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	Sneak Preview

	 

	The heavy metal of the handcuffs clicked around the base of the salon chair, pinning Colton's arms in an awkward, tight arch. Sarah reached up, unpinning her duty hat and shaking out a cascade of blonde hair that had been pinned in a severe, regulation bun.

	 

	The fluorescent salon lights hit her face, and the fog in Colton's mind finally cleared. A look of horrified recognition spread across his face as the ghost of his college past materialized in front of him.

	 

	"That's right, bitch," she hissed, leaning down until her eyes were inches from his. "It's Sarah."

	 

	Before he could sputter out an apology or another threat about the DA, Sarah grabbed a roll of thick tape from Misty's station. With practiced efficiency, she slapped several long strips over his mouth. Colton's protests died into a series of muffled, frantic grunts against the adhesive.

	 

	Misty hovered nearby, biting her lip as she looked at the rows of salon chemicals. "Sarah, I'm going to have to remove that tape to do his makeup," she reminded her friend.

	 

	"I'll be back by then," Sarah replied, already heading toward the door. "I'm going to get him a new outfit. He can't go to processing looking like a 'cheap' tart." She paused at the threshold, glancing back at Colton's head. "In the meantime, I'm thinking extensions. And dye his real hair to match the wig. That shade of blonde actually looks good with his coloring for such a cheap piece."

	 

	Misty looked at the bound, wide-eyed man in her chair, then back at the officer. "We could get in big trouble for this, Sarah," she whispered, her voice a mix of nerves and growing excitement. 

	 

	Sarah just adjusted her duty belt, a cold, satisfied smile on her lips. "Trust me, Misty. It'll be worth it."

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Police Woman Ex's Revenge

	Kylie Gable

	 

	Colton was being careful. He had been dared by the women in his office to let them dress him up for their Mardi Gras celebration. Second Line Title Company always did it up big for Mardi Gras ever since five years ago they hired Margarite Devereaux from New Orleans and she told them about what a Second Line was.

	 

	The girls went all out on Colton's costume. He should have known they'd do it. They dressed him up as a Mardi Gras Tart. He thought they meant a King Cake until he saw the green, gold, and purple minidress and gold stiletto heels. He should have known better but he was a good sport and after a good quarter, he decided to let the women at work have their fun. He even let them leave early while he closed down the office. It was Friday and he was anxious to get out as well as to change his clothes. He was only after by about twenty minutes and was out of the office by 5:30.

	 

	The problem was when he got to his car and discovered the combination of drinking at the work party and wearing heels was going to make driving very difficult. He decided that his best bet was to just walk the five blocks to his house. His feet were hurting from the shoes, but he had them off most of the day. It was way too cold to be barefoot outside, but how hard could five blocks be?

	 

	He set out walking through the rough neighborhood streets to his place on the edge of a much nicer area. Being on the edge of an undesirable area had saved him over $100,000 on his house. Everything was going fine until he got to the busy intersection at Broad and Janney where the working girls were. One of them yelled out, "Cheap ass wig, honey. You get what you pay for."

	 

	He giggled to himself. She thought that he was a prostitute too. Less than half a block further and a drunk asked him “How much for a blow job. You've got great lips."

	 

	"I'm not a prostitute and you need to sober up before you regret it," he said in his deepest most intimidating voice.

	 

	"Holy shit! You're a guy!"

	 

	Just as Colton was about to blow past him, he saw the lights of a squad car approaching. The drunk took off running in a very crooked line as the blonde woman stepped out of the police cruiser. He appreciated her chasing off the drunk before she pushed him up against the wall and began frisking him.

	 

	The officer pulled his wallet from the small gold clutch he'd been clutching like a life raft. She flipped it open, her flashlight beam cutting through the gloom to hit his driver's license.

	 

	The silence that followed was heavy. Colton watched her face, or what he could see of it under the brim of her hat. She froze for a heartbeat, her eyes darting from the plastic ID card to his face, then back again.

	 

	It was him. Colton. The same guy who had sat in her dorm room eight years ago and told her he "needed space," only to be seen at the campus pub three days later with her roommate. The sting of that betrayal, long buried under years of police academy training and graveyard shifts, flared up like a fresh burn.

