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FAKE GIRLFRIEND
A TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION



FAKE GIRLFRIEND


Bentley has known Preston for years, but they’d never talked much—until one day, when Preston shows up with a very strange request. To get out of an awkward date, he lied about having a girlfriend. And after weeks of telling that fib, his family and friends are starting to think he’s a liar.

Now, Preston needs Bentley to put on a dress and a wig. The proposal seems absurd, but Preston is desperate, and even Bentley has to admit that he has many of the same features as the girl in the photo Preston has been showing to people.

It’s just a quick walk in the park, holding hands near where Preston’s sister is setting up for a soccer game. Simple, right?

Very simple—until Bentley’s other friends find out that Bentley makes for a good fake girlfriend. It turns out, his ‘services’ might be intriguing to others too.
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I’d known Preston for a long, long time. I wouldn’t say that we were ‘best friends’ by any means, but we had always been friends with the same people, and so we always hung out in the same group. We had never really ‘clicked’ the way friends do, though we had never had any beef by any means. He briefly dated my ex, and I briefly dated his. I didn’t care and he didn’t care. I drove him to an appointment once when his car was in the shop; I guess that was the closest thing to a friendly gesture I’d ever done for him, and then there was a time when I needed milk for a protein shake, and he told me he could pick some up for me when he was at the store; I guess that was the closest thing to a friendly gesture he’d ever done for me.

Otherwise, we didn’t really talk. When we were all in a room together, I wouldn’t really think to say anything to him, and he never made a point of coming to me for a chat. That was just the way it was, and the way it had always been, since we were in the first grade.

But that all changed very suddenly one night when I heard the knock at my door.

I had just moved into that little house: my first house on my own, with no roommates. I’d only unpacked two boxes when that knock came to my door. I thought maybe I was going to see a neighbour with a casserole, or maybe some family member with a house-warming gift…

I was surprised to see that my first-ever visitor was Preston.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

His eyes shimmered slightly. His lips curled into a guilty smile, as if he was about to tell me that he ran over my cat with his car.

I didn’t have a cat—so I was really confused as to what this was about.

“Well?” I said.

“I need a favour. It’s, uh… a big favour, but I promise I’ll make it worthwhile.”

“What?” I said. My heart rate shot up a bit. I have to admit that my mind went to some dark scenarios. Did he need help burying a body or something? Did he piss off some Hell’s Angels?

“You have to promise not to tell anyone about this—even if you don’t do it. You can’t tell the guys about this. Because I promise I can explain. It’s all super awkward, but I can explain.” He was talking faster and faster with each sentence. “It’s kind of embarrassing, but it’s not really my fault, and now I just need a bit of a hand for, like, one hour.”

“With what, Preston?” I said.

He looked around before looking back at me with an awkward smile. “Can I come in?”

So I let him in. He started to peer around, as if he was there to check out my new place. He sauntered from room to room. “Cool place… Cool place,” he kept saying. “You really found a good one, Bentley. You found a really cool place.”

“Thanks, but, uh… Sorry—what is it that you wanted?”

He looked at me, again with that guilty, blushing smile. “You promise not to tell anyone, right? Not because I did something embarrassing, but because… well, because it’s hard to explain and it’s just easier if we don’t have to bother explaining it to anyone. I’ll pay you back somehow. I’ll do a favour for you—anything you need.”

“What do you want?” I said quick bluntly, getting annoyed by the sheepishness of it all.

He stared at me for a long moment before saying, “Okay—but just know that I can explain this all. So…” He paused to take a deep breath. “I, uh, need you to dress up like a girl—just for a few minutes—and walk through a park with me. You won’t have to talk to anyone, and you won’t even see anyone you know. It’s just, like, a walk from one end of the park to the other… dressed as a girl.”

I burst out laughing. I really thought it was a joke. I really thought that this was just some weird attempt at humour. I kept laughing for a long minute, until I saw that he hadn’t moved. His expression hadn’t changed. He really was asking me to dress like a girl.

“What on earth for!?” I said, wiping the tears of laughter from the edges of my eyes.

“You can’t tell anyone any of this,” he said through clenched teeth, apparently annoyed by my reaction to his request. But how could I not laugh? How could anyone keep a straight face after hearing such a proposal?

“What do you need me to dress as a girl for, Preston?”

“I told this girl that I have a girlfriend. I, uh, lied to her to get out of an awkward date that my sister’s friend was trying to set me up on. I know it sounds stupid, but that’s what happened, and now they’re starting to realize that I lied. For the past few weeks, they keep asking me about my girlfriend, and I keep telling them more details—all made up, of course—and they’re starting to question all of it. I just told the lie to get out of an awkward date with some chick, but now they all think that I’m some weirdo lying about having a girlfriend… like I’m a desperate creep or something. Please, Bentley, just walk with me. I know my sister’s friends are going to be at the park tomorrow for a soccer game. They just need to see us, from afar, and that will be that.”

“And what if they come up and see that I’m a dude?” I said, and then I started laughing. “Then they’ll think you’re gay or something. Would that be better? I wiped more tears of laughter away. “And you know girls, Preston. Just ask some female friend to do this for you. Why are you asking me?”

His cheeks turned dark red. “Okay, so…” He sighed and turned his blushing face away. “They keep asking questions about you…”

“About me, or about your fake girlfriend?” I asked with a chuckle.

His eyes narrowed. “The fake girlfriend. And I, uh, keep answering their questions. They asked what she looks like and… well, I made the mistake of finding a random picture online and showing it to them. I don’t know who the girl was in the photo; it wasn’t a very clear shot. Her features were kind of vague—at least for the sake of showing them something. But now, I need someone who looks kind of like that girl.”

“Do you have the photo?” I asked, shaking my head at the absurdity of this all. He took a moment to find it, and then he showed it to me.

The girl in the photo had long blonde hair, which was straight and soft-looking. “You think I look like her?”

“Well, kind of,” he said. “I mean—you have the same eyes, same cheekbones, same sort of lips. I mean—obviously the hair is wrong, but I got a wig for that. I picked it up today.”

“You bought a wig!?” I said, and then the laughter returned. How could I not laugh my ass off at such an absurd scenario?

“Yeah, yeah—whatever. Have a laugh. Get it out of your system. You do honestly look a bit like the girl in the photo—and the girls I know don’t look anything like her. Not enough to pass from a distance. And it would be awkward to ask them anyway. You’re a guy—so I feel like you can kind of understand how awkward this is. They would just think that I’m being desperate, but you get what I mean… right? I’ll show you a picture of the girl they wanted me to date… It would have just been awkward, so I made a little fib.” He showed me. She wasn’t a looker, but he could have just declined the date. He didn’t have to invent a whole fantasy world to get out of an awkward dinner.

It was at this point that I noticed the duffle bag he had left next to my door.

Preston sighed and rubbed his temples like he was trying to squeeze the embarrassment out of his skull. "Anyway, I’ve planned it all out. It’s foolproof. Look—I even bought this."

He dug into that duffel bag that I hadn’t noticed before and pulled out… a dress. A full-on, short-skirted floral sundress with a cinched waist and dainty little straps. My jaw dropped as I stared at it. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“Do I look like I’m kidding?” Preston said, holding the dress up with an oddly determined expression. “I went to three different stores for this. I don’t even know my own sizes, let alone yours. Do you know how many weird looks I got asking about returns? The tag is on it—and we’re not going to cut it off. We won’t get it dirty, and then we’ll return it.”

“You’re fucking insane if you think I’m going to wear that,” I said, stepping back like the fabric itself might infect me with cancer.

