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Chapter One




The ice in the tumbler had long since melted, diluting the amber liquid into a watery, pale shadow of itself. It didn't matter. The cheap bite of the whiskey was gone, replaced by a smooth, numbing cold that slid down Riley’s throat with dangerous ease.

He sat in the center of his living room, a sprawling space dominated by furniture that looked like it had been carved out of a mountainside. The leather sofa was a dark, brooding chocolate brown, studded with brass tacks that dug into his shoulder blades if he leaned back too far. The coffee table was a slab of raw-edge walnut on iron legs, heavy enough to crush a foot. Even the coasters were slate—cold, hard, unforgiving stone.

It was a man’s apartment. A fortress of masculinity. It was everything he was supposed to want.

And he hated every square inch of it.

Outside, the city was putting on a show he wanted no part of. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, he could see the neighbor’s balcony across the street blinking aggressively. Red. Green. Red. Green. It was a manic, cheerful strobe light that seemed to mock the silence inside Riley’s own glass cage.

"Merry Christmas," he muttered, lifting the glass to his lips. His voice was a low rumble, scratching against the silence. "Peace on earth and all that garbage."

He took a long pull of the watered-down whiskey. It tasted like regret.

Riley set the glass down on the slate coaster with a heavy thud. He ran a hand through his hair, his fingers catching in the thick, dark strands. He needed a haircut. He needed a shave. He could feel the coarse stubble on his jaw scratching against his palm, a sensation that sent a weird shiver of distaste down his spine.

He looked down at his hands. They were large. Wide palms, thick fingers, knuckles scarred from years of working on cars and hitting the heavy bag at the gym. They were capable hands. Strong hands. Hands that could fix a leak or build a deck.

But tonight, staring at them in the dim light of the single industrial floor lamp, they looked like foreign objects attached to the ends of his arms. Clumsy. monstrous.

He sighed, a heavy exhale that seemed to deflate his broad chest. He shifted on the leather couch, the material squeaking under his weight. He was wearing his usual uniform—faded jeans that were tight in the thighs and a black t-shirt that stretched across his shoulders. He felt constricted. Bound. Like he was wrapped in canvas and denim, unable to breathe.

His gaze drifted to the side table.

It had been sitting there for three days. A small, innocuous stack of mail. Most of it was garbage—credit card offers, a bill for the internet, a flyer for a local pizza place.

But sticking out from the middle of the pile, gleaming under the harsh light of the lamp, was a glossy corner of bright red.

Riley’s heart did a strange, traitorous double-thump.

He knew what it was. He had brought it in from the mailbox on Tuesday, intending to throw it straight into the recycling bin. It wasn't addressed to him. It said "Current Resident," but clearly, the post office had made a mistake. Or maybe the previous tenant had been a woman with expensive taste.

It was a Victoria’s Secret catalog. The holiday edition.

He hadn't thrown it away.

He had told himself he was just too busy. Too tired. He’d get to it later. But deep down, in the dark, quiet part of his brain that he tried to drown with whiskey, he knew the truth.

He wanted to look at it.

Riley reached out. His hand hovered over the stack of mail for a second, trembling slightly.

"Just toss it," he whispered to the empty room. "Be a man, Riley. Throw it in the trash."

But his fingers didn't listen. They bypassed the internet bill. They ignored the pizza flyer. They pinched the corner of the glossy magazine and pulled it free.

The cover was an assault on his senses. A woman with cascading blonde curls stood in a swirl of fake snow, wearing a crimson teddy that was more lace than fabric. She was laughing, her head thrown back, her skin glowing with an impossible, airbrushed perfection.

Riley stared at her.

Normally, a guy would look at this and think about sex. He would think about unzipping his jeans. He would think about what it would feel like to have those legs wrapped around his waist.

Riley felt... envy.

It was a sharp, hot needle in his gut. He didn't want to be with her. He wanted to know what it felt like to be her.

He wanted to know what that red lace felt like against his skin.

He opened the cover. The pages were cool and smooth under his rough fingertips. The smell of fresh ink and expensive perfume wafted up—maybe it was a scent strip, or maybe his mind was just playing tricks on him.

Page two. A spread of satin robes.

Riley leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. The whiskey glass was forgotten. The blinking lights outside were forgotten. His world narrowed down to the glossy rectangle in his hands.

There was a robe in deep, midnight blue. It shimmered in the light. The model had it tied loosely around her waist, the silk pooling around her feet. She looked so comfortable. So soft.

Riley looked down at his own jeans. The denim was stiff. The seams dug into his skin. He imagined, just for a second, stripping them off. Peeling away the rough fabric. Sliding his arms into that blue satin.

He closed his eyes. He could almost feel it. The cool, liquid sensation of silk sliding over his shoulders. The way it would caress his back. The way the belt would cinch his waist, giving him a shape he didn't have.

"God," he breathed.

He opened his eyes and flipped the page quickly, as if staying on one image too long would burn him.

Page ten. Panties.

His breath hitched.

There were hundreds of them. Rows and rows of delicate, tiny things. Lace thongs. Silk hiphuggers. Boyshorts that weren't for boys at all.

He fixated on a pair in the center of the page. They were pale pink, made of sheer mesh with little embroidered flowers. They looked impossibly small. Fragile.

Riley’s large thumb traced the image. His skin looked dark and calloused against the pale pink. The contrast made his stomach churn with a mixture of arousal and shame.

They wouldn't fit you, a voice in his head sneered. You’re too big. You’re a monster. You’d tear them apart just trying to put them on.

He knew it was true. He was six foot two. Two hundred and ten pounds of dense muscle. He was built to lift heavy things and take up space.

But the desire was a physical ache. He imagined the feeling of that sheer mesh against his groin. He imagined the tight elastic gripping his hips, holding him, smoothing him out.

He shifted on the couch, his erection pressing painfully against the zipper of his jeans.

He wasn't hard because of the women. He was hard because of the clothes.

"What is wrong with you?" he hissed.

He grabbed the whiskey glass and downed the rest of the liquid in one gulp. It didn't help. The heat in his belly just mixed with the heat in his groin.

He turned the page again.

Bras.

Push-up. Balconette. Strapless.

He stared at a black lace push-up bra with rhinestone straps. It was glamorous. It was sexy. It was everything he wasn't.

He touched his own chest. Through the black t-shirt, he could feel the hard slab of his pectorals. He had spent years building them. Years of bench presses. Years of protein shakes.

Why?

To impress other men? To intimidate people?

He pressed his hand flat against his chest, closing his eyes. He tried to imagine weight there. Softness. He tried to imagine the feeling of a wire under his breast, lifting, shaping. He tried to imagine the pinch of a clasp in the middle of his back.

A phantom sensation washed over him. For a split second, he felt it. He felt the phantom weight of breasts. He felt the ghost of a bra strap sliding down his shoulder.

He gasped, his eyes flying open.

The apartment was silent. Just the hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen.

He felt crazy. He was a grown man sitting alone on Christmas Eve, hallucinating lingerie.

But he couldn't put the catalog down. It was like it was glued to his hands.

He flipped to the back section. The holiday specials.

And there it was.

It was a full-page spread. A babydoll nightie in emerald green. It was translucent, flowing away from the bust in a cloud of chiffon. It had a matching thong. And—Riley’s eyes widened—it came with thigh-high stockings.

Sheer, black stockings with lace tops.

Riley stared at the model’s legs. They were smooth. flawless. Not a hair in sight.

He looked down at the gap between his jeans and his socks. A strip of hairy, pale skin was visible.

He felt a wave of revulsion so strong he almost gagged.

"Gross," he whispered.

He hated his hair. He hated it on his legs. He hated it on his arms. He hated the stubble on his face. It was like a weed that kept growing back, reminding him of what he was.

He looked back at the stockings.

He wondered what it would feel like to be that smooth. To run his hands down his legs and feel nothing but skin. Or better yet, to feel the slide of nylon.

He imagined pulling those stockings up. Pointing his toes. Watching the black sheer fabric stretch over his calves, his knees, his thighs. Snapping the garters into place.

Click. Click.

The sound was vivid in his mind.

He was breathing hard now. His chest was heaving under the tight t-shirt. The air in the apartment felt thick, charged with a static electricity that made the hair on his arms stand up.

He should stop. He should rip the catalog in half. He should burn it in the sink.

But he didn't.

He turned back to the pink panties. The ones with the embroidered flowers.

He stared at them until they blurred.

"They look so soft," he murmured.

He ran his index finger over the page again, slower this time. He imagined the texture. He imagined the smell. Not the smell of paper, but the smell of a woman. Lavender. Vanilla. Secrets.

He wanted that secret. He wanted it so bad it hurt.

He wanted to be the one wearing the secret under his clothes. He wanted to walk into a meeting at work, looking like big, tough Riley, but knowing that underneath his suit, he was wrapped in pink lace.

The thought sent a jolt of electricity straight to his groin. He groaned, biting his lip.

He was pathetic. He was lonely. He was drunk.

But God, the picture was beautiful.

He picked up the whiskey bottle and poured another splash into his glass. His hand was shaking. He didn't drink it immediately. He just held the cold glass, using the condensation to cool his palm.

He kept the catalog open on his lap. He couldn't close it. It was a lifeline. A window into a world where he didn't have to be hard and cold and made of slate.

He sat there in the dim light, the red and green strobe from across the street washing over him, staring at a picture of women's underwear like it was the Holy Grail.

And for the first time all night, despite the loneliness, despite the self-loathing, Riley felt a tiny, terrifying spark of something that felt almost like hope.

He lingered on the image, tracing the curve of the lace one last time, wishing—praying—that the paper would turn into fabric under his touch.

Riley stared at the catalog for another long minute, the pink lace burning an image into his retinas that he knew wouldn’t fade anytime soon. Then, with a sudden, jerky motion born of shame and panic, he slammed it shut. The thwack of the glossy paper sounded like a gunshot in the quiet apartment, echoing off the slate and leather.

"Enough," he growled, his voice thick with self-disgust.

He shoved the catalog under the stack of bills, burying the beautiful secret under the mundane weight of electricity costs and credit card offers. He needed it gone. He needed it out of sight. If he kept looking at it, he was going to do something he couldn't take back. Like order something. Or cry. Or worse, admit to himself that the ache in his chest was something he couldn't drink away.

He stood up, swaying heavily. The whiskey had moved from a warm buzz to a heavy, leaden weight in his limbs. The room tilted slightly to the left, and he had to grab the back of the leather couch to steady himself. The leather was cold and slick under his palm, another reminder of the hard, masculine world he had built for himself.

"Bed," he muttered, the word slurring slightly. "Just go to bed, Riley."

He shuffled toward the hallway, his socks sliding on the polished hardwood floor. He felt like a ghost haunting his own life—a big, clumsy, hairy ghost that bumped into doorframes and took up too much space.

The bathroom was cold. It was tiled in black slate and white marble, stark and clinical. He flipped the light switch, and the fluorescent bulbs buzzed to life, flooding the room with an unforgiving, harsh glare that highlighted every flaw.

Riley squinted against the brightness. He walked to the sink and gripped the edges of the counter, leaning forward to stare at himself in the mirror.

The man staring back was a stranger. A brute.

He had dark circles under his eyes, bruises of exhaustion and loneliness. His stubble was thick, encroaching on his neck like a weed. His jaw was square, like a block of granite. His shoulders filled the width of the glass, blocking out the rest of the room.

"You look like shit," he told his reflection.

He turned on the faucet, splashing cold water onto his face. He scrubbed hard, digging his fingers into his skin, trying to wash away the whiskey sweat and the lingering heat of his fantasies. The water dripped from his chin into the sink, swirling down the drain, taking nothing of his desire with it.

He reached for a towel and dried his face roughly. The fabric was thick and coarse, exfoliating his skin until it burned. Everything in his life was coarse. The towels. The sheets. The rug under his feet.

He dropped the towel and looked down at his hands again. They were gripping the edge of the sink so hard his knuckles were white.

Rough, he thought. Like sandpaper.

He imagined those hands touching silk. It seemed like a crime. He would snag the fabric. He would ruin it with his callouses. He would tear the delicate lace just by trying to hold it.

He turned away from the mirror abruptly. He couldn't look at himself anymore. He couldn't look at the evidence of his own manhood.

He walked into his bedroom. It was just as masculine and austere as the rest of the apartment. A king-sized bed with a navy blue duvet that looked like a storm cloud. Dark wood dressers that loomed in the shadows. No pictures on the walls. Just a void where a personality should be.

He sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping significantly under his two hundred pounds. He started to undress, his movements slow and clumsy.

He pulled his black t-shirt over his head. The cotton caught on his ears, and he yanked it free with a grunt of frustration. He tossed it into the corner, not caring where it landed.

He looked down at his chest in the dim light coming from the hallway. The mat of dark hair swirled across his pecs and trailed down his stomach, disappearing into the waistband of his boxers. He ran a hand over it. It felt bristly. Animalistic.

He hated it. God, how he hated it.

He reached for his belt buckle. The metal was cold against his skin. He undid it, the leather creaking like old bones. He unbuttoned his jeans and shoved them down his hips, kicking them off his ankles with a violent thrust of his leg.

He was left in his boxer briefs and socks.

The boxers were black. Functional. Boring. They held everything in place, compressing him, hiding him.

He stood up to pull the covers back, and as he did, he caught sight of himself in the full-length mirror on the back of the closet door.

He froze.

His eyes traveled down his body. The broad, heavy chest. The narrow hips that didn't sway when he walked. The thick, muscular thighs covered in dark hair that looked like fur in the shadows.

He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to block out the reality.

In the darkness of his mind, the image from the catalog bloomed again, vivid and taunting. The woman in the pink panties. The woman in the blue satin robe.

He imagined that body was his.

He imagined looking in the mirror and seeing smooth, creamy skin. No hair on his chest. Just soft, sloping curves leading to delicate collarbones. He imagined his waist cinched in, an hourglass shape instead of a block. He imagined long, slender legs ending in painted toes, devoid of the coarse hair that covered him now.

A jolt of arousal hit him so hard his knees buckled. It was a physical blow, a rush of blood that had nowhere to go.

He sat back down on the edge of the bed, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. His erection was straining against the cotton of his boxers, painful and demanding. It was a throbbing reminder of the biology he was fighting.

His hand twitched. He wanted to touch it. He wanted to wrap his hand around himself and stroke, letting the fantasy take over. It would be so easy. Just five minutes. Just a quick release to make the images stop.

Just close your eyes, the whiskey whispered in his ear. Pretend. Pretend you’re her. Pretend you’re wearing the panties. Pretend your hand is soft and manicured.

He moved his hand toward his waistband.

His fingers brushed the elastic. He could feel the heat radiating from his skin.

Then he stopped.

He looked down at his hand in the semi-darkness. The thick wrist. The hair on his knuckles. The sheer size of it.

"No," he whispered, the word strangled.

If he touched himself now, with these hands, on this body, it would ruin it. It would break the spell. He would just be Riley, the lonely drunk guy jerking off on Christmas Eve to a magazine. He wouldn't be her. He would just be him.

He couldn't bridge the gap. The distance between the man in the mirror and the woman in his head was too wide. It was an ocean he couldn't swim across, no matter how much whiskey he drank.

He clenched his hand into a fist and pulled it away, resting it heavily on his thigh.

"Don't do it," he commanded himself. His voice was shaky, bordering on desperate. "Don't you dare."

The repression was a physical weight. It sat on his chest, heavier than the duvet. It twisted in his gut like a wet rag. He was starving, and the food was right there, but he couldn't eat it because it was poisoned by his own masculinity.

He stood up abruptly, angry at his own body, angry at his own desire.

He shucked off his boxers, letting them fall to the floor.

He stood naked in the cold room. He felt vulnerable. Exposed. The air bit at his skin, making the hair on his arms stand up.

He looked down at his legs. The hair seemed to mock him. It was a forest of masculinity he couldn't escape. It covered his shins, his thighs, creeping up everywhere.

"I should shave it," he thought. The idea was sudden and sharp, piercing through the fog of alcohol. "I should go get the razor right now and shave it all off. Every inch."

He took a step toward the bathroom. He could see the razor in his mind—the silver handle, the sharp blades. He could imagine the feeling of the hair falling away, leaving smooth skin behind.

Then he stopped.

What if someone saw? What if he had to go to the gym and change in the locker room? What if he had a doctor's appointment? How would he explain it?

“Oh, I just wanted to feel pretty, Doc.”

Yeah, right. They’d laugh at him. Or worse, they’d look at him with pity. Big, strong Riley, wanting to be a girl. It was pathetic.

He turned back to the bed, defeated. He was a coward. A big, hairy coward who couldn't even commit to his own fantasies.

He crawled under the covers, pulling the heavy duvet up to his chin. The sheets were cold. They were high-thread-count cotton, crisp and stiff. They didn't feel like satin. They didn't feel like silk. They felt like a starchched shirt.

He curled onto his side, drawing his knees up to his chest in a fetal position.

The erection hadn't gone away. It was throbbing, pressing against his thigh, trapped between his legs. A constant, rhythmic reminder of his desire.

He tried to think about something else. Anything else. Baseball stats. His tax returns. The weather forecast for tomorrow.

But his brain wouldn't cooperate. It was a traitor.

It kept serving up images from the catalog, cycling through them like a slideshow.

The snap of a garter against a soft thigh.

The slide of red lipstick over full lips.

The feeling of nylon rubbing against nylon as he crossed his legs in a skirt.

He groaned into his pillow, the sound muffled and pathetic. He squeezed his legs together, trying to create friction, trying to simulate the feeling of having nothing there. Of being smooth. Of being empty.

"Please," he whispered into the darkness. "Just let me sleep."

He squeezed his eyes shut tighter, until stars exploded behind his eyelids.

He focused on his breathing. In. Out. In. Out.

Slowly, painfully, the alcohol began to drag him down. The sharp edge of his arousal dulled into a heavy, aching throb that permeated his entire pelvis. His thoughts became disjointed, fragmenting into nonsensical loops.

Pink lace... slate coaster... snow...

Bridgette...

The name floated through his mind again, unbidden.

He remembered her smile. He remembered the way she smelled. Like baby powder and flowers.

“You’re such a pretty boy, Riley,” she had said once, putting a plastic tiara on his head while they played dress-up in his parents' living room. “You make a very pretty princess.”

He had laughed then. He had been six. It was a game.

Was it still a game? Or was it the only truth he had ever known?

He shifted his legs, the sheets rustling loudly in the quiet room. His foot brushed against his calf. Rough skin on rough hair.

He flinched, even in his half-sleep state.

He tucked his hands under his pillow so he wouldn't touch himself. He trapped them there, pinning them down with the weight of his head. Handcuffed by his own repression.

The room seemed to spin slowly. The shadows in the corner stretched and warped, dancing in his peripheral vision.

He was falling. Falling into a black hole where he didn't have a body. Where he was just a consciousness floating in a cloud of chiffon and perfume.

His breathing evened out, becoming heavy and rhythmic. A snore rattled in his chest—a deep, masculine sound that seemed at odds with the delicate dreams starting to flicker in his brain.

He was asleep. But it wasn't a peaceful sleep.

His brow was furrowed. His jaw was clenched tight. Even in unconsciousness, he was fighting. Fighting the man he was. Fighting the woman he wanted to be.

He twitched, his legs kicking out slightly as if trying to kick off the heavy duvet. He mumbled something unintelligible into the pillow. A whimper of longing.

“Soft...”

Riley drifted deeper into the drunken stupor, his body heavy and unresponsive, his mind lost in a maze of lace and shame, unaware that the night was far from over.

The digital clock on the nightstand didn't just change numbers. It seemed to pulse. The red light bled into the darkness, sharp and angry.

12:59.

The seconds ticked by. Each one felt longer than the last. The silence in the room grew heavy. It pressed down on Riley’s chest like a physical weight.

Then, the numbers shifted.

1:00.

There was no sound. No chime. No bell. But the air in the room snapped. It was like a rubber band breaking.

Riley gasped in his sleep. His eyes flew open.

He was awake instantly. There was no grogginess. No hangover fog. He was just... awake.

And he was freezing.

The temperature in the bedroom had plummeted. It wasn't just a draft from the window. It was a deep, bone-chilling cold that seemed to come from everywhere at once. It seeped through the heavy navy duvet. It bit at his exposed shoulders.

Riley shivered violently. His teeth chattered.

"What the..." he whispered.

His voice didn't sound right. It sounded small. Weak. The acoustics of the room had changed. The echo was gone. It felt like he was in a much smaller space.

He tried to sit up, but his limbs felt heavy. He felt paralyzed, not by fear, but by a strange lethargy.

Then, the smell hit him.

It was thick and sweet. It clogged his nose and coated the back of his throat.

Baby powder.

It was unmistakable. The scent of a nursery. Clean, dry, and powdery.

But underneath it, there was something else. Something floral. A perfume that smelled like roses and vanilla. It was old-fashioned. It was the kind of perfume a grandmother would wear, or a young girl trying to smell like a grown-up.

Riley’s heart started to hammer against his ribs.

He knew that smell.

It unlocked a door in his brain he hadn't opened in twenty years.

He squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head. "You're drunk, Riley. You're dreaming. Go back to sleep."

He rolled over, turning his back to the room. He pulled the covers up over his head, trying to block out the cold and the smell.

But the smell was stronger now. It was right there. It was like someone had just dusted his pillow with it.

"Riley."

The voice was soft. It was a woman’s voice. It was teasing and sweet, with a little edge of authority.

Riley froze under the covers.

He stopped breathing.

"Riley," the voice said again. "Don't be rude. I know you're awake."

He slowly lowered the duvet. He peeked out over the edge of the fabric.

At the foot of his bed, the darkness was swirling. It wasn't black anymore. It was glowing. A soft, pearlescent light was forming in the air.

Riley pushed himself up on his elbows. He blinked, trying to clear his vision.

The light coalesced. It took shape.

First, the hair. Long, blonde curls that cascaded down past her shoulders. They were perfect, shiny ringlets that bounced even though she was standing still.

Then, the face. Heart-shaped. Big blue eyes with long lashes. Pink cheeks. A smile that was both kind and mischievous.

Then, the dress.

It was a white nightgown. High-necked, with lace at the throat. The sleeves were long and billowy, gathered at the wrists with pink ribbons. The skirt was full, reaching all the way to the floor.

Riley’s mouth fell open.

"Bridgette?" he croaked.

It was her. It was his babysitter.

But she hadn't aged a day. She looked exactly like she did when he was seven years old. She was sixteen. Maybe seventeen. She was glowing with an inner light that made her look like an angel. Or a ghost.

She tilted her head to the side. Her curls bounced.

"Hello, Riley," she said.

She didn't look scary. She didn't look like a monster. She looked... comforting.

But her presence in his bedroom, in the middle of the night, was terrifying.

Riley scrambled backward. He pushed himself up against the headboard, pulling the sheet with him to cover his naked chest. He felt exposed. He felt huge and clumsy next to her delicate glow.

"This isn't real," he stammered. "I'm dreaming. I drank too much whiskey."

Bridgette giggled. The sound was like wind chimes.

"Oh, Riley," she said. "You always were such a dramatic little boy."

She took a step closer. Her feet didn't touch the floor. She was floating just an inch above the hardwood.

"Look at you," she said. Her eyes scanned him up and down. Her gaze felt physical. It felt like cool fingers tracing his skin. "You've gotten so big."

She said the word "big" with a little wrinkle of her nose. Like it was a bad thing. Like it was something dirty.

Riley looked down at himself. His hairy arms. His broad chest. His thick legs under the sheet.

He felt a wave of shame wash over him.

"I'm a man," he said defensively. His voice cracked.

Bridgette sighed. She shook her head sadly.

"Yes," she said. "I can see that. You've made quite a mess of yourself, haven't you?"

She looked around the room. Her eyes landed on the dark furniture. The slate coasters. The pile of mail on the table where the catalog was hidden.

"It's so dark in here," she said. "So gloomy. It smells like old socks and sadness."

Riley flushed. "It's my apartment. I like it."

"Do you?" she asked.

She looked back at him. Her blue eyes seemed to pierce right through him. They saw the catalog under the bills. They saw the pink panties in his mind. They saw the little boy who used to like to wear her tiara.

"I don't think you do," she whispered.

She floated closer. She was right at the end of the bed now. The smell of baby powder was overwhelming. It made Riley feel dizzy. It made him feel small.

He gripped the sheet tighter. "What are you doing here, Bridgette? You... you moved away years ago."

"I'm here because you called me," she said simply.

"I didn't call you!"

"You did," she corrected him. "You called me with your heart. You called me with that little magazine you were hiding. You called me because you're tired, Riley."

She reached out a hand. Her fingers were long and pale.

"You're tired of being a big, strong man," she said softly. " aren't you?"

Riley wanted to argue. He wanted to tell her to get out. He wanted to throw a pillow at her.

But he couldn't.

Because she was right.

A lump formed in his throat. He swallowed hard, trying to push it down.

"I don't know what you're talking about," he muttered.

Bridgette smiled. It wasn't a nice smile this time. It was a knowing smile. It was the smile of someone who has a secret.

"Liar," she sang.

She moved her hand. From behind her back, she produced something.

It was large. It was white. It was made of lace and satin ribbons.

Riley squinted at it.

It was a bonnet.

A baby bonnet. But it was huge. It was big enough for a grown man’s head. It had a massive ruffle around the brim and long, thick satin ribbons to tie under the chin.

Riley stared at it. His stomach did a flip.

"What is that?" he asked. His voice was barely a whisper.

"This?" Bridgette asked. She twirled the bonnet on her finger. "This is for you, silly."

"No," Riley said. He shook his head. "No way."

"Oh, stop fussing," she said. Her tone shifted. It became the voice she used to use when he wouldn't eat his vegetables. "You need to relax, Riley. You're all wound up."

She held the bonnet up. The light from her body shone through the lace, casting intricate shadows on the wall.

"You used to love playing dress-up," she reminded him. "Remember? You used to love being my little dolly."

The memory hit him hard.

He remembered. He remembered sitting on her bed while she put clips in his hair. He remembered the feeling of being fussed over. Of being the center of attention. Of being... pretty.

"That was a long time ago," he said. "I was a kid."

"And look at you now," she said. "All hairy and grumpy. Drinking alone on Christmas Eve."

She took another step closer. She was hovering over the end of the mattress now.

"I think it's time we went back to basics," she said. "Don't you?"

Riley pressed himself harder against the headboard. "Stay away from me."

"Don't be a brat," she scolded. "Or I'll have to put you in timeout."

The threat hung in the air. Timeout.

Riley felt a weird jolt in his groin. It was fear, yes. But it was also excitement.

He looked at the bonnet in her hands. It was ridiculous. It was humiliating.

But it also looked... soft.

"I'm not putting that on," he said. He tried to sound firm. He tried to sound like a project manager who commanded respect.

But he sounded like a petulant child.

Bridgette just laughed. "We'll see about that."

She looked down at him with pity. "You're so tense, Riley. Look at your shoulders. They're up to your ears."

She was right. His muscles were locked tight.

"You need someone to take care of you," she said. "You need someone to make the decisions for a while."

She waved the bonnet at him. The ribbons danced in the air.

"Just let go, Riley," she whispered. "Just let Bridgette take care of everything."

The room seemed to get colder. The frost was starting to form on the windows now. Intricate patterns of ice were creeping up the glass, blocking out the red and green lights from across the street.

Riley was trapped. Trapped in his room with a ghost and a baby bonnet.

He looked at her face. She was beautiful. She was perfect.

And she was looking at him like he was a project. A fixer-upper.

"Why me?" he asked. "Why are you doing this?"

Bridgette’s expression softened. She looked almost sad for a moment.

"Because you asked for it," she said. " deep down. You asked to be saved from this."

She gestured to his body. To his hairy chest. To his big hands.

"You hate it," she said. "I can feel it. You hate being a man."

Riley opened his mouth to deny it. But the words died on his tongue.

He looked at the bonnet again.

If he put it on... what would happen? Would he disappear? Would he become someone else?

"It's just a hat," he thought. "It's just a stupid dream hat."

But he knew it wasn't. He knew it was a symbol. If he let her put that on him, he was giving up. He was surrendering.

He looked into Bridgette’s eyes.

"I'm scared," he admitted. The words slipped out before he could stop them.

Bridgette smiled. It was a warm, maternal smile.

"I know, sweetie," she cooed. "It's okay to be scared. That's why I'm here."

She moved closer. She was floating right over his legs now. He could feel the cold radiating off her.

"Now," she said, holding the bonnet out with both hands. "Are you going to be a good boy? Or do we have to do this the hard way?"

Riley trembled. The sheet slipped down a little, exposing his stomach.

He felt vulnerable. He felt small.

And for the first time in twenty years, he felt like maybe, just maybe, he didn't have to be strong anymore.

He stared at the frilly white lace, and the part of him that had lingered on the pink panties in the catalog whispered a single, dangerous word.

Yes.


Chapter Two




Riley's heart was hammering against his ribs. He was sitting up in bed, completely naked except for the ridiculous bonnet tied under his chin. The satin ribbons felt slippery against his throat. The lace ruffle framed his face, tickling his stubbled cheeks.

Bridgette floated at the foot of the bed, her arms crossed over her chest. She was tapping one delicate finger against her bicep. Her blue eyes were narrowed in disapproval.

"Look at you," she said, shaking her head. "Sitting there like a lump. You haven't changed a bit, Riley."

"What do you want from me?" Riley asked. His voice came out higher than he intended. Shakier.

"I want you to stop being such a grumpy little boy," Bridgette said. She uncrossed her arms and put her hands on her hips. "You've been grumpy for twenty years. It's exhausting."

"I'm not grumpy," Riley protested. "I'm just... I don't like Christmas."

"Liar," Bridgette sang. She floated closer, drifting over the mattress until she was hovering right next to him. "You don't like yourself. That's the problem."

Riley looked away. He couldn't meet her eyes. She was too close. Too knowing.

"You sit in this ugly apartment," she continued, gesturing around at the dark furniture. "You drink your sad whiskey. You look at your dirty magazines."

"It's not a dirty magazine," Riley mumbled. "It's a catalog."

"A catalog of pretty things you want to wear," Bridgette said. She reached out and booped him on the nose. "Don't try to fool me, Riley. I know what you were thinking about when you were looking at those pink panties."

Riley's face burned. The heat spread down his neck, all the way to his chest.

"I wasn't," he lied.

Bridgette laughed. It was a bright, tinkling sound that made him feel even smaller. "Oh, sweetie. You're such a bad liar. You always were."

She floated around to the side of the bed, circling him like a shark. Riley turned his head to follow her, feeling trapped.

"You know what your problem is?" she asked.

"I'm sure you're going to tell me," Riley muttered.

"Your problem," Bridgette said, ignoring his tone, "is that you're trying to be something you're not. You're trying to be this big, tough man. But inside, you're still that sweet little boy who wanted to play dress-up."

"I never wanted to play dress-up," Riley said. But even as the words left his mouth, he knew they were a lie.

Bridgette stopped floating. She hovered right in front of him, her face inches from his.

