hall to the rear of the building, where the meeting rooms are located. I come

across a wedding reception, a dental teach-in, and a workshop for aspiring Wiccan

divinators, but no cross-dressers. A full circuit of the ground floor proves equally

fruitless. Could I be in the wrong hotel?

I’m unwilling to march up to the front desk and ask, so I return to my room in the

Stratford. I call the Radisson, only to be informed that the cross-dressers’ retreat is

booked for next weekend. How strange! I registered for the event months ago, and

booked the hotel shortly afterward. Did I give my wife the incorrect date? Could

she have remembered it wrong?

I call my wife. It’s not like Miranda can do anything about it, but I feel adrift and

maybe just need to talk. The call goes straight to voicemail.

I slump onto the couch in my sitting room. Of course, she’d be working at this
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hour—rehearsals for an upcoming production of Hamlet, where my wife is set to

play the mad Ophelia. What am I to do now? I’m in a strange city, hundreds of

miles from home, completely cross-dressed, with the entire weekend ahead of me,

free of any possible interruptions. Hmm…

My cellphone pings. It’s a text from Miranda.

Hi, Cass. surpriz! I b%kD U earlE on purpus. nw U got a

hol 10 days to kick bk & B da woman UR. hav fun! Luv, M.

I’m knocked out. I really am. Being a cross-dresser can be a lonely business, and

nothing is more important than being accepted for who you are by the people you

love. I hadn’t told Miranda about my addiction to women’s clothing—and to long

hair and makeup, and to generally being a woman—until year eight of our

marriage, but she didn’t get upset. In fact, it was she who encouraged me to take

my dressing to a new level, expand my wardrobe, and get my sorry ass outside

more often. Fast forward three-plus years and here she is, telling me to take my

femulation to undreamt-of heights. I resolve not to disappoint.

Again I leave the room, this time with no goal in mind; what’s important is simply

being out and about in the world as a woman. The hotel boasts several high-end

ladies wear and jewelry shops, and window shopping is always fun. I stroll from

one artfully designed tableau to the next, lingering over the evening gowns and a

display of antique magical talismans. I should definitely do the shopping thing, I

muse, only not right now. Tomorrow, when I’m no longer dressed like a high-class

call girl. Perhaps the Bloomingdale’s I noted on my way into town.

Now and then I glance at the wind-up lady’s watch on my wrist; another hand-me-

down from my mother. If someone notices me and wonders what no-good I’m up

to, hopefully they’ll think I’m meeting someone. I dislike having to worry about

strangers, but it’s not a good idea to attract unnecessary attention. Even real girls

have to be careful.

I pass through the lobby, wondering whether or not to venture outside. Dusk is on

its way and I have nowhere in particular to go. I’m not into the bar scene. Again I

check my watch, then find a seat by the fireplace. Soon after, my phone pings.

It’s Miranda, but not in person. She’s sent me a video selfie, from what looks to be

backstage at the theater. I hold it close to listen.

“Hi, Cassie. Sorry, we’re still in rehearsal. I didn’t want to leave you hanging, so I

called an old buddy of mine who lives not far from there. Okay, an old boyfriend.

That’s why I didn’t mention him before. But we grew up together and I trust him.

You can too. His name’s Tristan. He’s separated, and he agreed to come on down

and show you around. I told him all about you. He’s cool with that ‘cause he
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swings both ways, although he’s not a ‘dresser. He’ll meet you in the lobby at six

o’clock—said he’d be wearing a Bugs Bunny tie. Can’t be many of those around,

right? Bye sweetie! Have fun.”

Wow. I return the phone to my purse and glance about the room. There are at least

a dozen men present, but few are wearing ties. The only ones in formal attire are

part of a group, probably headed for the reception. For an instant I’m tempted to

flee back to my room. Seriously, did my wife just set me up on a date? But the

urge passes. The dude knows I cross-dress, so it can’t be all that different from

chatting with whoever at the retreat.

No big deal. And hey, it’s something to do.

A few minutes later a man enters through the front door. Early thirties, not overly

tall, but well-built with a close-cropped beard and curly dark hair. He’s wearing

slacks, a tweed sports jacket and, yes, a black necktie with an image of the famous

‘wabbit’ wearing a zoot suit. He looks around the room, sees me and points at his

tie. I smile and nod.

He comes over. “Hi, I’m Tristan. You must be Cassandra.”