“Oh, come on, man! It’s just one walk! I got the size right, I think. I also got, uh…” He hesitated, clearing his throat awkwardly before pulling out the pièce de résistance: a blonde wig, styled with soft waves. He held it up, and I burst out laughing again. “It needs straightened, but I snagged my sister’s old hair straightener. We can straighten it once it’s on your head, so you look more like the photo.”

“You’re insane. This is unhinged.”

“I know it’s crazy, okay? But you’ve got to help me out here. I’ve got everything planned: the outfit, the route through the park, even the timing. I scoped it out earlier, and my sister’s friends always set up on the benches near the east side. We’ll come in from the west, do one casual loop around the path, and then boom—we’re out. They’ll get their glimpse of you and assume you’re my girlfriend. End of story. They won’t walk over because they’ll be with their team; they’ll be too busy. We will move fast enough that they can’t get too close of a look. With some makeup, they won’t be able to tell you’re a guy. And they know all my other friends, but they don’t know you. It’s perfect. I just need you to walk. How hard is it to just walk?”

I stared at him, blinking. “You… planned a route?”

“Yes!” he snapped, frustrated now. “This has to look natural. We want them to see us, but just for a few seconds. Just a couple holding hands, minding their own business. No one will get a good enough look to realize you’re a guy, okay?”

“You’ve seriously thought way too much about this… And I’m not sure I want to hold hands,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. “Why not just come clean? Admit you lied and move on—like a normal person would do.”

Preston groaned and ran a hand through his hair. “Because I can’t. If I admit it now, they’ll never let me live it down. My sister’s friends already think I’m a loser because of something that happened a few years ago… I won’t get into it now because it’s not relevant and it’s a long story. And now, with me being too much of a ‘coward’ to go on this date… If they find out I lied about a girlfriend, they’ll think I’m pathetic. Like, ‘Oh, poor Preston, so hopelessly single he has to make up a girlfriend.’ Do you know how humiliating that would be?”

I folded my arms and leaned against the wall, watching him spiral. I wasn’t sure whether to laugh or feel bad for the guy. He had always seemed to secure, so confident, so unfazed by everything. I had actually always been a bit jealous of how calm he always was.

“You know this is insane, right?” I said.

“Maybe. But desperate times call for desperate measures.” He paused, holding up the dress again. “Besides, I think this’ll actually look good on you.” He grinned, now making me wonder if this was all some sort of gag.

I groaned, covering my face with my hands. “Preston, I swear to God⁠—”

“Please, Bentley,” he said, his voice softer now. “Just this once. Do this for me, and I promise I’ll owe you. Big time. Name anything, and it’s yours.”

I peeked at him through my fingers. He looked like a kid begging for candy at the checkout line, clutching that ridiculous dress like it was the last Kinder Egg they would ever sell.

“You’re lucky I don’t have much pride to begin with,” I muttered. “Fine. But if anyone recognizes me—anyone—I’m ratting you out. If just one person recognizes me, I’m telling people you paid me to do this. Got it?”

Preston’s face lit up bright. “You won’t regret this. I promise, it’ll go perfectly. Tomorrow afternoon, 2:00 PM. I’ll meet you here and we’ll get you ready. We’ll be at the park for 3:30.”

He shoved the dress and wig into my hands before I could change my mind, grinning like he’d just won the lottery. As he walked out, I stared down at the minidress in my arms, wondering how my life had spiralled into this madness.

I had to remind myself that it was just a short part of one afternoon. I was doing him a favour, and then I would move on with my life as if nothing happened.

“Unbelievable,” I muttered, shutting the door behind him.
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The next morning, I woke up with the sinking realization that I had agreed to dress like a girl for some sort of terrible public humiliation ritual… and for what?

Preston’s insane little scheme was actually happening.

I stared at the ceiling, hoping for some freak accident to take me out: a gas leak, a freak lightning strike, anything. No such luck. Just me, my house, and a floral minidress folded neatly on the armchair across the room.

It stared back at me. I could feel its mocking presence.

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered, dragging a hand down my face. “What have I gotten myself into?”

I rolled out of bed and stumbled to the kitchen for a mug of coffee, hoping caffeine might drown out the crushing weight of my fizzling dignity.

It didn’t.

As I stood there in my boxers, watching the machine gurgle like it was laughing at me, my brain cycled through every possible way this could go wrong. Okay, probably not every possible way, because there were endless ways this could (and probably would) go wrong.

What if someone recognized me? Worse—what if they thought I liked dressing like that? What if I tripped over a tree root and ended up sprawled out in the dirt, blonde wig askew, dress flapping in the wind? Cock out for everyone to see.

Oh God, the nightmare scenarios were endless.

For a moment, I convinced myself I could still back out. I’d text Preston, tell him I’d come down with some sudden and highly contagious disease, and spend the rest of the day hiding under a blanket. It seemed like the perfect plan…

But then I remembered the way Preston had looked last night—like a pathetic puppy with no dignity left to lose. Damn him and his stupid guilt-trip face. Not to mention the fact that he would probably keep rescheduling until I went through with it.

By noon, I still hadn’t committed to anything. I kept glancing at the clock, thinking, There’s still time to back out. He doesn’t need to see you in drag. Nobody does. But I also knew Preston wouldn’t let me live it down. He’d hold it over my head forever if I bailed.

At 12:30, I finally caved and tried the damn dress on, convinced that it wouldn’t even fit and there was no sense in going through with any of this. I did it in the privacy of my bathroom, of course, with the door locked and the blinds drawn. The floral fabric was surprisingly soft, but it clung to me in ways I wasn’t ready for. I turned to the mirror and winced.

“Kill me now,” I muttered, tugging at the skirt. It barely reached the middle of my thighs. I looked like someone’s drunk aunt at a wedding.

Then there was the blonde wig. I hadn’t even touched it yet. It sat on the counter like a feral animal, hissing at me, warning me not to come close.

I picked it up carefully, like it might come alive and bite. The blonde waves shimmered unnaturally, and the inside smelled faintly of cheap perfume, as if he got it at some nasty used wig store.

I slid it on and adjusted it in the mirror.

“Oh my God,” I said, staring at myself. I looked like a hooker from a low-budget movie.

I laughed. A part of me—the tiny, delusional part—thought, Hey, it’s not that bad. Another part of me—the one with a shred of self-respect—wanted to burn the whole outfit and never speak of this again.

By 2:00, I’d changed back into regular clothes and was pacing the living room like a lunatic. Should I call Preston and cancel? Or at least renegotiate? I could say I’d be his “fake boyfriend” instead of his “fake girlfriend.” Would that be better or worse? I didn’t want my own friends seeing me holding hands with a dude and thinking that I was gay. Nothing against gay people, of course… I just wanted to make sure that people I knew knew that I was straight—particularly the women I knew.

I looked at the dress, now draped over the back of the couch, taunting me.

“I’m not doing this,” I said out loud, just to hear the words. “There’s no way in hell. Preston can go figure his shit out without me.”

But then I thought about how smug he’d be if I chickened out. I thought about him telling our friends that I couldn’t even do one little favour without whining.

No—he wouldn’t tell anyone. This was more embarrassing for him than it was for me.

At 2:45, I still hadn’t made a decision. I was sitting on the couch, staring at the floor, when I heard it.

The low rumble of a car engine.

It started faint, but then it grew louder, closer, until I knew exactly where it was headed. My driveway.

“Goddammit,” I muttered, standing up so fast I nearly tripped.

I peeked through the blinds, and there it was—Preston’s beat-up Honda pulling in, the man himself grinning like an idiot behind the wheel.

[image: ]


Preston barged into my house, no knocking, like he owned the place, carrying a makeup bag and a pair of strappy sandals that looked like they belonged to some middle school girl. He tossed the sandals on the floor and set the makeup bag on the coffee table, grinning like a lunatic. Was he excited about this? Was he not dreading every second of this absurdity? I suppose he wasn’t the one about to dress like a girl. He was about to make his sister and her friends think that he was some alpha male with some hot blonde girlfriend—I was the one risking my reputation in the worst way possible.

