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Chapter One




The office was cold. It was the kind of cold that got into your bones and stayed there. Hunter sat in a hard metal chair. He felt small. The room was big and empty. There was a desk made of dark wood. It looked heavy. Hunter put his hands on his knees. His palms were wet. He wiped them on his jeans.

The door opened. It did not make a sound. A man walked in. He was the Director. He was big. He had a loud voice even when he was not speaking. He wore a suit that cost more than Hunter’s car. He smelled like smoke and expensive soap. He did not look at Hunter. He looked at papers on his desk.

Hunter watched him. He felt his heart beat fast. Thump, thump, thump. It was loud in his ears. He needed this job. He was broke. Rent was due. He had nothing in his fridge. He needed the money bad.

The Director picked up a stack of papers. He slammed them down on the desk. The sound made Hunter jump. It was a sharp crack. Like a gun.

"Read it," the Director said.

Hunter looked at the papers. It was a script. The cover page had one word on it. ROXIE. It was written in big red letters. Hunter stared at the name. It looked strange. It looked soft.

"Read the part," the Director said. He leaned over the desk. He looked like a giant.

Hunter picked up the script. His hands shook a little. He read the first page. It was a woman. A lead role. The main character. She was tough. She was sexy. She was everything.

Hunter laughed. It was a nervous sound. He could not stop it.

"I can't do this," Hunter said. He put the script down. "Look at me. I am a guy. This is a woman's part. A lead woman."

The Director stopped moving. The room got very quiet. The Director looked at Hunter. He looked at Hunter’s face. He looked at Hunter’s hands. He looked at Hunter’s chest. It felt like eyes touching him. It made Hunter hot.

"You are Hunter," the Director said. "Yes. I see a man. I see the jaw. I see the hands."

Hunter waited. He felt sweat on his back.

"But I see Roxie too," the Director said. His voice was low. It rumbled. "She is in there. She is hiding. We are going to find her."

Hunter shook his head. "You are crazy. I am an actor. I can play a guy. I can play a dad. I can play a cop. Not this."

"Method acting," the Director said. He said the words slow. Like they were important. "Total immersion. Three months. You do not come out. You do not break. You become her."

"Three months?" Hunter asked. His voice was weak.

"Three months," the Director said. "You live as her. You dress as her. You sleep as her. You think as her. For three months, Hunter is gone. There is only Roxie."

Hunter felt a knot in his stomach. It was cold and tight. It was fear. He was scared of being gone. He was scared of losing himself. But under the fear, there was something else. It was a little spark. It was hot. It was a thrill. He tried to push it down. He did not want to feel it.

"I can't," Hunter said. But he did not move.

"The money," the Director said. "Fifty thousand dollars. For the three months. And more if the movie does well."

Fifty thousand. The number hit Hunter like a punch. That was rent for a year. That was food. That was a new car. That was safety.

"Plus," the Director said. He walked around the desk. He stood close to Hunter. He loomed over him. "We will make you beautiful. We will change you. Doctors. Trainers. Clothes. Whatever you need. We will mold you. We will own you."

The word "own" made Hunter shiver. It went up his spine. He looked up at the Director. The man's eyes were dark. They were hungry. He wanted this. He wanted to make Hunter into Roxie.

Hunter looked down at the script. ROXIE. The red letters seemed to glow. He thought about his life. He thought about being broke. He thought about being a man who did not feel right sometimes. He thought about dresses. He thought about soft skin. He thought about being called a girl. He thought about it in the dark, alone. He never told anyone.

"What if I can't do it?" Hunter whispered.

"You will," the Director said. "Because you want to. I can see it. You want to be her. You want to be soft. You want to be used."

Hunter’s face got hot. He felt shame. It burned his cheeks. But the Director was right. He did want it. He wanted to let go. He wanted someone to tell him what to be. He wanted to be a good girl. The thought made his dick twitch. It was wrong. It was dirty. It felt so good.

"Sign the paper," the Director said.

He pointed to a line on the table. There was a contract there. It was thick. Hunter did not read it. He could not read the small words. His eyes were blurry.

The Director pushed a pen toward him. It was a nice pen. Black and heavy.

"Sign it, Roxie," the Director said. He used the name. It hung in the air.

Hunter picked up the pen. His fingers felt clumsy. He looked at the line. He looked at the Director. The man was smiling. It was not a nice smile. It was a smile that said I caught you.

Hunter thought about the money. He thought about the time. Three months. He could do that. He could pretend. He could act. That was his job. But he knew it was a lie. It was not just acting. The knot in his stomach pulled tighter.

He leaned over the paper. The ink was black. He wrote his name. H-U-N-T-E-R. It looked jagged. It looked ugly on the smooth paper.

"No," the Director said. He put a finger on the name. "Not that name. You are signing as her. You are signing as Roxie."

Hunter looked at him. "But that is not my legal name."

"For this contract," the Director said, "it is. Sign it."

Hunter hesitated. This was it. If he signed that name, he was agreeing. He was agreeing to disappear. He was agreeing to become a girl. The fear was big now. It choked him. But the thrill was bigger. It was a fire in his blood.

He wanted to be owned. He wanted to be told he was pretty. He wanted to wear things that felt good against his skin. He wanted to be looked at the way the Director was looking at him now. Like a thing to be used. Like a toy.

Hunter breathed out. His hand shook. He put the pen to the paper. He wrote R-O-X-I-E. The letters were round. They were smooth. They looked right.

He dropped the pen. It rolled on the desk.

The Director picked up the paper. He looked at the signature. He nodded. He seemed happy.

"Good girl," the Director said.

The words hit Hunter hard. Good girl. He felt dizzy. He felt weak. His body reacted. His nipples got hard under his shirt. His breath came fast. He squeezed his legs together. He felt wetness between them.

He was a man. He was Hunter. But for a second, he did not feel like a man. He felt like a girl who had been good. He felt like a girl who had pleased her daddy.

The Director folded the paper and put it in his pocket.

"Stand up," the Director said.

Hunter stood up. His legs felt shaky.

"Turn around," the Director said.

Hunter turned around. He faced the wall. He felt exposed. He felt the Director’s eyes on his back. On his ass. He felt judged.

"You have a nice shape," the Director said. "Wide hips. A small waist. We can work with this. We will make you soft. We will make you tight."

Hunter stared at the wall. He saw a crack in the paint. He focused on the crack. He felt tears in his eyes. He did not know why. Was it because he was scared? Or was it because he was happy?

"The clothes you have on," the Director said. "Burn them. You do not need them anymore. We have a wardrobe for you. Skirts. Silk. Lace. Things that touch your skin."

Hunter imagined it. He imagined lace on his legs. Silk on his chest. He imagined looking in a mirror and seeing a girl staring back. A girl with red lips and long hair. The image made his cock throb. It made him want to touch himself. He kept his hands at his sides. He did not move.

"Do you understand, Roxie?" the Director asked.

Hunter nodded. He could not speak.

"Say it," the Director said. His voice was hard. "Say you understand."

"I understand," Hunter whispered. His voice sounded high. It sounded small.

"Louder," the Director said.

"I understand!" Hunter said.

"Good," the Director said. "Go home. Pack a bag. Only bring what you need. We will take care of the rest. Be here at 8 AM tomorrow. Do not be late."

Hunter walked to the door. He felt heavy. He felt like he was walking in a dream. He opened the door.

"Hunter," the Director said.

Hunter stopped. He turned around.

"You did good today," the Director said. "I can't wait to see what you look like in a dress."

Hunter walked out. He closed the door. The hallway was long and dark. He leaned against the wall. He breathed hard. He put his hand on his chest. His heart was beating so fast.

He touched his face. It felt rough. He had stubble. He hated it. He wanted smooth skin. He wanted to be pretty.

He had signed the paper. He had sold himself. He was scared to death. But as he walked to the elevator, he smiled a little bit. It was a scared smile. It was a secret smile.

He was going to be Roxie. For three months, he was going to be a girl. He was going to be a good girl. The knot in his stomach was still there. But now, it felt like anticipation. It felt like hunger.

He got in the elevator. He pressed the button for the ground floor. The doors closed. He looked at his reflection in the metal doors. He saw a man. But he looked harder. Under the man, he saw her. She was hiding. She was waiting.

He couldn't wait to let her out.

The set was big. It was too big. Hunter felt small standing on the edge of it. There were lights everywhere. Big ones on stands. They made the air hot. The floor was painted wood. It looked fake. Everything looked fake except for him. He felt too real. He felt like a mistake.

People ran back and forth. They carried cables and big boxes. They yelled words that Hunter did not understand. "Cut! Check the gate! Move the scrim!" It was noise. It was just noise in his ears. Hunter stood still. He felt like a rock in a river. The water rushed past him, but he did not move. He could not move. His feet were stuck to the floor.

He wore his own clothes. Jeans and a t-shirt. They felt heavy. They felt rough against his skin. He tugged at the collar of his shirt. It felt tight. It felt like it was choking him. He looked down at his chest. It was flat. It was hard. It was a man’s chest. He hated it right now. He wished it was soft. He wished it would move when he breathed.

Then he saw her.

Brooklynn stood near the cameras. She was not moving. Everyone else was running, but she was still. She was like a statue in a museum. She was beautiful. It hurt Hunter’s eyes to look at her. She had dark hair. It was black like ink. It fell over her shoulders. Her skin was pale. It looked smooth. Like porcelain.

Hunter looked at her face. She had dark eyes. They were deep. You could fall into them and never come out. Her lips were red. They were very red. They looked like a wound. They looked like a promise. She wore a dress. It was short and black. It hugged her body. Hunter looked at her waist. It was so small. He looked at her hips. They curved out.

He felt a pain in his stomach. It was jealousy. It was a sharp, hot knife. He wanted to look like that. He wanted to be that. He wanted to be the thing that men looked at. But he was just Hunter. He was a guy in jeans.

She turned her head.

Her eyes found him. It was fast. Like a laser. Hunter stopped breathing. The noise of the set faded away. It was just her eyes. They locked onto him. They did not blink. She looked at him like she was hunting him. Like he was a rabbit and she was a wolf.

Hunter’s heart beat against his ribs. Thump, thump, thump. It was hard. It was fast. He felt the blood rushing in his ears. Whoosh, whoosh.

She started to walk.

She walked slow. She did not rush. The people in the crew moved out of her way. They did not look at her. They knew. She was the star. She was the most important thing in the room. She walked straight for him.

Hunter wanted to run. He wanted to turn around and run out the door. But he could not. His feet were stuck. He was frozen. He watched her come closer. Every step she took, Hunter felt smaller. He felt his shoulders hunch forward. He tried to make himself small. He tried to hide inside his body.

She stopped right in front of him.

She was close. Too close. Hunter could smell her. She smelled like flowers. Roses maybe. And something else. Something musky. It was a smell that made his head spin. It made his knees weak.

She looked up at him. She was not tall, but she felt tall. She felt like she was towering over him. She looked at his face. She looked at his eyes. She looked at his mouth. Her face was blank. She did not smile. She did not frown. She just looked. She looked through his skin. She looked at his bones.

Hunter felt sweat on his back. It was cold. He felt a drop of sweat run down his spine. It tickled. He squeezed his hands into fists. His nails dug into his palms. The pain helped. It grounded him.

"Hunter," she said.

She said his name. But it sounded wrong in her mouth. It sounded like a dirty word. It sounded like something she wanted to spit out.

"Hi," Hunter said. His voice was low. It cracked. It sounded like a boy’s voice. He hated it.

She did not say hi back. She just looked at him. Her eyes moved down. She looked at his neck. She looked at his chest. She looked at his stomach. She was looking for something. She was looking for the girl inside him.

Hunter held his breath. He wanted to suck his stomach in. He wanted to look thin for her. But he couldn't. He just stood there. He felt fat. He felt clunky. He felt like a big, stupid lump of clay.

Then she reached out.

Her hand moved fast. It was a blur. She put her palm flat on his chest. Right over his heart.

Hunter gasped. The air left his lungs. Her hand was hot. It burned through his shirt. She pressed down. Hard. She pushed him back a little bit.

He felt his heart beating against her hand. It was beating so hard. It was trying to get out. It was trapped under her hand. Thump, thump, thump. She could feel it. She could feel how scared he was. She could feel how alive he was.

"You are too hard," she said.

Her voice was low. It was a whisper. But he heard it. It was clear.

"What?" Hunter asked. He could not think. Her hand was on his chest. That was all he could think about.

"Your body," she said. She rubbed her hand over his pecs. She felt the muscle. "You are tight. You are hard. You are like a rock."

Hunter looked down at her hand. Her nails were long. They were painted dark red. They looked like claws on his chest. They looked like they could scratch him. They looked like they could tear him open.

"I am just... standing here," Hunter said. His voice was weak.

"No," she said. "You are holding yourself in. You are acting like a man. You are stiff. You are fighting it."

She leaned closer. Her face was right in front of his. He could see the pores on her skin. He could see the mascara on her lashes. She was so perfect. He was so rough.

"You need to be soft," she whispered.

The word went into his ear. Soft. It tickled his brain. It made him shiver. Soft. He wanted to be soft. He wanted to be like a pillow. He wanted to be like water. But he was scared. If he was soft, he would break. He would disappear.

"Can you be soft for me, Hunter?"

She asked it like a question. But it wasn't a question. It was a test. It was a trap.

Hunter looked into her dark eyes. He felt dizzy. The room was spinning. He felt the pressure of her hand on his chest. It felt heavy. It felt like a weight. It felt like she was claiming him. She was marking him as hers.

He swallowed. His throat was dry. It hurt to swallow. He felt the knot in his stomach get tighter. It was a cold knot. But under the cold, there was a spark. A hot spark.

He wanted to please her. He wanted to make her happy. He wanted to be good for her. He did not know why. He just knew he needed it.

He nodded his head. Just a little bit. A small, shaky nod.

"I can try," he said.

It was a lie. He didn't know if he could. But he wanted to. He wanted to so bad.

Brooklynn’s eyes got darker. They flashed. She did not like the word "try."

She pressed her hand harder into his chest. It hurt his ribs. She dug her nails in. Just a little bit. Sharp pricks.

"Do not try," she said.

Her voice was sharp. It cut through him.

"Trying is for children," she said. "Trying is for people who fail. Trying is an excuse."

She moved her face closer. Her lips were almost touching his. He could feel her breath on his mouth. It was warm. It smelled sweet.

"I do not want you to try," she said. "I want you to do it."

Hunter’s breath hitched. He felt a tear in his eye. He blinked it away. He couldn't cry. Not here. Not in front of her. He felt shame wash over him. Hot red shame. He was disappointing her. He was failing her already.

"I... I will," he stammered.

"You will what?" she asked.

"I will be soft," he said. "I will be... I will be her."

She looked at his mouth. She looked at his lips. She seemed to be thinking about biting them. She seemed to be thinking about eating him whole.

Her hand moved on his chest. It wasn't pressing anymore. It was stroking. She ran her fingers over his shirt. It was a gentle touch. But it felt dangerous. It felt like she was petting a dog before she hit it.

"You feel like a man," she said. "You smell like a man. You look like a man."

Hunter felt his face burn. He looked down at his feet. He saw his dirty sneakers. He saw his hairy legs. He felt gross. He felt wrong.

"We have to change that," she said. "We have to peel the man away. We have to find the girl underneath."

She grabbed his chin. She pinched it. She forced him to look up. Her grip was like iron.

"Look at me," she said.

Hunter looked. He couldn't look away.

"Do you want to be Roxie?" she asked.

The question hung in the air. It was heavy. It was the biggest question he had ever heard.

Hunter thought about the money. He thought about the Director. He thought about the script. But mostly, he thought about her. He thought about Brooklynn looking at him like this. He thought about her wanting him to be a girl.

He felt a throb between his legs. His dick was getting hard. It was pushing against his jeans. It felt trapped. It felt wrong. He was getting turned on by this. By her calling him soft. By her wanting to change him.

He was a freak. He was a pervert. He loved it.

"Yes," Hunter whispered. "Yes, I want to be her."

"Why?" she asked. She squeezed his chin tighter. "Tell me why."

"Because... because I want to be pretty," Hunter said. The words came out before he could stop them. It was a secret he had kept for so long. "I want to be soft. I want to be... yours."

A small smile touched her lips. But it was not a nice smile. It was hungry. It was the smile a shark gives a fish.

"Good," she said.

She let go of his chin. She stepped back. The air felt cold between them. Hunter missed her warmth immediately. He felt empty. He felt lost.

She looked him up and down one last time. She was judging him. She was deciding if he was worth the trouble.

"You have a long way to go," she said. "You are ugly right now. You are rough. But I can fix you."

Hunter stood there. He did not move. He waited for her to tell him what to do. He waited for her to give him an order.

"We start now," she said. "Stop being a man. Stop trying to act. Just be."

Hunter felt his heart pounding in his throat. Be. Just be. How could he just be? He didn't know how.

She looked at his eyes. She saw the panic. She saw the fear. She saw the need.

"Do not try," she said again.

She leaned in close. Her voice was a low growl.

"Do it."

"Get ready," she said. "We have a scene to shoot. And you better not embarrass me. You better be her. All the way."

She turned around. She walked away. Her hips swayed. Hunter watched her go. He watched her hair swing. He felt empty now that she was gone.

He put his hand on his chest. Where she had touched him, it still burned. He could still feel the pressure. He could still feel the heat.

He looked down at his body. His jeans were loose. His t-shirt was baggy. He looked like a slob. He did not look like Roxie. Roxie would wear something tight. Roxie would wear something that showed her shape.

He felt a wave of disgust for his clothes. He wanted to rip them off. He wanted to find a skirt. He wanted to find something pretty.

A man walked up to him. He had a clipboard.

"Hair and makeup," the man said. "Now."

Hunter nodded. He followed the man. He walked through the set. He felt eyes on him. He felt like everyone knew. They knew he was just pretending. They knew he was a boy dressed up as a girl. But Brooklynn knew. And she wanted it.

He sat in a chair in front of a bright mirror. The lights were blinding. He closed his eyes for a second. He saw Brooklynn’s face. He heard her voice. Good girl.

He opened his eyes. He looked at himself in the mirror. He saw Hunter. But for a second, he saw a ghost behind his eyes. It was Roxie. She was waiting to come out. She was ready to play.

Hunter took a deep breath.

The trailer was white. It was too white. The walls were white. The floor was white. The lights were bright and white. It hurt Hunter’s eyes. It felt like a hospital. It felt like a room where they did surgery. Hunter walked in. He felt small. He felt like he did not belong. Brooklynn walked behind him. Her heels hit the floor. Click, click, click. The sound was hard. It pushed him forward into the room.

Three people stood waiting. They wore black clothes. They had masks over their mouths and noses. They looked like doctors. They did not smile. They did not say hello. They just looked at him. They looked at his hair. They looked at his clothes. They looked at him like he was dirty.

One of them pointed to a chair in the middle of the room. It was a big chair. It was made of black leather. It looked like a dentist chair.

"Sit," Brooklynn said.

Hunter sat down. The leather was cold. It felt sticky under his hands. He sank into the chair. He felt trapped. The three people moved fast. They did not waste time. One of them threw a cape around his neck. They snapped it tight in the back. Hunter jumped. It choked him a little bit. He could not swallow well.

One of the people held up a tool. It was a razor. It was silver and heavy. It had a cord that went to the wall. Hunter stared at it. The metal looked sharp. It looked dangerous. It looked like it could cut him deep.

"Close your eyes," Brooklynn said. She stood by the door. Her arms were crossed. She was watching.

Hunter closed his eyes. He heard a switch flip. The razor made a sound. It was a low, grinding sound. It hummed in the air. It vibrated in his ears.

He felt a hand on his chin. The fingers were rough. They grabbed his skin tight. They turned his head to the side. Hunter held his breath.

Cold metal touched his jaw. The razor pressed down. He felt the vibration go into his bone. It shook his head. It tickled. It burned.

The hair fell away.

He felt the razor move up his neck. It scraped against his skin. It felt like sandpaper. He felt the hair that made him a man drop off his face. It hit the cape. It slid down his chest. He was losing his beard. He was losing his shield. He was losing the thing that covered his face.

He felt naked. He felt raw. The skin under the hair was soft. It was pale. It had not seen the sun in a long time. Now the air touched it. The air felt cold. It felt like ice.

He kept his eyes shut. He did not want to look. He did not want to see the pile of hair on the floor. It looked like dead leaves. It looked like the old him dying.

"Arms," a voice said.

Hunter lifted his arms. He felt like a puppet. Someone pulled up the sleeves of his t-shirt. The razor touched his forearm. The vibration made his arm shake.

He had hairy arms. He used to be proud of them. He thought they made him look strong. Now he just felt gross. The hair looked dirty. It looked thick.

The razor moved up and down. It pulled the hair out by the roots. He felt every hair leave his body. It stung a little. It felt hot. Then the cool air hit the skin. It felt strange. It felt new.

He kept his eyes closed. He just listened to the sound of the razor. He felt the heat of the metal against his skin. He smelled the smell of burning hair. It was a bad smell.

But under the bad smell, he felt something else. He felt lighter. He felt cleaner. It felt good to take it off. It felt like peeling a sticker off his skin.

"Legs," the voice said.

Hunter had to stand up. He felt dizzy. He took off his shoes. He took off his socks. He unbuttoned his jeans. He pulled them down. He stepped out of them.

He stood there in his boxers. He felt fat. He felt white. He felt like a piece of meat on a hook. The people did not care. They did not look at his body. They just looked at the hair. They saw a job to do.

They sat him back down. They put his leg up on a stool. His foot looked big. His leg looked hairy.

The razor touched his ankle. The vibration went up his leg. It went all the way to his groin. Hunter gasped. His ankle was so sensitive now. The feeling was strong. It made his legs shake. He felt a twitch in his dick. It was embarrassing. He hoped the cape covered it.

The razor moved up his calf. It was slow. It was careful. He felt the blade go over his shin bone. It felt sharp. He felt the hair vanish. The skin was pink underneath. It looked like a girl's leg.

He thought about Brooklynn. She was watching him. She was watching him get shaved. She was watching him become smooth. He felt hot. He felt sweat on his forehead.

The razor went higher. Up his thigh. Near the top of his leg. He held his breath. He did not want them to slip. He did not want to get cut. But a part of him wanted it. He wanted to bleed for her. He wanted to be marked.

The razor stopped. The sound cut off.

There was silence in the room.

Hunter opened his eyes. He looked down at the floor. There was hair everywhere. Black hair, brown hair. It covered the white floor. It looked like a mess. That used to be him.

He looked at his legs. They were bare. They were pink. They were smooth. They did not look like his legs. They looked like someone else's legs. They looked soft.

He touched his knee. It felt slippery. He touched his calf. It felt like silk. A shiver went through his whole body. It was electric. He felt a tingle in his stomach.

"He is done," one of the people said. They packed up their tools. They walked out the door. They did not say goodbye.

Hunter sat in the chair. He was alone. Just him and Brooklynn.

She walked over to him. Her heels clicked on the floor. She stopped right in front of him. She looked down at him. She looked at his face. She looked at his smooth jaw. There was no shadow there. He looked soft.

She reached out. She ran her finger down his cheek. Her finger was soft. It felt amazing on his bare skin. He leaned into her hand. He could not help it. He wanted her touch. He needed it.

"Much better," she said.

Her finger moved down his neck. She traced the line of his throat. He felt goosebumps rise up all over his arms. His nipples got hard under his shirt. They pushed against the fabric. She saw them. She smiled a little bit.

"Stand up," she said.

Hunter stood up. He felt wobbly on his feet. He felt unsteady. He felt like he might fall.

She walked around him. She looked at his arms. She touched his forearm. She scratched her nails on his smooth skin. It felt so good. He wanted to close his eyes. He wanted to moan.

She moved behind him. She touched the back of his neck. He felt her breath on his ear. It was warm.

"Turn around," she whispered.

Hunter turned to face her. He felt shy. He felt exposed.

"Legs apart," she said.

Hunter moved his feet. He made space between his legs. He felt open. He felt vulnerable.

She reached down. She put her hand on his calf. Her hand was warm. Her fingers were long. She ran her hand up his leg. Slow. Very slow.

Hunter jumped. It was a shock. Her hand on his smooth skin was too much. It was intense. It felt like fire on his skin.

"Be still," she said.

She kept moving her hand up. Over his knee. Up his thigh. Her fingers brushed against the bottom of his boxers. Hunter held his breath. His heart was beating so fast. He wanted her to touch him. He wanted her to grab him. He wanted her to take control.

She stopped. She pulled her hand away.

Hunter almost cried out. He wanted her hand back. He felt cold where she touched him.

"Smooth," she said. "Soft. Just like a girl."

Hunter blushed. His face got hot. He felt the shame burn him. But his cock was hard. It was pressing against his boxers. It was leaking wetness. He was so confused. He felt shame and he felt pleasure all mixed up.

"Thank you," he whispered. He did not know what else to say.

"Now," she said. "We dress you."

She walked over to a table. There were clothes piled on it. She picked something up. She held it in the air.

It was pink.

It was a pair of panties. They were tiny. They were made of silk. They had lace on the sides. They were the pinkest thing Hunter had ever seen. They looked like a toy.

Hunter stared at them. He felt his mouth go dry. He felt his heart stop beating for a second.

He knew what those were. He knew what he had to do.

"Put them on," Brooklynn said.

She walked over to him. She held the panties in front of his face. He could smell the fabric. It smelled new. It smelled like flowers and powder.

"Take off your boxers," she said.

Hunter’s hands shook. They shook bad. He reached for his waistband. His fingers felt thick and clumsy. He hooked his thumbs in the elastic. He pushed them down.

He stepped out of his boxers. He stood naked. His cock was hard. It stuck up in the air. It looked red. It looked angry. It looked manly. He hated it. He wanted to cover it with his hands. But he did not dare. He kept his hands at his sides.

Brooklynn looked at his cock. She did not touch it. She just looked at it. Her face was blank. She did not look happy. She did not look mad. She just looked like she was judging it.

"Tuck it," she said. "Hide it. Girls do not have that."

Hunter felt a wave of sickness in his stomach. Tuck it. He had to push his balls back up inside him. He had to push his dick down between his legs. He had to hide the man part of him.

He reached down. His hands were shaking so bad he could barely grab himself. He pushed his balls up. It hurt. It was a dull, aching pain. He pushed them up into his body. He pushed his dick back. He pushed it between his legs. He held it there with his thighs. It felt tight. It felt trapped. It felt wrong.

But it also felt right. He looked down. The bump was gone. He looked flat. He looked smooth.

"Good," she said. "Now put them on."

She held out the pink panties.

Hunter reached for them. His hand brushed hers. She was so warm. He took the panties from her hand.

They felt soft. They felt like water. He looked at them. They were so small. They were so girly.

He looked at Brooklynn. She was waiting. Her eyes were dark. She was watching his every move.

He stepped into the panties. He put one foot in, then the other. The silk slid up his smooth legs. It felt like a dream. It felt like heaven. He pulled them up slowly.

He pulled them up over his knees. Up his thighs. The fabric touched his tucked dick. It held it in place. It was tight. It was a squeeze.

He pulled them all the way up. The panties snapped against his hips.

He stood there. He was wearing pink panties. He was shaved. He was smooth. He was not Hunter anymore. He was something else.

He looked down at himself. The pink looked good against his pale skin. It looked right. It looked like it belonged there.

He looked up at Brooklynn. She was smiling. It was not a nice smile. It was a hungry smile. A possessive smile. She looked at him like he was a present she just opened.

"Spin," she said.

Hunter spun around. The panties felt tight on his butt. They rode up a little bit. He felt the lace on his hips. He felt the air on his bare legs.

"Stop," she said.

He stopped. He faced her again.

"Good girl," she said.

The words hit him in the chest. Good girl. He felt his knees get weak. He felt a tear roll down his cheek. He could not stop it. He felt so happy. He felt so scared. He felt so hard it hurt, trapped in the pink silk.

He reached up and wiped the tear away.

"What do you say?" she asked.

Hunter sniffed. He looked at her feet. He looked at her red toes.

"Thank you," he whispered.

"Look at me," she said.

Hunter looked up. Her eyes burned him.

"Go to the mirror," she said. "Look at yourself. Tell me what you see."

Hunter walked over to the big mirror on the wall. He walked slow. He felt the panties pull on his skin with every step. He stood in front of the glass.

He saw a guy with a shaved face and shaved legs. He saw a guy wearing pink panties. But he also saw something else. He saw softness. He saw a possibility.

He touched his hip. He felt the lace.

"I see..." Hunter started. His voice cracked. He cleared his throat. "I see her."