“Guilty as charged.” I gesture to the seat next to me. “I just heard from Miranda

that you were coming. By happy chance, I was already here.”

“That’s cool.” He looks at me curiously. “It’s a bit cheeky, isn’t it? The way she

pushed us together? If you’d rather not hang out, I totally get it. I mean, I did just

put on a tie and drive down here, but even so…” His voice is a mid-range tenor,

his manner boyish. He shrugs, looking ever-so-slightly flustered.

I find myself charmed. “No worries. I was just sitting here wondering what to do

with myself. I’d love for someone to show me around.”

“I’d love to be that someone.” He pauses. “If you don’t mind my saying… wow.

You’re gorgeous. It’s hard to believe that you’re, uhm… that is, that you were

planning to hang out with, erm—”

I stifle a giggle. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

He smiles. “What would you like to do?”

“Well…” My stomach chooses that moment to voice its displeasure. We share a

laugh. “The hotel has a restaurant, doesn’t it?”

“I hear it’s overpriced. But there’s a nice little bistro a few blocks over. Seafood,

and the catch of the day is to die for. I think the owner owns his own boat.”

I pick up my purse. “I love seafood. Did Miranda tell you that?”

“She told me a lot of things. That might’ve been one of ‘em.”
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Twenty minutes later we’re in the foyer of Salty’s Roost, awaiting a table. We’ve

been trading stories about our pasts. Tristan grew up in the same neighborhood as

Miranda and they dated off and on in high school, but unlike most men he doesn’t

seem too fixated on talking about himself. He’s genuinely curious about me: when

I began dressing, how I came to realize who I am, whether I consider myself more

of a man or a woman. I do my best, but I can’t help presenting as female. I talk

about the boy I was like he was my brother.

I tell him about that first Halloween. “Our mom got it into her head to dress Carter

up like her, so she got him a little black dress—a bit like this one—stuck him in a

padded bra and an old wig of hers, plus girl’s shoes she borrowed from my cousin,

and he looked absolutely adorable. She even put makeup on him. He really did

look like a miniature version of his mother.”

“That’s wild. He went out trick-or-treating like that?”

“All over the neighborhood. Most people assumed he was a girl, but a few of his

friends knew and they never let him forget it. Not that he had many friends, but

even so… I’m not sure he ever completely forgave her.”

Tristan eventually realizes how serious I am about being viewed as a real woman.

Thankfully, he stops asking about cross-dressing and treats me like I was born this

way. I feel pathetically grateful. This is what I’ve always wanted, to be with a man

who sees me as a card-carrying member of the fair sex. To have given me this, my

wife must know me better than I know myself.

We return to the Stratford for drinks. The hotel has a cozy little wine bar in the

basement; old-style, lots of dark wood. Tristan loosens up and talks about how his

marriage fell apart. Cheating wasn’t an issue, it was that his wife couldn’t accept

his dual attraction to men and women. “It’s funny,” he says. “I only ever dated one

guy, and that was back in theater school. He was kind of androgenous, but in

retrospect even that was a bit too butch. I’m attracted to feminine beauty, and if

that person happens to be male—so much the better.”

I smile. “You’re just saying that.”

“No, it’s true! It’s something I’ve thought about a lot the past few years.” He leans

forward. “I just find cross-dressers, transgenders… fascinating.”

I stir my cocktail languidly. “Funny thing, that. I feel the same way, only what I

find ‘fascinating’ is when a man who turns himself into a woman is treated as

though he’s always been female.”

He nods eagerly. “I get that. Anyone who goes to that much trouble to transform

themselves, well… They should be respected for who they are now, not chastised

for who or what they used to be.”
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I touch his free hand, the one not holding a beer stein. “Thank you. I hope you’re

not just saying that to get into my skirts.”

He laughs. “That’s not the way I roll. For one thing, I respect Miranda too much to

let her down. More importantly, I respect you.” His fingers curve around mine. “I

think what you’re doing with your life, being your authentic self, is really brave.”

Damn. I’m losing myself in those blue eyes.

I come perilously close to falling under his spell. When he escorts me up to my

room, asking him inside is on the tip of my tongue. I sense that he might be

thinking about that too—but then I remember my wife and maybe so does he. A

gentle kiss on the lips will have to suffice. “I’ll be around tomorrow,” he says, “if

you’d like to get together. I can recommend more than one restaurant.”