“You ready to get pretty, princess?” he said, clapping his hands together.

“Fuck off,” I shot back, crossing my arms. “I’m not doing this if you’re going to act like that. I mean it.”

Preston’s grin didn’t waver. “Oh, come on, man. You already said you would. Don’t be a pussy. Not now. I don’t have a backup.”

“I didn’t make any promises. I didn’t say shit,” I lied. “I said I’d think about it. And after thinking about it, I’ve decided this is the dumbest fucking thing I’ve ever considered doing. So, no. I’m not doing it.”

Preston’s face fell for a second, but then he straightened up, his expression turning serious. “Look, I get it. It’s weird. It’s embarrassing. But I really need your help here. I’ll owe you forever. I’ll do anything you want. Just… please, man.”

I groaned, running a hand through my hair. “You’re such a pain in the ass, you know that?”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m the worst,” he said, already pulling the dress off the couch. “Now put this on. We’ve got work to do.”

I snatched the dress out of his hands and glared at him. “If you tell anyone about this, I’ll kill you. I really will kill you, and that’s a promise.”

“Relax, dude. Your secret’s safe with me,” he said, grinning again. But it wasn’t my secret; it was our secret. Hell—it was more his secret than mine. “Now hurry up. We’re on a schedule.”

“Whatever.”

I stomped off to the bathroom, muttering curses under my breath. The dress felt even worse the second time I put it on. It was tight… really tight, and the skirt was so short I was pretty sure my boxers were showing. I stared at myself in the mirror, wondering how my life had come to this.

“You done yet?” Preston called from the other room.

“No,” I snapped. “This thing is a fucking nightmare.”

“Hurry up, princess! We’ve got a park to stroll through.”

I groaned and opened the door, stepping out into the living room. Preston was sitting on the couch with an array of makeup products spread out in front of him. He looked up and immediately burst out laughing.

“Shut the fuck up,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest.

“Oh my God,” he said, clutching his stomach. “You look… I don’t even know what you look like.”

“If you say ‘hot,’ I’m punching you in the throat.”

“I was going to say ‘like a hairy stripper who lost a bet,’ but sure, let’s go with ‘hot.’” Then, as I started to walk towards him, he put up his hand like a crossing guard. I paused.

“What?”

“You need to shave. You can’t have leg hair like that. Just go and shave your legs quick.”

“Hell no.”

“Dude. Do it for yourself. If someone sees that hair, we’re both fried. Hair grows back. Don’t be weird about it.”

I bit down on my tongue. Did we even have time for this? I considered my options, and then I realized he was probably right: if I went through the whole park with hairy legs, I would probably get a whole lot more attention than I would if I had normal-looking girl legs. So I stomped back into the bathroom and spent ten minutes shaving my legs.

Then, I returned to the living room. I glared at him as he gestured for me to sit down. Reluctantly, I did, perching on the edge of the couch like I was ready to bolt at any second.

“Alright,” Preston said, picking up a sponge. “Let’s start with this.”

“What the fuck is that?” I asked, eyeing the sponge.

“It’s foundation. It’ll even out your skin tone, I think. I watched a bunch of tutorials last night.”

“I don’t need my skin tone evened out, you dick.”

“Trust me, you do,” Preston said, already dabbing the sponge into a bottle of liquid foundation. “Now hold still. Serious.”

I clenched my jaw as he started applying the makeup, trying not to flinch every time the sponge touched my face. It felt weird—cold and wet and entirely unnatural. Preston, to his credit, was surprisingly focused, his tongue sticking out slightly as he worked.

He was laser-focused on making me look like a girl, which was weird, because he hadn’t put any effort whatsoever into his own appearance. He hadn’t shaved away his uneven stubble and he was wearing scrappy clothes that one might call a ‘laundry day’ outfit.

“You’re really into this, huh?” I said, raising an eyebrow.

“Shut up,” he muttered, leaning in closer to blend the foundation around my jawline. “I’m trying to make you look good. And stop moving.”

“You’re failing.”

“You’re not helping.”

I rolled my eyes but stayed still as he moved on to the next step: eyeliner. He leaned in so close I could smell the beer on his breath, his hand trembling slightly as he tried to draw a straight line along my eyelid. Beer—that would have been a good idea. No wonder he was so peppy; he was drunk. Maybe this would have been funny if I had a few drinks in me. Funny would have been a whole lot better than downright dreadful.

“You’re shaking,” I said.

“I’m nervous,” he admitted. “This is harder than it looks.”

“Maybe you should’ve practiced on yourself first.”

“Maybe you should stop talking so I don’t mess this up.”

I fell silent, letting him finish the eyeliner before moving on to mascara. He was surprisingly gentle, carefully brushing the wand over my lashes like he was afraid of poking me in the eye.

“There,” he said, leaning back to admire his work. “Not bad.”

“Let me see,” I said, reaching for the handheld vanity mirror he’d brought.

“Not yet,” he said, pulling it out of reach like a mom keeping scissors away from a toddler. “We’re not done.”

“What’s next? Lipstick?”

“Blush, actually,” he said, picking up a small brush and a compact of pink powder. “Now hold still.”

I sighed and let him do his thing, trying to ignore the growing sense of dread in my stomach. This was insane. Absolutely insane. And yet, here I was, letting Preston turn me into some kind of circus freak for his ridiculous scheme.

“Alright,” he said finally, setting the brush down. “Now for the wig.”

I groaned as he picked up the blonde monstrosity and started adjusting it on my head. It felt heavy and unnatural, the synthetic hair brushing against my neck in a way that made me want to rip it off. Where did he get the cheap piece of crap even?

“Almost done,” Preston said, stepping back to survey his work. “Just need to straighten it a bit, and then…” He never did finish that sentence.

He plugged in the hair straightener he’d brought and started running it through the wig, his movements surprisingly fast, as if he’d done it before. I had a feeling he hadn’t done it before and was just copying something he had seen on YouTube. He was probably going to melt that fake hair, and then I would smell like burning plastic for six days.

I sat there, feeling like a mannequin, as he fussed over every detail.

“There,” he said finally, unplugging the straightener and stepping back. “We’re done.”

He handed me the mirror and I reluctantly looked at my reflection.

I barely recognized myself. The makeup was subtle but effective, making my features look softer, more feminine. The wig, though still ridiculous, at least looked somewhat natural after Preston’s efforts. And the dress… well, it still felt like a tight nightmare, but it looked like it fit just fine.

“Well?” Preston said, grinning like an idiot. “What do you think?”

I stared at myself for a long moment before sighing. “I think you owe me big time for this.”

“Deal,” he said, clapping me on the shoulder. “Now, let’s go. We’ve got a park to stroll through.”

“Wait,” I said. “I need to use the washroom first.”

“Alright. Don’t take long. We’re running late.” But we were running late because he was late; I wasn’t going to make that my problem.

I went to the bathroom quickly, trying to look casual. I had to move fast though, because I had a problem…

My cock was getting hard fast.

I closed and locked the bathroom door and turned to the mirror. Now, there was a solid concrete bulge in my little dress. I was throbbing. Why was I so hard?

I tried pacing around the bathroom, but that erection wouldn’t go away… until I was looking away from the mirror, then it started to soften—but then I would look at myself again, and it would harden back up, as if…

As if I liked what I saw looking back at me.

I watched my face turn red.

“Are you taking a huge shit or something? It’s not the best time for it,” Preston called out.

“I’ll be a minute. Just relax!” I snapped back.

