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Gliding his hands over his tightly corseted chest and midriff; Chai felt the tactile velvet of the dress, how it sculpted his waist into a feminine curve before blossoming around his bottom and thighs. The petticoats peeked cheekily under the hem of the fabric, inviting.

But it was a vision of beauty which made him cringe, his butt-hole clenching involuntarily.

Rosie had been relentless in her bargaining, pleading and cajoling. “You must come, I need you to!” his girlfriend had implored. “All of my fashion colleagues and their partners will be there in their wildest fancy dress outfits! I can’t go alone!”

“Why can’t I just go as a guy?!?” I had fervently countered, but my protests were vanishing and feeble, drifting away like petals in a gusting breeze.

“How is it?” the seamstress inquired, snapping Chai back into the moment.

Swishing the skirt back and forth tentatively he regarded his reflection with trepidation. He wasn’t sure which was worse, the fact that he’d surrendered into cross-dressing or how easily his slim figure betrayed him into femininity.

“You suit it perfectly!” the lady complimented, mirroring Chai’s own thoughts. “Your features are so pretty!”

He toyed with the hem of the dress, fingering the soft folds of the underskirts and resigning himself to his fate. For years he’d been mocked for his lack of machismo, exacerbated by his mother insisting he grow his lustrous hair long. It seemed an unavoidable destiny.

The lady unbound his gleaming locks, allowing them to spill over his shoulders appealingly and began applying make-up.

“Wait! One last thing,” she told him after finalising the garish scarlet lipstick.

The plush velvet choker she clipped around him elongated his neck, adding an air of sex appeal to the sumptuous costume.

His lips had always seemed too big and clumsy as a guy, but as a woman, they looked plump and kissable. He shivered, the dread inside him increasing. There was nothing left of the man from before.

“Wow girl, you look hot!” the seamstress exclaimed, eying him up and down.

How on Earth was he going to leave the building dressed like this?

Chai’s mobile buzzed along the table with a text message. He grabbed the phone.

Rosie: Hey babe, how u getting on?

Chai: Jesus Rosie! I look like a girl! I can’t do this!

“Hey, you want me to take a picture?” the lady offered. He nodded gratefully, handing her his phone.

Rosie: OMG! I knew it! You make a sexy biatch!!! I NEED to see that in real life! See you there!

Chai blushed whilst showing the lady Rosie’s response and she grinned. “She’s right! Most girls would kill to look half as sexy as you.”

It took all of Chai’s courage and the seamstress’s encouragement to get him out of the building. Eventually he clicked onto the concrete paving in his new stilettos, quivering whilst waiting for the cab to arrive. Pulling the satin lined hood over his head, he self-consciously hid away in the safety of the soft folds.

The driver seemed to spend more time ogling Chai than paying attention to the road. His opulent flattery and clumsy flirting resonated with the seamstress’s comments, forcing him to reluctantly concede to himself that he really must be pretty.

Chai struggled with the information. He’d always been a very ordinary looking man, rarely exciting any interest from others. Despite the compliments being directed at his persona as a woman, he couldn’t deny the ego boost.

The relief at leaving the taxi was tinged with trepidation at the evening to come, mixing with a gaggle of Rosie’s colleagues he hardly knew. Thankfully she would already be there, a friendly face in a crowd of strangers.

An unfamiliar willowy woman opened the door with heavily applied eye makeup, dark and twinkling with glitter. Chai noted the gasp she quickly stifled, regarding him.

“Wow!” she said. “You’re Rosie’s ravishing friend, come on in! She showed me the picture, but it really didn’t do you justice!”

She took his hand, leading him towards the noise of people. Chai frowned; although the girl was alluringly clothed in a figure-hugging sequin dress, she looked like she could be at any party or club. A new worry added to the knot in his stomach, what if he was at the wrong party! No... he couldn’t be, she’d mentioned Rosie.