	 

	Colton, oblivious and shivering so hard his gold sequins were rattling, misinterpreted her silence.

	 

	"Look, Officer, I know how it looks. I'm a Title Officer. I just live four blocks up. You can check the address on there."

	 

	She tucked his ID into her pocket, her expression unreadable as she stepped behind him. "The neighborhood's been restless tonight, Colton," she said, her voice dropping an octave into a professional, icy clip. "And you're a long way from the office in a very... provocative state."

	 

	"I'm just trying to get home," he pleaded, his knees knocking together in the cold.

	 

	"Standard procedure for a suspicious person stop," she muttered, reaching for the heavy metal on her belt. "Turn around. Feet apart."

	 

	Before he could protest that he was already complying, he felt the cold, biting grip of steel snap shut around his right wrist.

	 

	"Wait, is this really necessary?" Colton squeaked, the "intimidating voice" from earlier completely gone.

	 

	"For your protection," she replied, a faint, dangerous ghost of a smile touching her lips that he couldn't see. Clink. The second cuff locked into place, pinning his hands behind his back and forcing his chest out. "I need to verify a few things before I let a 'tart' like you wander off into the night."

	 

	The lack of recognition was the final twist of the knife. A year of holidays, late-night study sessions, and the messy fallout of his betrayal, but he was looking at her like she was just another uniform on a Friday night. Her jaw tightened. If he wanted to be treated like a stranger, she would treat him like the most suspicious stranger on the block.

	 

	She grabbed the chain of the handcuffs and jerked him toward the cruiser, forcing him to stumble in the gold stilettos. "Watch your step, Sweetie," she hissed, her voice dripping with mock concern. "Wouldn't want you to break a nail."

	 

	She shoved him against the cold metal of the car's trunk. "Let's talk about those 'great lips' the drunk mentioned," she said, leaning in so close he could smell the coffee on her breath. "Yeah, I heard him. You doing a lot of talking on this corner tonight? Or just a lot of listening?"

	 

	"Officer, please, I told you that it was a dare! Margarite from the office—"

	 

	"I don't care about Margarite," she snapped, checking the fit of the cuffs with a sharp, unnecessary tug that made him wince. "I care about why a grown man is wandering a high-crime district in a minidress with no coat and a 'cheap ass wig.' You look like a distraction for a drug buy. Is that it? You the bait?"

	 

	She began a second, much more aggressive patdown, her hands slapping against the thin fabric of the dress. "What else are you hiding under here? Besides a complete lack of common sense?"

	 

	Colton gasped as she hooked a finger under the strap of the dress to snap it against his shoulder. "I'm a professional! I have rights!"

	 

	"And yet, here you are. Barely able to stand in your own shoes," she remarked, kicking his ankle just enough to make him wobble. The sheer anonymity he was granting her was fueling a cold, calculated petty streak. "Tell me, Colton, do you always treat people like they're invisible, or is that just a costume choice, too?"

	 

	"Huh?"

	 

	"I said," she repeated, leaning in until her nose was inches from his, "is that how you're making your mortgage payments? Using those great lips?"

	 

	"No, I told you what happened."

	 

	He shifted his weight, his feet screaming in the gold stilettos, and instinctively tried to pull his hands forward. The handcuffs bit deep into his wrists, the metal cold and unforgiving.

	 

	"Hey, easy! These are too tight, I'm just trying to--"

	 

	"Are you resisting me, Colton?" she interrupted, her voice dropping to a low, dangerous purr. She stepped into his personal space, her hand resting heavy on the grip of her Taser. A cold, vengeful light flickered in her eyes. "Because please, go ahead. Give me a reason. It would absolutely make my day to add 'resisting arrest' and 'assault on an officer' to your little Mardi Gras adventure."

	 

	Colton froze. The sheer venom in her tone finally pierced through his fog of embarrassment. This didn't feel like a standard police stop anymore. It felt personal.

	 

	"Okay, you're under arrest," she said smirking behind him in a way that he couldn't see how much she was enjoying herself.

	 

	"For what?!" he demanded.

	 

	"We'll start with solicitation," she replied handling him roughly. "Now, in you go."