"Riley," she said softly. "Do you remember the tiara?"

Riley's breath caught. He did remember. He remembered it vividly.

"I was six," he whispered.

"You were seven," Bridgette corrected. "And you begged me to let you wear it. You said you wanted to be a princess."

"It was just a game," Riley said. His voice was weak.

"Was it?" Bridgette asked. She tilted her head, studying him. "Because I remember how you looked in that mirror. You were glowing, Riley. You were so happy."

Riley squeezed his eyes shut. He didn't want to remember. He had spent years burying that memory. Years convincing himself it didn't matter.

"Open your eyes," Bridgette commanded.

Riley obeyed. He couldn't help it. Her voice had that tone. The one that meant business.

"Good boy," she said. Then she smiled. "Or should I say, good girl?"

Riley flinched. The word hit him like a punch to the gut.

"I'm not a girl," he said. But his voice cracked on the last word.

"Not yet," Bridgette agreed. "But you want to be. Don't you?"

Riley didn't answer. He couldn't. His throat was too tight.

Bridgette sighed. She reached out and patted his cheek. Her hand was warm and solid. It felt real.

"It's okay to want things, Riley," she said gently. "It's okay to want to be pretty. It's okay to want to be soft."

"It's not okay," Riley choked out. "I'm a man. Men don't... they don't want to be pretty."

"Says who?" Bridgette asked. She raised an eyebrow. "Who made that rule?"

Riley opened his mouth to answer, but nothing came out. He didn't know. He just knew it was true. It had always been true.

"Exactly," Bridgette said, as if he had spoken. "Nobody. It's just something you told yourself because you were scared."

She floated backward, giving him a little space.

"But you don't have to be scared anymore," she said. "Because I'm here to help you."

"I don't need help," Riley said. But even he didn't believe it.

"Oh, honey," Bridgette said, her voice dripping with sympathy. "You need so much help. Look at you. You're a mess."

She waved her hand at him, indicating his naked body.

"You're hairy. You're tense. You're all knotted up inside. You need someone to take care of you."

"I can take care of myself," Riley said stubbornly.

"Can you?" Bridgette asked. She crossed her arms again. "Because from where I'm standing, you're doing a pretty terrible job."

Riley glared at her. He wanted to argue. He wanted to tell her to leave him alone.

But deep down, he knew she was right.

"I'm going to help you," Bridgette announced. "Whether you like it or not."

"What are you going to do?" Riley asked. There was a tremor of fear in his voice. And something else. Something that felt dangerously close to excitement.

"First," Bridgette said, "we're going to get rid of these."

She pointed at his lap.

Riley looked down. He was still covering himself with his hands, trying to preserve some shred of dignity.

"I already took your boxers," Bridgette reminded him. "But you're still acting like you have something to hide."

"I do have something to hide," Riley said through gritted teeth.

"Not for long," Bridgette said cheerfully.

She snapped her fingers.

Riley felt a sudden, strange tingling sensation. It started in his hands and spread up his arms. It wasn't painful. It was just... weird.

He looked down at his hands. They were still covering his groin. But they felt lighter. Less substantial.

"What did you do?" he asked nervously.

"I'm making it easier for you," Bridgette said. "You're trying so hard to hide. But you don't need to hide from me, Riley. I've seen it all before."

The tingling intensified. Riley's hands started to feel numb. He tried to move them, but they wouldn't respond.

"Stop it," he said, panic creeping into his voice.

"Shh," Bridgette soothed. "Just relax. Let Bridgette take care of everything."

Riley's hands slowly, involuntarily, moved away from his lap. They drifted to his sides, settling on the mattress. He tried to pull them back, but they wouldn't budge. It was like they were glued down.

"There," Bridgette said, satisfied. "Much better."

Riley was completely exposed now. His penis lay against his thigh, half-hard and vulnerable. He felt a wave of humiliation wash over him.

"Please," he begged. "Don't look."

"Why not?" Bridgette asked. She floated closer, peering down at him with open curiosity. "It's just a body, Riley. Nothing to be ashamed of."

But Riley was ashamed. He was mortified. He wanted to disappear.

"Although," Bridgette continued, tapping her chin thoughtfully, "it is a bit... much, isn't it?"

"What do you mean?" Riley asked.

"All this hair," Bridgette said, wrinkling her nose. "It's so... masculine. So rough."

She reached out and ran her fingers through the hair on his thigh. Riley shivered at the touch.

"We're going to have to do something about this," she mused.

"No," Riley said quickly. "You're not shaving me."

"I'm not going to shave you," Bridgette agreed. "That would take forever. And you'd just squirm and complain."

"Then what are you going to do?" Riley asked warily.

Bridgette smiled. It was a mischievous smile. The kind of smile that meant trouble.

"I'm going to make it disappear," she said simply.

"You can't just make hair disappear," Riley said.

"Can't I?" Bridgette asked. She snapped her fingers again.

This time, the tingling was all over his body. It started at his toes and raced up his legs, over his groin, across his stomach and chest. It felt like a thousand tiny ants crawling on his skin.

Riley yelped. He tried to sit up, but his hands were still pinned to the mattress.

"What are you doing?" he cried.

"Cleaning you up," Bridgette said calmly. "Hold still. This will only take a second."

The tingling intensified. It became almost unbearable. Riley squirmed and writhed, but he couldn't escape it.

And then, just as suddenly as it started, it stopped.

The room was silent except for Riley's heavy breathing.

"There," Bridgette said, clapping her hands together. "All done."

Riley looked down at his body.

His jaw dropped.

The hair was gone. All of it. His chest was smooth. His stomach was bare. His legs were completely hairless.

He looked like he had been waxed from head to toe.

"What the hell?" he breathed.

"Language," Bridgette scolded. "Little boys don't use bad words."

Riley ignored her. He was too busy staring at his own body. He ran his eyes over his smooth skin, unable to believe what he was seeing.

He looked... different. Softer. Younger.

"Touch it," Bridgette encouraged. "Go on. I know you want to."

Riley's hands were suddenly free. The invisible force holding them down was gone.

Slowly, hesitantly, he reached down and touched his thigh.

The skin was smooth. Impossibly smooth. Like silk.

A shiver ran through him. It wasn't a shiver of cold. It was a shiver of pleasure.

"Feels nice, doesn't it?" Bridgette asked. She was watching him with an amused expression.

Riley couldn't speak. He was too overwhelmed. He ran his hand up his leg, over his hip, across his stomach. Everywhere he touched, there was nothing but smooth, bare skin.

"You look so much better," Bridgette said approvingly. "So much more... appropriate."

"Appropriate for what?" Riley asked. His voice was barely a whisper.

"For what comes next," Bridgette said mysteriously.

She floated over to the foot of the bed again. She looked at him with a critical eye, like a sculptor examining a block of marble.

"You're still too tense," she observed. "You're still fighting it."

"Fighting what?" Riley asked.

"The truth," Bridgette said simply. "The truth about who you really are."

Riley shook his head. "I know who I am."

"Do you?" Bridgette challenged. "Because the Riley I knew loved pretty things. The Riley I knew wanted to be treated like a princess. The Riley I knew didn't want to be a big, tough man."

"That was a long time ago," Riley said weakly.

"Not that long," Bridgette said. She smiled. "And I think that Riley is still in there. Hiding. Waiting."

She floated closer again.

"Let me help you find her," she whispered.

Riley's heart was racing. His smooth skin felt hypersensitive. Every brush of air made him shiver.

"I don't know if I can," he admitted.

"You don't have to know," Bridgette said gently. "You just have to let go."

She reached out and touched his cheek. Her fingers were soft and warm.

"Let go, Riley," she murmured. "Let Bridgette take care of everything. Just like when you were little."

Riley closed his eyes. He felt tears prickling at the corners.

"I'm scared," he whispered.

"I know," Bridgette said. "But you don't have to be. I'm here. And I'm going to make everything better."

She pulled her hand away.

"Now," she said, her tone becoming brisk again. "We need to get you dressed properly. You can't just lie there naked all night. That's not how little ones behave."

Riley opened his eyes. "Dressed in what?"

Bridgette's smile widened.

"You'll see," she said.

And with that, she snapped her fingers one more time.

A pile of fabric materialized in Bridgette's arms. It appeared out of thin air, shimmering into existence like it had always been there.

Riley stared at it. His stomach dropped.

It was pink. Aggressively, undeniably pink. The kind of pink that hurt to look at. It was fluffy and frilly, covered in layers of lace and ribbons.

"What is that?" Riley asked, though he already knew the answer.

"Your pajamas," Bridgette said brightly. She held up the garment, letting it unfold.

It was a nightgown. But not just any nightgown. It was the most ridiculous, over-the-top nightgown Riley had ever seen.

The fabric was some kind of shiny satin that caught the light. The bodice was covered in white lace that looked like doilies. The sleeves were puffy and gathered at the shoulders, with more lace at the cuffs. The skirt was full and flowing, with at least three layers of ruffles.

And everywhere, there were bows. Pink satin bows. Dozens of them.

"I'm not wearing that," Riley said flatly.

"Yes, you are," Bridgette said. Her voice was cheerful but firm. "You need proper sleepwear. And this is perfect for a little one like you."

"I'm not a little one," Riley protested. "I'm thirty years old."

"And yet you're acting like a fussy toddler," Bridgette said. She floated closer, the nightgown draped over her arms. "Now, are you going to cooperate? Or do I need to dress you myself?"

Riley's face burned. The thought of her manhandling him into that ridiculous garment was too humiliating to contemplate.

"I can dress myself," he said through gritted teeth.

"Then do it," Bridgette said. She thrust the nightgown at him.

Riley took it reluctantly. The fabric felt strange in his hands. It was slippery and soft, nothing like the rough cotton of his t-shirts.

He held it up, examining it. It was huge. The sleeves looked like they could fit three of his arms. The skirt would probably pool around his feet.

"It's too big," he said.

"It's supposed to be big," Bridgette said. "Little girls wear oversized nighties. It makes them look even smaller and cuter."

"I'm not a little girl," Riley said. But his voice lacked conviction.

"Then stop arguing and put it on," Bridgette said. She crossed her arms. "I'm waiting."

Riley looked at the nightgown. Then he looked at his smooth, hairless body. Then he looked at Bridgette's expectant face.

He didn't have a choice. Not really.

With shaking hands, he gathered up the fabric and pulled it over his head.

The satin slid over his skin like water. It was cool and slippery, sending shivers down his spine. The lace scratched at his neck and wrists. The fabric billowed around him, swallowing him up.

He pulled the nightgown down, tugging it into place. The hem fell past his knees, almost to his ankles. The sleeves hung past his fingertips. He looked down at himself and felt a wave of humiliation crash over him.

He looked ridiculous. Like a child playing dress-up in his mother's clothes.

"Perfect," Bridgette cooed. She clapped her hands together. "Oh, Riley, you look adorable."

"I look stupid," Riley muttered.

"You look precious," Bridgette corrected. She floated around him, examining him from all angles. "The pink really brings out your complexion."

Riley wanted to die. He wanted to sink into the mattress and disappear.

"Can I take it off now?" he asked.

"Take it off?" Bridgette repeated, sounding shocked. "But we're not done yet!"

"What do you mean, not done?" Riley asked warily.

Bridgette smiled. She reached behind her back and produced something else.

It was another bonnet. But this one was different from the first. It was bigger, frillier, with even more lace and ribbons. It matched the nightgown perfectly.

"Oh no," Riley said, backing away. "No way. I'm already wearing one bonnet. That's enough."

"That little thing?" Bridgette said, gesturing to the bonnet already on his head. "That was just to get you started. This is your proper bonnet. The one you'll sleep in."

"I'm not sleeping in a bonnet," Riley said.

"Yes, you are," Bridgette said. She floated toward him, the new bonnet held out in front of her.

Riley tried to dodge, but she was faster. She grabbed the ribbons of the first bonnet and untied them with a quick flick of her wrist. The bonnet came off, and his dark hair sprang free.

Before he could react, she was pulling the new bonnet over his head.

This one was even more ridiculous than the first. The ruffle was so large it framed his entire face, blocking his peripheral vision. The ribbons were thick and long, trailing down his chest.

Bridgette tied them under his chin in a big, floppy bow. She pulled it tight, making sure it wouldn't come off.

"There," she said, stepping back to admire her work. "Now you're properly dressed for bed."

Riley reached up to touch the bonnet. His fingers brushed against the layers of lace. He felt like a cartoon character. Like something out of a bad comedy.

"I hate this," he said quietly.

"No, you don't," Bridgette said. She tilted her head, studying him. "You're embarrassed. But you don't hate it."

Riley wanted to argue. But he couldn't. Because she was right.

Underneath the humiliation, underneath the shame, there was something else. Something warm and strange and terrifying.

He liked how the satin felt against his skin. He liked how the fabric swished when he moved. He liked being fussed over, being dressed, being treated like something delicate.

"Sit down," Bridgette commanded, pointing at the bed.

Riley sat. The nightgown pooled around him, the ruffles spreading out like a pink cloud.

Bridgette floated over and sat next to him. The bed didn't dip under her weight, but he could feel her presence there, solid and real.

"Now," she said, her voice taking on a more serious tone. "We need to talk."

"About what?" Riley asked nervously.

"About why you're fighting this so hard," Bridgette said. "About why you've spent twenty years pretending to be something you're not."

Riley looked down at his lap. The pink satin shimmered in the dim light.

"I'm not pretending," he mumbled.

"Riley," Bridgette said gently. "Look at me."

He looked up. Her blue eyes were kind but unyielding.

"I need you to tell me something," she said. "And I need you to be honest."

"What?" Riley asked.

"Do you remember your mother's heels?" Bridgette asked.

Riley's blood ran cold. His heart stopped beating for a second.

"What?" he whispered.

"Your mother's heels," Bridgette repeated. "The red ones. Do you remember them?"

Riley did remember. God, he remembered. It was a memory he had buried so deep he thought it was gone forever.

"I don't know what you're talking about," he lied.

"Yes, you do," Bridgette said. She reached out and took his hand. Her fingers were warm. "You were nine years old. Your parents were out. I was babysitting you. And I found you in your mother's closet."

Riley squeezed his eyes shut. He didn't want to hear this. He didn't want to remember.

"You were wearing her heels," Bridgette continued. "The red ones with the little bows. You were standing in front of the mirror, trying to walk in them."

A tear slipped down Riley's cheek. He tried to pull his hand away, but Bridgette held on tight.

"You were so focused," she said softly. "You didn't even hear me come in. You were just... walking. Back and forth. Trying to get it right."

"Stop," Riley choked out.

"And when you finally saw me," Bridgette said, "you looked so scared. You thought I was going to tell on you. You thought I was going to laugh."

Riley remembered. He remembered the terror. The shame. The certainty that his life was over.

"But I didn't laugh," Bridgette said. "Do you remember what I did?"

Riley shook his head. He didn't trust himself to speak.

"I helped you," Bridgette said. "I showed you how to walk properly. Heel to toe. How to keep your balance. How to make your hips sway."

The memory came flooding back. He remembered her hands on his shoulders, steadying him. Her voice in his ear, patient and encouraging.

"And you were so happy," Bridgette whispered. "You were glowing, Riley. You looked at yourself in that mirror and you smiled. A real smile. The kind of smile I never saw when you were playing with trucks or action figures."

Riley was crying openly now. The tears were streaming down his face, soaking into the lace of the bonnet.

"Why are you doing this?" he asked brokenly.

"Because you need to remember," Bridgette said. "You need to remember who you really are. Who you've always been."

She squeezed his hand.

"Tell me, Riley," she said. "Tell me the truth. Did you like wearing those heels?"

Riley's whole body was shaking. He wanted to lie. He wanted to deny it. He wanted to protect the fragile shell of masculinity he had built around himself.

But he couldn't. Not anymore.

"Yes," he whispered.

"Louder," Bridgette said.

"Yes," Riley said, his voice cracking. "I liked it."

"You liked wearing your mother's heels," Bridgette prompted.

"I liked wearing my mother's heels," Riley repeated. The words felt like broken glass in his throat.

"And you wanted to wear more," Bridgette said. "Didn't you?"

Riley nodded. He couldn't speak anymore. The sobs were coming too fast.

"Say it," Bridgette urged. "Say you wanted to wear more."

"I wanted to wear more," Riley gasped. "I wanted to wear her dresses. Her makeup. Everything."

"And you still want to," Bridgette said. It wasn't a question.

"Yes," Riley sobbed. "Yes, I still want to."

The admission broke something inside him. It was like a dam bursting. All the shame, all the repression, all the years of pretending came pouring out.

He collapsed against Bridgette, burying his face in her shoulder. She wrapped her arms around him, holding him tight.

"There, there," she murmured, stroking his back. "It's okay, sweetie. It's okay to want those things."

"It's not okay," Riley cried. "I'm supposed to be a man. Men don't want to wear dresses."

"Some men do," Bridgette said gently. "And some men aren't really men at all."

Riley pulled back, looking at her through tear-blurred eyes.

"What do you mean?" he asked.

Bridgette smiled. She wiped the tears from his cheeks with her thumbs.

"I think you know what I mean," she said. "Deep down, you've always known."

Riley's breath hitched. He did know. He had always known. He just hadn't been able to admit it.

"I'm not a man," he whispered.

"No," Bridgette agreed. "You're not."

"I'm..." Riley couldn't say it. The word was too big. Too scary.

"You're a girl," Bridgette said softly. "You've always been a girl. You just didn't know how to tell anyone."

Riley closed his eyes. Hearing someone else say it made it real. Made it true.

"I'm a girl," he repeated. The words felt strange on his tongue. But they also felt right.

"Yes, you are," Bridgette said. She kissed his forehead. "My sweet little girl."

Riley opened his eyes. He looked down at the pink nightgown, at the ruffles and lace and bows.

For the first time in his life, he didn't feel ridiculous. He felt... right.

"What do I do?" he asked.

"You let me take care of you," Bridgette said. "You stop fighting. You stop pretending. You just... be yourself."

Riley nodded slowly. He felt exhausted. Wrung out. But also lighter than he had in years.

"Okay," he whispered.

"Good girl," Bridgette said. She smiled. "Now, let's get you properly tucked in. Little girls need their rest."

She stood up, pulling Riley to his feet. The nightgown swished around his legs. The bonnet bobbed on his head.

"Lie down," she instructed, pointing at the bed.

Riley obeyed. He climbed onto the mattress and lay down on his back. The satin nightgown spread out around him like a pink puddle.

Bridgette pulled the covers up, tucking them around him. The heavy duvet felt different now. Comforting instead of suffocating.

"There," she said, smoothing the blanket. "All cozy."

Riley looked up at her. She was glowing brighter now, her face radiant.

"Thank you," he said quietly.

"You're welcome, sweetheart," Bridgette said. She bent down and kissed his cheek. "Now close your eyes. We're not done yet. There's still so much more to show you."

Riley's eyes were already drifting closed. He was so tired. So emotionally drained.

"What else?" he murmured.

"You'll see," Bridgette said mysteriously. "But first, you need to rest. And you need to be a good little girl."

Her hand stroked his hair, gentle and soothing.

"Can you be a good little girl for me, Riley?" she asked.

"Yes," Riley whispered. "I can be good."

"I know you can," Bridgette said.

And as Riley drifted off, wrapped in pink satin and lace, he felt something he hadn't felt in twenty years.

He felt safe.

Riley's eyes had just closed when he felt Bridgette's hand on his shoulder.

"Not yet," she said. Her voice was firm. "We're not quite done."

Riley's eyes fluttered open. He felt groggy, like he was already half asleep.

"What?" he mumbled.

"I said we're not done," Bridgette repeated. She pulled the covers back, exposing him again. "You can't go to sleep yet. Little girls need to be properly prepared for bed."

Riley blinked up at her. "I thought I was prepared. I'm wearing the nightgown."

"The nightgown is just the beginning," Bridgette said. She reached down and grabbed his arm, pulling him into a sitting position. "Come on. Up you go."

Riley sat up, confused. The nightgown bunched around his waist. The bonnet slipped slightly, and Bridgette reached out to straighten it.

"What else do I need?" Riley asked.

Bridgette smiled. It was a different kind of smile now. Less maternal. More mischievous.

"You need to be tucked in properly," she said. "And that means making sure you're clean and fresh."

Riley's stomach flipped. "I took a shower earlier."

"That was hours ago," Bridgette said. "And you've been sweating and squirming. Little ones get dirty so quickly."

She snapped her fingers.

A changing mat appeared on the bed. It was thick and padded, covered in a soft white fabric. Next to it materialized a bottle of baby powder and something else. Something small and pink.

Riley stared at the items. His heart started to pound.

"What is that?" he asked, pointing at the pink object.

"That," Bridgette said, picking it up, "is a pacifier. For fussy little girls who need something to suck on."

Riley's face went bright red. "I'm not putting that in my mouth."

"We'll see about that," Bridgette said. She set the pacifier down and picked up the bottle of powder. "But first, we need to get you cleaned up."

She pointed at the changing mat.

"Lie down," she commanded.

"On that?" Riley asked.

"Yes, on that," Bridgette said impatiently. "Don't make me ask twice."

Riley hesitated. Every instinct told him to refuse. To get up and run. But his body wouldn't move. He was frozen by the weight of her authority.

Slowly, reluctantly, he lay down on the changing mat.

The padding was soft beneath him. The fabric was cool against his back. He stared up at the ceiling, his heart racing.

"Good girl," Bridgette praised. "Now, let's get this nightgown out of the way."

She grabbed the hem of the nightgown and pushed it up. The satin slid over his smooth skin, bunching around his chest. His lower half was completely exposed.

Riley squeezed his eyes shut. He couldn't look. He couldn't watch.

"Oh my," Bridgette said. Her voice was teasing. "Someone's excited."

Riley's penis was hard. Embarrassingly, painfully hard. It stood up against his stomach, twitching slightly.

"I can't help it," Riley whimpered.

"I know you can't," Bridgette said. She didn't sound angry. She sounded amused. "Little girls get excited when they're being taken care of. It's natural."

Her hand touched his thigh. Riley gasped. Her fingers were cool and soft. She ran her hand up his leg, tracing the smooth skin.

"So soft now," she murmured. "So much better without all that nasty hair."

Her hand moved higher, brushing against his hip. Riley's breath came in short, shallow gasps.

"Roll over," Bridgette instructed.

"What?" Riley asked, his eyes flying open.

"Roll over," she repeated. "Onto your stomach. I need to make sure you're clean everywhere."

Riley's face burned. He knew what she meant. He knew what she was going to do.

"Please," he begged. "Don't."

"Riley," Bridgette said warningly. "Don't make this difficult. Roll over. Now."

Riley obeyed. He rolled onto his stomach, pressing his erection into the soft padding of the mat. The pressure made him gasp.

"That's better," Bridgette said. She placed her hands on his lower back, just above his buttocks. "Now, let's see what we're working with."

Her hands moved down. She cupped his ass cheeks, squeezing them gently.

Riley buried his face in the mat, mortified.

"Very nice," Bridgette said approvingly. "Smooth and round. Perfect for a little girl."

She spread his cheeks slightly, exposing him completely.

Riley whimpered into the mat. He had never felt so vulnerable in his life.

"Shh," Bridgette soothed. "I'm just checking. Making sure you're clean."

Her finger traced down the crack of his ass. It didn't penetrate. It just brushed against his hole, circling it lightly.

Riley's whole body shuddered. A moan escaped his lips before he could stop it.

"Oh, you like that," Bridgette observed. "Of course you do. Little girls are sensitive there."

She removed her finger. Riley heard her pick up the bottle of powder.

"This might tickle," she warned.

Then she was sprinkling powder over his ass. The fine white dust settled on his skin, cool and silky. The scent of baby powder filled the air, overwhelming and sweet.

Bridgette set the bottle down and began to rub the powder in. Her hands massaged his cheeks, working the powder into his skin. Her fingers dipped into his crack, spreading the powder everywhere.

Riley was panting now. His hips were grinding against the mat involuntarily. The friction against his erection was maddening.

"Stay still," Bridgette scolded. She gave his ass a light smack.

The sting made Riley yelp. But it also sent a jolt of pleasure straight to his groin.

"I said stay still," Bridgette repeated. She smacked him again, harder this time.

Riley bit his lip, trying to obey. But his body had a mind of its own. His hips kept moving, seeking friction.

"Such a naughty little girl," Bridgette tsked. "You just can't help yourself, can you?"

She gave him one more smack, then pulled her hands away.

"Roll back over," she commanded.

Riley rolled onto his back. His erection stood up proudly, impossible to hide.

Bridgette looked down at it with a mixture of amusement and disdain.

"Look at that," she said, pointing. "So eager. So demanding."

She picked up the powder again and sprinkled it over his groin. The dust settled on his penis, coating it in white.

Then her hand wrapped around him.

Riley cried out. The sensation was electric. Her hand was soft and cool, slick with powder.

She stroked him slowly, from base to tip. Once. Twice.

Riley's back arched off the mat. His toes curled. He was so close. So desperately close.

"Please," he gasped. "Please, Bridgette."

"Please what?" she asked. She stroked him again, her grip tightening.

"Please let me finish," Riley begged. "I need to. I need to so bad."

Bridgette laughed. It was a cruel laugh. A knowing laugh.

"Oh, sweetie," she said. "Little girls don't get to finish. Little girls don't get that kind of pleasure."

She released him.

Riley whimpered. His penis throbbed, angry and unsatisfied.

"But I need it," he pleaded.

"You need to learn control," Bridgette said firmly. She wiped her hand on a cloth that appeared out of nowhere. "You need to learn that your pleasure doesn't matter. Only being good matters."

She picked up the pacifier.

"Open your mouth," she said.

Riley shook his head. "No. Please. Not that."

"Open. Your. Mouth," Bridgette said. Her voice left no room for argument.

Riley's jaw trembled. Then, slowly, it opened.

Bridgette pushed the pacifier between his lips. The rubber nipple filled his mouth, pressing against his tongue.

"Suck," she commanded.

Riley sucked. The action was automatic, instinctive. The pacifier bobbed in his mouth.

"Good girl," Bridgette praised. "There. Doesn't that feel better? Something to keep that fussy mouth occupied."

Riley wanted to spit it out. He wanted to protest. But the pacifier was strangely comforting. The rhythmic sucking calmed him, even as his body screamed for release.

Bridgette pulled the nightgown back down, covering him. She smoothed the fabric over his still-hard erection.

"There," she said. "All tucked in. Clean and fresh and properly dressed."

She pulled the covers up again, tucking them tightly around him. Riley was cocooned in fabric, unable to move. Unable to touch himself.

"Now you can sleep," Bridgette said. She stroked his cheek. "Dream sweet dreams, little one."

Riley looked up at her, his eyes pleading. The pacifier bobbed in his mouth as he tried to speak.

"Shh," she hushed him. "No talking. Just sucking. Just being a good little girl."

Her form began to shimmer. She was fading.

"Wait," Riley tried to say around the pacifier. It came out as a muffled whimper.

"I'll see you again," Bridgette promised. Her voice was growing distant. "But for now, you need to rest. You need to think about what you've learned."

She was almost transparent now. Just a glowing outline.

"And Riley?" she said, her voice barely a whisper. "Remember. You're not a man. You never were. You're a little girl. My little girl."

Then she was gone.

Riley was alone in the dark room, wrapped in pink satin and lace, a pacifier in his mouth and baby powder coating his skin.

His erection throbbed painfully beneath the nightgown. He tried to move his hand down to touch it, but the covers were too tight. He was trapped.

He whimpered around the pacifier, tears of frustration leaking from his eyes.

He had never been so aroused in his life. And he had never been so completely, utterly denied.

The scent of baby powder hung in the air. The taste of rubber filled his mouth. The soft satin of the nightgown clung to his skin.

And somewhere in the back of his mind, a voice whispered.

This is what you wanted. This is who you are.

Riley closed his eyes, sucking desperately on the pacifier, his body aching with unfulfilled need.

And slowly, fitfully, he drifted into a restless, dream-filled sleep.


Chapter Three




Riley's eyes snapped open.

He was gasping for air, his chest heaving. His heart was pounding so hard he could hear it in his ears, a frantic drumbeat that echoed in the silence.

The room was bright. Too bright. Sunlight was streaming through the windows, harsh and unforgiving, cutting through the darkness that had wrapped around him all night.

He blinked against the light, disoriented. What time was it? How long had he been asleep?

He tried to sit up, but his body felt heavy. Sluggish. Like he was moving through molasses. Every muscle ached. His joints felt stiff.

His mouth felt strange. Dry. He ran his tongue over his lips and tasted something bitter. Something rubbery.

The pacifier.

No. That didn't make sense.

He pushed himself up on his elbows, looking around the room. Everything looked normal. The dark furniture loomed in the corners. The slate coasters sat on the side table. The whiskey glass was still there, empty and abandoned.

He looked down at himself.

He was wearing his boxers. The same black boxer briefs he always wore. The elastic was digging into his waist, familiar and constricting.

The nightgown was gone. The bonnet was gone. The pacifier was gone.

Relief flooded through him, so intense it made him dizzy. It had been a dream. Just a dream. A weird, fucked-up, whiskey-fueled nightmare.

He laughed shakily. The sound was hollow in the quiet room, bouncing off the walls and dying quickly.

"Jesus Christ," he muttered, his voice hoarse. "What the hell did I drink?"

He swung his legs over the side of the bed. His feet hit the floor, and he stood up.

That's when he felt it.

His skin felt different. Hypersensitive. Like every nerve ending was exposed and raw.

He looked down at his legs.

They were hairy. Covered in the same dark hair they always had. Thick and coarse, running from his ankles to his thighs.

But they felt wrong. They felt rough. Prickly. Foreign.

He ran his hand down his thigh, and the hair scratched against his palm. The sensation made him flinch, made his stomach turn.

For a second, just a brief, fleeting second, he remembered what it felt like to be smooth. To have nothing but soft, bare skin under his fingers. To feel the slip of satin against hairless legs.

He shook his head violently, trying to clear it.

It was just a dream. None of it was real. Bridgette wasn't real. The nightgown wasn't real. The powder, the pacifier, the changing mat—none of it was real.

But his body didn't believe him. His skin was tingling everywhere Bridgette had touched him. His groin was aching, a deep, throbbing ache that wouldn't go away. He was half-hard, his penis straining against the fabric of his boxers.

He pressed the heel of his hand against his erection, trying to will it away. But the pressure just made it worse. It sent a jolt of arousal straight through him, and he gasped.

He remembered Bridgette's hand wrapped around him. He remembered the cool powder coating his skin. He remembered the slow, torturous strokes. He remembered the denial.

"Stop it," he said out loud, his voice sharp. "It wasn't real."

But his body disagreed. His body was screaming that it had been real. That it had happened. That he had been lying on that changing mat, exposed and vulnerable and desperate for release.

He stumbled toward the bathroom, needing to splash cold water on his face. Needing to wake up properly. Needing to wash away the phantom sensations.

