
May - June 2022

Amanda HawkinsWoman of Wonder
~

Some drugstores sell wigs. Not the big chains, of course, but some of the small

independents. I’m thinking of one in particular, which has a section in the back

where they display a couple dozen on shelves backed by mirrors, which makes it

look like this huge wall of hair—pretty cool, in my opinion. Every time I happen

to pass by, I sneak a look through the window and imagine what it would be like if

only I dared to go inside and… well, you get the picture.

Recently I read online that some stores are okay with guys trying on wigs—like

around Halloween, even if it’s nothing more than a handy excuse. After all, a sale

is a sale, right? So, now that it’s officially Fall and Halloween is right around the

corner, I decided to take the plunge. I went in on a Tuesday afternoon, after my

classes at college were over for the day, with the store nearly empty.

There was one woman in particular I was hoping to talk to. She looked friendly,

probably in her late thirties, and was always well-dressed and nicely made-up.

Thankfully, she was on duty—and smiled when I explained what I wanted.

“Well, of course we sell to young men such as yourself. A sale is a sale, isn’t it?”

Leaving her assistant to mind the till, she led me to the back of the store. “What

sort of wig were you looking for? Do you have a particular costume in mind?”

“I was thinking about going as Wonder Woman. So the wig should be brunette,

close to my natural color. Fairly long, but not too long, with loose waves.”

“Sounds about right.” She glanced over the wigs on display. “There’s nothing like

that here, but we’ve got more upstairs. Follow me, please.”

We ascended a narrow flight of stairs to the off-limits second story. It was mostly

storage, dimly lit and crowded with boxes, but there was an enclosed room at the

far end. Celeste (according to her nametag) flipped on the light. This was where

they kept their wig inventory; two tiers of shelves crammed solid with boxed-up

wigs. In front of me was a lighted vanity mirror that spanned most of the wall, and

bolted to the floor in front of it was a salon chair. My mouth ran dry.

Celeste ran her finger over numerous boxes on one shelf before plucking one out.

“This should do the trick.” She opened the box and pulled out a bag containing a

mass of brown hair. A moment later she was fluffing it up. It combed easily.

I bit my lip. “I, uh, don’t want to put you to any trouble. I could just—”

“Oh, it’s no trouble. If you wouldn’t mind, though—before you try it on, could I

just run your credit card? It’s store policy, to cover us, just in case.” She smiled.
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I told her it was no problem. She left and quickly returned with a mobile terminal.

After ensuring that I had enough credit to cover the purchase, she sat me in the

chair and popped the wig on my head. “It’s a good fit,” she mused, while making

no effort to style the wig or blend it with my own hair.

I only nodded. I’d dreamt of this moment for so long, I didn’t dare speak.

“The style frames your face perfectly,” she said, studying my image in the mirror.

From behind, she touched my shoulders. “You have lovely facial structure, by the

way. The cheekbones, your eyes and lips; perfect symmetry. You know… it’s hard

to get a read on how this hairstyle would look when you’re dressed up as Wonder

Woman. What would you say to adding a little makeup?”

My eyes went wide. I tried to stammer out a polite refusal, but she wouldn’t hear

of it. “Oh, stuff and nonsense. There’s nothing to be afraid of. It’s only a little eye

makeup… lipstick, foundation—that sort of thing. We’ve got lots of samples

downstairs that we can’t sell anyway. It’ll all come off. So why not?”

I could think of about a hundred reasons, starting with embarrassment and ending

with not wanting to be run out of town by a torch-waving mob.

Celeste laughed. “No one’s ever left my store looking like Frankenstein’s monster.

But an attractive young woman…? That happens a lot.”

I put up only token resistance. When I gave in, she whipped the wig off and set it

on top of a mannikin head. After fetching a box of cosmetics from the store, she

set to work with a variety of creams, blushers and other powders, transforming my

complexion from a little on the spotty side to smooth and feminine. “I bet you

don’t even have to shave,” Celeste said, admiring the result.

“Not often.” Thankfully, I’d done so that morning.

“Trust me, that’s a good thing.” She continued her assault on my masculinity with

eye liner and shadow. She spent a few minutes gently shaping my eyebrows, then

swiped mascara over my brows and through my eyelashes. She finished up by

lining my mouth and painting my lips with lipstick and lip gloss.

I was amazed at how natural the end result was; it looked like far less makeup than

she’d applied. “That’s the secret,” she said, grinning madly. “Do a little with a lot.

It takes talent, so thank you for that. Now for the acid test.” She picked up the wig,

ran a brush through it, then cleared the cap and drew it over my head. She spent a

minute or two adjusting the fit, then stepped back. “How’s it feel?”

I gulped hard. “Re-really good.”

“I thought it might.” Again she touched my shoulders. “There’s just one more

thing I need to do, to really make it sit down properly. It’ll only take a minute.”
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It took a moment for what she’d said to sink in. “Oh no, you don’t understand—

I really am going to a Halloween party in—”

“Save it, sister. Nobody would sit through what you just did, simply for the sake

of a nifty Halloween costume. I’ve been around the block a few times, and you are

not the first cross-dresser to traipse through my front door.”

Damn. After all these years, my secret was out. I stared into the mirror, then down

at the floor. I muttered something about being sorry.

“Don’t be. There’s nothing wrong with cross-dressing, lots of folks do it. Nothing

wrong with wanting to be pretty either. As a beautician I oughta know.”

She was right. Why be embarrassed? It wasn’t like I’d been outed to anybody I

knew, just to a woman who seemed to be okay with it. I squared my shoulders and

tried to man up, which is harder than it sounds when you look incredibly pretty.

“Thanks. You’re right, of course—about everything.”

“Man smart—woman smarter.” She tapped the side of her head. Then she leaned

her rear end against the counter, crossed her arms and looked me over. “Here’s the

problem,” she said. “You’re far too pretty to walk out of here dressed like that.”

I looked blank. She sighed. “To put it in plain English, you have the head of a

nice-looking girl and the body of a bookworm—a male bookworm. They don’t

match. So we could do one of two things: either I remove your wig and makeup,

or we upgrade the rest of you to go with your new look.”

I couldn’t believe my luck; a sympathetic woman was offering to help me cross-

dress. How could I refuse? I couldn’t, but I did try to act casual. “Well… it would

be a shame to remove all this, after you went to so much trouble.”

“My thoughts exactly. It wouldn’t be easy, either. After pulling your hair through

the weft, blending it into the wig and styling it en masse, pulling it apart now

would muss up the wig and leave your hair in a bit of a mess. It could be done, no

doubt about that, but I’d advise leaving it alone—at least for a few days.” She held

up a forefinger. “So here’s what we’ll do—with your approval, of course. A friend

of mine runs a thrift shop right across the alley. I’m sure she has everything we

could possibly need to turn you into a convincing woman. So whaddya say?”

What do I say? I say, where the hell do I sign? But it wouldn’t do to come across

as being too eager. “I dunno… what would it cost?”

She laughed. “It’s a thrift shop, hun. Rock bottom prices, and they’re negotiable.

Buy several items and she’ll give you a good deal.”

I hesitated long enough to make it seem like I was thinking it over. I wasn’t, of

course; I was just staring into the mirror and wanting more. “I guess that’s okay.”



~ 7 ~

“I’ll give her a call.” Celeste excused herself. I could hear her talking to someone

on the phone, but she was too far away for me to make out more than a few words,

like “cross-dresser” and “new outfit”. Things were moving fast.

Downstairs, Celeste told her assistant she’d be out of the store for awhile. I said

she really didn’t need to come along, but she shot me down. “Don’t be silly. I’m

looking forward to seeing the finished product.” She opened the door into the

alley, checked that the coast was clear, then led me across no-man’s-land to a door

that read Molly’s Last Chance Boutique. It opened at her knock.

An middle-aged lady with a blonde bouffant stood aside to let us in. “This must be

our budding superheroine. Welcome to Molly’s, luv. I’m Jill.”

I swallowed my embarrassment and forced a smile. “Thanks. I appreciate your

help. For a second there I thought you were Molly.”

Her expression went blank. “Molly’s not here, man.” Then she laughed. “I kid, of

course. The real Molly sold me the store years ago.”

“First things first,” Celeste said. “Didn’t you tell me awhile back that you had a

pair of breast forms kicking around?”

“Why yes, I did…” She shut the back door and led us into a storage room. “I got a

donation that must’ve come from a cross-dresser doing a clear-out. Apparently,

it’s an occupational hazard for the poor dears; they call it a ‘purge’.” She glanced

over at me. “I’m sure that will never happen to you, dear, but if it ever does—do

keep in mind that Molly’s once did you a solid.” She scanned the room, then

pulled a box down from a high shelf. “Here they are. Only ever worn by a female

impersonator to church on Sundays.”

Celeste opened the box. “Nice pair of C-cups. Should be about right.”

They sat me down and told me to lose the sweater. Easier said than done. I made a

hash of it and managed to dislodge, and bend, the bobby pins Celeste had inserted.

“Never mind that,” she said. “I’ll brush out your hair once you’re dressed.”

Jill coated the backs of the breast forms with some kind of adhesive. I must have

looked apprehensive. “It’s skin glue,” Jill said. “Absolutely necessary for wearing

this product. Nothing to worry about,” she added, “they’ll peel right off. Just soak

the area in warm water for a few minutes.”

Celeste gently lifted the rim of the wig and daubed some glue there as well. “You

wouldn’t want your lovely new hair to accidentally blow off, would you?”

Jill rummaged through a big box of ladies’ undergarments and came up with a

brassiere in my size. She wrapped it around my torso and fastened the clasp. Only

then I was allowed to sit up. I looked down at the gentle mounds that now rode my



~ 8 ~

chest. This was getting weird. I was starting to have doubts about where this was

going, but what choice did I have? My path was set in stone the moment I

followed Celeste upstairs to try on a wig.

“She’s going to need some help in this area,” Celeste said, indicating my stomach.

“It’s not ‘large’, as such,” she assured me, “but girls need curves.”

“The curvier the better,” Jill said. She poked through the box and came up with an

open-bottom half-girdle. “This should do the trick. Oh, and there’s also this.” She

held up a thong with a thick pink triangle of fabric in the center. “It’s a—”

“I know what it is.” I accepted the gaff from her. I’d browsed my share of cross-

dressing websites over the years. I knew what came next too. “You might want to

give me a little privacy. This is awkward enough as it is.”

When the door closed, I was alone. There was no mirror, but I took a moment to

take stock. Long hair, breasts, and I could feel the makeup on my face—halfway

to womanhood. This wouldn’t be the first time, of course. I’d been raiding my

mother’s closet since I was twelve, whenever I was alone in the house. In recent

years I’d even been left alone for days at a time, once for a full week, and then I’d

been able to ‘dress up’ top to bottom, just like I was about to do now. Yet this was

different. Mom’s wigs didn’t look as realistic as the one I was wearing now, and

never before had someone done my makeup. No, this was a whole new world.

I took off my shoes and pants, then my socks and underwear, and, along with my

sweater, stuffed the lot into a shopping bag Jill had left for that purpose. I dropped

the bag next to the door, reminding myself not to leave it behind; my wallet, keys

and phone were still in the pockets.

It was time to get serious. I slipped on the gaff and kept tucking until my junk

could no longer be seen. The girdle was next. I stepped in, worked it up over my

hips, and settled it around my waist. I had to breathe out—and hold it—to close

the hooks on the side. I pulled the zipper up and took a shallow breath, which was

all I could manage at first. It got easier with time, but not by much.

I opened the door and called the ladies back. Jill was impressed. “Looks like we

got us a looker, Celeste.” Lips pursed, she studied me with a practiced eye. “Size

eight, I’d say. I’ll see what I can find.” She wandered off.

Celeste drew a pair of sheer nylons from the underwear box. She had me sit to slip

them over my feet, then stand while she rolled them up my legs. “Color me

impressed,” she said, clipping the stockings to the girdle’s garter straps. “Even in

these enlightened times, not a lot of guys bother to shave their legs.”

I suppressed a giggle. “I’ve been doing that since I tried out for the swim team last

year. Didn’t make the team, but I kept shaving anyway.”
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“You’d be surprised how often I hear that story.”

“I read about it online.” I tugged on the hem of the girdle, which the stockings

now helped keep in place. My figure was definitely feminine, although I wouldn’t

mind having wider hips—and a little bit bigger butt.

Jill returned holding a light blue mini-dress with a floral pattern. “It’s a bit skimpy,

but I think this is the look we’re going for.” She passed it to me.

I had to admit, it was a cute dress. There was no zipper, so I pulled it on over my

head, trying to avoid further disarray to my hair. Wiggling my hips, I let it slide

the length of my torso. It stopped halfway down my thighs. I tugged on the three-

quarter sleeves, then on the hem. “How’s it look?”

Jill sighed and glanced at her friend. “No one’s ever going to believe she’s a guy,

Celeste. Where on earth do you find these boys?”

Celeste shrugged. “They just wander into my store. Must be the lighting.”

Jill returned her gaze to me. “What’s your name, sweetheart? I’m talking about

your girl name. Whatever it was before doesn’t really matter anymore.”

I wasn’t sure I agreed, but nonetheless I had an answer: “Emily.”

Celeste nodded. “You look like an Emily; sweet and pretty.” She sat me down to

brush my hair. Without the bobby pins, the wig’s bangs returned to the fore. She

had me tilt my head from side to side, running the brush the length of my wavy

tresses, until they were flowing smoothly once more.

Jill gave me a push toward the door. “Go browse around the store, hun. See if you

can find a pair of shoes that fit, and maybe a few bits and bobs of jewelry. It’s all

costume,” she added. “Anything really valuable, we keep for ourselves.”

I wasn’t sure whether or not she was kidding, but off I went. A couple of older

ladies were browsing through the clothing racks, but they said nothing as I padded

past on my way to a tiered display of high heels. One woman took a long look at

my unshod feet. I told her I’d broken a heel.

The other woman laughed. “You girls and your stilettos. That’s what you get!”

I knew she wasn’t being kind, but she did call me a girl—that’s all that mattered.

Remembering to add ‘two’ to my old size, I found a cute pair of pink kitten heels

that fit well enough. After that, I sifted through a display of cheap jewelry and

picked out a necklace, earrings and bracelet that more or less matched my dress.

I stepped into the courtyard to catch my breath. Turning into a woman isn’t easy.

Celeste came and sat down beside me. Neither of us spoke. Then, finally: “Truth

time, Emily. There’s no Halloween party, is there.” It wasn’t a question.
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I stared down at my lap and the fingernails I had let grow just a little too long to be

plausibly denied. Silently, I shook my head.

“I thought not. Let me ask you this: I know you’re in college, but do you still live

with your parents?” Another nod. “And how do they feel about your ‘dressing’?”

“Totally clueless,” I said. “My mom married an ex-Marine when I was twelve. I

call him ‘the duke’, ‘cause he’s got a man-crush on John Wayne. If he ever found

out about this, he’d pound me into the ground and salute the flag.”

“And yet you let me turn you into a pretty girl. Why is that?”

My fingers twisted together. “How could I say no? I’ve been dreaming about this

my whole life. Now—?” My voice caught. “I don’t know what to do.”

She touched my arm. “I have an idea about that, if you’re interested. Let me ask

you this: what are you studying in school?” My answer: computer science. She

smiled. “Why am I not surprised? So what would you say to comp-sci, but with a

minor in drama? I have a friend in the department,” she added. “It’s still early; he

could get you into his Practical Performance class, and then you tell your folks

that you’re dressing for a part in a show.”

I was doubtful, but a straw is a straw, so I grabbed it. “Okay, but—a part that

required me to dress like a woman full-time? Is that even plausible?”

She laughed. “Well, don’t tell them that. Say it’s just for a week or so, while the

show’s in production. That’ll give them time to get used to the new you. Then, if

you want to keep this going, just extend the timeline. That sort of thing happens

all the time in showbiz.”

“Uh-huh. But what if they want to see the show? It’s not likely, but—”

“I’ve got it!” She raised a finger triumphantly. “Just tell them it’s a TV show. No

pun intended.” She flashed a playful smile. “The release date wouldn’t be for

months—you could even say, later on, that it was cancelled at the last minute. But

by the time that happens everybody and her dog will be treating you like one of

the girls. Assuming that’s what you want, of course.”

Talk about stretching the truth. How could anything so blatantly ridiculous fool

anyone? “Nobody’s ever gonna believe this,” I said. “For starters, why would my

first acting job ever be a starring role in a TV show? It doesn’t make sense.”

“Ah, but you wouldn’t be the star. You’d be a stand-in. And you know what?” She

tapped the table. “My friend in the Drama department just happens to be helping

out on a show that would be perfect for you. I kid you not, this is the opportunity

of a lifetime. C’mon, girl, it’s time to grab the brass ring.”

I shrugged. What the heck—how bad could it be?
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