	 

	She grabbed him by the upper arm, her grip tight enough to bruise, and maneuvered him toward the rear door of the cruiser. Colton's balance was treacherous; the four-inch gold stilettos caught on an uneven patch of pavement, and he stumbled hard. Instead of steadying him, she used his momentum to shove him toward the open door.

	 

	"Watch it, 'Princess," she barked, her voice echoing off the brick walls of the alley. "I'm not in the mood to carry you."

	 

	"Solicitation? You can't be serious!" Colton's voice cracked, rising an octave in sheer panic. He tried to twist his head around to look at her, but she planted a firm hand on top of his "cheap ass wig" and forced his head down. "I haven't talked to anyone except that drunk who harassed me! You saw that!"

	 

	"I saw a man in a dress loitering in a known stroll zone, engaging with 'customers," she countered coldly. She leaned into him, pinning him briefly against the frame of the car. The smell of her regulation-issue soap hit him-something crisp and clinical and for a split second, a flicker of a memory sparked in his mind. Lavender and laundry detergent? No, it was gone as quickly as it came.

	 

	"Get in the car, Colton. Now."

	 

	She didn't wait for him to comply. She grabbed the chain of the handcuffs and gave them a sharp upward yank, forcing him to duck low and scramble into the cramped, plastic-lined backseat. The transition was agonizing. With his hands pinned behind his back, he couldn't brace himself. He flopped onto the hard bench, his legs tangling in the green and purple sequins of the minidress.

	 

	As he struggled to sit upright, his gold heels kicked against the cage separating the front and back seats with a loud, metallic clang.

	 

	"Keep kicking my cage and I'll add 'Destruction of Government Property' to the list," she warned, peering through the glass. She took a moment to adjust her belt, relishing the sight of the man who once made her feel small now folded into a shivering, glittery mess in the back of her patrol car.

	 

	She slammed the door shut, the heavy thud sounding like a final gavel. Through the window, Colton watched her walk back to the trunk, his ID still tucked casually into her pocket.

	 

	The officer felt the last shred of her mercy evaporate. She had planned to take him for a "scare ride"-thirty minutes of silence and a stern lecture before dumping him at his front door. She figured he'd be so relieved to avoid a booking photo in a "Mardi Gras Tart" outfit that he'd never mention the night again.

	 

	But Colton couldn't help himself.

	 

	"You have no idea how much trouble you're in," he blustered from the backseat, trying to sit tall despite his knees being tucked up to his chin. "I'm a Title Officer at one of the biggest firms in the city. I have the DA's cell phone number in my contact list. This is a gross misuse of power, and I'm going to make sure your commanding officer hears every detail of this harassment."

	 

	Sarah's eyes flickered to the rearview mirror. Eight years, and he still talked to people like they were beneath his notice. That same smug arrogance-the "big shot" persona he used to justify dumping her for someone "better suited to his career path" was radiating off him in waves, even while he was wearing a cheap wig and gold stilettos.

	 

	"Is that a fact?" she said, her voice dropping into a low, dangerous register. She took a sharp left, the cruiser's tires screeching, sending Colton sliding across the back seat.

	 

	"Hey! Watch it! I'm going to add reckless endangerment to the suit," Colton snapped, his voice rising. "I'm a taxpayer, and I won't be treated like some common criminal by a rookie who doesn't know who she's messing with."

	 

	She pulled the car over abruptly, the nose of the cruiser dipping. She didn't turn off the engine. Slowly, she turned around in her seat, resting her arm on the partition and looking at him. For the first time, she let the streetlights hit her face fully.

	 

	The cruiser's engine hummed as she pulled back into the shadows of a quiet side street, putting the station lights in the rearview mirror. Colton watched her nervously through the plexiglass as she pulled out her personal cell phone.

	 

	He caught her eyes in the mirror-they were cold, calculating, and brimming with a secret satisfaction. She hit a speed dial and waited, tapping her fingernails against the steering wheel.

	 

	"Hey, it's me," she said, her voice dropping the "cop" persona and becoming strangely casual. "Listen, I've got a situation. A real special customer."

	 

	In the back seat, Colton stopped his blustering about the District Attorney. He leaned forward as much as the handcuffs would allow, his gold sequins scratching against the plastic seat.

