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The stakes were high. For a guy like me, they could hardly be higher. For the first

time since we’d met, Ashley was willing to commit to a relationship. After four

months of on-and-off dating, and a summer apart while I was halfway across the

country on a work term, she told me our first week back she was thinking about

me as boyfriend material. If only she could be absolutely certain…

“Certain? Certain of what? You know I’m a good guy, Ash. What more—”

“It’s a matter of trust, Gabriel. A girl can’t be too careful these days.”

“Trust? Cripes, whaddya think I’m gonna do? Whack you over the head with a big

wooden club and drag you back to my man-cave?”

She snorted. “Welcome to the twenty-first century, Thag. Men don’t own women

anymore, assuming they ever really did. I have my doubts.”

“I don’t want to own anybody. I just think you and me should date. And if you’re

not seeing anyone else… it’d be awesome if it was just us.”

“That’s sweet. But I’ve had some tough luck with guys, so how about we just see

how it goes for awhile?” She looked thoughtful. “Halloween. I pick the costumes.

You go all-out, just like I always do, and we’ll talk about taking the next step.” A

sly smile crossed her face. “Your costume will be ‘Sexy Dorothy’.”
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Dorothy—as in that old flick, The Wizard of Oz. Not an innocent young farm girl

either, but a sexy woman my own age. I saw the outfit online; she pulled it up on

her iPad right there in the cafeteria, and placed the order. She said she’d figure out

her own outfit later; I’d see it when October the thirty-first rolled around. “Better

get practicing, Gabe. You have to do your own makeup, and I better not see you

stumbling around in high heels either.”

I knew she was serious. If there was one thing I’d learned in our time together, it

was that Ashley von Grimaldi does not mess around.

So I set to work. Ash kicked things off by giving me a makeup kit—all the basic

cosmetic tools and products—a how-to book, and a whole pile of YouTube links. I

studied everything, and several evenings a week I practiced in the privacy of my

off-campus basement suite. I didn’t go anywhere with a made-up face, of course.

For starters, I didn’t have the right kind of clothes. I just ate dinner, fixed my face,

then did homework while the makeup set. When it looked about as natural as it

ever would, I took a picture on my phone—same location and lighting each time,

so I could compare—then washed it all off. Every so often I’d scroll through the

set. After a few weeks it was pretty obvious I was getting the hang of it.

I went home for a visit in early October: Canadian Thanksgiving. The morning

after the big dinner, my sister—who’s three years older than me—came into my

room and shut the door. She looked concerned. After beating around the bush for

awhile she got to the point: she’d been snooping. It was an old and bad habit of

hers. This time, unfortunately, she had gone through my phone.

“I’m sorry, okay? I know I shouldn’t have done it, but I did and it’s done and I’ve

apologized, so let’s just move on, okay? The point is, Gabe, your secret is out. I

know you’re a cross-dresser. The good news is, I’m cool with it!”

I waved her off and set the record straight: so not a cross-dresser. “I’m doing it for

love, sis. Ashley is worth all that and more. She’s wonderful, you’d like her.”

Janelle looked dubious. “You bought that? She’s pranking you, dude.”

“No way. She’s not like that. Ash barely has any sense of humor.”

“Well… I don’t know her. I hope you know what you’re doing.” She picked up

my phone and flicked through the makeovers. “You could animate this,” she said.

“Make it look like you’re morphing into a girl. A real girl.”

“Thanks, I guess. I’m a lot better with that stuff than I was at first.” I sighed. “Still

a long way to go, though. I haven’t even started ‘dressing’ yet.”

“Maybe I can help. A girl I know works at her mom’s salon; she’s part owner, in

fact. She could fix you up, do your hair, throw in a few beauty tips.”
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I shook my head. “No way could I come back here looking like that.”

“You wouldn’t have to. You’re driving back tomorrow, right? So you leave early,

right after lunch. We meet at the salon, Wendi turns you into a girl—then you can

hit the road and the family’s none the wiser.”

“Uh-huh. You want me to drive back to the city wearing makeup?”

“Sure, why not? You can wear some of my stuff—a skirt and blouse, say, and a

nice cardie ‘cause it’s cool out. Low heels for driving. It’ll be good practice.”

“Riiiight. And if I get pulled over?”

She laughed. “For starters, don’t speed. Gabriel is kind of a girly name, so maybe

the cop won’t notice. If he does—” She shrugged. “Just tell ‘em you’re a cross-

dresser. It’s not so unusual these days, guys going out en femme.”