Chapter Two




The walk from the trailer felt long. The hallway was quiet. Hunter walked slow. His skin felt different on his body. It felt lighter. It felt strange. The air in the hallway was cool. It touched his face. It touched his neck. It touched his arms. He was used to feeling hair there. He was used to feeling a layer of protection. Now there was nothing. Just skin.

He felt naked even with his clothes on. He wore his jeans and his t-shirt. But the denim felt rough. It scratched against his legs. The hair was gone. The soft skin was sensitive. Every step rubbed the fabric against him. It was a reminder. It was a constant feeling. He could not forget what happened in the trailer. He could not forget the razor. He could not forget the pink silk.

He sat on the couch. It was a brown leather couch. It squeaked when he sat down. He put his hands on his knees. His hands looked big. They looked rough. He looked down at his legs. He could not see the hair anymore. It was gone. It was like it was never there.

Brooklynn walked into the room. She moved quiet. She sat next to him. The couch dipped under her weight. She sat close. Her arm touched his arm. Hunter flinched. He did not mean to. She felt warm. Her skin was soft. He felt the heat coming off her body. She smelled good. She smelled like flowers and something sweet. It filled his nose. It made his head feel funny.

She put the script on his lap. It was a stack of papers. It was heavy. It had big plastic clips on the side. The cover page said ROXIE. Hunter looked at the name. It looked back at him. It felt like a dare.

"Page four," she said.

Hunter flipped the pages. The paper felt smooth under his fingers. He found the page. He looked at the words. There were a lot of them. They were black ink on white paper.

"Read," she said.

Hunter cleared his throat. His throat felt tight. He looked at the first line.

"I never knew what love was," Hunter read. His voice sounded low in his ears. It sounded flat. It sounded like a robot talking. "I thought it was a game. But it is not a game. It is a trap."

He stopped. He waited for her to say something. She did not speak. She just sat there. She looked at the wall.

He kept reading.

"I feel like I am in the wrong room," Hunter read. "Everyone looks at me and they see a man. They see a person who does not belong. But I am not him. I am not the man they see. I am someone else. I am trapped in a cage of skin."

The words sat in his mouth. They tasted bitter. They tasted like truth. He tried to say them like an actor. He tried to say them without feeling them. He tried to keep his voice hard. He tried to keep his voice deep. He did not want her to know. He did not want her to see inside him.

"It hurts to breathe," he read. "It hurts to move. The body is heavy. It is wrong. The arms are too long. The legs are too thick. The chest is flat. I want to tear it off. I want to step out of this skin and be clean."

Hunter stopped reading. He took a breath. His chest hurt. His heart was beating fast. Thump, thump, thump. He felt sweat on his back. He felt nervous.

He looked at Brooklynn. She turned her head. She looked at him. Her eyes were dark. They were very dark. She looked at his face. She looked at his smooth jaw. She looked at his lips.

"Again," she said.

Hunter sighed. A small puff of air left his mouth.

"I never knew what love was," he read again. His voice sounded the same. Flat. Cold. "I thought it was a game. But it is not a game. It is a trap."

Brooklynn reached out. She put her hand on the script. She closed the book. She took it from his lap. She put it on the floor. It landed with a soft thud.

"You are not feeling it," she said.

Hunter looked at his hands. He picked at a loose thread on his jeans. "I am acting," he said. "That is the job. You act. You pretend."

"No," she said.

Hunter looked at her. She shook her head. She moved closer. She turned her body toward him. She crossed her legs. Her knee touched his leg. The touch sent a shock through him. It was a sharp feeling. It made him gasp inside.

"You are hiding," she said.

Hunter felt his face get hot. "I am not hiding. I am doing the work."

"You are hiding behind the voice," she said. "You are using the man voice. You are using the flat tone. You do not want us to hear the truth."

Hunter felt a knot in his stomach. It pulled tight. She knew. She could see him. She could see through the wall he built.

"I don't know what you mean," Hunter said. He lied.

"Yes, you do," she said.

She leaned in close. She moved her face near his face. Hunter could smell her perfume again. It was strong. It was sweet. It made him dizzy. He could feel her breath on his cheek. It was warm. It was slow.

"You are scared," she whispered.

Hunter pulled back a little bit. "I am not scared."

"Yes, you are," she said. She looked right into his eyes. She did not blink. "You are terrified of the words. You are terrified because they are true. You are not acting, Hunter. You are remembering."

Hunter felt a pinch in his chest. It felt like a needle. He looked away from her eyes. He looked at the floor.

"I am just a guy," Hunter said. "I am just an actor."

"Let it go," she said. Her voice was soft. It was like a lullaby. "Stop fighting the words. Let them hurt. Let them be true."

Hunter shook his head. "I can't."

"You can," she said. "You are scared. It is okay to be scared. Be scared, Roxie."

She said the name.

Roxie.

The sound hit him like a punch to the stomach. It knocked the wind out of him. His head snapped up. He looked at her.

She did not smile. She did not laugh. She just looked at him. Her eyes were serious. They were deep. They pulled him in.

Hunter felt a rush of heat go up his neck. It went into his face. It went into his ears. The name bounced around in his head. Roxie. Roxie. It was not his name. It was her name. But when she said it, it felt like it was his name. It felt like the only name he ever had.

His eyes watered. He felt a tear build up in the corner of his eye. He blinked. The tear ran down his cheek. It was hot. It was wet. He wiped it away with his hand.

He did not know why he was crying. He was not sad. He was not hurt physically. But his chest felt empty. It felt like a hole was opening up inside him.

"Why did you call me that?" Hunter asked. His voice was shaking. It sounded weak.

"Because that is who you are," she said.

She reached out. She touched his face. Her hand was soft. Her fingers were long. She touched his smooth cheek. She ran her thumb over his jawline. There was no stubble to stop her. Just skin. Smooth, soft skin.

"You feel it," she said. "I know you do. You feel the wrongness. You feel the trap. The script is not a story. It is your life."

Hunter sat still. He let her touch him. Her hand felt good. It felt comforting. It felt dangerous.

"I don't want to be her," Hunter whispered. But he knew it was a lie. The words felt heavy in his mouth. They tasted like ash.

"Liar," she said. She did not sound mean. She sounded like she knew a secret.

"I don't," Hunter said. "I am a man. I have always been a man."

"Look at your skin," she said. She ran her hand down his neck. She touched his throat. She felt his Adam's apple. It bobbed under her touch.

"Look at your legs," she said. She put her hand on his knee. She squeezed it through the jeans. "Smooth. Bare. Like a girl."

Hunter looked down at her hand. He felt the pressure on his knee. He felt the heat of her palm through the denim. He remembered the razor. He remembered the pink panties. He remembered how good it felt to be smooth.

"I am just doing this for the money," Hunter said. "I am just doing it for the part."

"Keep telling yourself that," she said. She moved her hand up his leg. Slow. Very slow. "But your body knows the truth. Your skin knows the truth. You liked it when we shaved you. You liked the panties."

Hunter felt his face burn red. He felt shame wash over him. Hot and wet. But he also felt a spark. A little spark of heat low in his stomach. He did like it. He loved it. He loved feeling smooth. He loved feeling soft. He loved when she called him a good girl.

He felt his dick twitch in his jeans. It was a small movement. But he felt it. He felt trapped in the rough denim. He wanted to be free. He wanted to be soft again.

Brooklynn watched his face. She saw the redness. She saw the shame. She saw the need. She smiled a little bit. It was a small smile.

"It is okay to want it," she said. "It is okay to want to be pretty. It is okay to want to be soft."

Hunter bit his lip. He tasted blood. He wanted to run away. He wanted to hide. But he also wanted to stay there forever. He wanted her to keep touching him. He wanted her to keep talking to him like that.

"I am scared," Hunter whispered. The words just came out. He could not stop them. He felt the truth spill out of him.

"I know," she said. "That is why you are hiding. That is why your voice is flat. You are afraid of what happens if you let go."

She leaned in closer. Her lips almost touched his ear. He felt her breath tickle him.

"Let it go," she whispered again. "Stop being Hunter. Stop being the tough guy. Just be Roxie. Just be the scared girl who wants to be loved."

Hunter closed his eyes. He felt the tear slip out again. It ran hot down his face. He took a shaky breath. The air felt heavy. It felt hard to breathe.

He felt her hand on his face. She turned his head. He opened his eyes. She was right there. So close. He could see the makeup on her skin. He could see the tiny veins in her eyelids.

"Read it again," she said softly. "Read it as Roxie. Not as Hunter. Read it like you mean it."

Hunter looked at the script on the floor. He did not pick it up. He did not need to look at the words. They were in his head now. They were written on his heart.

"I never knew what love was," Hunter said. His voice was different. It was not flat. It was not deep. It was high. It was shaky. It sounded like a girl's voice.

"I thought it was a trap," he said. "I feel like I am in the wrong room. I feel like everyone sees a man. But I am not him. I am not him."

He stopped. A sob caught in his throat. He swallowed it down. He looked at Brooklynn. She was nodding. She was listening. She was not judging.

"Go on," she said.

"I am trapped," Hunter said. "The body is heavy. It is wrong. The arms are too long. The chest is flat. I want to tear it off. I want to be clean."

He put his hand on his chest. He felt his heartbeat. It was fast. It was beating against his ribs. It felt like a bird trying to fly out of a cage.

"I want to be pretty," he whispered. "I just want to be pretty."

Brooklynn moved her hand from his face to his hand. She covered his hand with hers. She squeezed it tight.

"You are pretty," she said. "You are so pretty, Roxie."

Hunter let out a breath. It was a long, shaky sigh. He felt the tension leave his shoulders. He slumped down on the couch. He felt tired. But he also felt light. Like a balloon.

He looked at her. He saw her eyes. They were full of light. They were full of want. She wanted him. She wanted the girl. She wanted Roxie.

"Say my name again," Hunter said. His voice was small. It was a plea.

"Roxie," she said. "My sweet Roxie."

Hunter closed his eyes. He let the sound wash over him. It felt like a warm blanket. It felt like safety. He did not feel like Hunter anymore. He felt like Roxie. He felt like a girl sitting on a couch with a beautiful woman.

He leaned his head against her shoulder. She smelled so good. He breathed her in. He felt her arm wrap around him. She held him. She stroked his hair. It was the best feeling he ever felt.

"I am here," she said. "I have got you."

Hunter sniffled. He wiped his eyes on his shirt. He stayed there. He did not want to move. He just wanted to be held. He just wanted to be her.

The air in the hallway felt different when they walked out. It was colder. It felt like the building was watching them. Hunter walked behind Brooklynn. He watched her hips move. They swayed back and forth. Left, right, left, right. It was like a dance. It was beautiful. Hunter tried to move his hips the same way. But he felt stiff. He felt like a robot. He felt like a block of wood.

They went into a big studio room. It was empty. There were no lights. No cameras. No people. Just a big wooden floor. The floor was shiny. It looked slippery. The walls were covered in mirrors. Hunter saw himself in the glass. He saw a man in a t-shirt. He saw a man who did not fit in this room. He looked away.

Brooklynn walked to the middle of the floor. Her heels made a sharp sound on the wood. Click, click, click. It echoed. She turned around. She looked at him.

"Come here," she said.

Hunter walked to her. His feet felt heavy. Thud, thud, thud. He walked like a soldier. He walked like a man who had somewhere to be. He did not know how to walk like her. He did not know how to float.

"Stop," she said.

Hunter stopped. He stood in front of her. He felt big. He felt clumsy. He felt like a clown in a circus. He looked at his feet. They were big feet in dirty sneakers.

"You walk like a truck driver," she said.

Hunter looked up. "I am sorry," he said.

"Do not be sorry," she said. "Just fix it. Put one foot in front of the other. But do it soft."

Hunter tried again. He took a step. He put his heel down first. Then his toe. It felt weird. He felt like he was sneaking up on someone.

"Swing your hips," she said.

Hunter tried to swing his hips. It felt forced. It felt fake. He probably looked stupid. He felt his face get hot. He felt the shame creep up his neck.

"Do not stomp," she said. Her voice was sharp. "Glide. You are a girl. You are light. You are not heavy."

Hunter took another step. He tried to glide. But he stumbled. He caught himself before he fell. He felt like a fool. He hated this. He wanted to go home. He wanted to hide under the covers.

"I can't do it," Hunter said. "I look stupid."

Brooklynn walked over to him. She did not look mad. She looked focused. She looked like she was working on a project.

"Stand still," she said.

Hunter stood still. He put his hands at his sides. He squeezed his eyes shut for a second. He felt a tear burn his eye. He pushed it away.

Brooklynn stepped up to him. She stood in front of him. She reached out. She put her hands on his hips.

Hunter gasped. Her hands were hot. They felt strong. She gripped his waist. Her fingers dug into his skin. It felt possessive. It felt like she was claiming him.

"Relax," she said. "You are tight. You are a board. Let go."

Hunter took a breath. He tried to relax his muscles. It was hard. He wanted to fight her. He wanted to pull away. But he also wanted her to hold him forever.

"Let me lead you," she said.

She moved her hands. She pushed his left hip forward. Then she pulled his right hip back. She moved his body for him. Hunter let her. He did not fight it. He let her manipulate him. He felt like a doll. He felt like a puppet on a string.

"Good," she said.

She moved behind him. Hunter could not see her. But he could feel her. He could feel her heat on his back. She stood right behind him. She pressed her body against his spine.

Hunter felt weak in the knees. Her chest was soft against his back. Her hips touched his butt. He felt surrounded. He felt trapped. He felt safe.

"Walk," she said in his ear.

She pushed him forward. Hunter took a step. She moved with him. She kept her hands on his hips. She guided him. She forced him to sway.

Step. Sway. Step. Sway.

It felt strange at first. Hunter felt off balance. He felt like he was going to fall. But she held him up. She was strong. She kept him steady.

"Relax," she whispered. Her breath tickled his ear. "Let me do the work. Just feel it."

Hunter closed his eyes. He stopped looking at the mirrors. He stopped looking at the floor. He just felt. He felt her hands on his waist. He felt her body against his back. He felt the rhythm.

She pushed his left hip. He stepped with his left foot.

She pulled his right hip. He stepped with his right foot.

They moved across the floor together. It was not just him walking anymore. It was them. They were one person. She was the leader. He was the follower.

It felt good.

It felt really good to not be in control. Hunter did not have to think. He did not have to worry about where his feet went. He just had to trust her. He just had to let her move him.

He felt a heat spread in his belly. It was a warm, heavy feeling. It spread down to his groin. He felt his dick twitch. It was getting hard. It rubbed against his jeans. But he did not care. He did not care about the man part right now. He just cared about the feeling.

He felt small. He felt delicate. With her hands on his hips, he felt like a girl. He felt like she was dancing with him. He felt like she was leading him across a ballroom floor.

"You are doing well," she said. Her voice was low. "You move like a girl now. Smooth. Soft."

Hunter let out a small moan. He could not help it. The praise went straight to his head. It made him dizzy. He wanted more. He wanted to be good for her.

"Yes," he whispered. He did not recognize his own voice. It was breathy. It was high.

She moved him faster. They glided across the wood floor. Hunter did not stomp anymore. His feet made no sound. He felt light. He felt like he was floating. He felt like a feather on the wind.

She squeezed his hips. Her nails dug into his skin. It hurt a little bit. But he liked the pain. It was a reminder that she was there. It was a reminder that she owned him.

"That is it," she said. "Just like that. You are a natural. You were meant to move like this. You were meant to be soft."

Hunter believed her. In this moment, he believed everything she said. He forgot about Hunter. Hunter was the clown. Hunter was the truck driver. Roxie was the dancer. Roxie was the girl who glided.

He let his head fall back against her shoulder. He breathed in her smell. Flowers and spice. He felt drunk. He felt high.

"Keep your eyes closed," she commanded. "Do not open them. Just feel me."

Hunter kept his eyes closed. The world was dark. But he could see colors behind his eyes. Red and pink. He could feel the music in his head even though there was no music playing. There was just the rhythm of their steps.

She turned him. She spun him around slowly. Hunter did not get dizzy. He felt grounded. He felt anchored by her hands.

"You are so beautiful," she said. "So pretty when you listen."

Hunter felt the heat in his belly grow hotter. It spread to his chest. His nipples rubbed against his t-shirt. They were hard. They were sensitive. He wished he was not wearing the shirt. He wished he was not wearing the jeans. He wished he was just wearing the panties. He wished he could feel her skin on his skin.

"Please," he said. He did not know what he was asking for. More touch? More praise? More control?

"Please what?" she asked. She nipped his earlobe with her teeth.

Hunter shivered. The sensation shot down his spine.

"Please don't stop," he whispered.

"I won't stop," she said. "I will never stop. I will teach you everything. I will teach you how to sit. How to stand. How to talk. How to be a woman. You will be perfect."

Hunter nodded. A tear slid out of his closed eye. It ran down his cheek. He felt it. He felt the wetness. He felt the truth of her words. She would break him down. She would build him back up. And he would let her. He wanted her to.

She walked him backward now. Hunter trusted her. He knew she would not let him fall. She guided him until his back hit the wall. The mirror was cold against his spine. She pressed up against him. She pinned him there with her body.

She moved her hands from his hips. She ran them up his sides. She touched his ribs. She touched his chest. She felt his heartbeat.

"Your heart is beating so fast," she said.

"Yes," Hunter breathed out. "For you."

"Good girl," she said.

She put her leg between his legs. She pushed her thigh against his crotch. Hunter gasped. He pushed his hips down against her leg. He rubbed himself on her. It felt so good. He was so hard. He was so needy.

He did not care about being a man anymore. He did not care about the script. He did not care about the Director. He just cared about her. He just cared about this feeling.

"Move for me," she whispered. "Show me how you feel."

Hunter moved his hips. He ground himself against her thigh. The denim rubbed against his dick. It was rough. It was delicious. He moved in circles. He moved up and down. He let her control the rhythm.

He felt her breath on his neck. He felt her hands on his waist. He felt the heat of her body. He was lost. He was found.

He opened his eyes. He looked in the mirror. He saw them. He saw her dark eyes. He saw her hungry smile. And he saw himself.

He saw a flushed face. He saw soft skin. He saw a boy who looked like a girl. He saw Roxie looking back at him. And she looked happy. She looked turned on. She looked like she belonged here.

Hunter smiled back at her. It was a small smile. A shy smile.

"I am doing it," he whispered. "I am gliding."

"Yes," Brooklynn said. She kissed his neck softly. "You are."

The walking stopped. Brooklynn stepped back. The heat from her body left his back. The air in the room felt cold again. Hunter felt wobbly. His legs felt like jelly. He stood there on the shiny wood floor. He breathed hard. His chest moved up and down. He felt the t-shirt stick to his back with sweat.

"Take it off," Brooklynn said.

Hunter looked at her. She stood with her arms crossed. She looked calm. She looked like she was waiting for a show.

"Take off the shirt and the jeans," she said.

Hunter’s hands shook. He reached for the bottom of his t-shirt. He pulled it up. The fabric rubbed against his nipples. They were still hard from the walking. He lifted the shirt over his head. He dropped it on the floor.

He stood there bare from the waist up. He felt the air on his skin. He felt naked. Even though he was not fully naked. He looked down at his chest. It was flat. It had hair on it before. Now it was smooth. The skin looked pale. It looked soft.

He undid his jeans. He unzipped the fly. The sound was loud in the quiet room. He pushed the jeans down. He stepped out of them. He kicked them away.

He stood there in the panties. They were pink. They were silk. They were tight against him. But now there was more. On his chest, there was a bra. It matched the panties. It was pink lace. It had a little bow in the middle. It felt tight around his ribs. It felt like a hug.

Brooklynn walked to the wall. She pulled a curtain back. There was a big mirror behind it. It was as tall as the door. It was as wide as two men.

"Go," she said. "Stand in front of it."

Hunter walked to the mirror. His bare feet made no sound on the wood. He felt slow. He felt like he was walking underwater. He stopped in front of the glass.

He looked.

He saw the pink panties first. They were low on his hips. The lace was intricate. It looked pretty against his smooth skin. He saw his legs. They were shaved. They looked long. They looked like a girl's legs.

Then he looked at his chest. The bra was filled with something. Tissue maybe. It gave him a shape. It gave him curves. He saw the straps on his shoulders. They were thin. They dug into his skin a little bit.

He looked at his face. His jaw was smooth. His lips were red. He had no stubble. He saw his eyes. They were big. They were wet.

The boy was gone.

The boy with the hairy chest and the rough face was not there. In his place was someone else. Someone soft. Someone curved. Someone terrified.

"Look," Brooklynn said.

She walked up behind him. She stood close. She put her chin on his shoulder. He felt her hair tickle his neck. He felt her breath on his ear. She looked in the mirror too. She looked at the girl. She did not look at Hunter.

"Look at her," she said.

Hunter stared at the reflection. He could not look away. The girl in the glass stared back. She looked like a stranger. She looked like a dream.

"Her," Hunter whispered.

The word hung in the air. It was a breath. It was a prayer.

"Who is that?" Brooklynn asked.

Hunter looked at the girl's lips. They moved when he spoke. He looked at the girl's chest. It rose and fell when he breathed. He looked at the pink panties. They hid the thing that made him a man.

"I don't know," Hunter said. His voice was shaking.

"Yes, you do," Brooklynn said. She put her hands on his hips. She held him tight. "Tell me. Say her name."

Hunter felt a tear slide down his cheek. It ran over his lip. It tasted salty. He felt a knot in his throat. It hurt to swallow.

"Roxie," he said.

It was quiet. But the mirror heard it. The girl in the mirror seemed to blink.

"Good girl," Brooklynn said.

The words hit him like a wave. They crashed over him. Warm and heavy. Hunter shivered. A full body shiver. It started in his toes and went up to his head.

He liked it. He liked it so much it scared him. He liked the words. He liked the way she said it. He liked the feeling of being small. He liked the feeling of being owned.

But he hated it too. He hated that he liked it. He hated that he was weak. He hated that Hunter was disappearing.

He looked in the mirror. He saw the flush on his chest. He saw the pink on his cheeks. He saw the shame in his eyes. But under the shame, there was something else. There was a light. There was a spark.

He felt a heat spread in his belly. It went lower. It went between his legs. The panties felt tight. They felt wet. He was getting turned on. He was getting hard. But it was trapped. It was tucked away. It was hidden by the pink silk.

He felt like a fake. He was a boy in a bra. He was a boy in panties. But when he looked in the mirror, he did not see a boy. He saw a girl who looked scared. He saw a girl who looked beautiful.

"Touch yourself," Brooklynn whispered in his ear.

"What?" Hunter asked. His voice squeaked.

"Touch her," she said. "Touch the girl in the mirror. Put your hands on her body."

Hunter raised his hands. He watched the girl in the mirror raise her hands. He put his hands on his waist. The skin was so smooth. It felt like touching a woman. He moved his hands up. He touched the lace of the bra. He felt the curve of the fake breast.

He watched his hands move. They looked like girl hands. They looked soft.

"You are so pretty," Brooklynn said. "Look at that waist. Look at those hips. You were made for this, Roxie. You were made to be pretty."

Hunter closed his eyes for a second. He let the words wash over him. Pretty. It was a dangerous word. It was a sweet word.

He opened his eyes. He looked at the girl. She was blushing. She was breathing fast. She looked like she was waiting for a kiss. She looked like she was waiting to be taken.

"Do you see her?" Brooklynn asked. "Do you see what I see?"

"Yes," Hunter said.

"What do you see?"

"I see... I see a girl," Hunter said. The confession tore out of him. "I see Roxie."

"Does she look like a boy?" Brooklynn asked.

Hunter looked at the reflection. He looked for the boy. He looked for the man. He could not find him. The hair was gone. The muscles were hidden. The face was soft.

"No," Hunter said. "She doesn't look like a boy."

"Then what is she?" Brooklynn asked.

"She is a girl," Hunter said. "She is... she is me."

Brooklynn smiled. Hunter saw it in the mirror. Her smile was beautiful. It made him feel warm inside.

"Turn around," she said.

Hunter turned away from the mirror. He faced Brooklynn. He felt shy. He felt exposed. He stood in front of her in just his underwear. He felt small. She was still fully dressed. She still had her shoes on. She had all the power.

She looked him up and down. She took her time. She looked at his chest. She looked at his hips. She looked at the panties.

She reached out. She hooked her finger in the strap of the bra. She pulled it out and let it snap back against his skin.

Hunter flinched. It stung. But he liked it.

"You look better like this," she said. "This is the real you. Hunter was the costume. This is who you are."

Hunter felt dizzy. The room was spinning. If Hunter was the costume, then who was he? Was he just a shell? Was he just a place for Roxie to live?

He looked down at his body. The pink lace. The smooth skin. It felt more real than his jeans ever did. It felt more real than his t-shirt.

"Say thank you," Brooklynn said.

"Thank you," Hunter whispered.

"Thank you for what?" she asked.

"Thank you for... for seeing her," Hunter said. "Thank you for finding me."

Brooklynn stepped closer. She pressed her body against his. She put her hands on his waist. She pulled him into her. Hunter leaned his head against her chest. He could hear her heart beating. It was slow and steady. His heart was beating fast. Like a bird.

"We are going to make you so happy," she said. "We are going to make you the most beautiful girl in the world. You will never have to be Hunter again. You can just be Roxie. You can just be mine."

Hunter wrapped his arms around her. He held her tight. He buried his face in her neck. He smelled her perfume. He smelled her skin. He felt safe. He felt safe for the first time in his life.

"I want that," Hunter said. His voice was muffled by her neck. "I want to be Roxie. I want to be yours."

"I know," she said. She stroked his back. Her hand ran down his spine. She touched the strap of the bra. She touched the lace of the panties. "I know you do."

Hunter stood there for a long time. He let her hold him. He let her pet him. He felt the shame melting away. It was replaced by something warm. Something gold.

He felt a love for himself that he never felt before. He loved the girl in the mirror. He loved the soft skin. He loved the pink panties. He loved the fear. Because the fear meant it was real. The fear meant he was changing.

He pulled back. He looked at her face. She was looking down at him. Her eyes were soft.

"Can I look again?" Hunter asked.

Brooklynn smiled. "Yes. Go look. See how beautiful you are."

Hunter turned back to the mirror. He looked at the girl. She was still there. She was still scared. She was still trembling. But now she looked different too. She looked proud. She looked like she belonged.

Hunter looked at her. He really looked at her. He saw the beauty. He saw the potential. He saw the girl he could be.

He reached out and touched the glass. He touched the girl's hand.

"Hello, Roxie," he whispered.

The girl in the mirror did not say anything. But she smiled. A small, shy smile.

And Hunter smiled back.


Chapter Three




The Director’s voice was still in his head. It was loud. It was like a bell that would not stop ringing.

"Chemistry," the Director had said. "I need to believe it. I need to see the hunger. You will spend the night together. In character. No leaving. No breaking character. If you come out as Hunter, you are fired."

The words hung over Hunter like a dark cloud. Fired. The money gone. The apartment gone. Everything gone.

He walked down the hotel hallway. The carpet was thick and gray. It swallowed his footsteps. The walls were beige. They were boring. But to Hunter, they looked like the walls of a prison. A soft prison. A nice prison.

Brooklynn walked in front of him. She did not look back. She moved with purpose. Her heels clicked on the carpet. Thump, thump, thump. Even on the soft floor, she made a sound. She was heavy. She was there. She was real.

Hunter felt light. He felt like a ghost. He felt like he was floating behind her. He was nervous. His stomach hurt. It was a tight knot. He felt sick. He wanted to throw up. He wanted to run. But his feet kept moving. One step. Then the next.

They stopped at a door. Room 412.

Brooklynn took out a key card. She pushed it into the slot. The light turned green. It made a small beep. She pushed the handle down.

Hunter held his breath. This was it. The point of no return.

They walked into the room. It was a nice room. There was a big bed in the middle. It had white sheets. It looked soft. There were big windows. The curtains were drawn. The light in the room was dim. It was yellow. It made everything look warm.

Brooklynn walked in. She dropped her bag on the floor. She did not care where it landed.

Hunter stood just inside the door. His hands were sweating. He wiped them on his pants. He felt the rough fabric. He was wearing his jeans again. He was wearing his sneakers. He felt like a mess. He felt like a boy who snuck into the girls' bathroom.

Brooklynn turned around. She looked at him. She looked at his clothes. She looked at his face. She did not look happy. She looked like she was waiting for him to do something.

The door clicked shut.

It was a heavy sound. Click. The lock caught.

Hunter jumped. The sound was final. It was loud in the quiet room. It was the sound of a cage closing. He was trapped in here with her. For the whole night.

No leaving. No breaking character.

Brooklynn took a step toward him. She moved slow. She did not blink.