I pulled up the skirt. There was only one solution to this issue. I pulled down my boxers and let the erection spring up. Then, I clutched it and began to gently massage my tip, jerking it slightly, tightening my fist.

It only took a few seconds while I was looking at my feminized reflection. Suddenly, I was spilling cum onto my bathroom counter. “Oh God,” I gasped, taken by surprise by how quickly I ejaculated.

I scrambled to clean up as my cock softened.

When I finally emerged from the bathroom, Preston was standing there holding a pair of lacy pink panties. “What the fuck is that?” I asked, trying not to blush.

“I can see your boxers sticking out from your dress; it looks ridiculous. Just wear these—in case the wind blows your skirt up or something. Don’t make a big stink about it, Bentley, we don’t have time for that.”

I snatched them. I took them into the bathroom and I changed.

The tight lace felt so weird against my cock. It was just so… tight, tickling my tip whenever I moved even slightly. Oh God, was I about to get hard again? I tried to think of the least sexy thing I could.

Grandma. Michael Voltaggio. The burn ward at the hospital.

I managed to keep my shaft soft, but when I started walking, I felt that tight rubbing and tickling again, and I wasn’t sure my dick was going to cooperate with this park journey.

I just had to hope for the best.
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Everywhere I looked, there were people: walking their dogs, throwing frisbees, jogging… and I felt like all of them were staring at me, though I knew they probably weren’t.

Probably.

Preston strode confidently beside me, looking way too relaxed for someone dragging his friend into the most humiliating experience of his life. He had changed out of his scrappy clothes and into a button-down shirt, sleeves rolled up just enough to show his forearms, and a pair of jeans with far fewer holes than the sweatpants he wore earlier.

Meanwhile, I was pacing along in strappy sandals that pinched my toes awkwardly, and a dress that felt like it was designed to show everyone in the entire park the pink lacy panties that were barely holding my cock in place.

I had to be careful with literally every step: if I extended my leg too far, my cock would surely fall out, and getting it back into the lacy garment subtly wouldn’t be an easy feat.

“You good?” Preston asked, glancing at me with a smirk.

“No, I’m not good,” I hissed, keeping my voice low. “This is the stupidest fucking thing I’ve ever done in my life, and I’m trying to decide how much I’m going to make you pay me for this. And right now… I’m thinking at least a hundred.”

“You look great,” he said, far too casually. “Stop overthinking it.”

“Overthinking it?” I snapped, nearly tripping over a crack in the sidewalk. “I’m dressed like a little hooker, and you’re telling me to stop overthinking it?”

“Relax,” he said, nudging my arm. “You’re killing it. Trust me.”

I glared at him. “You’re lucky I’m not interested in spending time in prison, or I’d kill you.”

We turned a corner, and the main stretch of the park came into view. My stomach dropped. There were more people here than I’d expected: a group of kids playing soccer, a guy playing an acoustic guitar on a bench, an old couple feeding pigeons…

And, of course, the real reason we were here: Preston’s sister and her little group of friends, lounging on a blanket under a tree at the far end of the park, near the soccer field where some others were setting up for a match. They didn’t look like they were preparing to play though; they all had their hair and makeup done, and they were wearing skirts and dresses—no cleats to be seen.

And if they weren’t playing soccer, then what was stopping them from coming up to us once they saw us?

I swallowed hard. “This is a bad idea. Let’s bail. Just tell your sister’s friends that I had to cancel because of food poisoning or something…”

“Bentley,” Preston interrupted, his tone sharp for once. “We’re doing this. You’ll be fine. Just act natural.”

“Natural?” I repeated, voice cracking. “How the hell am I supposed to act natural when I’m walking around with fake tits and shaved legs?”

“You barely have fake tits,” he pointed out. That wasn’t true; he had given me a little bra and some squishy ball things that he got from the dollar store… I think they were kids toys, filled with some sort of liquid. They actually bounced with a bit of realism in those lacy cups.“And honestly, your legs are kinda hot now that you shaved them.”

I stopped dead in my tracks. “Say that again, and I’m leaving.”

He laughed, grabbing my arm and pulling me forward. “Alright, alright. Come on. We’re almost there.”

We weren’t “almost there.” We had to cross the entire park, which felt like it was expanding with every step. I could feel my face burning as we walked past people. I was sure that they were staring, whispering, Why is that dude in a dress?

Preston, of course, didn’t seem to notice or care. He was chatting about something—probably some dumb game he played last night—but I wasn’t listening. My focus was on not tripping over my own feet or breaking an ankle in these stupid sandals. And, of course, making sure each step was gentle enough that my pecker wouldn’t slip out for everyone to see.

At one point, we passed a group of college guys tossing a football. One of them glanced over, did a double-take, and then elbowed his friend, whispering something that made them both laugh. My stomach flipped.

“Keep walking,” Preston muttered, his tone oddly reassuring. “Don’t look at them. You’re fine.”

Easy for him to say. He wasn’t the one being mentally undressed by a bunch of frat bros.

We kept walking. A little kid ran past us, chasing a balloon. A woman on a jog smiled at us—probably at Preston, because no one was smiling at me.

Finally, we reached the far end of the park. Preston’s sister and her friends were sitting there, under that tree, chatting and laughing. They didn’t even look our way.

Preston nudged me, nodding toward them. “See? Told you it’d be fine.”

I glanced over, heart still pounding. None of them were looking at us. They probably just saw two random people strolling through the park—one guy, one blonde woman who totally wasn’t me in a dress.

But Preston needed them to see us—at least enough to make them believe he had a girlfriend. So once we were about thirty yards away, he roared with laughter, as if I told the best joke ever. I made the mistake of glancing back, just as the girls looked towards us. I looked away fast. “They’re looking,” I snapped. And now, I was ready to run. This was too intense. Those girls knew people that I knew. We had mutual friends. We had all gone to the same high-school, and many of us went to the same college now.

“Keep walking,” Preston said, taking my hand, holding it firmly in a weirdly romantic kind of way.

We kept walking. I waited a few seconds before making a quick glance back. The girls weren’t following, but they were looking. I could see a look of surprise on the face of one as they all leaned in to gossip.

I let out a shaky breath. “Holy shit. Did we actually pull this off?”

“Damn right we did,” Preston said, grinning. “You’re a natural, Bentley. I’m proud of you.”

“Shut up,” I muttered, but I couldn’t help the small smile creeping onto my face.

We walked a little farther before turning onto a path that led out of the park. The tension in my chest finally started to ease.

“You know,” Preston said, glancing at me, “you were kinda hot back there.”

I shot him a look. “Say that again, and I’m punching you in the throat. Last warning.”

He laughed. “Fair enough. But seriously, man. Thanks for this. You saved my ass.”

I rolled my eyes but didn’t say anything. The ‘date’ was over. The humiliation was over.

Or so I thought.

“Hey!” someone called from behind us.

I froze.

Preston turned slowly with a sudden rigidity that revealed he was maybe a little more nervous than he had let on. I didn’t dare to turn, to show my face to whoever was behind us.

“Hey,” Preston said with a nervous tone of voice.

Then, I mustered up the courage to turn around, seeing a woman holding a bouquet of roses. “Would you like to buy a rose for your beautiful date?” the woman said.

Preston stood frozen for a moment, stiff with the same horror that was still pulsing through my veins; but it was wearing off now—now that we knew we weren’t being confronted by his sister or her friends. “Sure,” he said. He gave the woman five dollars and then he handed me a rose.

I smiled, not really sure what I was supposed to do with the flower. The woman smiled at me, and then we kept on walking.

That little scare had Preston rattled. He didn’t fully recover from it, and his grinning charisma was suddenly gone. Now, as I walked next to him, he was silent and pale. “You okay?” I asked.