Long story short, I let her talk me into it. Late

the following afternoon, I found myself in the

back room of Wendi’s salon, clad in a short

black slip, my figure feminized by a waist

nipper and a pair of glued-on breast forms,

with my longish hair cut and styled into a

loose pageboy. The face staring back at

me from the mirror clearly belonged to

a rather pretty girl. Wendi had carefully

demonstrated each step in the process and

had me apply some of the makeup myself.

It was a bit overwhelming. Hours before I’d

been sharing a table with my parents, aunts

and an uncle, and I was my old self: a geeky

guy who was nonetheless comfortable with

being a guy. Now, no one would think I was

anyone or anything less than a lovely young

woman. I couldn’t wrap my head around it.

When Janelle arrived with the outfit she’d

chosen, she had trouble locating her baby

brother among the other clients. “Oh my

gosh,” she exclaimed. “Look at you! The

lil’ sister I always wanted!” She handed

me a dark blue mini-dress and a pair of

pink mary-janes lined with rhinestones

and a large sparkly bow over each toe.
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My jaw dropped but I didn’t want to make a scene. “What’s this? You said I’d

only have to wear a skirt and a cardigan!” My voice was soft, but urgent.

She actually giggled. “Yeah, but this is way more fun. I brought a furry bolero in

case you get cold. Oh, and this cute little purse.” She showed me a clutch that just

happened to match the shoes. It had a strap long enough to go over my shoulder.

I glared at her, but took the clothes. “I won’t forget this, Jan.”

“Neither will I, Gabby. Count on it.” Just to make sure, she took a picture.

~

I managed to time my arrival for the onset of dusk. The couple I rented from were

getting on in years and they turned in for the night when the sun went down, so I

was able to sneak into my basement suite unseen.

I stripped off, stuffed Janelle’s clothing into a bottom drawer, and took a moment

to bemoan the fact that my arms and legs looked feminine even without pantyhose

and a minidress to seed one’s expectations. At least until Halloween, if not longer,

full-length pants and long sleeves would be mandatory in boy-mode.

I used cold cream on my face, washed up and tied my hair into a ponytail. In a T-

shirt and sweatpants I could pass as male again, which was a big relief. Until the

thirty-first I still had to go to school and generally function as a guy.

Ash called me the next morning. “Your sister texted me last night. Sent me a pic

too. Looking good, babe! I’d love to meet Gabrielle sometime.”

Was that fair? She gets to see me in full costume weeks in advance—albeit not

specifically as ‘Sexy Dorothy’—while I don’t even get to know what she’ll be

wearing. I voiced words to that effect, then begged pitiably for her not to forward

the photo or post it anywhere.

She sounded amused. “Cross my heart, Gabe. I wouldn’t do that. But don’t be

surprised if it’s out there already. Janelle sounds like the type.”

She was right. All I could do was hope my disguise was so good that no one

would believe the girl was a guy. Turns out I needn’t have worried. No one at the

school gave me a second look, and when I saw the photo on Ash’s phone it really

did look like a girl. In fact, I found that a little worrisome. What did it say about

me, as a male, that I was so good at passing myself off as female?

I stewed about it for a day or two, then put it out of my mind. Proving myself to

Ash was more important than pandering to my ego. After another week or so of

practicing my cosmetic skills, including tips from Wendi, I figured I’d better whip

the rest of my image into shape. Halloween was only days away.
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To match the picture Ash had given me, I needed longer hair. I called around and

went to a cross-dresser friendly salon, where they fused in some pricey extensions

dyed to match my own hair, increasing its overall length by a few inches—not

enough for anyone to notice when pulled back in ponytail mode.

Next stop: Amanda’s Closet, a store for cross-dressers. There, I stripped to the

waist and sat while the lady who owned the place helped me choose a pair of

breast forms that would look natural on my chest. Once we settled on the right

size and color, she glued them on and showed me how to conceal the seams with

foundation. I left the store wearing a brassiere and a loose sweatshirt, hoping not

to run into anyone I knew.

It was Saturday and Ash was coming over before dinner with the Sexy Dorothy

costume. I had to be ready. I showered, then spent two painstaking hours working

on my face. I wanted the makeup to appear sophisticated, but underdone, so I’d

look like a real girl. I let my hair down and dressed in the outfit Janelle had given

me, mini-dress and all, hoping that was the right thing to do.