"I am Brooklynn," she said.

Her voice was different. It was not the voice she used with the Director. It was not the voice she used on the phone. It was lower. It was softer. It was dangerous.

Hunter looked at her. He knew she was Brooklynn. But the way she said it, it sounded like a warning. It sounded like she was introducing a character. A character who was going to hurt him. Or love him. Maybe both.

She took another step. She was close now. Hunter could smell her. She smelled like the makeup room. Like powder and heat. Like fear.

"But tonight," she said. She stopped right in front of him. She looked up into his eyes. "I am not Brooklynn."

Hunter swallowed. His throat clicked. He felt his heart beating in his neck. Thump, thump. It was so fast. It hurt.

"Who are you?" Hunter whispered. His voice was small. He did not mean to whisper. But he could not find air.

"I am your lover," she said.

The words hit him in the chest. Lover. It was a heavy word. It was a word that meant skin. It meant touching. It meant secrets.

She reached up. She touched his face. Her hand was hot. Her fingers were long. She touched his cheek. She touched the smooth skin. She rubbed her thumb over his lip.

Hunter felt his knees get weak. He had to hold himself up. He grabbed the door handle behind his back. His knuckles turned white.

"And you," she said. She looked deep into his eyes. "You are Roxie."

The name again. Roxie. It wrapped around him. It was a blanket. It was a rope.

Hunter nodded. He could not speak. If he spoke, he might cry. Or he might scream. He was scared. He was so scared. But under the fear, there was a fire. A hot, burning fire. He wanted to be Roxie. He wanted to be her lover. He wanted to be hers.

"I am Roxie," he said.

His voice sounded strange. It did not sound like a man's voice. It was breathy. It was high. It sounded like a girl who was scared. A girl who wanted to be held.

Brooklynn smiled. It was a small smile. It was a smile that showed her teeth. It looked like a wolf smiling at a rabbit.

"Good," she said. "Do not forget it. If you forget, I will remind you. And I will not be nice."

Hunter believed her. He knew she would not be nice. She would be rough. She would be hard. She would make him feel it. And he wanted that. He wanted her to make him feel it.

She stepped back. She walked over to the bed. She sat on the edge. The mattress dipped under her weight. She crossed her legs. She looked at him. She waited.

Hunter stood by the door. He felt frozen. He did not know what to do. Should he walk? Should he sit? Should he take off his clothes?

"Come here," she said.

It was not a request. It was a command.

Hunter let go of the door handle. His hand was sweaty. He felt the cold metal on his palm. He took a step away from the door.

He felt his heart beating very fast. It was pounding against his ribs. Like a bird trapped in a cage. He felt the blood rushing in his ears. Whoosh, whoosh.

He walked toward her. The room felt bigger. It felt like it took a long time to get to her. With every step, he felt Hunter get smaller. He felt Roxie get bigger.

He felt like prey.

She was the predator. She sat on the bed. She watched him. Her eyes never left his face. She looked at his lips. She looked at his neck. She looked at his chest. She was deciding where to bite. She was deciding where to mark him.

But he knew she did not want to hurt him. Not with pain. She did not want to hit him. She did not want to break his bones.

She wanted to eat him up in a different way.

She wanted to eat his mind. She wanted to eat his fear. She wanted to eat the man away until there was nothing left but the girl. She wanted to consume him. She wanted to digest him and leave only Roxie behind.

And Hunter wanted to be eaten. He wanted to be devoured. He wanted to disappear inside her. He wanted to be part of her. He wanted her to own every inch of him.

He stopped in front of her. He was close to her knees. He looked down at her. She looked up at him. She looked so powerful. She looked like a queen on a throne.

He felt his hands shaking at his sides. He felt a sweat break out on his forehead. He felt his dick twitch in his jeans. It was getting hard. It was trapped. It wanted out. But he did not want to let it out. He wanted to hide it. He wanted to be smooth for her. He wanted to be soft.

"Kneel," she said.

Hunter dropped to his knees. He fell fast. His knees hit the carpet. It was soft. He knelt between her legs. He looked up at her. He felt small. He felt helpless. He felt like a worshiper in a temple.

She reached out. She put her hand on his head. She ran her fingers through his hair. Her nails scratched his scalp. It sent a shiver down his spine.

"Good girl," she said.

The words went into him like a drug. They made his head spin. They made his body relax. He leaned into her touch. He closed his eyes.

"Who are you?" she asked again.

"I am Roxie," he whispered. "I am your Roxie."

"Yes," she said. "You are mine. You belong to me tonight. Every part of you. Your fear. Your pain. Your pleasure. It is all mine."

Hunter opened his eyes. He looked at her. He felt a tear run down his cheek. He did not wipe it away. He let it fall.

"Yes," he said. "I am yours."

She moved her hand from his head. She touched his cheek. She wiped the tear away with her thumb. She put her thumb in her mouth. She tasted his tear.

"Salty," she said. "You taste like fear."

She leaned down. Her face was close to his. He could feel her breath on his lips. It was sweet. It smelled like mint.

"I like fear," she whispered. "Fear makes you honest. Fear makes you pretty."

Hunter’s lips parted. He waited for her to kiss him. He wanted her to kiss him. He needed her to kiss him. He wanted to seal the deal. He wanted to seal his fate.

But she did not kiss him. She pulled back. She smiled again. That hungry wolf smile.

"Take off your shirt," she said.

Hunter’s hands went to the bottom of his t-shirt. He pulled it up. He lifted it over his head. He dropped it on the floor. He was bare from the waist up.

The air was cool on his skin. He felt his nipples harden. They stood up. They were pink. They were soft. He felt the smooth skin of his chest. He felt the curve of his waist. He did not look like a man. He looked soft.

Brooklynn looked at him. She looked at his chest. She looked at his stomach. She reached out. She put her hand on his chest. She felt his heartbeat.

"So fast," she said. "Does Roxie love me?"

"Yes," Hunter breathed out. "Roxie loves you."

She moved her hand down. She touched his stomach. She ran her fingers over the skin. It tickled. It burned. She moved her hand lower. She touched the button of his jeans.

"Take these off too," she said.

Hunter’s hands shook. He undid the button. He pulled down the zipper. The sound was loud. He pushed the jeans down. He lifted his knees. He pulled them off. He threw them aside.

He knelt there in his underwear. He was wearing the pink panties. He had put them back on after the mirror. He needed to feel them. He needed to feel the silk against his skin.

Brooklynn looked at the panties. She smiled. It was a real smile this time.

"You remembered," she said.

"Yes," Hunter said.

"Good," she said. "Pink suits you. It suits Roxie."

She put her hands on his hips. She pulled him closer. He shuffled forward on his knees. He was between her legs now. His chest pressed against her knees. He could feel the heat of her body through her dress.

"I am going to teach you," she said. "I am going to teach you how to be a woman. I am going to teach you how to love like a woman. And you are going to learn. You are going to learn everything."

Hunter nodded. He was trembling. He was shaking all over. He felt like a leaf in the wind. But he was anchored by her hands on his hips.

"I want to learn," he said. "Please teach me."

"I will," she said. "But first, you have to surrender. You have to give me everything. No holding back. no hiding. No Hunter. Only Roxie."

Hunter took a deep breath. He closed his eyes. He thought about Hunter. He thought about the boy with the rough hands and the deep voice. He thought about the boy who was scared.

He let Hunter go. He pushed Hunter away. He let Hunter fall into the dark.

He opened his eyes. He looked at Brooklynn.

"I surrender," he said. "I am yours."

"Good girl," she said.

She grabbed his face with both hands. She pulled him up. She pulled him toward her. She pulled him into her kiss.

It was not a soft kiss. It was a hard kiss. It was a hungry kiss. She bit his lip. She thrust her tongue into his mouth. She claimed him.

Hunter melted. He turned into water. He flowed into her. He let her take him. He let her eat him up. And for the first time in his life, he felt full.

The kiss broke. They were both breathing hard. The air in the room felt thick. It felt hard to breathe. Brooklynn moved back. She sat on the edge of the big bed. The sheets were white and smooth. She looked up at him. Her eyes were dark. They were shiny. She looked like she had a secret.

She patted the space between her knees. It was a silent command. Come here.

Hunter stepped forward. His legs felt weak. He felt like he was walking on a boat. He was wearing a shirt now. It was a white button-down shirt. It was crisp. It felt stiff on his body. He wore it over the panties. He felt the tails of the shirt hang down over his thighs. He stood in front of her. He looked down at her.

She reached out. She took his belt loops in her fingers. She pulled him closer. Hunter stumbled a little bit. He stepped right into her space. His legs touched her knees. He was trapped between her thighs.

She looked up at his face. Then she looked at his chest. Her hands went to the top button of his shirt. Her fingers were sure. They were steady.

Pop. The first button came open.

Hunter watched her hands. He felt a strange sensation in his stomach. It was like butterflies. It was like rocks falling. She was undressing him. She was unwrapping him like a present.

Pop. The second button.

She pushed the fabric aside. She touched the skin of his chest. It was bare. It was smooth. There was no hair there. Just the soft skin that the razor left behind.

Pop. The third button.

Her fingers traced his collarbone. They moved down the center of his chest. Her touch was light. It was a tickle. It made him shiver. He felt his nipples get hard under the shirt. They rubbed against the cotton. It was a sweet friction.

Pop. The fourth button.

She opened the shirt wider. She saw the bra. It was pink lace. It held the fake curves against his chest. She saw the smooth skin of his stomach. She saw the dip of his navel.

Hunter held his breath. He felt exposed. He felt like she was looking at his soul. He felt like she was seeing everything he tried to hide.

"You are so soft," she said.

Her voice was a whisper. It was low and rough. She ran her hands over his shoulders. She pushed the shirt off him. It slid down his arms and fell to the floor. He stood there in just the bra and the panties.

"So pretty," she said.

Hunter gasped. The words hit him in the chest. They knocked the air out of him. Soft. Pretty. No one ever called him that. No one ever looked at him like that. He felt a heat rush to his face. He felt his cheeks burn.

His body reacted. He felt a pressure between his legs. It was a throb. It was a pulse. His dick was getting hard. It was pushing against the pink silk of the panties. It felt trapped. It felt tight.

It felt wrong. He was a man. He was not supposed to be pretty. He was not supposed to be soft.

But it felt right too. It felt right to be seen. It felt right to be wanted. It felt right to be hers.

The pressure grew. He felt a wet spot on the panties. He was leaking. He was so turned on it hurt. He felt the shame mix with the pleasure. It was a cocktail in his blood. It made his head spin.

He tried to pull away. He could not take it. It was too much. The feelings were too big. They were going to crush him. He took a step back. He tried to move out of her reach.

"No," she said.

Her hands moved fast. She grabbed his hips. She held him tight. Her fingers dug into his skin. It was a grip of iron. She was not letting him go.

"Do not run," she said. She looked up at him. Her eyes were fierce. "You do not get to run from me. You do not get to run from this."

Hunter froze. He looked at her hands on his hips. They looked so strong against his pale skin.

"Feel it," she said. "Do not think. Just feel. Feel my hands. Feel the words. Feel the pretty."

Hunter stopped fighting. He let his arms hang at his sides. He looked at her face. He saw the hunger. He saw the want. She wanted him. She wanted the girl. She wanted Roxie.

She let go of his hip with one hand. She reached up. She touched his face. Her palm was hot against his cheek. She rubbed her thumb over his lip. His mouth opened a little bit. He breathed in her scent.

She leaned forward. She pressed her lips to his neck.

Hunter moaned.

The sound slipped out of his throat. It was high. It was thin. It was not a deep grunt. It was not a man's sound. It was a whimper. It was a girl's sound. It was the sound of a girl who was being touched. Who was being loved.

He felt the vibration of the moan in his chest. It made his face burn hotter. But he could not stop it. It felt too good. Her lips on his neck were like fire. They left a trail of heat everywhere they touched.

She kissed his throat. She kissed the pulse point. She bit him softly. Her teeth scraped his skin.

Hunter’s knees buckled. He felt weak. He felt like he was going to fall. He needed something to hold onto. He needed an anchor.

He put his hands on her shoulders. He grabbed her dress. He held on for dear life. His fingers dug into the fabric. He held on tight. He let her support his weight.

He leaned his head forward. His forehead rested against her hair. He breathed her in. She smelled like flowers and sex. She smelled like safety.

"That's it," she whispered against his neck. "Let it out. Don't be a man. Don't be strong. Be my girl. Be my soft, pretty girl."

Hunter closed his eyes. He felt the tears come back. They leaked out of the corners of his eyes. They ran hot down his face. He was crying because it felt so good. He was crying because it was so scary.

He felt the bra strap against his shoulder. He felt the tightness of the band around his chest. He felt the panties hugging his hips. He was a boy in girl clothes. But he did not feel like a boy. He felt like a girl who was finally being touched right.

She moved her hands from his face. She ran them down his sides. She touched his ribs. She touched his waist. She moved her hands around to his back. She pulled him into her. She hugged him tight.

Hunter let go. He sagged against her. He let her hold him up. He buried his face in her neck. He breathed in time with her. In. Out. In. Out.

He felt the pressure between his legs still. It was a dull ache now. A constant reminder of who he was. But it did not matter as much. The shame was smaller. The pleasure was bigger.

He was Roxie. He was soft. He was pretty.

Brooklynn pushed him. She put her hands on his chest and she pushed. Hunter did not fight it. He let her move him. He fell back onto the bed. The mattress was soft. It caught him. He bounced a little bit. He looked up at the ceiling. Then he looked at her.

She stood over him. She looked tall. She looked like a giant. She looked like a queen looking down at her subject. She climbed onto the bed. The mattress dipped under her knees. She moved up his body. She straddled his hips. She sat on top of him.

Hunter felt her weight. It was heavy. It pinned him to the bed. He could not move his legs. He could not move his hips. He was trapped. He felt helpless. He felt small. He looked up at her face. Her hair fell down around them. It made a tent. It made the world small. Just him and her.

He felt safe.

He felt safe because he did not have to do anything. He did not have to make a choice. He did not have to be the man. He just had to lie there. He just had to be hers.

She leaned down. She put her hands on the bed next to his head. She boxed him in. Her face was close. Her eyes were dark pools. He saw himself in them. He saw a scared girl. He saw a girl who wanted to be eaten.

She kissed him.

It was not a soft kiss. It was hard. It was deep. She pressed her lips against his. She forced his mouth open. She pushed her tongue inside. She tasted him. She explored his mouth. She licked his teeth. She licked his tongue.

Hunter moaned into her mouth. The sound was muffled. He felt dizzy. He could not get enough air. She took all his air. She took all his space. She bit his lip. It hurt. It was a sharp pain. But he liked it. He opened his mouth wider for her. He let her in.

He felt his body react. His skin got hot. His blood moved fast. His heart pounded against his ribs. Thump, thump, thump. He felt the beat everywhere. In his chest. In his throat. In his dick.

Her hands moved. They left the bed. They touched his body. They were everywhere at once. She touched his neck. She touched his shoulders. She touched his chest.

She touched the bra. Her fingers ran over the lace. She traced the edge of the cup. She touched the skin that spilled over.

"You feel so good," she said. She said it against his mouth. "So soft."

Hunter arched his back. He pushed his chest up into her hands. He wanted her to touch him more. He wanted her to grab him. He wanted her to leave marks on him. He wanted to be hers.

She moved her hands down. She touched his stomach. She touched the smooth skin. She tickled his ribs. He squirmed under her. But he could not go anywhere. She was too heavy. She was too strong.

She touched his hips. She grabbed his waist. Her fingers dug into his flesh. It felt like she was holding onto a life raft. She moved her hips against his.

Hunter gasped. He felt her grind down on him. She rubbed her body against his crotch. He was hard. He was so hard. The panties were tight. They held his dick in place. The friction was intense. The silk rubbed against the sensitive head. It was too much. It was not enough.

"Please," he said. He did not know what he was asking for.

"Please what?" she asked. She kissed his neck. She bit the soft skin there.

"Please... more," he said.

"Tell me who you are," she said. She stopped moving. She held still. She hovered over him. She waited.

Hunter looked up at her. He felt the pressure build up inside him. He felt the need. He felt the shame. He felt the love. He wanted to be Hunter. He wanted to be a man. But Hunter was gone. There was only Roxie.

"I am..." Hunter started. His voice cracked. It was a dry sound.

"Say it," she commanded. She pushed her hips down hard.

Hunter cried out. The pleasure shot through him like a lightning bolt. It made his toes curl. It made his hands grab the sheets.

"I am Roxie," he cried out. "I am Roxie."

"Good girl," she said.

She started to move again. She moved her hips in a circle. She ground her pelvis against his. Hunter moved with her. He could not help it. His body took over. His body knew what to do. It knew how to be a girl. It knew how to be used.

The pleasure built up. It was a wave in the ocean. It started small. It got bigger. It crashed over him. He felt it in his toes. He felt it in his fingers. He felt it in his head.

He looked up at her. She was beautiful. She was powerful. She was everything. She was using him. She was owning him. She was taking him apart piece by piece.

He felt the bra strap cut into his shoulder. He felt the panties pull tight against his balls. He felt the wet spot grow on the silk. He was leaking so much. He was a mess. He was a dirty girl.

She leaned down. She whispered in his ear.

"You are mine," she said. "Every inch of you. This soft skin. This pretty mouth. This tight pussy."

She called it a pussy. Hunter shivered. The word went through him. It was electric. He did not have a pussy. He had a dick. But in this moment, with her weight on him, with her words in his ear, he felt like he did. He felt like the hardness was just a swollen clit. He felt like the wetness was just girl juice.

"Yes," Hunter cried out. "I am yours. Take me. Take all of me."

She moved faster. The bed rocked. The headboard hit the wall. But Hunter did not hear it. He only heard the blood in his ears. He only heard her voice.

"Good girl," she said over and over. "Good girl. Good girl. Good girl."

The words became a chant. They became a spell. They made him float. They made him fly. He felt the pleasure peak. It was a mountain. He was at the top. He could not go any higher.

He felt his balls tighten. They pulled up into his body. He felt the pressure at the base of his dick. It was going to happen. He was going to cum.

"No," he said. "Wait. It is too much."

"No," she said. "Let it go. Cum for me, Roxie. Cum like a girl."

She grabbed his face. She made him look at her. She looked into his eyes. She saw everything.

"Cum," she said.

The world broke.

Hunter cried out. It was a loud sob. It was a broken sound. His body jerked. His back arched up off the bed. The pleasure rushed out of him. It shot out of his dick. It filled the panties. It made a mess. It made a wet, sticky pool between his legs.

He shook. He shook hard. It felt like a seizure. He could not stop. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed into him. He saw colors behind his eyes. He saw white light. He saw nothing but her.

He sobbed. Tears ran out of his eyes and into his ears. He could not stop crying. It felt too good. It felt too real. He felt like he died. He felt like he was born again.

She held him. She wrapped her arms around him. She hugged him tight. She let him shake. She let him cry. She stroked his hair. She petted his head.

"Shh," she said. "I have got you. I have got you."

Hunter breathed hard. He gasped for air. His chest hurt. His throat hurt. He felt empty. He felt full. He felt clean. He felt dirty.

He looked up at her. Her face was soft now. She was not the wolf anymore. She was the protector. She was the lover. She wiped the tears from his face. She kissed his wet cheeks.

"Good girl," she whispered again. "My girl."

Hunter closed his eyes. He leaned into her hand. He felt the wet panties against his skin. He felt the cooling mess. He felt the bra tight on his chest. He felt the smooth skin of his legs rubbing against the sheets.

He was a mess. He was Roxie. And he was happy.

"Thank you," he whispered. His voice was gone. It was just a breath.

"You are welcome," she said. She kissed his forehead. "Now sleep. We have a lot of work to do tomorrow."

Hunter curled into her. He put his head on her chest. He listened to her heart. It was slow and steady. It was the only thing in the world. He closed his eyes. He let the dark take him. 


Chapter Four




The light was too bright. It pushed through the heavy curtains like a knife. It hit Hunter’s eyelids. It was hot and red. Hunter tried to hide. He tried to pull the blanket over his head. But his body felt heavy. It felt like he was made of stone.

He opened his eyes. The room was blurry. The white ceiling spun a little bit. He blinked. The room came into focus. He was in the hotel. The big bed. The beige walls. The quiet.

He lay still. He felt his body. He felt the sheets against his skin. They were cool and crisp. But his skin felt different. It felt sensitive. Every time the sheet moved, he felt it. It was like little electric shocks on his nerves.

He moved his legs. The sheets slid over his calves. Over his knees. Over his thighs.

He froze.

There was no friction. No rough feeling. No scratch of hair.

The hair was gone.

He remembered the trailer. He remembered the razor. He remembered the buzz. He remembered the feeling of the metal blade taking the hair away. He remembered the pink panties. He remembered Brooklynn’s hands on him.

He looked down under the sheet. He could see the shape of his legs. They were lumps under the white cotton. But he knew what was under there. Smooth skin. Pale skin. Girl skin.

He felt a ache between his legs. It was a deep, dull ache. It was a good ache. It was a reminder. Brooklynn had used him last night. She had taken him. She had made him hers. He could still feel her hands on his hips. He could still feel her weight on top of him.

He took a breath. The air smelled like her. It smelled like flowers and sweat. It smelled like sex. The smell made his head spin. It made his stomach flip. He felt a mix of shame and hunger. He wanted to cover his face. He wanted to bury his nose in the pillow and breathe it in forever.

He turned his head to the side.

The other half of the bed was empty. The pillow was dented where her head had been. But the sheet was cold. She was gone.

Hunter felt a sharp pain in his chest. Panic. Cold, sharp panic.

She left. She left him alone.

He sat up fast. The sheet fell to his waist. He looked around the room. He was naked. He felt the air on his chest. He felt the air on his shoulders. He saw the marks on his skin.

There was a bruise on his shoulder. It was purple and blue. It was in the shape of a mouth. A bite mark. There were red lines on his hips. Fingerprints. She had grabbed him hard. She had held him down.

He touched the bite mark. It hurt. It was sore. He pressed on it. A little jolt of pain went through him. He bit his lip. He liked the pain. It was real. It was proof. He was not dreaming.

He looked at the pillow again. He saw the paper.

It was a small white square. It stood out against the white pillowcase. Hunter reached for it. His hand shook a little bit. He picked it up. The paper was stiff. It crinkled in his fingers. It smelled like her perfume. It was strong.

He read the words. The letters were sharp. Black ink. "Wear the dress on the chair. - B."

Hunter let out a breath. He did not know he was holding it. She did not leave him. She left a command. She left an order.

He looked at the chair in the corner of the room. There was something hanging on it. A dress.

It was red. It was the brightest red he had ever seen. Like blood. Like a fire engine. It was short. The skirt looked tiny. It looked like it would barely cover anything.

Hunter stared at it. It looked scary. It looked dangerous. It looked like something a woman would wear. A woman who was confident. A woman who was sexy.

He was not that woman. He was Hunter. He was a boy in a bed.

But his body moved. He did not tell it to move. It just moved. He threw the sheet off. He swung his legs over the edge of the bed. He put his feet on the carpet.

His feet looked small. They were pale and smooth. The toenails were bare. He wiggled his toes. He stood up. He felt wobbly. His legs were sore. His butt was sore. He felt like he had run a marathon.

He walked to the chair. He walked slow. Every step was a reminder. His thighs rubbed together. There was no hair to stop them. Just skin on skin. It was a slippery feeling. It was a secret feeling.

He stopped in front of the dress. He reached out. He touched the fabric. It was slippery too. Silk. It was cold under his fingers. It felt like water.

He took the dress off the hanger. The hanger hit the chair back with a soft thud. He held the dress up. It was light. It was nothing. Just a piece of red fabric.

But it felt heavy. It felt like a weight.

He looked at himself in the full-length mirror next to the chair. He saw a naked boy. He saw a flat chest. He saw the soft curves of his hips. He saw the bruise on his shoulder. He saw the fear in his eyes.

He did not want to put it on. He wanted to put on his jeans. He wanted to put on his baggy t-shirt. He wanted to hide.

But the note said "Wear the dress."

Brooklynn said "Wear the dress."

He could not say no to her. He did not want to say no to her. He wanted to please her. He wanted to be her good girl.

He stepped into the dress. He put his left leg in first. Then his right. The silk slid up his legs. It felt amazing. It felt like being touched by a thousand soft hands. He shivered. Goosebumps rose up on his arms.

He pulled the dress up. It went over his knees. Over his thighs. The silk hugged his legs. It showed every curve. It showed the shape of his muscles. It showed the smoothness.

He pulled it up over his hips. He had to wiggle a little bit to get it on. The dress was tight. It squeezed his waist. It held his stomach in. It felt like a hug. A tight, unyielding hug.

He reached behind his back. He found the zipper. It was tiny. He pulled it up. The dress got tighter. It sealed him in. He could not breathe deep. He could only take small breaths.

He put the straps over his shoulders. They were thin. They dug into his skin a little bit. The top of the dress had a built-in bra. It pushed his chest up. It gave him a shape. It made him look like he had breasts.

He looked in the mirror.

The boy was gone.

The red dress changed everything. The color made his skin look white. Like milk. The dress made his waist look small. It made his hips look wide. It made his legs look long.

He turned to the side. He looked at his butt. The dress was tight there too. It showed the roundness. He looked at his legs. They were bare. They were smooth. They were girl legs.

He stared at the girl in the mirror.

She looked terrified. Her eyes were wide. Her mouth was open. But she was beautiful. She was a red flower. She was a flame.

Hunter touched the glass. He touched the girl's reflection.

"Hello," he whispered.

But he knew who it was. It was not Hunter. Hunter would never wear a red dress. Hunter would never look this soft. Hunter would never look this scared and this happy at the same time.

It was Roxie.

Roxie was looking back at him. She was trapped in the glass. She was trapped in the red dress. But she liked it. She liked being trapped.

Hunter looked at his face. It was too plain. It was too bare. He needed more. He needed to finish the look.

He walked to the bathroom. The tile was cold on his feet. He sat on the little stool. He looked at the counter. There was a makeup bag there. It was black leather. It had gold clasps.

He opened it. It smelled like powder and wax. There were so many things inside. Lipsticks. Powders. Pencils. Things he did not know the names of.

He picked up a lipstick tube. It was heavy. It was cold metal. He twisted the bottom. The red stick came up. It was the same red as the dress. A perfect match.

He looked at his mouth in the mirror. His lips were pale. They were thin. They were boy lips.

He took a breath. He held the stick like a weapon. He pressed it against his top lip.

The color was wet. It slid over his skin. It felt greasy. It felt thick. He moved the stick from one side of his mouth to the other. He covered the pale lip with the red.

He did the bottom lip. He pressed his lips together. He rubbed them against each other. The color spread.

He looked in the mirror.

His mouth was a red wound. It was a red flag. It screamed to be looked at. It screamed to be kissed.

The red made his teeth look white. It made his eyes look dark. It made his face look different. It made him look fierce. It made him look like a woman who knew what she wanted.

He smiled.

It was a small smile at first. Just the corners of his mouth turning up. But then it got bigger. It showed his teeth. It showed the red lipstick.

It felt natural.

The smile did not feel fake. It did not feel like a mask. It felt like the mask was off. The smile felt like it was coming from deep inside him. From the place where Roxie lived.

He looked at the girl in the mirror. She was smiling back. She was not scared anymore. She was proud. She was beautiful.

"I am Roxie," he whispered.

The words were soft. But they were loud in the quiet bathroom.

He stood up. He smoothed the red dress down his hips. He checked his reflection one last time.

The hallway was long. It smelled like coffee and dust. Hunter walked slow. The red dress felt tight. It squeezed his waist. It squeezed his chest. Every step he took, the dress rubbed against his legs. The silk was smooth. It felt like water sliding over his skin.

His legs were bare. The air hit them. It felt cold. He felt naked. He felt like everyone could see everything. He looked down at his feet. He wore high heels. They were black and shiny. They made a clicking sound on the floor. Click, click, click.

The sound was loud. It echoed in the hall. It sounded like a girl walking. It did not sound like Hunter.

He felt the makeup on his face. The lipstick was thick. It felt sticky. The powder on his cheeks felt dry. He was afraid to smile. He was afraid the makeup would crack. He felt like a doll. A painted doll made of glass.

He reached the door to the set. It was a big metal door. He could hear noise on the other side. People talking. Machines humming. He took a deep breath. The air tasted like fear.

He pushed the door open.

The noise hit him like a wall. It was bright. Very bright. Big lights hung from the ceiling. They made the room hot. There were cables all over the floor. People ran back and forth. They carried big lights and big cameras.

Hunter stepped inside. The heels clicked on the concrete floor. Click, click, click.

