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Amanda HawkinsExcitable Boy: How messing with your mind can get you in trouble…
~

I’d been planning this for months, starting right after I moved halfway

across the country for a new job. To keep things simple, I found an

apartment close to street level, with easy access to a well-lit outside

staircase, near where I parked my car. I avoided making friends and I

went the extra mile to not get to know my neighbors. Not that that was

likely to happen anyway, but nonetheless. I was a ghost.

The first thing I did after moving in was shave my entire body. It’s not

likely anyone would notice, or give a toss, but this way there’d be no

sudden change in my appearance, later on. I also began taking an over-

the-counter estrogen supplement, just to improve my complexion, and I

started a daily skin care regime of cleansing, exfoliating and deep

moisturizing. Also, I trimmed my eyebrows. Nothing drastic like thin

arches, which are anyhow passé these days; I just thinned them out and

kept them neat with no stragglers. That’s what most women do, and

thankfully it doesn’t look out of place on guys either.

I expanded my selection of women’s clothing, plus all the other items

I’d need to transform myself: various types of lingerie, several pairs of

high heels in different styles and colors, a variety of cosmetics, jewelry

and perfume, and ‘product’ like hair spray and feminine deodorant.

Like most cross-dressers I already owned a hodge-podge of such items,

but in the months leading up to my capital-F Feminization I acquired a

lot more, mostly online.

Then it was practice, practice, practice. This was the exciting part,

knowing that everything I did now made it that much more likely I’d be

able to pull off a flawless impersonation when the time came. I

practiced wearing a girdle and walking in heels. I ate sparingly and

practiced moving my body like females do, with a wiggle in my hips

and fluid motion everywhere. I practiced applying makeup and studied

hours of online cosmetic tutorials. And I worked at speaking in a softer

and somewhat higher-pitched tone; enunciating my words clearly, with

a subtly more feminine vocabulary; and often making regular sentences

sound like questions. It got to the point where I was often mistaken for

a woman on the phone, whether I wanted to be or not. At least some

people who saw or spoke to me during this period probably assumed I

was gay, but that didn’t matter. I wasn’t offended and these days few

folks care one way or the other.

I targeted precisely the right time of year, when the heat of summer was

past, the cold of winter not yet arrived, and wet weather was at least

unlikely. In other words, late September and into October. And when

the time grew near, I booked a week off work. I’ve never been one for

half-measures, you see. With me, it’s all or nothing.

~

Tension rose in the days leading up to that Saturday. Sleep did not come

easily, although exhaustion gave me a solid six hours the night before.

Hence I awoke the morning of my transformation, exceptionally bright-

eyed and bushy-tailed, and eager to turn myself into a woman.

After one last full-body shave with both razor and depilatory cream, I

showered and moisturized, blow-dried my longish hair and set to work

clipping in the set of double-weft human hair extensions I’d bought not

long before. They were sixteen-inch dark brown clip-ins, chosen to

match my natural brown, with a few highlights. I’d been practicing

with a cheap set of extensions for months, so I knew exactly what to do:

how to position the wefts, how to blend them with my own hair, and

how to style the resulting thick mane for smooth waves and volume.

From time to time I had to remind myself to breathe. It was terribly

important for me, as a soon-to-be woman, to boast a gorgeously long,

full head of hair. That’s what separates the men from the boys, or in this

case the woman from the man. Sure, guys can wear their hair long, but

it’s not the same. This was my crowning glory.
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When I was done, I pulled my hair into a loose ponytail and opened the

window a crack; the air in the room was getting a little too warm. Then

I dove into another recent acquisition: a crop-top silicone breastplate

with large breasts, possibly triple-Ds (be there such a thing). Getting it

over my head and down around my chest was a struggle: it was a tight

fit, as you’d expect for something that’s supposed to be part of me.

Next up: a pair of vagina panties, also made of soft, skin-like silicone,

and like the boobs they were a close color-match to my own skin (I got

lucky there). The stretchy material was also tight, but it molded itself to

my body, adding a few inches around my hips and a distinct extra bulge

to my derrière, and the built-in catheter meant that I wouldn’t have to

take it off to relieve myself (while seated, of course).

I lay down for a while, waving a hand-held fan to keep cool while all

that silicone warmed to body temperature. To all outward appearances,

with a slit between my legs and a spectacular pair of mammaries, not to

mention a lovely head of hair and everywhere silky-smooth skin, I was

already female. It was time to shift gears.