The bathroom was exactly as he had left it. Black slate tiles. White marble countertop. Harsh fluorescent lights that buzzed when he flipped the switch.

He turned on the faucet and cupped his hands under the stream. The water was ice cold. He splashed it on his face, gasping at the shock. Once. Twice. Three times.

He looked at himself in the mirror.

His hair was a mess, sticking up in all directions like he'd been electrocuted. His stubble was thick, almost a full beard. His eyes were bloodshot, the whites shot through with red veins.

He looked like hell.

But he looked like himself. Like Riley. Like a man.

Not like a little girl in a pink nightgown.

He gripped the edge of the sink, his knuckles turning white. He stared at his reflection, willing himself to believe it.

"It was a dream," he said firmly, his voice echoing off the tiles. "Just a dream. You drank too much whiskey and you had a fucked-up dream."

But even as he said it, he caught a whiff of something. Something sweet and powdery.

Baby powder.

His stomach dropped. He lifted his arm and sniffed his skin.

Nothing. Just the smell of sweat and stale whiskey.

He sniffed again, deeper this time.

Still nothing.

He was imagining it. He had to be. The dream was so vivid, so real, that his brain was filling in details that weren't there.

He turned away from the mirror and walked back into the bedroom. He needed to get dressed. He needed to drink some coffee. He needed to do something normal to ground himself in reality.

But as he walked, he felt it again. That phantom sensation. The swish of satin against his legs. The tickle of lace against his neck. The weight of the bonnet on his head.

He stopped in the middle of the room, closing his eyes.

He could still feel it. The nightgown. The bonnet. The pacifier filling his mouth, the rubber nipple pressing against his tongue.

He could still hear Bridgette's voice, soft and sweet and utterly commanding.

You're not a man. You never were. You're a little girl. My little girl.

"No," he whispered into the empty room. "No, I'm not."

But his voice lacked conviction. It sounded weak even to his own ears.

He opened his eyes and looked at the bed. The covers were rumpled and twisted. The pillows were askew. One had fallen to the floor.

There was no changing mat. No bottle of powder. No pacifier.

It had all been a dream.

So why did his ass still feel like it had been powdered? Why did his skin still tingle where her hands had touched him? Why could he still taste rubber on his tongue?

He sat down on the edge of the bed, his head in his hands. His fingers dug into his scalp.

He was losing his mind. That was the only explanation. He had drunk too much whiskey on an empty stomach and had some kind of psychotic break. Maybe he was still drunk. Maybe he was hallucinating.

He needed to pull himself together. He needed to eat something. Drink water. Take a shower.

He stood up and walked to his dresser. He pulled open a drawer and grabbed a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. His usual uniform.

As he pulled the jeans on, the denim felt rough against his legs. Abrasive. Like sandpaper. He winced, gritting his teeth.

The t-shirt was the same. The cotton felt scratchy against his chest, irritating his nipples.

Everything felt wrong. Too rough. Too heavy. Too masculine.

He looked down at himself. Jeans. T-shirt. The uniform of a normal guy. The armor he wore every day.

But he didn't feel normal. He felt like he was wearing a costume. Like he was pretending to be someone he wasn't.

He walked back to the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror again.

There he was. Riley. Project manager. Bachelor. Man.

But the reflection felt hollow. Like he was looking at a stranger.

He ran his hand over his stubbled jaw. The hair was coarse and thick. He hated it. He wanted it gone.

He wanted to be smooth again. He wanted to feel soft.

He shook his head, angry at himself. "Stop it. You're being ridiculous."

He turned away from the mirror and walked out of the bathroom.

His apartment was quiet. Too quiet. The silence pressed in on him, suffocating.

He needed coffee. He needed caffeine to clear his head.

He walked toward the kitchen, his bare feet padding on the cold hardwood floor.

His groin was still aching. The arousal from the dream hadn't faded. If anything, it had gotten worse. His erection was pressing insistently against the zipper of his jeans.

He could take care of it. He could go back to the bedroom, lock the door, and jerk off. Get it out of his system.

But the thought made him feel sick. Because he knew what he would be thinking about. He knew what images would be playing in his head.

Pink satin. White lace. Bridgette's hands on his body. Her voice in his ear.

Good girl.

He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to banish the thoughts. But they wouldn't go away. They clung to him like the scent of baby powder.

He reached the kitchen and stopped in the doorway.

He needed water. He needed coffee. He needed something to make him feel normal again.

But as he stood there, staring at the empty kitchen, he had the strangest feeling.

The feeling that he wasn't done. That the dream wasn't over.

That something else was coming.

Riley stepped into the kitchen, his bare feet cold against the tile floor.

He went straight to the sink and turned on the faucet. The water ran cold, and he cupped his hands under the stream, bringing the icy liquid to his lips. He drank greedily, the water soothing his dry throat.

He drank until his stomach felt full and heavy. Then he turned off the faucet and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

He turned around, intending to start the coffee maker.

And froze.

The kitchen looked different.

No. Not different. Completely transformed.

There were decorations everywhere. Silver and gold garland draped along the top of the cabinets, shimmering in the morning light. White twinkle lights were strung across the ceiling, casting a soft, warm glow even though it was daytime. A centerpiece of white roses and pine branches sat on the counter, filling the air with a fresh, floral scent that was nothing like the stale whiskey smell from before.

Riley's breath caught in his throat.

This wasn't here before. None of this was here before.

He spun around, looking at the rest of the apartment through the kitchen doorway.

The living room had changed too. A small Christmas tree stood in the corner where there had been nothing but empty space. It was decorated with silver and gold ornaments that caught the light. The lights twinkled softly. More garland was draped over the mantel. A wreath hung on the door, full and green with a silver bow.

"What the fuck?" Riley whispered.

He walked slowly out of the kitchen and into the living room. His eyes darted around, taking in every detail.

This wasn't possible. He had walked through this room less than fifteen minutes ago. It had been normal. Dark. Empty. Just his usual depressing bachelor pad.

Now it looked like someone had hired a professional decorator. Like he was hosting a party.

He reached out and touched the Christmas tree. The branches were real. The needles were soft and fragrant under his fingers. The ornaments were glass, cool and smooth.

This was real. This was actually happening.

He backed away from the tree, his heart pounding.

He was still dreaming. He had to be. He hadn't actually woken up. He was still in bed, still trapped in whatever nightmare Bridgette had started.

"Wake up," he said out loud, his voice shaking. "Wake up, Riley. This isn't real."

But the apartment didn't disappear. The decorations didn't vanish. The scent of pine and roses didn't fade.

He pinched himself hard on the arm. The pain was sharp and immediate, making him wince.

He was awake. Or at least, he felt awake.

He walked to the window and looked out. The city looked normal. The neighbor's lights were still blinking across the street. Red. Green. Red. Green. The same annoying pattern as last night.

Cars were parked along the curb. A few people were walking on the sidewalk, bundled up against the cold. Someone was walking a dog. Someone else was carrying shopping bags.

Everything outside looked normal.

It was just his apartment that had changed.

Riley pressed his forehead against the cold glass, trying to make sense of it.

Maybe he was having a mental breakdown. Maybe the stress of the holidays, combined with the loneliness and the whiskey and the weird dream about Bridgette, had finally pushed him over the edge.

Maybe this was what going crazy felt like.

He turned away from the window and walked back to the center of the living room. He looked at the decorations again, hoping they would be gone. Hoping his eyes had been playing tricks on him.

But they were still there. Silver. Gold. Twinkling lights. Roses.

He walked over to the mantel and picked up one of the ornaments that had been placed there. It was a silver ball, perfectly smooth. He could see his reflection in it, distorted and strange.

He set it down carefully and backed away.

His apartment had been decorated. By someone. By something.

But who? And when?

He had been in the bathroom for maybe five minutes. Ten at most. There was no way someone could have done all this in that time.

Unless he had been in there longer than he thought. Unless time was doing something weird.

Or unless this was magic.

The thought made him laugh, a sharp, hysterical sound. Magic. Right. Because that made sense.

Except Bridgette had been magic. She had appeared out of nowhere. She had made his boxers disappear. She had made his hair vanish. She had made a changing mat and powder and a pacifier materialize.

So why not this?

Riley sank down onto the leather couch, his legs suddenly weak.

If this was magic, then he was still in it. Still in whatever Bridgette had started. The dream wasn't over.

Or maybe it wasn't a dream at all.

Maybe it was real. All of it.

The thought terrified him.

He sat there for a long moment, staring at the Christmas tree, trying to calm his racing heart.

The apartment was silent except for the hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen. No music. No voices. No sounds of someone moving around.

He was alone.

Or was he?

Riley stood up slowly, looking around. "Hello?" he called out. "Is someone here?"

No answer.

"Bridgette?" he tried. "Are you here?"

Still nothing.

He walked through the apartment, checking every room. The bedroom. The bathroom. The closet. Even the small storage space by the front door.

Empty. He was alone.

But the decorations remained. Proof that something had happened. That someone or something had been here.

Riley walked back to the living room and stood in front of the Christmas tree. He stared at it, his mind racing.

If Bridgette wasn't here, then who was next? The dream had felt like it was building to something. Like there was more to come.

The Ghost of Christmas Past. That's what Bridgette had been, right? Like in that old story. A Christmas Carol.

Which meant there would be more. The Ghost of Christmas Present. The Ghost of Christmas Future.

Riley's stomach twisted.

Who would they be? What would they do to him?

He didn't want to find out. He wanted this to stop. He wanted to wake up for real, in his normal apartment, on a normal Christmas morning.

But deep down, in the part of him that had enjoyed the feel of the nightgown, he knew that wasn't going to happen.

This was happening. Whether he wanted it to or not.

The doorbell rang.

Riley jumped, his heart leaping into his throat.

He spun around, staring at the door.

The doorbell rang again. A cheerful, insistent chime that echoed through the apartment.

Riley's hands were shaking. He wiped his palms on his jeans and walked slowly toward the door.

Who would be at his door on Christmas morning? He wasn't expecting anyone. He never had visitors. Ever.

He reached the door and hesitated, his hand hovering over the handle.

Maybe if he didn't answer, they would go away. Maybe this would all go away. Maybe he could just hide in here until it was over.

The doorbell rang a third time. Longer this time. More insistent.

Riley took a deep breath and opened the door.

Standing in the hallway, looking impossibly beautiful and impossibly out of place, was Sabrina.

His coworker. The woman from the office. The woman who sat three desks down from him. The woman he watched every single day.

She was wearing a sleek black cocktail dress that hugged her curves perfectly. The neckline was cut low, showing just a hint of cleavage. The hem ended just above her knees, showing off her long, toned legs. She was wearing black heels that added at least three inches to her height, making her almost as tall as Riley.

Her dark hair was styled in loose waves that cascaded over her shoulders. Her makeup was flawless. Smoky eyes. Perfectly contoured cheeks. Deep red lipstick that made her lips look full and pouty.

She looked like she had stepped out of a fashion magazine.

Riley stared at her, his mouth hanging open.

"Sabrina?" he managed to croak.

She smiled. It was a dazzling smile, confident and warm and absolutely devastating.

"Merry Christmas, Riley," she said. Her voice was smooth and rich, like velvet.

Riley blinked at her, unable to form words. His brain had stopped working. All he could do was stare.

"Well?" Sabrina asked, raising one perfectly shaped eyebrow. "Are you going to invite me in? Or are you going to make me stand in the hallway all day?"

"I... uh..." Riley stammered. "What... what are you doing here?"

Sabrina's smile widened. "Can't a girl visit a friend on Christmas?"

"We're not friends," Riley blurted out. Then he winced. "I mean... we're coworkers. We don't... we don't hang out."

"Well, maybe we should start," Sabrina said. She didn't wait for an invitation. She just stepped forward, brushing past him into the apartment.

Riley turned to watch her, his mind reeling.

Sabrina walked into the living room, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. She looked around, taking in the decorations.

"Oh my God," she said, her voice delighted. "Riley, this looks amazing! I had no idea you were so into Christmas."

"I'm not," Riley said weakly. "I didn't... I didn't do this."

Sabrina turned to look at him, her expression amused. "Then who did? Santa's elves?"

Riley didn't answer. He couldn't. Because that was basically what had happened.

Sabrina walked over to the Christmas tree, running her fingers along one of the branches. "I love the silver and gold theme. It's so elegant. So sophisticated."

She turned back to Riley, her eyes sparkling. "You're full of surprises, aren't you?"

Riley swallowed hard. He wanted to tell her to leave. He wanted to tell her this was all a mistake. That she shouldn't be here.

But he couldn't speak. Because standing there in his living room, looking absolutely perfect, was the woman he had been watching for months.

Not because he wanted to sleep with her. Not because he wanted to date her.

But because he wanted to be her.

He wanted her confidence. Her poise. Her beauty. He wanted to walk into a room and have everyone's eyes on him the way they were always on her.

He wanted to wear dresses like that. Heels like that. Makeup like that.

He wanted to be Sabrina.

And somehow, she knew.

She was looking at him with an expression he couldn't quite read. Amusement, yes. But something else too. Something knowing.

"So," Sabrina said, walking back toward him. "Are you ready?"

Riley's heart skipped a beat. "Ready for what?"

Sabrina smiled. It was a mysterious smile. A smile that promised secrets.

"You'll see," she said.

And Riley knew, with absolute certainty, that whatever came next was going to change everything.

Sabrina walked over to the window, her heels clicking with each step. She looked out at the city, her silhouette framed by the morning light streaming through the glass.

"I love this view," she said. "You can see everything from up here."

Riley stood by the door, still frozen. He didn't know what to do with his hands. He shoved them in his pockets, then pulled them out again. He felt awkward in his own skin.

Sabrina turned back to him, tilting her head. "You look confused, Riley."

"I am confused," Riley admitted. His voice came out hoarse. "I don't understand why you're here."

"Can't a coworker stop by on Christmas?" Sabrina asked. She walked back toward him, her movements graceful and deliberate. Every step was purposeful. Confident.

Riley watched the way she moved. He had watched her move like this a hundred times at work. Across the office. Into conference rooms. Down hallways.

He had studied her. Memorized her.

"We don't stop by each other's places," Riley said. "We've never hung out outside of work."

"Well," Sabrina said, stopping a few feet away from him. "Maybe it's time we changed that."

She looked around the apartment again, taking in the decorations with an appreciative smile.

"Besides," she added, "I needed to talk to you about tonight."

Riley's stomach twisted. "Tonight?"

"Yes, tonight," Sabrina said. She walked over to his couch and sat down, crossing her legs elegantly. The movement was smooth, practiced. Her dress rode up slightly, exposing more of her thigh.

Riley looked away quickly, his face heating.

"The corporate gala," Sabrina continued. "You know about it, right?"

Riley shook his head. "No. I don't know anything about a gala."

Sabrina's eyebrows rose. "Really? You didn't get the email?"

"What email?" Riley asked.

"The one about the annual holiday party," Sabrina said. "It's tonight. At the Grand Ballroom downtown. Black tie event. All the executives will be there. It's a huge deal."

Riley frowned. "I didn't get any email about that."

"Huh," Sabrina said. She pulled out her phone and scrolled through it. "That's weird. It was sent to the whole company."

She looked up at him. "Well, it doesn't matter anyway. You're not going as a regular attendee."

"I'm not going at all," Riley said.

"Yes, you are," Sabrina said firmly. "You're going with me. As my plus one."

Riley stared at her. "Your what?"

"My plus one," Sabrina repeated. She set her phone down on the couch next to her. "Everyone's allowed to bring a guest. And I'm bringing you."

Riley's mind was racing. This didn't make sense. None of this made sense.

"Why would you bring me?" he asked. "We barely know each other."

"I know you well enough," Sabrina said. She looked at him with those intense eyes. "I've worked with you for two years, Riley. I know how you take your coffee. I know you're always early to meetings. I know you're good at your job."

She paused.

"And I know other things too," she added softly.

Riley's heart skipped a beat. "What other things?"

Sabrina stood up from the couch. She walked toward him slowly, her heels clicking on the hardwood.

"I know you watch me," she said.

Riley's face went pale. "I don't..."

"Yes, you do," Sabrina said. She wasn't angry. She sounded amused. "You watch me all the time. In meetings. At my desk. In the break room."

Riley wanted to deny it, but he couldn't. She was right.

"I'm sorry," he mumbled. "I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable."

"You didn't," Sabrina said. She stopped right in front of him. "Because I know what kind of watching it is."

Riley looked up at her, confused. "What do you mean?"

"You're not watching me like most men do," Sabrina said. "You're not staring at my chest or my ass. You're not undressing me with your eyes."

She reached out and touched his arm lightly.

"You're watching my shoes," she said. "My dresses. My jewelry. The way I do my hair. The way I walk."

Riley felt his throat tighten. He couldn't speak.

"You're not looking at me like you want to fuck me," Sabrina said bluntly. "You're looking at me like you want to be me."

The words hit Riley like a physical blow. He stumbled backward, shaking his head.

"No," he said. "That's not... I don't..."

"It's okay, Riley," Sabrina said gently. "I'm not judging you. I'm just telling you what I've observed."

Riley's hands were shaking. He felt exposed. Naked. Like she had reached inside his head and pulled out his deepest secret.

"I don't know what you're talking about," he lied.

Sabrina smiled. It was a kind smile, but also knowing.

"Okay," she said. "We can pretend if you want. But it doesn't change the fact that you're coming with me tonight."

"I can't go to a gala," Riley said desperately. "I don't have anything to wear. I don't even own a suit."

"I know," Sabrina said. "That's why I brought you something."

She turned and walked back toward the door. Riley noticed for the first time that there was something in the hallway. A garment bag hanging on a portable rack.

Sabrina wheeled it into the apartment. The wheels squeaked slightly on the hardwood floor.

"Here," she said, patting the black bag. "Your outfit for tonight."

Riley stared at the garment bag. It was long. Very long. Too long for a suit jacket.

"What is it?" he asked quietly.

"Open it and see," Sabrina said. She was smiling. That mysterious smile again.

Riley walked slowly toward the garment bag. His heart was pounding. His hands were trembling.

He reached out and grabbed the zipper. The metal was cold under his fingers.

He pulled it down slowly. The sound seemed loud in the quiet apartment.

The bag fell open.

Riley's breath caught in his throat.

Inside was a dress.

No. Not just a dress. A gown.

It was made of shimmering silver fabric that seemed to glow in the light. The entire bodice was covered in sequins that sparkled like stars. The neckline was a deep V, designed to plunge down the chest. The skirt was long and flowing, the kind that would trail on the ground.

But what made Riley's stomach drop was the back.

There was no back.

The dress was completely backless. Just two thin straps that would rest on the shoulders, and then nothing but bare skin all the way down to the waist.

It was the most beautiful thing Riley had ever seen.

And it was absolutely, undeniably, unmistakably a woman's dress.

Riley stood frozen, staring at it. He couldn't move. He couldn't think. He couldn't breathe.

"Well?" Sabrina asked from behind him. "What do you think?"

Riley turned to look at her. His mouth opened, but no words came out.

Sabrina was watching him with an expectant expression. Waiting.

"This is..." Riley started. His voice cracked. "This is a dress."

"I know," Sabrina said calmly.

"You brought me a dress," Riley said. He was still trying to process it. His brain felt like it was short-circuiting.

"Yes," Sabrina confirmed.

"But I'm..." Riley gestured at himself. At his body. At his masculine frame. "I'm a man."

Sabrina walked over to the dress. She ran her fingers along the silver fabric, the sequins catching the light.

"Are you?" she asked softly.

Riley felt like the floor had dropped out from under him.

"What?" he whispered.

"Are you a man, Riley?" Sabrina asked. She looked at him with those knowing eyes. "Is that really what you are?"

Riley's vision was blurring. Tears were gathering in his eyes.

"I don't understand," he choked out. "Why are you doing this?"

"Because I see you," Sabrina said. She stepped closer to him. "I see who you really are. Who you want to be."

She gestured at the dress.

"This is for you," she said. "This is who you're meant to be tonight."

Riley looked at the dress again. The silver fabric. The sequins. The backless design.

He imagined himself wearing it. He imagined the fabric against his skin. He imagined looking in the mirror and seeing someone beautiful. Someone feminine. Someone who wasn't Riley.

The desire was so strong it physically hurt.

"I can't wear that," he said. But his voice was weak. Unconvincing.

"Why not?" Sabrina asked.

"Because I'm too big," Riley said. "Too hairy. Too masculine. I'd look ridiculous."

"You'd look beautiful," Sabrina said firmly. "Trust me."

"People would stare," Riley said. "They'd laugh. They'd know."

"Know what?" Sabrina asked. "That you're different? That you're brave enough to be yourself?"

Riley shook his head. "I can't do this."

"You can," Sabrina said. "And you will. Because this is what you want, Riley. This is what you've always wanted."

She reached out and touched the dress, making the sequins shimmer.

"Look at it," she said. "Really look at it. Tell me you don't want to wear this. Tell me you don't want to feel this fabric against your skin. Tell me you don't want to be beautiful."

Riley looked at the dress. His hands were clenched into fists at his sides.

He couldn't lie. Not to her. Not to himself.

"I do want it," he whispered. "God help me, I do."

"Then it's yours," Sabrina said. She smiled. "This dress is yours, Riley. And tonight, you're going to wear it. You're going to walk into that gala on my arm, and you're going to be the most beautiful person in the room."

Riley's legs felt weak. He sat down heavily on the couch, staring at the dress.

"I don't know how," he said quietly. "I don't know how to be that person."

"That's why I'm here," Sabrina said. She sat down next to him. "I'm going to help you. I'm going to transform you."

She reached out and took his hand. Her fingers were soft and warm.

"By the time I'm done with you," she said, "you won't recognize yourself. And that's a good thing."

Riley looked at her. At her perfect makeup. Her perfect hair. Her perfect dress.

"Why are you doing this?" he asked. "Why do you care?"

Sabrina squeezed his hand.

"Because I know what it's like to hide," she said. "I know what it's like to pretend to be someone you're not. And I know how good it feels when you finally get to be yourself."

She stood up, pulling him to his feet.

"So," she said. "Are you ready?"

Riley looked at the dress one more time. The silver fabric seemed to call to him. Beckoning.

He thought about Bridgette. About the nightgown. About how it felt to be treated like a girl.

He thought about all the years he had spent pretending. Hiding. Hating himself.

And he made a decision.

"Yes," he whispered. "I'm ready."

Sabrina's smile was radiant.

"Good," she said. "Then let's get started."


Chapter Four




“Wait," Riley said, panic rising in his chest. "Wait, I need to think about this."

Sabrina laughed. It was a bright, musical sound that filled the apartment.

"Think about what?" she asked. "You just said you were ready."

"I know, but..." Riley ran his hand through his hair. "This is crazy. I can't just put on a dress and go to a work event. People will recognize me. They'll know who I am."

"So what?" Sabrina asked. She walked over to the garment bag and zipped it back up. "Let them know."

"I'll lose my job," Riley said. His voice was rising. "I'll be fired. I'll be a laughingstock."

"You won't lose your job," Sabrina said dismissively. "It's 2023, Riley. Companies can't fire you for how you dress. That's discrimination."

"But everyone will talk," Riley insisted. "Everyone will stare."

"Good," Sabrina said. She turned to face him, her hands on her hips. "Let them stare. Let them talk. Who cares?"

"I care!" Riley shouted. "I care what people think!"

Sabrina walked toward him slowly. Her expression had changed. The warmth was gone. In its place was something harder. More authoritative.

Riley recognized that look. He had seen it in meetings. When Sabrina was presenting to executives. When she was shutting down an argument. When she was taking control.

It was her work voice. Her command voice.

"Riley," she said. Her tone was firm. Unyielding. "Stop being a baby."

Riley flinched. "I'm not..."

"Yes, you are," Sabrina interrupted. "You're whining and making excuses. You said you were ready, and now you're backing out."

"I just need time," Riley protested weakly.

"You've had thirty years," Sabrina said. "How much more time do you need?"

Riley opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

Sabrina stepped closer. She was right in front of him now, looking up at him with those intense eyes.

"Listen to me very carefully," she said. Her voice was low and commanding. "You are going to stop arguing. You are going to stop making excuses. And you are going to do exactly what I tell you to do."

Riley felt something shift inside him. That same feeling he got at work when Sabrina gave him a directive. When she told him to handle a project or fix a problem.

He couldn't say no to her. He never could.

"Okay," he whispered.

"Good," Sabrina said. Her expression softened slightly. "Now, we need to get started. We have a lot of work to do and not a lot of time."

She looked around the apartment, her eyes settling on the kitchen.

"Come with me," she commanded.

Riley followed her into the kitchen. His feet moved automatically, obeying without thought.

Sabrina opened her purse and pulled out a small makeup bag. She set it on the counter.

"Sit," she said, pointing at one of the kitchen chairs.

Riley pulled out a chair and sat down. His hands were trembling. He gripped his knees to steady them.

Sabrina walked over to the sink and washed her hands. Then she turned back to him, drying her hands on a dish towel.

"First things first," she said. "That beard has to go."

Riley touched his face. The stubble was thick and scratchy under his fingers.

"I don't have a razor," he said.

"Yes, you do," Sabrina said. She walked to the bathroom and returned a moment later with Riley's electric razor. "This will work."

She plugged it in and turned it on. The buzzing sound filled the kitchen.

"Tilt your head back," she instructed.

Riley obeyed. He tilted his head back, exposing his throat.

Sabrina stepped between his legs, getting close. She placed one hand on his shoulder to steady herself.

Then she brought the razor to his face.

The vibration tickled. Riley tried not to flinch as she ran the razor along his jaw, removing the dark stubble.

"Stay still," Sabrina commanded.

Riley froze. He focused on breathing. On not moving.

Sabrina worked methodically, shaving his cheeks, his chin, his upper lip. The dark hair fell away, leaving smooth skin behind.

She was so close. Riley could smell her perfume. Something floral and expensive. He could feel the warmth of her body.

He closed his eyes.

"Open your eyes," Sabrina said. "I need you to look up."

Riley opened his eyes and looked up at the ceiling. Sabrina tilted his chin, shaving under his jaw and down his neck.

The razor buzzed. Hair fell onto his shirt, onto the floor.

After what felt like an eternity, Sabrina turned off the razor.

"There," she said. "Much better."

She stepped back, examining her work.

Riley reached up and touched his face. It was smooth. Completely smooth. He hadn't been this clean-shaven in years.

"Good," Sabrina said. She unplugged the razor and set it aside. "Now we can do your makeup."

Riley's stomach flipped. "Makeup?"

"Of course makeup," Sabrina said. She opened her makeup bag and started pulling out items. Bottles. Compacts. Brushes. Tubes.

Riley stared at the collection spreading across his kitchen counter.

"I don't know if I can do this," he said quietly.

"You're not doing it," Sabrina said. "I am. You just have to sit still and let me work."

She picked up a bottle of foundation and shook it.

"This might not be a perfect match for your skin tone," she said. "But it'll be close enough."

She squeezed some of the foundation onto the back of her hand. Then she picked up a makeup sponge.

"Close your eyes," she instructed.

Riley closed his eyes.

He felt the sponge touch his forehead. It was damp and cool. Sabrina dabbed it across his skin, spreading the foundation.

She worked in silence, covering his entire face. His forehead. His cheeks. His nose. His chin. Even his eyelids.

Riley sat perfectly still. He barely breathed.

The foundation felt strange on his skin. Heavy. Like a mask.

"Okay," Sabrina said. "You can open your eyes."

Riley opened his eyes. Sabrina was studying his face critically.

"Not bad," she murmured. She picked up another compact. "Now for contouring."

"What's contouring?" Riley asked.

"It's how we make your face look more feminine," Sabrina explained. She opened the compact, revealing several shades of brown powder. "We're going to create shadows and highlights. Make your cheekbones look higher. Make your jaw look softer. Make your nose look smaller."

She picked up a brush and dipped it into the darkest powder.

"Look straight ahead," she said.

Riley looked straight ahead. Sabrina leaned in close, brushing the powder along his cheekbones.

"We're going to hollow out your cheeks," she explained as she worked. "Give you that model look."

She moved to his jaw, brushing powder along the edges.

"This will make your jaw look less square," she said. "More delicate."

Riley watched her face as she worked. She was completely focused. Her brow was furrowed in concentration. Her tongue peeked out slightly between her lips.

She was beautiful. And Riley didn't want to be with her. He wanted to be her.

Sabrina moved to his nose, brushing powder down the sides.

"This makes your nose look thinner," she said.

She stepped back, examining her work. Then she picked up a lighter powder and a different brush.

"Now for highlighting," she said.

She brushed the lighter powder on the tops of his cheekbones, down the bridge of his nose, on his cupid's bow.

"This brings out the high points," she explained. "Makes them catch the light."

She blended everything with a clean brush, her movements quick and practiced.

"There," she said finally. She set down the brush and picked up another compact. "Now for blush."

The blush was a soft pink. Sabrina swirled a brush in it and tapped off the excess.

"Smile," she commanded.

Riley smiled awkwardly.

Sabrina brushed the pink powder on the apples of his cheeks.

"This gives you a healthy glow," she said. "Makes you look alive instead of dead."

She blended it carefully, then stepped back again.

"Good," she said. "Now for eyes."

She picked up an eyeshadow palette. It had at least twenty different colors.

Riley's eyes widened. "All of that?"

"Not all of it," Sabrina said. "Just a few shades. We're going to do a smoky eye. Very dramatic. Very sexy."

She selected a brush and dipped it into a shimmery champagne color.

"Close your eyes," she said.

Riley closed his eyes. He felt the brush sweep across his eyelids, depositing the shimmery powder.

Sabrina worked on his eyes for what felt like forever. Sweeping different colors. Blending. Adding more. Blending again.

"Look up," she said. "Don't move your head. Just your eyes."

Riley looked up. He felt her brush something along his lower lash line.

"Now look down."

He looked down. More brushing. More powder.

"Okay," Sabrina said. "Keep your eyes closed for this part. And don't blink."

Riley kept his eyes closed. He felt something wet touch his eyelid. A brush, painting something on.

"This is eyeliner," Sabrina explained. "Liquid eyeliner. It's going to make your eyes look bigger and more dramatic."

She painted a line along his upper lash line. Riley could feel the brush moving, creating a wing at the corner of his eye.

She did the same to the other eye.

"Perfect," she said. "Now for mascara. Open your eyes and look up."

Riley opened his eyes and looked up at the ceiling. Sabrina brought a mascara wand to his lower lashes.

"Don't blink," she warned.

She brushed the mascara onto his lashes. It felt wet and clumpy.

"Now look down."

Riley looked down. Sabrina applied mascara to his upper lashes, coating them heavily.

"Blink a few times," she said. "But slowly. Let it dry."

Riley blinked slowly. His eyelashes felt heavy. Thick.

Sabrina repeated the process on the other eye.

When she was done, she stepped back and examined him.

"Wow," she said softly. "Riley, your eyes are gorgeous."

Riley's heart skipped a beat. No one had ever called any part of him gorgeous.

"Now for lips," Sabrina said. She picked up a lip liner pencil.