They entered the large sitting room and felt his heart thud to a halt and twist. It was a nightmare come to life. Although all were dressed sexily and stylishly, no one was in fancy dress. The party goer’s conversations stalled for a moment as they each caught sight of him, mouths dropping open, hands going to faces in astonishment.

He turned to escape, to make a dash for the door and race home, but on turning to the exit he found Rosie blocking his way.

“Chai! Oh my God! You look gorgeous!” she gaped at him, hugging him to her, he caught the smell of tequila on his girlfriend’s breath.

“Jesus, Rosie!” he hissed at her, ducking into the corridor and dragging her along. “You told me it’s fancy dress!!!”

“I know,” Rosie pouted playfully. “But I always wanted to see you all dressed up. But we both know you’d be too much of a pussy to ever try it... so I made a liiiittle lie to make it happen.”

“I’m gonna go and change,” he decided, clutching his rucksack to him and glancing around for a private area.

She shook her head. “No, Chai. This will do you good!” she insisted, snatching the bag, tugging it against his grip.

“Rosie! I can’t go through the night like this!!!”, he protested, indicating his provocative Red Riding Hood dress.

Their argument fell into silence as an imposing man in a sharply tailored suit descended the stairs. “What’s the matter ladies?” he enquired in a smooth, deep voice.

“My friend here has a drug problem and won’t give me her stash!” Rosie fabricated quickly.

Chai’s eyes bulged at her, incredulous. “What?!? They’re not drugs!” he squeaked involuntarily.

The man contemplated before answering. “Well, I won’t have two gorgeous women arguing at my party. I’ll take this now and you can continue the cat fight at the end of the night.”

“No, I have to...” Chai began, outraged by the smug look on Rosie’s face.

“May I treat you both to drinks? Rose?” The man asked, cutting Chai off and holding out an arm. “...and you Miss...?”

“Scarlett,” Rosie swiftly replied, glancing at Chai’s red dress.

“Scarlett?” he tasted Chai’s new name, seeming to approve. “Well, anyone as alluring as you is very welcome in my house. I’m Wolfgang, call me Wolf,” he said, smiling a toothy grin.

Chai’s stomach twisted as he noticed his girlfriend had taken up Wolf’s offer, looping her slim arm daintily through his strong, masculine one.

“After you,” he motioned Chai to walk ahead, Wolf’s hungry gaze frisking the smaller man’s body shamelessly.

He considered telling Wolf that he was Chai, not Scarlett. It seemed like the honest thing, but then what? Try and act like a guy all night? Defending his masculinity with every conversation?

Or... he could go along with being a woman. Experience what an evening would be like from another perspective.

Rosie wanted him to be Scarlett, her friends already thought he was, Wolf even admired him like that. Making up his mind, Chai resolved that tonight, ‘he’ was a ‘she’.

Scarlett couldn’t help but be awed by the grandness of the house she was in. Twinkling chandeliers hung from giant oak beams across the ceiling, expensive looking birthday decorations were carefully hung from picture rails.

Wolf must be a freaking multi-millionaire! She thought, gazing at an expensive looking wing backed chair which was upholstered in a rich, blue silk. 

The imposing Wolf gulped his drink, goading Rosie into doing the same, touching her arm and hair in an overly familiar manner. Without warning Wolf pulled Rosie close and pressed his lips to hers. Rather than push him away as Scarlett expected, she responded to him, moaning softly and opening her mouth to allow deeper access.

Wolf ran his hands over her back, down her hips and thighs whilst she held his face to hers, kissing him with a growing passion.

“Rosie! What are you doing?!?” Scarlett protested.

“Perhaps she’s jealous of the attention,” Wolf smiled conspiratorially to Rosie. “You needn’t have worried; I wasn’t going to leave you out. Come here,” he beckoned to Scarlett.

Rosie turned to her. “It’s alright Sweetie, he won’t bite.”

Scarlett stepped forwards, unsure even herself why she followed Wolf’s instructions.

“Good. Give me your hand.”

As she reached towards him


















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