	 

	"Yeah, I need a favor," she continued, glancing back at him with a look that made his stomach drop. "Can you open up the back way for us? I want to keep this off the main logs if I can. I can explain everything when we get there... Thanks, you're a lifesaver. See you in five."

	 

	She clicked the phone shut and tossed it onto the passenger seat.

	 

	"Who was that?" Colton demanded, his "big shot" voice now thin and reeking of genuine fear. "Where are you taking me? This isn't the way to the precinct!"

	 

	"You wanted professional treatment, Colton," she said. “Let's face it, you're not exactly dressed for jail. I thought I'd help you with that problem.”

	 

	The cruiser's tires crunched over the gravel in the dark alley behind Misty's Mane Attraction. As soon as Sarah threw the car into park, the back door of the salon swung open, spilling a rectangle of warm, pink light into the cold night.

	 

	A cute woman with a stylish black hairstyle stepped out, wiping her hands on a leopard-print stylist's apron. "Sarah! You're late," she called out, then paused as she saw the patrol car's lights reflecting off a mess of green sequins in the backseat. "Oh my god, you actually brought him."

	 

	Sarah hopped out of the driver's seat and met Misty halfway, the two women sharing a quick, tight hug. "I wouldn't miss this for the world," Sarah whispered, pulling back with a grin that didn't reach her eyes. "He's been acting like a total big shot the whole ride. Needs a little humbling."

	 

	"Let's see the merchandise," Misty giggled.

	 

	Sarah marched to the back door and hauled it open. "End of the line, 'Princess.' Out."

	 

	She grabbed Colton by the chain of his handcuffs and yanked him toward the pavement. Colton stumbled, his gold stilettos skidding on the gravel as he tried to find his footing. "Wait! What is this? This isn't the station!" he shouted, his voice echoing in the narrow alley. "Officer, I demand to know where we are! You can't just take me to a hair salon! This is highly illegal!"

	 

	"Keep it down," Sarah hissed, shoving him toward the back entrance. "You wanted 'professional' service, didn't you? Misty here is the best in the business."

	 

	"I'm not going in there!" Colton protested, trying to plant his feet, but with his hands pinned behind his back and the unfamiliar heels, he had no leverage. Sarah steered him through the door and into the bright, floral-scented interior. The smell of hairspray and expensive shampoo was a sharp contrast to the cold street air.

	 

	"Sit," Sarah commanded, forcing him into a heavy, hydraulic salon chair. Colton squirmed, his sequins rustling loudly. "I'm not sitting! I want my phone call! I want—"

	 

	The heavy metal of the handcuffs clicked around the base of the salon chair, pinning Colton's arms in an awkward, tight arch. Sarah reached up, unpinning her duty hat and shaking out a cascade of blonde hair that had been pinned in a severe, regulation bun.

	 

	The fluorescent salon lights hit her face, and the fog in Colton's mind finally cleared. A look of horrified recognition spread across his face as the ghost of his college past materialized in front of him.

	 

	"That's right, bitch," she hissed, leaning down until her eyes were inches from his. "It's Sarah."

	 

	Before he could sputter out an apology or another threat about the DA, Sarah grabbed a roll of thick tape from Misty's station. With practiced efficiency, she slapped several long strips over his mouth. Colton's protests died into a series of muffled, frantic grunts against the adhesive.

	 

	Misty hovered nearby, biting her lip as she looked at the rows of salon chemicals. "Sarah, I'm going to have to remove that tape to do his makeup," she reminded her friend.

	 

	"I'll be back by then," Sarah replied, already heading toward the door. "I'm going to get him a new outfit. He can't go to processing looking like a 'cheap' tart." She paused at the threshold, glancing back at Colton's head. "In the meantime, I'm thinking extensions. And dye his real hair to match the wig. That shade of blonde actually looks good with his coloring for such a cheap piece."

	 

	Misty looked at the bound, wide-eyed man in her chair, then back at the officer. "We could get in big trouble for this, Sarah," she whispered, her voice a mix of nerves and growing excitement.

	 

	Sarah just adjusted her duty belt, a cold, satisfied smile on her lips. "Trust me, Misty. It'll be worth it."