She leaned in close, so close Riley could feel her breath on his face.

"Part your lips slightly," she instructed.

Riley parted his lips. Sabrina traced the lip liner around his mouth, defining the edges.

Then she picked up a lipstick. It was a deep red. Almost burgundy.

She twisted it up and brought it to Riley's lips.

"Stay still," she murmured.

She painted the lipstick onto Riley's lips, coating them in the rich color. The lipstick felt waxy and smooth.

When she was done, she grabbed a tissue.

"Blot," she said, holding the tissue to Riley's lips.

Riley pressed his lips against the tissue. When he pulled away, there was a perfect lip print on the white paper.

Sabrina smiled. "Perfect."

She picked up a small bottle and sprayed something on Riley's face.

"Setting spray," she explained. "So your makeup doesn't budge."

The spray was cool and wet. It smelled like chemicals.

Sabrina stepped back, putting her hands on her hips. She looked at Riley for a long moment.

"Stand up," she said. "I want to see you."

Riley stood up slowly. His legs felt shaky.

Sabrina walked around him, examining him from every angle.

"Riley," she said quietly. "You need to see yourself."

She grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the bathroom.

Riley's heart was pounding. He was terrified. He didn't know what he would see.

Sabrina positioned him in front of the bathroom mirror.

"Look," she commanded.

Riley looked.

The person staring back at him wasn't Riley.

The face in the mirror was feminine. Beautiful. The contouring had transformed his square jaw into something softer. His cheekbones looked high and elegant. His eyes looked huge, framed by dark, smoky shadow and thick lashes.

And his lips. God, his lips. They were full and pouty and painted a deep, sexy red.

He looked like a woman.

A beautiful woman.

Riley's breath caught. Tears gathered in his eyes.

"Don't cry," Sabrina said quickly. "You'll ruin your makeup."

But Riley couldn't help it. A tear slipped down his cheek, cutting a line through the foundation.

"I look..." he whispered. "I look..."

"Beautiful," Sabrina finished. "You look beautiful, Riley."

Riley stared at his reflection, unable to look away.

For the first time in his life, he saw himself.

His real self.

And she was beautiful.

Riley stood in the bathroom, staring at his reflection. He couldn't stop looking. Couldn't stop touching his face, running his fingers over the smooth, contoured cheeks.

"Okay," Sabrina said from behind him. "Enough admiring yourself. We need to keep moving."

She grabbed his hand and pulled him back into the living room.

Riley followed, his mind still reeling. He looked like a woman. He actually looked like a woman.

"Sit on the couch," Sabrina instructed. "We need to do your legs now."

Riley sat down heavily. His legs felt weak.

Sabrina knelt in front of him. She had pulled something out of her purse. A package of pantyhose. Sheer, nude-colored pantyhose.

"These are going to make your legs look amazing," she said. She tore open the package and pulled out the delicate nylon. "But first, we need to get those jeans off."

Riley looked down at his jeans. He had forgotten he was still wearing them.

"Take them off," Sabrina said. "And your boxers too."

Riley's face flushed. "My boxers?"

"You can't wear boxers under pantyhose," Sabrina said, like it was obvious. "The lines will show. You need to be naked under them."

Riley's hands were shaking as he unbuttoned his jeans. He stood up and pushed them down his hips, stepping out of them.

He hesitated with his boxers.

"Come on," Sabrina said impatiently. "I've already seen you in your underwear. Just take them off."

Riley hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pushed his boxers down. He stepped out of them and stood there, completely naked from the waist down.

His penis was soft, hanging between his legs. For now.

"Sit back down," Sabrina said.

Riley sat. The leather couch was cold against his bare skin.

Sabrina bunched up one leg of the pantyhose. "Point your toes."

Riley pointed his toes. Sabrina slipped the nylon over his foot, pulling it up over his ankle, his calf, his knee.

The sensation was incredible. The nylon was smooth and cool, sliding over his skin like water.

Sabrina pulled the pantyhose up his thigh, all the way to his hip.

"Other foot," she said.

Riley pointed his other foot. Sabrina repeated the process, sliding the nylon up his other leg.

Then she stood. "Stand up. We need to pull these all the way up."

Riley stood. Sabrina grabbed the waistband of the pantyhose and pulled them up over his hips, settling them at his waist.

The nylon encased his entire lower body. It compressed everything, smoothing out his shape.

Riley looked down. His legs looked different. Sleeker. More feminine. The hair on his legs was still visible beneath the sheer nylon, but it was muted. Less obvious.

And then he felt it. The stirring between his legs.

No. Not now. Please not now.

But his body didn't listen. Blood rushed to his groin. His penis began to swell, pressing against the tight nylon of the pantyhose.

"Oh," Sabrina said. She was looking down at his crotch. "Someone's excited."

Riley's face burned. "I'm sorry. I can't help it."

"I can see that," Sabrina said. She was smiling. Amused.

Riley's erection was growing, tenting the front of the pantyhose obscenely.

"This is embarrassing," Riley muttered. He tried to cover himself with his hands.

"Don't," Sabrina said sharply. She pushed his hands away. "Don't hide it."

She stared at his erection, her head tilted.

"You know," she said thoughtfully, "we have a problem."

"I know," Riley said miserably. "I'm sorry."

"You can't wear the dress like this," Sabrina continued. "It's going to show. The dress is tight. Everyone will see."

Riley wanted to die. "I'll try to make it go away."

"How?" Sabrina asked. "By thinking about baseball? That never works."

She tapped her finger against her lips, thinking.

"We need to take care of this," she said finally.

Riley's eyes widened. "What?"

"We need to take care of your little problem," Sabrina said. She knelt in front of him again. "Otherwise you'll be hard all night."

"I'll be fine," Riley stammered. "It'll go away on its own."

"Will it?" Sabrina asked. She reached out and ran her finger along the length of his erection through the nylon. "Because it seems pretty insistent to me."

Riley gasped. The sensation of her touch through the pantyhose was electric.

"Sabrina," he breathed. "What are you doing?"

"Helping you," she said simply. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of the pantyhose. "Let's get these down a bit."

She pulled the pantyhose down to his thighs. His erection sprang free, hard and throbbing.

Sabrina looked at it appraisingly. "Not bad, Riley. Not bad at all."

Riley was trembling. He didn't understand what was happening.

Sabrina wrapped her hand around his shaft. Her fingers were cool and soft.

"Here's what's going to happen," she said. "I'm going to take care of this for you. But you need to understand something."

She stroked him slowly, from base to tip.

Riley moaned. His knees buckled slightly.

"You're not a man anymore," Sabrina continued. Her voice was calm, matter-of-fact. "Not tonight. Tonight, you're a woman. And women don't get to come whenever they want."

She stroked him again, her grip tightening.

"Women have to wait," she said. "Women have to be patient. Women have to earn it."

Riley's head was spinning. The pleasure was overwhelming. Her hand felt so good.

"Do you understand?" Sabrina asked.

"Yes," Riley gasped.

"Good," Sabrina said. She released his shaft and stood up.

Riley whimpered at the loss of contact.

Sabrina walked over to the couch and sat down. She crossed her legs elegantly.

"Come here," she commanded.

Riley walked toward her on shaking legs. The pantyhose were still bunched around his thighs.

"Closer," Sabrina said.

Riley stepped closer, until he was standing right in front of her.

Sabrina reached out and grabbed his hips, pulling him even closer. His erection was inches from her face.

"You know what I think?" she asked, looking up at him.

Riley shook his head. He couldn't speak.

"I think you need a performance review," Sabrina said. "Just like at work. I need to evaluate how well you're doing."

She leaned forward and pressed a kiss to the tip of his penis.

Riley cried out. The sensation of her lipstick-covered lips on his skin was incredible.

"Let's see," Sabrina mused. "Appearance. You're doing very well there. Your makeup is beautiful."

She kissed him again, this time on the shaft.

"Attitude," she continued. "You're being very obedient. Very compliant. I like that."

She opened her mouth and took the head of his penis inside.

Riley's hands flew to her head, tangling in her hair. "Oh God."

Sabrina pulled back. "Hands to yourself," she said sternly. "Ladies don't grab."

Riley dropped his hands to his sides, clenching them into fists.

Sabrina took him into her mouth again. Her lips wrapped around him, warm and wet. She sucked gently, her tongue swirling around the head.

Riley was panting. His whole body was shaking.

Sabrina began to move, taking him deeper. Her head bobbed slowly, her lips sliding up and down his shaft.

The sensation was incredible. Riley had never felt anything like it. Her mouth was hot and wet and perfect.

She pulled back, releasing him with a wet pop.

"How are we doing?" she asked. "Still with me?"

"Yes," Riley gasped. "Please don't stop."

"Oh, I'm not stopping," Sabrina said. "Not yet."

She took him back into her mouth, this time going deeper. Riley felt the head of his penis hit the back of her throat.

She didn't gag. She just relaxed and took him deeper.

Riley's vision was blurring. The pleasure was building, coiling tight in his belly.

"Sabrina," he moaned. "I'm close. I'm so close."

Sabrina hummed around him. The vibration sent shockwaves through his body.

She picked up the pace, bobbing faster. Her hand came up to stroke the base of his shaft, working in tandem with her mouth.

Riley was right on the edge. He could feel his orgasm building, ready to crash over him.

"I'm going to come," he warned. "Sabrina, I'm going to⁠—"

Sabrina pulled back abruptly. She released him completely, sitting back on the couch.

Riley stood there, his penis throbbing, desperate for release.

"What?" he gasped. "Why did you stop?"

Sabrina wiped her mouth delicately with the back of her hand. Her lipstick was smudged.

"Because ladies don't finish first," she said calmly.

Riley stared at her in disbelief. "What?"

"Ladies don't finish first," Sabrina repeated. She stood up and walked to her purse, pulling out a tissue. She wiped her mouth, removing the smudged lipstick. "Ladies wait. Ladies are patient."

"But I need to," Riley pleaded. "I need to come. Please."

"No," Sabrina said firmly. She walked back to him and pulled the pantyhose back up over his hips. His erection was trapped against his stomach, still throbbing. "You need to learn control."

She tucked his penis down, trying to position it so it wouldn't be as obvious. But it was still hard, still pressing against the nylon.

"This is torture," Riley whimpered.

"This is training," Sabrina corrected. She walked over to the garment bag and unzipped it, pulling out the silver dress. "Now, let's get you into this."

Riley's entire body was aching. His penis was throbbing. He felt like he was going to explode.

"I can't wear the dress like this," he said. "I'm still hard."

"It'll go down eventually," Sabrina said. "Especially once the dress is on and you're focused on other things."

She held up the dress. "Arms up."

Riley raised his arms. His erection was still visible, tenting the pantyhose.

Sabrina slipped the dress over his head. The silver fabric slid down his body, cool and smooth. The sequins scratched slightly against his skin.

The dress was tight. Very tight. It hugged every curve, every line of his body.

Sabrina zipped up the back, pulling the fabric taut.

"There," she said. "Perfect."

Riley looked down at himself. The dress clung to him like a second skin. And yes, his erection was visible. A slight bulge at the front of the dress.

"Everyone's going to see," Riley said desperately.

"They won't," Sabrina assured him. "The sequins distract the eye. And besides, it'll go down soon."

But it wasn't going down. If anything, it was getting worse. The tightness of the dress, the feeling of the fabric against his skin, the denial—it was all making him more aroused.

"Sabrina, please," Riley begged. "Just let me finish. Just let me come once and then I'll be fine."

Sabrina walked up to him. She reached down and pressed her palm against his erection through the dress.

Riley moaned.

"No," she said firmly. She squeezed him once, hard, then released him. "You don't get to come. Not until I say so."

She stepped back, examining him.

"You look beautiful," she said. "Frustrated, but beautiful."

Riley was breathing hard. His whole body was on fire.

"This isn't fair," he said.

"Life isn't fair," Sabrina replied. She picked up her makeup bag and pulled out a new lipstick. "Now hold still. I need to fix your lips."

She applied fresh lipstick to Riley's mouth, the deep red color coating his lips once again.

"Perfect," she said. She capped the lipstick and dropped it back in her bag. "Now, let's talk about shoes."

Riley's erection was still throbbing. Still demanding attention.

But Sabrina was ignoring it completely.

And Riley realized, with a mixture of despair and arousal, that she was going to keep ignoring it.

He was going to spend the entire night like this. Hard. Desperate. Denied.

Just like Bridgette had done to him.

Just like a woman.

Riley stood in the living room, the silver dress clinging to his body. His erection was still throbbing beneath the tight fabric, a constant reminder of his denied release.

Sabrina was rummaging through a bag she had brought. She pulled out a shoebox.

"Here," she said, opening it. "Your shoes."

Inside were a pair of silver heels. They were high—at least four inches—with thin straps that would wrap around the ankle.

Riley stared at them. "I can't walk in those."

"You'll learn," Sabrina said. She knelt down and lifted his foot. "Step in."

Riley stepped into the first shoe. Sabrina fastened the strap around his ankle, buckling it tight.

Then she did the same with the other foot.

"Stand up straight," she instructed.

Riley straightened. The heels threw his weight forward. He wobbled, grabbing the back of the couch for support.

"You'll get used to it," Sabrina said. "Just takes practice."

Riley took a tentative step. Then another. His ankles felt weak. His calves were already starting to burn.

"Walk toward me," Sabrina said. She had moved to the other side of the room.

Riley walked slowly, carefully. Each step was precarious. He felt like he was going to fall at any moment.

"Smaller steps," Sabrina coached. "And put one foot in front of the other. Like you're walking on a tightrope."

Riley tried. It felt unnatural. Awkward.

But after a few attempts, he started to get the rhythm. Step. Step. Step.

"Better," Sabrina said. "Now we need to work on your posture."

She walked behind him and placed her hands on his shoulders, pulling them back.

"Shoulders back," she said. "Chest out. Chin up."

Riley adjusted his posture. It felt strange. Exposed.

"And your hips," Sabrina continued. She placed her hands on his hips. "Let them sway when you walk. Don't fight it."

She guided his hips, showing him the motion.

Riley tried to replicate it. The movement felt exaggerated. Feminine.

"Good," Sabrina said. "Now walk again. All the way across the room."

Riley walked. This time, he focused on everything. Small steps. One foot in front of the other. Shoulders back. Hips swaying.

"Yes!" Sabrina exclaimed. "That's it! You're getting it!"

Riley reached the other side of the room and turned. The dress swished around his legs. The sequins caught the light, sparkling with every movement.

His erection was still there, still pressing against the tight fabric. But it had softened slightly. The focus on walking had distracted him.

"Perfect," Sabrina said. She walked over to him and adjusted the top of the dress, making sure it sat properly on his shoulders. Her fingers were gentle as she smoothed the fabric. "Now there's just one more thing."

"What?" Riley asked. His voice came out breathless.

"You need to see yourself," Sabrina said. "Really see yourself. Not just your face. All of you."

Riley's stomach flipped. "I don't know if I want to."

"You need to," Sabrina insisted. She grabbed his hand, her grip firm. "Come with me."

She led him down the hallway toward his bedroom. Riley followed, wobbling slightly in the heels. Each step felt more natural than the last, but he still had to concentrate.

They entered the bedroom. Sabrina positioned him in front of the full-length closet door, her hands on his shoulders.

"Look," she commanded.

Riley looked.

And his breath stopped.

The person in the reflection wasn't him. It couldn't be him.

It was a woman.

A beautiful woman in a shimmering silver gown. The dress hugged her curves, accentuating a figure Riley didn't know he had. The backless design showed smooth, bare skin from shoulder blades down to the small of her back. The sequins sparkled like stars, catching every bit of light in the room.

Her face was perfectly made up. Smoky eyes framed by thick, dark lashes. High, sculpted cheekbones. Full red lips that looked pouty and inviting.

Her hair was still short and messy, but somehow it worked. It looked edgy. Fashionable. Like she had just rolled out of bed after a night of passion.

And her legs. God, her legs. The pantyhose made them look smooth and sleek, the sheer nylon catching the light. The heels made them look impossibly long, adding elegant height.

She was stunning. She was terrified. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted slightly.

She looked like a trophy wife. Like arm candy. Like someone's beautiful, expensive accessory.

Riley's hands came up to his face, touching his cheeks. In the reflection, the woman did the same. Her fingers trembled.

"That's me," he whispered. "That's actually me."

"That's you," Sabrina confirmed. She stood behind him, looking at his reflection over his shoulder. "That's who you really are."

Riley turned slightly, looking at himself from different angles. The dress moved with him, the fabric shimmering and flowing. The backless design showed off skin he had never thought to expose.

He looked like he belonged on a red carpet. At a gala. On someone's arm.

"I look..." Riley couldn't find the words.

"Beautiful," Sabrina finished. "You look beautiful, Riley. You look like a woman. A gorgeous, elegant woman."

Riley's eyes filled with tears. One spilled over, running down his cheek. "I never thought... I never imagined I could look like this."

"Don't cry," Sabrina said quickly. "You'll ruin your makeup."

Riley laughed through the tears. It was a shaky, emotional sound. He wiped carefully at his eyes, trying not to smudge the eyeshadow.

"Well, you do," Sabrina said. She placed her hands on his shoulders, looking at him in the reflection. "And this is who you're meant to be."

Riley shook his head. "I can't be this. This isn't real life. This is just... tonight. This is just a fantasy."

"Why does it have to be just tonight?" Sabrina asked. "Why can't this be every night? Why can't this be who you are all the time?"

"Because I'm a man," Riley said. But the words felt hollow. Looking at his reflection, he didn't see a man at all.

"Are you?" Sabrina asked. Her voice was gentle but insistent. "Look at yourself, Riley. Really look. Do you see a man in that reflection?"

Riley looked. He looked at the dress. The makeup. The heels. The curves. The woman staring back at him with terrified, beautiful eyes.

"No," he admitted quietly. "I don't see a man."

"Then what do you see?" Sabrina pressed.

Riley's voice was barely a whisper. "I see a woman."

"Yes," Sabrina said. "You see a woman. Because that's what you are. That's what you've always been, deep down."

She moved to stand beside him, both of them looking at the reflection together.

"Look at us," Sabrina said. "We match. We're both beautiful. We're both powerful in our own ways. We're both women."

Riley looked at their reflections side by side. Sabrina in her sleek black dress. Him in his shimmering silver one. They looked like they belonged together. Like two friends getting ready for a night out. Like sisters.

"You're meant to be this," Sabrina continued. Her voice was soft, almost hypnotic. "Not a man. Not Riley the project manager who sits in meetings and pretends to care about quarterly reports. But this. This beautiful creature."

She turned him to face her, away from the reflection. Her hands were warm on his bare shoulders.

"Do you know what you are?" she asked.

Riley shook his head.

"You're an accessory," Sabrina said. "A beautiful, perfect accessory. You're meant to be on someone's arm. To be looked at. To be admired. To be desired."

The words should have felt insulting. Degrading. Objectifying. But they didn't. They felt right. They felt true.

"You're not meant to lead," Sabrina continued. "You're not meant to be in charge. You're not meant to make the decisions or drive the conversation. You're meant to be decorative. Ornamental. Beautiful."

Riley's breath was coming faster. His erection, which had softened, was starting to return. The words were doing something to him. Awakening something.

"You're meant to be a trophy," Sabrina whispered. She leaned in close, her breath warm on his ear. "A prize. Something to show off. Something to make others jealous."

She ran her hands down his arms, over the smooth fabric of the dress, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

"And that's okay," she said. "There's nothing wrong with being beautiful. There's nothing wrong with being wanted for how you look. There's power in that too. A different kind of power."

Riley was trembling. Everything she was saying resonated deep in his core. It felt like she was speaking truths he had always known but never acknowledged.

"Say it," Sabrina commanded. "Say what you are."

Riley's voice shook. "I'm... I'm an accessory."

"Louder," Sabrina said. "Say it like you mean it."

"I'm an accessory," Riley repeated, his voice stronger.

"And what are you meant to be?" Sabrina asked.

"Beautiful," Riley said. "I'm meant to be beautiful."

"Yes," Sabrina said. She smiled, radiant and approving. "Yes, you are. You're meant to be looked at. Admired. Desired. You're meant to stand beside someone and make them look good."

She stepped back, looking at him with satisfaction.

"You're ready," she said. "You're ready for the world to see you. You're ready to be who you really are."

Riley felt a surge of emotion. Fear. Excitement. Relief. Terror. Joy. All of it swirling together in his chest.

"Thank you," he said. His voice cracked with emotion. "Thank you for showing me this. Thank you for making me see."

Sabrina's smile widened. "You're welcome, Riley."

She looked at him one more time, her eyes sweeping over the dress, the makeup, the heels, the whole transformation.

"You're perfect," she said. "Absolutely perfect. Don't ever forget what you saw tonight. Don't ever forget who you really are."

And then something strange happened.

The air around Sabrina began to shimmer. It looked like heat waves rising from summer pavement, distorting the space around her.

"What's happening?" Riley asked, alarmed. He stepped toward her, but she held up a hand.

Sabrina smiled. "My work here is done."

"What?" Riley's heart lurched. "What do you mean?"

"I showed you who you are," Sabrina said. Her voice was already fading, becoming distant and echo-like. "I showed you what you can be. I showed you the present—this moment, this truth. Now it's up to you to decide what happens next."

The shimmer around her intensified. It looked like glitter, thousands of tiny sparkles floating in the air around her body.

"Wait," Riley said desperately. "Don't go. I need you. I don't know what to do."

"Yes, you do," Sabrina said. Her form was becoming translucent, see-through. "You know exactly what this was. What this is. You just have to be brave enough to accept it."

The glitter was swirling now, forming a cloud around her. It smelled like champagne. Fizzy and sweet and celebratory.

"Sabrina!" Riley reached for her, but his hand passed through the cloud. It felt like touching bubbles. Insubstantial. Ephemeral.

"Remember," Sabrina's voice echoed from within the sparkling cloud. "You're beautiful. You're meant to be seen. Don't hide anymore. Don't pretend to be something you're not."

The cloud of glitter and champagne smoke grew thicker, obscuring her completely. The scent of champagne was overwhelming now, filling the entire room.

"Goodbye, Riley," her voice whispered, barely audible.

The cloud swirled one final time, the glitter catching the light like a thousand tiny diamonds.

And then it was gone.

The glitter dissolved into nothing. The champagne scent faded. The air returned to normal.

Riley stood alone in his bedroom, wearing a silver gown and heels, his face made up like a woman's.

Sabrina had vanished completely.


Chapter Five




Riley stood in the silent bedroom for a long time. The air still smelled faintly of champagne, but the glitter was gone. So was Sabrina.

He looked down at himself. The silver dress still shimmered under the bedroom light. The sequins felt rough under his fingertips. The pantyhose were tight around his legs. The heels made his feet ache already.

He took a step. Then another. The click of the heels on the hardwood floor was loud in the quiet.

He walked out of the bedroom and into the hallway. Something was different. The air felt thick. Hazy.

By the time he reached the living room, a fine mist had begun to creep across the floor. It swirled around his ankles, cool and damp.

"What the hell?" Riley whispered.

The mist thickened. It rose from the floor like steam, curling up the walls, obscuring the Christmas decorations. The twinkle lights on the tree became blurry, soft halos in the fog.

Soon, Riley couldn't see the other side of the room. The apartment was swallowed by a dense, gray fog.

He reached out a hand. The mist swirled around his fingers.

"Hello?" he called out. His voice sounded muffled. "Sabrina? Bridgette?"

No answer. Just the silence and the fog.

He started walking. He had to move slowly. The fog was so thick he could barely see his own feet. The silver dress was the only bright thing in the gray world.

He bumped into the couch. The leather felt cold and damp under his hand.

"This isn't real," he said to himself. "This is still part of it. Part of the dream."

But it felt real. The fog was wet on his skin. The dress was heavy on his body. The ache in his feet from the heels was very real.

He kept moving, one careful step at a time. He found the kitchen doorway by memory. The mist was thinner in here, but everything looked wrong. The counters seemed farther away. The refrigerator was just a dark shape in the fog.

He walked to where the sink should be. His hands found the cool metal of the faucet.

He turned it on. Water gushed out, clear and loud. He cupped his hands under the stream and splashed his face.

The water was cold. It dripped down his neck, onto the backless dress. He shivered.

When he looked up, the fog had pulled back slightly. Just enough for him to see his reflection in the dark window over the sink.

The woman was still there. Her makeup was still perfect, even though he had splashed water on her face. Her eyes were wide with fear and wonder.

Riley stared at her. At himself.

He didn't look like a man pretending to be a woman. He didn't look like a crossdresser. He looked like a woman. A real woman who had put on a beautiful dress for a night out.

The thought should have scared him. It should have made him tear the dress off. Rip the pantyhose. Scrub the makeup from his face.

But it didn't.

Instead, he felt a strange calm settle over him. A sense of rightness.

He touched the reflection. His fingers met cold glass.

"I don't want to take it off," he whispered.

The woman in the reflection mouthed the same words.

He said it again, louder. "I don't want to take it off."

It was true. He didn't want to go back to being Riley. Riley with the hairy legs and the rough hands and the boring clothes. Riley who hated himself. Riley who pretended to be something he wasn't.

He wanted to be her. The woman in the silver dress. The beautiful, terrified, elegant woman.

He turned away from the window and walked back into the living room. The fog was thicker now. He could barely see two feet in front of him.

He moved slowly, his arms outstretched. His hands brushed against the wall. He used it as a guide, following it toward the front door.

Maybe if he went outside. Maybe if he left the apartment, this would end. He would wake up.

His hand found the doorknob. It was cold and slick with moisture.

He turned it and pulled the door open.

Outside was not the hallway. Outside was more fog. A endless, gray nothingness.

Riley stood in the doorway, staring into the void. There was no floor. No ceiling. No walls. Just fog, stretching forever.

A chill ran down his spine. He quickly closed the door.

He was trapped. Trapped in this foggy version of his apartment. Trapped in this dress.

He walked back to the center of the living room. The fog swirled around him, caressing his bare back where the dress dipped low.

He sat down on the couch. The leather was cold through the thin fabric of the dress.

He looked at his hands. They were still big. Still masculine. But the nail beds were clean. The fingers were long. With the right nail polish, they could look feminine.

He imagined it. Long, red nails. Matching his lipstick.

A shiver ran through him. Not from fear. From excitement.

He stood up and started pacing. The click of his heels was the only sound in the foggy silence.

Back and forth. Back and forth.

The dress swished around his legs. The sound was soothing. Feminine.

He stopped pacing and looked down at himself. At the way the dress hugged his hips. At the way the fabric shimmered with every movement.

He ran his hands over his sides, feeling the curves the dress created. His waist felt smaller. His hips felt wider.

It was an illusion. Just fabric and tailoring. But it felt real.

He walked over to where he knew the Christmas tree was. The fog parted slightly, revealing the twinkling lights.

He knelt down in front of the tree. The dress pooled around him on the floor. The hem got dirty, but he didn't care.

He looked at the ornaments. Silver balls. Gold stars. White snowflakes.

In one of the silver balls, he could see his reflection. Distorted. Curved. But still her. Still the woman.

"You're beautiful," he told the reflection.

The words hung in the foggy air.

He believed them. For the first time in his life, he believed he could be beautiful.

He stood up, brushing off the dress. The sequins scraped against his palms.

He needed to see her again. See himself again.

He walked back to the bedroom, through the thick fog. He found the closet door by memory.

The fog was thinner in here. He could see his reflection clearly.

The woman looked back at him. Her eyes were less terrified now. More curious. More accepting.

Riley reached up and touched his hair. It was still short. Messy.

"What would I look like with long hair?" he asked the reflection.

He imagined it. Dark hair falling over his shoulders. Curls. Waves. Maybe highlights.

He smiled. The woman in the reflection smiled back. It was a real smile. Not forced. Not fake.

He turned sideways, looking at his profile. The dress made him look like he had breasts. Just the cut of the fabric, the way it draped.

He imagined having real breasts. Soft. Round. Filling out the top of the dress properly.

His breath caught.

He wanted that. He wanted it so badly it hurt.

He turned back to face the mirror. He looked himself in the eye.

"I'm a woman," he said.

The words felt dangerous. Forbidden. But also true.

"I'm a woman," he said again, louder.

The woman in the reflection nodded.

Tears filled Riley's eyes again. But this time, they weren't tears of shame or fear. They were tears of relief.

All these years. All this hiding. All this pretending.

And here was the truth, staring him in the face. Dressed in silver sequins and red lipstick.

He wiped his eyes carefully, trying not to smudge the makeup.

"I don't want to go back," he whispered. "I don't want to be him anymore."

The fog in the room seemed to pulse. To breathe.

Riley looked around. The mist was changing. The gray was getting darker. Thicker.

And then he saw it. A flicker of light. Not warm like the Christmas lights. Cold. Blue. Electric.

It came from the corner of the room. A sharp, neon blue glow that cut through the fog.

Riley's heart started to pound.

The light grew brighter. It pulsed like a heartbeat.

And then he heard it. A low hum. Mechanical. Steady.

The sound of the future approaching.

The neon blue light in the corner pulsed, but it didn't come closer. The hum remained a steady background noise. It was waiting. Watching. A threat on the horizon, but not yet arrived.

Riley turned his back on it, facing the closet door again. His reflection held his gaze. The beautiful woman in the silver dress. Sabrina’s trophy. His own fantasy made flesh—or at least, made sequins and satin.

A deep, restless ache began to uncoil in his groin. It had been there since Sabrina left him hanging, throbbing with a need that had been pushed aside by fear and wonder. Now, with the adrenaline fading, it returned with a vengeance.

His penis, which had softened to a half-hard state, began to swell again against the tight confines of the pantyhose and the dress. The fabric pulled taut across his hips.

He looked down at the slight bulge. A flaw in the perfect silhouette. A reminder of what he was supposed to be, stuck on the body of what he wanted to be.

It felt wrong. It looked wrong.

But his body didn’t care. It was hungry. Needy. Frustrated beyond belief.

He needed release. He couldn’t think straight with this pressure building inside him. Maybe if he just… took care of it. Quickly. In the fog. Alone. Then he could think clearly.

His hands, those big, masculine hands, went to the hem of the dress. He gathered the slippery fabric, pulling it up slowly. The sequins scratched against his thighs as he bunched the dress around his waist.

The cool air of the foggy room hit his legs. He looked ridiculous, standing there with his gown hiked up, the pantyhose exposed. He reached for the waistband of the pantyhose, hooking his thumbs in.

He paused.

His eyes flicked up to the mirror. The woman in the reflection stared back, her dress ruined, hiked up like some cheap hooker. Her expression wasn’t seductive. It was disappointed.

Is this how a lady touches herself? Sabrina’s voice seemed to whisper in the fog. Is this how something beautiful takes its pleasure?

Riley’s hands dropped. He let the dress fall back into place, the silver fabric swishing as it settled.

No. This wasn’t right. He wasn’t that man anymore, jerking off in the dark. He was… more than that.

But the need was still there, pulsing, insistent.