“Huh? Yeah. I just, uh… I need to use the washroom.” He eyed a public bathroom. “Wait a minute for me.”

But it was more than a minute. I don’t know what came over him… maybe nervous diarrhea.

I was stuck waiting there, hoping nobody would notice me… but that wasn’t the case.

There was a young man across the path from me, standing by a bench. When my gaze met his, he smiled, and I awkwardly returned the smile.

I stood there clutching the rose, my brain cycling through panic and my stomach cycling through mild nausea. The guy across the path was still watching me in a casual sort of way… I glanced at him again, hoping he’d look away, but he didn’t. Instead, he smiled—like a big, genuine, you-look-great kind of smile. Or maybe it was a ‘I can’t stop looking at you because you look like such an idiot’ kind of smile.

Oh God…

I was pretty sure that he had figured me out. He could see right through the makeup and wig and floral dress and was silently mocking me for it. I imagined him running off to tell his friends: Hey, check out the dude in drag by the bathrooms. Hilarious, right?

What if some of his friends were my friends? That wasn’t a huge city… He didn’t look familiar, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t connected to my network of friends… or family members.

But… why was he still smiling like that? Not a smirk or a sneer. Just… a smile. Warm. Friendly. Strangely approving?

Wait. No. No, no, no. That couldn’t be right. Could it?

My stomach did a little somersault as he started walking toward me. Oh, shit. He’s coming this way. What do I do? Do I run? Pretend to check my phone? What the hell do I do?

I shifted awkwardly, pretending to admire the rose like it was the most fascinating thing I’d ever seen. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him stop a few feet away. “Hey,” he said, his voice low and casual.

I glanced up, praying my makeup was still doing its job. “Uh… hi,” I said, my voice coming out a little higher than usual.

“I just wanted to say you’ve got… like, a cute vibe,” he said, scratching the back of his neck. “If, uh, you don’t mind me saying.”

I blinked, my brain short-circuiting. What the fuck is happening right now?

“Oh,” I managed to choke out. “Uh, thanks.”

He smiled again, his gaze lingering just a little too long. “You’re, like… really pretty.”

Pretty. He said I was pretty.

I felt my cheeks burning under the layers of foundation. My first instinct was to laugh it off, tell him to get bent, but the words got caught up in my throat. Instead, I just stood there, clutching the rose, feeling like a complete idiot.

“I’m Jake, by the way,” he said, holding out a hand.

Oh my God, he wants to keep talking.

I stared at his hand like it was covered in spiders before finally shaking it. “Bent—” I stopped myself just in time. “Uh… B… Bella,” I said, the name slipping out before I could think of anything better.

“Bella,” he repeated, his smile widening. “Nice to meet you.”

“Yeah, you too,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. I was starting to sweat now, and I was pretty sure the wig was slipping.

“So, uh, are you waiting for someone?” he asked, his eyes darting toward the bathrooms.

“Yeah,” I said quickly. “My… boyfriend.” The word came out sharp and awkward, but it did the trick. I motioned down to the rose as ‘proof’.

Jake’s expression faltered for a split second, and then he nodded. “Right. Well… lucky guy.”

I managed a weak smile as he backed away, giving me one last lingering glance before heading down the path.

As soon as he was out of earshot, I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. My heart was pounding, and not just because I’d almost been caught. No, this was something else.

Something I didn’t want to think about.

I stared down at the rose in my hand, my mind swirling. He wasn’t mocking me. He wasn’t judging me. He thought I was… pretty. He thought I was actually a woman. Or maybe he didn’t? Maybe he thought that I was trans and he had some sort of fetish… And for some reason, that thought didn’t fill me with relief or pride—it filled me with something much more confusing.

“Kill me now,” I muttered under my breath.

Just then, the bathroom door creaked open and Preston emerged, looking like he’d seen a ghost. “Let’s go,” he said, his voice tight. “We’re done here.”

“Finally,” I snapped, shoving the rose into his hands. “I want to get out of here. Now.”

He didn’t argue, which was a first. We walked back to his car in silence, the atmosphere suddenly heavy and awkward. But it wasn’t Preston’s weird mood that was bothering me. It was my own. I had weird thoughts sneaking into my mind and I wasn’t sure how to make sense of them.
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Preston left all of the supplies at my house, including the dress. He gave me the receipt and said, “You can feel free to return it and keep the money.” He seemed to be in a sudden rush to leave. That interaction with the rose-saleswoman had completely rattled his confidence, and now he didn’t even seem excited about the fact that he had accomplished his psychotic goal. “Here’s the receipt for the wig, too.” Both receipts added up to just over a hundred bucks… not a bad payout, all things considered… though I wasn’t thrilled about having to make the returns myself.

I stashed everything away; I had thirty days to return the goods, and I wasn’t in a rush. I shoved the makeup and the pair of panties and the bra and the fake dollar store boobs into the same bag in my closet.

Then, that night, after showering and just before bed, I found myself staring at the mirror, at myself, now with the makeup washed away and my typical dark hair scruffy on my forehead. I ran my fingers through my hair. I looked closely at my face: a face that I’d seen in the mirror every single day, for my entire life.

Now, I felt uneasy. I felt like I was looking at… someone else. Sure, that someone was still familiar… but I couldn’t quite say that it was me. I was noticing things about my own face: qualities that I’d never really picked up on before.

I was about to leave the room when I noticed a picture in the trash bin. I reached down to pick it up; it was the printed photo of that girl that Preston had showed to his sister’s friends. He must have printed it off and used it as a makeup reference when he was dolling me up. I stared at it and turned to the mirror.

The girl in the picture was undoubtedly pretty. Now, I could sort of see what Preston saw when he said that we had ‘similarities’. The eyes and the cheekbones were the more obvious similarities, but there was more than that. We had a similarly rounded jawline. We both had the same slightly-upturned nose.

I sat down on the edge of the bed, that slightly-blurry photo still in my hand. The image of that girl—so pretty, so perfectly pretty—lingered in my mind, the curve of her jaw and the way her eyes seemed to almost glow in the sunlight. I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong, like my entire perception had just been knocked off course. Was I really looking at a doppelgänger of myself?

I glanced back at the photo. Her lips were fuller, but the rest of her face—hell, the whole shape—was pretty damn close to mine. Too close for comfort. I traced the image with my finger, and then ran my fingers along my jawline, my cheekbone, my brow… I was wondering how I had never noticed these features before. How had I spent my whole life just being me without seeing this?

I set the picture down on the nightstand and stared at the ceiling. But I couldn’t stop my thoughts.

The walk at the park kept replaying, looping in my head like a broken record. What was his name? Jake… Jake’s smile. That genuine smile. His eyes scanning me like I was the most precious thing in the world. The words he’d said: “You’re really pretty.” Pretty. Did some friends put him up to saying it? Were they crouched behind some bush, laughing at me? I couldn’t escape that word, looping in my mind. It gnawed at me.

I turned on my side and pulled the covers up to my chin, but my mind refused to let me rest. Did he really mean it? Did people actually think I looked pretty?

No, that’s impossible. People don’t just⁠—

But then I remembered the woman in the park. The roses. She’d called me beautiful too, hadn’t she? Was she just trying to sell me a flower, or was she seeing something that I hadn’t? I had brushed her off, thinking she was just doing her job. But then Jake did it too. He hadn’t been looking at me like he was trying to mock me or make fun of me. He’d been admiring me. And that smile... it had been so sincere, almost as if he was seeing me in a way I wasn’t used to.

I squeezed my eyes shut. I could still feel the heat of the moment—his eyes, his words, my heart pounding, adrenaline making my skin feel hot all over—like a faint burn on my skin. The more I thought about it, the more it felt… real. Too real.