“I’m a woman,” I sighed, in a sultry voice that no one could possibly

doubt belonged to a member of the fair sex. “I’m Vanessa.”

I glanced at the device resting on my nightstand. This was as good a

time as any for my first dose. I flicked it on, settled the bulky helmet

over my head, trying not to mess my hair, and activated the app on my

phone. The AutoMesmerizer 7000 (portable edition) went to work.

Some time later I removed the helmet and set it aside. Oddly, I didn’t

feel any different. I still knew exactly who and what I was, although my

old name escaped me at the moment. ‘Vanessa’ was all that came to

mind. I knew the pre-programmed session was meant to make me feel

more at home in a female body, and to provide me with a subconscious

palette of feminine mannerisms, but had it worked? It was hard to tell.

I arose, breasts jiggling, and strapped myself into the black push-up bra

I’d picked out earlier, which barely covered my semi-erect nipples. I

added a garter belt and sheer black stockings, and then a high-waist pair

of panties that provided firm tummy control. I slipped into a floral pink-

silk housecoat and headed for my vanity.

In the bright light of the makeup mirror, my heart did a backflip: there

was a dark-haired woman staring back at me. She was attractive even as

she was, with larger eyes and higher cheekbones than one might expect

of a male. These I inherited from my mother, I’d often been told—so

perhaps this was (capital F) Fate catching up with me. Turning myself

into a woman was simply putting right what once went wrong.

I tied my hair back, off my face, and layered on a luminous foundation

cream. It dried to a glowy, radiant finish that felt surprisingly light. I

daubed concealer under my eyes and around my mouth, followed by an

all-over dusting of finishing powder. So far so good! Two shades of

contouring powder gave feminine definition to my nose and to the

general shape of my face, while blusher made my cheeks stand out just

that little bit more. Again I fanned myself, tilting my head from side to

side. Clearly, I was looking at a woman’s face. Was there really any

doubt? Had that not been the case all along?

She’s so pretty, I thought to myself, my breath catching.

I paused to calm down and for my hands to stop shaking. When they

did, I traced around my eyes with liquid liner, careful to keep a straight

line. I went easy on the eye shadow, because too much makes me look

trashy, but I went to town with two coats of volumizing mascara,

sandwiched around a coat of baby powder. Aside from my wonderfully

long hair, eyelashes might be my best feature.

Calm blue ocean! I imagined a lonely beach, with a cool breeze off the

water and a frosty glass of lemonade at hand. This, while running a

brown eyebrow pencil through my brows to darken them and define the

boundary. My breath hissed through parted lips. Again I had to grapple

with my emotional response to what I was doing. It wasn’t easy: one

way or another, I’d been awaiting this day my entire life.
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As per instructions I’d found online, I rubbed my lips with a tooth-

brush to make them look fuller. I traced the outside of my mouth with a

lip pencil, then penciled inside the lines as well. With trembling fingers,

I applied a dark red lipstick: Maybelline’s New York SuperStay liquid

ink. To finish, I used a small brush to apply a hydrating lip gloss—also

from Maybelline—for a long-lasting shine, then blotted.

I had to smile. Clearly, these were female lips.

By that time, my mouth was so dry I could barely swallow. I minced

into the kitchen for some ice water. I took tiny sips, so as not to disturb

my lipstick—but surprisingly, no marks were visible on the glass. Of

course: both lipstick and gloss were long-wearing, guaranteed to last all

day and all night. My heart skip a beat.

I returned to my bed, relaxing against my pillows. With a sigh, I

returned the AutoMesmerizer to my head. It was time for round two of

my self-induced hypnosis. I picked up my phone and pressed the start

button on the app—and my world dissolved into a kaleidoscope of

vibrant colors and white noise that sort of sounded like words.

I don’t remember taking the helmet off, but when I became aware of

my surroundings it was back on the nightstand. I reached behind me to

unbind my hair. With a shake of my head, thick tresses descended on

my neck and broke across my shoulders. I got busy finger-combing.

Goodness, what on earth was I waiting for? An engraved invitation

from the Pope? I had things to do! It was time to get dressed.

