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Amanda HawkinsGone Too Far: Where am I to go, now that I’ve gone too far?
~

It had begun earlier that same day, while I was out running

a few errands. It was a near-perfect Saturday morning, not

too hot and not too cold, without so much as a hint of rain

in the air. I happened to pass by a beauty parlor that was

having a one-day sale on hair extensions. I recognized the

name, as it was part of a chain known for being friendly

to the transgender community. I wasn’t sure whether or

not that included garden-variety cross-dressers such as

myself, but if you defined the term broadly enough it

likely did. Acting on a whim, I went inside and asked if

they could fit me in right away, assuming they had the

right product in stock that matched my natural color.

Fortune smiled upon me. They had a set of sixteen-inch

brunette extensions on hand, in exactly the right shade,

and their senior stylist had an opening in her schedule.

Being human hair they were quite expensive and could

only be attached by fusing the narrow wefts to my own

hair. Even so, they were on sale and I couldn’t pass up

a bargain like that. Throwing caution to the wind, and

figuring I could always gather the longer tresses into

a thick ponytail, I told them sold and to go ahead.

“Lots of men wear their hair long nowadays,” the

stylist said. “Ponytail or not, it’ll be fabulous.”

She was right. When she was done, three hours later, I

was the proud owner of a very feminine head of hair.

My errands complete, I returned to the condo I shared

with my wife of five years. She accepted my dressing

but was uncomfortable seeing me en femme. I kept my

girl stuff, including shoes, lingerie and cosmetics, in

a locked trunk in our spare bedroom. And when I got

home, that’s where I went. Amberlyn was out of town

for a few days, visiting her parents, so I had the place to

myself. I wasted no time becoming my alter ego: Tess.
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After years of practice, I’m actually better at applying makeup 

than my wife is. It didn’t take long to transform the male face I’d 

shaved that morning into one that looked utterly feminine, with

a smooth, glowing complexion; wide eyes tastefully enhanced by 

liner, shadow and mascara; and thick pouty lips lovingly outlined 

and lipsticked. With my hair set free and brushed out, I looked—

well, pretty damn good. A lot better than merely passable.

I think that’s when I lost it. I knew Amberlyn wouldn’t approve of 

me doing this, and I already had some fast talking to do to explain 

my new hairstyle, but all of a sudden I didn’t care about that or 

anything else—except turning myself into a woman.

I’d recently purchased a new and stronger adhesive for my breast 

forms, one that required a solvent to remove. The glue had already 

arrived, but the solvent was on back-order; it wouldn’t get here for 

at least week. Did I let that stop me? Not a chance.

With a glorious pair of D-cups stuck to my chest, I took the extra 

step of gluing myself into my vagina prosthesis as well, having 

recently shaved the area in question. With the tip of my manhood 

wedged into a tube that allowed the passage of fluids—provided I 

was sitting down—and the soft silicone seams concealed with 

makeup, I was now the half-crazed owner of a female body.

Yes, this was going to be my body for at least a week, and that 

spelled trouble, but I put it out of my mind. My wife wasn’t due 

back until Wednesday; my Zoom meeting for work wasn’t until 

Thursday. I had days to figure out what to do. Why worry?

So I got dressed: a tight waist trainer, followed by a garter belt and 

stockings—because I’m that kind of girl—over recently shaved 

legs; a firm-support bra, a half slip and a black pencil skirt; a black 

cami and a tailored jacket; and a pair of shiny black faux-leather 

pumps with ankle straps and four-inch heels. I raided my wife’s 

jewelry box for a slim pearl necklace, a pearl bracelet, and a pair 

of pendulous earrings, then added a dash of Estee Lauder’s 

Modern Muse—Amberlyn’s favorite perfume. A hint of it in the 

air, or even on me, would arouse no suspicions. Of course, the 

long hair and boobs might give the game away, but whatever.

Then I packed a purse and went out. I should add that I rarely go 

outside when cross-dressed. It’s not that I can’t pass, or at least 

come close; it’s more not having the courage. But today was 

different. I knew I could pass as female—hell, I was gorgeous—

and moreover I didn’t seem to care whether someone ‘read’ me 

or not. I felt fabulous and that was all that mattered.

Not to mention, I’d been practicing my femme voice at home until 

Tess had no problem passing as a woman on the phone, and once 

or twice at the door as well; delivery people and such. So—out.