One by one, people stopped.

They turned to look at him.

The room got quiet. The talking stopped. The machines seemed to get quieter. All eyes were on him.

Hunter felt his face get hot. It burned. He felt the blood rush to his cheeks. He felt small. He felt like a bug under a microscope.

He saw men in the crew. Big men with beards. They held heavy lights. They stopped working. They stared.

They looked at his legs. They looked at the red dress. They looked at his chest.

Hunter felt their eyes like hands. They touched him. They grabbed him. They undressed him with their looks. He felt dirty. He felt like meat.

He saw a man with a camera. He looked right at Hunter’s hips. He licked his lips.

Hunter felt a shiver go up his spine. It was a cold shiver. It was fear.

He wanted to run. He wanted to turn around and run back to the hotel room. He wanted to hide under the bed. He wanted to take off the dress. He wanted to put on his jeans. He wanted to be Hunter again. Hunter was safe. Hunter was invisible. Roxie was prey.

He crossed his arms over his chest. He hugged himself. He tried to cover his body. He tried to hide the red dress. He tried to hide the smooth skin.

He looked down at the floor. He could not look at them. If he looked at them, he would cry. He felt the tears burn his eyes. He blinked them away. He could not cry. The makeup would run.

He felt a drop of sweat run down his back. It was cold. He felt trapped. He felt exposed. He felt like a fool. A man in a dress. A fake. A freak.

The stares got heavier. They pushed against him. He felt dizzy. The room spun. The lights were too bright. He felt sick to his stomach.

One of the men whistled. A low, sharp sound.

Hunter flinched. He took a step back. His heel wobbled. He almost fell.

He felt panic rise in his throat. It was a lump. He could not breathe. He was going to pass out. He was going to fall apart right there on the concrete floor.

Then he smelled it.

Flowers. Spice. Perfume.

He felt a presence. A strong, warm presence.

Brooklynn walked into his view. She moved fast. She did not walk. She marched. She walked right up to him. She stood in front of him.

She blocked the view.

She was like a wall. She shielded him from the men. She blocked their eyes. She blocked their stares.

Hunter let out a breath. It shook. It was a sob. He leaned toward her. He needed her. He needed her strength.

Brooklynn did not look at the crew. She looked at him. She looked at his face. She saw the fear. She saw the panic. Her eyes got dark. They got angry.

She reached out. She wrapped an arm around his waist. She grabbed him tight. She pulled him against her.

Hunter melted.

He fell into her side. He hid his face against her shoulder. He breathed her in. She smelled so good. She smelled like safety. He felt the heat of her body. It warmed his cold skin.

He felt her hand on his hip. She held him possessive. She dug her fingers into his side. It hurt a little. But he liked it. It grounded him. It told him he was real.

She turned her head to the room. She looked at the men. She looked at the crew.

She did not smile. Her face was hard. It was cold.

"She is mine," she said.

Her voice cut through the air. It was sharp. It was cold. It was a warning.

The room went dead silent.

Hunter felt the word vibrate against his chest. Mine.

Brooklynn squeezed him tighter. She pulled him closer. She claimed him in front of everyone.

"Look all you want," she said. Her voice was low and dangerous. "But she belongs to me."

She paused. She let the words hang in the air.

"Nobody touches her," she said. "Nobody looks at her like that. Unless I say so."

Hunter felt a shock go through him. He felt a heat spread in his belly. It was not fear anymore. It was power. It was pride. She was fighting for him. She was owning him.

He looked up at her. He saw her profile. Her jaw was set. Her eyes were flashing. She looked like a queen. She looked like a warrior.

He loved her power. He loved that she claimed him. He loved that she told the world he was hers. It made him feel safe. It made him feel special.

He did not care about the men anymore. Let them look. Let them stare. They could not have him. He was taken. He was owned.

He snuggled closer to her. He wrapped his arm around her back. He held onto her dress. He buried his face in her neck.

He felt her hand move on his back. She stroked his spine. She rubbed his neck. It was a gentle touch. A loving touch.

"It is okay," she whispered to him. "I have got you."

Hunter nodded against her skin. He took a deep breath. The panic faded away. The fear turned into a warm glow. He felt safe. He felt protected.

He was Roxie. And Roxie was loved.

Brooklynn looked back at the crew. She stared them down. One by one, they looked away. They went back to work. They picked up their lights. They looked at the floor.

The noise started again. The talking. The humming.

But it was different now. The room felt smaller. The world felt smaller. It was just the two of them. Hunter and Brooklynn. Roxie and her owner.

"Come on," Brooklynn said softly. She kept her arm around him. "Let's go to makeup."

Hunter nodded again. He kept his face against her shoulder. He let her lead him. He walked where she walked. He went where she wanted.

He did not look at the men. He did not look at the lights. He only looked at her. He only felt her hand on his waist.

He was safe.

The set was quiet now. The noise from before was gone. The lights were dimmed in this corner. It felt like a different world. Hunter walked beside Brooklynn. He could feel her arm still around his waist. She held him tight. She did not let go.

They walked toward a prop. It was a bedroom setup. There was a big vanity table. It had lights around the mirror. There was a chair. It was pink velvet. It looked soft. It looked like a place for a princess.

Hunter’s heels clicked on the floor. The sound was different here. It was a hollow sound. The floor was wood. He felt the dress swish against his legs. The silk moved with every step. It brushed his knees. It felt like a second skin.

He felt eyes on him from the distance. The crew was working. But he did not look at them. He kept his eyes on the chair. He focused on the pink velvet. He focused on Brooklynn.

She guided him to the chair. She stopped him. She turned him to face her.

"Sit," she said.

Hunter turned around. He lowered his body. He was careful. The dress was short. He did not want to flash anyone. He felt the air on his thighs as he sat. The velvet touched the back of his legs. It was soft. It was warm. It felt like a hug.

He smoothed the skirt down over his knees. He pressed his palms against his thighs. He felt the shape of his legs under the red silk. They felt smooth. They felt soft. He squeezed his legs together. He felt trapped. He felt safe.

Brooklynn stood behind him. He could see her in the mirror of the vanity. She looked tall. She looked strong. She picked up a brush. It was on the table. It had a wooden handle. It looked old. It looked expensive.

She stepped closer. Hunter felt her presence. It was like a heat wave. She stood right behind his chair. She towered over him.

"Turn around," she said.

Hunter spun the chair slowly. The wheels squeaked a little bit. He faced her. He was between her legs. He was level with her hips. He had to look up to see her face.

She looked down at him. Her eyes were dark. They were soft now. They were not angry. They were focused. She looked at him like he was something precious. Something she had made.

She reached out. She touched his head.

She touched the wig.

The wig was heavy. It was brown and long. It fell over his shoulders. It felt like a curtain. It hid his face. It hid his real hair. The cap underneath was tight. It itched a little bit. It was hot. But he loved it. He loved the feeling of the hair on his neck. It felt like a girl's hair.

"Close your eyes," she said.

Hunter closed his eyes. The room went dark. He could not see the lights. He could not see the crew. He could only feel. He could only hear.

He felt the brush touch the top of his head. It was a light touch. Just a tickle. Then he felt the pull.

She pulled the brush down through the hair.

It was a sharp feeling. The bristles dragged against his scalp. It was a scrape. It sent a shiver down his spine. It made his toes curl in his heels.

She pulled the hair all the way to the ends. It was a long stroke. She tugged hard. Hunter’s head moved back with the pull. He let her move him. He let her control his head.

It felt amazing. It felt like electricity.

She brushed again. From the top to the bottom. Rhythm. Pull. Slide. Pull. Slide.

He could hear the bristles moving through the strands. A soft, dry sound. It was a whisper in his ear. He could feel the wig tug on the cap. It pulled at his skin. It made his head feel tight. It felt real.

For a minute, he forgot it was fake. It felt like the hair was growing out of his skull. It felt like he was born with this long hair.

She brushed the sides. She brushed the back. She untangled the strands. She was careful. She was slow. She took her time.

Hunter felt his shoulders drop. He let his body relax. He let his arms hang by his sides. He let his chin drop to his chest. He felt heavy. He felt like he was melting into the chair.

He felt like a doll. A doll getting her hair brushed. A doll being played with. He did not have to think. He did not have to do anything. He just had to sit there. He just had to be pretty.

"You have such pretty hair," she said.

Her voice was soft. It was a low rumble. He felt it in his chest.

"It is fake," Hunter whispered. His voice sounded small in the quiet room.

"It is pretty," she said. "Just like you. Fake or not, it is yours. And I love it."

She moved her hand. She put her hand on his shoulder to steady him. Her fingers dug into his muscle. She held him there.

She brushed the back of his neck. The bristles touched his skin. He shivered again. It was a cold touch. But it made him hot inside. He felt a flush rise up his neck. He felt his face get red.

"I want you to grow it out," she said.

Hunter opened his eyes. He looked up at her. She was focused on the hair. She parted a section with her fingers. She brushed it smooth. She looked serious. She looked like she was planning something.

"Grow what out?" he asked. He knew what she meant. But he wanted to hear her say it.

"Your real hair," she said. She stopped brushing. She looked down at him. "I want this to be you. I want to brush your real hair. I want to see it get long. I want to see it touch your shoulders. I want to see it touch your waist."

Hunter touched the wig. He felt the synthetic fibers. It was silky. But it was dead. It had no life.

He imagined his own hair. It was short. It was brown and stubbly. It was boy hair. It was ugly hair.

But he imagined it growing. He imagined the months passing. He imagined the appointments. Going to the salon. Sitting in chairs like this. Smelling the chemicals. Feeling the scissors. The trim. The shaping.

He imagined the patience. Girls had patience. Girls waited for their hair to grow. They took care of it. They brushed it. They washed it. They loved it.

If he grew it out, he would have to be a girl for a long time. He would have to keep the wig on. Or he would have to go out with short hair. But it would be growing. It would be a promise.

He thought about the commitment. It was a chain. It was a leash. He was tying himself to her. He was tying himself to Roxie.

He wanted it. He wanted it so bad his stomach hurt. He wanted to be a girl who grew her hair. He wanted to be a girl who took care of herself.

"Okay," Hunter said. The word was a breath. "I will grow it out."

Brooklynn smiled. Her face lit up. She looked beautiful. She looked proud.

"Good girl," she said.

She put the brush down on the vanity table. It made a soft click. She put both hands on his head. She ran her fingers through the wig. She massaged his scalp. She used her nails. She scratched the skin gently.

It felt so good. His eyes rolled back in his head. He leaned into her hands. He made a small noise in his throat. A purr. A whimper.

"I want to take care of you," she said.

Her voice was low. It was intense. She rubbed his temples. She rubbed behind his ears. She touched the skin under the wig cap. She touched his real hair. It was short and fuzzy.

"I want to wash this for you," she said. "I want to dry it. I want to brush it every night. I want to braid it. I want to control it."

Hunter’s heart beat faster. Thump, thump, thump. The idea of her washing his hair. The intimacy of it. The water. The soap. The towel. It was too much. It was perfect.

"Forever," she said.

The word hung in the air. Forever.

Hunter looked at her. He looked at her dark eyes. He looked at her red lips. She meant it. She wanted to keep him. She wanted to own him for a long time. Not just for the movie. Not just for the night.

It was scary. Forever was a big word. It meant no more Hunter. It meant total surrender. It meant he was a pet. A possession. An object to be groomed.

But it also felt like peace. It felt like safety. If he was hers forever, he did not have to worry. He did not have to make choices. He just had to obey. He just had to be pretty. He just had to let her brush his hair.

He looked at her hands. Her nails were painted red. They looked so pretty against the dark brown wig. They looked like claws. They looked like love.

He wanted that too. He wanted to be taken care of. He wanted to be told what to do. He wanted to be dressed and brushed and loved. He wanted to be hers. He wanted to belong to her completely.

"Okay," Hunter said again. His voice was shaking. "Forever."

She leaned down. She kissed his forehead. Her lips were warm and soft. She smelled like flowers. She smelled like power.

"I will make you so beautiful," she whispered. "I will make you the most beautiful girl in the world. You will never have to think again. You will just be. You will just be my good girl."

Hunter closed his eyes again. He let the words wash over him. Never have to think. It sounded like heaven. It sounded like a dream. It sounded like the only thing he wanted in the world.

She picked up the brush again. She started to brush the ends of the hair. She worked out a tangle. She was gentle. She was patient.

"Turn back around," she said.

Hunter spun the chair slowly. He faced the mirror. He looked at himself. He saw the girl in the red dress. He saw the long brown hair. He saw the woman standing behind him.

She brushed his hair in the mirror. He watched her hands. They moved with grace. They moved with purpose. She owned him. She owned every hair on his head. She owned every thought in his mind.

He watched the brush move. Stroke by stroke. He felt the rhythm in his body. It matched his heartbeat. He felt his breathing slow down. In and out. In and out.

He felt a warmth spread in his chest. It was a deep warmth. It was a feeling of belonging. He was right here. He was right where he was supposed to be. He was in the pink chair. He was in the red dress. He was with her.

He smiled at himself in the glass. The red lipstick looked bright. The red dress looked perfect. The brown hair looked shiny.

He was Roxie. And Roxie was being brushed.

"Do not move," she said.

Hunter sat very still. He did not move a muscle. He kept his hands in his lap. He kept his eyes on the mirror. He watched her. He waited for the next stroke. He waited for the next pull. He waited for the next word.


Chapter Five




The Director was angry. Or maybe he was just bored. He sat in his big chair and looked at them over his glasses.

"You have chemistry in a bed," he said. "That is easy. Anyone can do that in a dark room. I need to see it in the light. I need to see it in the world."

Hunter felt his stomach drop. The world. The real world. Not the set. Not the hotel room. The world with people.

"Go to dinner," the Director said. "Go to a restaurant. Wear the clothes. Be the couple. Do not break character. If you break, you are done."

Hunter looked at Brooklynn. She did not look scared. She looked calm. She looked like she did this every day.

"Okay," she said. "We will go."

They went back to the hotel to get ready. Hunter stood in the bedroom. Brooklynn laid out the clothes on the bed.

There was a skirt. It was black. It was tight. It was made of leather. There was a top. It was white silk. There were heels. They were high. They had red bottoms.

Hunter stared at the clothes. They looked like a costume. They looked like a trap.

"Put them on," Brooklynn said.

Hunter took off his clothes. He was naked. He put on the panties first. They were black lace. They were tight. He tucked himself away. He hid the man part. Then he put on the skirt.

The skirt was a struggle. It was so small. He had to wiggle to get it up his hips. It squeezed his waist. It bit into his skin. It felt like a second skin. It did not move when he moved. He had to take small steps.

He put on the top. It was loose. It flowed over his chest. It made him feel soft.

Then the heels.

He sat on the edge of the bed to put them on. He buckled the straps. He stood up. He was tall. Too tall. He felt like he was on stilts. His ankles wobbled. He felt like he would fall.

"Walk," Brooklynn said.

Hunter walked. Clack, clack, clack. The sound was sharp. It was a loud sound. It was a girl sound. He felt his hips sway. He had to sway to keep his balance. He felt the leather rub against his thighs. It was a constant friction. It reminded him that he was exposed. He felt naked even though he was covered.

He looked in the mirror. He saw a girl in a tight skirt. He saw a girl in high heels. He did not see Hunter.

"Good," Brooklynn said. "Let us go."

They left the hotel. They walked to the restaurant. It was night. The street was busy. There were cars. There were people.

Hunter felt cold. The air hit his legs. The skirt was short. His legs were bare. He felt the wind on his skin. He felt like everyone was looking.

He held Brooklynn’s hand. He squeezed it hard. His palms were sweaty. He was scared.

He thought about the people on the street. He thought about the men walking by. He thought about the women laughing. He felt like a fraud. He felt like a boy playing dress up.

They will know, he thought. They will see the Adam’s apple. They will see the big hands. They will see the stubble under the makeup.

They will point. They will laugh. They will shout names. They will hurt me.

His heart beat so fast. It hurt his ribs. Thump, thump, thump. He could not breathe well. The top felt too tight.

They reached the restaurant. It was a nice place. There were white tablecloths. There were candles in the windows. There were people inside eating.

Hunter stopped on the sidewalk. He could not move his feet. They were stuck to the concrete.

"I cannot do this," he whispered. "I cannot go in there."

Brooklynn squeezed his hand back. She squeezed hard. It hurt a little bit.

"Yes, you can," she said. "You are Roxie. You are beautiful. You are mine."

She pulled him forward. Hunter had to walk. He had to follow her. He was a puppet on a string.

They walked to the door. The glass was big. He could see the people inside. They had forks. They had knives. They looked normal.

They reached the door. A waiter stood there. He was a young man. He had a black vest on. He had a towel over his arm.

Hunter held his breath. He waited for the look. The look of disgust. The look of hate.

Brooklynn opened the door. The waiter pushed it the rest of the way. He looked at Brooklynn. He smiled. Then he looked at Hunter.

Hunter froze. He stood like a statue. He stared at the waiter’s eyes. He waited for the sneer.

The waiter smiled. It was a polite smile. A nice smile.

"Good evening, ma'am," he said.

The word hit Hunter in the chest. Ma'am.

He stopped breathing. The world spun. The word echoed in his head. Ma'am. Ma'am.

The waiter did not laugh. He did not point. He just held the door open. He waited for them to walk in.

Hunter could not move. He felt like his feet were cement blocks. He looked at the waiter. He looked for the lie. He looked for the trick.

But there was no trick. The waiter just saw a girl. A girl in a tight skirt. A girl in high heels. He saw Roxie.

Brooklynn squeezed his hand again. She pulled him forward.

"Come on, baby," she said.

Her voice was soft. It was low. It broke the spell.

Hunter took a step. His heel clicked on the floor inside. Clack. He took another step. He walked through the door.

"Thank you," Brooklynn said to the waiter.

Hunter could not speak. His throat was closed up. He just walked.

They walked into the restaurant. It was warm inside. It smelled like bread and garlic. It smelled like food. It smelled like life.

Hunter felt eyes on him. People looked up from their plates. They looked at the door. They looked at Brooklynn. They looked at him.

Hunter flinched. He waited for the gasps. He waited for the whispers.

But nobody gasped. Nobody whispered.

A man in a suit looked at him. Then he looked back at his steak. A woman with a glass of wine looked at his legs. Then she looked at her phone.

They just looked. They did not care. They did not see a freak. They saw a woman. They saw a girl on a date.

Hunter felt his shoulders drop. He felt the air leave his lungs. He took a breath. It was shaky.

Brooklynn led him to a table. It was in the corner. It was dark. It was private.

Hunter walked. He tried to walk smooth. He tried to glide. The heels clicked on the wood floor. Rhythm, rhythm, rhythm. He felt his hips sway. The skirt rubbed his thighs. He felt the tightness. He felt the shape of his body.

He felt light.

The fear was still there. It was a small lump in his stomach. But the panic was gone. The world did not end.

They got to the table. Brooklynn pulled out the chair. Hunter sat down.

He felt the cool leather of the booth on his bare legs. He crossed his legs. He felt the skirt ride up a little bit. He smoothed it down. He felt the silk of the top under his arms.

He sat up straight. He put his hands in his lap. He looked around the room.

No one pointed. No one laughed.

The world saw a girl.

The waiter came to the table. He had menus.

"Can I get you started with some water?" he asked. He looked at Hunter. "For you, ma'am?"

Hunter looked up. The waiter was looking at his face. He was waiting for an answer.

Hunter felt a smile pull at his lips. It was a real smile. It was a smile of relief.

"Yes, please," Hunter said.

His voice was soft. It was high. It was not a man's voice. It was a girl's voice.

The waiter nodded and walked away.

Hunter looked at Brooklynn. She was smiling at him. She reached across the table. She took his hand. She laced her fingers through his.

"You see?" she said. "It is easy. You just have to be."

Hunter nodded. He squeezed her hand. He looked around the room again. He saw the lights. He saw the people. He saw the wine glasses.

He felt free. He felt like he could fly. He was Roxie. And the world believed it.

"I am hungry," Hunter said.

"Good," Brooklynn said. "Order whatever you want, baby."

Hunter opened the menu. He looked at the words. He did not care about the food. He just wanted to sit here. He wanted to hold her hand. He wanted to be seen.

Hunter felt a pressure in his belly. It was a heavy feeling. The water from dinner was filling him up. He shifted in his seat. The leather of the booth made a squeaking sound. It stuck to his bare legs. He felt the skirt pull tight against his hips. It was a squeeze. It was a reminder of the shape he had now.

He looked at Brooklynn. She was cutting her steak. The knife sawed through the meat. She looked so calm. She looked like she belonged here. Hunter felt like he was floating. Like he was a balloon that might pop if he moved too fast.

"I have to go to the bathroom," Hunter whispered. The words were hard to push out. He felt shy saying it. He felt like a child asking for permission.

Brooklynn looked up. She smiled. She put her knife down. She wiped her mouth with her napkin. The white cloth turned red with the sauce.

"Okay, baby," she said. "Hurry back."

Hunter stood up. The chair scraped against the floor. The sound was loud in the quiet restaurant. It made him flinch. He felt his heart jump in his chest. Thump, thump. He smoothed his skirt down. He felt the leather hug his thighs. He felt the cool air of the restaurant on his legs. It was a draft. It felt like fingers touching him.

He walked toward the sign at the back of the room. The heels clicked on the wood floor. Clack, clack, clack. The rhythm was steady now. He did not wobble. He felt his hips sway. It felt natural. The skirt swished against his legs with every step. A soft friction. A secret whisper between the cloth and his skin.

He saw the signs on the wall. They were lit up from behind. A stick figure in pants. A stick figure in a dress. Blue and red.

Hunter stopped for a second. He stood in the middle of the walkway. He felt his feet stick to the floor. He looked at the men's room. That was where he belonged. That was where he always went. That was where Hunter went.

But he looked down at himself. He saw the red bottoms of the shoes. He saw the tight skirt. He saw the silk top tucked into the waistband. He was not a man right now. He was Roxie. Roxie would not go in there.

He took a breath. The air smelled like garlic and bread. He pushed the door to the ladies' room.

It swung open. The smell hit him first. It was different than the restaurant. It was flowers. It was perfume. It was powder. It was sweet. It smelled like Brooklynn.

He walked inside. It was pretty. The walls were pink. There was a couch in the corner. It was velvet. There were big mirrors over the sinks. The faucets were gold. The light was soft. It was dim. It made everything look warm.

He walked to the stalls. The floor was tile. The sound of his heels changed. Click, click, click. It echoed. He went into the last one. He pushed the door shut. He locked the latch. Click.

He stood in the small space. He felt the walls close in around him. It was a tight fit. He looked at the toilet. It had a lid down. It was white porcelain.

He had to pull the skirt up. He felt the leather slide up his legs. He reached under it. He found the waistband of the panties. They were black lace. He pulled them down to his knees. They felt tight around his thighs. He sat down.

The seat was cold. It shocked his skin. He felt the cold on his bare bottom. He relieved himself. It felt good to let go. It was a release. He sat there for a minute. He looked at his shoes. The red leather shone in the dim light. He looked at his knees. They were smooth.

He felt a strange peace in here. He was in the ladies' room. He was sitting down to pee. He was living like a girl. No one was yelling. No one was screaming. It was just quiet. It was just the sound of his breathing.

He stood up. He pulled the panties back up. He snapped them against his hips. He smoothed the skirt back down. He flushed the toilet. The water made a loud rushing sound. Whoosh.

He unlocked the door. He walked out. He went to the sinks. He stood in front of the big mirror.

The lights were bright. They made his skin look pale. He looked at himself.

He saw Roxie.

He saw the brown hair. It fell over his shoulders. He saw the red lips. They were full. He saw the tight top. It showed his shape. He saw the skirt. It hugged his hips. He looked like a woman. A beautiful woman.

He turned on the water. It was warm. He pumped the soap. It smelled like lavender. It was thick. He rubbed his hands together. Bubbles formed. He felt the silk of the top move against his arms as he washed. He felt the strap of the bra rub against his shoulder.

He looked at his face in the mirror. He saw the makeup. The powder on his nose. The mascara on his lashes. He looked perfect.

The door opened behind him.

Hunter froze. His heart stopped. He did not look in the mirror. He stared at the water running over his hands. He felt the blood drain from his face.

Footsteps. High heels. Click, click.

A woman walked up to the sink next to him.

Hunter looked sideways through his hair. She was tall. She had blonde hair that was curled. She wore a blue dress. It sparkled under the lights. She looked like a model. She looked like a movie star.

Hunter felt the panic rise in his throat. It was a lump. It was hard to swallow. She would know. She would see his hands. They were too big. She would see his Adam's apple. It bobbed when he swallowed. She would see the wig. She would see the stubble under the makeup. She would scream. She would call the manager.

She stopped at the sink. She turned on the water.

Hunter looked at her in the mirror. She looked at him. Her eyes swept over his face. Then down to his neck. Then down to his dress.

Hunter held his breath. He waited for the gasp. He waited for the sneer.

She smiled.

It was a nice smile. It was a warm smile. It crinkled the corners of her eyes.

"I love your shoes," she said.

Hunter felt the air leave his lungs. He stared at her. She was looking at his feet. She was looking at the red leather. She was looking at the high arch.

"Thank you," Hunter said.

His voice was soft. It was low. It did not crack. It did not boom. It was a whisper. It sounded like a girl's voice. It sounded like a woman talking to a friend.

The woman turned back to the mirror. She opened her purse. It was a gold clutch. She took out a lipstick. It was pink.

Hunter watched her. She applied the color to her lips. She moved the stick carefully. She rubbed her lips together. She checked her teeth in the glass.

Hunter looked at his own lips. They were red. Brooklynn had put the color on him hours ago. It was still there. It was bright.

"You are very pretty," the woman said. She capped the lipstick. She dropped it back in her purse. "You have great skin. It looks like porcelain."

Hunter felt a blush start on his neck. It went up to his cheeks. He felt the heat. It was not a bad heat. It was a warm heat. It was a rush of happiness.

"Thank you," Hunter said again. He looked at the woman. She did not know. She just saw a girl. She saw a girl in nice shoes. She saw a girl with pretty skin.

The woman smiled again. She turned off her water. She grabbed a paper towel. She dried her hands. She crumpled the towel into a ball.

"Have a good night," she said.

"You too," Hunter whispered.

The woman turned around. Her heels clicked on the floor. Click, click. She walked to the door. She opened it. She walked out. The door swung shut behind her.

Hunter was alone again.

He looked in the mirror. He looked at his face. The makeup was still perfect. The blush on his cheeks made his eyes look big. The red lipstick made his mouth look soft.

He turned off the water. He dried his hands. He threw the towel away.

He leaned closer to the glass. He looked at his eyes. He looked deep into them.

He was not pretending anymore. He was not acting. He was not playing a game.

He was living.

He was a girl in a bathroom. A girl who got a compliment on her shoes. A girl who talked to another woman about lipstick. A girl who was pretty.

He felt a smile spread across his face. It started in his eyes. It went down to his mouth. It was a real smile. It was a smile that reached his soul.

He fixed his hair. He tucked a piece of the wig behind his ear. He smoothed the front of his top. He checked the seams of his skirt.

He took a deep breath. He smelled the flowers. He smelled the lavender soap. He smelled the perfume that lingered in the air.

He felt safe. He felt right. He felt like he was home.

He turned away from the mirror. He walked to the door. His heels clicked on the floor. He felt the skirt sway against his legs. He felt the confidence in his step.

He opened the door. He walked out into the restaurant. The noise hit him again. The clinking of forks. The low murmur of voices. It did not scare him this time. It was just noise.

He walked back to the table. He saw Brooklynn. She was looking at her phone. She looked up when she saw him.

She smiled as he sat down. The leather of the booth felt cool again. He crossed his legs. He smoothed the skirt over his knee.

"Everything okay?" she asked. She put her phone down.

Hunter nodded. He put his napkin back on his lap. He felt the red shoe on his foot. He felt the wig on his head. He felt the girl in his heart.

"Yes," he said. He looked at her. He looked right into her dark eyes. "Everything is perfect."

The car was black. It was long and shiny. It waited at the curb like a sleeping beast. Hunter walked to it. The heels clicked on the pavement. Clack, clack. The sound was sharp. The night air was cool. It brushed against his bare legs. The skirt was very short. He felt the wind on his skin. He felt exposed.

Brooklynn pressed a button on a key. The car lights flashed. Two orange flashes. It beeped. She opened the door for him. Hunter bent down. He was careful. He did not want to rip the dress. He sat in the passenger seat. The leather was cold. It touched the back of his thighs. The shock made him gasp. He felt the skirt ride up his legs when he sat. He felt the air on his skin. He quickly pulled the skirt down. He smoothed it over his knees. He tucked his legs inside. He closed the door. It shut with a heavy thud. The noise of the street cut off. It was quiet inside. It smelled like new car and Brooklynn’s perfume.