Was I pretty?

The question lingered, like a shadow in my mind. I wasn’t sure if I was disgusted by it, or if it was the most confusing, terrifying thing I’d ever felt.

Okay, so even if I was ‘pretty’ as a girl… Big deal. That didn’t mean that I wasn’t good looking as a guy… Or did it? That’s like saying you can still be warm even if you’re cold—it’s nonsense.

I tried to shake it off. I told myself I was just spiralling with anxiety. It was just the aftermath of the weirdest date I’d ever been on.

Date? No—it wasn’t a date. It was just pretend. I had to stop calling it a date.

Of course I was rattled. This was a weird thing to think about. But still… the fact that I couldn’t shake it off made it feel more like a thing I couldn’t just dismiss.

My fingers drummed nervously on the mattress. Was this part of some game? Were the other guys in on it? Did Preston just pick the shortest straw while they were planning this mean trick? Was Preston just using this whole… experiment… to screw with my head even more? I’d agreed to go along with it, thinking it would be a funny joke, but now it was starting to feel more like my identity was the joke. It wasn’t just about the clothes or the makeup anymore. It was about me.

Who the hell am I now?

I sat up abruptly, the realization hitting me like a ton of bricks. Maybe I wasn’t who I thought I was. Preston immediately thought of me when he realized he needed a fake girlfriend—so how did he really see me? How did the other guys see me? Did they all see me as a girly guy?

The girl in the picture… was she just a version of me I hadn’t seen before? Was that someone I could be? Should I want to be? I had never let myself think like this before, and I needed to stop. I needed to stomp my foot on this anxious spiralling.

My heart pounded in my chest. What if I did want to be her? What if I kind of liked being… pretty. I was blushing now thinking about it. I’d never been ‘pretty’ before, or any synonym of pretty. No one had really called me handsome, unless you count my mom. Girls would occasionally call me cute, and I always thought that was a win, but now I was thinking it was more a way of saying, ‘You look like a girl.’

I glanced over at my closet, where that dress was hiding. I thought about that short flirty skirt. I thought about the fabric, all soft and inviting. The wig lay was in the bag with it: long soft blonde locks… I couldn’t stop staring at the photo on the nightstand, at her features, the gentle perfection of her face… a face which wasn’t much different from my own. Preston saw it, and I could see it now too; I didn’t even have to squint.

Was that me now?

I lay back down, pulling the blankets tightly around me. I stared at the ceiling, not even seeing it anymore, just feeling… lost. My mind kept replaying everything: the park, Jake’s smile, the rose, Preston's sudden retreat… It was all a blur of weirdness and anxiety. I just wanted to get back to being me, but what the hell did that even mean anymore?

Why was this tormenting me like this?

The quiet hum of the night surrounded me, but my thoughts wouldn’t settle.

It was around 4:00 AM when I finally pulled myself out of bed. I needed to settle an argument that had been pinging back and forth in my own mind. I just needed to see myself again, dolled up. I needed to see how I actually looked, now that I wasn’t overwhelmed with the horror of having to go on that date. Now, I could take my time and then analyze the results carefully. I could really make a decision.

The room was dark and still, save for the faint flicker of moonlight streaming through the blinds. It was 4:00 AM—that time of night when everything feels quiet in a way that makes you feel almost... hyper-aware of yourself.

My heart was still racing, but now the confusion and dread were mingling with something else: a sense of strange excitement. I knew what I had to do. I couldn’t just keep playing this tug-of-war in my head. I needed answers, and the only way to get them was to face what I had been avoiding.

I walked over to the closet. I pulled the dress from the bag and set it on my dresser. Now, it was softly shimmering under the dim light. I reached for it slowly, like it might bite. It felt lighter than I remembered… like it weighed nothing at all, like I could blow on it and it would turn into dandelion fluff.

I felt ridiculous.

But I took a breath, and then another. With a deep sigh, I stepped into the fabric, sliding it up my body. I shimmied it, wriggling my hips into the tight number.

The sensation of the dress was strange. The silky material clung to my skin in a way I still wasn’t used to, smoothing over the curves of my chest and hips.

I fished out that bra, along with the squishy tit-balls (for lack of a better term—I still don’t know what they were meant to be). I put the bra on and then fixed the dress around it.

The tightness around my waist, the way the fabric swayed when I moved—it was both foreign and familiar at the same time. For a moment, I just stood there, feeling the awkwardness of this all settle in my gut.

What the hell am I doing?

But I didn’t stop. I adjusted the dress, making sure it fit right. It felt too soft, too feminine. It felt wrong. Yet, at the same time, it felt right. It didn’t make sense, and that made my pulse quicken.

Next: the wig.

I had to get this right. I wasn’t just playing dress-up anymore. This was something more. I needed answers, and the only way I was going to get them was by putting the outfit back on.

So I carefully picked up that wig, feeling the synthetic hair slip through my fingers. It wasn’t real hair, of course, but it had a certain weight and volume that almost fooled you. The first time we put it on, it felt so fake and awkward. Now, it was so soft and light. I carefully placed it on my head, tugging it into place until the curls framed my face.

I could already see myself changing in the mirror. Something about the softness of the hair… I looked... different, yet still the same.

Then came the makeup. I reached for the foundation first, smoothing it onto my face in slow strokes, mostly copying what Preston had done. The coolness of the cream against my skin made my nerves fire, but I pushed through. I could already feel the transformation beginning, each brushstroke pulling me closer to what I wanted to see—or what I didn’t want to see.

I focused on my eyes next. The eyeliner was smooth… but firm. I traced the line along my upper lids. My hands were shaking, but I steadied them by holding my breath. Strangely, I was more nervous now than when I was getting ready for that fake date.

I added mascara, thickening my lashes, giving my eyes the same doe-like quality that the girl in the photo had. My eyes, which usually felt so plain, now seemed… mysterious.

Then came the blush. I tapped the brush into the powder and gently swept it over my cheekbones the same way Preston had. It was subtle but effective, giving my face a cute warmth. Finally, the lipstick. I picked a shade that didn’t seem too crazy. It was red, but muted. It was kind of cute. When I pressed my lips together, the colour felt foreign—sexy. My reflection stared back at me, blushing… cute. I looked so innocent and sweet.

I looked like the girl in that photo. Why did I look so much like her?

I stepped back from the mirror and let out a shaky breath. The transformation was complete. I couldn’t even recognize myself anymore. My reflection was an unfamiliar version of me—someone who looked softer, more delicate… beautiful. I didn’t know whether to be repelled by the sight or drawn to it. The dread from before—the dread of being exposed, of being judged—it was all still there, lurking in the corners of my mind, but it was countered by a bizarre excitement, a thrill that came with seeing this new version of me.

I ran my fingers over my makeup, feeling the subtle weight of it on my face. It wasn’t me… but it was. My stomach churned with the uncertainty of it all, but I couldn’t look away. The person in the mirror wasn’t just some costume or a joke anymore. She was someone. If I saw this girl in the street, or even on Instagram, I would have thought I was really looking at a girl… a pretty girl.

No—surely my perception was just being altered. Surely I was just hallucinating—seeing something that wasn’t there. I took a photo… a few photos. I analyzed them, hoping my brain would straighten up and I would see myself more objectively—but it didn’t happen. I decided to keep the photos saved; I could look at them in the morning, after some rest, once I was in a better state of mind.

But I didn’t undress… not right away. I caught myself staring at the mirror, looking closely, blushing, surprised by how cute I looked.

Why was I enjoying this?

The erection was back: throbbing, solid like concrete, begging for me to play with it; I knew it wouldn’t take much—but I didn’t want to cave.