I wasn’t sure where I was going until I stumbled across the nail 

salon. I recalled my wife going there more than once, even though 

she wasn’t much of a fashionista, and she said they were good—

so in I went. I did chicken out when it came to getting anything 

fancy done, instead settling for a set of short almond tips and an 

apple-red fingernail polish.

Not long after that, I found myself strolling into a Sephora store in 

the mall. I browsed until a salesgirl asked me what she could do, 

then gently steered me toward a display of the latest in lipstick 

colors. Wild elephants couldn’t have stopped me: I purchased, and 

applied right there in the aisle, a new color of what turned out to 

be lip stain. With some luck it might wear off in ten or twelve 

hours, but my mouth would retain the tint for days.

I sighed, staring at myself. What on earth had gotten into me? I 

seemed to be intent on feminizing myself in ways I wouldn’t be 

able to easily undo. Did I actually want to be caught?

Apparently, I did. As I turned onto the walk that led to my front 

door I noticed my next-door neighbor, Roger, also returning home 

after walking his dog. He saw me, and then—for reasons I cannot 

begin to understand—I gave him a coy little finger-wiggle wave.

“Well, hello there,” he said. “Haven’t seen you around before.”

“I’ve not been here long,” I said, approaching the fence. “I’m 

Theo’s sister, Theresa. Fraternal twins, but I got the looks.”

“I’m Roger. Yeah, I can see the resemblance. Where is good old 

Theo, anyway? Haven’t seen him around lately.”
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“He got called away this morning. Something to do with his work that 

only he could deal with.” I tried to look put-out. “Like, I came all this 

way for a visit, and now I’m on my own for a few days.”

“That’s too bad. Amber not around?”

“Visiting her parents. That’s why I timed it this way, actually. I’m 

not sure why, but she and I just don’t get along. Families, right?”

“That’s too bad. Well, if ya need anything while you’re here, the wife

and I are right next-door.” We chatted for a couple of minutes and then 

I toodle-looed him goodbye and went inside.

My legs were shaking as I collapsed on the couch. I did it! I’d actually 

fooled someone—a man familiar with my male face—into believing I

was a genuine woman. The biggest rush of my life, right there.

I poured myself some wine, kicked off my heels and put my feet up. Then 

I tried to calm down and think straight. Had I truly fooled the man? Was it 

possible that Roger recognized me and was just being polite? No… that 

didn’t feel right. He seemed friendly and relaxed, not surprised or shocked. 

He certainly wasn’t a bigot or anything, but he was pretty straight-laced. 

I didn’t think he’d feel comfortable talking to a man dressed as a woman.

So it was true: I could pass as female. First the ladies at the nail salon, 

then the girl at Sephora, and now Roger. Literally a dream come true.

After an early, and very light, supper I began to feel antsy. Top to bottom, 

back to front, I looked, sounded and smelled like a woman. Why would I 

sit around here all night when I could be out there, doing whatever it is a 

gorgeous, sexy woman like me would do? You know that queasy feeling 

you get in your tummy when you know you’re about to do something that 

maybe you shouldn’t? That’s how I felt, and I couldn’t ignore it.

My feet hauled me into the bedroom I shared with Amberlyn. I undressed 

and dug out the Spanx firm-control high-waist girdle my wife rarely wore. 

It was nearly a size too small, but I managed to cram myself into it. I kept 

the bra, added a full slip, and then—feeling daring—I picked out the tight 

red dress that my wife had, to the best of my knowledge, never worn.

I repaired my makeup, brushed my hair for maximum volume, and added 

a pair of pendulous earrings I’d been wanting to try. They were mine, not 

Amber’s. Five minutes later, I was locking the front door behind me.
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Where was I going? Frankly, I didn’t care. Does a beautiful, sexy 

woman always have to know where she’s going every time she 

steps out of the house? I don’t think so. There comes a time when 

a girl just has to put herself out there and see what happens.

The moment I reached the nearby high street, where stores and 

restaurants lined the road, I knew that people were looking at me. 

And why shouldn’t they? I was gorgeous!

The key is, I had to look like I knew what I was doing. I couldn’t 

just wander around. Sexy women are nothing if not confident. I 

considered going into that nice little French bistro the wife and I 

had dined in only the week before, and pretending to be early for 

a date—might be fun. But then, later on, I’d have to fake being 

stood up and that wouldn’t be fun at all. Besides, who would ever 

believe that a man would stand up a woman like me?