She walked around the front of the car. Her heels clicked on the road. She opened the driver's door. She sat down. She closed her door. She put the key in the ignition. The engine started. It hummed. A low, deep sound. The car vibrated under Hunter’s seat. He felt the buzz travel up his legs. It made his bones hum.

She pulled away from the curb. The car moved smooth. It glided into the street.

Hunter looked out the window. The city lights were bright. They were streaks of color. Red tail lights. Yellow street lights. White headlights. They blurred together as the car went fast. It looked like wet paint smeared on glass. He watched the world go by. He felt like he was watching a movie. He was not in the world. He was in a bubble. The car was a bubble. He was safe with Brooklynn.

He looked down at his lap. His legs were pale in the dark. The streetlights flashed over them. They made stripes of light and shadow on his skin. He saw the shape of his knees. They were smooth. He saw the curve of his calves. He saw the high heels on his feet. The red leather shone every time a light hit it. He felt the straps dig into his ankles. It was a tight feeling. It was a reminder that he was dressed up.

He felt strange. He felt light. The fear from the dinner was gone. The fear that people would know was gone. The woman in the bathroom had seen him. She had liked his shoes. She had called him pretty. The waiter had called him Ma'am.

They saw a girl. They did not see a man in a dress.

He touched his chest. He felt the silk of the top. He felt the bra underneath. He felt the heartbeat. It was slow. It was steady. He took a breath. The air smelled like leather and flowers.

"Did you like it?" Brooklynn asked.

Her voice was low. It filled the small space of the car. She did not look at him. She looked at the road. Her hands were on the wheel. Her grip was loose. She drove with confidence. She drove like she owned the road. She drove like she owned him.

Hunter looked at her profile. The dash lights made her face glow. He looked at her hands on the wheel. They were strong hands. He looked at her legs in the dark. She was driving them home.

"Yes," Hunter said. His voice was soft. It sounded like a girl's voice in the quiet car. "It was easy."

He thought about the fear. It was all in his head. The fear was a lie. The world did not hate him. The world did not see a freak. The world saw a girl. The world saw Roxie. It was easy to just be. It was hard to hide. It was hard to be Hunter.

"You were made for it," Brooklynn said.

She shifted gears. Her hand moved a stick on the side. Her arm brushed his leg as she moved it back. The touch was like electricity. He felt the heat of her arm through his skirt.

"You were made to be seen," she said.

Hunter felt a blush rise on his neck. It was hot. He liked her words. He liked that she thought he was made for this. He felt a tug in his chest. A pull of desire. A pull of need.

She took one hand off the wheel. She reached over. She put her hand on his leg.

Her hand was warm. It was heavy. She rested it on his knee.

Hunter flinched a little bit. He was not used to being touched like this while the car was moving. It felt dangerous. It felt hot. It felt like she was claiming him while they were going sixty miles an hour.

She moved her hand. She slid it up his thigh.

The skirt was tight. Her hand moved under the fabric. Her palm touched his bare skin. Just above the knee.

Hunter gasped. The air left his lungs. The feeling was sharp. Her skin on his skin. It was a shock. It was a brand new feeling.

She moved her hand higher. She went up his thigh. Slow. Very slow. She squeezed his leg. Her fingers dug into his soft flesh. It was a possessive squeeze. It was a grip that said this is mine.

Hunter felt the pressure. It was a heavy weight on his leg. He felt his breathing get fast. He felt his heart beat harder. Thump, thump, thump.

"You have such soft legs," she said. She kept her eyes on the road. "I could touch them all night."

Hunter put his hand over hers. He covered her hand with his. Her hand felt small under his. But her grip was strong. It was a steel trap. He did not want her to stop. He wanted her to keep going. He wanted her to go higher. He wanted her to touch the place between his legs. The place that was hidden by the panties. The place that was tucked away. The place that was aching.

He felt a heat start there. A throb. A pulse. He was getting hard. It was trapped. It was pushed back. It hurt a little bit. But it was a good hurt. It was a sweet ache. He felt the wetness in the panties. He was leaking. He was so turned on it hurt.

He looked out the window again. The lights were a blur. They were streaks of fire. The city was a big monster outside. But he was safe in the car. He was safe with her hand on his leg.

He looked at the dashboard. The needle on the speedometer moved up. They were going faster. The engine roared a little louder. The vibration in the seat got stronger. It buzzed against his bottom. It buzzed against his legs.

"Please," Hunter whispered.

The word slipped out. He could not stop it. He needed more. He needed her to take control.

"Please what?" she asked. She squeezed his thigh again. Her fingers pressed deep into his skin.

"Don't stop," he said. His voice was shaking. "Please don't stop."

She laughed. It was a low sound. A rumble in her chest. It was a warm sound.

"I won't stop, baby," she said. "I am just getting started."

She moved her hand higher. Her fingers brushed against the edge of the panties. The lace. The elastic. The barrier between him and her.

Hunter’s breath hitched. It got stuck in his throat. He gripped the door handle with his free hand. He held on tight. His knuckles turned white. He felt the car speeding up. The lights went by faster. They were lines of color now.

He looked at her. She was smiling. A small, secret smile. She kept her eyes on the road. She knew what she was doing to him. She knew how to control him. She knew how to make him feel like a girl. A girl who needed to be touched. A girl who needed to be owned.

He squeezed her hand. He pressed it into his leg. He wanted her to be part of him. He wanted her to be under his skin. He wanted her hand to burn him forever.

The car turned. The tires squealed on the pavement. The force pushed Hunter to the side. He leaned toward her. He smelled her perfume. It was better than the city air.

"Drive faster," he said. He wanted the speed. He wanted the blur. He wanted to leave Hunter behind in the dust.

"Okay," she said.

She pressed the gas pedal. The engine roared. A loud sound. The car surged forward. The force pushed Hunter back into the seat. The leather held him. The wind outside howled. The lights became streaks of pure light.

Hunter closed his eyes. He felt the vibration of the car. He felt the heat of her hand on his thigh. He felt the rush of the speed. He felt the tightness of the skirt. He felt the wetness of the panties. He felt the wig on his head. He felt the makeup on his face.

He felt everything all at once.

He was flying. He was Roxie.

"Look at me," she said.

Hunter opened his eyes. He turned his head. He looked at her.

She took her eyes off the road for a second. She looked at him. She looked right at his face.

"Who are you?" she asked. Her hand squeezed his thigh hard.

"I am Roxie," he said. The wind from the vents blew his hair. "I am Roxie."

"Yes," she said. She looked back at the road. "Good girl."

The car went under a bridge. The lights went out for a second. Then they came back. Brighter than before. Hunter watched the road stretch out in front of them. It went on forever. He put his hand on top of hers. He held it there. He did not let go.


Chapter Six




The shop was pink. It was very pink. The walls were a soft, dusty rose. The carpet was thick and pink too. It felt like walking on a sponge. The lights were not bright like the sun. They were dim. They made everything look like a dream. Like a fuzzy picture. It smelled like flowers. It smelled like powder. It smelled like secrets. It was a smell that made Hunter think of bedrooms. It made him think of under things.

Hunter stood near the door. He felt big. He felt clumsy. He felt like if he moved his arms, he would knock over a rack. He would send hundreds of dollars of lace crashing to the floor. He wore his skirt and his top from the dinner. He felt underdressed. The shop was full of things that were barely there. Things made of string. Things made of webs.

He looked around. There were other women in the shop. A tall blonde lady looking at a silk robe. A younger girl touching a pair of panties. They looked like they belonged here. They looked like they were born in this pink room. Hunter felt like a spy. He felt like a thief. He felt like a boy who snuck into the girls' locker room.

Brooklynn walked down the aisle. She did not look at the other women. She looked at the clothes. She touched everything. She ran her fingers over silk. She touched lace. She moved with purpose. She knew what she wanted. She was hunting. She was hunting for things to put on him.

Hunter followed her. He walked slow. His heels were silent on the thick carpet. He felt his heart beat in his chest. Thump, thump, thump. It was a fast rhythm. It beat against his ribs. He looked at the racks. There were tiny panties made of nothing. There were stockings with seams up the back. There were bras made of straps. Things that looked like they would hurt. Things that looked like they would trap you.

He felt a heat start in his face. It was a blush. But it was not just on his face. He felt it go down his neck. He felt it go to his chest. He felt a heat between his legs. The panties he wore under his skirt felt tight. He felt the silk rub against him. He wanted to touch the things on the racks. He wanted to hold up the sheer bras to his own chest. He wanted to see what he would look like. But he was scared. The shop was quiet. The only sound was soft music. The only sound was the rustle of fabric.

Brooklynn stopped. She pulled a hanger from the rack. It was black. It was made of lace. It was full of holes. You could see right through it. It was a body suit. A bra connected to panties. But the panties were high cut. The bra cups were sheer. There was a zipper in the front.

She held it up against Hunter. She looked at his chest. She looked at his hips.

"This," she said.

Hunter looked at the thing. It was scary. It was dark. It looked like something a bad girl would wear. A girl who wanted to be looked at. He touched the lace. It was rough. It was scratchy against his fingers. It felt like netting. Underneath the rough lace, it was lined with silk. It felt dangerous.

"It is too much," Hunter whispered. He looked around to see if anyone heard. "You can see through it. You can see everything."

"That is the point," Brooklynn said. Her voice was calm. "Take it."

She shoved it into his arms. The hanger dug into his chest. She walked to the next rack. She pulled out a red thing. It was just straps. A bustier and a garter belt. There were no cups. Just wire and straps. It looked like a weapon.

"And this," she said.

She piled things into his arms. A white silk slip with slits up the side all the way to the hip. A corset made of black PVC. It looked shiny and it looked wet. Stockings that had a line up the back. Seams.

Hunter’s arms were full. He felt the weight of the fabric. He smelled the new material. It smelled like a factory. It smelled like plastic and flowers. It smelled like sex.

"Go try this on," Brooklynn said.

She pointed to the back of the shop. There were curtains there. Heavy velvet curtains. Gold ropes tied them back.

Hunter looked at her. His eyes were wide. "Here? Now?"

"Yes, here. Now," she said. "Go. Do not make me wait."

Hunter walked to the back. His legs felt shaky. The women in the shop looked at him. He felt their eyes on his legs. He felt them on his chest. He felt the panic rise in his throat. They know, he thought. They can see the Adam's apple. They can see the fear. He held the clothes tight against his body. He tried to hide behind the pile of lace.

He went behind the curtain. It was dark back here. It was a small space. It was like a closet. There was a bench covered in velvet. There was a big mirror on the wall. The light was dim.

He dumped the clothes on the bench. The hangers clattered together. A soft, metallic sound. He looked at the black lace thing. The one she picked first.

He took a breath. The air was stale back here. He took off his top. He folded it. He put it on the bench. He unzipped his skirt. He let it fall to the floor. It pooled around his ankles. He stepped out of it.

He stood in his bra and panties. The ones he wore to dinner. They were simple cotton. They felt plain now. They felt like school clothes compared to the lace.

He took off his bra. His chest felt loose. The air hit his skin. He took off his panties. He was naked. The air was cool in the curtain. It made his skin get bumps. Goosebumps. He looked at himself in the big mirror. He saw the smooth skin. He saw the lack of hair. He saw the thing between his legs. It looked wrong in this pink room.

He picked up the black lace body suit. He looked at it. It was complicated. He stepped into it. He put his legs through the holes. The lace was rough on his ankles. It scratched him a little bit.

He pulled it up. It was tight. Very tight. He had to wiggle his hips. He pulled it over his knees. He pulled it over his thighs. The fabric bit into his skin. It was like a hug that did not stop.

He pulled it over his hips. He felt the zipper in the front. It was cold metal against his belly. He put his arms through the straps. He pulled the cups up over his chest.

He reached behind his back. He found the zipper pull. It was small. He tugged it up. The suit got tighter. It squeezed his ribs. It squeezed his waist. It held him in. It forced him to stand straight. He could not slouch. He could not breathe deep.

He looked in the mirror.

The black lace was stark against his pale skin. It was a harsh contrast. You could see his pink nipples right through the holes. You could see the dark hair below his belly button. You could see the shape of him. It was dirty. It was raw. It looked like he was wearing a trap. It looked like he was wearing a cage made of string.

He turned to the side. The suit lifted his butt. It made it look round and high. The high cut on the legs made his thighs look longer. He looked hot. He looked like a toy. He looked like something you bought in this shop.

He took a breath. The lace did not stretch. It held him in. It controlled him. It felt like a second skin. A rough, scratchy skin. He felt his nipples get hard against the lace. They rubbed against the fabric. He felt a throb between his legs. The suit had a pouch there. It held him tight.

He felt a flush rise up his neck. It went all the way to his hairline. He looked like a girl who wanted to be touched. He looked like Roxie.

He took a breath. He let it out slow. He smoothed his hands down his sides. He felt the lace under his palms.

He stepped out from behind the curtain.

The shop was bright. He felt the light hit his skin. He felt naked. The lace was the only thing between him and the world. He felt a draft. The air conditioning blew on him. It blew through the holes in the fabric. It touched his skin directly. It touched his nipples. It touched his belly. It made him shiver.

Brooklynn was standing there. She had her arms crossed. She was leaning against a post. She was waiting.

She looked at him.

Her eyes went dark. They got very dark. Like black water. Like deep oil. She looked at his chest. She looked at his hips. She looked at the skin that showed through the lace. She looked at the shape of his legs.

She walked to him. Her heels were loud on the carpet. Thump, thump.

She stopped right in front of him. She did not touch him yet. She just looked. She looked at him like she was starving. She looked at him like he was food. She looked at him like she owned every inch of him.

Hunter felt his face burn. He felt his hands shake at his sides. He wanted to cover himself. He wanted to hide his chest. He wanted to hide the skin that showed.

She reached out. She ran her finger over the lace. She touched his hip. She traced the line of the bone.

She moved her hand. She ran her finger up his stomach. She touched the skin that showed through the holes. Her finger was warm. It felt hot on his cool skin.

"Perfect," she said.

Her voice was a whisper. It was low. It was rough. It sent a shiver down Hunter’s spine.

She moved her hand. She touched the strap on his shoulder. She pulled it away from his skin. She let it snap back.

Hunter flinched. The sting was sharp. It made his dick twitch in the tight pouch.

"Turn around," she said.

Hunter turned. He moved slow. The lace pulled tight across his back. He felt the seams. He felt the zipper against his spine. He turned his back to her. He faced the pink wallpaper.

He felt her eyes on him. He felt them on his butt. He felt them on his legs. He felt exposed. He felt owned.

"Stay," she said.

Hunter stood very still. He did not move a muscle. He felt the air on his back. He felt the draft on his legs. He waited for her touch.

The velvet curtain fell back into place, shutting away the soft pink light and the scent of powder. The hallway of the hotel was different. It was bright. It was cold. The air smelled like carpet cleaner and old coffee. Hunter walked toward the elevator. He carried the big pink shopping bag in one hand. The handles cut into his fingers. The bag rustled with every step, a crisp, crinkling sound that seemed loud in the quiet hall. Inside the bag were the lace things. The black body suit. The red straps. They were heavy, but they felt like treasure. He clutched the bag tight against his side. He did not want to let it go.

He pressed the button for the elevator. The arrow lit up. He stood there in his heels, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. The metal doors slid open. He stepped inside. He turned to face the front. The doors closed. He looked at his reflection in the polished metal. He saw the pink bag. He saw the shape of his skirt. He saw the wig hair. He looked away. He watched the numbers light up above the door. 4. 5. 6. With every number, he felt like he was leaving the ground. He was going up to the room. To the place where the old clothes were waiting.

The doors opened. The hallway here was dim. The carpet was gray. It swallowed the sound of his heels. He walked to the door. He took the key card out of his purse. He slid it into the slot. The light turned green. He pushed the handle down and stepped inside.

The room was quiet. It was still. The curtains were drawn tight against the window. The air was stale. It smelled like the air conditioner. Hunter walked in. He dropped the pink bag onto the bed. It bounced on the white duvet. Then he stopped.

He saw the pile.

In the corner of the room, on the armchair, was a heap of fabric. It was a mess of denim and cotton. It was his old life. The jeans he had worn to the audition. The gray t-shirt with the small hole in the neck. The red and black flannel shirt. The white boxers. The balled-up socks. They looked sad there. They looked like a shedded skin. They looked like something dead that had been left behind.

Hunter walked over to the chair slowly. He felt the difference in his body with every step. The skirt swished against his legs. The bra held his chest. The heels lifted him up. He stood in front of the pile. He looked down at it. He was the girl in the mirror now, and this was the ghost of the boy.

He reached out a hand. His nails were painted red. Brooklynn had done them in the shop while he sat in the chair with the black lace on. They looked like claws against the dull fabric of the old clothes. He touched the flannel shirt. It was soft, but a different kind of soft. It was fuzzy. It was thick. It was worn.

He picked it up. The shirt was heavy. He held it up by the shoulders. It was huge. The arms were long. The shoulders were wide. He brought the shirt to his face. He closed his eyes and breathed in.

The smell hit him hard. It was the smell of old cologne. It was a spray he used to buy at the drugstore. It was chemical and sweet. Underneath that, it smelled like sweat. It smelled like his old deodorant. It smelled like boy. It smelled like Hunter.

His nose wrinkled. The smell was sour. It did not smell like flowers. It did not smell like Brooklynn’s perfume. It did not smell like the pink shop. It smelled wrong. It made his stomach turn over. It made him feel sick.

He opened his eyes. He looked at the shirt. It was a red and black plaid pattern. It was ugly. It was shapeless.

He unbuttoned his silk top. The buttons were small. He let the top slide down his arms and fall to the floor. He unzipped the side of his skirt. He let it drop. He stepped out of the pool of fabric. He stood there in just the lingerie and the heels. He felt the air on his skin.

He put his arms into the sleeves of the flannel shirt. The fabric was rough on his arms. He pulled it up over his shoulders. It was like putting on a tent. It was so big. He stood in front of the mirror.

He buttoned the front. He did the buttons one by one. He did them all the way to the top collar. The collar was tight against his throat. It choked him.

He looked in the mirror.

He saw a boy.

He saw a boy wearing a flannel shirt over a black lace body suit. He saw a boy in high heels. The shirt was too big. The shoulder seams were hanging halfway down his upper arms. The chest was loose and baggy. It puffed out with air. There was space between the shirt and his skin. The shirt hid the lace. It hid the curve of his waist. It hid the lift of the bra cups. It hid everything that made him pretty.

He looked ridiculous. He looked like a joke. He looked like a boy playing dress up. He looked like a clown who did not know the act was over.

He felt ugly.

He felt a hot sickness rise in his chest. It burned behind his ribs. He felt shame. It washed over him like hot water. The flannel felt scratchy against his neck. It felt heavy. It weighed him down. It felt like a chain. It felt like a shroud.

He looked at his face in the mirror. He saw the makeup. He saw the red lips. He saw the wig. Underneath the big, ugly shirt, he felt the lace scratch his skin. He felt the straps bite into his shoulders. But the flannel covered it. The flannel hid the pretty. The flannel said you are a boy. The flannel said you are ugly. The flannel said you are rough. The flannel said you are a liar.

Hunter felt tears sting his eyes. He blinked them away. He was sick of crying. He was sick of the fear. But the shame was too heavy. It was a stone on his chest. He touched the flannel over his stomach. He felt the flatness. He felt the hairlessness underneath it. But the shirt made it look wrong. It made it look like a boy who shaved his chest.

He hated it. He hated the smell. He hated the bagginess. He hated the color. He hated the boy in the mirror. He wanted to rip the boy off his body. He wanted to tear the skin away.

"No," he whispered.

The word was small. It was a breath of air.

"No," he said. His voice was shaking. "No."

He grabbed the collar of the shirt. His red nails dug into the fabric. He pulled.

Buttons popped. One flew across the room and hit the mirror with a sharp sound. Ping. Another rolled across the floor. He did not care. He ripped the shirt down his arms. The fabric tore a little at the seam. He pulled it off his body. He threw it on the floor.

He stood there in his black lace. His chest heaved. He breathed hard. The air in the room felt cool again. The lace was tight against his skin. It held him in. He looked at the shirt on the floor. It looked like a dead thing. It looked like a rag.

He felt light. The weight was gone. The boy was gone.

He looked at the rest of the pile on the chair. The jeans. The t-shirt. The boxers. He felt a surge of anger. He did not want them. He did not want them in his room. He did not want them in his life. They were trash.

He picked up the flannel shirt. He balled it up in his fists. He walked to the small metal trash can by the door. He lifted the lid. It was cold.

He threw the shirt in. It hit the bottom with a dull thud.

He picked up the jeans. He threw them in. Thud.

He picked up the t-shirt. He threw it in. Thud.

He picked up the boxers. He threw them in. Thud.

He picked up the socks. He threw them in. Thud.

He stood in front of the trash can. He breathed hard. His chest rose and fell. He looked at the pile of old clothes inside the metal bin. They were gone. They were trash now. They were where they belonged.

He slammed the lid down. Clang. The sound rang in the quiet room.

He turned around. He walked back to the bed. He felt his heels on the carpet. He felt the air on his legs. He walked to the pink shopping bag.

He opened it. He pushed aside the black lace body suit. He pushed aside the red straps. He took out the nightgown.

It was white. It was made of silk. It was thin. It had spaghetti straps. It looked like a cloud. It looked like water.

He took off the black lace body suit. He unzipped it. He peeled it off his skin. It stuck to him a little bit because he was sweating. He let it fall to the floor. He stood naked for a second. Just the wig and the makeup. The air in the room felt good on his bare skin.

He put the nightgown on. He gathered it up in his hands. He stepped into it. He pulled it up his body.

It slid over his skin like water. It was cool. It was liquid. It felt amazing. It did not squeeze him. It did not bite him. It just flowed over him. It fell to his ankles. It was loose. It flowed over his hips. It showed his form. It did not hide him.

He looked in the mirror.

The white silk was thin. You could see the shadow of his legs under it. You could see the shape of his waist. You could see the pink of his nipples through the fabric. He looked like a girl. A girl in a white cloud. He looked soft. He looked real.

He touched the silk. It was smooth. It felt like his own skin. It felt right.

He took a breath. The air tasted sweet. He felt his ribs move. He felt his lungs fill. The silk moved with him. It breathed with him.

He felt like he could breathe again. The flannel was gone. The boy was gone. The smell was gone. It was just Roxie in a white dress.

He climbed onto the bed. The sheets were cool. They felt crisp. He pulled the silk nightgown over his legs. He lay down. He buried his face in the pillow. He smelled Brooklynn on the pillowcase. Flowers and musk.

He closed his eyes. He felt the silk on his body. He felt the wig on his head. He waited for her to come back.

The room was quiet. The only sound was the air conditioner. It hummed a low note. Hunter lay on top of the white duvet. The sheets were cool under his body. The white silk nightgown was spread out around him. It felt like a pool of water. It felt like a cloud.

He stared at the ceiling. The light from the hall shone under the door. It was a thin line of yellow. He watched it. He breathed in. The room smelled like clean soap. It smelled like the trash can in the corner. He could still smell the old cologne. It was faint. It was like a ghost.

He touched his stomach. The silk was thin. He could feel his skin through it. He could feel the softness. He did not feel the rough flannel anymore. That was gone. That was in the metal bin. But he still felt the boy in his head. He still felt the ugly shape. He squeezed his eyes shut. He wanted it to stop.

He heard footsteps in the hall.

They were high heels. They were hard steps. They came closer. The sound echoed on the walls. Hunter’s heart beat faster. It hit his ribs. Thump, thump. He knew that walk. It was Brooklynn.

The key went in the lock. The metal made a grinding sound. The handle turned down. The door pushed open.

The light from the hall got bigger. It cut across the room. It hit the bed. Hunter did not move. He stayed very still. He kept his eyes closed. He felt the air change. The draft from the hall came in. It was cool air.

The door closed. The lock clicked again. The room was dim again. But it was not empty.

He heard her move. She took off her coat. He heard the rustle of fabric. He heard her bag hit the floor. Then he heard the heels. Clack, clack, clack.

They came to the bed.

He felt her near him. He could feel the heat of her body. It was like a fire. It warmed the air near the bed. He opened his eyes.

She was standing there. She looked down at him. She wore a black dress. It was tight. It showed her curves. Her hair was down. It fell over her shoulders. Her eyes were dark. They scanned him. They looked at the white silk. They looked at his legs. They looked at his face.

She did not smile. She just looked. She looked like she was checking him. She looked like she was making sure he was there.

"Hello, baby," she said.

Her voice was low. It was a deep sound. It went into his chest. It made him shiver.

Hunter moved on the bed. He pushed the sheet down. He felt the silk nightgown slide over his skin. It was a slippery feeling. He felt the cool air on his legs. He did not sit up. He stayed on his belly. He crawled to her.

The nightgown pulled tight across his butt. It slid up his thighs. The fabric bunched at his knees. He moved slow. He felt clumsy. He felt like an animal. He felt like a pet coming to its owner. He felt small.

He reached the edge of the bed. He put his head on her thigh. He pressed his face against her dress. The fabric was smooth. It was cool. He felt her muscle underneath. It was hard. It was strong.

He curled up. He pulled his knees to his chest. He felt very small. He felt tiny next to her. He felt needy. He needed her. He needed her to touch him. He needed her to tell him who he was. He needed her to make the fear go away. The fear of the boy clothes was still in his head. It was a bad taste in his mouth. It was a cold rock in his stomach.

Brooklynn put her hand on his head. She ran her fingers through the wig. She scratched his scalp. Her nails were sharp. They felt good. He closed his eyes. He pushed his head against her hand. He wanted her to hold him there.

"What is wrong, baby?" she asked.

Her voice was soft. It was not demanding. It was a question that wanted a true answer. It was a question that would not take a lie.

Hunter kept his face on her thigh. He breathed in her smell. It was flowers and musk. It covered the smell of the old cologne. It covered the smell of the trash. He breathed deep. He tried to pull the smell into his lungs.

"I felt ugly," he whispered.

The words were hard to say. They hurt his throat. They tasted like ash.

"I put on the flannel shirt," he said. His voice shook. "The jeans. I looked in the mirror."

He stopped. He took a breath. He remembered the boy in the mirror. The baggy clothes. The ugly shape. The way the shirt hid his curves. The way the jeans hid his legs.

"I looked like a boy playing dress up," he said. A tear ran out of his eye. It soaked into her dress. "I felt wrong. I felt dirty. The clothes... they were too big. They were ugly."

He waited for her to laugh. He waited for her to get mad. He waited for her to tell him he was right. That he was just a boy in a dress.

But she did not.

She moved her hand from his head. She touched his shoulder. She rubbed his back through the silk. She rubbed him in circles. It was a warm touch. It was a grounding touch. It chased away the cold.

"Shh," she said. "You are not a boy."

Her voice was firm. It was a fact. It was strong.

"You are not a boy," she said again. "You are my Roxie. Never forget that."

The words hit him. My Roxie.

They went into his ears. They went into his blood. They chased away the bad feeling. They chased away the boy in the mirror. They made the rock in his stomach melt.

She pulled on his shoulder. She pulled him up.

"Come up," she said.

Hunter pushed himself up. He knelt on the bed. The silk nightgown fell down around his legs. He was face to face with her. She was sitting on the edge of the bed. He was on his knees. He was taller than her now. But he felt smaller. He felt like she was looking down on him. She looked up at him, but her eyes were heavy. They owned him.

She looked at his lips. She looked at the makeup. It was still on. The red lipstick. The powder on his nose. The mascara on his lashes.

She leaned in.

Hunter held his breath. His heart beat so fast. It hurt.

She kissed him.

It was not a hard kiss. It was not a hungry kiss like in the car. It was a sweet kiss. It was soft. It was slow.

Her lips were warm. They were full. They moved against his gently. She tasted like wine. She tasted like mint. She tasted like home.

Hunter felt his eyes close. He felt his shoulders drop. He felt the tension leave his body. He melted. He felt like water. He felt like he was sinking into her. The fear leaked out of him. It ran out of his toes. He felt safe. He felt held. Not by her hands. By her kiss. By her mouth.

She pulled back. Just an inch.

Hunter opened his eyes. He looked at her. Her lips were wet. They were red.

"You are pretty," she whispered. "You are soft. You are mine."

Hunter felt a blush start on his neck. It went up to his cheeks. It was a hot flush. He leaned forward. He rested his forehead against her forehead. He breathed her breath. It was warm. It was sweet.