	 

	As the back door clicked shut behind Sarah, the salon fell into a predatory sort of silence, broken only by the hum of the overhead vents and Colton's muffled, panicked breathing.

	 

	Misty didn't start immediately. She leaned against her station, arms crossed, slowly circling the chair like she was inspecting a mannequin. She reached out and flicked a stray blonde strand of the "cheap ass wig" away from his wide, terrified eyes.

	 

	"You know, I remember you," Misty said, her voice low and conversational, though it carried a sharp edge. "I wasn't nearly as close to Sarah back in college as I am now, but I remember the way she looked after you pulled that stunt with her roommate. You really thought you were something, didn't you? Some high-flyer who could just move on to the next best thing without a backward glance."

	 

	Colton let out a series of frantic, vibrating grunts against the tape, his head thrashing as much as the handcuffs would allow.

	 

	"Save your breath, Colton. Or whatever air you can get through your nose," she said, reaching for a mixing bowl and a bottle of high-lift developer. "Sarah was devastated. But look at her now—she's got the badge, the power, and apparently, your current whereabouts completely off the grid."

	 

	Misty began to mix a pungent, chemical-smelling paste. She stepped behind him, none too gently snatching the blonde wig off his head to reveal his natural hair. "Oh, this definitely won't do. If you're going to be a 'professional,' we need to commit to the bit."

	 

	She began applying the dye with aggressive, rhythmic strokes of the brush. "Don't worry," she cooed as she worked. "I'm going to make you look so good, you won't even recognize yourself in that mugshot. We're going long with the extensions. Very long. Very feminine."

	 

	She paused to lean over his shoulder, catching his gaze in the large salon mirror. "Think of it this way: with those 'great lips' and the hair I'm about to give you, you're going to be the most popular girl in the holding cell. The boys at the precinct are going to love the new you."

	 

	She picked up a heavy track of blonde extensions and began the intricate process of bonding them to his real hair, ignoring the way his shoulders shook as he realized he was being systematically transformed.

	 

	***

	 

	The back door of the salon chimed as Sarah stepped in, her arms laden with several glossy shopping bags. She froze for a heartbeat, her eyes sweeping over the transformation in the chair.

	 

	Colton sat under the harsh fluorescent lights, still wearing the green, gold, and purple striped Mardi Gras minidress and the gold stilettos he'd been wearing all day. However, the "cheap ass wig" was long gone. Misty had worked a miracle—the new blonde extensions were long, shimmering, and perfectly blended, framing a face that had been meticulously contoured into a stunning feminine mask.

	 

	"Oh my god," Sarah breathed, a look of pure, joyful triumph washing over her face. She dropped the bags and rushed over to Misty, pulling her into an ecstatic hug. "Misty, you are a literal genius! He looks... he looks exactly like the 'special customer' I promised."

	 

	The silver duct tape was gone, but Colton remained eerily quiet. He didn't look at Sarah, and he didn't look at Misty. He just stared at his own reflection in the salon mirror, his eyes glassy and unreadable beneath the heavy, dark lashes.

	 

	"He's been a perfect gentleman," Misty said, leaning against the chair and patting Colton's new blonde curls with a smirk. "We came to an understanding while you were out. I think he realized that the 'big shot' routine doesn't work so well when you're being bleach-processed and bonded."

	 

	Sarah walked around the chair, stopping directly in front of him. She reached out and tilted his chin up with one finger, forcing him to meet her gaze. "You look beautiful, Colton. Truly. It's almost a shame we have to change you out of that tacky costume, but I have something much more... appropriate for your big debut at the station."

	 

	Colton's jaw tightened, but he didn't pull away. The arrogance was gone, replaced by a hollow, shell-shocked compliance.

	 

	Sarah reached into the first glossy bag and pulled out a delicate set of deep purple lace lingerie, accented with a pair of sheer, silky black stockings. She held them up against the green sequins of his current costume, the contrast highlighting just how far they were about to take this.

	 

	Colton's eyes widened, his gaze darting from the flimsy lace to the two women.