Dressed like this, I couldn’t exactly go grocery shopping either. 

No, there was only one choice: I’d have to go to a bar, where it’s at 

least plausible that I had just popped in for a drink. Even so, now 

that I looked like sex on wheels, I was probably going to get hit 

on, high and hard. Well then, I mused, bring it on.

I was bound for the classiest pub in the area: The Raven. When I 

got there, I didn’t hesitate: a man on his way out held the door for 

me, and I went inside. I’d been there before, so I knew what a gal 

all by her lonesome would do: pony up to the bar and order the 

girliest cocktail she could imagine. One strawberry daiquiri later 

and I was settled on a stool, one leg draped over the other, being 

chatted up by one middle-aged over-eager businessman after 

another. I was pretty sure they were all married and just going 

through the motions, dreaming about being with a sexy woman 

who wasn’t their wife. Well, I had fantasies of my own.

Some time later, I felt a tap on my shoulder. It was Roger. “Hi, 

Theresa. Remember me?” He gestured to a table where his wife, 

Melissa, was seated with another man. Roger said, “It looks to me 

like you could use a break. Care to join us?”

How could I refuse? The other man held a chair for me, while 

Roger introduced his wife and his visiting cousin. It didn’t take a 

psychic to see where this was going. Half an hour later, Roger and 

Melissa made their excuses and left. “Church in the morning and 

all that. You two stay and have fun.”

Cousin Derek, it emerged, was almost ten years older than me and 

recently divorced, if you count five or six months as ‘recent’. And 

both of us were from out of town; how convenient. We chatted, he 

bought me a champagne cocktail, and just past ten o’clock he 

offered to walk me home. Right to my front porch, in fact.

There, he took my hand and brought it up to his lips. His eyes 

glittered. “They’re probably asleep over there,” he said, nodding 

toward Roger’s house. “It’d be a shame to wake them up.”

I giggled, feeling naughty. “It would, wouldn’t it?”

“We’ll have to be quiet.” He drew me to him, then, lifted my chin 

and kissed me. I didn’t hesitate: I kissed back. That’s what a sexy 

woman would do, right? What else could I do?

His voice deepened. “I know what you are.”

My eyes went wide. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“Yeah, you are. Look, you may have fooled them—” He jerked a 

thumb next-door. “In fact, you did. I bet you fooled everyone who 

saw you tonight too—you really are that good. But you can’t fool 

me. Why? Because I’m ‘into’ girls like you.”

“You are?” This was unexpected.

“Like Romeo was into Juliet.” He grinned. “I think you’re the 

dude who lives here, Roger’s neighbor—who was supposedly 

‘called away’ on business. While the wife’s away, huh?”

“Oh…” The plots of a hundred badly written TG stories flooded 

through my mind. “What are you going to do?”

“Do? What d’ya think I’m gonna do? I’m going to have sex with 

the sexiest transvestite I’ve ever seen.” Again he pulled me close, 

one arm slithering around my waist. “That’s what you want, isn’t 

it? To make love with a man who’ll treat you like the sexy woman 

you are? I’m certainly not going to force you to do this, Tess. No 

means no. But just say the word, babe? Just say the word.”
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I gulped. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I wasn’t gay or anything, 

but… how could I not? My eyes sought his. “The word,” I breathed.

He laughed. “That’s my girl. C’mon, let’s go inside.” The moment the front 

door closed behind us, he picked me up. I felt so small in his arms; he had to 

be six-four and over two hundred pounds, and I was much smaller on both 

fronts. He strode to the living room couch, sat down and guided me onto 

his lap. We kissed, hard. Without thinking, my arms encircled his neck.

“You sure you’re a guy? You seem pretty damn feminine to me.”

“Last time I checked. But you probably won’t be able to tell.”

“Oh yeah? Why’s that?” His grip tightened.

I lowered my voice. “Between you and me, I’ve got this prosthetic

thingie between my legs, see? And it’s glued on so tight, I couldn’t

get it off even if I wanted to. Which I totally don’t.”

“I see. So it’s ‘fully functional’, eh? Just like real lady parts?”

“Absolutely.” I ran my finger down his chest. “But don’t take my

word for it—why not see for yourself? Hmm… I guess it’s about

time I showed you the goods, yes?” I arose on unsteady legs and

headed for the bedroom. “Don’t go ‘way, I’ll be right back.”