He nuzzled into her neck. He buried his face in her skin. He turned his head. He put his nose against her pulse. He felt her blood moving under the skin. Thump, thump. It was a life sound.

He smelled her perfume. It was strong here. It was flowers and spice. It was better than the room. It was better than the silk.

He wrapped his arms around her neck. He held on tight. He pressed his body against hers. He felt the silk of the nightgown between them. He felt the heat of her skin through it. He felt her hands on his back. They held him up.

He wanted to stay there. He wanted to stay in this spot forever. He wanted to be in her arms. He wanted to be close to her. He did not want to be a boy. He did not want to wear flannel. He just wanted to be this.

He closed his eyes. He breathed in deep.

"Thank you," he whispered.

"Good girl," she said.

She rubbed his back. She held him close. She kissed his hair.

Hunter stayed there. He listened to her breathe. He felt safe.


Chapter Seven




The room was quiet. The only sound was breathing. Brooklynn’s breath was slow and deep. Hunter’s breath was fast and shallow. The air conditioner hummed. It was a low, steady drone. It filled the space between them. Hunter lay with his head on her thigh. The silk of his nightgown was spread out on the white duvet. It felt like water. It felt like a cool pool. He felt safe. He felt warm. He felt like he could sleep for a year and never wake up.

Then a sound cut through the quiet.

It was a buzz. A sharp, angry buzz. It came from the nightstand.

Hunter jumped. His whole body jerked. His eyes opened wide. The fear hit him before he even knew what it was. His heart kicked against his ribs. Thump. He looked at the table.

His phone was there. It was a black rectangle on the wood. The screen lit up. It was a bright, harsh blue light in the dark, pink room. It made his eyes hurt. It made him squint.

He saw the name on the screen.

Mom.

The word sat there in black letters on the blue glass. It glowed. It looked like a warning. It looked like a stop sign.

Hunter felt cold. The warmth left his skin instantly. It was like a window opening in winter. The silk nightgown suddenly felt like ice against his legs. He looked down at his hands. They were resting on the white bedspread. The nails were painted a bright, glossy pink. They looked like claws. They looked like candy. They looked like something a girl would have.

He looked at the phone. The black plastic. The hard edges. The screen with the boy's name on it.

Mom did not know about the movie. She did not know about the audition. She did not know about Brooklynn.

She certainly did not know about Roxie.

To her, he was Hunter. He was her son. He was the boy who worked in the hardware store. The boy who wore flannel shirts and work boots. The boy who came home for pot roast on Sundays.

If she saw him now, she would scream. She would cry. She would see the pink nails. She would see the white silk nightgown. She would see the wig. She would see the lie. It would break her heart.

The phone kept buzzing. It vibrated against the wood. Buzz, buzz, buzz. It was a demanding sound. It was an angry sound. It wanted him to pick it up. It wanted him to answer. It wanted to pull him back.

Hunter sat up slowly. The nightgown slipped down his shoulder. The cool air hit his skin. He pulled the fabric up. He covered himself. He felt the wig on his head. He felt the makeup on his face. He was Roxie. He was safe here. But the phone was a bridge to the other world.

He looked at Brooklynn. She was watching him. Her eyes were dark. She did not say anything. She did not move to stop him. She just watched. Her hand was on his back. She rubbed him slow. Circles. Her hand was warm. But Hunter felt cold.

The buzzing stopped. The room went quiet again. The silence was heavy.

Then it started again. Buzz, buzz, buzz.

Hunter reached out a hand. His hand shook. The pink nail looked wrong against the black phone. It looked like a mistake. It looked like a crime. He picked it up. The plastic was cold and hard in his hand. He slid his finger across the smooth glass.

He pressed the green button. Accept.

He put the phone to his ear. He took a deep breath. He had to make his voice deep. He had to push it down into his chest. He had to push Roxie down. He had to let Hunter out. Just for a minute. Just for the voice. He had to be the boy.

"Hello?" he said.

His voice cracked. It was a dry, croaking sound. It was a strange mix of high and low. It sounded rusty.

"Hunter?" she said.

Her voice was loud. It was bright and sharp. It was full of love. It made his chest hurt. It sounded like home. It sounded like the yellow kitchen. It sounded like pot roast. It sounded like laundry detergent. It smelled like her house.

"Hi, Mom," he said. He cleared his throat. He tried to sound like a man. He tried to make the sound rough. "How are you?"

"I am good," she said. She talked fast. Her words ran together. "I am just looking at the calendar on the fridge. It is almost empty. When are you coming to visit?"

The question hit him. It was a physical blow to the stomach. It knocked the wind out of him.

Visit.

He thought about her house. It was small and yellow. The carpet was worn down. It smelled like old dust and onions. He thought about his old room. The baseball posters on the wall. The dirty baseball caps on the shelf. The pile of stiff jeans on the floor. The flannel shirts hanging in the closet.

He thought about sitting at her table. The wood was scratched. He would eat her food. He would listen to her talk about the neighbors. He would have to nod. He would have to laugh. He would have to be Hunter.

He looked at Brooklynn.

She was watching him closely. Her eyes were dark pools. She was not smiling. She was not frowning. She was just watching. She was letting him choose. She was letting him fight the dragon himself.

He looked at his hand holding the phone. The pink nail. The delicate finger. The soft skin. He looked at the nightgown. The white silk. The lace trim. The soft curve of his chest under the fabric.

He could not go back.

He could not put on the jeans. He could not put on the flannel. He could not be the boy in the yellow house. That boy was dead. Hunter had thrown him in the trash can. The flannel was gone. The boy was gone.

If he went back, he would die. He would fade away. He would disappear. He would just be a shell walking around. He would be a ghost in his own life.

"I am busy, Mom," he said. The words came out fast. Like he was throwing up. They tasted like bile.

"Busy?" she said. "You are always busy. You have been busy for months. You never call. You never visit. I worry about you."

"I know," he said. His throat felt tight. It felt like a hand was squeezing it. "I am... I am working a lot. On a big project. It is important."

"You work too much," she said. Her voice was sad. It cracked a little. "I just want to see my boy. I want to make sure you are eating. I miss you. I miss your face."

I miss you.

The words were a knife. They twisted in his gut. She missed Hunter. She missed the son. But Hunter was gone. The boy she missed was in the trash can downstairs.

Hunter felt sick. He felt like he was going to throw up. He felt the lie sit in his stomach like a heavy rock. It was cold. It was hard. It weighed him down.

He looked at Brooklynn again. She reached out. She put her hand on his knee. She squeezed. Hard. She held him there. She grounded him. She reminded him where he was.

He looked at the phone. He looked at the blue light. He looked at the name Mom. He looked at the black screen that reflected his face.

"I have to go," he said. His voice was shaking. It was high and thin. He could not stop it. "I have to work. They are calling me."

"Hunter," she said. She sounded hurt. She sounded like she was going to cry.

"I am sorry," he said. The tears stung his eyes. "I really have to go. I love you."

"I love you too, honey," she said. "Call me soon. Please."

"I will," he lied. The word was a stone in his mouth.

"Bye."

"Bye."

He pressed the red button. End call.

The screen went black. The call ended. The room was quiet again.

Hunter sat there. He held the phone in his hand. It felt like a bomb. It felt like a dead thing. It was heavy. He looked at the black screen. He saw his reflection in it. A faint shape. A girl with a wig. A girl with pink nails.

He let the phone drop. It fell on the bedspread. It did not bounce. It just landed there. Like a dead bird.

He felt sick.

He felt like he was lying to everyone. He lied to the Director. He lied to the waiter. He lied to the woman in the bathroom. Now he lied to his mom. He was a lie made of silk and lace. He was a fake thing.

He put his face in his hands. The pink nails pressed against his forehead. He took a breath. The air shook. He felt the makeup on his face. He felt the wig pulling at his hairline. He felt the silk nightgown on his legs.

He felt like he was floating away. He felt like he was disappearing.

Brooklynn moved on the bed. The sheets rustled. She slid closer. The mattress dipped under her weight. She put her arm around him. She pulled him against her.

He did not fight her. He fell into her. He hid his face against her neck. He buried his nose in her skin. He smelled her perfume. Flowers and musk. It covered the smell of the phone. It covered the smell of the lie.

"It is okay," she whispered. She rubbed his back. Her hand was warm through the silk. "You are here. You are with me. You are safe."

Hunter nodded against her skin. He could not speak. His throat was closed up. He felt the tears soak into her dress.

"I am sorry," he whispered.

"No," she said. She pulled him tighter. "Do not be sorry. You are choosing yourself. You are choosing me."

Hunter took a breath. He felt her hand on his head. She petted him. She touched the wig. She touched his neck.

"Who are you?" she asked softly.

Hunter took a breath. He smelled her perfume. He felt the warmth of her skin. He felt the silk of the nightgown. He felt the pink nails on his own face.

"I am Roxie," he whispered. It was a breath. It was a truth. It felt good to say.

"Yes," she said. "You are Roxie. And you are mine."

She kissed his hair. She held him close.

Hunter closed his eyes. He let the phone sit there on the bed. He let the black screen shine. He let the lie go. He just held onto her. He wrapped his arms around her waist. He held on tight.

He stayed there. He listened to her breathe. He felt the rise and fall of her chest. 

The black screen stared up at him. It was a dead eye. It reflected the ceiling light. A small, white dot. Hunter let go of the phone. It fell on the bed. It hit the white duvet. It did not bounce. It just lay there. Like a stone.

Hunter sat on the edge of the bed. His hands were in his lap. He looked at them. The nails were pink. They were glossy. They caught the light. They looked pretty. They looked like candy.

But he felt sick.

His stomach rolled over. It was a hard knot. The silk nightgown felt cold against his skin. It felt wet. He was sweating. The silk stuck to his back. It clung to his legs.

He heard a sound.

Buzz, buzz, buzz.

The phone again. A text. Or another call. He did not look. He could not look.

The air in the room was heavy. It pressed on him. The air conditioner hummed. It was a low drone. It sounded like a hornet in his ear. It made his head hurt.

He felt a shake start in his hands. It was small. Like a vibration. Then it went up his arms. It shook his shoulders. He felt his teeth chatter. He bit his lip. He tried to stop it.

He had to move. He could not sit. If he sat, he would explode. He would crack open like an egg.

He stood up.

His legs were weak. They felt like jelly. The silk nightgown swished. It whispered against his legs. He felt the wig on his head. It felt hot. It felt tight. It felt like a helmet.

He walked to the window. The curtains were drawn. Thick velvet. He touched them. The fabric was rough under his fingers. He turned around. He walked to the door. He touched the wood. It was cool.

"I can't do this," he said.

His voice was loud in the quiet room. It cracked. It broke in the middle. It sounded like a stranger.

He walked back to the bed. He looked at the phone. He hated it. He wanted to throw it. He wanted to smash it.

"I am a liar," he said.

He walked to the dresser. He looked in the mirror. He saw the girl. The white silk. The pink lips. The wig.

"I am a liar to her," he said. His voice got higher. "I am a liar to everyone."

He touched the glass. He saw his finger. The pink nail.

"I am a man," he said.

The words were like sand in his mouth. They tasted bad. They tasted like ash.

He looked at his chest. The silk was flat. But he wore a bra under it. He had curves. He had softness.

"I am a man in a dress," he said. "I am a man in a wig. I am just pretending."

He felt a sob build up in his throat. It was a big ball of air. It hurt. He pressed his hands to his stomach. He felt the silk under his palms. He felt the skin. It was soft.

"He wants me to be a boy," he cried out. He meant his mom. He meant the world. "They all want me to be a boy. I am sick. I am wrong."

He walked faster. He paced the small space. From the bed to the door. From the door to the window.

His breath came in gasps. He could not get enough air. The room spun. The walls closed in. The pink walls of the shop, the beige walls of the hotel, the yellow walls of home. They all pressed on him. They squeezed him.

"I can't be Roxie," he said. "I am not real. I am fake."

He felt the silk nightgown rub against his legs. It felt like a trap. It felt like a net.

"I have to stop," he said. "I have to take it off."

He reached for the strap of the nightgown. He wanted to rip it. He wanted to tear the silk. He wanted to pull the wig off.

Brooklynn stood up.

She moved fast. She was a blur of black dress. She stepped in front of him.

Hunter stopped. He almost ran into her. He looked up. His vision was blurry with tears. Everything was a wash of colors.

She grabbed his arms.

Her hands were strong. Her fingers were hot. She dug them into his upper arms. She held him tight. It hurt. But it was a good hurt. It grounded him. She stopped him from moving. She stopped him from running.

"Look at me," she said.

Her voice was sharp. It cut through the panic like a knife. It cut through the hum of the air conditioner.

Hunter shook his head. He tried to pull away. He did not want to look. He was ashamed. He was ugly. He was a fraud.

"Look at me," she said again. She squeezed his arms. "Do not look away. Look at me."

Hunter stopped fighting. He could not fight her. She was too strong. He lifted his head. He looked at her.

Tears ran down his face. They were hot. They left tracks on his cheeks. They washed away a little bit of the powder. He felt them drip off his chin. They landed on his chest. They soaked into the silk.

Brooklynn did not let go. She held his arms. She stared into his eyes. Her eyes were dark. They were deep pools. They were not angry. They were steady. They were like rocks in a river.

"You are not a liar," she said. Her voice was low. It was firm. It was a fact. "You are waking up. You are finally real."

Hunter gasped. A sob tore out of his throat. It was a ugly sound.

"No," he cried. "I am fake. I am just a boy in a dress."

He looked down at his chest. The white silk. The soft curve.

"He wants me to be a boy," Hunter sobbed. "My mom. She wants Hunter. She wants the son. She does not want this." He pulled at the skirt of the nightgown. "She does not want a freak."

Brooklynn let go of one arm. She grabbed his face. She held his jaw in her hand. Her palm was hot. Her fingers were long. She forced him to look right at her.

"I do not care what he wants," she said. Her voice was a growl. It was a dangerous sound. "I do not care what she wants."

Hunter sniffled. He looked at her lips. They were red. They were wet.

"I want you to be a girl," she said. "I want you. I love you."

Hunter stopped breathing.

The air stopped in his throat. The room stopped spinning. The tears stopped on his face.

The words hung in the air. They were heavy.

I love you.

Hunter stared at her. His eyes were wide. His mouth was open. He felt his heart beat. Thump. It was a hard beat. It was a slow beat.

She loved him.

Not the girl on the screen. Not the character in the script. Not the fantasy.

She loved him. The person in the white silk. The person with the pink nails. The person who was scared.

Hunter felt a rush of heat. It started in his chest. It went to his face. It went to his toes. It burned away the cold. It burned away the fear.

He looked at her hands on his face. He looked at her eyes. They were full of fire. They were full of light. They were not looking at a boy. They were looking at Roxie.

It was real.

He was not a liar. He was just becoming.

"You love me?" he whispered.

"Yes," Brooklynn said.

The word was a sound in the quiet room. It was heavy. It dropped like a stone. It hit Hunter in the chest.

She pushed him.

Her hands were flat against his chest. They were hard. They were strong. She shoved him back.

Hunter’s legs hit the edge of the mattress. He lost his balance. The air left his lungs. He fell back. The white duvet caught him. He bounced once. The springs of the bed made a low groan.

She was on him before he could take a breath.

She climbed on top of him. She moved fast. She straddled his hips. She sat on him. She was a weight that pinned him down. The black dress spread over him like a shadow. It covered his legs. It trapped him under the heat of her body.

She did not wait. She did not ask.

She grabbed his wrists. Her fingers were like iron. She pulled his arms up. She dragged them over his head. She pushed them down into the pillows. He was trapped. He was open.

She kissed him.

It was not sweet. It was not slow. It was not like before.

It was hard.

Her mouth crashed into his. Her lips were hard. Her teeth hit his lips. It hurt. It was a sharp impact. He tasted copper. He tasted blood. It was a metallic taste on his tongue.

Her tongue forced his mouth open. She pushed inside. She invaded him. She licked his teeth. She licked the roof of his mouth. She claimed him with her mouth. She took the air from his lungs.

Hunter gasped. He could not breathe. His nose was pressed against her cheek. He could only taste her. Wine and mint. And the metallic taste of his own blood.

She pulled back. Her lips were wet. They were red. Her eyes were wild. They were dark pools. They were full of fire.

"You are mine," she said.

Her voice was a growl. It was low in her chest. It vibrated against him. It was a sound that owned him.

"Not hers," she said.

She bent down. She bit his neck.

Her teeth were sharp. They dug into the soft skin of his throat. It was a hard bite. It was a possession bite.

Hunter cried out. It was a sharp sound. "Ah!"

The pain was a shock. It went straight to his dick. It was a line of fire. He felt the panties get wet. He felt the throb between his legs. He was hard instantly. He was trapped under the lace.

"Not his," she said against his skin. "Mine."

She bit him again. Lower. On his collarbone.

Hunter bucked his hips up. He pushed against her weight. He needed more. He needed her to mark him. He needed her to bruise him. He needed to cover up the boy with her marks.

She let go of his wrists. Her hands went to his body.

She touched him with fire.

Her hands were everywhere at once. She grabbed his waist. She squeezed his ribs. She ran her nails up his stomach. She scratched him through the silk. The fabric pulled tight. The nails snagged the threads.

Hunter arched his back. He pushed his chest up into her hands. He was a starving animal. He needed her touch. He needed her pain.

"You are so soft," she said. "So mine."

She moved her hands down. She grabbed the hem of the nightgown. She bunched it in her fists. She pulled it up.

The silk was rough against his skin as it moved. It slid up his legs. It bunched at his waist. The cool air of the room hit his bare legs. It made him shiver.

Then her hands hit his skin.

Her palms were hot. They were dry. They were rough against his smooth thighs. She dug her fingers in. She massaged the muscle. It was hard. It was deep. It was a massage that hurt.

Hunter let his legs fall open. He surrendered. He let her in. He was a flower opening up. He was a door unlocking.

She moved her hands higher. She touched the lace panties. She felt the wet spot on the front. The fabric was soaked.

"Look at you," she said. Her voice was full of hunger. "You are soaking wet for me."

Hunter felt the blush burn his face. It went down his neck. It went to his chest. He felt ashamed. He felt so dirty. He was a mess. He was a leaky thing.

"Please," he whispered. The word was a plea.

"Please what?" she asked. She rubbed him through the lace. She pressed her palm against his dick. It was trapped. It was hard. It was throbbing against her hand.

"Please touch me," he said. "Please make me yours. Please make the boy go away."

She smiled. It was a hungry smile. It was a smile that ate him.

"I already am," she said.

She pulled the panties aside. The lace snapped against his hip. The elastic pulled. She touched his bare skin.

Hunter gasped. The air hissed through his teeth.

Her hand was hot. She wrapped her fingers around him. He was hard. He was leaking. The fluid made her hand slide. She used the wetness. She moved her hand up and down.

Fast.

Rough.

She did not tease him. She did not go slow. She took what she wanted.

Hunter cried out. It was a moan. It was a high, thin sound. A girl sound. He bucked his hips up. He fucked her hand. He chased the friction. He chased the pain.

"Good girl," she said. Her voice was breath. "Take it. Take what I give you."

She leaned down. She kissed his chest. She opened her mouth. She bit his nipple through the silk. The fabric was wet from her mouth. She bit him hard.

Hunter felt the sting. It was a sharp pinch. It mixed with the pleasure in his dick. It was a storm in his blood. He was going to explode. He was going to break.

"He wants me to be a boy," Hunter cried out. The tears ran from his eyes. They went hot into his ears. "My mom. She wants Hunter. She wants the son."

Brooklynn stopped moving her hand. She held him tight. She squeezed him until he whimpered. She stopped the pleasure.

She looked down at him. Her eyes were fire. They were dark and hot.

"I do not care about Hunter," she said. Her voice was a snarl. "Hunter is dead. You killed him. You put him in the trash."

She moved her hand again. Faster. Harder. She squeezed the head of his dick.

"I want you," she said. "I want you to be a girl. I want you to be Roxie. I want you to be mine."

Hunter felt the words hit him. They hit harder than her hand. They hit harder than her teeth. They broke something inside him. The last wall.

"I love you," she said.

Hunter stopped breathing. The world stopped. The room stopped spinning. The air conditioner stopped humming. The only thing that moved was her hand.

She loved him.

Not Hunter. Not the son. Not the boy.

She loved the girl in the silk. She loved the girl with the wet panties. She loved the girl who cried.

Hunter felt a scream build up in his chest. It was a release. It was a breaking. It was a birth.

"Brooklynn!" he cried out.

He let go. He let everything go. He let the boy die. He let the girl live. He let the lie become the truth.

The pleasure rushed up his spine. It was a white light. It blinded him. His back arched up off the bed. It was a bow. His toes curled. They cramped. He shook. He shook hard. He was a leaf in a storm.

He felt the cum shoot out of him. It was a pulse. It was a throb. It shot out of him and hit his stomach. It hit the silk. It was hot. It was sticky. It was a mess.

He cried out her name again. "Brooklynn!"

She held him through it. She did not stop moving her hand until he was done. She milked every drop out of him. She took it all. She owned his pleasure.

Hunter fell back on the bed. He panted. His chest heaved. The air rushed in and out. The silk stuck to his stomach. He felt the mess cooling on his skin. It was wet. It was dirty.

He felt broken. He felt like he was in pieces. He felt like he had been shattered into a million bits of glass.

But he also felt put back together.

She lay down on top of him. She covered him with her body. She rested her head on his chest. She listened to his heart. Thump, thump.

Hunter felt her weight. It was heavy. It was a blanket. It was a cage. It was safe.

He wrapped his arms around her. He held her tight. He buried his face in her hair. He smelled her perfume. He smelled the sex. He smelled the truth.

He felt the wet spot on his stomach. He felt the wig on his head. He felt the silk on his legs. He felt the pink nails on his hands.

He was Roxie. And he was loved.

Brooklynn moved her hand. She found his hand. She laced her fingers through his. She squeezed his hand.

"Sleep now," she said.

Hunter nodded. He could not speak. His voice was gone. It was just a breath. He let his breathing slow down. He let the dark take him. He let the quiet come back.


Chapter Eight




The morning light came through the curtains. It was a soft light. It made the room look yellow. Hunter sat on the edge of the bed. He was in his robe. It was white silk. It felt cool against his skin.

Brooklynn sat in the chair. She had coffee. She watched him. She looked at his throat.

Hunter felt his throat. It was a sore place. A hollow place. The voice lived there. The voice was the last thing. The voice was the last part of Hunter that held on. The body was hers. The face was hers. But the voice slipped. It dropped low. It cracked. It sounded like gravel. It sounded like a man.

Hunter hated it. He wanted to cut it out. He wanted to silence the boy forever.

"Today we work on the voice," Brooklynn said. She took a sip of her coffee. "It is the last piece. The last puzzle bit."

Hunter nodded. He put his hand on his neck. He felt the bump. The Adam's apple. It was a hard lump under the skin. It was a boy lump. He pressed on it. It moved when he swallowed.

"I hate it," Hunter said.

His voice was low. It rumbled in his chest. It was a deep sound. A Hunter sound.

Brooklynn put her cup down. She stood up. She walked to him. She wore a black robe. It was tied tight.

"Stand up," she said.

Hunter stood. He felt the silk robe fall down his legs. He felt the air on his face.

"Breathe," she said. "Breathe from your belly. Not your chest."

Hunter took a breath. He let his belly go out. He felt the air go in deep. It felt like a balloon.

"Now," she said. "Say my name. But high. Think of the note in your head. High and thin."

Hunter looked at her. He thought of a string. A high wire. He pulled the sound up.

"Brooklynn," he said.

It was better. But it was not right. It was tight. It sounded squeezed. It sounded like a boy pretending.

She shook her head. "No. Higher. Soft. Like a breeze. Like a bird."

Hunter closed his eyes. He tried to find the bird. He tried to find the breeze. He pushed the air up. He squeezed his throat.

"Brooklynn," he said again.

It cracked. The voice broke in half. Low then high. It was a ugly sound. Hunter felt his face get hot. He felt the shame in his stomach.

He looked at her. He waited for her to be mad. He waited for her to sigh.

She did not. She stepped closer. She put her hand on his neck.

Her hand was warm. Her fingers wrapped around his throat. She did not squeeze him. She just held him. She felt the vibration.

"Relax," she said. She rubbed his neck with her thumb. "You are fighting it. You are pushing too hard. Let it happen."

Hunter let his shoulders drop. He let his neck go soft. He leaned into her hand.

"Think of me," she said. "Think of how much you want to please me. Think of how much you want to be my girl."

Hunter thought of her eyes. He thought of her hands. He thought of the night before. The love. The claim.

"Good," she said. "Now try. Just one word. Hello."

Hunter took a breath. He did not push. He just let the air out.

"Hello," he said.

It was light. It was soft. It floated in the air. It was not a rumble. It was a chime.

Brooklynn smiled. "Yes. That is it. Again."

"Hello," Hunter said.

It was easier this time. The voice did not catch. It just slid out.

"Good girl," she said.

The words went into him. They were warm. They made his skin tingle. He loved those words. He wanted to hear them every day.

"Now a sentence," she said. "Tell me you are hungry. Tell me you want breakfast."

Hunter thought of the words. He thought of the pitch. High. Soft. Breathy.

"I am hungry," Hunter said. "I want breakfast."

The voice was smooth. It was a ribbon. It was a girl voice. It was Roxie's voice.

Brooklynn moved her hand. She touched his lips. She felt the shape.

"Perfect," she said. "Keep going. Do not stop. Talk all day. I want to hear that voice all day."

Hunter nodded. "Okay," he said. The voice stayed high. It stayed soft.

They sat down. They ordered room service. When the food came, Hunter had to thank the waiter.

He was scared. The waiter was a man. He was big. Hunter looked at him. He took a breath. He found the bird. He found the breeze.

"Thank you," Hunter said.

The waiter looked at him. He nodded. "You are welcome, ma'am."

Hunter felt a rush go through him. It was like water. It was like fire. The waiter believed it. The waiter heard a girl.

Hunter looked at Brooklynn. She was smiling. She was eating her eggs.

"See?" she said. "It is real."

Hunter smiled back. It was a real smile. It was a Roxie smile.

They spent the day in the room. Hunter talked. He talked about the food. He talked about the view. He talked about the silk sheets. He talked in the high voice. He talked in the soft voice.

At first, he had to think. He had to check the pitch in his head. He had to hold the string up high. It was work. It was like holding a heavy weight over his head. His throat got tired. The muscles hurt.

But Brooklynn kept him going.

"Tell me about the movie," she said. She was on the bed. She was reading a script.

Hunter sat on the floor. He leaned against the bed. He looked up at her.

"The script is good," Hunter said. His voice was a little breathy. "Roxie is a good part. She is strong."

"Show me," Brooklynn said. "Read a line. Say it like Roxie would say it."

Hunter looked at the paper she held up. He read the words. He made his voice hard. He made it low, but soft. A girl low.

"I will not break," Hunter read. "I am made of glass, but I will not break."

The voice was clear. It was sharp. It was not a boy voice. It was not a fake voice. It was a new voice.

Brooklynn put the script down. She looked at him. Her eyes were dark.

"Come here," she said.

Hunter stood up. He walked to the bed. The silk robe swished.

She pulled him down. She kissed him. She kissed his mouth. She kissed his throat. She kissed the place where the sound came from.

"You sound so pretty," she whispered against his skin.

Hunter shivered. The praise was a drug. It was better than food. It was better than air.

He wanted to hear it again. He wanted to work for it.

"What else do you want to hear?" Hunter asked. The voice was light. It floated.

"Tell me you love me," she said. "Say it in that voice."

Hunter looked at her. He looked at her dark eyes. He felt the love in his chest. It was a big thing. It filled him up.

"I love you," Hunter said.

The voice was soft. It was a whisper. It was high. It was the truest thing he ever said.

"Again," she said.

"I love you," Hunter said.

"All day," she said. "I want to hear it all day."

Hunter nodded. "I will say it all day," he said. "I will say it forever."

He lay down next to her. He put his head on her stomach. He closed his eyes. He listened to her breathe.

He talked to her. He told her he was happy. He told her he was safe. He told her he was hers.

The words came out easy now. They did not get stuck. They did not drop low. They stayed high. They stayed soft.

It stopped feeling like work. It stopped feeling like a trick.

It just happened.

The voice was his now. It was Roxie's voice. And it was beautiful.

"I am your Roxie," Hunter whispered.

"Yes," Brooklynn said. She stroked his hair. "My good girl."

Hunter smiled against her shirt. He purred. He felt the hum in his throat. It was a girl hum. It was a happy hum.

"Tell me more," she said.

