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Sometimes I Dream in Silk. (Remember! This is fiction.)

I am a man. And don’t get me wrong—I like women, I admire them, I desire them. But sometimes, in the quiet spaces of my day, I dream of being one. Not always. Just sometimes.

I imagine what it would feel like to wear a flowing, floral summer dress, light as air, brushing against my legs in a warm breeze. I think about lipstick—crimson or maybe rose—and how it would change the shape of my smile. I imagine my hair long and soft, cascading down my shoulders like something out of a painting. Sometimes, I wonder what it would be like to be held in the arms of a kind man, not as I am, but as the woman I sometimes see inside me.

I wasn’t always brave enough to speak this aloud, but the feelings were there early—like a secret sunlight warming a part of me no one else could see.

When I was a boy, no older than ten, I saved up my pocket money and bought a little manual sewing machine from a flea market. It was powder-blue and had a crank I turned with my left hand while feeding fabric with my right. My mother worked at a textile factory and would bring home colorful scraps—little squares of floral cotton, shimmering satin, polka-dotted leftovers that nobody else wanted. But to me, they were treasure.

In my room, I had a single doll. My mother bought her when she thought she might get a girl. Her name changed often, depending on the mood or the season. I sewed her dresses with puffed sleeves and gathered skirts, learning by trial and error, unpicking crooked seams and trying again. When I finished a new outfit, I’d hold her up to the mirror and admire her like a proud parent. I didn’t think it strange. It just felt... right. Like art. Like magic.

No one knew, and maybe that made it even more special—like I was tending a garden in secret, where something beautiful could grow away from judgment.

It wasn’t just about the doll. It was about the feeling. The softness. The beauty. The quiet joy in creating something delicate and feeling, if only for a moment, like I could step into that world too.

And now, years later, I still carry that part of me. The part that wonders. The part that glows when I see a beautiful dress in a shop window or hear the click of heels on pavement. I live my life as a man, but I keep that shimmering thread of wonder close, like a silk ribbon tucked into my pocket.

Because in the end, why shouldn’t life be a little softer, a little more curious, a little more filled with color?

Sometimes I dream in silk. And that dream feels like home.

*  *  *
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I was sitting on a leather couch in the lobby of a quiet hotel, not far from the reception. It had been a long day—too many meetings, too much city noise, and not enough coffee. The soft hum of the air conditioning and the distant clatter of suitcases on tiles created a sort of lullaby for grown-ups, and I could feel the weight of sleep tugging gently at my eyes.

Across from me, in one of those plush velvet armchairs that looked more decorative than practical, sat a young woman. She was exquisite in that unintentional way—delicate, like a watercolor that might vanish if you looked too hard. Her hair fell in gentle waves around her face, her legs crossed neatly, hands folded over a small handbag that matched her shoes. She wasn't doing anything dramatic. Just sitting. Breathing. Existing.

But I couldn’t help it—my eyes kept drifting back to her, as if some invisible string connected her elegance to my curiosity. There was something about her, something light and soft, like the swish of silk across bare skin.

And then it happened, not suddenly, but like a slow wave washing over me: I began to imagine being her.

I let my tired mind wander freely, unbothered by logic or rules. What if, just for a moment, I were the one in that chair? My legs tucked just so, my hair catching the lobby’s golden light, a whisper of perfume in the air around me. I could almost feel the hem of a dress brushing against my knees, the smooth fabric hugging my waist. I imagined smiling politely as a gentleman passed by, his eyes lingering just a little longer than necessary.

It wasn’t envy. It was something gentler. A yearning, maybe. A curiosity wrapped in velvet. I didn’t want to stop being me—but part of me, a quiet, shining part, longed to know what it felt like to move through the world with that kind of grace. That kind of softness.

Outside the glass doors, the sun was sinking behind the city skyline, and the sky had taken on that early-evening glow—the kind that makes everything feel like a scene from a movie.

And there I sat, somewhere between waking and dreaming, looking at a stranger and, for just a little while, borrowing her reflection.

*  *  *
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I must have dozed off. Just for a minute, I told myself.

But when I opened my eyes, everything was... different.

I was still in the hotel lobby, still bathed in the same golden light of early evening—but I was no longer on the leather couch. I was sitting in her chair. The velvet one. On the other side.

Strange.

Even stranger—my legs were crossed neatly, just like hers had been. Only... they were my legs now. Smooth. Elegant. Bare. A soft cream-colored dress clung gently to my thighs, and on my feet—no mistake about it—were nude high heels. I blinked hard. Once. Twice. Was I hallucinating?

I slowly lifted my hands and ran my fingers through my hair. Long. Silky. It slipped between my fingers like a curtain of silk. My breath caught. My heart was doing somersaults.

What the heck was happening?

Along the side wall stood a tall mirror in a golden frame. I rose to my feet, swaying slightly in the unfamiliar heels, and took a tentative step forward. My body moved differently—lighter, swaying with a natural grace I had only ever admired from afar.

Just then, I heard footsteps behind me. Quick, polite.

“Excuse me, miss,” said a soft male voice.

I turned, startled. It was the bellboy, smiling with a kind, slightly flustered expression. He held out a handbag. Pale beige, structured, elegant. “You forgot your bag, lady.”

I blinked at him.

“Thank you...” I said, hesitantly.

But what came out was not the voice I knew. It was soft, melodic, feminine. Beautiful.

The bellboy smiled wider, nodded, and hurried off.

I stood frozen for a moment, the bag warm in my hand, my breath catching in my chest. Then I turned back toward the mirror. Each step echoed softly on the marble floor. I was afraid to look... but how could I not?

And there she was. The woman from before. The one who had captivated me from across the room.

Only now... she was me.

Slender frame, delicate features, eyes wide with disbelief. Lips gently parted, touched with gloss. I reached up and touched my cheek. The reflection copied me. I turned
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