	 

	"You know," Misty said, tapping her chin as she looked Colton over with a professional, clinical eye, "if he's going to wear that lace properly, we can't have all that... texture." She gestured toward the hair on his arms and peeking out from the neckline of the costume. "It'll ruin the lines of the stockings. We need a smooth canvas."

	 

	Sarah's eyes lit up with a fresh, devious spark. "You're right. A 'Mardi Gras Tart' shouldn't be so rugged." She looked at Colton, a predatory smile spreading across her face. "Lucky for you, Colton, Misty has a full-service setup here."

	 

	"I have the industrial-grade hair removal cream and a fresh pack of razors," Misty added, already heading toward a curtained area at the back of the salon. "There's a shower back here we use for some of our more... intensive treatments."

	 

	"Perfect," Sarah said. She reached behind the chair and unlatched the handcuffs from the metal bar, though she immediately clicked them back together behind Colton's back. "Up you go, big shot. Time to get you prepped for your new wardrobe."

	 

	Colton stumbled as they hauled him toward the back of the shop. The arrogant man who had threatened the DA only an hour ago was now being led, handcuffed and shivering in sequins, toward a bathroom where his last remaining "masculine" traits were about to be stripped away.

	 

	The back of the salon was cramped, smelling of hot water and chemical depilatory cream. Sarah and Misty worked with a chilling, synchronized efficiency. They stripped the green dress from Colton, leaving him shivering and handcuffed. as they applied the thick, pungent cream to his chest, arms, and legs.

	 

	"Don't squirm, Colton," Misty warned, brandishing a razor to clean up the edges. "This stuff is strong. If you kick, you'll end up with more than just a smooth leg-you'll have a nasty chemical burn to remember us by."

	 

	After a grueling session in the shower where every trace of his body hair was rinsed away, Colton was led back out, dripping and raw, his skin now unnervingly smooth. He was forced back into the chair, the cool air of the salon hitting his bare, hairless chest.

	 

	Sarah reached into one of her bags and pulled out two heavy, realistic silicone breast forms. Beside them, she set a small bottle of medical-grade adhesive.

	 

	"Borrowed these from a friend of mine," Sarah remarked, unscrewing the cap. “And this glue? It's the real deal. Once these are on, they aren't coming off without a specific solvent, which I happen to have back at my place. Somewhere."

	 

	Colton let out a muffled whimper, his chest heaving as Sarah began painting the tacky, cold adhesive onto his skin. "Please... Sarah, you've had your fun," he managed to choke out, his voice trembling.

	 

	“I'm just getting started," she replied, ignoring his plea. She picked up the first form and pressed it firmly against his pectoral muscle. She held it there, her palm flat against the silicone, forcing him to feel the weight of it. “Hold still. It needs a moment to bond."

	 

	As Colton squirmed and tried to shrink away from the contact, Sarah leaned her weight into him, ensuring the seal was perfect. She moved to the second one, repeating the process until the silicone forms sat heavy and prominent against his bare, hairless chest, creating a stark and undeniable silhouette that made Colton's breath hitch. The sheer realism of the D-cups was overwhelming; they had a natural, teardrop shape and a subtle bounce that reacted to every terrified tremor in his body. The clear medical adhesive held them with a punishing grip, the tacky glue creating a translucent border where the skintone silicone met his own pale, raw skin. They looked unnervingly "attached," weighing down his chest and forcing him to sit upright to manage the sudden, substantial shift in his center of gravity.

	 

	Misty stepped in with a makeup sponge and a palette of heavy-duty cream foundation. "The edges are a bit obvious right now," she noted, tilting Colton's head back to check the symmetry. "But don't worry. Once the glue sets, I can blend away those seams with foundation. By the time we're done, they'll look like they grew there."

	 

	Misty worked with the focused precision of a surgeon, her makeup sponge dabbing heavy-duty concealer over the edges of the breast forms until the transition from silicone to skin was completely invisible. Under the salon's bright lights, Colton's chest looked seamless now, the weight of the D-cups pulling subtly at his posture in a way he couldn't ignore. The illusion held even when he shifted, the movement natural enough to make his discomfort worse.

	 

	Sarah watched for a moment, then reached for the cuffs. The metal released with a sharp click that seemed louder than it should have in the quiet room. "Arms at your sides," she said evenly, her eyes fixed on him as she stepped back.