“I was hoping to shop in the afternoon, but I’m sure—”

He grins. “Actually, it would be kinda cool to watch you try on dresses. Assuming

that’s what you’re shopping for. Raincoats, maybe not so much.”

Another smile. “Oh, dresses. Definitely dresses.”

~

I brunch in the room, then spend a slow morning restoring my feminine self. Like

any serious cross-dresser, I think it’s important to take your time, make sure you

get it right, and above all enjoy the process. Here’s a choice piece of information

for any academic in the future who might study this memoir: the process of

dressing oneself as a woman is half the appeal of cross-dressing. Did I say half the

appeal? It’s almost the whole point! By and large, what happens after you turn

gorgeous is icing on the cake; it’s mostly there simply to justify your dressing-up.

The truth is, a cross-dresser needs no excuse to transform himself; just being a

woman is reason enough.

Tristan is waiting in the lobby when I come down. He looks quite trim in a muted

sport shirt and dark jacket, sans tie, and cotton Dockers. I’m wearing a basic shift

dress, which is easy to step in and out of for trying on clothes. We stroll over to the

Bloomingdale’s I saw the day before.

It takes two solid hours of me trying on a multitude of frocks, and modelling each

one for both Tristan and a hapless saleslady, to make his eyes glaze over. Color me

impressed! As a guy, I wouldn’t have lasted fifteen minutes. I follow that up with

a trip to the lingerie department for a push-up bra, satin panties, and just for fun a

silky babydoll that would’ve knocked my socks off were I still male. There was no

modelling involved, but Tristan never once grumbled. He must really care.
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Back at the hotel, I change into one of my new acquisitions: a dark blue gown. It’s

an off-the-shoulder figure-hugger that stops just shy of sweeping the floor. Tristan

waits downstairs, and softly whistles his appreciation when I make my entrance.

Thankfully, he added a respectable tie to his own ensemble.

“I never would’ve believed that, you know—a cross you-know-what—could look

so…” He glances around, then lowers his voice. “Not only like a woman born and

bred and all that, but so lovely and so… well, classy.” He offers me his arm.

I smile and slip my arm through his. Words would cheapen the moment.

Our destination this evening is a small French bistro two blocks away. It’s a bit of

a hike in heels and a gown, but I manage—in part because Tristan supports me

every step of the way. He asks my permission to order for both of us, and when I

acquiesce he picks an old favorite of mine: coq au Vin. How did he know?

Later, he suggests a visit to the hotel’s Starlight Room, where a string quartet is on

tap to play music to waltz by. So off we go. It’s when he’s steering me around the

dance floor, to the tune of “Take It To The Limit” by The Eagles, that he broaches

the subject we’ve been tap-dancing around the whole evening.

“It’s getting late,” he says. “I should probably think about hitting the highway.”

“You have a long way to drive?” I ask, my head touching his shoulder.

“Quite long. And it’s dark. Probably foggy as well.”

“Maybe you could crash here at the hotel. We could do brunch.”

“Mm-hmm. Too bad they’re full up. I saw the sign out front.”

“Ohh, too bad. Still… you could bunk in with me, if that’s okay.”

He steps me backwards. “I didn’t know you booked a double.”

I smile. “It’s a single. But the bed is a queen—what else, right? You’d have to be

on your best behavior, though. Is that too much to ask?”

“For a gentleman such as myself? Probably not.”

We dance for two more songs while our breathing grows increasingly strained. He

then guides me off the dance floor and we share an extra large mojito (two straws)

before I lead the way to my room.

Tristan excuses himself to the washroom. I hang my fur in the closet, then eye my

gorgeous reflection in the vanity. Am I actually going to do this? It’s been a

wonderful evening and I do like the guy, but is that any reason to cheat? Whatever

my feelings for Tristan, I’m still in love with my wife. It wouldn’t be right—

My purse pings. It’s another text from Miranda.
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ey, grl. lisN, a sngl gal lk U nEdz 2 gt boned nw & thN, so 

if ya gt chnc, go4 it. Carter’s my hubby, not U. Luv, M.

My mouth runs dry. I mean… wow. Did she just give me permission?

My eyes rise to the mirror, and gazing back at me—clear as day—is a woman. Of

course—how could it be cheating when I’m not her husband? I’m just Cassandra,

a single gal looking for love in all the strange places.