I slid some panties on, hoping they would hold my cock tight against my skin, so the bulge wouldn’t be showing. It worked, but now, whenever I moved, the panties were… stimulating me. It felt good. It felt so wrong and naughty. I groaned, sitting up on my bed and crossing my legs. I blew a little kiss at myself… and then I felt the gushing.

I was cumming.

I didn’t even touch myself. The arousal of seeing myself like that was just so intense—and that orgasm! It was unlike any orgasm I’d ever felt. I groaned loudly and trembled all over. It was a full-body experience, not just a localized pleasure in my penis. And it lasted nearly thirty full seconds, leaving me strangely exhausted. I looked down at the sticky mess oozing out the sides of my panties.

My God… did that really just happen?

I got undressed quickly. Luckily, there was no cum on the dress, but I put the panties directly into the wash. I cleaned myself up with a quick shower. I got back into bed, hopeful to log a few hours of sleep before I had to go to work, but it didn’t end up panning out. I lay awake until my alarm went off, and I knew that I was in for a long, exhausting day.
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It was the kind of morning where the sky didn’t quite know if it wanted to be cloudy or sunny, so it just sort of hovered in between, giving everything this muted greyness.

I woke up with the faint hope that the previous day—the whole mess of Preston’s sister, the date, the wig, the dress—would start to seem like some weird fading dream. I really was hopeful that maybe it had been a bad dream, and today I would get to just... live my normal life again. Maybe.

But in the bathroom, I saw the makeup supplies by the sink. In my closet, I saw that dress in that bag. It was all real—but maybe it didn’t have to mean anything.

I tried to shake off the discomfort as I dragged myself through the motions: shower, coffee, toast. I found it hard to stomach the toast, but at least the coffee was good. At least I could rely on caffeine to get me through to bedtime.

I threw on a shirt (that didn't make me feel like I was impersonating a stranger), grabbed my keys, and headed out to work.

New day, old me. I was feeling better.

The day started off pretty ordinary. The office was filled with the usual buzz of ringing phones, clicking keyboards, boring chatting in the break room. It was one of those days where nothing was so bad that you needed to hide in the bathroom for twenty minutes pretending to poop, but also nothing was so good that you actually wanted to be there.

Just another Tuesday, really.

I figured I could get through the day without any drama, maybe even get some work done for once—and maybe a cheeky nap while people were on lunch break. I was just starting to drown out the endless stream of emails when I saw him.

Zach, a friend of mine (one of Preston’s best friends—and that’s an important detail).

He was in the doorway of the office, scanning around, wearing that smirk of his that was even on his face when he found out that he was being kicked out of college.

He eyed me and started coming towards me. I don’t know how he got into the office.

Zach was a smart guy, despite his college expulsion (and his abysmal high school grades). His father had pulled strings to have his grades overlooked so he could get into college in the first place… so naturally, his dad was pretty pissed when he got himself kicked out.

Still, he managed to program an app that was purchased by a well-known streaming service, and now he was living comfortably on the residuals of that while he worked on some private projects.

“Hey, buddy,” he said, leaning casually against the frame of my little office.

“What’s up?” I don’t think I’d ever had an office visit from one of my college buddies before.

He pushed off the doorframe and walked in, sitting down across from me with a little too much swagger. “Heard some interesting things about you.”

The immediate knot in my stomach made me tense up. Oh no. Had the news about the whole fake girlfriend thing already spread? I could tell from the look in his eye that he knew; Preston probably told him. He was good friends with Preston—though I really thought Preston was going to keep his mouth totally shut about the awkward date.

I tried to keep my voice steady, but it probably sounded like I was half-drowning. “What did you hear?” I asked, attempting to feign innocence while internally running through every possible way I could vanish from that office.

Zach leaned forward, his grin widening. “Heard you did a little ‘favour’ for Preston. And, uh, it was pretty convincing, from what I gather. You pulled off the whole ‘fake’ girlfriend thing.” He chuckled and made air quotes around the word “fake,” which made me want to facepalm, but I resisted. Barely.

I had to fight not to go into a full-on panic. I didn’t want to think about it. I didn’t want to remember the cringe of walking through the park with that rose. I didn’t want to remember that stranger calling me ‘pretty’, damn-near about to ask me on a date.

“Yeah, it was a... weird thing.” I cleared my throat. “Definitely not something I’m looking to do again. But he begged. It’s really not that big of a deal.”

Zach tilted his head, his eyes narrowing. “Okay, well, don’t say that so soon… Because, uh, I might have a little favor to ask. You know, something similar. Just a small thing.”

I stared at him, blinking rapidly. “You’re not serious…” My lips were suddenly dry.

He leaned back in his chair and gave me a mischievous look. “I’m very serious. I need your help, buddy. Think about it—what you did for Preston? Big favor. I need a big favor now.”

I stared at him in disbelief. “Are you out of your mind? You want me to do what, exactly? Play pretend for you too?” Now, my voice was quiet; I was surprised he could even hear it.

Zach nodded enthusiastically. “Pretty much, yeah. Just need you to pretend to be my girlfriend for a few hours. It’s for a party. You know, keep my mom off my back. She’s been, like, pressuring me about ‘settling down.’ Preston told me about what you did last night, and the idea struck me this morning. I already told her that I was dating someone, so there’s kind of no turning back now. You’d be saving me from a family intervention. Plus, I’ll buy you dinner afterward. Whatever you want… under thirty bucks.”

I froze. This was the moment, I realized. The moment I was either going to confirm my status as my friends’ pathetic doormat, or I’d figure out a way to muster up some confidence and put an end to this madness. I felt my heart rate spike. My face was probably as pale as the white office wall behind me.

I scratched at the back of my neck. “I, uh… I really don’t think I’m your guy for this. I don’t even know how I managed to survive Preston’s ‘fake girlfriend’ nightmare. Why are you asking me?”

Zach shrugged nonchalantly. “Well, it worked for Preston, didn’t it? You already proved you’re a pro at pretending. And hey, I trust you. So, what do you say? I mean, it’s just one night. Just a little performance art, right? He showed me a picture. I honestly thought you looked pretty convincing.”

It was like a shot to the chest. “W—What picture?”

“Of you,” he said.

Maybe he meant that picture of the girl with the straight hair. That’s the picture he meant… right? Because Preston hadn’t taken a photo of me… not that I’d noticed. But I was so flustered getting ready for that ‘date’… Maybe I hadn’t noticed him snapping a cheeky shot.

“Just a quick appearance at a party. You don’t even have to talk. I can tell them you lost your voice, uh… singing. Something like that.”

A million thoughts fired off in my brain. Oh God, not again. I can't do this again. Can I?

I took a deep breath, trying to gather my thoughts. “I... I don’t know, man. This whole thing is... weird. And I’m not exactly... thrilled about doing it again.” I didn’t want to look too put off. I wanted him to think that I was comfortable with whatever. I was cool. I was calm. I wasn’t some stress-case.

Zach leaned in, his smile faltering slightly. “Come on, buddy. I wouldn’t ask you if it wasn’t important. I swear, nothing bad will happen. Help me out this one time, and I’ll make it up to you.”

I had a feeling he was going to keep pestering me until he got what he wanted.

“Well,” I said slowly, already knowing I was going to regret this, “I guess... I guess I need to know more details. I’m not agreeing to anything, but, uh… maybe.”

Zach's grin returned full-force. “Atta boy.”
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The day of Zach’s family party arrived fast, despite days and days of dread, and sleepless nights. Suddenly, I was getting a text message from Zach. “Pick you up at seven. Look cute.”

Sure, I’d agreed to the whole ‘favor,’ but something in my gut kept twisting. It was like my body knew the absurdity of the situation, but my brain was still trying to pretend it was no big deal.