	 

	Colton hesitated before lowering them, rubbing his wrists without thinking. The small freedom didn't help the way he thought it would, only making him more aware of everything else they'd done to him. Sarah stepped closer, her voice lowering just enough to carry weight. "Don't try anything," she said. "You won't like how that goes."

	 

	He gave a tight nod, jaw set.

	 

	"Good," she replied. “Let's finish this.”

	 

	Misty had already laid everything out, moving with quiet efficiency as she picked up the stockings first. They were sheer and nude, designed to disappear against the skin while smoothing everything beneath them into a uniform tone. "Foot," she said, crouching in front of him without ceremony.

	 

	Colton lifted it awkwardly, and she guided it through, gathering the fabric and sliding it slowly up his leg. “Point your toes," she added, her tone practical, like she was correcting a habit. The stocking climbed higher, smoothing over his calf, then his thigh, the faint sheen catching the light as it stretched into place.

	 

	She repeated the process with the other leg, taking her time to even out the tension so both sides matched perfectly. When she finished, she ran her hands lightly along each leg, checking for bunching, making small adjustments until the line was clean. The effect was subtle but undeniable, his legs looking longer, smoother, more deliberate.

	 

	Sarah circled behind him while she worked, arms folded as she watched. “You're standing differently already," she said, almost casually. "Funny how fast that happens."

	 

	Colton didn't respond.

	 

	Misty stood and reached for the underwear next, delicate and minimal, clearly chosen to sit cleanly under the dress. This time she handed them to him instead of dressing him outright. "Step in," she said, watching closely.

	 

	He hesitated just long enough to draw Sarah's attention.

	 

	"Don't stall," Sarah said. "You're past that."

	 

	He stepped in.

	 

	Misty adjusted the waistband at his hips, making sure everything sat flat, then moved on without comment. She picked up the dress next, the deep purple lace catching the light as she held it open. "Arms," she said.

	 

	Sarah guided him through it, one arm and then the other, before pulling the fabric down over his torso. The dress settled into place, tight through the waist and hips, structured to emphasize everything they had already built. Misty stepped behind him and drew the zipper up slowly, the sound sharp and final in the quiet.

	 

	“There,” she said, smoothing the fabric once along his side.

	 

	Sarah moved in front of him again, taking her time as she looked him over from head to toe. This time there was no joking in her expression, just a measured assessment of what they'd put together. "Better," she said at last.

	 

	Misty was already reaching for the shoes.

	 

	They were silver heels, sleek and narrow, with a height that forced a shift the moment he stepped into them. "Lift," she said, setting the first one in place and guiding his foot down, then repeating the motion with the other. When he stood fully, the change was immediate, his balance adjusting in small, uncertain corrections.

	 

	Sarah watched that too, her eyes flicking briefly to the mirror.

	 

	Colton stood in front of the mirror, the transformation no longer something being done to him but something that had already happened. The purple lace dress fit him cleanly, the fabric pulling tight through his waist and hips, the neckline framing the shape Misty had built. The nude stockings blended into his skin so completely that his legs looked smooth and uniform under the light.

	 

	The heels forced him into a posture he didn't recognize, shifting his weight forward just enough to change how he held himself. His legs looked longer, more deliberate, every line sharpened by the cut of the dress. Even the smallest movement held the illusion together.

	 

	Misty stepped back with a small, satisfied nod, wiping her hands on a towel as she studied him. "That's it," she said, her tone practical. “Everything's sitting the way it should."

	 

	Sarah didn't speak right away, letting the moment sit while he looked at himself. She stayed off to the side, watching him take it in without interrupting it, her expression steady. There was no urgency now, just control.

	 

	Colton swallowed, still staring at the mirror. "Okay," he said quietly. "You've made your point." He shifted his weight, the heels forcing a careful adjustment that made him more aware of how he looked.

	 

	Neither of them responded, and the silence pressed in until he filled it. “Sarah,” he said, his voice tightening. “Just don't put the cuffs back on." The request came out controlled, but it carried strain.

	 

	That got her attention, and she moved toward him without any hurry. “Turn around,” she said, her tone even but final. When he hesitated, she repeated it, just once, and that was enough.