I run fingers through my hair, my lips toying with a smile. Why the heck not? To

coin a phrase: What happens as a woman, stays in Vegas—something like that.

My wife need never know what’s about to go down tonight, and poor old Carter

need not feel guilty about it. If this is a mistake then it’s mine, not his.

Tristan steps from the bathroom, wearing a hotel bathrobe and carrying his folded

clothes. He drops them in a drawer and turns to me. “You look… I’m not sure.

Different? What’d I miss?”

I drape my arms around his neck. “Not a thing. I just feel—let’s just say free. Or

maybe ‘uninhibited’ is the right word.” My eyes dance.

His lips caress mine. “I like the sound of that.” He turns me around and unzips my

dress. I catch it as it falls, step free of the hem, then glide into the bathroom. The

dress hangs neatly on the back of the door, my heels out of the way on the counter.

My mother taught me that a woman takes good care of her things—and that would

include her man.

I remove my panties, leaving the garter belt and stockings, because there’s nothing

sexier than a woman in lingerie. I use the facilities, then do my best to clean

myself ‘back there’, where the vagina panty has a slit for easy access. I also apply

some of the provided lube; the hotel definitely covers all the bases.

Back in the bedroom, Tristan sweeps me into his arms. He kisses me, firmly, and I

kiss back. His lips are soft, in spite of the beard. He dances me onto the bed. With

a feminine squeal, I scoot over to the center. The lights go out and I hear a

bathrobe hit the floor. He follows me onto the mattress.

“I see you’re the take-charge type,” I say, as he gathers me to him.

He chuckles. “I’m trying something new. But the safe word is ‘stop’, okay? All

you have to do is say it and I will. You have my word.”

“What’s the opposite of a safe word?” I lounge back on one elbow, shaking my

hair. “Something along the lines of ‘screw my brains out’?”

“Call me crazy, but you seem to be feeling a lot less buttoned-up than when we

met in the lobby.”

“You’re crazy. I’m always like this. Just wait and see.”
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“Huh. Not sure I believe that.” He rakes his fingers through my hair, then pulls my

mouth onto his. This kiss lasts a long time. My hand lands on his waist and begins

stroking. Not much of a tummy; the boy’s in good shape.

He lays me back with my head on the pillow, gently shifting my hair to the side. “I

think you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he says, between kisses

that range between my lips, my forehead, my throat.

“You can’t see me. It’s dark.”

“My eyes adapted. Besides, I remember how you looked when you came out of

the bathroom. Such beauty,” he breathes, “is a treasure beyond a king’s ransom. I

hope my ministrations do it justice.”

“Mmm. You’re quite the charmer. A girl could get a little silly around you.”

“I hope so.” He looms above me. Our mouths fuse, our tongues entwine. My

hands slip beneath his undershirt and roam up and down his back. I notice he’s

wearing some kind of bandage across his shoulder blades.

“Did you hurt yourself?” I ask, plucking at the tight band.

“Sprained my pecs. It’s what I get for bench pressing above my weight. Nothing

to worry about.” He caresses my right breast, lingering over the tip, then moves in

for another kiss.

Much later he moves his hand onto my lady parts and strokes what he finds there,

which feels nice even though it isn’t strictly necessary. My own hand slides over

his hip, onto his thigh and finally dips between his—

He pulls back. “Best not,” he says. “It’s already a little too sensitive.” I apologize,

but he waves it off. “Time for a quick pit stop.” He dashes for the bathroom. Water

runs in the sink and then he’s back in bed. Something meaty smacks against my

leg. Oh my… it’s awfully firm.

I find myself being kissed, his mouth moving with fresh urgency. I do my best to

return his ardor. Again he caresses my hair. “Are you ready?”

I can only nod. A safe word is the furthest thing from my mind. Tristan rises and

spreads my legs, positioning himself in-between. Strong hands lift my thighs. That

meaty something touches the crack between my cheeks, then slides deeper. My

breath catches as it penetrates and digs deeper still. Oh my… he’s big as well.

Out a bit, then further in. His breath quickens, as does mine.

“Can’t let you—do all the work.” I wriggle closer, angling my pelvis up a bit, then

wrap my legs around his waist. We begin moving in unison, working him ever

further inside until at last I feel the slap of ball-sacs against my derrière.
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He moans. “Oh my gawd… you little minx. You’ve done this before.”

I shake my head. “Beginner’s luck. But I’ve thought about it often enough, if that

counts.” With nothing else to do with my hands, I run them over my breasts then

through my hair. I’ve never felt more alive.

“I’d hate to see what you could do with more experience.” He laughs softly. “Just

look at a man the wrong way and he’d pop off.”

I slap at his thigh. “Don’t be silly.” My hands dig in, as do his. We move together

like a machine: partway out, all the way in, repeat as desired.

He lasts a long time, much longer than Carter could. Then his body stiffens, his

hand darts between his legs, he shudders—and a pleasing warmth spreads through

my abdomen. I breathe easier. My own soft climax had arrived earlier.

Tristan pulls out and runs to the bathroom, leaving me spent. I pluck a wad of

tissues from the bedside table and clean up as best I can. Then I find a small blob

of the stuff on the sheet. After a moment’s hesitation I lift it to my lips.

Hmm… not salty, like one would expect. In fact, it’s rather sweet. Is that—

butterscotch? As in, pudding? What kind of man produces Jell-O from his nads? I

flop back in bed. The kind of man, apparently, who has to reach into his crotch to

squeeze out the juice. I’d been pranked. My phone pings.

how wz it, girl? did Trist rock yer world?

I text back: “Mmmm, pudding.” Laughter erupts from the bathroom.

Tristan emerges, grinning. “I was kicking myself earlier for not using the no-sugar

version. That and extra salt might’ve done the trick, but—”

I fall into his arms. “That’s so amazing—you even sound like a man!”

He laughs. “Yeah, the same outfit that built your voice-changer sells a female-to-

male version too.”

I cling to him, feeling horribly gullible. “Does this mean you’re a cross-dresser?”

“Yes and no.” We sit next to each other on the bed, my wife and I—or am I the

wife? “I’ve always been fascinated with the idea of switching gender,” he says.

“As in, what my life might have been like as a guy. Maybe that’s one reason we

get along so well.” He clasps my hand. “But mainly I wanted to do this for you. I

know much you wanted to take being a woman to the next level.”

“Thank you. I mean that. It was incredible.” I stroke his arm—which, now that I

notice, has much finer hair than a man’s would. “Everything was just perfect.

Seriously, I had no idea it was you.”

A surprised look darts across his face. “Really? You had no idea whatsoever?” His
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lips twist. “I know I’m a good actor, but I didn’t think I was that good.”

“Good enough to fool me.” I smile, allowing a mass of thick hair to spill over my

left shoulder. “Is it too late to nominate you for a Tony? Best performance by a

leading actress in a male role.”

He pulls away, then stands up. “I can’t believe you didn’t know—that you didn’t

even have a clue it was me.”

I can only stare. “Wasn’t that what you were aiming for?”

“Well, yeah. I prepped for the role, same as always. The prop guy at the theatre

helped me with the costume. I didn’t tell him why I wanted it, of course…” He

begins to pace. “Lemme get this straight. You actually thought I was a man—and

then you went ahead and had sex with the guy?”

“Well, yeah… after you sent that text.”

He stops dead. “Oh, I see! You think the fact that your wife gave you permission

made it okay for you to cheat?”

I bend forward, hugging myself. “But—that’s what you told me to do!”

“It was part of the act! We were role-playing, just the two of us, like when married

couples spice things up in the bedroom.” He scowls, his face dark. “Dammit, you

weren’t supposed to believe all that crap!”

I stare at the floor, feeling hard done by. How was I supposed to know that? Talk

about unfair. With a groan, he drops into a chair. “I guess this is all my fault. I

assumed you weren’t a complete doofus.”

“That’s not fair. I didn’t actually chea—”

“You thought you were. That’s just as bad.” He waves his hands. “I know, I told

you to do it. I just can’t help feeling betrayed.” His eyes roll. “All it means is now

I’m just as upset with me as I am with you.” He reaches into the drawer where his

clothes were. “I was even going to give you this, as a present.”

He shows me a small bottle. The glass is smoky and I see no label. “What is it?”

“Black market potion. Cost me three months salary, but—silly me—I thought you

were worth it.” He holds the slim vial up to the light. “It’s a gender-morph spell, in

liquid form. One week as a paid-up member of the opposite sex.”

I’m speechless. I’d heard of magic like that.

“You don’t deserve this. Not after what you did.” He uncorks the bottle and

swallows the potion. His smile is fierce. “Apparently, it makes you believe you

were meant to be the other sex. Like you were stuck with the wrong body since

birth and only just figured it out. Makes the experience more authentic.”
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I’m horrified. “Miranda, what did you do?”

“I’m not her.” His head lolls back and his body quivers, like he’s having a seizure.

Disturbingly, his voice deepens: “I’m a man.”

A minute later he sits up, groans and stretches. “Guess I don’t need this anymore.”

He doffs his undershirt and unravels the bandage around his chest, which is now

washboard flat, reasonably well muscled—and furry. He runs his hand over the

dense mat of stubby hair. “Well, whaddya know. I really am a dude.” He drops his

boxers and fingers his fleshy manhood.

I stare. “So you’re, uh… gonna be like this for a whole week?”

“That’s right.” He steps over to me, pulls me to my feet. “I’m not mad anymore,

babe. You couldn’t help yourself. I get that.”

“Thanks. I really did think you were a man, right up—”

“Now I am one.” His hand grips my neck. “Ya know what’s weird? I remember

being Carter’s wife and growing up as a girl and all that, but it feels like all that

happened to somebody else—like my sister.” He grins. “Just think of me as

Miranda’s long-lost brother, come to visit.” His arms encircle my waist, pulling

my body to his. “And since ‘little miss perfect’ ain’t here right now… the mice are

going to play.” He kisses me, hard.

I pull back. “I don’t think we—”

“C’mon, baby. Don’t be like that. You wanted to make love with a man, didn’t ya?

Well, here I am. Let’s make this happen.”

I feel my resolve slipping. It wouldn’t be cheating, any more than it was before.

This person is still my wife—or at least my spouse—in spite of being male and

answering to a different name. And I do want to sleep with him, even more than

before. It’s the chance of a lifetime. I’d never forgive myself if I let it slip away.

I drop my gaze. The word “yes” slips from my lips.

“Ya won’t regret it, babe.” To my surprise he picks me up, easily. “It’s strange. I

know you’re male, but when I look at you right now—all I can see is the female

I can’t wait to go balls-deep on.” He places me on the bed and climbs on top. With

little warning, his lips press into mine. My mouth pops open, as much from

surprise as desire, and his tongue slips into my throat. I suckle it while his hands

wander up and down my body, caressing whatever they find.

It’s foreplay on fast-forward. Barely a minute later he leverages my hips up and

inserts himself into my still-lubricated trapdoor. A groan escapes my lips. He’s

bigger and harder than before, and those balls are real! Again my legs wrap

around his waist, and Tristan rides me—long and hard.
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It occurs to me that I can no longer think of myself a man—not when I look like

this and I’m being mounted like a female in heat. This—this, as my lover erupts

deep inside me—is the moment my life as a woman truly begins.

~

The next day, we pack our bags and check out. Apparently, the cross-dressing

retreat is no longer part of the plan. “We’re headed down the coast,” Tristan says,

when I inquire. “Gotta see a man about a potion.”

Driving our car is risky. I don’t look like a ‘Carter’ and of course Tristan doesn’t

have a license. Nonetheless, he gets behind the wheel and I’m the passenger—as

befits my status as ‘his woman’. Apparently, the potion he drank was capable of

turning a feminist female into a sexist male.

Our destination is Trullio, a small resort town a stone’s throw from the shores of

the Pacific. We arrive late in the afternoon, just in time to beat closing time for a

small shop in a rundown side street called, if you can believe it, ‘Diagonal Alley’.

Other shops sell arts and crafts, candles, sculptures carved from driftwood, and of

course old books, but this store deals exclusively in magical playthings. Tristan

doesn’t waste time. “I’m the guy you sold that gender-morph potion to, only I

wasn’t a guy at the time. We need to talk.”

The old man behind the counter looks not at all surprised. “I see you consumed

that which was meant for your friend.” He eyes me, attired as I am in wig and full

makeup, a daywear dress and high heels.

“That’s right. He’s supposed to be the woman, not—well, me as the man.” He too

glances at me. “I need another potion.”

“You know the price.”

“That ain’t fair! You’ve must’ve known this could happen—or would happen.

Can’t you do me a two-for-one deal or somethin’?”

“In other words, give you the item for free? I would not be in business very long if

I accepted deals like that.” They argue, but ultimately the old man relents. “My

final offer, sir. The price is fixed for your potion, but I have here—mixed and

ready to go—another elixir I could let you have for, say, a third of the price?”

Tristan looks dubious. “What’s it do?”

“It’s the same spell. The only difference is that it’s past its expiry date. Another

customer placed the order six months ago, but failed to pick it up.”

“But it would still turn him into a woman, right?”
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“Oh, yes. It would take somewhat longer, and the effects might be a bit… shall we

say ‘uneven’?” He pauses. “I cannot guarantee that she would achieve the precise

level of feminization you seek. Her figure could cap out anywhere from boyish to

voluptuous, her breasts either too small or overly large. The same is true for her

psyche; she could become androgenous or ultra-feminine, or anything in-between.

Even her libido could go either way—as could her fertility.”

Tristan grunts. “I’ll take the chance.” They haggle and eventually settle on what

amounts to a half-month’s salary, which is charged to my Visa card.

The old man plucks a small glass flask from a high shelf, blows off the dust, and

slides it across the counter. “She should consume it now,” he says, with a nod in

my direction. “The age of the concoction means it will not take effect for several

hours.” He glances at the clock. “Tonight, while she sleeps.”

Tristan turns to me. “You heard the man.”

I pick up the bottle. “Don’t I get a say in this?”

He shrugs. “You wanna be a woman, don’t you? That’s what this is all about.”

He’s got me there. Ever since I watched my wife turn into a man, after guzzling a

potion meant for me, I’ve been riven with jealousy. How could she do that,

knowing what being female would mean to me? It’s not like Miranda ever wanted

to be male. But now, in her own way, she was trying to make it right.

I waste little time swallowing the contents of the flask. “Not bad,” I say, returning

it to the old man. “A little musky. Sweeter than I expected.”

“That’s the eye of newt,” he says. “It makes for such an interesting contrast with

sugar and spice, don’t you think?” It sounds like a joke, but he isn’t smiling.

After driving around town for an hour we locate a vacancy at an upscale resort not

far from the ocean but nowhere near the town’s beach. The rooms are clean and

cozy, warm in both temperature and decor, and the double bed is big enough for

the two of us. We dine at a Mexican restaurant down the block, then stroll down to

the water. The clifftop is easily a hundred feet up and there’s a breeze. Tristan puts

his arm around me. I lean into him.

“Just think,” he says, pausing to kiss the top of my head, “a few hours from now

you’ll be female. How’s that make you feel? Nervous?”

“I guess so… Especially after seeing what happened to you. Did it hurt?”

“Turning into a guy? Nah. It felt like a cross between a bad case of stomach flu

and melting into a puddle of wax, but it wasn’t painful.”

“What about being a man? Does that feel strange?”
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“Just the opposite. I feel like me.” He chuckles. “What’s weird is that I remember

being female. It seems wrong for a guy to have all these memories of growing up

as a girl, but—whatever. As for making love with Carter… to be honest, I try not

to think about it. No offense, but—yuck.”

Talk about a slap in the face. “I didn’t know you felt that way.”

He turns to me. “Hey, I might feel that way, but my sister doesn’t. In fact, Miranda

will probably kill me for saying so. However, she isn’t here at the moment, so…”

He lifts my chins and kisses me. I accept his apology.

It’s been a long day. In spite of the unfamiliar bed, sleep comes easily.

~

Even before my eyes open, I know something has changed. I’m flashing back on

Carter’s life, but it just seems so… ridiculous. I mean, growing up as a boy? With

one of those ‘thingies’ between my legs? What was I thinking?

A quick check confirms what I already knew: breasts—real. Gorgeous long hair—

wonderfully real. Vagina—damn real. No more prosthetics, no more waist nipper;

my curves are now my own, and quite female, thank you.

There’s a man in bed with me. I roll over to find him grinning. “Looks like that

potion did the trick. How d’ya feel?”

I stroke his chest hair. “Like I’m the real me. For the first time ever.”

“Join the club.” He runs his hands over my body, making me tingle in all the right

places. “Pretty sweet figure,” he mutters, “nice firm breasts, everything about the

right size. Looks like we hit the jackpot.”

I grope between his legs. “Let me see. Nice firm shaft; solid tip… soft enough to

wiggle into those tight spaces; excellent length… looks like I hit the jackpot.”

He laughs. “Okay, I get it. You’re not a piece of meat. But if you were you’d be

prime rib all the way, babe. I was just worried about how you’d turn out. As far as

your psyche goes—any idea what sort of woman you are?”

“On a scale from androgenous to ultra-femme? I dunno. I guess I feel a lot like

Carter did. I like wearing dresses and looking pretty and all that, but I’m not about

to start mincing around with a limp wrist either. As for my libido—”

My mouth finds his. I’m done talking. My hand never strays from his baby-maker,

while a pair of male fingers probe me in a way that proves—as if I needed proof—

I am undeniably female. A few minutes is all we need. With a masculine grunt,

Tristan mounts me and we do the ‘dance’ face to face.
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Caught up in the heat of the moment, he tells me I’m the most beautiful woman in

the world. Sheer nonsense, of course, but it’s what I need to hear. And when at last

my secret place fills with male seed, I know for certain that I’m the sort of woman

who can inspire irresistible desire in a man. My name is Cassandra. For the first

time in my life I feel complete.

The week passes slowly, with much loving and brief forays out of our room for

food and fresh air. The day then arrives when Tristan’s potion wears off. Miranda

returns from wherever it is people go when they transform into someone else. She

dresses and goes for a walk, and is gone for nearly six hours. Upon her return she

appears to be her old self once more.

The next morning we sit down over a hot cup of orange pekoe for a chat.

“It’s hard to wrap my head around having been a man. It really is like having some

other person’s memories in my head. I believe Tristan said something along those

lines.” She shakes her head. “I guess I’ll think of him as my brother, even though I

was an only child. Maybe not having a real brother makes it easier.”

“Mm-hmm. I think of Carter the same way.” Idly, I run my fingers through the

fragrant tresses that frame my face. “Nice guy and all, but to be honest—I’m way

better at being a woman than he ever was at being a man.”

Miranda nods. “I can see that. But in Carter’s defense, that’s only because you

make such an amazing woman.”

“You think so?” I’m aware that I’m attractive—how could I not be? But I’m still

trying to wrap my own head around what sort of woman I am.

“Are you kidding? If I was a guy, I’d be all over you.” We both laugh—because

it’s true.

“No pressure, but could you ever see yourself being Tristan again?”

She mulls that over. “I think so. It’s a bit like asking if I wouldn’t mind going to

sleep and having a vivid dream about being a man who gets to have lots of sex

with a gorgeous woman. Are you kidding—why would I mind? The only trouble

is, that potion is so darn expensive.”

Sadly, I have to agree. We can, and do, vow that we’ll put money aside and save

up, but the fact that we need two such potions—one each—means it’s just not

going to happen very often, if at all. Sapphic sex is wonderful—we proved it the

night before—but I already feel tempted by the mere thought of a nice thick you-

know-what worming into my vagina. Anything else seems like second best.

Thankfully, Carter’s return should resolve that particular issue. Cross-dresser or

not, my brother simply doesn’t feel the same way I do about men.
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However, twenty-four hours pass and I’m still female. Miranda has a theory: “The

old man said something about your fertility. Might you be—?” A home pregnancy

test from the drugstore confirms I am indeed ‘with zygote’. “I guess you won’t be

able to change back until the pregnancy’s over, one way or another,” she says.

I sense an opportunity. “You know… a few months back, you and Carter talked

about starting a family. No time frame, just ‘one of these days’. So why not now?

And hey, this way you wouldn’t have to put your career on hold.”

She laughs. “You just want to be a woman for another nine months.”

Guilty as charged! We return home and set up shop as two women living together.

For the time being I’m Miranda’s sister-in-law. I keep Carter alive by working his

job remotely, while venturing into the black market to obtain a new identity as his

sister. Too bad my parents aren’t around to meet their lovely new daughter.

Several months pass. I give

birth to a healthy baby girl that

we name Lorelei. But in spite

of no longer being pregnant

my body remains stubbornly

female. Miranda suggests it

might be because I’m breast-

feeding. In case she’s right, I

decide to keep doing that for

the next two years, until our

pediatrician tells me to cut it

out already. But I’ve made my

decision: I’m a woman now.

There can be no going back.

Luckily, two years is enough

time for us to afford one last

dose of magic: a make-spell-

permanent potion that freezes

me in female form—forever.

By the time Lorelei grows up

maybe I’ll have figured out

how explain that her mother

was once a man and her aunt

is the father she never knew.

Could be tricky! But that’s a

dramedy for another day.  
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Bonus Caption!