A woman is more than the sum of her parts. In other words, she isn’t

just boobs and lady parts, gorgeous hair and a pretty face. There’s also a

sexy pair of legs and an hourglass figure, but she’s more than that too.

While gluing down a set of almond-tip false fingernails and painting

them with sangria-red nail polish, I thought about who and what I was

becoming. Who was Vanessa? What sort of woman was she? I knew

what kind of man I had been, but that hardly seemed relevant.

“I am a confident woman,” I murmured, with a glance at the mirror.

Confidence would be nice for a change, and the half-smile animating

her lips told me I was on the right track. “I like who I am,” I added.

“I’m comfortable with my body.” I gave my chest a quick shimmy, the

better to settle my boobs in their lacy prison. The cleavage revealed

therein was deep, like the hidden recesses of an alpine lake.

When the nail polish was dry, I dropped my robe and spritzed myself

with my new eau de parfum: Armani’s Beauty My Way, which seemed

appropriate. It was expensive, but I was worth it.

I paced around the room, fanning myself, then opened the window and

leaned out for a deep breath of fresh air. It was a cool September day,

late on a Saturday afternoon, and there were people passing by on the

street—but what of it? I was three stories up and thoroughly feminized.

If anybody wanted to stare at an attractive woman getting ready for a

night on the town, let them. I was up for a cheap thrill.

Back at my vanity, I combed through my collection of costume jewelry

and picked out a multi-strand rhinestone choker. I fastened it around my

neck—which wasn’t easy, given the length of my fingernails.

Over time, I’d managed to acquire quite a few rings—some solid

bands, others studded with rhinestones, faux diamonds, or small inset

pearls—and in a fit of extravagance I slipped rings onto all three middle

fingers on both hands. Then a lady’s watch on one wrist, a gold bracelet

on the other, and a single thin anklet.

Almost there. L’Oreal’s Elnett Satin hairspray is legendary, the gold

standard for red carpet events and photo shoots. It was also familiar

from my childhood, being my mother’s favorite. Well could I recall the

scent permeating her bedroom, and it brought back memories of my

early forays into her closet. I felt a thrill surge through me as I

showered my hair with Elnett’s ultra-fine mist and set to work with a

brush to create the kind of volume I wanted to see in the mirror—and to

feel rolling across my shoulders for the rest of the day.
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I stood up, blinking rapidly, almost in confusion. The woman gazing

back at me was—well, she was gorgeous! “I can’t believe that’s me,” I

told the walls, and by extension the world. But it was true: the man I had

once been was gone. I’d been reborn as someone who looked, moved

and sounded like a woman—and throw ‘smelled like’ in there too. True,

my cleavage might not appear entirely genuine, but it would certainly

pass a cursory glance and probably an extended ogle as well, if not a

hands-on inspection. But that didn’t matter. What did matter was that I

was now undeniably female, not to mention sexy as hell.

I shrugged into the faux-fur sable coat I’d not yet had a chance to wear

and paced about my apartment—fanning myself while pondering what

to wear out in public, and doing a double-take every time I passed a

mirror. I was a woman!

I was actually shaking, I was so over-the-top excited. I’d known the

mind-bending thrill of transforming myself into a woman before, but

never like this! This was feminization far beyond anything I’d ever

imagined. I never knew being female could feel this good.

After a time-out and a glass of Bordeaux, I returned to stretch out on my

bed. I glanced at the AutoMesmerizer and bit my lip, unsure if this was

the right thing to do. I had programmed a third and final session of self-

hypnosis, but it was a bit extreme. It would make me forget—for at least

twelve hours, if not longer—that under all this womanly padding I was

still male. (Darn it, what was that guy’s name?) I’d remember that I

used to be male, but I would believe that my body was now female—

and I would act accordingly. That worried me. What would I do if I

truly believed I was an honest-to-god woman? The potential for disaster

was obvious. And yet—how could I not? The lure of spending the rest

of the day as even more of a woman was overwhelming.

A sigh. “You know you’re going to do this,” I said, hearing Vanessa’s

soft voice in my ears. I picked up the helmet, placed it on my head.

“Get on with it, girl.” I triggered the app. No regrets.