When Ash arrived, I introduced myself as Gabrielle.

She was impressed. “Holy crap! Is that you, Gabe?” She whistled and gave me the

once-over. “That pic didn’t do you justice. You look fantastic!”

I thanked her, then took the bag from her hand. “I’ll go put this on, shall I? Sort of

a trial run for next week?”

“Oh yeah, sure thing. That’s everything you’ll need, even a tiny pic-a-nic basket.”

I retreated to my bedroom and emptied the bag. The blouse was off-the-shoulder, I

noted, but Ash had thoughtfully included a strapless bra. I removed the mini-dress

and switched bras, keeping the panty girdle that held my waist in a steely grip.

The main part of the costume was a white satin blouse and a blue gingham dress: a

checked halter-top mini with an open bodice. I put these on and zipped up the

back. A pair of suspender-like straps ran over my shoulders to hold the dress in

place, while the sleeves could either ride my shoulders or slip off the sides. I

decided to wear them ‘off’ to enhance my cleavage.

The costume included a pair of sheer white thigh-highs, with bows to match the

dress, and a pair of gold lamé heels with pointed toes and a narrow three-inch

heel. The stockings didn’t quite reach the hem of my skirt, but I suppose that was

all part of its erotic appeal.

I brushed out my hair, which was now long enough to reach my shoulder blades,

gathered it into a pair of loose pigtails and tied off each of them with a red ribbon

from the bag. The deed was done. Weeks of hard work had turned me at last into

Sexy Dorothy. Now I could only hope it was enough.
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Ash stood up when I minced into the living room, 

my heels clicking on hardwood. She gaped at me, 

apparently speechless. I gave her what I hoped

was a pretty smile, nervously touching my hair 

where it lay curled atop my right breast.

“So… do I pass? Am I Dorothy?”

“Oh my god, you are so Dorothy! I

can’t believe it—you actually made

yourself look like the girl in the pic!

Near as, anyway. If I didn’t know

better… wow.” She let her breath out

in a whoosh. “I wouldn’t even know

you were a guy. No one would!”

“Thanks, I guess. It feels a little weird,

ya know, standing here like this.” I set the

empty picnic basket on the table. “I mean,

I’m still a guy in here—a guy who wouldn’t

mind being your boyfriend, if you recall.”

“Huh? Oh… yeah, sure.” She blinked,

gave her head a shake and sat down.

I perched next to her on the couch.

“You wanted me to go all-out, so I did.

Isn’t it about time we talked about ‘taking 

the next step’ in our relationship?”

She wagged her finger. “Ah-ah, not so fast.

Halloween isn’t until Thursday. That was

the deal.” She looked me up and down.

“It’s funny, when you’re dressed like

that, you even sound like a girl. I

don’t know if all the femme stuff

you’ve been doing has affected

the way you act, or if it’s just

seeing you like this makes me

expect you to talk like a girl,

but either way… no one’s

gonna know you’re a guy,

when we go out.” Her grin

was positively fiendish.
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I was horrified. “Go out? No way! I’m not going anywhere dolled up like this.”

“Why the heck not? Didn’t you just drive all the way back to the city wearing your

sister’s mini-dress?” She pointed at me. “Go put it on. Lose the costume, but keep

the ‘tails. They look awfully cute.” I protested, but she leaned back and crossed

her arms. “What did I tell you before about trust, Gabby? If you don’t trust me,

why on earth would I ever trust you?”

She had a point. I scuttled back to my bedroom and changed into Janelle’s dark

blue dress, plus the lingerie she’d given me, but I stuck with the gold lamé heels.

They looked more normal than pink mary-janes.

It was nowhere near dark when we left and I was worried we’d be seen. Ash told

me to tough it out. “You’re a girl, Gabby, same as me. Why would anybody think

otherwise? We were visiting our friend Gabe, and now we’re heading out for a

bite to eat. Chill, if you can.”

“I dunno… Wouldn’t people expect Gabe to come out with us?”

“Are you kidding? He’s a dweeb and we’re hot girls. It’s okay to be buds with him

in private, but out in public? C’mon.”

Discouraging, thy name is what she just said. If that was what Ash thought of me,

then I could say bye-bye to ever being her boyfriend. So what was the point of

continuing this charade? I considered marching straight back inside, but instead I

climbed into the passenger seat of her little red Corolla, cursing my meekness.