It was fascinating, watching myself undress. Part of me was saying,

“This is crazy. Do not do this!” But all I could see was a sexy girl

getting ready to please her man. Off went the dress, the girdle and

the bra, and on went a pair of v-string panties and a lacy bralette

that my boobs kept popping out of. I also swapped dangly earrings

for a pair of cheap hoops, then I rooted through my wife’s shoe tree

and found a pair of four-inch black stilettoes that just fit. Perfect.

I returned to the living room like a stripper storming the stage. Derek’s

jaw dropped. “Tess? Oh my G—you look amazing!” He began to get up.

“No, no, don’t move. Sit down. Please.” He did so, looking puzzled. I

sank to my knees, then got down on all fours. I made eye contact and

began to wriggle across the carpet—like a lioness stalking her prey.

“Look at me, Derek,” I said, my voice a feminine lilt. “I want you to treat 

me like an animal in heat. A female animal. Because that’s what I am, now. 

You’re the male, I’m the female—and we are not in Kansas anymore.”
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“Holy mother of—are you for real?” He knelt before me.

“I’m sexiest transvestite you’ve ever seen,” I whispered hoarsely. 

“But in a way, I’m also a woman.”

He pulled me up, so we were both kneeling. He gripped my arms. 

“To me, you are a woman, Tess. I promise to treat you like one.”

“That’s what I need.” My lashes fluttered, and then his mouth 

descended upon mine. His tongue entered and I tasted the beer he 

drank at the pub. What he tasted, I hoped, was a woman.

Eventually our mouths parted, sucking air. He stroked my hair. “I 

think we should take this upstairs,” he said. “I’m sure the lady 

would be more comfortable with a nice soft mattress under her.”

I nodded. He helped me up and then, with practiced ease, he once 

again picked me up. I guided him to the master bedroom, shocked 

to note that I was being carried over the threshold. Gently as can 

be, he lay me on the bed I shared with my wife.

I watched through half-lidded eyes as he removed his shirt and 

dropped his pants. It was curious: the male body held little interest 

for me—although the man did seem to be in excellent physical 

condition—and my thoughts dwelt on the way I surely appeared to 

him: long wavy hair, a feminine face and the kind of physique that 

most women seek but few attain. In fact, I was female in all but 

physical fact and I’d put myself right where I wanted to be.

Shoes and socks littered the floor. Still wearing his briefs, Derek 

climbed onto the bed next to me. “I think you forgot something,” 

I said, running a fingernail over his bulge.

“Fair is fair,” he said. “You aren’t naked either.”

I pretended to pout. “My skimpy little panties wouldn’t stop a big 

strong man like you from taking what he wants.”

I could barely see his predatory smile in the dark. “Maybe so. But 

you seem like a pretty modern, liberated woman to me. If you see 

something you like, maybe you should just—go get it.”

“Don’t tempt me, sir. I just might do that!” We were lying on our 

sides, facing each other. My fingers slipped between his legs.

Again our lips met, and moved one upon the other. He ran a hand 

through my hair and, between kisses, told me how unbelievably 

sexy I was. This—this—was the validation I craved! A passion 

such as his could be inspired only by a partner with the soul of a 

woman and the physique to match. Each touch affirmed me ever 

more as a woman in mind and body, and I sank ever deeper into 

my now-female psyche. I could think of nothing else.

Time passed. At last he said, “I hesitate to ask, babe, but—should 

I be using protection?” It didn’t sound like he was kidding.

I shook my head. “I’m on the pill.” I’d also taken the opportunity 

earlier to lubricate my love-tunnel. I was way past ready.

He chuckled. “Good. We wouldn’t want a bouncing baby trans-

vestite on our hands nine months from now, would we?”

I said nothing, but rolled onto my back and spread my legs. He 

arose and positioned himself in the space between. With his briefs 

down I sensed his manhood spring to attention. To know, deep 

down, that this rock-hard weapon gained its potency from my 

feminine figure and my pretty face and my gorgeous hair was to 

confirm, all over again, that I truly was female.

I felt my panties pulled aside. Fingers probed for my womanhood. 

A deep voice chuckled. “Ah, there it is. Nice and moist…”

He shuffled closer, lifted my legs and then—something both soft 

and solid wormed its way into the tunnel that led back between my 

legs, skirting the base of my pelvis. It was separated from my own 

deflated penis by little more than a thin layer of silicone. I doubted 

whether Derek would be able to sense that part of my body, but I 

sure as hell could feel him.

A moan. “Aaah, so tight. Babe, you are sexy as hell.”

My brain spasmed. I was a woman!

I wanted so much more. More validation as a woman. More proof 

that I had become a woman to him. My hands grasped his thighs, 

urging him on. “Deeper,” I whimpered. The deeper he could get, 

the more of a woman I would become. Nothing had ever mattered 

more to me than that.
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Strong hands caressed my breasts, thick fingers flowed through 

my hair. A male voice: “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever been 

with, Tess. I could make love to you forever.”

Again my spirit soared. I’d never felt more alive, more female. 

As if in a delirium, my head heaved from side to side, long hair 

trailing through my mouth. I wanted more—more! I needed to 

become more of a woman—but how? I’d do anything!

“Take me,” I murmured. “Down… back there…”

A chuckle. “You sure about that, babe? I’m a pretty big dude.”

I groaned. “I want you… in me.”

“Your wish is my command.” He withdrew, repositioned himself 

and then—inside! “Now you really are a woman,” he said.

As he proceeded to prove his point, I moaned with guilty pleasure. 

I was receiving exactly what I wanted: the ultimate affirmation of 

my womanly self. Yet all I could think was: I’ve gone too far.

~

The following day I ‘became a woman’ yet again before Derek’s 

visit ended and he departed with an offer to meet up in Vegas in a 

few weeks time. But I knew that wouldn’t happen. I was still a 

happily married man. Wasn’t I?

When my wife returned, she noted my new hair and the obvious 

bulge of my chest, clucked her tongue and seemed to take it all in 

stride. “I was wondering when this would happen,” she said. “I’ve 

been reading up on the subject. It seems like some cross-dressers 

can get pretty antsy when they aren’t able to ‘dress’ as often as 

they’d like. And then, at some point, some of ‘em just snap and 

wind up feminizing the hell out of themselves.”

“That’s pretty much what happened,” I said, deciding to spare her 

the sordid details. “I’m stuck like this too. The solvent isn’t here 

yet, and as for all this hair—” I ran my fingers through my thick 

ponytail. “It’d be such a waste to just cut it off, wouldn’t it?”

“Keep it. No one’s gonna care how you wear your hair.”

“I guess. But I’m mostly concerned about how you feel about it.”

She shrugged. “If women can wear their hair short, like mine is, 

then there’s no reason you can’t go long. Have fun with it.”

“Thank you. I will.”

However, I was left with a tough choice. Not so much about what 

to do about my marriage, but what to do about Theresa. As Tess, 

I really had gone too far. I’d managed to turn myself into so much 

of a woman that my existence as Theo felt like a caricature of 

what life should be—a painting drained of its color. In a very real 

sense Theo had become the shadow cast by Theresa, instead of the 

other way around. What was I to do?

Amberlyn sensed my dilemma. “You’re Tess now, aren’t you?”

Was it that obvious? I was standing there in full makeup, purse in 

hand, wearing her favorite little black dress, with my hair brushed 

to simulate a blow-out. Even so, I had no idea what to tell her.

I could choose to return to my old life as Theo. Having achieved 

the dizzying heights of womanhood, perhaps the urge to feminize 

myself would ebb. I could dress up now and then to remind myself 

of past glories and otherwise focus on just being a good husband 

to Amber, whom I loved dearly.

Or, having broken through the gender barrier I could now dress as 

I pleased, presenting at a whim as either male or female. I wasn’t 

sure what that would do to my marriage, or if Amber would even 

be willing to live with my ‘sister’ popping in and out all the time. 

But the kind of freedom it promised was tempting.

Or perhaps I should just admit that what little masculinity I ever 

had had been pounded out of me by what Derek had done, and all 

that was left was female. If that was the case then my marriage 

was over; however I might feel about Amber, Tess could not be 

her husband. I’d have to sell the house, take my half of the cash 

and finish the job of turning myself into a woman outright.

I really didn’t know what to do.

Feeling like a coward, I mumbled “back soon” then turned on my 

heel and headed for the mall. Perhaps the answer would come to 

me amidst the feminine bliss of shopping for a new dress.  