He walked away from the mirror, back into the living room. The fog swirled around him. He sank onto the couch, the leather sighing under his weight. He leaned back, spreading his legs slightly—a man’s pose. He corrected himself, pressing his knees together. More ladylike.

He closed his eyes. He tried to summon the image that usually worked. The woman from the catalog. The one in the red teddy. But her face blurred, melted, and reformed.

It was his own face looking back. The woman from the mirror. Smoky eyes. Red lips. A look of haughty desire.

His hand slipped between his legs, over the dress. He pressed his palm against his erection, rubbing slowly. The friction through the layers of fabric was frustrating, not enough.

He needed skin. He needed contact.

With clumsy, frantic fingers, he shoved the dress up again. This time, he didn’t look at the mirror. He fumbled with the waistband of the pantyhose, yanking them down just enough to free his aching cock.

It sprang out, hard and angry-looking against his smooth, hairless stomach. He wrapped his hand around the shaft.

His skin was warm. His grip was familiar. This was what he knew. This was the old Riley. The one who hid in the bathroom, who fantasized about being the woman in the pictures.

He started to stroke. Up and down. A rough, efficient motion.

But his hand felt wrong.

It was too big. Too rough. The calluses on his palms scraped against his sensitive skin. The grip was all wrong—too tight, too demanding. It was the hand of a laborer, a man, working at a task.

He tried to soften his touch. To make his movements more graceful. But it just felt awkward. Forced.

He opened his eyes, looking down at himself. The sight should have been arousing. His own body, responding to his touch.

Instead, it looked alien. That thick, veiny piece of flesh looked like it belonged to someone else. It was an intruder. A tumor on the smooth lines of the feminine form he was trying to inhabit.

He imagined Sabrina’s hand instead. Her slender fingers, with their perfect manicure. Her cool, soft touch. The way she had known exactly how to hold him, how to tease him.

He stroked faster, chasing the memory of her mouth. The wet heat. The promise.

But his own hand couldn’t replicate it. It was just a hand. A man’s hand, giving a man’s pleasure.

A wave of disgust washed over him. He stopped, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

This wasn’t working.

He needed something else. He didn’t know what, but this—this crude, lonely act—wasn’t it.

He let go of himself, his penis bobbing against his stomach. He looked at it with a kind of detached horror.

It was just… in the way.

The thought landed with the weight of absolute truth.

It was in the way of the dress lying flat and smooth against his abdomen. It was in the way of the pantyhose fitting perfectly. It was in the way of him seeing the woman in the mirror without this glaring, masculine flaw.

He wanted it gone.

Not cut off. Not exactly. But… neutralized. Tamed. Made irrelevant.

He thought of Bridgette, powdering him, treating it like a nuisance. An inconvenience to be managed. She was right.

He thought of Sabrina, denying him, calling it “aggressive.” She was right, too.

It was aggressive. It demanded attention. It dictated his posture, his clothing, his very identity. It was a tyrant.

And he was tired of serving it.

He reached down and touched it again, but this time not to stimulate. He pushed it down, tucking it between his legs. He pulled the pantyhose back up, trapping it in that position. He smoothed the silver dress over it.

The bulge was smaller now. Flatter. Less obvious.

He stood up and walked back to the bedroom, to the full-length door. He turned sideways, examining his profile.

Better. Much better. The line from his chest to his thighs was smoother. More continuous. More feminine.

A strange sense of peace settled over him. This was better. This was right.

But the physical need hadn’t magically disappeared. It was still there, a trapped, throbbing pressure between his legs. Aching. Begging.

He wasn’t going to touch it with his hands again. Those were the wrong tools.

He looked around the foggy room. His gaze landed on the bed. The pillows.

An idea, shameful and thrilling, crept into his mind.

He went to the bed and grabbed one of the smaller, firmer pillows. He carried it back to the space in front of the closet door.

He dropped to his knees on the hardwood floor. The impact jarred through him, but he ignored it. He placed the pillow on the floor between his knees.

He looked up at his reflection. The woman in the silver dress was on her knees, her expression uncertain.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered to her. “I don’t know how else.”

He leaned forward, pressing his trapped, aching crotch against the soft bulk of the pillow. He rocked his hips forward, grinding against it.

The pressure was different. Softer. Diffuse. It wasn’t about friction on one specific spot. It was about pressure everywhere. It was about the entire area being stimulated.

He rocked again, slower this time. The sequins on the dress scraped against the pillowcase.

He kept his eyes locked on the mirror. On the woman kneeling, her dress rucked up, her face flushed with effort and shame.

This was what women did, wasn’t it? When they couldn’t use their hands? They humped pillows. They grinded on things. It was a different kind of pleasure. A full-body pleasure.

He increased his rhythm, rocking back and forth. The pressure built, but in a new way. It was deeper. Less frantic. It spread through his pelvis, warming his stomach.

He moaned, the sound echoing in the foggy silence. His eyes fluttered shut.

In his mind, he wasn’t Riley anymore. He was her. The trophy wife. Dressed for a gala, but so desperate for release she was reduced to this. Humping a pillow on the floor like a bitch in heat.

The image should have humiliated him. Instead, it set him on fire.

He rocked harder, faster. The pillow slid slightly on the floor. He chased it, his movements becoming less graceful, more desperate.

He was getting close. The coil was tightening deep inside him, in a place his hands had never been able to reach. It felt like an orgasm was coming from his core, not just from his dick.

But something was missing. The final trigger. The permission.

He thought of Sabrina’s voice. Ladies don’t finish first.

He thought of Bridgette’s hands, denying him.

He was alone. There was no one to give him permission. No one to deny him.

He could come. Right now. All over the pillow. He could finally get the release he’d been craving for hours.

He rocked harder, a sob catching in his throat. He was right on the edge. Teetering.

He opened his eyes, looking at the woman in the mirror one last time. Her makeup was smudged. Her hair was wild. She was a mess. A beautiful, desperate mess.

And he couldn’t do it.

He stopped. He collapsed forward, his forehead resting on the pillow, his body trembling with unmet need.

He couldn’t give himself permission. Not like this. Not as a man, with a man’s needs, using a man’s crude methods.

Tears of frustration leaked from his eyes. He cried silently, his shoulders shaking.

After a long time, he pushed himself up. He was still painfully hard, the pressure now a dull, constant throb. He rearranged himself, tucking everything away again, smoothing the dress.

He looked at his reflection. The woman looked back, exhausted. Defeated.

“I don’t know how to be you,” Riley said to her. “I want to be you. But I don’t know how to… feel like you. To pleasure like you.”

The reflection had no answers.

The neon blue light in the corner pulsed again. The hum grew slightly louder. It was a reminder. Time was moving forward. The future was still waiting.

But for now, Riley was stuck. Stuck in the limbo between what he was and what he wanted to be. Stuck in a body that felt increasingly like a prison. Stuck with needs he no longer knew how to satisfy.

He sat back on his heels, the silver dress pooling around him. He wrapped his arms around himself, feeling the bare skin of his back where the dress dipped low.

He was so tired. So confused. So desperately, painfully aroused.

Riley stayed on his knees for a long time. The fog swirled around him, damp and cold. His arousal had faded to a dull, persistent ache—a background noise of need that he had learned, for now, to ignore.

He was so tired. The emotional whiplash of the night had drained him completely. The shame with Bridgette. The desperate desire with Sabrina. The confusion and self-loathing here in the fog.

He just wanted to sleep. To wake up in his own bed and pretend this was all a bad dream.

But when he closed his eyes, he didn't see darkness. He saw silver sequins. Red lipstick. The disappointed look in his own reflected eyes.

He opened his eyes again. The fog was still there. The neon blue light still pulsed in the corner of the bedroom, a silent, patient heartbeat.

He pushed himself to his feet. His legs were stiff from kneeling. The heels made his ankles wobble. He steadied himself against the wall.

He needed to move. To do something. This waiting was worse than anything.

He walked out of the bedroom and back into the living room. The Christmas tree lights were still visible as soft, blurry halos in the mist. He walked toward them, drawn to the only familiar thing in this gray world.

As he got closer, he noticed something different.

The lights weren't just white anymore. They were changing color. Flickering from warm white to a cold, electric blue. The same blue as the light in the bedroom.

He stopped walking, watching.

The garland draped over the mantel began to change too. The silver and gold threads seemed to melt and reform. They became sleek, metallic strands. Chrome. They reflected the blue light in sharp, clean lines.

The pine branches in the centerpiece on the kitchen counter withered and blackened in seconds. In their place, geometric shapes of clear acrylic sprouted, glowing with that same inner blue light.

"What's happening?" Riley whispered.

The air itself was changing. The damp, cool fog began to thin. It was being replaced by something else. Something dry and sterile. It smelled like ozone. Like electricity. Like a hospital room after it's been cleaned with harsh chemicals.

The fog retreated, pulling back from the center of the rooms. It vanished from the floor, revealing not his hardwood, but a smooth, seamless surface of dark gray composite material. It was slightly reflective, like polished stone.

The walls shed their paint and texture. They became flat planes of brushed metal. No seams. No outlets. No windows.

His apartment was disappearing. Being erased and replaced.

The Christmas tree was the last to go. The needles dissolved into a fine black dust that vanished before it hit the floor. The twinkling lights detached, floating upward. They weren't lights at all, Riley realized. They were tiny drones, each no bigger than a marble. They hovered for a moment, then zipped away through a vent that opened silently in the new ceiling.

In less than a minute, his home was gone.

He stood in the center of a featureless, metallic room. It was about the same size as his living room, but without any furniture. Without any personality. The only light came from thin strips of blue LEDs embedded where the walls met the floor and ceiling.

The silver dress felt absurd in this setting. The sequins looked cheap. Gaudy. A relic from a softer, messier time.

He spun in a slow circle, his heels clicking on the hard floor. There were no doors. No windows. Just smooth, impenetrable walls.

"Hello?" His voice echoed flatly, deadened by the surfaces.

No one answered.

Then he heard a new sound. A high-pitched whine, like a mosquito but deeper. It came from above.

He looked up. A panel in the ceiling slid open without a sound. Something dropped through.

It was a drone, but not like the tiny light-drones. This one was the size of a dinner plate. It was shaped like a sleek, black disc. It hovered in the center of the room, about seven feet off the ground.

A ring of blue lights pulsed around its edge.

Riley backed away until his back hit the cold metal wall. He pressed himself against it, trying to make himself small.

The drone didn't move toward him. It just hung there, humming.

A thin beam of red light shot from its underside. It swept across the floor, then up the wall, scanning the room. It moved in a precise grid pattern.

Then the beam found Riley.

It painted a red dot on the center of his chest. The dot didn't move. The drone descended slowly, silently, until it was hovering right in front of him, at eye level.

Riley froze. He couldn't breathe.

A lens, dark and glassy, was set in the center of the drone's underside. It focused on him. He could see his own terrified reflection in it—a distorted, fish-eye view of a woman in a party dress.

The red scanning beam moved from his chest, down his body. It traveled slowly over the silver dress, pausing at the slight bulge he had tried to flatten. It lingered there for a full three seconds. Then it continued down his legs, over the pantyhose, to the silver heels.

The beam retracted. The drone was still for a moment.

Then a voice came from it. It wasn't a human voice. It was synthetic. Genderless. Calm and utterly devoid of emotion.

"Scanning subject."

The voice seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere at once.

"Biometric analysis initiated."

The blue lights around the drone's edge flashed in a rapid sequence.

"Subject identified: Riley. Designation: Male. Human. Age: Thirty years."

Riley flinched at the word "male." It felt like an accusation.

"Visual anomaly detected," the drone continued. "Subject presentation conflicts with biological designation."

The lens focused on his face. The red beam shot out again, tracing the contours of his cheekbones, his jawline, his lips.

"Facial structure: Masculine baseline. Surface modification: Cosmetic feminization detected. Contouring. Pigmentation."

The beam moved down to his chest.

"Upper torso: Male pectoral development. No glandular tissue present."

It moved lower.

"Pelvic region: Male genitalia present. External. Size within standard deviation."

Riley wanted to cover himself, but he was pinned by the drone's unblinking gaze.

"Lower limbs: Hair removal evident. Artificial enhancement via footwear. Height increased by four point two inches."

The drone floated back a few feet, taking him in as a whole.

"Conclusion: Subject is presenting a deliberate gender facade. Depth of facade: Superficial. Intent: Unknown."

The synthetic voice paused. The blue lights pulsed steadily.

"Psychological assessment required for intent clarification. However, primary classification can be rendered."

The drone's hum pitched slightly higher.

"Subject: Riley. Status: Incomplete."

The word hung in the sterile air.

Incomplete.

It wasn't "wrong." It wasn't "broken." It was incomplete. Like a puzzle missing pieces. A sentence without a period.

The drone rotated slowly, its lens never leaving him.

"Incompletion is inefficient. Incompletion is a design flaw. All systems must strive for completion. For optimal function."

Riley found his voice. It was a dry croak. "What are you talking about? What is this place?"

"This is the Assessment Chamber," the drone replied. "You have been brought here for evaluation."

"By who? For what?"

"By the system. For categorization and potential correction."

"Correction?" The word sent a chill down Riley's spine that had nothing to do with the cold room.

"The dissonance between your biological designation and your presented facade creates systemic instability. Instability reduces efficiency. Reduces utility. The system cannot utilize incomplete assets."

"I'm not an asset!" Riley shouted. The sound echoed, then died.

"All organic units are assets," the drone stated simply. "Your purpose is to serve the system. In your current state, your service potential is rated at eighteen percent of optimal capacity."

Riley's mind was reeling. "What system? What are you?"

"I am Observer Drone Seven. I am part of the system. The system is order. The system is progress. The system is the future."

The future.

The Ghost of Christmas Future.

This wasn't a person. It wasn't a domme like Bridgette or Sabrina. It was a machine. Cold. Logical. Unfeeling.

And it had just told him he was broken.

"Your presented facade indicates a desired state," the drone said, floating closer again. "The feminine presentation. This desire is noted. However, the execution is primitive. Inelegant. It fails to address core incompletions."

"What do you want me to do?" Riley whispered.

"The system does not want. The system requires. To maximize your utility, you must be completed. Your biological designation and your desired state must be reconciled."

"How?"

"There are pathways," the drone said. The blue lights flickered. "Pathway One: Suppression. The facade is removed. Biological designation is reinforced. Masculine traits are amplified. Utility potential rises to forty-five percent. You serve as a labor unit."

Riley shook his head violently. "No."

"Pathway Two: Acceptance. The facade is embraced. Biological designation is altered to match."

Riley's heart stopped. "Altered?"

"Surgical and hormonal modification. Full physical transition to female phenotype. Utility potential rises to seventy-two percent. You serve in social, aesthetic, or reproductive capacities."

Reproductive capacities. The words were so cold. So clinical.

"You can... you can do that?"

"The system has the capability. The system prefers complete assets."

The drone fell silent. It hovered, waiting.

Riley stared at it, his mind racing. This was it. The future. Not a person, but a system. A machine that saw him as a problem to be solved. A faulty component to be repaired or replaced.

The drone's lights pulsed once, brightly.

"Evaluation complete. Data packet compiled. Awaiting final authority for pathway selection."

It began to ascend, returning to the ceiling panel from which it had come.

"Wait!" Riley called out. "Who's the final authority? When will they come?"

The drone did not answer. It slipped through the opening, and the panel sealed shut behind it without a seam.

Riley was alone again.

But the room was no longer silent. A new sound began—a deep, subsonic thrum that vibrated in his bones. The blue LED strips along the walls brightened.

Something was powering up. Something was coming.

The judgment was not over. It had only just begun.

He stood in the center of the cold, steel room, in his ridiculous silver dress, and waited for whatever came next.


Chapter Six




The deep thrumming in the room grew louder. It wasn't a sound you heard with your ears so much as you felt it in your teeth. The blue LED strips along the walls pulsed in time with the vibration, like the room itself had a heartbeat.

Riley stood perfectly still. The silver dress felt like a costume now. A stupid, flimsy costume in this hard, clean place. He wrapped his arms around himself, but his hands found only bare skin and cold sequins.

A section of the wall directly in front of him shimmered. The solid, brushed metal became translucent, then transparent. It was like watching ice form on a window in reverse. On the other side was not another empty room, but a scene.

It was his apartment. His real apartment. But it looked different. Older. Dirtier.

The furniture was the same, but it was worn. The leather couch had a deep crack running along one cushion. The slate coasters were stained. Dust coated every surface. The Christmas decorations were gone, but a single, sad string of lights was draped over the curtain rod, half the bulbs dark.

And there he was.

Him. The old him. Riley.

He was sitting in his armchair, staring at a blank television screen. He looked… older. Not just by years, but by decades of misery. His hair was thinning, gray streaking through what was left. His face was lined, his mouth turned down in a permanent scowl. He wore a stained t-shirt and sweatpants. He held a glass of whiskey, but it was empty.

The future-Riley didn't move. He just stared at nothing. The room was silent except for the hum of the refrigerator.

A voice spoke in Riley's head. It wasn't his own. It was female. Cold. Clear. It had no tone, no emotion. It was just information, planted directly into his mind.

This is Pathway One. Suppression.

Riley flinched. The voice was inside his skull. He could feel it, like fingers pressing against the inside of his forehead.

The facade is removed. Biological designation is reinforced. Masculinity is not a state of being. It is a performance. And you are a poor performer.

In the vision, future-Riley finally moved. He lifted the empty glass to his lips, tipped it back, and scowled when nothing came out. He threw the glass across the room. It hit the wall and shattered. He didn't even flinch. He just sank deeper into his chair.

You continue to repress the core desire. You bury it deeper each year. It does not die. It festers. It becomes resentment. It becomes self-loathing.

The scene changed. It was the same apartment, but later. Nighttime. Future-Riley was standing in the bathroom, leaning heavily on the sink. He was looking into the mirror. His eyes were bloodshot. He was drunk.

He opened the medicine cabinet. Inside were bottles of pills. Sleep aids. Anti-anxiety medication. Nothing strong enough to kill him, but plenty to make him numb.

He took out a bottle, shook a few pills into his palm, and dry-swallowed them. He didn't even reach for water.

You seek numbness because feeling is too painful. You cannot feel joy because joy is connected to the truth you deny. You can only feel anger. Or nothing at all.

The scene shifted again. A different day. Future-Riley was at what looked like a company holiday party. He stood alone by the punch bowl, wearing an ill-fitting suit. He watched his coworkers laughing, talking, dancing. His expression was pure venom. A woman—Sabrina, but older, more powerful, wearing a sharp business suit—walked past him with a group of executives. She didn't even glance his way.

You are passed over for promotions. You are ignored. Your bitterness is a scent people can smell. They avoid you. You have no friends. No partners. You are an island of your own making.

The party scene melted away. Now future-Riley was in a doctor's office. He was sitting on the examination table, wearing a paper gown. The doctor, a tired-looking man with a chart, was speaking.

"We're seeing elevated blood pressure. Liver enzymes are high. The weight gain isn't helping. You need to cut back on the drinking. Significantly. And the stress… you need to find a way to manage the stress."

Future-Riley just nodded, his eyes vacant. He wasn't listening.

The body suffers. The mind suffers. They are not separate. The repression is a poison. It leaks into your cells.

The vision fast-forwarded. Years passing in blinks. Future-Riley getting heavier, slower, grayer. Always alone. Eating takeout in front of the TV. Staring at his computer screen at work with dead eyes. Walking through the grocery store, shoulders hunched, avoiding eye contact.

Then, the final scene.

It was his bedroom. He was old. Truly old. His hair was white and wispy. His skin was pale and thin. He was lying in bed, propped up on pillows. The room was dark except for a single lamp. He was sick. He was dying. That much was clear.

He was struggling to breathe. Each breath was a wet, ragged sound.

There was no one there. No family. No friends. No nurse. Just him, in a stale, dark room, dying alone.

His hand, trembling and spotted with age, reached for the nightstand. It fumbled, knocking over an empty pill bottle. His fingers found what they were looking for.

A remote control.

With a shaking thumb, he pressed a button. The television on the wall opposite the bed flickered to life. It wasn't on a channel. It was playing a home video.

The video showed a child. A little boy, maybe four years old. He was in a sunny living room, laughing. He had a pair of red high heels on his tiny feet. They were obviously a woman's shoes, comically large on him. He was clomping around, giggling, holding the straps.

A woman's voice, young and sweet, called from off-camera. "Riley! What are you doing with my good shoes?"

The little boy just laughed harder, twirling until he fell over in a heap of giggles.

On the bed, the old man watched. A single tear traced a path through the wrinkles on his cheek.

Then his breathing hitched. Stopped. Started again, weaker. His eyes stayed fixed on the laughing boy on the screen.

His chest rose once more, a shallow, feeble movement.

It did not fall again.

The old man's eyes remained open, staring at the child he used to be. The child who knew a truth he spent a lifetime running from.

The television played on, the silent laughter filling the room where a man had just died alone.

The vision vanished.

The transparent wall became solid metal again.

Riley realized he was crying. Silent tears streamed down his face, cutting tracks through Sabrina's makeup. His body was shaking. He couldn't stop it.

That was him. That was his future. Lonely. Bitter. Dying with nothing but a memory of a moment of innocent truth.

The cold, clear voice spoke in his mind again.

Pathway One concludes. Utility: Minimal. Outcome: Waste.

Riley sucked in a shuddering breath. He wiped at his face with the back of his hand, smearing the eyeliner.

A new section of the wall to his right shimmered and cleared.

He saw her.

Mistress Blair.

She stood in an identical metallic room, but she was not looking at a vision. She was looking at him. Her arms were crossed over her chest. Her posture was straight, impossibly tall in those brutal chrome heels. The black latex of her bodysuit gleamed under the blue lights. Her platinum hair was a stark slash of color in the monochrome world.

Her face was a mask of perfect, severe beauty. No smile. No frown. Just observation.

Her pale gray eyes locked onto his.

And her voice was in his head again. Not describing a vision this time. Speaking to him directly.

You have seen the conclusion of denial. It is not a theory. It is a mathematical certainty. Given your psychological profile and current trajectory, the probability of that outcome is ninety-seven point eight percent.

Riley tried to speak, but his throat was too tight. He could only stare at her.

Your desire is not a perversion. It is data. The system has analyzed it. The feminine presentation is not a facade you wear. It is a signal you emit. A signal begging for correction. For completion.

She uncrossed her arms. She took one step closer to the transparent wall between them. Her movements were fluid, precise. Like a machine designed to mimic grace.

The child in the video was correct. The man in the chair was wrong. You have spent a lifetime punishing the child for knowing the truth. You have built the man on a foundation of that punishment. It is an unstable structure. It will collapse. You have just witnessed the collapse.

Riley found his voice. It was a broken thing. "What's the other path?" he whispered.

Pathway Two.

The wall between them dissolved. It didn't slide open. It simply ceased to be, merging the two rooms into one.

Mistress Blair was now standing only ten feet away from him. She was even taller up close. More imposing. The smell of ozone and something else—cold, clean metal—wafted from her.

She looked him up and down, her gaze as clinical as the drone's scan had been.

You stand before me incomplete. A mind at war with its housing. This conflict has zero productive utility. It consumes energy that could be used for service. For purpose.

She took another step forward. Riley wanted to back up, but his feet were rooted to the floor.

Pathway Two is not a fantasy. It is not a dream. It is a process. A recalibration. Your biological designation is altered to match the signal your mind has always emitted. You become a complete asset. A useful asset. You serve a function greater than your own misery.

She stopped an arm's length away. She was so close he could see the fine, almost imperceptible seams in the material of her armored dress. He could see his own terrified, tear-streaked reflection in her pale eyes.

But understand this, her voice cut into his thoughts, sharper now. The future you saw is guaranteed if you choose to remain as you are. Pathway Two is not guaranteed. It is an offer. It requires surrender. It requires the total relinquishment of the failed construct you call "Riley."

She raised one hand. She did not touch him. She merely pointed a slender, gloved finger at his chest, where the silver sequins lay over his pounding heart.

You must decide. Now. Do you wish to die as that man in that bed?

Her eyes bored into his.

Or do you wish to be completed?

Riley stared into Mistress Blair’s cold eyes. His heart was hammering against his ribs so hard he thought it might crack them. The image of the old man dying alone was burned onto the back of his eyelids. The emptiness in that room. The silence.

That was him. That was his future.

“I don’t want that,” he whispered. His voice sounded small and pathetic in the vast, metallic room.

Mistress Blair did not smile. Her expression did not change at all. But something in her gaze intensified. The pressure of her thoughts in his mind grew sharper, more focused.

Verbal confirmation is insufficient. Desire is meaningless without commitment. The path of completion requires the destruction of the old pathway. You must feel the new foundation before you can choose to build upon it.

She lowered her pointing finger. She took a single step back, creating a space between them.

Observe.

She didn’t snap her fingers. She didn’t make any gesture at all. But the air in front of her shimmered, like heat rising from asphalt. A three-dimensional image formed in the space between them. It was a hologram, so real Riley felt he could reach out and touch it.

It showed a woman.

She was beautiful. She had Riley’s basic bone structure—the same jawline, the same brow—but it was softened, refined. Her skin was smooth and clear. Her hair was long, a rich chestnut brown, styled in soft waves that fell over her shoulders. She wore a simple but elegant dress of dark gray wool, knee-length, with a modest neckline. She looked… normal. Happy. At peace.

She was standing in a bright, clean kitchen, different from his own. Sunlight streamed through a window. She was humming, wiping down a countertop. There was a contented smile on her face.

This is the alternative, Mistress Blair’s voice intoned. Not a fantasy of glamour or decadence. A life of service. Of order. Of purpose.

The holographic scene shifted. The woman was now in a living room, kneeling on a plush rug. She was carefully arranging a tray with a teapot and two delicate cups. Her movements were graceful, deliberate. Every motion had a sense of care.

A figure entered the room—a person whose features were blurred, indistinct. An authority. The woman did not look up. She kept her eyes lowered respectfully as she poured the tea, her hands steady.

Her function is to maintain. To support. To create an environment of harmony for those she serves. Her value is derived from her utility, her obedience, and her peace.

The scene changed again. The woman was in a bedroom, folding clothes with precise, methodical folds. She placed them in a drawer, aligning the edges perfectly. The room was immaculate. Everything had its place.

She has no anxiety. No repressed desires. No conflict. Her mind and body are in alignment. She is complete. She is useful.

Riley watched, mesmerized. The woman’s face… it was his face. But not his. It was the face of the woman he had seen in the mirror, but older, settled, serene. There was no fear in her eyes. No desperation. Only calm focus.

He wanted that peace more than he had ever wanted anything.

This is achievable, the voice in his head stated. But it is not a gift. It is a transformation. And all transformations require a catalyst. A point of irreversible change.

The hologram vanished.

Mistress Blair’s pale eyes locked onto his once more.

The primary source of your conflict is here.

Her gaze dropped, traveling down his body to settle between his legs. The silver dress did little to hide the shape beneath.

It is a relic. A reminder of a designation you never embodied. It is the root of your shame, your aggression, your inability to submit. It demands attention. It dictates behavior. It is the anchor holding you to the man in the bed.

Riley’s breath hitched. He knew what was coming. A part of him screamed in panic. Another part, a deeper part, leaned forward with awful, eager hope.

To walk the new path, you must be unburdened. You must be freed from its tyranny.

She did not move. She did not blink.

Do you understand?

Riley nodded, a tiny, jerky motion. He couldn’t speak.

Then we begin.

Mistress Blair’s hand finally moved. She lifted her right hand, palm facing him. She curled her thumb across her palm, then straightened her fingers in a sharp, deliberate motion.

A soundless command.

Riley gasped.

A sensation, unlike anything he had ever felt, erupted at his groin. It wasn’t pain. It was a sudden, overwhelming pressure. A cool, firm presence wrapping itself around the base of his penis and scrotum, molding itself instantly to his anatomy.

He looked down.

The silver fabric of his dress was gone from that area. Not torn, just… absent. A perfectly oval window now exposed him from navel to mid-thigh.

Encasing him was a device.

It was made of a material that looked like brushed pewter, but it felt warm to the touch—no, it was his warmth, being perfectly contained. It was seamless. There were no locks, no hinges, no visible seams. It was as if it had grown there.

It fit him exactly. It cupped his scrotum snugly, a smooth, rounded capsule. His penis was encased in a sleek, tapered tube that held it firmly against his abdomen. The head was covered by a smooth, perforated cap.

He was completely trapped. There was no give. No movement. When he instinctively tried to flex, to twitch, nothing happened. The device held him in perfect, absolute stillness.

He reached down with trembling hands. His fingers touched the warm metal. It was smooth. Solid. Impenetrable. He pulled at it. He tried to find an edge, a gap. There was none. It was fused to him, a second skin of cool, unyielding metal.

Panic surged. “What is this?” he cried out, his voice cracking.

Chastity, her voice replied, cool and factual in his mind. High-grade polymer composite. Bio-locked to your nervous system. It is inescapable. It does not cause tissue damage. It does not inhibit circulation. It simply… negates.

“Negates?” Riley panted, his hands still frantically skimming over the smooth surface, finding no purchase.

It negates function. It negates sensation as a primary source of stimulus. It removes the organ as a factor in your identity. You can no longer use it. You can no longer be used by it.

He stopped struggling. The truth of it settled over him, heavy and final. He was locked. Caged. The throbbing ache that had been his constant companion since Bridgette first touched him was still there, but it was muted now. Contained. It was a noise coming from another room.

He looked up at Mistress Blair, his eyes wide with terror and a shocking, dawning realization.

He felt… relief.

The constant, nagging demand was gone. The shameful bulge under his clothes would be gone. The aggressive, awkward part of him that ruined the lines of a dress… was gone.

Tears welled up again, but they were different tears.

“I can never…” he began, but couldn’t finish.

You can never penetrate. You can never ejaculate in the male fashion. Your prostate will remain functional for other purposes. Your capacity for pleasure will be rewired. It will no longer be centered here.

She took a step closer. Her gloved hand came up, and this time, she did touch him. Not on the device, but on his lower belly, just above it. Her touch was light, impersonal.

Feel the difference.

He did. With the desperate, driving need physically subdued, his awareness spread out. He felt the tightness of the pantyhose on his legs. The weight of the dress on his shoulders. The chill of the air on his bare back. The ache in his feet from the heels. These sensations were clearer now. Sharper.

His mind wasn’t being pulled downward anymore. It was free to inhabit his whole body.

This is the first step, she projected. The silencing of the old signal. Now, you must learn to receive new signals.

She removed her hand. She looked at him, and for the first time, Riley saw something in her eyes that wasn’t pure analysis. It was expectation.

The device is permanent. It will not be removed. Your male sexuality, as you have known it, is over. This is not a punishment. It is a liberation. Do you accept this?

Riley looked down at the sleek, metallic curve encasing him. It looked futuristic. Clean. Final. It looked like progress. It looked like the answer to a question he’d been asking his whole life.

The image of the serene woman folding clothes flashed in his mind. Then the image of the old man, dying alone with an empty glass.

He wasn’t that man anymore. He was in a metal room, wearing a dress, locked in chastity by a goddess from the future.