Ash was peering at her phone. “I texted your Dorothy pic to Rachel. Don’t worry,”

she added, anticipating me, “she’s discrete.”

We hit a little bistro that was mercifully dark and thankfully a long way from the

university. Afterward, as we cruised back toward campus, Ash told me I’d passed

the test. My heart leapt. “Does that mean—? You and me?”

She shook her head. “It was too easy. In retrospect, being Sexy Dorothy wasn’t

really much of a stretch for you. You need a bigger challenge.”

“But—you promised!”

“Girls change their minds, Gabby. You should know that by now.”

We drove through the main quad and down to the rose garden that overlooked the

lake. It was dusk when Ash parked in the lot next to the chapel and got out. There

was no one else around, so I followed suit. Ash locked the car.

We strolled into the garden, onto the path that led to the small church. Of course it

was closed, but Ash stopped at one of the stone benches that lined the path. She

sat and patted the spot next to her. I scanned the area, then seated myself.
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“Nice spot for a wedding, don’t you think?” She nodded toward the church.

“I guess.” I didn’t get my hopes up. I was pretty sure that ship had sailed.

“They call it the Chapel of Tears. It’s supposed to be haunted.” No surprise there.

The building was over two hundred years old and decidedly Gothic in appearance.

Only thing missing was the gargoyles. “I know a guy who has the key,” Ash said.

“This is where you’re gonna spend Halloween night. As the bride.”

I nearly choked. “The bride? What bride? Are you kidding me?”

“Calm down. There’s no wedding. You’ll be all by your lonesome. Rachel works

part-time in a bridal boutique. We’ll get you all fixed up, then drop you off right

here—just shy of midnight. I’ll make sure the door is unlocked.”

“Oh man… I don’t believe this.” No girlfriend was worth all this crap.

“It gets better. You go inside and spend the night there—in the basement. I know

what you’re thinking,” she said, touching my hand. “It isn’t a crypt. It’s the old

sanctuary, where they used to hide people. Way back when, it was part of the

Underground Railroad.”

My annoyance rose. This was too much. “Give me one good reason why I would

ever want to do that, Ash. What’s in it for me?”

She pursed her lips. “I haven’t forgotten our deal, but I can see how that might not

be enough anymore. I could be a bitch and suggest that all these pictures of you en

femme might find their way online, but I think that’s a given.” She sighed, gazing

out across a sea of rose bushes. “Cards on the table? You may not have admitted

this to yourself, but… no man would ever do all the things you’ve done to turn

yourself into a girl, unless he was a girl—at least in part, on the inside. It’s time to

face facts, Gabe. You’re a cross-dresser.”

The wind went straight out of my sails. Becalmed in an ocean of embarrassment,

no land in sight. I stared at the sidewalk, unable to speak.

She stroked my arm. “It’s okay, you know. With the LGBTQ movement these

days and rainbow crosswalks popping up everywhere, it’s not the big deal it used

to be. Sure, there’s always gonna be haters, but they’re a minority.”

She was right. I hadn’t even admitted it to myself, but everything I’d been doing

from makeup to hairstyling to wearing lingerie—it fascinated me. It was fun. Did

that make me a cross-dresser? If it didn’t, what the hell would?

Ash put her arm around my shoulders. “Here’s the deal… Gabrielle. If you can

spend one night in the old sanctuary, dressed as a bride, then you’ll be one of us—

one of the girls. Me and my friends will make sure you can act the part, and you

can come out with us anytime you want—as a girl.”
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I could barely breathe. Be one of the girls—one of the hot girls? Gabriel the über-

geek, who couldn’t get a girlfriend to save his life? Was that really what I wanted?

Ash waited while I gave it some thought. The garden sank into dusk. With the

moon gleaming across the placid waters of Lake Maidenhair, I knew the answer.

I didn’t bother explaining myself. I just turned to her and said, “I’ll do it.”

~

I took a few days off to wrap my head around the notion that I was now—and in

all likelihood had always been—a cross-dresser. It was a lot to take in, but I could

hardly deny the appeal feminine guise held for me. The lure of being able to pass

as ‘one of the girls’, with all that implied, was overwhelming.

When Thursday rolled around, I didn’t hesitate to prepare myself for what was to

come. Again I carefully feminized my face and brushed my hair, this time tying it

back into a single high ponytail, and dressed myself in my sister’s lingerie, mini-

dress and heels, regretting that I had no such clothing to call my own.