Hunter took a breath. "I want to wear the red dress again," he said. "I want to go to dinner. I want to drink wine."

"We will," she said. "We will do everything."

Hunter sighed. The sigh was a soft sound. A girl sound.

He felt the peace settle in his bones. The boy was gone. The voice was gone. The man was gone.

There was only the sound. The soft, high sound of the girl who was loved.

The sun was bright outside on their way to lunch. It was a yellow ball in a blue sky. Hunter stepped out of the car. The door was heavy. He pushed it open. The air hit his face. It was warm. It smelled like exhaust fumes and food. It smelled like the city.

He wore a blue dress. It was cotton. It was soft against his skin. It had little pink flowers on it. The skirt stopped above his knees. He felt the air on his thighs. He felt the sun warm his legs. He wore sandals. His toes were naked. The polish was red. It looked like candy. He felt the sidewalk under his feet. It was hard.

He walked next to Brooklynn. She wore black. She walked fast. Her heels were loud. Clack, clack, clack.

Hunter tried to walk like her. He tried to sway his hips. He felt the dress move. It brushed his legs with every step. He felt his purse bump against his hip. He felt the wig on his head. It felt secure. It felt like hair.

They walked to the restaurant. It had tables outside. They were on the sidewalk. There were umbrellas. They were red and white stripes.

Hunter felt eyes on him. People walking by. People sitting at other tables. He felt his heart beat. Thump, thump, thump. He looked down at his feet. He watched his red toes. He felt his chest rise and fall. He practiced his breathing. In. Out. Soft.

They got to a table. It was in the back. It was under a big tree. The leaves made shadows on the tablecloth. The cloth was checkered. Red and white.

Brooklynn pulled out a chair. Hunter sat down. He was careful. He smoothed his skirt under him. He felt the metal chair against his legs. He crossed his ankles. He tucked his feet under the chair.

A waiter came over. He was a young man. He had black hair. He wore a white shirt and a black vest. He held a notebook.

"Water?" he asked. He looked at Brooklynn. He did not look at Hunter.

"Yes," Brooklynn said. "And wine. Red."

The waiter nodded. He walked away.

Hunter looked around the restaurant. It was busy. People laughed. People ate pizza. People drank coffee. He saw a woman pushing a stroller. He saw a man reading a paper.

He felt like he belonged. He felt like he was part of the picture. He felt the silk of his purse on his lap. He touched the blue fabric of his dress. He felt the smooth skin of his arms. He was Roxie. He was out in the world.

He reached for his napkin. It was white cloth. It felt stiff. He unfolded it. He put it on his lap. He smoothed it out. He looked at his hands. The red nails. The pale skin. They were lady hands.

The waiter came back. He had a tray. He had two glasses of water. He had a bottle of wine. The glasses had ice in them. They clinked together.

He walked fast. He was looking at the table next to them. He was not looking where he was going.

He bumped into Hunter.

It was a hard bump. The waiter’s leg hit Hunter’s shoulder. Hunter’s chair jerked. The metal scraped on the concrete. It made a loud screech.

Hunter froze. His hand went to his chest. He held his napkin there. He felt the dress pull tight across his back. The water in his glass sloshed. It spilled on the table. It ran onto the checkered cloth.

The waiter stopped. He looked down at Hunter. He looked annoyed. His face was a frown. He looked at Hunter’s face. He saw the jaw. He saw the hands. He saw the shoulders.

"Watch it, man," the waiter said.

The word was hard. It was a rock thrown at Hunter.

Man.

The word hit him in the chest. It knocked the breath out of him.

Hunter felt the room spin. The sun was too bright. It hurt his eyes. The shadows were too dark. They looked like monsters.

Hunter did not turn around. He could not move. He looked at his lap. He looked at the spilled water. It soaked into the napkin. It was a wet white spot.

The voice in his head cracked. It dropped low. It rumbled. He felt the Adam’s apple bob in his throat. It felt like a big lump. He felt the boy come back. The boy was not dead. The boy was hiding in the dark. The boy stood up and laughed.

Man.

He felt the eyes of the other people. He felt them turn. He felt them look. They heard it. They heard the waiter call him a man. They knew. They all knew.

Hunter felt sick. His stomach rolled over. It was a hard knot. The pretty dress felt like a costume. It felt like a lie. It felt like plastic. He was a boy in a dress. He was a fraud. He was a trick.

He could not breathe. The air was too thick. It was like soup. He felt a cold sweat start on his back. Under the dress. It made the cotton stick to him.

Then he felt a presence.

Brooklynn stood up.

Her chair scraped against the bricks. It made a loud noise. Like a gunshot. She moved fast. She stepped in front of Hunter. She blocked the view. She blocked the waiter. She stood like a wall. She stood like a shield.

"Excuse me?" she said.

Her voice was not loud. But it was cold. It was sharp. It was a knife in the soft air.

The waiter looked at her. He blinked. He held his tray tight. His knuckles were white.

"You bumped into her," Brooklynn said. Her voice was low. It was dangerous. "You were not looking. You were careless. And you spoke to her."

She took a step closer. She got in his face. She was taller than him. She was stronger.

"That is a lady," she said. She pointed at Hunter. She did not look at him. She just pointed. "Apologize."

The waiter looked confused. He looked over her shoulder. He looked at Hunter.

Hunter sat still. He was a statue. He felt his blood drain from his face. He felt cold. Like ice. He felt the makeup on his face. He felt the wig on his head. He felt the dress on his body. He felt the lie.

He could not look at the waiter. He could not let the waiter see his eyes. If the waiter looked, he would see the boy. He would see the fear.

"Lady?" the waiter asked. He looked at Hunter’s hair. It was brown and long. He looked at Hunter’s dress. It was blue and soft. He looked at Hunter’s hands. They were folded in his lap.

"Yes," Brooklynn said. "My date. A lady. Say you are sorry. Say it like you mean it."

The waiter’s face changed. The annoyance went away. It melted off. He looked scared now. He looked at Brooklynn. She was fierce. She was angry. He looked at Hunter.

Hunter turned his head.

He looked at the waiter. He did not look away. He forced himself to look. He let the waiter see his eyes. The makeup. The fear. The girl. He let the waiter see Roxie.

The waiter looked at him. He really looked.

Hunter opened his mouth. He remembered the practice. He remembered the high wire. He remembered the bird. He pushed the boy down. He pushed the boy into the dark. He pulled the girl up.

"I am so sorry," the waiter said.

His voice was soft. It was shaking. He looked at Hunter’s eyes. He looked at the red lips. He looked at the soft skin.

"I was not looking," he said. "I am so sorry, ma'am."

He said ma'am.

The word went into Hunter’s ears. It went into his blood. It was warm. It was honey. It washed away the cold.

Ma'am.

The waiter believed it. He saw a lady. He was scared he was rude to a lady. He was scared he was mean to a girl.

Hunter felt the room stop spinning. The sun was warm again. The shadows were soft again. They were just shadows. The boy in his head shrank. The boy ran away and hid. The girl came out. She stood in the light.

Hunter felt his heart slow down. Thump. Thump.

He nodded at the waiter. He did not speak. He just nodded.

He turned back to the table. He turned his back to the waiter.

He looked at the spilled water. He looked at the wet napkin. It did not matter.

He looked at Brooklynn.

She was still looking at the waiter. She watched him until he walked away. He walked fast. He almost ran.

Then she sat down. She smoothed her dress. She picked up her menu. She acted like nothing happened.

"Are you okay?" she asked. She did not look at him. She looked at the words on the menu.

Hunter took a breath. The air tasted good. It tasted like wine and sunshine. It tasted like truth.

He felt the silk of his dress. He felt the red polish on his toes. He felt the wig on his head. He felt the makeup on his face.

He looked at his hands in his lap. They were lady hands. They were soft hands.

"Yes," Hunter said.

His voice was high. It was soft. It was a breath. It was a breeze.

"I am okay," he said.

Brooklynn looked at him then. She smiled. A small smile. Just for him.

"Good," she said. "Drink your water."

Hunter picked up his glass. The water was cold. It had ice in it. He took a sip. The ice hit his lips. It was cold. It felt good.

He looked around the restaurant. People were eating again. No one was looking. The world was just the world again.

The world saw a lady.

Hunter smiled. He felt the lipstick stretch on his mouth. He felt pretty. He felt real.

He put the glass down. He looked at Brooklynn.

"I want the pasta," Hunter said. His voice was clear. "The pink sauce. The one with the shrimp."

Brooklynn laughed. A soft sound. A warm sound.

"Okay," she said. "We will get the pink sauce."

Hunter sat back in his chair. He crossed his legs. He felt the sun on his knees. He felt the breeze on his skin. He opened his menu. He looked at the words. He was ready for lunch.

They went back to the hotel. The elevator ride was quiet. The air inside smelled like lemon polish. Hunter stood close to Brooklynn. He felt her arm brush against his. He felt the warmth of her skin through his sleeve. He was still thinking about the waiter. The word man was gone. The word ma'am was in its place. It felt like a trade. A good trade.

The room was cool when they opened the door. The air conditioner was humming. It was a low, steady sound. Like a heartbeat. Brooklynn put her bag on the chair. She turned to him.

"I need a shower," she said. She touched his face. Her fingers were cool. "You rest, baby. You did good today."

Hunter leaned into her hand. He closed his eyes. He felt the touch on his cheek. It felt like a seal. A stamp of approval.

"Okay," he said. His voice was soft. It was the voice from lunch. The girl voice.

She went to the bathroom. Hunter heard the door click shut. Then he heard the water. It rushed out of the pipe. It hit the tiles. It was a loud hiss. It filled the quiet room.

Hunter sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress was soft. He bounced a little bit. He looked at his legs. He still wore the blue dress with the flowers. He smoothed the fabric over his knees. He felt the cotton under his fingers. He felt the shape of his legs underneath. They were smooth. They were shaved. They were girl legs.

He took a breath. He felt the air go in. He felt it go down his throat. He did not feel the lump. The Adam's apple was small today. It felt hidden.

He hummed. A low note at first. It buzzed in his chest. He felt the vibration in his ribs.

He stopped. He tried again. Higher. He thought of a bird. He thought of a string pulling up.

He sang a note.

"La."

It came out light. It floated in the air. It did not stick to the floor. It did not rumble. It was a clear sound. Like a bell.

Hunter smiled. He felt the muscles in his throat move. They felt different. They felt like they were finding a new way to work. A new way to be.

He sang another note.

"La."

It was higher. It was thinner. It was a sound that belonged to a girl. It belonged to Roxie.

He thought of a song from the radio. A song they heard in the car. It was a slow song. A love song. He started to sing the words.

His voice was soft. It was breathy. It wrapped around the words like silk.

"I love you," he sang. "I need you."

The words felt good in his mouth. They felt true. They did not feel like a lie. They felt like a promise.

He closed his eyes. He swayed a little bit. He let his hands rest on his thighs. He felt the music in his blood. It was better than the fear. It was better than the lunch. It was just him and the sound.

He sang louder. He did not shout. He just projected. He let the sound fill the room. It drifted over the bed. It went to the bathroom door. He wanted her to hear him. He wanted her to know.

He sang about the sun. He sang about the sky. He sang about being in love. Every note was high. Every note was sweet.

He felt his chest vibrate. But it was a high vibration. It was not the heavy boom of a man. It was the light hum of a girl.

He felt a rush of happiness. It started in his belly and went up. It made him warm. It made him feel safe. He was not Hunter singing. Hunter could not sing like this. Hunter had a gravel voice. A broken voice.

This was Roxie. Roxie had a voice like water. Roxie had a voice like glass. Pretty and clear.

The water in the bathroom stopped.

The sudden silence made Hunter open his eyes. He stopped singing. The room felt quiet again. He heard the curtain slide on the metal rod. A soft sound.

The bathroom door opened.

Steam came out first. It was a white cloud. It smelled like soap. It smelled like Brooklynn's shampoo. Flowers and mint.

Brooklynn stepped out.

She had a towel wrapped around her. It was white. It was tucked under her arm. Her skin was pink from the hot water. It looked damp. It looked soft.

Her hair was wet. It was slicked back. It showed her face. Her neck was long. Her shoulders were strong.

Hunter looked at her. He felt his breath catch. She was so beautiful. She was powerful. She was a queen.

She saw him sitting there. She saw his hands on his legs. She saw the smile on his face.

She did not speak. She walked to the bed. She was barefoot. Her feet made no sound on the carpet.

She stood in front of him. She looked down at him. Her eyes were dark. They were soft.

"You were singing," she said.

Hunter nodded. He felt a little shy. But he felt proud too.

"Yes," he said. His voice was the singing voice. Light and high.

Brooklynn smiled. It was a real smile. It reached her eyes. It made them crinkle at the corners.

"It was pretty," she said. "I heard you through the water."

Hunter felt the blush on his cheeks. It was a warm feeling. It was a good feeling.

"I was just practicing," he said. "I wanted it to be right."

"You are right," she said.

She reached out. She touched his throat. Her hand was warm from the shower. Her fingers were damp. She rested them on his neck. She felt his skin.

"Sing for me again," she said. "Right now."

Hunter looked up at her. He saw the water on her skin. He saw the towel. He smelled the soap. He felt her hand on his neck.

He took a breath. He let the air fill his lungs. He felt her touch anchor him.

He sang a note.

"Ah."

It was clear. It was perfect.

Brooklynn moved her thumb on his neck. She rubbed his skin. She felt the vibration.

"Higher," she whispered.

Hunter went higher. He pushed the note up. It floated up to the ceiling.

"Beautiful," she said.

She did not take her hand away. She kept touching him. She owned the sound. She owned the voice.

"You have a beautiful voice, Roxie," she said.

The words hit him. They were heavy. They were gold. They were better than the song.

Hunter felt his eyes water up. It was not sad crying. It was happy crying. It was too much feeling.

"Thank you," he whispered.

He smiled at her. He could not stop. His face hurt from smiling. He felt so full. He felt so seen.

"I like it," he said.

He put his hand over hers. He pressed her hand against his throat. He wanted her to feel him. He wanted her to feel the voice.

Brooklynn sat down on the bed next to him. The mattress dipped. She was close. Her hip touched his leg. She smelled so good. Clean and warm.

"Sing some more," she said. "Sing the whole song."

Hunter took a breath. He closed his eyes. He leaned into her touch. He leaned into her smell.

He sang.

He sang about the stars. He sang about the night. He sang about being held.

Every note was a girl note. Every breath was a girl breath.

Brooklynn listened. She did not move. She just sat there. Her hand on his neck. Her presence in his soul.

When he finished, the room was quiet. But it was not empty. It was full of the music. It was full of them.

Brooklynn kissed his cheek. Her lips were wet.

"You are perfect," she said.

Hunter turned his head. He looked at her. He saw the love in her eyes. He saw the want.

"I am Roxie," he said.

"Yes," she said. "You are Roxie."

Hunter leaned his head on her shoulder. The towel was rough against his cheek. But it felt good. It felt real.

He hummed again. A low, soft hum. He did not need words anymore. The hum was enough.

Brooklynn put her arm around him. She pulled him close.

"Hum for me," she said.

Hunter hummed. He closed his eyes. He let the sound vibrate against her shoulder. He let her feel him. He let her love him.


Chapter Nine




The set was quiet. It was a big, hollow quiet. The kind of quiet that hurts your ears. The air was still. No one moved. No one spoke. The only sound was a low hum. It came from the big lights. They hung from the ceiling like metal suns. They were bright. They were hot.

Hunter stood in the middle of it all. He stood on a wooden box. A mark made of white tape. His mark.

He wore a white dress. It was long. It was made of silk. It flowed down his body like milk. It clung to his waist. It flared out at his hips. It had no sleeves. His arms were bare. His shoulders were bare. The air hit his skin. It was warm air. It was baked by the lights.

Underneath, he wore white lace. A corset that squeezed him. It bit into his ribs. It made his waist small. He wore tiny panties. They were a thong. The back was just a string. It pulled tight between his cheeks. He wore stockings. They were sheer white. They clipped to a garter belt. He felt the clips bite into his soft thighs. He felt the silk of the dress rub against his legs. He felt the lace scratch him gently.

He looked at the camera. It was a big black eye. It was pointed right at him. The lens was glass. It stared at him. It did not blink. It waited. It was hungry.

Hunter breathed. The air was hot. It tasted like dust. It tasted like electricity. It tasted like the end.

He thought about the last three months.

He thought about the first day. The pink room. The fear. The shaking hands. The feeling that everyone knew. He thought about the red lipstick. The way it felt like paint on his mouth. A thick mask. He thought about the first time he put on the dress. The way it felt like a costume. Like a lie. Like a boy playing a game.

Then he thought about the changes.

He thought about the hair. The wig was gone now. His own hair was long. It brushed his shoulders. It was brown and soft. It moved when he moved. It felt heavy. It felt real. He touched it with his hand. It felt like him.

He thought about the body. The laser hair removal. The sting of it. The smell of burning hair. The smooth skin. No more razor bumps. No more shadow. His skin was like silk. Like a girl's skin. He ran his hand down his arm. It was smooth. He touched his chest. It was smooth. He felt the bra push him up.

He thought about the voice.

He touched his throat with his fingers. The bump was smaller. Or maybe he just held his head different. He breathed low. He felt the vibration in his chest. But when he pushed the air up, it came out soft. It came out high. It was a breeze. It was a bell.

He had practiced. Every day. For months. Brooklynn made him talk. She made him sing. She made him order food. She made him ask for directions. He used the voice until his throat hurt. Until the muscles learned the new way. Until the old way was forgotten.

He thought about the sex.

He thought about the touches. The rough hands. The bites. The praise. The words in his ear. Good girl. My girl. Mine.

He thought about the night she claimed him. The night she told him she loved him. The night he threw the flannel in the trash. The metal lid slamming down. Clang.

He thought about the lunch. The waiter. The word man. The pain of it. Then the word ma'am. The power of it.

He felt a shiver go through him. It was a good shiver. It was a shiver of power. It started in his toes and went up to his hair.

He was not Hunter anymore. Hunter was in the trash. Hunter was in the past. Hunter was a ghost.

He was Roxie.

He looked down at his body. The white dress. The curves. The smooth arms. The red nails. The white heels. This was real. This was the truth.

He looked at the camera again. The black eye.

He felt a throb between his legs. The lace rubbed him. He was tucked away. He was smooth. But he felt the need. The need to be seen. The need to be owned. The need to be worshipped by the lens.

He thought about Brooklynn. She was standing just off the set. In the shadows. He could feel her. He could smell her perfume. Flowers and musk. It was stronger than the dust. It was stronger than the heat.

She was watching him. She was waiting.

He wanted to make her proud. He wanted to make her wet. He wanted to make her love him more than she already did.

The Director sat in his chair. He had a headset on. He looked at a monitor. He did not speak. The set was too quiet. The air was too thick.

Hunter took a breath. The corset stopped his ribs. He felt the dress hug his waist. He felt the shoes on his feet. White heels. High and sharp. They hurt his toes a little bit. He liked the hurt.

He closed his eyes for a second. He saw the yellow house. He saw his mom. He saw the disappointment on her face. He saw the flannel shirt.

Then he let it go. The yellow house faded. The mom faded. There was only the light. The heat. The white dress. The girl.

He opened his eyes.

He looked right into the lens. He looked into the black glass. He saw his own reflection. A girl in white.

He felt the change happen. It was a click in his head. A door closing on the boy. A window opening for the girl.

He lifted his chin. He felt the air hit his throat. The skin was bare.

He knew the lines. He knew them by heart. They were written on a page once. Now they were written in his blood. They were written on his bones.

The scene was the confession. Roxie telling the world. Saying the words out loud. Breaking the silence.

Hunter felt his lips part. They were sticky with lipstick. He tasted the wax.

He thought about the voice. The high wire. The bird. He found the note. He found the pitch in his head.

He did not push. He just let it out.

"My name is Roxie," he said.

The voice was clear. It was pure. It rang in the quiet room. It did not crack. It did not drop. It was a sound like water pouring over stones. It was a sound like a bell in a tower.

The Director did not move. The camera did not blink. The black eye drank him in.

Hunter took a step forward. The white silk swished. The heels clicked on the wood. Click, click.

"I am not who you thought I was," he said.

The voice was stronger now. It was firmer. It was a girl’s voice. A girl who was done hiding. A girl who was done being scared.

He put his hand on his hip. He felt the bone under the silk. He felt the curve. He felt the corset hold him.

"I was hiding," he said. "I was scared."

He looked right at the camera. He let the tears come to his eyes. Just a shine. Not a fall. Just a wetness. A gloss on his lashes.

"But I am not hiding anymore," he said.

The voice was breathy. It was soft. It was a whisper that everyone could hear. It was a secret shouted to the world.

He thought about Brooklynn. He felt her eyes on him. He felt the heat of her gaze from the shadows. He felt the pride coming off her in waves.

"I am a girl," he said.

The words hung in the air. They were heavy words. They were true words. They were bricks that built a wall between him and the past.

"I am a girl," he said again. "And I am beautiful."

He felt the truth of it wash over him. It felt like Brooklynn’s hands. It felt like her mouth. It felt like possession. It felt like love.

He took another step. He was closer to the camera now. He was in the lens. He was inside the machine.

"And I am yours," he said.

He meant it for the camera. He meant it for the world. But mostly he meant it for her. For the woman in the shadows. For the woman who made him.

He stood there. The white dress glowing in the lights. The red lips shining. The wet eyes shining. The smooth skin shining.

He waited. The silence stretched out. It was a tight rope across the stage. It vibrated with tension.

Then he heard it.

A sound from the shadows.

Clap, clap, clap.

Brooklynn was clapping. Slow and steady. Like a heartbeat.

Hunter turned his head. He looked at her. He broke the stare with the camera. He looked for her.

She stepped out of the dark. She was smiling. It was a proud smile. It was a hungry smile. It was a smile that ate him up.

She walked onto the set. Her heels were loud on the wood. Clack, clack. They echoed in the big room.

She walked right up to him. She stood in front of him. She blocked the lights. She blocked the camera. She was all he could see.

She reached out. She touched his face. Her hand was warm. Her thumb wiped a tear from his cheek. The touch was electric.

"Cut," she said.

Her voice was loud. It broke the spell. It broke the scene. It broke the character and let the love in.

She turned back to the camera. She looked at the black lens.

"She is done," she said to the room. To the Director. To the crew.

She turned back to Hunter. She looked at his lips. She looked at his eyes.

"Perfect," she whispered.

Hunter leaned into her hand. He closed his eyes. He felt the corset loosen. He felt the fear melt. He felt the boy die one last time.

"I did it," he whispered. His voice was the girl voice. The Roxie voice.

"Yes," she said. "You did it. You were beautiful."

She took his hand. She squeezed his fingers. Her hand was strong. Her hand was possessive.

"Now come with me," she said. "We are done here."

Hunter opened his eyes. He looked at her. He saw the love. He saw the ownership.

"Okay," he said.

She turned and walked away. She pulled him with her. He followed. The white dress trailed behind him like a tail. The lights were hot on his back. But he was walking into the cool dark. He was walking with her. He was walking as Roxie.

The set was quiet again. It was a heavy, thick silence that filled the big room like water. The air did not move. The lights beat down from the ceiling in banks of white and silver. They were hot. They felt like a physical weight on Hunter’s skin. The heat made his face prickle under the layer of makeup. It made the powder feel tight and dry, like a mask that was shrinking.

Hunter walked back to the mark. The white tape on the floor was a bright rectangle in the darkness. He stood on it. He planted his feet. He wore the white dress. It was a long sheath of silk that flowed over his body like milk. It clung to his ribs. It flared out over his hips. Underneath, the corset bit into his waist. It was a constant, hard squeeze. It made him stand up straight. It made him hold his shoulders back. The laces pulled tight against his spine.

He felt the stockings on his legs. They were sheer white nylon that ended in a lace band at his thigh. The metal clips of the garter belt dug into his soft flesh. Every time he took a breath, he felt the sharp little pinch of the clips against his skin. It reminded him that he was dressed. It reminded him that he was held. He wore high heels. They were white leather. They made his arches hurt. They made his calves tremble just a little bit. He felt the imbalance, the teetering, but he held still.

He looked at the camera. The big black lens stared at him. It was a deep, dark hole. It waited for him to fall in. The glass reflected the lights. It looked like a starry eye. It was hungry.

He thought about the boy. The boy who wore jeans and flannel. The boy who hid in baggy shirts. The boy who looked at the ground. That boy felt far away now. That boy felt like a ghost who was drifting away into the dark corners of the studio. Hunter felt the ghost fading. The ghost was becoming mist, dissolving in the heat of the lights. The boy was not real anymore. The boy was just a memory.

The Director sat in his chair. He held a headset to his ear. He looked at a monitor. He did not look at Hunter. Hunter looked at the Director’s hand. It rested on the arm of the chair. It was still.

The hand went up.

"Action," the Director said.

The word hit the air. It cut through the silence.

Hunter took a breath. He felt the air go in. It was hot air. It tasted like dust and hair spray. He felt the corset stop his ribs from expanding. He had to breathe high. He had to breathe shallow. He felt the vibration start in his chest. But it was a high vibration. It was a hum, not a rumble. It was a girl sound inside him.

He looked at the camera. He did not blink. He let the tears come to his eyes. He did not make them come. They just came. They were hot and heavy. They blurred his vision. The lights became stars in the wetness of his eyes.

"I am not who you thought I was," he said.

The voice was clear. It was high and thin. It was a sound like glass. It did not break. It did not crack. It floated out of his throat and hung in the air between him and the lens. It did not sound like a lie. It sounded like a secret being told.

He felt his lips move. The lipstick was sticky and thick. He felt the shape of the words. The words felt like stones leaving his mouth. Heavy stones that he had carried for a long time.

He thought about the fear. He remembered the shaking hands. He remembered the panic in the bathroom. He remembered the waiter’s voice. Man. The word did not hurt anymore. It was just a sound. It had no power over him. The fear was ash. It was dust on the floor.

He took a step forward. The white silk swished around his legs. The heels clicked on the wood. The sound was sharp.

"But I am finally me," he said.

The voice was stronger now. It was firmer. It was a girl’s voice. A girl who was done hiding. A girl who was done being scared.

He put his hand on his hip. He felt the bone under the silk. He felt the curve.

"I was hiding," he said. "I was scared."

He looked right at the camera. He let the tears spill over. They ran down his cheeks. They were hot tracks through the powder. They left wet lines on his skin. They dripped off his jaw. They hit the white dress. They made dark spots on the silk.

"But I am not hiding anymore," he said.

The voice was breathy. It was soft. It was a whisper that everyone could hear. It was a secret shouted to the world.

He thought about Brooklynn. He felt her eyes on him from the dark. He felt the heat of her gaze. He thought about her hands on his skin. The rough palms. The possession. Good girl. My girl. The words were a brand on his skin. They were a heat that never went away. He felt the phantom touch of her fingers on his neck, claiming him.

He felt a throb between his legs. The lace panties were wet. The silk dress rubbed against his skin as he shifted. He was aroused. He was so turned on it hurt. Being seen was a drug. Telling the truth was a fire. He felt the blood rush through his veins. It made his skin hot. It made the makeup feel heavy.

"I am a girl," he said.

The words hung in the air. They were heavy words. They were true words.

"I am a girl," he said again. "And I am beautiful."

He felt the truth of it wash over him. It felt like Brooklynn’s hands. It felt like her mouth. It felt like ownership. It felt like love.

He took another step. He was closer to the camera now. He was in the lens.

"I am real," he said.

He meant it for the camera. He meant it for the world. But mostly he meant it for her.

He stood there. The white dress glowing in the lights. The red lips shining. The wet eyes shining. The girl shining.

He thought about the freedom. It was a bird taking flight. It was a balloon cutting the string. It was heavy chains dropping into the ocean. He was light. He was air. He was sky. He felt the physical sensation of weightlessness, like his bones were made of hollow bird bones.

"And I am free," he said.

The words were a sigh. They were a release. He felt the chains drop. He felt the weight lift off his shoulders. He did not need the corset anymore. He did not need the wig. He stood on his own. He stood as the girl he was.

The tears kept falling. They dripped off his chin. They hit the white dress. They made dark spots on the silk. He did not wipe them away. He let them fall. He wanted the camera to see the cry. He wanted the camera to see the truth.

He looked at the lens. He looked deep into the black glass. He let the camera see his soul. He let it see the girl who used to be a boy.

He felt his heart beating against his ribs. Thump, thump. It was a fast rhythm. A drum.

He saw the Director’s hand go up.

"Cut," the Director said.

The word broke the spell. The lights seemed to dim a little bit. The air moved again.