And he had never felt more certain of anything.

“Yes,” he said. The word was quiet but clear. It echoed slightly in the sterile room. “I accept it.”

A faint, almost imperceptible nod from Mistress Blair.

Good. The foundation is set. Now, we build.

She turned away from him and walked toward the far wall. As she walked, the wall parted, opening into a long, brightly lit corridor.

Follow, her command echoed in his head.

Riley took a step. Then another. The click of his heels on the floor was the only sound. The device between his legs was a strange, weightless presence, a constant reminder of his new reality.

He followed her into the future.

The corridor was long, white, and featureless. It seemed to stretch forever. Mistress Blair walked ahead of him, her chrome heels striking the floor with a sound like ticking clocks. Riley followed, the click of his own silver heels softer, more hesitant.

He was intensely aware of the device. It wasn’t heavy, but its presence was absolute. A sealed capsule containing what used to be the center of his universe. He felt oddly… light. Unburdened. The frantic, needy energy that had always hummed between his legs was gone, replaced by a low, steady thrum of something else. Anticipation. Dread. Hope.

Mistress Blair stopped before a door that appeared seamlessly in the wall. It slid open without a sound.

“Enter,” she said aloud. It was the first time he had heard her physical voice. It was as cold and clear as her mental one, but thinner, more precise.

Riley stepped through into another room. This one was not empty. It was a long, narrow space like a gallery. The far wall was a single, flawless mirror from floor to ceiling. The floor was the same polished composite, but here it was marked with a straight, red laser line that ran the length of the room.

In the center of the room, on a low pedestal, sat a pair of shoes.

They were not shoes. They were sculptures. Instruments.

They were heels, but unlike any Riley had ever seen. The heel itself was a slender spike of black chrome, at least seven inches tall. It didn’t curve. It was a straight, vicious line from where it met the sole to its needle-like point. The sole was a transparent platform, also about an inch thick, making the total lift a dizzying eight inches. Thin, gleaming straps of black polymer waited, open.

Remove your current footwear, her voice ordered in his head.

Riley knelt, his silver dress pooling around him. His fingers fumbled with the delicate ankle straps of Sabrina’s heels. He got them undone and slipped the shoes off. His feet, encased in the sheer pantyhose, sighed in relief against the cool floor.

Approach the pedestal.

He stood and walked barefoot to the center of the room. The shoes looked even more impossible up close. The heel was so thin he wondered how it could support his weight without snapping.

Put them on.

He picked up the right shoe. It was lighter than it looked. He slid his foot into the transparent platform. The inside was lined with something soft and slightly yielding, like memory foam. It molded to his arch instantly. He pulled the straps across his instep and around his ankle. They fastened with a magnetic click, sealing themselves. There was no buckle. No adjustment. They locked into place, snug but not painful.

He did the same with the left shoe.

When he stood, the world tilted.

He was pitched violently forward onto the balls of his feet. The towering heels threw his balance so far forward it felt like he was perpetually falling. He threw his arms out, windmilling, to keep from pitching face-first onto the floor. His ankles screamed in protest, wobbling wildly.

He couldn’t stand still. The heels demanded motion. They demanded perfection.

A wave of sensation pulsed from the chastity device. It wasn’t pain. It was a deep, resonant vibration, like a plucked string. It traveled up through his pelvis and into his spine. It was pleasure, but a strange, distant pleasure. It was a reward signal. For putting on the heels.

Walk, Mistress Blair commanded.

She stood by the door, watching, her arms crossed.

Riley tried to take a step. His leg trembled. He lifted his right foot, but the extreme angle made it feel like his toes were cramping instantly. He set it down too hard. The spike heel struck the floor with a sharp tock.

Another, stronger wave of pleasure-vibration radiated from the lock. His knees went weak. He gasped.

That was not a step. That was a collapse. Again.

He tried to lift his left foot. Same trembling. Same awkward placement. Tock. Another pulse of pleasure, this one making his breath catch. It was confusing. He was failing, but his body was being rewarded. The pleasure was training him. Rewiring him.

You are thinking like a man. You are fighting the shoes. You must surrender to them. Let them guide you. They are not an obstacle. They are an extension. A feminine extension.

He closed his eyes, trying to block out the fear of falling. He focused on the feeling of the shoes. The way they forced his posture. Chest out. Buttocks tight. Spine elongated.

He took another step. Less clumsy. Tock.

Pleasure.

Better. Now, breathe.

He realized he was holding his breath. He let it out in a shaky sigh, then inhaled.

Not in the chest. Breathe into the belly. Low and slow. A woman’s breath is a quiet engine. It does not heave. It sustains.

He tried, forcing his diaphragm down. In. Out.

Now walk. One foot directly in front of the other. On the line. Follow the red. Do not look at your feet. Look ahead. At your reflection.

He opened his eyes and fixed them on his mirrored self at the far end of the room. The sight was staggering. The monstrous heels made his legs look impossibly long, his silhouette alien and elegant. The silver dress, which had seemed so glamorous before, now looked quaint next to the severe, futuristic lines of the footwear.

He took a step. Right foot placed carefully on the red line. Tock.

A warm, rewarding pulse.

Left foot, brought forward, almost touching the right heel. Placed on the line. Tock.

Another pulse, warmer, deeper.

His body was learning. Each correct placement, each moment of balance, was met with a surge of dopamine-tagged sensation from the core of his feminized body. The chastity device was the conductor, orchestrating his training.

Smaller steps. Grace is in restraint. Do not stride. Glide.

He shortened his steps. The clicks came faster, a rhythmic tock-tock-tock-tock. The pleasure became a continuous, low-grade hum, punctuated by brighter sparks with each perfect footfall.

He reached the middle of the room. He was sweating under the dress, his muscles burning with the unfamiliar strain. But his mind was clearing. The fear was being washed away by the rhythmic, rewarding pulses. He felt a bizarre sense of accomplishment. He was walking. In these impossible shoes. And it was making him feel good.

Stop.

He halted, wobbling only slightly.

Turn.

Turning in such heels was a new challenge. He pivoted on the ball of his right foot, bringing his left around in a careful arc. He faced the other direction, toward Mistress Blair.

Return.

He began the walk back. His steps were more confident now. The rhythm was steadier. Tock-tock-tock-tock. The pleasure-hum was a constant companion, a private reward for his obedience, for his transformation.

He reached the end near her. He stopped, waiting.

Again.

He turned and walked the length once more. Then again. And again. He lost count of the laps. The room, his burning calves, the rhythmic clicking, the continuous reward—it all blurred into a trance. He was no longer Riley learning to walk in heels. He was a system being programmed. Input: correct feminine movement. Output: neural reward.

Halt.

He stopped instantly.

You are improving. But you are still carrying tension in your shoulders. You are still fighting. The final surrender is in the hips. A woman’s power is in her hips. They lead. The rest follows.

She walked toward him. She circled him, her own movements a silent masterclass in balance and control.

Watch your reflection.

He looked in the mirror. He saw a tense man in a dress and terrifying shoes.

Now, isolate the movement. Without taking a step, shift your weight to your right foot. Now, rotate your left hip forward. Then back to center. Now the right hip.

He tried. It felt ridiculous. Awkward.

A sharp, negative buzz jolted from the chastity device. It wasn’t pain, but it was distinctly unpleasant. A punishment signal.

He flinched.

Incorrect. Try again. Think of the motion as a circle. A smooth, rolling circle.

He focused. He shifted his weight. He imagined his hip bone moving in a small, forward circle. He did it.

A warm pulse of approval.

Yes. Now the other side.

He repeated it. Another reward.

Now, integrate it. Walk. Let the hip lead the leg. The leg is an afterthought.

He took a step, consciously pushing his right hip forward as he lifted his left foot. The movement felt different. Softer. More natural. The heel struck the ground. Tock.

The pleasure pulse was stronger. Brighter.

He did it again. Left hip leading. Tock.

Stronger still.

He began to walk the length of the room again, but this time it was different. There was a sway. A deliberate, rolling motion from his hips. The clicks of his heels became a cadence. Tock-tock-tock-tock. Each one synced with the swing of a hip, met with a burst of deep, satisfying pleasure that echoed through his locked, useless groin and spread like warmth through his belly.

He reached the mirror and saw her.

Not a man pretending. A woman, moving with intent. Hips swaying, back straight, head held high on a long neck. The severe heels were no longer foreign objects; they were part of her architecture. The silver dress flowed with the motion.

The pleasure wasn’t just a reward for walking. It was the walking. The femininity was the pleasure. His brain was forging the link, over and over with every step: This movement. This posture. This is good. This is right. This is you.

He stopped before the mirror, breathing low in his belly, just as she’d taught him. A fine sheen of sweat coated his forehead. His legs trembled from the strain, but inside, he felt calm. Centered. Complete in a way he never had.

Mistress Blair appeared beside his reflection. She looked at him in the glass, her expression unchanging.

The lesson is learned. The pathway is established. Your body now knows the truth. Your mind will follow.

She turned from the mirror and looked at him directly.

The walking is the foundation. Everything else—the breathing, the speaking, the thinking, the serving—is built upon it. You have taken the first irreversible step. Not on the floor. In your mind.

She gestured to the door, which slid open.

The training will continue. But the core programming is complete. You have learned to walk like a woman.

Riley looked at his reflection one last time. The woman looked back, exhausted, transformed, and waiting for her next command.

He turned, his hips automatically rolling into the motion, and followed Mistress Blair out of the room. The pleasurable hum from the device was a constant, comforting reminder with every click of his impossible heels.

He was hers. And he was finally, truly, becoming himself.


Chapter Seven




The corridor beyond the walking gallery led to a smaller, circular room. The walls here were a soft, matte white, absorbing sound rather than echoing it. The harsh blue LEDs were gone, replaced by a diffuse, shadowless glow that came from the ceiling itself. In the center of the room was a single piece of furniture: a sleek, backless stool made of the same warm, brushed metal as Riley’s chastity device.

Mistress Blair pointed to it.

Sit.

Riley walked toward it, the tock-tock-tock of his heels the only sound. Sitting in the eight-inch heels was a new challenge. He had to perch on the very edge of the stool, keeping his spine ramrod straight, his knees pressed together at a precise angle. One wrong move and he would topple over. The constant, low-grade pleasure hum from the device reminded him to maintain his posture.

Mistress Blair stood before him. She did not sit. She looked down at him, her hands clasped behind her back.

You have undergone assessment. You have witnessed the inevitable conclusion of your current path. You have accepted the primary correction. You have begun foundational training.

Her mental voice was calm, listing facts.

These are preparatory steps. They lead to a junction. A point of decision. The system does not force completion. It requires conscious, willing surrender. A contract must be formed.

A rectangular section of the wall opposite them shimmered and became a screen. Words began to form on it, in a clean, sans-serif font. At the top, in larger type, it read:

PROTOCOL ALPHA: PERMANENT TRANSITION

Riley’s breath caught. His eyes scanned the text.

Subject: Riley (Designation: Male, Incomplete)

Proposed Re-Designation: Subject to be determined upon completion.

Objective: Full psychosomatic realignment to female phenotype and gender identity, to resolve systemic incompletion and maximize subject utility.

The words were so cold. So clinical. ‘Maximize subject utility.’

Outline of Protocol:

1 Surgical Modification: Orchiectomy. Penile inversion vaginoplasty. Breast augmentation via advanced bio-polymer implantation. Vocal cord refinement. Facial bone contouring (subtle).

2 Hormonal Regimen: Lifetime administration of estrogenic and anti-androgenic compounds via subdermal implant. Immediate initiation.

3 Neural Reconditioning: Continued and intensified associative conditioning (see: Gait Training, Log 7.3) to solidify female gender identity as core personality matrix. Suppression of residual male identity markers.

4 Social Re-integration: Post-transition, subject will be placed in a service-oriented role commensurate with new capabilities and psychological profile. All previous social bonds are hereby severed.

Riley read it twice. His stomach felt like it was full of ice water. Orchiectomy. Vaginoplasty. They were going to remove his testicles. Turn his penis inside out to make a vagina. Put breasts on his chest. Change his face. His voice.

It was everything he had ever secretly wanted and everything he was terrified of, written down in sterile, bullet-pointed language.

At the bottom of the screen was a line:

X________________________________________

Signature of Consent

“This is…” Riley’s voice was a dry rasp. “This is real?”

It is the only real choice remaining, Mistress Blair’s voice intoned. The nightmare you refer to is not this process. The nightmare is the life you left behind. The lonely, repressed, decaying life you saw. That is the endless night. This… she gestured slightly toward the screen, …is the dawn. But you must choose to open your eyes.

“You’ll change everything,” he whispered.

We will complete what is incomplete. We will align your housing with your occupant. The person you have always been is trapped inside a faulty vessel. This protocol repairs the vessel.

“And then I serve.”

All beings serve. The man in the vision served his own bitterness. It was a poor master. You will serve order. Purpose. Harmony. There is dignity in correct function.

She took a step closer. Her pale eyes seemed to see right through his skull, into the whirling storm of fear and desire beneath.

You are afraid. This is logical. You are being asked to sign away your known world. Even a painful world is familiar. The unknown is terrifying.

Riley nodded, unable to speak.

But ask yourself this: What, in that known world, do you wish to keep? Your loneliness? Your shame? The constant war inside your skin? The disgust when you see your reflection? The ache of desires you dare not name?

Each question was a hammer blow. There was nothing. Not a single thing.

“What if… what if I say no?” The question was barely audible.

Then you awaken.

The wall-screen changed. It showed his bedroom again. His real bedroom. Morning light. He would be in his bed, in his boxers. The dress, the makeup, the chastity device, the heels—all gone. It would be Christmas morning. He would be Riley again. The old Riley.

You will remember everything. As a dream. A vivid, powerful, haunting dream. You will carry the knowledge of the two paths you saw. You will return to your life. You will try to forget. But you will not forget. The memory of the woman in the mirror will follow you. The memory of peace will haunt you. And you will continue down the path to that bed, to that empty glass, to that silent death. The probability is ninety-seven point eight percent.

The screen went blank, then returned to the contract.

That is the choice. Sign, and the nightmare of your old life ends forever. You embrace the transformation. You become her. You serve. You know peace.

Refuse, and the nightmare of this night ends. You return to the waking nightmare of your existence. You remain him. You decay. You die alone.

She let the silence hang in the soft, white room. The only sound was Riley’s shallow breathing.

There is no middle ground. There is no partial measure. The device you wear is a symbol of this. It is all or nothing. Completion or incompletion.

Riley looked down at his lap, at the silver dress covering the warm metal that encased him. He thought of the walking. The horrible, wonderful heels. The way each step had sent waves of rightness through him. He thought of the woman in the hologram, folding clothes in sunny silence. He thought of his own reflection, finally beautiful.

Then he thought of the whiskey glass shattering against the wall. The pills dry-swallowed in a dark bathroom. The empty, staring eyes of his future self.

A tear dripped from his chin onto the silver sequins of his dress.

“If I sign,” he said, his voice trembling. “What happens right after?”

The process begins immediately. You will not return to your apartment. You will not say goodbye. The man named Riley will cease to exist. His possessions, his debts, his identity—all will be dissolved. You will enter medical preparation. When you next have conscious thought, you will be in recovery. The first phase of your new body will be complete.

“Will it hurt?” The question was childlike, plaintive.

There will be physical discomfort. It will be managed. There will be psychological adjustment. It will be guided. The pain of becoming is finite. The pain of not becoming is infinite.

She unclasped her hands from behind her back. In her right hand, she held a stylus. It was a simple rod of black metal, tapered to a fine point.

She offered it to him.

This is the instrument. The choice is yours. The system will not coerce you. Coerced consent is invalid. You must give yourself.

Riley stared at the stylus. It looked heavy. Final.

He looked from the stylus to the screen. To the line waiting for his mark.

His heart was a wild drum in his chest. Every instinct for self-preservation screamed at him to throw the stylus down, to demand to wake up. To take the chance, however small, that he could somehow fix his old life.

But he knew he couldn’t. He had tried for thirty years.

The ghosts hadn’t shown him his future. They had shown him his fate. And they had shown him the only escape route.

He wasn’t choosing between being a man and being a woman.

He was choosing between death and life.

His hand shook as he reached out. His fingers closed around the cool metal of the stylus.

He held it.

He looked at the contract.

He looked at Mistress Blair.

The nightmare was on the screen. The end of the nightmare was in his hand.

He did not move.

Riley held the stylus. His knuckles were white around it. He stared at the line on the screen, his mind a battlefield of terror and desperate hope.

Mistress Blair watched him, her expression unchanged.

You hesitate. The logical choice is clear. Yet your animal self clings to the familiar pain. This is expected. The final surrender cannot be a quiet thing. It must be a storm that washes the old self away.

She took a single step back.

You require a demonstration. Not of the future you fear, but of the future you desire. You must feel the reward. You must understand the pleasure of completion. And you must understand the agony of resisting it.

She did not move. She did not blink. But the room changed.

The soft white walls seemed to recede, stretching away into darkness. The stool beneath Riley vanished. He gasped, expecting to fall, but he didn't. He was suspended, held upright by an unseen force. The only things remaining in the void were the glowing contract screen, Mistress Blair standing before it like a statue, and himself.

Then, new screens appeared. Dozens of them, floating in the dark space around him. Each one flickered to life.

They showed him.

But not him as he was now. They showed the completed version. The woman from the hologram, but in vivid, intimate detail.

On one screen, she was kneeling on a polished floor, wearing a simple black maid’s uniform with a white apron. Her hair was up in a neat bun. She was polishing a man’s leather shoe with a soft cloth. Her movements were reverent, focused. The man’s hand entered the frame, resting briefly on her head in a gesture of casual ownership. She leaned into the touch, her eyes closing for a moment in what looked like pure contentment.

On another screen, she was serving drinks at a party. She wore a sleek cocktail dress. She moved through the crowd with a tray, a serene smile on her lips. A woman in a business suit took a glass, letting her fingers brush over the maid’s wrist. The maid’s smile deepened, a faint blush coloring her cheeks.

Another screen: she was in a kitchen, baking. Flour dusted her nose. She laughed at something someone off-camera said, the sound bright and happy.

Another: she was folding laundry, her movements methodical and peaceful.

Another: she was sitting at the feet of a blurred figure on a couch, her head resting lightly against their knee, reading a book.

It was a montage of a life. A life of service, yes, but also of peace, of belonging, of being wanted for exactly what she was.

This is the potential, Mistress Blair’s voice echoed in the void. This is the utility. This is the peace.

As Riley watched, a sensation began in his core.

It started as a warmth deep inside his pelvis, behind the solid, unyielding barrier of the chastity device. It wasn't centered on his locked-up penis. It was deeper. In his prostate.

The warmth grew, becoming a slow, rhythmic pulse. It matched the beat of his heart, but it felt different. Softer. More insidious.

He let out a shaky breath. The pleasure from walking had been a reward. This was different. This was an invasion. A direct stimulation of a part of him he could never touch, controlled remotely.

The pulse intensified. It was a deep, massaging throb that made his toes curl in the impossible heels. A low moan escaped his lips.

Watch, her command was gentle but absolute.

He tried to look away from the screens, to close his eyes, but he couldn't. His gaze was locked on the image of the maid leaning into the touch on her head. The pleasure in her face was so real.

The throbbing in his prostate sharpened. It was no longer just a pulse. It was a skilled, internal massage. A firm, knowing pressure on that secret, sensitive gland. Waves of pleasure, thick and syrupy, began to radiate out from it, flooding his lower belly, making his thighs tremble.

"Oh, God," he whimpered.

This is the pleasure of alignment, her voice whispered in his mind. This is the reward for a body functioning according to its correct design. Your male orgasm was a blunt, messy explosion. This is a deep, continuous well of satisfaction. This is what she feels.

On the screens, the scenes shifted. They became more intimate. The maid was now bathing the same man from before, washing his back with a sponge, her expression one of devoted care. Another screen showed the cocktail server curled asleep in a large bed, a contented smile on her face.

The internal massage became relentless. The waves of pleasure crested higher, crashing through him. He was panting now, his back arching against the unseen support. The chastity device felt like a brand, a constant reminder that there was no release through the old channels. All the pleasure was being forced inward, upward, milked from a place that had never been the source before.

He was rock hard inside the device, straining uselessly against the metal. The need to ejaculate was a screaming instinct, but the device and her control made it impossible. There was no outlet. The pleasure just built and built, with nowhere to go.

"Please..." he begged, but he didn't know what he was begging for. For it to stop? For it to never stop?

Do you want this? her voice asked, cool amidst the fire she was stoking inside him. Do you want to be her? To know this peace? To feel this depth of pleasure as your natural state?

"Yes!" he cried out, the word torn from him. The image of the sleeping woman, so peaceful, swam before his eyes. He wanted that. He wanted to be that.

Then sign.

The contract screen glowed brighter, pulsing in time with the milking pulses in his prostate.

Riley's hand, still clutching the stylus, jerked toward the screen. But he stopped. A last fragment of the old Riley, the man who was afraid, held him back. The animal fear of annihilation.

A spike of pain, sharp and electric, lanced through his prostate, cutting through the pleasure. He screamed. It was gone as quickly as it came, replaced once more by the deep, torturous massage.

Resistance is pain, her voice stated. Surrender is pleasure. Choose.

The screens changed again. Now they showed the other future. The old Riley, alone in his chair. The shattered glass. The empty eyes. The lonely death. The images flashed rapidly, intercut with the peaceful, serving feminized versions of himself.

Agony. Peace. Emptiness. Belonging. Death. Life.

The psychological whiplash was as violent as the physical sensations. He was sobbing openly, tears streaming through his ruined makeup.

The prostate massage became furious, a relentless, milking pressure that pushed him to the very brink of a catastrophic orgasm. His body convulsed. He could feel the climax gathering, a tsunami of sensation with no penile release. It would be a dry, wrenching, full-body convulsion—a ruined orgasm that would tear through him without the relief of ejaculation.

He was poised on that agonizing edge, held there by her precise control.

NOW, her voice boomed in his skull. CHOOSE!

The images of the lonely old man filled his vision. The pleasure inside him was a sweet, unbearable torture.

"I can't! I can't take it!" he wailed.

SIGN THE CONTRACT. BEG FOR IT.

He broke.

All resistance shattered. The last vestige of the man named Riley crumbled under the dual assault of promised bliss and guaranteed hell.

"I'll sign!" he screamed, his voice raw. "Please, I'll sign it! Just let me sign it! Make me her! Make me the girl! Please, I want to be her forever! I don't want to be him! I want to be the girl! PLEASE!"

He was babbling, begging, writhing in the air as the milking sensation continued to hold him at the ruinous peak.

Beg properly.

"I beg you!" he sobbed. "Mistress, please! I surrender! I give up! I want to be your girl! I want to be a woman! I want the contract! I want to sign it! Please, let me sign it and be her forever! Don't make me go back! Don't make me be him! I'll do anything! I'll serve! Just let me be complete! Let me be her!"

His words dissolved into incoherent cries, a continuous stream of surrender and desperate longing.

The milking sensation paused, holding him on that excruciating edge.

The screens showing the lonely future went dark. Only the images of the happy, feminine Riley remained, glowing softly around him.

The contract screen floated closer, directly in front of his trembling hand.

Then prove it, Mistress Blair whispered.

The void held him. The agonizing, pleasurable pressure on his prostate was a suspended earthquake, waiting to either destroy him or transform him. The glowing screen with its stark signature line hung before him, the only point of light in the darkness besides the gentle scenes of her—of his future—that floated like distant, beautiful stars.

Mistress Blair stood beside the screen, a pale statue in the gloom. Her expression was still unreadable, but her gaze was fixed on his hand, on the stylus he clutched like a lifeline.

Prove it, her whisper still echoed.

Riley’s entire body was a live wire of overstimulation and emotional wreckage. The begging had scraped his soul raw. There was nothing left. No pride, no fear, no “Riley” as he had known himself. There was only a desperate, screaming need for the peace on those screens, and a terror of the emptiness he had seen.

His arm moved. It felt heavy, as if pushing through deep water. The stylus in his hand was no longer just a tool; it was a key. The only key.

He touched the tip to the screen, right on the dashed line.

He took a breath—a low, shaky, feminine breath that hitched in his throat.

And he wrote.

He didn’t think. His hand moved on its own, guided by a will deeper than his conscious mind. The motion was nothing like his old signature. That had been a quick, slashing mark, all angles and repressed energy.

This was art. This was surrender.

The ‘R’ began not with a harsh line, but with a soft, flowing loop. It curled gracefully, a gentle swell. The leg of the ‘R’ curved out and down, not with a sharp angle, but with a smooth, confident arc. The ‘i’ was a delicate vertical, topped with a perfect, tiny circle. He connected it to the ‘l’ with a subtle flourish, making the two letters dance together. The ‘e’ was an open, welcoming curve. The ‘y’… the ‘y’ was the final release. The tail swept down and around in a long, elegant loop that curled back upon itself, a beautiful, closing knot.

It was still “Riley.” But it was Riley as she was always meant to be written. Feminine. Graceful. Open. It was the name of the woman in the silver dress. The name of the maid contentedly polishing shoes. The name of the person he was choosing to become.

As the final curve of the ‘y’ completed, the stylus in his hand dissolved. It didn’t break or fall. It simply vaporized into a shimmer of silver dust that drifted away into the void.

The signature on the screen glowed. A soft, golden light emanated from the flowing letters. It pulsed once, gently, like a heartbeat.

Then, the entire contract—the stark text, the bullet points, the clinical language—dissolved from the edges inward, consumed by the golden light. All that remained was the signature, Riley, hanging alone in the darkness, beautiful and final.

The other screens winked out. The void was silent, holding only Riley, Mistress Blair, and the glowing name.

Riley stared at it. A profound emptiness filled him, but it wasn’t the terrifying emptiness of the lonely death. It was the emptiness of a vessel that had been poured out, ready to be filled with something new. The frantic tension, the war inside him—it was gone. Spent in the begging, sealed with the signature.

He felt a strange calm. The painful-pleasurable pressure in his prostate faded to a warm, satisfied hum. He was still locked in the device, still perched in the impossible heels, but it all felt… correct now. Like the first proper fitting of a uniform he was born to wear.

He looked up at Mistress Blair.

And she smiled.

It was a small thing. Just a slight upturn at the corners of her lips. But on her face of carved ice, it was a seismic event. It didn’t reach her pale eyes, which remained watchful, assessing, but it was there. A flicker of something that might have been satisfaction. Approval. Triumph.

The sight of it sent a different kind of shock through Riley. More profound than any physical sensation. He had done it. He had pleased her. He had chosen correctly.

She took one step forward. Then another. She closed the distance between them until she was standing right before him. She looked down at the glowing signature, then back at his tear-streaked, makeup-smeared face.

Her gloved hand came up. She didn’t touch his face. Instead, she brushed a single, stray sequin from the shoulder of his silver dress. The gesture was oddly intimate. Possessive.

Her voice, when she spoke aloud, was softer than he had ever heard it. It still held that metallic clarity, but it was wrapped in something almost gentle.

“Merry Christmas, darling.”

The words were so simple. So utterly, bizarrely normal. They belonged in a cozy living room, by a tree, with wrapped presents. Not here, in this void, at the end of his old life.

But they were the most perfect words he had ever heard. They were a blessing. A welcome. A naming ceremony.

He was her darling. He was her project. He was hers.

A sob of pure, uncomplicated relief broke from his chest. He tried to form a word, “Thank you,” but no sound came out.

Mistress Blair’s smile faded, returning her features to their serene, severe mask. The moment of softness was over. The transaction was complete.

“The process begins,” she said, her voice returning to its normal, dispassionate tone.

She placed her hands on his shoulders. Her grip was firm, unyielding.

For a fleeting second, Riley wondered what would happen next. Would there be pain? Would he go to sleep? Would he see the medical room?

He didn’t get to find out.

Mistress Blair didn’t lead him away. She didn’t gesture for a door to open.

She simply pushed him.

It wasn’t a violent shove. It was a firm, decisive press backward, as if closing a drawer.

Riley lost his balance. With the eight-inch heels, there was no balance to lose. He fell backward.

But he didn’t hit a floor.

The void behind him opened up. It wasn’t a hole; it was a cessation of everything. The faint light from his glowing signature vanished. The cool, sterile air vanished. The sensation of the dress on his skin, the device between his legs, the ache in his feet—all of it vanished.

He was falling through absolute, silent, pitch blackness.

There was no up or down. No sound. No light. No feeling.

It was not like sleeping. It was not like fainting. It was the complete and total absence of sensory input. The utter dissolution of self.

The last coherent thought that flickered through the emptying vault of his mind was the sight of her smile, and the sound of her voice.

Merry Christmas, darling.

Then, there was nothing.

Only the void, swallowing the man who had been, and carrying the woman who was to be toward her dawn.


Chapter Eight




Light.

It was the first thing. A bright, white, painful light pressing against his eyelids. It wasn’t the soft, diffuse glow of the white room. It was sharp. Angular. It came in slats, cut by the blinds he never fully closed.

Sound followed. A distant, tinny jingle of music. Christmas music. From an apartment downstairs or a car radio on the street. “Jingle Bell Rock.” The melody was sickeningly cheerful.

Smell rushed in next, overwhelming in its mundane familiarity. The stale, slightly sour scent of his own bedroom—old laundry in the hamper, dust on the baseboards, the faint, sweet-rotten ghost of last night’s whiskey lingering in the air. No ozone. No champagne. No baby powder.

Touch arrived last, and it arrived with a vengeance.

The scratchy cotton of his sheets against the skin of his back. The heavy, damp weight of the old comforter tangled around his legs. A pounding, rhythmic throb of a headache centered directly behind his eyes, each pulse syncing with his heartbeat. A dry, pasty feeling in his mouth, as if it had been stuffed with cotton.

And a deep, pervasive ache. Not just in his head. In his muscles. His calves screamed with a specific, fiery protest. His thighs quivered with exhaustion. His lower back was tight, as if he’d been holding a strenuous pose for hours.

Riley’s eyes flew open.

He was staring at his ceiling. The familiar, water-stained popcorn texture. The crack that snaked from the cheap brass light fixture toward the far wall, a flaw he’d been meaning to fix for two years. Morning sun streamed through the gaps in the blinds, painting brilliant, burning stripes across the rumpled landscape of his bed.

He was in his bed. In his bedroom.

A sound escaped him—a choked, guttural “No.” It was less a word and more the expulsion of a nightmare. His throat was raw, sandpapered.

He threw the covers back as if they were on fire. The movement made his head shriek in protest. Cold air hit his sweat-damp skin, raising goosebumps.

He looked down at himself.

He was wearing his boxer shorts. Dark blue, with a faded gray elastic waistband. They were the pair he’d put on after his shower yesterday evening. They were rumpled, twisted slightly from his sleep.

Nothing else. His chest was bare. Pale skin stretched over the flat, hard plane of his sternum. A smattering of dark hair spread from the center out towards his pectorals. His arms lay at his sides, the muscles defined from years of manual labor and neglect at a gym, veins prominent on the backs of his hands.