Ash arrived at six o’clock. It was getting dark, but the evening was clear and the

streets were alive with trick-or-treaters. My landlords were giving out candy at the

door, but I managed to slip out during a lull between visits.

“Looking good, babe,” she said. “Hope you’re ready for a long night.”

“Sure thing.” I patted my handbag. “Brought my iPod.”

Our next stop was LaBelle Bridal Boutique, on the edge of downtown. The shop

was closed but Rachel let us in through the back door. “Ohmygod, Gabby, you

look amazing,” she exclaimed. “This is gonna be way easier than I thought.”

She sat me down and worked on my hair: brushing, volumizing, adding waves and

loose curls at the ends. “Adds a bit of glamor,” Ash said, “to go with the dress.”

They ushered me into a dressing room and told me to strip. They let me keep the

panty girdle, but replaced my bra with a low-cut strapless number that felt like a

steel band around my chest. Rachel handed me something I’d never seen before: a

strapless black slip with an elastic hem around my bust. With that in place, Ash

presented me with the gown they wanted me to wear.

All I could do was stare. “It’s black,” I said, stating the obvious. “What kind of

wedding dress is black?” It was a mermaid dress with a tight bodice and a flared

skirt that reached almost to the floor. It was, needless to say, strapless.

“The Gothic kind,” Ash said. “It’s Halloween, remember?”

I couldn’t argue with that. She held the gown from the front while I stepped

through the back and tucked the slip inside. She worked the bodice over my hips.
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“Trust me,” she muttered, “it will fit.”

“Sure about that?” I held my breath while 

she wrestled with the zipper. We got the 

top settled around my breasts such that 

neither slip nor brassiere could be seen.

“See? No problemo.” She tied a sash 

around my waist and added a beaded 

bracelet to my left wrist, both in black.

A pair of stiletto sandals completed the 

outfit, although it wasn’t like you could 

see them. I staggered to my feet.

“You really expect me to wear all this for 

the whole night?” My eyes were glued to 

the full-length wall mirror. I just couldn’t 

believe the girl I was looking at was me. It 

didn’t seem possible. Was this what being 

a cross-dresser was all about? If it was, 

then all I could think was sign me up!

Rachel was impressed. “You sure this is a 

guy, Ash? I mean, I should look so good.” 

She was a short-haired blonde with the 

kind of figure that really did need firm 

control, so I could see her point.

“Far as I know she is—or was.”

She chucked. “Can’t imagine why

a girl this gorgeous would want

to disguise herself as a male

geekoid for months on end.”

“C’mon guys,” I muttered.

Rachel adjusted the hem

of the dress. “I bet she

suffers from low self-

esteem. I hope it helps,”

she told me, “now that

you can see yourself as

the sexy girl you truly are.”

I realized then that it actually did!
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It wasn’t easy to shoehorn a flared and petticoated skirt into the passenger seat of

Ashley’s Toyota, but we managed it by pushing the seat all the way back. Rachel

helped fold the skirt so as not to squish it, then wished me luck. “Spending the

night in a haunted church in that outfit isn’t something I’d be caught dead doing,

but hey—to each her own, reet?”

I gripped my purse. If I were to encounter a ghost, running away in stiletto heels,

to say nothing of the dress itself, wasn’t really in the cards. Hopefully it wouldn’t

come to that. It’s not like ghosts are real or anything.

Ash dropped me off at the foot of the path and handed me a small LED flashlight.

“The door should be unlocked,” she said. “I’ll hang around for a few minutes in

case it isn’t. If all goes well, I’ll meet you back here at first light.”

If all goes well? What could go wrong? I realized then what had been bothering

me on the trip over. “What the heck happened to your costume? You said we were

both gonna dress up for Halloween.”

She grinned. “Plus ça change. I decided to turn you into a bride instead.”

Well, that was hardly fair. But what could I do? Cold air was biting at my exposed

skin. I stepped back, wrapping my stole tightly around my chest. Ignoring Ashley,

I paced up the path, inhaling the cloying scent of dying roses. The front door was

unlocked. I turned to wave, but her car was already gone.

The moonlight filtering through stained glass windows didn’t do much to light up

the interior. I used the flashlight to locate the entrance to the sanctuary, which lay

in the far corner of the chamber, half-concealed by an ancient pipe organ. The

opening had once been hidden by a sliding wall panel, but now it gaped open like

a window of black glass.