	 

	Colton exhaled and turned, the movement stiff as his reflection disappeared from view. He felt her step in behind him before he heard anything else. The click of metal came fast and close.

	 

	He flinched as the first cuff snapped shut around his wrist.

	 

	"Sarah-"

	 

	The second one locked into place just as quickly, pulling his arms back and fixing his posture whether he wanted it or not. The brief freedom was gone before it had even settled.

	 

	"I asked you not to," he said, the edge in his voice fading as soon as it appeared.

	 

	Sarah adjusted the chain once, testing the hold before letting it rest where it kept him in place. "Yeah," she said evenly. “You did." She stepped around in front of him again, meeting his eyes without any hesitation.

	 

	"I'm a cop. You're a suspect. That's how it works." She held his gaze for a beat before adding, "And if you think I'm enjoying it, I am."

	 

	Colton looked at her, searching for something in her face that wasn't there. When he didn't find it, whatever he was going to say didn't come out. He stayed where he was, shoulders pulled back by the cuffs, breathing tight but controlled.

	 

	Sarah let the moment settle, then stepped away, her focus shifting for the first time. The tension in her posture eased slightly as she turned toward Misty. "Thank you," she said, closing the distance and pulling her into a quick hug.

	 

	Misty laughed softly and hugged her back without hesitation. "Anytime," she said. "This was fun."

	 

	***

	 

	The cruiser slowed to a crawl as Sarah navigated back toward the flickering neon of Broad and Janney. The silence in the car was thick, broken only by the rhythmic clicking of the turn signal.

	 

	"I'm giving you a choice, Colton," Sarah said, her eyes fixed on the road ahead. "Next stop is Central Booking. I'll walk you through the front doors, right past the intake desk where everyone can see you. Between the hair, the lace, and those... enhancements... you're going to be the most popular girl the precinct has seen all year. Not only that, but you'll be in the system forever."

	 

	"Anything," Colton rasped, his voice cracking. The desperation was palpable; he was willing to trade almost anything to avoid a permanent record of his humiliation. "Please, Sarah. Anything but that."

	 

	Sarah's lips curled into a cold, predatory smile. "You know, when I first saw you tonight, I thought you were just some feminized whore. And I realized if you're willing to play the part for a dare, maybe you should play it for real. If you do this for me, I can make sure the police don't hassle you."

	 

	Colton blinked, his heavy lashes fluttering in shock. "What do you mean 'for you'?"

	 

	"Don't act so pious," she countered, glancing at him in the mirror. "You never were too choosy about who you slept with in college, were you? The only difference now is that I'd be your pimp. You work the corner, you earn your keep, and I keep the heat off your back."

	 

	"You're joking," he whispered, but the icy look in her eyes told him she was dead serious.

	 

	"It's that or booking, Colton. Make a call," she said. "I want you to make $5,000 hooking. You owe me like three grand and then there's interest."

	 

	"I can write you a check now," stammered Colton.

	 

	"Oh no, I want you to earn it on the streets. Besides, you're going to need a whole new wardrobe and makeup. You can use your money for that. So what's it going to be?"

	 

	He looked out the window at the rough neighborhood they were entering, then back at the thought of the precinct cameras. His silence was his answer.

	 

	Sarah pulled the cruiser to the curb exactly where she had first cuffed him. She hopped out, opened the back door, and uncuffed his wrists. As he stepped out, his legs wobbling in the silver stilettos, the cold night air bit at his exposed skin.

	 

	"Here's the deal," she said, leaning against the door. "Earn two hundred dollars tonight. No excuses. When you've got it, call me. If you try to run home, I'll have a warrant out for solicitation and resisting arrest before you can get your key in the lock."

	 

	She climbed back into the warm cabin of the cruiser, rolling down the window to give him one last, mocking wave. "Have a lucrative night, 'Princess.' Try to use those great lips of yours."

	 

	With a roar of the engine, the cruiser pulled away, leaving Colton standing alone on the sidewalk. He shivered, the purple lace offering no protection against the wind, as he began his slow, painful trek down the block, the silver heels clicking loudly against the pavement.

	 

	The End
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