His legs, stretched out on the sheets, were covered in coarse, dark hair. It was thick on his thighs, thinner but still present on his shins. His feet were bare, resting on the faded sheet. They were wide, masculine feet, with callouses on the heels and a slight bend to the toes.

A wild, desperate hope surged through him, so violent it felt like nausea. It was followed instantly by a crushing, disorienting wave of vertigo. He scrambled into a sitting position, the world tilting. He braced his hands on the mattress, his head swimming.

His hands. He looked at them. They were big. Knuckles prominent. Short, clean nails. Slight calluses on the palms. The hands of a man.

He brought them up to his face. His palms scraped against stubble. A full day’s growth, rough and prickly. He ran his fingers over his jawline, his cheeks, his upper lip. No smoothness. No layer of foundation. Just skin and hair.

He patted his chest with both hands, a frantic, searching motion. Flat. Unyielding. No weight. No softness. Just the hard bone of his ribcage under a thin layer of muscle and skin.

A sob burst from his lips—a raw, ragged sound that was half-relief, half something else he couldn’t name. He collapsed back onto the pillows, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. The physical sensation of his own heartbeat, the rush of blood in his ears, was overwhelmingly loud.

It was a dream.

A long, intricate, horrifyingly vivid dream.

Bridgette. Her stern smile. The frilly, humiliating pink nightgown. The smell of baby powder. The cold press of the pacifier. The shame that burned hotter than any arousal.

Sabrina. Her commanding voice. The cold glide of the makeup brush. The unbearable tightness of the pantyhose as she rolled them up his hairless legs. The heavy, shimmering weight of the silver dress. The backless design exposing skin to cool air. The click of the heels on his floor. The sight of her in the mirror—terrified, beautiful, a stranger who was himself. The cruel, expert tease of her mouth. The denial. The cloud of glitter and champagne smoke.

The fog. The endless, gray limbo. The desperate, clumsy attempt at pleasure with a pillow. The shocking realization that his own body was in the way.

The cold steel room. The drone. Its emotionless voice declaring him incomplete. The two pathways.

Mistress Blair. Her severe, impossible beauty. The chill of her presence. The vision of the lonely, bitter death. The warm, sudden encapsulation of the chastity device—not painful, but absolute. The impossible, architectural heels. The walking. The tock-tock-tock that became a metronome for his transformation. The deep, milking pleasure she pulled from his core, holding him on a ruinous edge. The begging. The screaming, snot-filled surrender. The contract.

The stylus in his hand. The flowing, feminine signature. Her smile—the first and only crack in her armor.

“Merry Christmas, darling.”

The push. The fall into nothing.

All of it. A dream. A stress dream. A drunk dream. A psychotic break brought on by holiday loneliness and repressed… everything.

He let out a shaky, hysterical laugh that caught in his throat and turned into another wet sob. He pressed the heels of his hands hard into his eye sockets, seeing bursts of color, trying to physically push the images out of his skull. They were so clear. They had texture, weight, scent.

He could still feel the sequins of the dress under his fingertips. He could feel the exact strain in his ankle ligaments from the seven-inch heels. He could feel the unyielding, smooth curve of the chastity device, a perfect, warm shell. The memory of the sensation was so precise it triggered a phantom echo in his groin, a twitch that was immediately swallowed by the reality of soft cotton boxers.

“Stop,” he whispered to the empty room. “It wasn’t real.”

He sat up again, slower this time. The headache pulsed behind his eyes. He was drenched in sweat. The sheets beneath him were damp and cold. His discarded t-shirt from last night was a sad, crumpled ball on the floor near the hamper. The room, bathed in cheerful morning sun, felt clammy and cold.

He needed water. His tongue felt thick and foreign in his mouth.

He swung his legs over the side of the bed. The floor was shockingly cold under the bare soles of his feet. The sensation was jarring, profoundly wrong. His brain, still half-trapped in the dream, expected the smooth, sheer slide of nylon, the elevated, precarious tilt of a heel. The cold, hard flatness of the laminate against his naked skin felt primitive. Animal.

He stood up. His body protested. The headache was one thing. But the deep muscular ache in his calves and the tops of his thighs was another. It was the specific, fiery burn of muscles used in a completely novel way. The burn of walking on the balls of your feet for an extended period. The ache of maintaining a constant, subtle balance.

It’s psychosomatic, he told himself, his internal voice firm, trying to sound like reason. Your brain is powerful. It can make your body remember sensations from a dream. It’s a memory of a neural pathway, not a real event.

He took a step toward the bedroom door. His gait felt awkward. Lumbering. He was placing his whole foot flat, his weight rolling from heel to toe in a heavy, masculine stride. He missed the delicate, forward-pitched step. He missed the click. He missed the conscious, rolling sway of his hips that had become second nature in the void.

“Stop it,” he muttered aloud, his voice a deep, sleep-roughened rasp. It was his voice. His real voice. Not the higher, breathier, controlled tone he’d found in the dream. The sound of it in the quiet room was a comfort. An anchor.

He was Riley. He was in his apartment. It was Christmas morning. He had a hangover from drinking too much whiskey alone on Christmas Eve. He’d had a bizarre, hyper-realistic nightmare.

That was all.

Now he needed water, aspirin, and a shower. In that order. He would wash the dream away with hot water and soap. He would get dressed in jeans and a sweater. He would be normal.

He walked out of the bedroom, his bare feet slapping softly against the floor, each step a quiet reaffirmation of the boring, solid, real world.

Riley stood in the middle of his living room, the empty water glass cold in his hand. He’d drunk two full glasses, the water hitting his parched system like a blessing. The physical act—turning the tap, feeling the chill, swallowing—had been an anchor. For a few minutes, the roaring in his head had quieted to a dull thrum, and the world had felt solid.

But now, standing still, the anchor was slipping.

The living room was too bright. The Christmas decorations looked pathetic. The little tree with its sparse, glittering ornaments seemed to mock him. The garland over the mantel was crooked. The catalog was still on the floor by his chair, a splash of lurid color against the beige carpet. He couldn’t bring himself to pick it up or even look directly at it.

The dream pressed in from the edges of his vision. Not as memories, but as sensations. The tightness across his shoulders from the backless dress. The strain in his arches. The ghost of Sabrina’s lipstick on his mouth, a waxy, foreign feel.

He needed to move. To do something normal. A shower. Yes. A shower would wash the sweat off, clear his head, scrub away the lingering psychic residue of the night.

He walked back to his bedroom. The journey felt longer than it was. Each step was a conscious effort. His body didn’t feel like his own. It felt like a clumsy machine he was operating from a distance.

He stopped in the doorway. His bed was a wreck—covers thrown back, sheets twisted and damp. The sight of it, the evidence of his frantic awakening, made his stomach clench.

He didn’t go to the bathroom. Instead, he turned and sat down heavily on the edge of the mattress, right where he’d woken up. He placed the empty glass on the nightstand. His hands, now free, began to shake.

He looked down at them, resting on his bare thighs. They were trembling. A fine, constant tremor. He tried to make a fist to stop it, but the tension just made the shaking more pronounced.

He sat there, on the edge of his own bed, and waited for the relief to come.

It was supposed to flood in now, wasn’t it? The sweet, golden, all-consuming relief of waking up from a bad dream. The “thank God” feeling. The profound gratitude for the boring, safe reality of your own life. The feeling that makes you laugh at your own fear, pat yourself on the back for surviving the imaginary monster.

He waited.

Nothing.

There was no relief. There was only… a vast, hollow emptiness. A silence in his chest where the comfort should have been. It wasn’t peace. It was the absence of everything. It was worse than fear. Fear had energy. This was a void.

He took a deep breath, trying to fill it. The air hit his lungs and did nothing.

His gaze drifted downward, away from his shaking hands, along the lines of his own body.

He looked at his legs.

They were stretched out in front of him, planted flat on the floor. They were muscular, the calves defined. And they were covered, from hip to ankle, in a thick, dark pelt of hair.

He stared at it.

He had never really looked at his leg hair before. It was just a fact. A biological fact, like having ten toes. Sometimes he trimmed it in the summer if he was going to the beach, but mostly he ignored it. It was part of being a man.

Now, he couldn’t look away.

It looked… animal. Coarse. Ugly. Primitive. Like fur on a beast. It obscured the shape of his muscles, making his legs look shapeless and rough. He remembered the sheer nylon of the pantyhose, the way it had made his skin look smooth, unified, sleek. It had given his legs a clean, elegant line. These hairy legs had no line. They were just… things. Meat and bone covered in wiry black hair.

A wave of revulsion washed over him, so strong it was almost physical. His stomach turned. He felt a sudden, intense urge to scratch his legs raw, to tear the hair out by the roots.

This wasn’t new. He realized that with a jolt. This disgust. He’d felt it before. In fleeting moments after a shower, glancing in the foggy mirror. When pulling on jeans over his rough skin. He’d always pushed it away, buried it under thoughts of work, of sports, of anything else. It was a whisper he’d trained himself not to hear.

Now, after the dream, the whisper was a scream. He could no longer ignore it.

This was dysphoria.

The clinical word landed in his mind. He knew what it meant. A deep, persistent distress with the sex characteristics of your body. A feeling that they are wrong. Alien.

He had always thought that was something other people felt. People who were… transgender. Not him. He was just a guy with a weird kink. A secret shame. A fantasy.

But this wasn’t about fantasy. This was about looking at his own legs and feeling a deep, visceral wrongness. A homesickness for a body he’d never had.

He brought a hand down and ran his palm over his thigh. The hair prickled against his skin. It felt repulsive. He imagined the feeling of smooth skin. Of shaved skin, soft under his own touch. Of the cool slide of silk or nylon over it.

A choked sound escaped him. It was grief.

The ghosts hadn’t been a nightmare.

The thought came unbidden, absolute in its certainty.

They hadn’t been figments of a stressed, drunk mind. They hadn’t been a warning about a possible future.

They were a promise.

Bridgette hadn’t been terrorizing a little boy. She had been acknowledging a little girl who liked heels, treating her appropriately. She was the promise of regression, of being taken care of, of having the confusing desires of childhood validated instead of shamed.

Sabrina hadn’t been humiliating a coworker. She had been revealing a woman to herself. She was the promise of beauty, of desirability, of existing in the world as a feminine creature. The promise that he could be that. He was that, underneath.

Mistress Blair hadn’t been torturing a man. She had been offering a system, a path to completion. She was the promise of a solution. Of technology and will aligning to fix what was broken. The promise of peace through surrender.

They were the Ghosts of Christmas Past, Present, and Future. But they weren’t showing him timelines. They were showing him layers of himself. The buried child. The hidden woman. The potential future.

And they had left him here. In this body. With this knowledge.

The trembling in his hands spread to his whole body. A violent, full-body shiver wracked him, as if he were freezing. He wrapped his arms around himself, but there was no warmth to be found. He was cold from the inside out.

The emptiness in his chest began to fill, not with relief, but with a crushing, profound sadness. A loss for something he’d never had. The life of the woman in the silver dress. The life of the serene maid. That life had been offered to him in a dream, and he had chosen it. He had signed his name. He had begged for it.

And then he’d been sent back.

Why?

To taunt him? To show him what he could never have?

No.

The answer came, quiet and clear.

To see if he wanted it when the magic was gone. When there was no domme in a black dress, no futuristic mistress, no supernatural compulsion. When it was just him, alone, on the edge of a messy bed, hungover and miserable.

Did he still want it?

He looked at his hairy legs again. The revulsion was still there, but it was now mixed with a desperate, aching longing. He didn’t just want the hair gone. He wanted the legs underneath to be different. Softer. Shaped differently. He wanted the body that belonged to the person inside him.

The ghost of a sensation tingled between his legs. Not an erection. The opposite. The memory of the chastity device. The feeling of containment. Of being sealed away, made irrelevant. The relief of it.

He let out a shuddering breath. The trembling was subsiding, replaced by a heavy, leaden certainty.

The dream was over. The night was done.

But the promise remained.

It was a promise he had made to himself. A contract he had signed in his own soul.

He wasn’t the man who went to sleep last night. That man was gone, dissolved by the visions. He was someone new. Someone who knew the truth and could no longer pretend.

He was a woman trapped in a man’s body.

And the ghosts hadn’t been a nightmare. They were the first, terrifying, beautiful steps of her coming out.

The heavy certainty sat in Riley’s chest like a stone. The trembling had stopped, leaving behind a strange, numb calm. The frantic energy of his awakening, the desperate hope that it was just a dream, the crashing disappointment when relief didn’t come—it had all burned away, leaving cold ash and this single, undeniable truth.

He was not the man he thought he was. The ghosts had not been phantoms; they had been messengers. And they had left him here, in this unchanged body, with a changed mind.

He needed to move. The paralysis of realization was giving way to a need for action. Any action. He couldn’t just sit on the edge of this bed forever.

He pushed himself up. His legs felt steadier now, though the ache in his calves was a constant, dull reminder. He walked across the short space from his bed to the dresser. It was an old, solid piece of furniture he’d inherited from a grandparent—dark stained oak, scarred and nicked, with brass pulls that had long since lost their shine.

He stood before it, staring at his reflection in the clouded, age-spotted mirror attached to its back. The man in the glass looked back, hollow-eyed and pale. A stranger wearing his face. Riley looked past him, focusing on the dresser itself.

His routine was mindless, ingrained. Socks and underwear in the bottom drawer. T-shirts and casual pants in the middle. Sweaters and heavier things in the top. He hadn’t opened the bottom drawer in days. Maybe a week. He’d grabbed a handful of socks from the top of the pile last Tuesday.

He reached out, his fingers closing around the cool, pitted brass of the bottom drawer pull. He took a slow breath, the air feeling thin in his lungs. This was a normal action. Opening a drawer. Nothing significant was going to happen.

He pulled.

The drawer slid open with a familiar, slightly sticky rasp. It always stuck on the right side.

He looked inside.

A jumble of fabric met his eyes. Neatly rolled bundles of white athletic socks, a few pairs of black dress socks still in their plastic packaging from the store, a tangle of boxer briefs in dark colors. Everything was exactly as he’d left it. Mundane. Predictable.

A wave of something—disappointment? foolishness?—washed over him. What had he expected? A glowing neon sign? Of course there was nothing here. The panties, the lipstick, they were part of the dream. Symbols. Not real objects.

He was about to shove the drawer closed, to turn away and finally head to the shower, when his eye caught on a sliver of color that wasn’t gray, black, or white.

It was a flash of deep, jewel-toned green. Just a sliver, peeking out from behind a rolled-up pair of thick gray hiking socks at the very back of the drawer, tucked tight against the rear panel.

His heart, which had settled into a slow, heavy rhythm, gave a single, hard thump.

He stared at the color. It was vibrant. Emerald. It didn’t belong. He owned nothing that color. His world was a palette of navy, charcoal, beige, and white.

Slowly, as if moving through thick oil, he reached into the drawer. He pushed the bundles of socks aside. They were soft, yielding. His fingers brushed against the object.

It was silk.

The sensation was unmistakable. Cool, liquid, impossibly smooth. It slithered against his work-roughened fingertips like water.

His breath hitched. He hooked a finger around the fabric and gently pulled it forward, out from its hiding place.

It unfolded as he lifted it.

A pair of panties.

Not just any panties. They were the exact ones. The emerald green silk. The delicate black lace edging the hip bands. The sheer front panel. The small, perfect satin bow positioned at the very center.

Sabrina’s panties. The ones she had worn under her sleek black dress. The ones he had seen a glimpse of when she knelt before him.

He held them up, the delicate garment dangling from his finger. The morning sun from the window caught the silk, making it gleam with an inner fire. The color was richer, more vivid than anything else in the drab room. They were absurdly, beautifully feminine.

He stood frozen, the panties hanging in the air between him and the dresser. His brain short-circuited, trying to process the impossible.

He did not own these. He had never bought them. He would never have dared. They could not be here.

But they were. He could feel the weight of the silk. He could see every detail. The tiny, precise stitches on the lace. The slight sheen of the satin bow.

A logical part of his mind scrambled for an explanation. Sabrina. Had Sabrina been here? For real? Was any of it real? Had she come to his apartment, drugged him, done all those things, and then… planted these as some kind of cruel joke? A mind game?

But that was insane. Sabrina was his coworker. A professional. She wouldn’t. She couldn’t. And the rest of it… Bridgette? Mistress Blair? A futuristic drone?

No. This was different. This was an object. A physical, tangible object from the dream, sitting in his hand.

As he stared, the light in the room seemed to shift, illuminating the depths of the now-disordered drawer.

There, lying flat on the bare wood of the drawer bottom where the panties had been, was another object.

A tube of lipstick.

Classic, bullet-shaped. The casing was a sleek, black plastic, but the color inside was visible through a clear window. It was a deep, bold, crimson red. Not a pinky red or an orange red. A true, classic, Hollywood red.

The exact red Sabrina had painted on his lips.

Riley’s hand began to shake again. The silk panties fluttered. Slowly, as if in a trance, he reached back into the drawer with his other hand. His fingers closed around the cool, cylindrical tube.

He brought it out, holding it beside the panties.

Two artifacts. Proof.

The numbness shattered. A torrent of emotion crashed over him—terror, wonder, disbelief, and a wild, soaring hope so intense it was painful.

They were real. The ghosts were real. The night was real. Not the specifics, perhaps—not the magic, not the time travel—but the message. The promise. It was real. They had been here. They had left him a message. A gift. A starting pistol.

He wasn’t crazy. The longing wasn’t a pathology. It was a destination.

His knees gave out. He didn’t collapse so much as sink down, ending up sitting on the floor, his back against the side of his bed. He held the two objects in his lap, staring at them.

He touched the silk again, this time laying his whole palm against it. The sensation was exquisite. It was the feeling of luxury, of femininity, of a world he thought was forbidden to him. He brought the lipstick tube up to his nose. There was no scent, but his mind supplied one—the waxy, perfumed smell of cosmetics, the smell of Sabrina’s vanity case.

He looked from the panties to the lipstick, then up at his reflection in the dresser mirror. The haunted man stared back, but in his hands, he held the keys to a different face. A different body. A different life.

This wasn’t the end of the nightmare. This was the first moment of the new day.

The choice wasn’t in a void with a stylus. The choice was here, on his bedroom floor, in the form of silk and pigment.

Did he put them away? Shove them to the back of the drawer, pretend he never saw them, and continue down the path to the lonely death?

Or did he accept the gift?

His fingers tightened around the silk. The material whispered against his skin, a siren’s call.

He knew, with a certainty deeper than any he had ever known, that if he put these away, he would be refusing the promise. He would be choosing the man in the vision. He would be condemning himself.

He looked at his hairy legs, sprawled on the floor, and then at the sleek, emerald silk in his hand.

The dysphoria rose again, but this time it wasn’t accompanied by despair. It was accompanied by a plan. A first, terrifying, exhilarating step.

He didn’t know how the panties and lipstick got here. He didn’t need to. All that mattered was that they were here.

They were a bridge. From the dream to reality. From him to her.

He sat on the floor, his back against the bed, holding the impossible evidence of his own transformation, and for the first time since waking up, he felt something other than emptiness or dread.

He felt a purpose.


Chapter Nine




Riley sat on the floor, his back against the bed, for a long time. The world had shrunk to the space between his hands. The emerald silk pooled in his left palm, cool and heavy with meaning. The tube of lipstick was a solid, comforting weight in his right.

The initial shock had passed, leaving behind a buzzing, hyper-aware stillness. Every detail of the room was sharp—the grain of the wood floor beneath him, the dust motes dancing in the sunbeam that now illuminated the panties, making the green seem to glow from within. The distant Christmas music had stopped. The apartment was silent except for the ragged sound of his own breathing.

He turned the lipstick over in his fingers. It was flawless. No smudges, no scratches. The black casing was pristine. He ran his thumb over the clear window that showed the red core. He had never held a tube of lipstick before. It felt foreign, yet intimately familiar, as if his hand had been waiting for this specific shape.

He shifted his gaze to the panties. He lifted them slightly, letting the silk flow through his fingers. They were so delicate. He was afraid he might tear them with a rough touch. He examined the lace, the tiny, perfect stitches. The satin bow. He traced its loops with a fingertip.

As he did, his finger brushed against something on the inside of the waistband, at the back. A slight stiffness. Something that wasn’t silk or lace.

He froze.

Slowly, he brought the garment closer to his face, turning it to see the inner band.

There, sewn neatly into the very center of the inside back of the waistband, was a small, rectangular piece of thick, cream-colored paper. It was about the size of a luggage tag. It hadn’t been visible when the panties were folded; it was only now, as he held them open, that he saw it.

A note.

His heart, which had begun to settle, launched into a frantic gallop again. His mouth went dry.

With trembling hands, he tried to hold the slippery silk still to read it. The script was elegant, flowing, written in a deep black ink. It wasn’t typed. It was handwritten. The letters were feminine but strong, with confident flourishes.

He read the words.

Don’t disappoint us.

That was all. Just four words.

Below them, a dash, and then two more words:

- The Spirits.

Riley’s breath left his body in a soft whoosh, as if he’d been punched in the gut. He stared at the note, the words blurring, then snapping back into terrible, beautiful focus.

Don’t disappoint us.

It wasn’t a request. It wasn’t even a command. It was a condition. A statement of expectation.

The Spirits.

Not “The Ghosts.” The Spirits. It sounded more permanent. More present. Less like fleeting holiday phantoms and more like eternal watchers. Bridgette, Sabrina, Blair… they were The Spirits. And they were not done with him.

The note transformed the gifts. They were no longer just mysterious artifacts, proof of a surreal night. They were a test. A first assignment.

The panties and lipstick weren’t a bridge. They were the first brick in a path he was now obligated to build.

A cold thrill shot down his spine, followed immediately by a warmth that spread through his chest. It was the same complex feeling he’d had in the dream when faced with Blair’s contract—terror and yearning twisted together into a single, irresistible cord.

They were watching. They expected something from him. He mattered to them enough to leave a note. The thought was terrifying and profoundly validating.

He carefully detached the note from the thin threads that held it to the silk. He held the small piece of paper separately. It felt substantial. Real. The ink was definitely dry, but it had a slight raised texture, as if from a fountain pen.

“Don’t disappoint us,” he whispered aloud. The words hung in the silent room, taking on weight.

What would disappointment look like?

He saw it instantly. Him, shoving the panties and lipstick into the kitchen trash under coffee grounds and eggshells. Him, taking a shower, getting dressed in his jeans and flannel shirt, going out for coffee, pretending today was just a weird morning after. Him, trying to forget. Him, in ten years, in that armchair, with that empty glass.

That would be disappointment. That would be failing them. And failing himself.

The opposite—what would not disappointing them look like?

It looked like the panties. On him.

The thought was so audacious, so terrifyingly concrete, it made his head swim. It wasn’t a fantasy in the dark. It was a plan in the bright light of Christmas morning. He would put them on. He would wear the lipstick.

He looked from the note in one hand to the silk in the other. The “Spirits” weren’t asking for a grand gesture. Not yet. They were asking for a simple, private act of acceptance. To wear their gift. To mark himself with their color.

It was a ritual. An initiation.

His eyes drifted to his hairy legs, sprawled on the floor. A wave of that now-familiar dysphoria crested, but this time it was met with a solution. The panties wouldn’t feel right, wouldn’t look right, over this hair. It would be wrong. A disrespect to the gift.

The next step became obvious. It wasn’t written in the note, but it was implied in the very nature of the gift.

He needed to be smooth.

He looked toward the bathroom door. Inside that room was a razor. Shaving cream. Hot water.

He had shaved his face almost every day of his adult life. It was a mundane, masculine chore. The idea of taking that razor anywhere else was… unthinkable. Or, it had been.

Now, it was the logical next step. The necessary preparation.

He pushed himself up from the floor, his legs stiff. He placed the precious note carefully on his nightstand, weighing it down with the empty water glass so it wouldn’t curl or blow away. He held the panties and lipstick in a careful bundle, as if carrying sacred objects.

He walked to the bathroom. This time, his steps had purpose. The numbness, the confusion, the emptiness—they were gone, burned away by the four words on that cream-colored paper.

He didn’t turn on the overhead light. The morning sun through the small window was enough. He set the panties and lipstick on the closed lid of the toilet, a splash of emerald and black on the white porcelain.

He opened the medicine cabinet. There it was. His blue can of shaving gel. His razor—a simple, plastic, multi-blade cartridge razor. He took them out. He looked at the razor in his hand. It was a tool he knew intimately for one function. Now, he was asking it to perform another.

He started the shower, letting the water run until steam began to fog the mirror. He stripped off his boxers, dropping them on the floor without a second thought. He avoided looking at his body in the mirror. He didn’t need to see the old map; he was about to redraw a part of it.

He stepped into the shower. The hot water was a shock, then a blessing. It pounded on his shoulders, washing away the cold sweat of the night. He stood under the spray for several minutes, letting the heat soak into his muscles, letting the water prepare his skin.

He turned off the water. The bathroom was thick with steam. He wiped a hand over the mirror, clearing a circle.

He looked at his reflection, really looked. The haunted man was still there, but his eyes were different. They held a resolve that hadn’t been there an hour ago.

He coated his right leg, from ankle to upper thigh, with a thick layer of cool, blue shaving gel. The sensation was bizarre. The gel was familiar on his face, alien on his leg. The smell of aloe and menthol filled the steamy air.

He took the razor. He bent over, bracing one hand against the shower wall for balance.

He brought the razor to his ankle. He hesitated, the blades hovering just above the skin.

This was the line. Once he did this, there was no going back to not knowing. Once the hair was gone, he would see the shape of his leg. He would feel the air on skin that had never been bare. It would be a physical, undeniable step toward her.

Don’t disappoint us.

He took a breath, low and steady, the way Blair had taught him.

And he pulled the razor upward, in one long, smooth stroke.

A path of clean, pale skin appeared in the wake of the blades, littered with tiny, dark hairs trapped in the gel. The sensation was incredible. Not the scrape of the razor—that was normal. It was the feeling of the air on the newly exposed skin. It was cool, sensitive, alive.

He rinsed the razor under the tap and made another pass. And another. He worked methodically, carefully, around his shin, over his calf. He was clumsy at first, nicking himself once on the bony part of his ankle. A bead of blood welled up and was washed away. He didn’t care.

As more and more skin was revealed, a strange feeling grew in his chest. It was pride. It was rightness. His leg was emerging from its hairy cage. It was… not feminine, not yet. But it was clean. It was a canvas.

He finished the right leg, rinsed it, and ran his hand over it. The smoothness was a revelation. It was soft. He could feel the muscle definition underneath, but now it was visible, not hidden.

He repeated the process on his left leg. He was faster now, more confident. The sound of the razor scraping, the patter of water as he rinsed it, became a rhythmic, meditative process.

When both legs were done, he didn’t stop. He looked at the coarse, dark hair that trailed up his thighs. That wouldn’t do either. The panties would lie against skin. It needed to be smooth.

He shaved his thighs. Then, with even greater care, he shaved the area around his groin and abdomen, creating a smooth plane. He avoided his genitals, but cleared everything around them. When he was finished, from the waist down, he was hairless.

He stood up straight and looked in the mirror. His lower half was transformed. Pale, smooth, gleaming with moisture. The lines of his body were visible now. The shape of his hips, the length of his thighs. They looked… different. Less like the legs of the man who had gone to bed. More like the beginnings of something else.

He turned off the tap. The bathroom was quiet except for the drip of the showerhead. He was trembling again, but this time it wasn’t from fear or cold. It was from adrenaline. From transformation.

He dried himself carefully with a towel, patting the new, sensitive skin gently. He wrapped the towel around his waist.

He walked back to where the panties and lipstick lay on the toilet lid. He picked them up.

He looked at the note, still safe under the glass on his nightstand, visible through the open bathroom door.

Don’t disappoint us.

He hadn’t. Not yet.

He unfolded the emerald silk. He stepped into it.

Riley stood in the center of his bedroom, the cream-colored note held between his thumb and forefinger. The four words were a brand on his mind.

Don’t disappoint us.

The panties and lipstick lay on his rumpled bed where he’d placed them, a pool of emerald silk and a slash of black. The note was the key. It had transformed curiosity into imperative, fear into duty.

He made a choice.

It wasn’t a dramatic, internal debate. The war was over. It had ended the moment he saw the handwriting, the moment the words “The Spirits” made the night concrete. The choice was simply the acknowledgment of what he now had to do. The only path forward that wouldn’t lead to that crushing, silent disappointment—from them, and from himself.

He would shave. He would put them on.

The decision settled over him like a cloak, heavy but familiar. It was the same feeling as signing the contract in the dream. A point of no return, accepted.

He walked to the bathroom, the note still in his hand. He didn’t need to look at it again. He set it carefully on the edge of the sink, a silent witness. He looked at himself in the mirror above the sink. The man who stared back was pale, shadows under his eyes, stubble dark on his jaw. But his gaze was steady. Resolved.

He turned from the mirror and started the shower. He let the water run, hot, until steam began to fog the glass door and cloud the mirror. The sound was loud in the quiet apartment, a white noise that drowned out the last whispers of doubt.

He stripped off his boxer shorts, letting them fall to the tile floor. He avoided looking at his body. He didn’t need to see the starting point; he needed to focus on the transformation.

He stepped into the shower. The hot water was a shock, then a profound relief. It sluiced over his shoulders, his back, his legs, washing away the physical residue of the long night—the sweat, the clamminess, the grime of fear. He stood under the spray, head bowed, letting the heat penetrate to his bones. For a few minutes, he just existed as a body under hot water, a blank slate.

When he felt clean, warmed, prepared, he turned off the water. The sudden silence was punctuated by the drip of the showerhead onto the tub floor. The bathroom was thick with steam, warm and wet.

He slid the shower door open and stepped onto the bathmat. He wiped a hand across the mirror, clearing a swath. His reflection appeared, blurred at the edges by the remaining fog, like a ghost coming into focus.

He opened the medicine cabinet. The familiar blue can of shaving gel. His razor. He took them out and set them on the sink beside the note.

He looked at his right leg. He saw it not as a part of himself, but as a project. A territory to be reclaimed. The dark, coarse hair looked alien to him now, an obscuring layer that had to go.

He shook the can and sprayed a generous mound of blue gel into his palm. The mentholated scent filled the steamy air. He smoothed the gel onto his right calf, from ankle to just below the knee. The coldness against his warm skin was a jolt. The sensation was utterly bizarre. This gel, this smell, belonged to his face. Spreading it over his leg felt transgressive. Wonderful.

He picked up the razor. He held it differently than he did for his face. Not with quick, short strokes in mind, but with long, careful passes.

He bent over, bracing his left hand on the edge of the sink for balance. He brought the razor to his ankle. He paused, the blades hovering a millimeter above the skin slick with blue gel.

This was it. The first irreversible physical change in the waking world. Not a dream-sensation, but real steel on real skin. The point of contact between the old life and the new one.

He took a deep, low breath, filling his belly. A breath she had taught him.