I aimed the light inside. Low ceiling, brick walls, and a steep wooden staircase

with a sharp right turn a few feet away. I gathered my skirt, bent low and stepped

down. The hollow click of a stiletto echoed through the dead air. The stair was too

narrow to support both heel and toe, so I half-turned my foot.

In the distance I heard the campus carillon striking the hour: twelve bells.

Sneaking into a hidden room in the middle of the night, without a living soul for

company, was bad enough. It wouldn’t have been so scary, though, were I dressed

snugly in jeans, a thick coat and a stout pair of shoes—the better to stomp the

living daylights out of whatever hideous thing I might encounter. Alas, I was clad

in a wedding dress with a skirt wide enough to scrape both walls, and my high

heels were anything but stout. Not to mention I was so new to cross-dressing that

the feel of a tight brassiere, or the soft caress of long hair on bare skin—lovely as

these things were—was not yet familiar enough to be comforting.
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Quite the opposite, in fact. I felt like an astronaut passing through an airlock, with

a giant step into the cosmos to follow. Turning the corner, I imagined the Earth at

my feet, stars soaring above, and feminized me stepping onto the grandest stage in

the universe. Instead, there was only more, and deeper, darkness.

I stopped when the pointed toe of my d’Orsay pump hit the hard-packed dirt of the

floor. My flashlight probed the room, which was half the size of the church itself.

There wasn’t much to see. A couple of old dressers, a kitchen table on its last legs,

some rickety wooden chairs, and an antique settee that wouldn’t have looked out

of place in the crypt under Buckingham Palace—assuming there is one.

Midnight in the Chapel of Tears. I could think of better places to pass the time. On

the other hand, things could definitely be worse—there were no open graves, no

ambulatory corpses, no monsters of any ilk. I traipsed over to the settee and

perched upon it, arranging my skirt as best I could to ward off the night air. I tried

to imagine this room as the staging area for a wedding to take place upstairs—in

which I would be the blushing bride—but the idea didn’t take. Were I a real bride,

there would be bridesmaids crowding around me, and heat and light and laughter

and probably music as well. Here, there was nothing.

I turned off the light; Ash had said the battery wasn’t fully charged and would run

down quickly—no doubt part of her plan. In the dark, I searched my handbag for

the iPod. With earplugs in place, the ethereal strains of Kitaro’s Silk Road Suite

filtered through my mind. New Age stuff, but calming, like the tintinnabulation of

wind chimes adrift in the desert. Most people think of deserts as hot and sunny,

but flip the switch and they’re cold as hell—and dark, but with a canopy of stars

second only to the view from Olympus Mons.

I found myself wishing I could see the stars. Being alone in the dark sucked.

That didn’t last. The album was halfway through when I felt a presence. It was

nothing you could put your finger on, and the flashlight revealed nothing in the

sanctuary that wasn’t there before. Yet I could feel someone nearby. Watching.

The light blinked off. Dammit! I flicked it back on, but the beam was dim. Then it

vanished again, this time for good. I hit stop on the iPod and yanked the plugs

from my ears. Silence washed over me like a wall of water, yet the sense of being

watched persisted. Maybe the chapel haunted—

Yes. The word pierced my mind like a needle. It didn’t come from me.

ilive-ilive! A tiny voice lanced through my head. longerthanyouknow.

“Who are you?” I said out loud, my voice harsh in the chill air. “What are you?”

womanlikeyou, it sang. And then: notlikeyou—awomanawoman!
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Whatever it was, it could see me. Hell, it could see right through me. It knew!

newlifenewlife, it cried. escapeescapeescape!

I shuddered as icy claws dug into my head, into my mind. My body spasmed and

fell slack against the cushions. Eyes closed, I felt myself dwindling.

newlifenewlifenewbody! My skin tingled, my face burned, my limbs writhed.

It wanted my body, and it wanted me out of it. The ghost was female and it needed

a body to match. I sensed the desperation of lonely centuries spent watching and

waiting, hoping for a chance to once more walk the earth.

“Leave me!” I cried, in a voice gone shrill. Moment by moment she was changing

my physical form to match hers. A glimpse from her mind showed me where this

was going: a woman’s mind in a female body, leaving me to haunt these walls in

her stead. I couldn’t let that happen.

My fingers tore through the worn silk of the settee, as breast-flesh took the place

of silicone—and ever-growing hair swept my bare chest. My pelvis cracked. An

icy phallus wormed its way inside. I was no longer male.