~ 5 ~

~

When I awoke, the light in the room had changed. A glance at the clock

told me nearly two hours had passed. I didn’t feel any different, but of

course something had changed: I was female. I had no clue how this had

happened, but running my hands down my body I knew the truth: I had

truly become a woman. Perhaps my fairy godmother heard my silent cry

and made my fondest wish come true. Whatever. I just hoped I wouldn’t

change back at the stroke of midnight; that’s when the fun starts!

I sat up, checking myself out. A bit too much bling, I thought, and took

off the jewelry. I decided to wear my favorite little black dress. I stepped

through the back, zipped it up and slid my nylon-clad feet into a pair of

black slingback pumps with narrow three-inch heels. Now that was

more like it! I looked classy, while at the same time sexy as hell.

I returned to my vanity and took a brush to my hair. Volume is all well

and good, but it behooves a lady to look tidy as well. After a few dozen

strokes, I put the brush down and stared. I could hardly believe what I

was seeing. A very attractive woman gazed back at me, her lips twisting

into a smile. I touched her hair here and there, tucking a few stray curls

into place. Done.

My mind reeled. Oh my God—she’s gorgeous! If I’d known that being a

woman could feel so sweet, I’d have done this long ago.

I found my purse and packed it with the usual: kleenex, mascara, lippy,

small tube of hand cream, a few mints… and a cardholder with the fake

Vanessa Ryan ID I’d bought, as well as my former self’s credit cards

and driver’s license. I giggled, imagining trying to convince a police

officer that the man in the picture was me. That probably wouldn’t fly. I

could say what’s-his-name was my boyfriend, but that wouldn’t explain

why I was carrying his license. More giggles when I imagined having to

‘do’ the cop to avoid a ticket. Hopefully it wouldn’t come to that.

I arose, moving with ease in high heels, confident I could blend in with

all the other women out there. After all, I was one of them now.
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My keys and the boyfriend’s cell phone went into my purse as well. I

clicked it shut and returned the faux-fur sable to my shoulders. I flared

my hair from under the collar, savoring the feel of it.

Two minutes later I was out the door and clicking down the staircase. It

felt good not to have to worry about being ‘read’ as a cross-dresser.

Now that I was a real woman, I could do whatever I wanted.

~

I leaned on the table, one hand entwined in my hair, idly running a

finger around the rim of my cocktail glass. “Well, hello… I’m Vanessa.

I am—I’m a woman?” Well, what was I supposed to say? It was pretty

much all I’d been able to think about, from the moment I left home to

the moment I set my martini on an empty table in Rico’s Place, an

upscale wine bar three blocks from where I lived.

The man seated across the table grinned. “I hear that. In fact, I think yer

the woman I been waitin’ for my whole life. Where you been?”

I twirled a finger in the air. “Around. You wouldn’t believe it if I told

you. What I’m waiting for,” I said, lowering my lashes, “is a man who

can make me feel like a woman. That’s what I meant.”

“Hey, I am that guy! Check out these hands.” He flexed his rough-hewn

fingers, which were meaty enough to look swollen. “You know what

that means, right?” He waggled his eyebrows.

Inwardly, I grimaced. Subtlety was not this guy’s strong suit. But in

spite of my doubts I played along, eager to objectify myself by playing

the role of woman as sex object. Before long he was joined by several

other men, all with brawny arms, a smattering of tattoos and smelling

of cheap beer. Maybe this bar wasn’t quite as upscale as I thought.

I was stringing them along nicely, wondering which one I might try to

encourage just that little bit more, when another voice broke in. It was

smooth, as deep as the sea, and very masculine. The clutter of males

around me parted to reveal a broad, heavily bearded face. “I’m afraid

these gentlemen care more about their own gratification than yours.

However, if you truly wish to know the kind of pleasure only a woman

can experience, I may be able to help.”

An offer like that is hard to turn down. “Mmm, tell me more,” I said,

upping the tempo on what my fingers were doing to my hair.

The other men seemed to melt from view. They knew when they were

beaten. The bearded man slid into the empty seat across from me. “I am

Sergio. My surname is not important. What matters is that I can teach

you things about yourself you never knew existed.”

Wow. I was hooked. The man spent a solid twenty minutes extolling the

color of my eyes, the lustre of my hair, and the unplumbed depths of my

womanhood, and then he took me back to his apartment. I floated along

next to him, my arm linked to his, as though in a trance.