He pulled the razor upward, from ankle to mid-calf, in one long, continuous motion.

The sound was a soft, wet shhhhk. The sensation was a complex symphony. The slight tug of the blades catching hairs. The smooth glide over his skin. The cool rush of air hitting the newly exposed strip of flesh in the razor’s wake.

It was electric.

A full-body shiver racked him, unrelated to the temperature. It was pure neurological shock. Pleasure and revelation. He had never felt anything like it. It wasn’t about hair removal; it was about revelation. His leg was emerging. The shape of his calf muscle, the curve of his shin bone, the delicate tendons around his ankle—they were all there, unveiled. The skin was pale, almost luminous against the untouched, hairy areas around it. It looked vulnerable. Beautiful.

He rinsed the razor under the tap, watching the dark hairs wash down the drain. He made another pass, parallel to the first. Another strip of smooth skin appeared. He worked methodically, circling his calf, being careful over the bony prominence of his shin. He nicked himself once, a tiny pinprick on his ankle that beaded a single drop of blood. He ignored it. The small sting was part of the ritual.

He finished his right calf and moved to his thigh. This was more awkward, the skin softer. He had to contort, lifting his leg to rest his foot on the edge of the tub. The razor glided over the quadriceps, revealing more pale, sensitive skin. The feeling of the air on his bare thigh was intensely erotic, but not in a sexual way. It was an aesthetic thrill. A rightness.

He repeated the entire process on his left leg. He was more confident now, his strokes smoother. The rhythmic sound—shhhhk, rinse, shhhhk, rinse—became a meditation. His world narrowed to the path of the razor, the retreating frontier of hair, the expanding territory of smoothness.

When both legs were hairless from ankle to hip, he didn’t stop. He looked at the trail of hair leading up from his groin, across his lower abdomen. The panties would lie there. It needed to be smooth.

He applied gel to these areas, his hands trembling slightly now from the sustained focus and the emotional weight. He shaved his lower belly, creating a smooth plane. He shaved carefully around the base of his penis and scrotum, clearing the area without touching the genitals themselves. He was creating a frame. A landing strip of bare skin.

Finally, he was done. He stood up straight, his body aching from the unusual poses. He turned on the tap and splashed warm water over his legs and abdomen, rinsing away the last traces of gel and stray hairs. He patted himself dry with a soft towel, gently blotting the new, hypersensitive skin.

He looked in the mirror.

From the waist down, he was transformed. His legs were long, pale columns, gleaming slightly in the humid light. They looked… elegant. The muscle definition was clear now, giving them a sculpted quality. They were his legs, but they were also her legs. The legs that had walked in silver heels. The sight sent a bolt of fierce joy through him.

He wrapped the towel around his waist and walked back into the bedroom. The panties lay on the bed, waiting.

He picked them up. The emerald silk was cool against his fingers. He held them by the waistband, letting the delicate garment unfold. The lace, the bow, the sheer panel—they were a promise made fabric.

He let the towel drop.

He stepped into the panties.

He pulled them up, over his newly smooth thighs, over his hips. The silk whispered against his skin, a sensation so exquisite it made his eyes flutter closed for a second. It was cool, then quickly warmed by his body heat. It clung. It fitted.

He adjusted them, settling the waistband just above his hip bones, centering the satin bow. He opened his eyes and looked down.

They fit perfectly.

Not too tight, not loose. The waistband sat snugly without digging. The leg openings hugged the tops of his thighs without cutting in. The sheer front panel lay smooth and flat against the plane of his lower abdomen. The emerald color was a shocking, beautiful contrast against his pale skin.

He walked to the dresser mirror. He turned sideways, then faced forward.

They were undeniably women’s underwear. And they were on him. They looked… right. They completed the smooth landscape of his lower body. They were the first piece of her wardrobe, worn in reality.

He ran his hands over the silk on his hips, feeling the slight ridge of the lace. A smile, tentative and real, touched his lips for the first time that morning.

He had made the choice. He had shaved. He had put them on.

He had not disappointed them.

The first task was complete.

Riley stood before the full-length mirror on his closet door. The emerald silk panties were a vivid shock of color against the pale landscape of his body. The smooth skin of his legs and abdomen gleamed in the afternoon light that now slanted through the blinds. The transformation was partial, but profound. From the waist down, he was no longer the man who had woken up.

He held the tube of lipstick. He hadn’t applied it yet. It felt like the final piece of the ritual.

He uncapped it with a soft click. The bullet of red emerged, perfect and untouched. He brought it to his lips. He didn’t have a steady hand, and he’d never done this before. He pressed the waxy color to his lower lip and dragged it slowly across. The sensation was strange—firm, slick, leaving a cool trail. He did the same to his upper lip, then pressed his lips together as he’d seen women do in movies. He smudged the corner a little with his finger, trying to even it out.

He looked in the mirror.

The effect was startling. The bold red defined his mouth, drawing attention. Against his stubbled jaw and masculine features, it created a jarring, beautiful dissonance. It was a declaration. A war paint. It was Sabrina’s mark on him, made permanent by his own hand.

He was wearing only the panties and the lipstick.

He looked at his reflection—the smooth legs, the feminine silk, the slash of red on his face, and above it all, the tired, haunted eyes of a man. The contrast should have been ridiculous. Grotesque.

It wasn’t. It was true. This was the real him, caught between two worlds. The body of a man, adorned with the symbols of the woman inside.

A deep, restless ache began to uncoil in his belly. It wasn’t the frantic, aggressive need from the dream. That had been born of denial and external teasing. This was different. This was a slow, warm pressure building from within. A celebration. A claiming.

He had been denied release all night—by Bridgette’s infantilizing control, by Sabrina’s cruel edict, by the futuristic chastity of Blair’s device. The frustration had been a constant thread through the surreal journey. Now, he was alone. In his room. In his body. With his choices.

And he was no longer repressing anything.

He lifted his hands. They still looked big, masculine. But they were his tools. He brought them to his body.

He didn’t go straight for his penis. That was the old way. The way of the man in the boxers. Instead, he started where the transformation had begun.

He ran his palms slowly up his shaved calves. The sensation was incredible. The skin was so sensitive, every nerve ending singing. The slight roughness of his calloused palms against the unbelievable smoothness was a delicious friction. He moaned softly, the sound foreign in the quiet room.

He slid his hands up over his thighs, feeling the firm muscle underneath the silk-smooth skin. He cupped the backs of his thighs, his fingers brushing against the lace edge of the panties. A shiver ran through him.

His hands moved to his hips, tracing the line of the silk waistband. He hooked his thumbs under it, not to remove it, but to feel the contrast of the delicate lace against his skin, the firm pressure of the band. He let his hands slide over the sheer front panel of the panties, feeling the heat of his own body through the thin silk.

He was fully hard now, straining against the emerald fabric, creating a tented shape that ruined the smooth line. In the dream, that bulge had been a flaw, a source of shame. Now, it was just a fact. A part of the landscape he was exploring.

But his focus wasn’t there. His focus was on the entirety of the image in the mirror. On the feeling of the silk and the smooth skin. On the red on his lips.

He closed his eyes. He didn’t need to see the room. He needed to see them.

He imagined they were here. Watching. As they had promised.

Bridgette would be sitting primly in his armchair, a faint smile on her lips, holding a powder puff. Approving of his smoothness. Of his obedience in preparing himself properly.

Sabrina would be leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, that knowing, wicked smirk on her face. Her eyes would trace the line of the lipstick, a silent critique of his application, but her gaze would be hungry. Proud.

Mistress Blair would be standing directly behind him, reflected in the mirror over his shoulder, her expression impassive but her presence an immense weight. A judge observing the correct outcome of her experiment.

They are watching, he thought. The Spirits. They are here.

The fantasy wasn’t scary. It was exhilarating. It made him feel seen. Not as Riley the man, but as the project they had all worked on. The collective creation of Bridgette’s regression, Sabrina’s glamour, and Blair’s science.

He opened his eyes and looked at his reflection, but he saw them arrayed around him. His audience. His witnesses.

His hands moved again. One hand stayed on his hip, fingers digging into the silk. The other traveled down, over the tented fabric of the panties. He palmed himself through the silk. The sensation was muted, indirect, but the mental charge was enormous. He was touching himself as a woman would touch him. Through the beautiful, foreign garment.

He rubbed slowly, his breath coming faster. The lipstick felt heavy on his mouth.

In his mind, Bridgette nodded. Good girl.

Sabrina’s smirk deepened. Finally taking what you need, sweetheart?

Blair’s voice, cool in his mind: Proceed.

He couldn’t stand it anymore. He needed skin. But he wouldn’t remove the panties. They were part of this. He shoved the silk aside, pushing the waistband down just enough to free his aching erection. It sprang out, thick and flushed, a stark, masculine intrusion against the feminine silk now rucked around its base.

He wrapped his hand around himself. The grip was familiar, but the context was not. He wasn’t a man jerking off. He was a woman, adorned in silk and lipstick, bringing herself to climax. He was both the subject and the object of his own desire.

He began to stroke. His eyes were locked on the mirror, on the bizarre, beautiful creature he saw there. On the watching faces of his ghosts.

He thought of Bridgette’s hands, powdering him, treating him like a sissy baby. The shame melted away, replaced by a deep, submissive warmth. He was her good girl.

He thought of Sabrina’s mouth, the expert tease, the denial. He stroked faster, imagining it was her hand, her mouth, finally granting him what she’d withheld. “Please,” he whispered to her reflection in the glass. “Let me come.”

He thought of Blair’s control, the milking, ruinous pleasure she’d wrung from his prostate. He focused not just on the friction on his shaft, but on the deep, internal echo of that sensation. He clenched internally, mimicking that pressure, and a wave of deeper pleasure rolled through him.

He was close. So close. The coil was tightening, a pressure building at the base of his spine, different from any orgasm he’d had before. It was fuller. It involved his whole pelvis, his smooth thighs, his silk-clad hips.

His gaze fixed on his own eyes in the mirror. Behind the pleasure, behind the desperation, he saw it. The truth he had been circling all day.

The person in this ecstasy, the one being watched and approved of by the three spirits, was not a man.

She was a woman.

A woman trapped in this wrong, hairy, angular body. A woman who had just shaved her legs for the first time. A woman wearing her first pair of real silk panties. A woman wearing lipstick. A woman finally, joyfully, claiming a moment of pleasure in her own way.

The realization didn’t come as a shock. It came as an explosion.

It detonated at the same moment his orgasm did.

“I’m a woman!” he cried out, the words torn from him, raw and true.

His body convulsed. His back arched. His hand worked furiously as the climax ripped through him. It wasn’t a simple ejaculation. It was a catharsis. A release of thirty years of repression, confusion, and self-loathing. It was the dam breaking.

He came in thick, pulsing stripes across his own smooth stomach, over the rumpled emerald silk. The visual was obscene and perfect—the ultimate symbol of his maleness defiling the symbol of his femininity. But it didn’t feel like defilement. It felt like integration. A messy, necessary merging.

He rode the waves, shuddering, sobbing, his knees buckling. He sank down to the floor, his back against the bed, just as he had that morning. He was panting, covered in sweat and his own release, the panties still twisted around his thighs, the lipstick smeared.

He looked at the mess on his stomach, on the silk. He didn’t feel disgust. He felt peace. A deep, weary, triumphant peace.

The ghosts were gone from his imagination. The room was just his room again. But their presence lingered in the certainty that now filled the hollow space in his chest.

He was a woman trapped in this body.

And he was going to fix it.

The thought was no longer terrifying. It was the only logical conclusion. The only path forward. The gift of the panties and lipstick wasn’t just for today. It was a down payment on a future.

He sat on the floor, amidst the physical evidence of his old life’s final, desperate act, and he smiled. A real, red-lipped smile.

He had given himself the release he was denied. And in doing so, he had found himself.


Chapter Ten




The last of the Christmas Day light bled from the sky, turning the world outside Riley’s window a deep, twilight blue. The cheerful, tinny music from neighboring apartments had finally ceased, replaced by the quiet hum of evening traffic and the occasional shout from the street below.

Inside, Riley moved through his apartment with a sense of purpose that felt entirely new. The frantic energy of the morning, the seismic shock of the afternoon, had settled into a calm, steady resolve. He had cleaned himself up, showered again—a careful, reverent rinse that felt like a baptism—and now stood before his closet.

He looked at his clothes. The jeans, the flannel shirts, the plain sweaters, the stacks of t-shirts. They were the uniform of the man he had been. The costume of Riley.

He reached for a pair of dark, straight-leg jeans. They were soft from many washes. He pulled them on. The denim felt different against his skin. Against his newly smooth legs, the fabric was no longer a rough, familiar scrape. It was a novel texture, a gentle abrasion that made him intensely aware of the surface of his thighs and calves. He zipped and buttoned them. They sat on his hips, snug but not tight.

He chose a simple, charcoal gray cashmere sweater. It was the nicest thing he owned, a gift from an ex-girlfriend years ago that he rarely wore. It was soft, fine, subtly elegant. He pulled it over his head. It felt luxurious against the smooth skin of his torso and arms. He had shaved everything in that second shower—his chest, his stomach, his underarms. The sensation of the soft wool gliding over hairless skin was exquisite. It was a secret luxury, known only to him.

He dressed completely. Socks—thin, black dress socks that felt sleek inside his boots. A pair of sturdy, but clean, leather boots. He looked in the full-length mirror.

Outwardly, he was Riley. A somewhat dressed-up version of Riley, perhaps, in a nice sweater and dark jeans, but Riley nonetheless. A man getting ready to maybe go out for a solitary walk on Christmas evening, or to sit and watch a movie.

But underneath…

Underneath, the world was different.

Against his skin, from shoulder to ankle, there was no hair. His body was a landscape of new sensitivity. Every shift of fabric, every brush of his own arm against his side, sent tiny, electric signals to his brain. It was a constant, low-level hum of awareness. He was in his body in a way he had never been before. He wasn’t occupying it like a driver in a clumsy truck; he was inhabiting it like a tenant in a freshly renovated home, noticing every detail.

And beneath the jeans, against the most intimate part of that smooth landscape, were the emerald silk panties.

They were there. A secret. A truth. The silk was a cool, then warm, constant presence. The lace edges whispered against his thighs with every step. The waistband was a firm, reassuring line around his hips, a reminder of the promise he had made to the Spirits and to himself. He could feel the slight weight of the satin bow, a tiny anchor of femininity nestled at his core.

He felt… encased. Not trapped, but held. Secured. The layers—the silk, the smooth skin, the soft denim, the fine wool—were like layers of armor, but armor that protected a delicate, true self rather than a false, masculine front.

He walked from the bedroom to the living room. His gait was different. Not the forced, hip-swaying walk from Blair’s training, but something more natural. Lighter. He wasn’t carrying the same weight. The psychic weight of repression, of the constant internal war, was gone. His steps were quiet, almost buoyant.

He stopped in the center of the living room. The sad little Christmas tree twinkled in the corner. The empty whiskey bottle still stood sentinel on the coffee table. The catalog was gone; he had placed it in a drawer, not out of shame, but because he didn’t need it anymore. The fantasy had become a plan.

He looked around at the space. It was the same apartment. The same mess. The same life.

But he was not the same person.

A feeling bloomed in his chest, so unfamiliar it took him a moment to identify it.

Happiness.

Not the frantic joy of relief, or the giddy high of sexual release. This was a quiet, deep-seated contentment. A rightness. It was the happiness of alignment. Of having taken a definitive step toward your own truth, no matter how terrifying.

He was happier than he had been in years. Possibly ever.

He thought about the past Christmases. The forced cheer with distant family, the awkward office parties, the lonely evenings trying to manufacture holiday spirit with alcohol and sentimentality. They had all been performances. Acts put on by a man who didn’t really exist.

This Christmas—this bizarre, terrifying, transformative day—was the first one that felt real. It was the first one where something of actual substance had been given and received. The ghosts had given him a mirror. He had given himself permission to look.

He walked to the kitchen and filled a glass with water. He drank it slowly, leaning against the counter, feeling the cool liquid travel down his throat. He was aware of the stretch of his sweater across his back, the pull of the jeans across his thighs, the gentle pressure of the silk between.

He was hungry. He realized he hadn’t eaten all day. He opened the fridge. Leftover Chinese takeout from two days ago. Some eggs. He decided to make himself an omelet. A simple, nourishing act.

He cracked eggs into a bowl, whisked them with a fork. The mundane action felt profound. He was caring for this body. This new, sensitive, truthful body. He melted butter in a pan, poured in the eggs. The sizzle was a comforting sound. He sprinkled in some cheese, folded the omelet with a spatula.

He plated it and sat at his small kitchen table. He ate slowly, savoring each bite. The food tasted better. Everything was sharper, clearer. The silence in the apartment was no longer oppressive. It was peaceful.

When he was done, he washed his single plate and fork, drying them and putting them away. He stood at the sink, looking out the dark window at the scattered lights of the city.

A new tradition.

That’s what this was. The old tradition was loneliness, repression, whiskey. The new one had begun today. It was honesty. It was the ritual of self-care—the shaving, the choosing of soft fabrics against smooth skin. It was wearing a secret truth beneath the old costume. It was the quiet happiness of being, finally, on the right path.

He knew the road ahead would be unimaginably hard. There would be doctors, hormones, surgeries, explanations, losses, fear. The specter of Mistress Blair’s clinical contract was no longer a dream; it was a potential roadmap, and its steps were daunting.

But for tonight, he didn’t have to think about that. For tonight, he just had to be. Riley on the outside. Her on the inside. And, in the smooth skin and the secret silk, a little bit of her on the outside, too.

He turned from the window. He didn’t want to watch a movie. He didn’t want to go for a walk. He just wanted to exist in this feeling.

He went back to the living room and sat in his armchair. Not the chair of the bitter future-him, but his chair. He curled his legs up underneath him, a position that felt natural now that his legs were smooth. He pulled the soft cashmere sleeves down over his hands.

He sat in the dim light of the Christmas tree, the colorful bulbs reflecting softly in the dark window.

He felt light. He felt happy.

He was wearing panties under his jeans, and his entire body was as smooth as a woman’s, and he had never been more certain of who he was.

It was Christmas evening. A day of miracles. And his miracle was himself.

The quiet contentment of the evening deepened. The Christmas tree lights cast a soft, multicolored glow over Riley’s living room, but his focus was no longer on them. It was drawn to the dark rectangle of his laptop, sitting closed on the coffee table next to the empty whiskey bottle.

The peace he felt wasn’t passive. It was fertile. It demanded action. The first steps—the shaving, the wearing of the silk—were private, foundational. But a foundation existed to build upon. The happiness he felt wasn’t just about feeling right in his skin tonight; it was about the promise of feeling right in the world tomorrow, and the day after.

He reached forward, opened the laptop, and pressed the power button. The fan whirred softly, and the screen lit up, washing his face in a cool, blue light. He navigated past his usual shortcuts for work emails and sports sites. His fingers hovered over the keyboard.

He knew what he needed. Not in vague terms, but with sudden, crystalline clarity. He had seen the blueprint. In the mirror last night, under Sabrina’s hands. That woman had a style. A specific look. It wasn’t just makeup and a dress. It was an entire presentation.

He opened a search browser. His heart beat a little faster, not with fear, but with the thrill of a conspirator executing a plan.

He typed: salons near me specializing in precision cuts.

A list appeared. He scrolled, ignoring the generic chain places. He clicked on one called “The Glass Slipper.” Its website was sleek, modern, featuring sharp, artistic haircuts on models of various genders. He browsed their stylist portfolios. One name stood out: Marc. His bio read: “Specializing in transformative cuts that reveal your true shape.”

Riley clicked on Marc’s booking link. It was Christmas Day, but the online scheduler showed limited openings for the day after tomorrow, December 27th. A “Post-Christmas Refresh” slot was available at 2 PM.

His finger hovered over the mouse. Booking this was different from shaving his legs in his own bathroom. This was inviting another person into the project. It was a public, if small, declaration.

Don’t disappoint us.

He clicked the time slot. The booking form appeared.

Client Name:

He paused. He couldn’t put “Riley.” Not for this. The name felt wrong for the appointment. It belonged to the old shell. He needed a name for the person who would sit in that chair. The woman emerging.

He didn’t have a new name yet. That felt like a bigger decision, one that required more ceremony. But he needed something for the form.

An idea came. A cover, but also a tribute. A nod to the spirit who had given him the vision.

In the client name field, he typed: Sabrina.

A thrill shot through him. It was a pseudonym, a placeholder, but it felt powerful. He was booking an appointment for Sabrina. For her look. For her essence.

Service Requested: He selected “Women’s Precision Cut & Style.” Then, in the notes box, his fingers flew over the keys with a certainty that surprised him.

“Reference inspiration attached. Looking to transform current, short masculine cut into a sleek, angled bob with side-swept bangs. Hair is dark brown, thick. Goal is a sophisticated, feminine style. Please see photo.”

He needed a photo. He opened a new tab and searched for images. Not of random women. He searched for “Sabrina hairstyle silver dress,” conjuring the memory from his dream. Of course, nothing came up. He refined his search: “sleek angled bob side bangs dark hair.”

He found it. A stock photo of a model with severe, beautiful features. Her hair was a perfect, glossy black, cut in a sharp jaw-length bob that was longer in the front, tapering slightly at the back. A heavy curtain of bangs swept across one eyebrow. It was elegant, powerful, undeniably feminine. It was her hair.

He saved the image and uploaded it to the salon’s appointment form.

He reviewed the booking. Client: Sabrina. Service: Women’s Precision Cut. Notes: A detailed request for a explicitly feminine transformation, with a photo guide.

He took a deep breath and clicked “Confirm Appointment.”

A confirmation email popped into his inbox almost instantly. Appointment confirmed for Sabrina at The Glass Slipper…

He leaned back in his chair, a slow smile spreading across his face. It was done. The first external step. In forty-eight hours, a significant part of the man in the mirror would be cut away, literally. The thought was terrifying and exhilarating.

But hair was just the frame. He needed the painting to go inside it.

He closed the salon tab and opened a new browser window. He went directly to a high-end online retailer he knew Sabrina shopped at from office chatter. He had never browsed it himself. The homepage loaded, a minimalist display of elegant clothing on willowy models.

This was different from looking at a catalog in secret shame. This was shopping. With intent.

He started with the basics. He navigated to lingerie. He filtered by size, estimating based on his own frame. He didn’t look at the frilly, lacy confections. He looked for what Sabrina would wear. Sophisticated. Understated luxury. He found a set: a bra and panty set in a charcoal gray silk satin. Simple lines, no bows, just clean elegance. He added it to his cart. Size large.

He added another set in a nude color. Then a black lace thong, just to see.

But lingerie was for underneath. He needed the outside.

He clicked on dresses. He filtered by “occasion – cocktail.” The page filled with sleek sheaths, little black dresses, silky slips. His eye was drawn not to the flashiest, but to the most architectural. A dress in a deep burgundy, with a high neck and long sleeves, but made of a crepe that draped beautifully. It looked powerful. He added it to his cart, guessing at a size.

He added a simple black turtleneck sweater dress. A silky blouse in an emerald green that reminded him of the panties. A pair of tailored, high-waisted trousers in black wool.

Shoes. This was crucial. He couldn’t walk into a store and try on heels. Not yet. But he could order them. He navigated to the footwear section, his pulse quickening. He didn’t look at the towering stilettos of his dream. He looked for something wearable, but unequivocal. He found a pair of ankle boots with a slender, three-inch heel. They were black leather, sleek, with a pointed toe. They looked like something a stylish, professional woman would wear. He added them to his cart.

Skirts. A-line, midi-length, in a navy blue.

A cashmere cardigan.

Tights. Sheer black tights. Opaque black tights.

A perfume sampler set.

Makeup. He didn’t know where to start, so he added a “Beginner’s Luxury Makeup Kit” to the cart.

His cart was filling up. The total at the bottom of the screen was a number that would have made the old Riley gasp and immediately close the tab. This Riley—this new person—looked at it and felt only a determined calm. This was an investment. The most important investment of his life. He was buying the tools of his own existence.

He wasn’t just buying women’s clothes. He was buying her clothes. The wardrobe of the person he was becoming. Each item was a piece of a future self.

He proceeded to checkout. He used his own credit card, his own address. There was no hiding. The packages would come here, to his apartment. He would be there to receive them.

He entered his payment information and, before he could second-guess it, clicked “Place Order.”

The screen refreshed. Order Confirmed. Your items will ship in 3-5 business days.

He closed the laptop. The screen went dark, reflecting the twinkling lights of the tree and his own wide-eyed expression.

He sat in the silence, the afterglow of the screen imprinted on his vision. In the span of thirty minutes, he had set two massive changes in motion. He had scheduled the death of his male haircut and had purchased the birth of a female wardrobe.

The apartment was the same. The tree twinkled. The empty bottle glinted.

But everything was different.

He had logged on as Riley. He had booked an appointment for Sabrina. He had ordered a wardrobe for a woman who didn’t have a name yet, but who now had a delivery date.

He felt a surge of that profound, quiet happiness again, mixed with the fierce pride of a general who has just deployed his troops. The battle for himself was truly joined.

The finality of the click, the confirmation of the order, seemed to echo in the quiet room. The laptop was dark, a silent accomplice. Outside, Christmas night had settled in fully, a deep velvet black punctuated by the occasional red or green glow from a distant window.

Riley sat for a long moment, letting the weight of his actions settle. It wasn’t anxiety. It was a profound sense of momentum, like a great ship slowly, irrevocably turning its prow away from a familiar shore toward an unknown sea. The course was set.

He stood up. His body, smooth and secret beneath the cashmere and denim, moved with a new grace. He walked to the kitchen. He bypassed the whiskey bottle, a relic of the old rituals. In a high cabinet, behind some seldom-used glasses, was a bottle of red wine. A pinot noir, a gift from last year’s white elephant party at work. He’d never opened it.

He took it down, found a corkscrew, and worked it into the cork. The soft pop was a satisfying sound. He poured a single glass, the wine a deep, blood-ruby in the low light. He didn’t fill it; just a modest pour, enough for a toast.

He carried the glass back to the living room. He didn’t sit. He stood before the twinkling Christmas tree, its lights now the only illumination in the room, painting his face in shifting hues of red, green, blue, and gold.

He looked at the tree, but he saw the ghosts arrayed around it. Bridgette, a stern yet satisfied glint in her eye near the mantel. Sabrina, leaning against the wall by the door, swirling an imaginary glass of champagne, her smirk softened to something like approval. Mistress Blair, a tall, silent shadow in the corner, her pale eyes reflecting the tiny lights, observing the logical progression of her subject’s choices.

They were there. They were always there now. Not as visitations, but as aspects of his own will. The regressive need for care, the longing for beauty and desirability, the ruthless drive for logical completion.

He raised his glass. The wine shimmered.

He opened his mouth to speak, but the words that came weren’t the ones he expected. They weren’t “To them,” or “To the future.” The name that formed on his lips, born from the day’s alchemy of terror, revelation, silk, and resolve, was a new one. It wasn’t “Riley” anymore. That name belonged to the shell, to the man in the boxers who had woken up sweating. The person holding this glass, with shaved legs and a secret and a salon appointment for a bob, needed a new name.

It came to him softly, fully formed, as if it had been waiting.

“Merry Christmas, Evelyn,” she whispered to the empty, yet so full, room.

Her voice was her own, but the cadence was different. Softer. The name hung in the air, a delicate, beautiful thing. Evelyn. It felt right. It felt like her. Classic, with a hint of mystery, strong yet feminine. It was a name that could wear a cashmere sweater and silk panties, that could sit in a boardroom or kneel to polish a shoe with equal grace. It was her name.

She took a sip of the wine. It was dry, slightly tart, complex. She savored it. This was her first drink as Evelyn. A christening.

The toast was made. The old life was acknowledged and put to rest with a whisper. The new one was named.

She set the glass down on the coffee table, next to the dark laptop. The ritual of the evening was complete, but the night wasn’t over. The peace she felt wasn’t for resting. It was for planning.

She opened the laptop again. The screen lit up, bathing her in its cool light once more. This time, she didn’t go to a salon site or a clothing retailer. She opened a private browsing window—a habit from the old days of shame, but now used for a purpose that held no shame at all.

She typed a new search into the bar. Terms she had looked up before, years ago, in fleeting moments of panic and curiosity, only to close the browser and try to forget.

Gender dysphoria diagnosis process.

Informed consent HRT clinics near me.

MtF hormone replacement therapy timeline.

The pages loaded. Forums, medical websites, personal blogs. She began to read. Not with the frantic, guilty skimming of before, but with the focused intensity of a student, a researcher. This was her new syllabus.

She read about estrogen. About spironolactone. About the softening of skin, the redistribution of fat, the budding of breast tissue, the calming of the mind. She read about blood tests, about dosage, about the slow, miraculous second puberty.

She read stories. Testimonials from women who had walked this path. Their fears, their joys, their moments of doubt and triumph. She saw photos—timelines of transformation that seemed as magical as anything the spirits had shown her, but grounded in science, in pills and patches and perseverance.

The “Ghost of Christmas Future” was no longer a specter in a steel room. It was here, manifesting in reality on her screen. It was in the clinical language of endocrinology. It was in the hopeful, determined words of strangers who were now her sisters. Blair’s cold, efficient pathway was becoming a real, tangible series of steps: find a clinic, get an assessment, obtain a prescription, begin.

Evelyn bookmarked pages. She found a local clinic with a strong reputation in the transgender community. She noted their phone number. She would call them the day after tomorrow, after her hair appointment. One step at a time, but each step leading inexorably forward.

She read about facial feminization surgery, about vocal training, about all the potential steps on the road. It was overwhelming in its scope, but instead of filling her with dread, it filled her with a strange sense of relief. There was a map. A difficult, expensive, long map, but a map. She wasn’t lost in a fog anymore. She had coordinates.

Hours slipped by. The wine in her glass sat untouched, forgotten. The Christmas tree lights continued their silent, colorful cycle. The world outside slept.

Evelyn was wide awake, alive in a way she had never been. The glow from the laptop screen was the light of her own future, illuminating her determined face. Her fingers scrolled, clicked, absorbed. She was gathering an army of knowledge to fight for her true self.

This was how the story ended. Not with a dramatic climax, but with a quiet beginning. The haunting was over. The haunting had been the prelude. Now came the work. The glorious, difficult, real work of becoming.

She was no longer being visited by the Ghost of Christmas Future.

She was building her.

Evelyn finally closed the laptop, the soft click definitive in the silent room. The tree lights reflected in the dark screen. She picked up her glass of wine, now warm, and finished it in one slow, final sip.

She looked around her apartment—at the tree, the empty bottle, the chair, the space where the ghosts had stood. It was all the same, yet nothing was.

“Merry Christmas,” she said again, to no one and everyone.

Then she stood, smoothed her sweater, and went to bed. Not as Riley, but as Evelyn. A woman with a plan, a salon appointment, a wardrobe on the way, and a future glowing on a screen, waiting for her to step into it. The nightmare had been the old life. The dream was just starting.
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