Hunter let out a breath. It was a long, shaky exhale. His shoulders dropped. He felt the corset loosen. He felt the fear melt. He wiped his face with his hand. He smeared the makeup. He did not care. He looked for Brooklynn in the shadows. He needed to see her eyes. He needed to know she saw it.

He took a step toward the edge of the light. The darkness was cool.

"Did I get it?" he asked.

Hunter stood on the edge of the light, his breath caught in his throat like a sob that refused to break. The silence stretched out between him and the Director, a tight wire vibrating with the hum of the big lights and the ghost of his own words still hanging in the dusty air. He watched the Director’s face, searching for a crack in the mask, a sign that he had failed, that the girl had shattered under the gaze of the camera to reveal the frightened boy underneath. The heat from the banks of lights pressed down on his skin, making the corset feel even tighter, a second set of ribs squeezing the air out of his lungs, while the wet silk of the dress clung uncomfortably to his thighs where he had sweat through the lace. He felt the heavy beat of his heart against the boning of the corset, a frantic drum that he was sure they could all hear, a wild animal trapped in a cage of bone and white fabric.

The Director’s hand moved, raising from the armrest like a gavel falling, and for a second Hunter flinched, expecting the axe to fall.

"Cut!" the Director yelled, and the word was a shout that cracked the heavy tension in the room, shattering the quiet like glass. "That was magic!"

The release hit Hunter so hard his knees almost buckled, the air rushing back into his lungs in a sharp gasp that tasted of dust and hair spray. It was not a dismissal; it was a benediction, a loud, violent approval that washed over him, leaving his skin tingling and his head swimming. Then the sound started, not from the Director, but from the shadows around the room. It began as a clap, two hands striking together sharp and bright, and then it swelled, rolling over him like a thunderclap of approval. The crew was stamping their feet, a rhythmic thudding that vibrated through the floorboards and up into the soles of his high heels, a physical embrace of sound that held him up when his own legs wanted to turn to water. He stood there in the center of the noise, the white dress blindingly bright under the lights, tears tracking hot and fast through the powder on his cheeks, ruining the mask but revealing the truth underneath.

He saw movement at the edge of the set, a blur of motion in the periphery of his vision, and then Brooklynn was running. She did not walk; she ran with a loose-legged, desperate speed, her heels striking the wooden floor with sharp, rapid reports that cut through the dull roar of the applause. She burst out of the shadows and into the searing white light, her face fierce and unguarded, her eyes locked onto him with a hunger that made his breath catch in his throat. Hunter felt the impact of her arrival before she touched him, a wave of heat and possessive intent that knocked the remaining breath out of his body. She slammed into him, her body colliding with his, a forceful impact that drove him back a step but did not knock him down because her arms were already around him, crushing him against her.

Hunter gasped, his face finding the crook of her neck, his nose pressing into the soft skin where the pulse beat fast and strong. The smell of her hit him then, overwhelming the dusty scent of the studio—flowers and musk and the sharp, clean smell of her sweat, a scent that went to his head like wine and made his knees weak. She hugged him with a violence that bruised, her hands gripping the back of the white dress, wrinkling the expensive silk, mashing it against his skin. He felt the hard lines of her body, the tension in her shoulders, the rapid rise and fall of her chest against his, and for the first time in months, the fear simply evaporated, burned away by the fierce heat of her embrace. The corset still squeezed his ribs, the panties were still wet and sticky between his legs, the wig still itched his scalp, but none of it mattered because she was holding him, anchoring him to the earth.

"You did it," she said, her voice a low growl right against his ear, the vibrations of it buzzing through his skull and down his spine, settling in the base of his belly where the need was hottest. "You were perfect. You were a queen."

Hunter shook his head against her shoulder, rubbing his wet cheek into the rough fabric of her shirt, knowing he was ruining her clothes with his tears and his makeup but unable to stop, needing to leave a piece of himself on her, to mark her as much as she owned him. "I was so scared," he whispered, and the voice that came out was thin and high, the girl voice, cracked with the sob that was finally breaking loose. "I thought I would fall. I thought the boy would come back."

"I know," she said, and one of her hands moved up to the back of his neck, her fingers digging into the wig, gripping the hair underneath, holding his head in place. "But you didn't fall. You stood tall. You killed him, baby. You killed the boy."

The words hit him like a physical blow, a strike to the chest that drove the air out of him again, leaving him gasping and shuddering in her arms. She pulled back then, just enough to grab his face, her hands hot and rough against his cheeks, smearing the tears and the mascara into a dark mess. She made him look at her, made him meet the dark, burning intensity of her eyes, and what he saw there stopped the breath in his throat. It was not just pride; it was a ferocious, consuming love, a look that claimed every inch of him, every tear, every shaky breath, every wet inch of silk.

"My girl," she said, the words a brand being seared into his skin, hotter than the lights. "Look at you. Everyone sees you. They see the girl."

Hunter turned his head slightly, his eyes darting over her shoulder to the crew who were still clapping, some of them wiping their own eyes, all of them looking at the two of them with open, soft faces. They were not looking at a fraud. They were not looking at a man in a dress. They were looking at a woman being held by her lover, a woman who had just poured her soul out onto the floor. A rush of euphoria hit him then, a dizzying, chemical high that made his head spin and his toes curl in the high heels. It was better than wine, better than sex, it was the pure drug of being seen, of being truly known and accepted. The arousal that had been humming under his skin all day flared into a fire, making the thong pull tight and the lace chafe against his sensitive skin, a throbbing need that made him want to drop to his knees and worship her right there in the light.

"I did it for you," he whispered, the confession falling from his red lips like a prayer, the truth that beat in his blood. "I wanted to be yours. I just wanted to be yours."

She smiled then, a curve of her mouth that was sharp and possessive, a predator showing teeth before it devoured. "You are mine," she said, her thumb tracing his wet, swollen lower lip. "You have always been mine. But now they know. They saw you. They saw the truth."

Hunter leaned into her touch, his mouth opening slightly, his tongue darting out to wet his dry lips, tasting the salt of his own tears and the wax of the lipstick. He felt the corset digging into his ribs, a reminder of the shape she had given him, the silhouette she had carved out of the rough stone of his old body. He felt the weight of the wig, the heavy hair that fell around his face, not a costume anymore but a halo, a crown she had placed on him. The boy was gone, truly gone, dissolved by the lights and the camera and the ferocious heat of her love. There was only Roxie, standing in the ruin of her makeup, held in the arms of her owner.

"We did it," Hunter said, the words correcting the lie, because it was not just him. It was her hands on him, her voice in his ear, her clothes on his skin. It was them.

"Yes," she said, pulling him close again, wrapping him up in her arms so that his face was pressed against her neck, hiding him from the crew, shielding him from the world. "We did it. You are perfect, and you are mine."

The applause began to fade then, slowing down like a rain storm passing, leaving behind a damp, heavy quiet that felt safe. Brooklynn rubbed his back, her hand moving down the silk of the dress, gripping his waist, her fingers pressing into the softness above his hip bone. She held him like she was carrying him, taking all his weight, all his fear and his joy and his desperate, aching need. Hunter closed his eyes, letting the darkness wash over him, smelling her scent, feeling the beat of her heart against his cheek, thump, thump, steady and strong. He let the corset squeeze him, let the shoes pinch his toes, let the wet panties remind him of what he was, what she had made him.

"Let us go home," she whispered, the words a secret just for him, a promise that made his stomach flip with anticipation. "I want to touch you. I want to take that dress off. I want to make you feel good."

Hunter nodded against her shoulder, his nose rubbing against the skin of her neck, inhaling her deep. "Okay," he whispered, his voice small and soft, the voice of a girl who was tired and happy and loved.

She pulled back but she did not let go of his hand. She laced her fingers through his, her grip tight and possessive, squeezing his fingers until the bones rubbed together. She turned them around, pulling him with her, leading him off the wooden box and away from the blinding lights. They walked toward the shadows, toward the exit, Hunter stumbling slightly in his high heels, his legs trembling with the release of the tension, following her like a shadow, like a pet, like a part of her own soul. The white dress trailed behind him on the floor, bright and ghostly in the dim light, and as they walked into the cool darkness of the hallway, the sounds of the studio fading behind them, Hunter squeezed her hand back, feeling the sweat on their palms, the connection of their skin, the reality of the life they were walking into together.


Chapter Ten




The music was a heavy thump in Roxie’s chest. It beat against her ribs like a second heart. The room was huge. It was a ballroom with a ceiling so high it was lost in the dark. Chandeliers hung down like clouds of glass. They sparkled with light that made Roxie squint. The air smelled like expensive things. It smelled like roast beef and red wine. It smelled like a hundred different perfumes mixed together. It smelled like heat and bodies.

Roxie walked in. She held Brooklynn’s hand tight. Her fingers were laced through hers. Her grip was hard. It was an anchor. She felt small next to her. She felt like a doll she was pulling on a string.

She wore the gown. It was long and silver. The fabric was metallic. It was fluid metal that draped over her body. It clung to her skin. It showed every line of her body. It showed her waist. It showed her hips. It showed the curve of her ass. The top was tight. It pushed her chest up. Underneath, she wore a corset again. It was black lace. It bit into her ribs. It made her waist tiny.

Under that, she wore almost nothing. She wore a thong. It was just a string of white lace. It disappeared between her cheeks. She felt it pull tight every time she moved. She felt the lace rub against her hole. It was a constant, teasing sensation. It made her feel open. It made her feel possessed. She wore stockings. They were white silk. They ended at her thigh. They were held up by garters. The metal clips bit into her soft skin. Every step was a pinch. It reminded her that she was dressed. It reminded her that he was Brooklynn’s.

Her feet hurt. The heels were high. They were silver spikes. They made her arches cramp. She walked carefully. She placed one foot in front of the other. The silver dress whispered around her legs. It swished against the nylon. She felt the air conditioning on her skin. The dress was low in the back. It dipped down to her waist. She felt the cool air on her spine. She felt exposed.

They walked to a table. It was covered in white cloth. There were crystals on the table that caught the light. Brooklynn pulled out a chair. Roxie sat down. She was careful not to snag the dress. She smoothed the silver fabric over her knees. She crossed her ankles. She tucked her feet under the chair. She felt the cool wood of the chair against her back through the thin dress.

She looked around. There were so many people. Men in black suits. Women in bright colors like flowers. They held glasses. They laughed. They showed their teeth. Roxie felt the noise press against her. It was a wall of sound.

"You are shaking," Brooklynn said. She leaned down. Her voice was low. Only she could hear.

Roxie looked at her hands. They were in her lap. The red nails glittered. They were trembling.

"It is loud," Roxie said. Her voice was high. It was a soft breath of sound.

"I know," she said. "You are safe. I have you."

She put her hand on her shoulder. She squeezed. Her fingers dug into her muscle. It was a possessive grip. It said you are mine.

Roxie looked at her. She wore black. She looked like a shadow. She looked like a queen. She felt the heat rise in her face. She felt the heat go lower. She felt the thong get wet.

People started to come over. They flowed toward the table like water. Roxie felt her heart beat faster. Thump, thump. She felt the panic start to bubble in her chest. She felt the boy try to stand up. He pushed the boy down. She sat up straight. She smoothed the dress.

A man stopped at the table. He was older. He had gray hair and a red face. He held a glass of wine.

"You were amazing," the man said. He looked at Roxie. He looked right at her face.

Roxie felt her breath catch. She waited for the man to look at her hands. She waited for the man to see the big knuckles. She waited for the man to hear the boy voice. But the man just looked at her eyes. The man looked at her mouth.

"Thank you," Roxie said. She used the soft voice. She used the high voice. She let the air float out of her throat.

"So brave," the man said. He shook his head. "I have never seen anything like it. It was so real."

Roxie felt the word brave hit her. It was a heavy word. It was a good word. She did not feel brave. She felt like a fake. She felt like a trick. But the man did not see a trick. The man saw a girl. The man saw a brave girl.

Roxie felt a throb between her legs. The lace rubbed her. She squeezed her thighs together. She liked the praise. It was a drug. It went to her head. It made the room spin.

"Thank you," Roxie said again. She smiled. She felt the lipstick stretch.

A woman touched her arm. Her hand was cold. She had many rings. The metal was cold on her skin.

"I cried," the woman said. "I sat there and I cried. When you spoke. It was like you were talking to me."

Roxie looked at her hand. The red nails looked bright against her skin.

"Thank you," Roxie said. "I am glad."

"I did not know," another person said. It was a younger man. "I did not know it could be like that. You are beautiful."

Roxie felt the fear spike. Did not know. Did not know what? Did not know he was a girl? Or did not know he used to be a boy? She felt the sweat start on her back. The dress stuck to him. She looked at Brooklynn.

Brooklynn moved closer. She stepped in front of her a little bit. She put her hand on the back of her chair. She touched her neck with her other hand. Her thumb rubbed her skin. It was a grounding touch. It was a claiming touch. She staked her claim on her in front of everyone.

"He is a star," Brooklynn said. Her voice was sharp.

"Yes," the woman said. She took her hand away. "A star."

Roxie let out a breath. She leaned into Brooklynn’s hand. She smelled her perfume. It covered the smell of the party. It covered the smell of her fear.

"I love your dress," a girl said. She looked like she was Roxie’s age. She had bright pink hair. "It fits you perfectly. It looks like liquid silver."

Roxie looked down at herself. The fabric shone. It looked like water. She touched her waist. She felt the hard corset under the silk. She felt the softness of his own skin.

"Thank you," Roxie said. "Brooklynn picked it out."

"She has good taste," the girl said. She smiled at Brooklynn.

"She does," Roxie said. She looked at Brooklynn. She let her eyes show the love. She let them show the need. She did not care who saw.

Brooklynn looked down at her. Her eyes were dark. She smiled a little bit. A secret smile. Just for her.

"You look like a dream," she whispered. She bent down. "My dream."

Roxie felt the blush get hotter. It went all the way down her chest. She felt the nipples get hard under the tight dress. She felt the thong pull tight. She was so turned on it hurt. Being looked at was fire. Being praised was fuel. She felt the blood rush to his groin.

"Drink your wine," Brooklynn said.

She pointed to her glass. It was full of red liquid.

Roxie picked it up. The stem was long and thin. Her hand shook a little bit. She took a sip. The wine was cold. It tasted like berries. It tasted like metal. She swallowed it. She felt the cold go down her throat. It settled in her warm belly.

She looked around the room again. The lights were spinning. The music was a thump in her bones. People were looking at her. They were smiling. They were nodding. They did not see a boy. They did not see a lie. They saw a girl in a silver dress. They saw Roxie.

She felt the weight of the wig on her head. It felt heavy. It felt real. She felt the makeup on herr face. It felt like a mask that had become his skin. She felt the corset squeeze her ribs. It felt like a hug that would not let go.

He was Roxie. And they loved her.

"I want to go home," Roxie whispered. She leaned close to Brooklynn. She smelled her neck. "I want to be alone with you."

"Soon," she said. She rubbed her neck. Her thumb pressed on her pulse. "Let them look a little longer. They want to see you."

Roxie nodded. She sat back in the chair. She took another drink of the wine. She felt the alcohol go to her head. It made her feel soft. It made her feel floaty.

She looked at the people. She let them look. She was a doll on a shelf. She was a star in the sky and belonged to Brooklynn.

"Okay," she said. She looked at her. "I will be good."

"You are always good," she said.

She squeezed her shoulder. She kept her hand there. She claimed her in the middle of the crowd.

Roxie watched the lights sparkle. She took a breath. She let the silver dress shine.

The noise of the party was a heavy, thumping wall that faded when the glass door clicked shut. Roxie stood on the balcony. The air out here was cool. It was different from the stuffy, hot air inside the ballroom. It hit her face and her bare arms, raising goosebumps on her skin. She wore the silver gown. The fabric was like liquid metal. It draped over her body, heavy and cold. It clung to her ribs and her hips, reflecting the distant lights of the city. She walked to the railing. It was made of rough stone. She leaned her hands on it. The silver fabric pulled tight across her back. She felt the corset underneath, biting into his waist, a constant, squeezing reminder of her shape. It made her stand up straight. It made her breath come short and shallow.

She looked down at the city. It was a deep, dark hole filled with light. There were red taillights and white streetlamps. There were yellow lines moving on the black streets. The cars looked like small bugs crawling. The city hummed. It was a low, constant roar that vibrated up through the stone floor and into the soles of her high heels. She felt the vibration in her legs. Her feet hurt. The silver heels were high spikes. They made her arches cramp. She shifted her weight, feeling the leather pinch her toes. She felt the silk stockings rub against each other. Underneath the dress, she wore the thong. It was a thin strip of lace that disappeared between her cheeks. It felt tight. It felt possessive. Every time she moved, she felt the lace rub against her sensitive skin. It kept her hot. It kept her wet.

She thought about the party. The noise. The eyes. The people telling her that she was brave. The word brave felt heavy in her chest. She did not feel brave. She felt like a doll made of silver and fear. She felt like a pet that had done a trick. Now the trick was done. The movie was done. The part was over. She felt a cold knot of fear in her belly. What happened now? Did she go back to the hotel? Did she take off the dress? Did she put on the jeans and become Hunter again? The thought made her feel sick. It made the corset feel like a trap. It made the silver dress feel like a costume.

She heard the door open behind her. The glass slid on the track. She did not turn around. She felt the air change. She felt the presence. She smelled her. It was flowers and musk. It was the smell of sex and power. It covered the smell of the city. It covered the smell of her fear.

Brooklynn walked to her. Her heels clicked on the stone. Clack. Clack. The sound was sharp and confident. She stopped right next to her. She stood close. Her arm brushed Roxie’s arm. Even through the silver dress, she felt her heat. It was like standing next to a fire.

"Look at the lights," she said.

Her voice was low. It was a rumble that she felt in her bones.

Roxie looked at the city. The lights were blurry. She realized her eyes were wet.

"It is pretty," she said. Her voice was high and soft. It was the Roxie voice. It sounded small in the big open air.

"It is yours," she said. "You can have it. You can have anything."

Roxie turned her head. She looked at her. She was looking at the city too. Her profile was sharp against the night sky. She looked like a queen. She looked like she owned the lights.

"I am just Roxie," she said. "I am not a queen."

She turned to her. She looked at her face. Her eyes were dark pools. They reflected the silver of Roxie’s dress.

"You are my queen," she said.

She reached up. She touched her cheek. Her hand was warm and rough. Her thumb rubbed her jaw. She felt the skin there. She felt the pulse in her neck.

"What happens now?" Roxie asked.

The question was hard to say. It felt like a stone in her throat. "The movie is done. The director is done."

She looked at her hands. They were on her shoulders.

"I do not have to be Roxie anymore if you do not want," she whispered. "I can go back to the hotel. I can take off the dress."

The thought made her heart hurt. It felt like a knife twisting in her chest. She wanted her to say no. She needed her to say no. But she was scared she would say yes. She was scared she was tired of the game. Scared she wanted the boy back.

Brooklynn’s hand stopped rubbing. She squeezed her shoulder. Her fingers dug into her muscle. It was a hard grip. It was a possessive grip.

"No," she said.

The word was short. It was hard.

"I am not done with you," she said.

Her voice was a growl. It was a dangerous sound. It went into her ears and down to her belly.

"I am never done with you," she said.

She stepped closer. She moved into his space. She backed her up. Roxie felt the cold stone of the railing hit her lower back. She was trapped between the cold stone and her hot body.

"I want you to move in," she said.

Roxie’s breath stopped. The words hit her like a wave. Move in.

"I want you to come home with me," she said. "I want you to live with me. In my house. In my bed."

She put her hands on her waist. She grabbed the silver fabric. She pulled Roxie to her. Their bodies hit. The silver dress crunched between them. She felt the heat of her thighs through the silk. She felt the hard planes of her stomach.

"I want you to stay Roxie," she said. "With me. Always."

Roxie felt her heart swell. It felt like it would burst the corset. It beat so hard against her ribs. Thump. Thump. It was a frantic rhythm.

Stay Roxie.

Always.

She did not have to take off the wig. She did not have to wash off the makeup. She did not have to be Hunter. She could be her girl. She could be her pet. She could be hers.

"Really?" she asked.

The word was a breath. It was a whisper.

"Yes," she said. "I love you, Roxie."

The words were heavy. They were gold bricks. They were the truest things she ever heard. I love you.

Not the actress. Not the character. Her. The girl in the silver dress. The girl who used to be a boy.

Roxie felt the tears spill over. They were hot and fast. They ran down her cheeks. They tracked through the powder. They dripped off her chin onto her chest. They made dark spots on the silver silk.

She felt a rush of heat start in her toes. It went up her legs. It was a fire of relief. It was a fire of joy. It was better than the wine. It was better than the applause. It was the drug of being owned.

"I love you too, Brooklynn," she said.

She did not whisper. She said it clear. Her voice was high. It was shaking. It was the voice of a girl who was saved.

"I want to be yours," she said. "I want to stay Roxie. I never want to be him again."

Brooklynn pulled her closer. She smashed her lips against hers. She kissed her hard. It was not a sweet kiss. It was a claiming kiss. Her teeth hit her lips. Her tongue forced her mouth open. She tasted her. She ate her breath. She held her waist so hard it hurt. The silver dress was a wrinkled mess between them.

Roxie melted into her. She let her knees go weak. She let her hold her up. Shee felt the thong pull tight. She felt the wetness between her legs. She was so turned on it hurt. She felt the corset squeeze her ribs. She felt the wig on her head. It was all real. It was all true.

She pulled back. She bit her lip. She let it snap back.

"You are mine," she said. "My girl. My Roxie."

She took his hand. She laced her fingers through Roxie’s. She squeezed her hand. She squeezed the bones together.

"Come," she said.

She turned around. She pulled him away from the railing. She pulled her toward the glass door.

Roxie followed her. She stumbled a little in her heels. She did not care. She held her hand tight. She looked at her back. She looked at her black dress. She looked at the city lights one last time.

They were just lights now. They were not scary anymore.

"Okay," Roxie said.

She walked with her. She walked out of the night and into the room.

The heavy glass door clicked shut behind them. The noise of the party was cut off. It was gone. It was just a ghost hum now. A vibration in the floor. The room was quiet. It was a big, dark space. The only light came from the tall windows. It was blue and silver light from the city outside. It made long stripes on the floor.

Brooklynn pulled her into the middle of the room. She did not let go of her hand. Her grip was hard. Her palm was sweaty and hot. It felt good. It felt like an anchor.

Roxie stood in front of her. The silver dress glowed in the dim light. The fabric was heavy. It was like liquid metal on her skin. It clung to her ribs and her hips. She felt the weight of it. It felt like armor. It felt like a second skin that was part of her now. She felt the corset squeezing her waist. It was a tight, hard band that made her breath come short. It made her stand up straight. It made her feel held. Underneath, she felt the thong. It was a thin strip of lace that disappeared between her cheeks. It rubbed against her sensitive skin. It felt tight. It felt possessive. It was a secret touch that she felt with every step. She felt the garter clips biting into her soft thighs. The pinch reminded her that she was dressed. It reminded her that she was feminine.

She looked at Brooklynn. She was a shadow in the dark. Her eyes caught the light. They were bright. They were hungry eyes. They looked like they wanted to eat her up.

"Kiss me," Brooklynn said.

Her voice was low. It was a deep rumble that Roxie felt in her chest.

Roxie leaned in. She did not wait. She did not think about the boy. The boy was gone. The boy was dust. There was only Roxie.

She pressed her mouth against Brooklynn’s.

It was soft at first. Brooklynn’s lips were warm. They were full and soft. They moved against her mouth. She felt the sticky lipstick. It was sweet and thick. She tasted the wine that Brooklynn had been drinking. It was a dark, sour taste. She felt the smell of her perfume. It was flowers and musk. It filled her nose. It made her head spin.

Then Brooklynn grabbed her.

Her hands went to Roxie’s waist. She grabbed the silver fabric. She pulled her close. Their bodies hit together. The dress crunched loudly between them. The fabric scraped against her skin. She kissed her hard. It was not soft anymore. It was a crash. It was a possession.

Brooklynn’s tongue pushed into her mouth. It was wet and strong. It filled her up. It pushed her lips open. Roxie opened her jaw. She let her in. She let her take the air from her lungs. She let her take everything.

Roxie felt her head spin. The room went around in a blur of blue light. She held onto Brooklynn’s shoulders. She felt the fabric of her black dress under her fingers. It was rough and smooth.

She thought about the name Hunter.

Hunter was a ghost story now. Hunter was the boy in the flannel shirt. Hunter was the boy with the low voice. Hunter was the boy who was scared.

Hunter was gone.

Hunter was a ghost that had floated away out the window. Hunter was dust in a trash can somewhere far away. Hunter was a shadow on the wall that did not matter anymore.

Roxie felt the corset. She felt the silk stockings. She felt the wig on her head. It was not a wig anymore. It was her hair. She felt the makeup on her face. It was not a mask. It was her face.

She was Roxie.

She was the girl in the silver dress. She was the girl with the high voice. She was the girl who was kissed.

She was happy to be gone. The boy felt heavy. The boy felt sad. The boy felt like a lie. The girl felt light. The girl felt true. The girl felt like love.

Brooklynn bit her lip.

It was a sharp, hard pain. It sent a shock down to her toes. She felt her dick twitch in the thong. It was trapped. It was hard and aching. She felt the wetness there. The lace was soaked. She was so turned on it hurt. Being hers was a drug. Being owned was the only thing that mattered.

"Good girl," Brooklynn whispered against her mouth.

The words made her weak. Her knees shook. She felt like she would fall. She felt like she would melt into a puddle on the floor.

Brooklynn held her up. Her hands were strong on her back. They rubbed the silver fabric. One hand went up. It went into her hair. It grabbed the wig. It grabbed the hair underneath. She pulled her head back. She kissed her neck.

Her mouth was hot on her skin. She licked her. She bit her. She sucked on the skin.

Roxie moaned. It was a high sound. It was a girl sound. It was a soft sound in the quiet room.

"I love you," she said. The words came out in a gasp. They were high and thin. "I love you so much."

"I know," Brooklynn said. She licked her ear. Her breath was hot and wet. "You are mine. You are my girl. My Roxie."

Roxie felt the truth of it. It settled in her bones. It was warm. It was safe. It was a heavy blanket that covered her.

She leaned into her. She put her whole weight on Brooklynn. She let her hold her up. She let her take the weight of the world. She let her take the weight of the past.

She was home.

Home was not a yellow house with a mom who wanted a son. Home was not a room with baseball posters. Home was not a lie.

Home was this. Home was her smell. Home was her hands. Home was her mouth. Home was the silver dress. Home was the corset. Home was the thong.

She never wanted to let go. She wanted to stay here forever. She wanted to be kissed like this every day. She wanted to be owned like this every night. She wanted to be hers.

Brooklynn pulled back. She looked at her.

Her eyes were dark. They were wet too. They shone in the city light.

"You are beautiful," she said.

Roxie smiled. It was a real smile. It was a smile that broke her face. It was the Roxie smile.

"Thank you," she said.

Brooklynn kissed her again. It was a slow kiss. It was a promise. It was a seal.

Roxie closed her eyes. She felt the buzz of the city below them. She felt the hum of the room. She felt the beat of Brooklynn’s heart against her chest. Thump, thump. It was a steady drum. It was a life sound.

She was Roxie. And she was loved.

Brooklynn moved her hands. She touched Roxie’s face. She touched her neck. She touched her shoulders.

"Stay with me," she said. "Stay forever."

Roxie nodded. She could not speak. Her throat was tight.

"I will," she said. Her voice was a whisper. "I want to stay."

Brooklynn rubbed her back. Her hand went down to her waist. She squeezed her hip. Her fingers pressed into the softness above the bone.

"My good girl," she said.

Roxie closed her eyes. She listened to her breathe. She waited for the next touch. She waited for the next kiss. She was happy. She was safe. She was home.

Brooklynn kissed her forehead. It was a soft touch.

"Let us go to bed," she whispered.

Roxie nodded again. She opened her eyes. She looked at Brooklynn.

"Okay," she said.

Brooklynn took her hand. She laced her fingers through Roxie’s. She squeezed her hand. Hard.

She turned around. She pulled Roxie with her. They walked toward the door that led to the bedroom. Roxie followed her. She stumbled a little in her high heels. Her legs were trembling with the release of the tension. She followed her like a shadow. She followed her like a pet. Like a part of her own soul.

The silver dress trailed behind her on the floor. It was bright and ghostly in the dim light. As they walked into the dark hallway, the sounds of the city fading behind them, Roxie squeezed her hand back. She felt the sweat on their palms. She felt the connection of their skin. She felt the reality of the life they were walking into together.
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