Sergio lived at the top of a nine-storey building, occupying half of the

ninth floor. The decor was dark, the furniture leathery, and the artwork

avant-garde. We toasted one another with absinthe, and then he took me

into his arms, whispered to me of the intimate links between beauty and

ecstasy in that marvelous voice of his, and then he kissed me.

I let him, of course. By that time I was way out to sea on a current of

unstoppable feminine passion. His beard tickled, but other than that all

I could think of was This is my chance to really be a woman!

But then he pulled back. Worried, I gazed up at him, my delicate hand

on his chest. “Did I do something wrong?”

He laughed. “Not at all, my dear. You are without a doubt the most

delightful young lady I’ve met in years. However… I was hoping you

might be up for an interesting little ‘couples game’ I’ve devised.”

A chill crept down my back. Something kinky? “What is it?”

“Well… it involves a new invention that’s only just hit the market in the

last year or two. It’s called an AutoMesmerizer. Have you heard of it?

Alien technology, of course, but I can assure you it’s quite safe.”
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Had I heard of it? Did having one at home count? What were the odds

he had one too? Actually, not that bad, I decided. Lots of folks owned

the things these days, particularly people around my age. “I’ve heard of

it,” I said, wondering whether or not to say more.

“Good. So here’s the game.” He lowered his voice. “We ‘mesmerize’

you to believe that you are a man cunningly disguised as a woman, and

that I’m actually a woman wearing a male skinsuit—complete with the

most realistic prosthetic penis the world has ever seen.”

I blinked rapidly. If my being inexplicably transformed into a woman

qualified as a ‘cunning disguise’, then I was already there. “That’s a

very unusual game.”

“Yes, but rather exciting, don’t you think? It’s the transgressive aspect

that intrigues me. You, being a woman, imagining yourself to be a man

only pretending to be female, making love with a person you believe to

be female but is actually male. Isn’t that delightful?”

I swallowed hard, my heart thundering. “You want to make love?”

He stroked my hair. “All part of the game. If you’re up for it.”

What the hell. “All right. Let’s do that.”

Sergio wasted no time setting up the machine and strapping the helmet

to my head. “The program’s all set up,” he said. “All I have to do it hit

the button.” He grinned at me. “Nighty night.”

When I awoke, a glance at the clock told me that more than half an hour

had passed. Sergio was packing the Mesmerizer back into a cupboard. I

wondered what ‘her’ real name was. Maybe it was Serena; she did kind

of look like a Serena—disguised as a man.

I gave my head a shake. Remember the game. I was a man pretending to

be a woman, and she was a woman pretending to be a man. It didn’t

seem like much of a game, to be honest, since that was exactly who we

really were. Still, if that’s what it took to get laid, I was willing to play

along.

We tumbled into bed like a pair of long-lost lovers. Sergio gave me a

full-body once-over with his hands, then entered me like a man who’d

just returned home after a five-year stint in Attica. Surprisingly—at

least to me—our prosthetics meshed easily and did their jobs perfectly.

Perhaps they came from the same company.

When it was over, he—she?—stroked my hair and smiled. “Good boy.

You really could be a woman someday, if that’s what you want.”

I stroked the forearms encircling my waist. “Right back at ya. You’re so

much of a man, it’s hard to believe you’re really a woman.”

He laughed. “Yeah, I get that a lot.”

~

When I awoke, Sergio was busy in the kitchen whipping up a stack of

pancakes. Once I’d showered and dressed, but lacking makeup, he (or

she) fed me, but wasted no time after that putting me into a taxi.

At home, I removed my hair extensions and then the breastplate and the

vagina panties that had made my female impersonation so effective.

Over the course of the day that followed my memories slowly returned

and stabilized. But what the hell had happened to me?

Last night, I was a man disguised as a woman, hypnotized to believe I

was a woman—and I just happened to meet a man who hypnotized me

into believing he was a woman disguised as a man—which of course he

wasn’t! What were the odds of that? Did Sergio know who I really

was? If so, he didn’t seem to care one way or the other.

No answers were forthcoming. But I was unnerved enough to stuff my

cross-dressing gear into a box in the back of my closet, and to swear off

using it again—not for keeps, but at least for a good long while.

Mess with your mind and you should expect weird shit to happen. But

of this I was certain: the lure of being female was strong within me, and

it could only be a matter of time before I’d weaken. I would become a

woman again. Such is my fate. I am a cross-dresser.  