Then I saw her. Not with my eyes, but in the part of my mind where nightmares

ply their wares: an accursed maiden straight out of Gothic myth, her dark hair

streaming in a storm neither of us could feel, clad in a billowing gown that left

everything but her head to the imagination. She pointed at me and beckoned.

A tornado stole my words. I shook my head and mouthed NO!

She came at me then, mouth frozen in a soundless shriek. We fought.

I may be a geekoid, but I’m stubborn. I don’t give up easy.

~

I awoke to the chimes of the carillon. I counted five more bells, which meant it

was at least six o’clock. I felt for my purse, stuffed the iPod inside, and staggered

to where I thought the stairs might be.

I felt different. My hair was longer, for a start; it hung over my face and touched

my chest below the level of my breasts. Speaking of which, a quick squeeze as I

mounted the stairs confirmed they were indeed flesh—flesh that was now mine.

Other changes crowded into my awareness. The stairwell seemed taller, but of

course everything is relative; it was my own body that was smaller. The dress still

fit, even if the skirt felt longer, so the difference wasn’t that dramatic. Then again,

that might depend on your definition of drama.

I emerged in the corner of the room and found that I could see, albeit dimly. First

light: Ash would be waiting.



~ 14 ~

The rose garden was shrouded in mist. I traipsed down the path, feeling curiously

upbeat. The ghost—if that’s what it was, and what else could it be? The presence

was gone. I could no longer feel its dead embrace. I had won. But at what cost?

The Corolla was idling at the curb. I opened the door and climbed in, reflexively

tucking a loose tress behind my ear. Ash stared at me in horror. “Who are you?”

“It’s Gabe,” I said, in a noticeably feminine voice. “Actually, it’s Gabrielle. You

were right, Ash. The church really is haunted. At least it was.”

“You’re not Gabby! You don’t look anything like her—what’s going on here?”



~ 15 ~

I pointed out that I was wearing the dress she’d given me. I talked about our deal

and the conversation we’d had a stone’s throw away from where we were now. I

reminisced about four months of on-and-off dating earlier in the year. Then I got

serious: “You sent me in there, Ash. You knew the place was haunted; you had to

know about that ghost.” I shook back my hair and eyed her coldly. “I can’t help

but wonder. Did you intend this to happen? Did you want to turn me into a

woman? And if you did… did you mean for that woman to be me—or her?”

She gawped at me. “Who’s her? I’m not saying I believe any of this, but—” Her

face twisted. “If you really are Gabe… Ohmygod, you are, aren’t you? I’m so so

sorry. I didn’t know about any ghost. Those were just a bunch of dumb stories.”

She looked to be on the verge of tears.

I decided to believe her. After all, trust is a two-way street. If I didn’t believe her,

why would she ever believe me? And I needed her to know that I was who I said I

was. No one else ever would, that was certain. I put my hand on hers, squeezing

gently. “It’s okay, Ash. I’m better off this way.”

We drove back to her place. Where else could I go? Gabe was gone and I felt bad

about that because my family would grieve his loss, and his never-to-be solved

disappearance. But there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it.

With relief, I extracted myself from the wedding gown. Ash loaned me yoga pants

and a pink blouse. We confirmed what I already knew: I was female. “Not only

that,” Ash told me, with a hint of admiration, “you are seriously hot. A total babe.

I mean that; if I were a lezzie…” She winked.

I knew she was kidding, but Gabe would have killed for a line like that. Ashley no

longer interested me, but thinking about guys I’d seen around campus? My breath

caught and my tips tingled. Apparently, my orientation had changed as well.

“Her name was Sarah,” I said over breakfast. “The ghost. She didn’t just make me

female—she turned me into the woman she wanted to be. She had an awfully long

time to think about it, which is why I’m beautiful and feminine, and it’s also why I

can’t wait to get married and settle down and have a baby.”

Ash looked surprised. “Really? That’s what you want out of life? Nothing wrong

with that, I suppose. It just seems sort of old-fashioned.”

“That’s me: an old-fashioned girl. In a good way. Oh, by the way, I decided to take

‘Sarah’ as my given name—because in a lot of ways that’s who I am.” I ran my

fingers through my wonderful new hair. “And uhm, if you wouldn’t mind… as

soon as we get my legal identity sorted out and stuff, would you mind introducing

me to your brother? He’s studying to be a doctor, isn’t he? I like doctors…”

<CUE SPOOKY ORGAN MUSIC: DUN, DUN, DUN!>  �


