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Amanda HawkinsThe Ultimate High: Cross-dressing taken to a disturbing new level!
~

From a window high in the Hawthorne mansion, I 

survey the back yard where the wedding is about to 

take place. The guests are in their seats, Hudson and 

his best man are standing at the altar, and my brides-

maids are waiting downstairs to escort me down the 

aisle. My heart thumps faster under a very expensive 

pair of breast forms, which I glued on a month ago 

using an industrial-strength surgical adhesive. They 

feel warm to the touch and really do seem like part 

of me, but they only have to last for another week.

It’s go time. I’ve been planning this moment for nine 

months, and dreaming about it since I was twelve and 

I wore my mother’s wedding gown for the first time. 

Ever since then, I could imagine no greater thrill than 

to disguise myself as a beautiful woman and then trick 

some unsuspecting man into making me his wife.

I double-check the vagina prosthetic I glued in place 

only the night before—it had barely arrived in time—

since I might not get another chance before it has to 

do its duty, this very night. Hudson assumed that

I was saving myself for marriage, but really the

gosh-darn thing was just on back-order.

I’m ready now. My hair is now long enough that I 

could ditch the extensions, my makeup is perfect, 

my dress is gorgeous, and my prosthetics blend 

seamlessly with my own skin. What blushing

counterfeit bride could possibly ask for more?

Ah, there’s the wedding march. It’s time to get

down there and do something no cross-dresser 

has ever done before: marry into a rich family

without any of them realizing I’m actually male.

I’ll fess up after the honeymoon. I’m no gold-digger.
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Meanwhile, down by the altar…
Trevor nudged Hudson with his elbow. “I just saw her in 

the upstairs window there. Ya think he’s got cold feet?”

The taller man idly inspected his fingernails. “I seriously 

doubt it. She’s been anticipating this moment pretty much 

her entire life. Why would she back out now?”

“Uh-huh. Are you gonna let the folks here know before or 

after the ceremony that you’re marrying a dude?”

Hudson frowned. “Neither. My parents would throw a fit if 

anyone were to ruin their big day. Yes,” he said, “it’s their 

big day. My wedding is a but a stage and we all are merely 

players upon it. So just do your duty and don’t screw up.”

“Sure. But the ‘rents are gonna find out sooner or later.”

“Oh, they already know. At least my father does. He hired a 

detective to check into Marybeth’s background; you know, 

to make sure she wasn’t a gold-digger?” He laughed. “Boy, 

was he surprised! Even more when I told him that I already 

knew. I mean, you can’t make love to a girl, even if it is just 

the back-door stuff, without noticing a few things.”

Trevor grimaced. “Thankfully, I can’t even imagine what 

you’re talking about. I’m trying hard not to too.”

“It doesn’t matter to me, my friend. I truly am in love with 

the lady, even if she isn’t actually female. And I’m pretty 

her feelings for me are genuine too, whether she knows it or 

not. Right now, she’s totally focused on this childish notion 

of the ‘ultimate cross-dressing experience’, or some such 

nonsense. That being to trick some poor schlub like me into 

marrying her, after which she gets to ‘become a woman’ in 

the marital bed—as if that would really work.”

“That’s seriously twisted.” Trevor shook his head. “But the 

plan’s already failed, because you weren’t fooled at all.”

“No reason to tell her that, old bean. Let the girl have her 

little fantasy, because then I get to have mine.” He grinned.

“What, marrying a guy and screwing him like he’s a girl?”

“Well, that too—but I’m thinking about the arrangements 

my father has made to set everything right.”

Trevor cocked his head. “And what would that be?”

“Did you ever wonder why we’re going to Thailand for the 

honeymoon—instead of Hawaii or the French Riviera or 

whatever? It’s simple: Thailand is the sex change capital of 

the world. The procedure’s already been booked at a world-

renowned gender reassignment clinic in Bangkok. I’ll take 

Marybeth there the day after we arrive—I’ll tell her it’s to 

get that mole removed from her tush—and by the time we 

return to the States she’ll be a hundred percent female.”

“Whether she wants to be or not, huh?”

Hudson scoffed. “Oh, come now. Deep down, is there a 

cross-dresser out there who doesn’t want to be female? And 

that goes double for one as gorgeous and sexy as Marybeth. 

Not to mention, the whole shot is arranged and paid for by 

somebody else. That’s a sweet deal and you know it. There 

isn’t a tranny on planet Earth who wouldn’t jump at the 

chance—and claw your eyes out if you got in the way.”

“Thanks for the warning. I’ll leave her plenty of room.”

Hudson chuckled. “It’s win-win, I tells ya. I get an eager 

bride and a grateful wife—not to mention that ridiculously 

favorable, to me, pre-nup she signed—and Marybeth gets 

to be the woman she’s always wanted to be. Plus all the 

fancy lingerie and dresses she could ever want. And my 

parents get to avoid the scandal that was otherwise headed 

our way, given my attraction to guys done up like girls.”

[The band struck up the wedding march.]

Hudson looked eager. “It’s go time, bro. Wish me luck.”

“All the luck in the world, man. You’re gonna need it.”  