Zach had left a bag with the “outfit” for me on my doorstep. I’m not sure when he came; it must have been early in the morning. I hadn’t been sleeping, so I was surprised I didn’t hear him.

A cute little black dress—the type of dress every girl has: one of those dresses girls wear out to the club after a breakup. I’m not sure why Zach picked that damned dress over every other available option. Something more modest would have been nice—maybe something that covered more than just three inches of thigh…

As it sat in my living room, I eyed it from the corner of my eye. I wasn’t ready to try it on. I wasn’t convinced I was going to try it on…

A part of me wanted to try it on. It was hard not to notice how cute it looked. Soft fabric, just the right amount of stretch. Even the little black heels that he dropped off with the dress seemed... kind of... sexy. My stomach did a nervous flip as I held those shoes up, feeling the smoothness of the heel against my palm. The tiny black straps that wrapped around the ankle were just so… cute. A part of me really wanted to slip them on.

It felt wrong. So wrong. So why did I want to try them on so badly?

Zach’s instructions were simple: show up, pretend to be his girlfriend for a few hours, stay quiet (so no one would notice the fact that I could barely string two words together), and look the part. That last bit, Zach had stressed, was crucial.

Look the part.

Preston had convinced him that I was easily able to “look convincing”. Whether or not it was true… I still didn’t know. Maybe tonight was the night I found out.

A smile tugged at my lips as I unfolded that soft black dress—how the hell was I about to wear this? It seemed so small, like it was made for a toddler. But it was stretchy.

I peeled off my old, comfortable clothes and, for some ungodly reason, slipped the dress over my head. It fit perfectly. Too perfectly. Okay, maybe it was a little too snug around the hips and a little too loose around the bust, but nothing too noticeable. Plus, I still had to put on my fake ‘dollar store titties’. That would fill out the bust.

I didn’t know if I was relieved or annoyed, so I did the first thing that came to mind: I avoided looking at my reflection.

I knew that I couldn’t look at my reflection. I knew what would happen. I knew the tingling that would fill my body. I knew it would create an awkward problem that wouldn’t be so easy to fix.

Okay, maybe it would be ‘easy’ to fix, but that ‘fix’ was awkward as hell, and it would leave me with feelings I didn’t feel like having today.

The heels were next.

I grabbed them out of the bag and slid my feet into them, holding onto the edge of the bed for balance. My toes curled in the soft leather, and the straps wrapped around my ankles felt cute, despite the fact that they weren’t anything remotely comforting. The second I stood up, I felt a weird, unfamiliar kind of energy surging through me. The heels gave me an extra inch or two, and I felt... taller, maybe even a little more confident. What the hell was happening to me? Why did this feel so good?

Fuck—it happened: I was hard. I was throbbing. I was squirming as my cock begged to be touched. I tried to ignore it… but after a minute, it started leaking a thick clear substance. Was it cum? It was now oozing down my leg. It was sticky—and slippery. It wouldn’t stop oozing out of me, and it felt so, so good.

I was leaking. It had to stop at some point… right?

I almost fell over trying to walk to the mirror. Once I caught myself, I stared at my reflection.

There I was: me, but also not me. That dress left me feeling so exposed—damn near naked. It covered my nipples and my crotch and everything in-between—but nothing else.

The black fabric accentuated the lines of my body, showing off the things I had never thought to pay attention to before. And the shoes? My legs looked longer—impossibly long. Leaner… but soft.

“Fuck,” I groaned. More of that clear stuff gushed from my cock. I had to keep my skirt pulled up so I wouldn’t ruin it.

I had to admit, a tiny part of me felt good looking at myself like this. Really good. There, I’d said it. I couldn't deny the rush that tickled my spine… and between my legs. I was so fucking sexy.

My heart was racing as I stared at myself in the mirror, trying to convince myself that I was somehow wrong. It was just pretend. Just pretend.

But the proof was in front of me: I was hot.

It wasn’t just the dress and heels. It was the way my face looked too. The makeup I’d slapped on just to make it look “real” seemed almost effortless now.I didn’t even know how to put it on properly before—but still… I couldn’t stop staring at myself.

My cock kept leaking. Fuck—it felt so good.

Now I knew how to make my eyes pop. The mascara made my lashes look unreal. My cheeks were flushed with just the right amount of colour.

I was... I was really starting to look pretty.

I froze. I stared harder at myself. I couldn't quite pinpoint what was happening—why the hell was I getting so caught up in this? I wanted to rip the dress off, shove it back in the bag, and pretend this never happened. But another part of me—something that I barely even wanted to acknowledge—was very reluctant to do that. That part wanted to wear the dress longer. Wanted to wear it better. I wanted panties on. I wanted that bra. I wanted to try new outfits. I wanted to know just how sexy I could feel.

I shook my head. Stop it, Bentley. This isn’t me. It can’t be!

A strange excitement had built up in my chest. Adrenaline—and lots of it. I was just… nervous. I was sure it was just nervousness.

Or maybe it was something else. Maybe I was realizing that there was some new world where the rules I’d always followed were suddenly irrelevant. A world where I could do… anything—and be anyone.

Why was I smiling?

I forced myself to breathe. I was just doing this for Zach. For the stupid party. I was going to keep it together. Just an act. I was a man in a dress, pretending to be something I wasn’t. That’s it.

I grabbed the purse that Zach had also tossed in that bag—just some cute little black clutch that was ridiculously impractical but looked cute enough—and I headed for the door.

My heart was still hammering in my chest, but I couldn’t stop myself from taking one last glance at my reflection. I caught that last little smile, those blushing cheeks.

Maybe I could get used to this.

Maybe I liked this…
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The moment I stepped through the doorway my knees nearly buckled. My heart pounded so hard I thought it might shatter my ribcage. The air was thick with the warm smell of food, but all I could focus on was how many pairs of eyes were about to turn my way.

It doesn’t really matter how good food smells when you’re having a panic attack; any food smell is nauseating.

I clutched the little black clutch tighter in my hand, praying it wouldn’t slip out from my sweaty grip.

I couldn’t stop thinking about how wrong this was, how absurd it was that I was here, playing pretend. What was my name again for this charade? Beth? Britney?

Bella—it was Bella.

God, I hated lying—and now, every damn part of me was a lie.

Zach was at my side, all casual confidence as though he wasn’t at all worried about this turning sideways. It would be just as humiliating for him as it would be for me… “You look great,” he whispered, grinning. “Just relax. Act natural.”

Act natural? Was he kidding? There was nothing natural about any of this. I wanted to hiss at him like a stray cat, but before I could, a voice from the living room boomed, “Zach! You’re here!”

Oh no.

“And who’s this lovely young lady?”

Zach threw an arm around my shoulder like we’d been dating for years, and I nearly punched him in the face. Somehow, I held it together. “This is Bella,” he said smoothly, introducing me with the fake name we’d agreed on earlier. “She’s my girlfriend.” Not a stutter, not a hesitation. He said it with a calm smile on his face. Not a worry in the world that this person would look at me and say, ‘Uh, Zach, your girlfriend is a man.’

Girlfriend. The word stung like a bee, but I forced a smile and tried to keep my voice soft. “Hi, nice to meet you,” I said, cringing internally at how high-pitched my voice sounded. I wasn’t even supposed to talk; he was supposed to tell them that I’d lost my voice—but I panicked! And now, I couldn’t take those words back. So I faked a little cough into my fist, and then I feigned a smile.

“She’s a bit sick,” Zach said. “Not much of a voice right now.” He eyed me with an annoyed look, as if to tell me I fucked up. And I knew that I did—the look wasn’t necessary.

To my horror—and my surprise—the whole lie worked. Zach’s mom beamed at me like I had an engagement ring on my finger. “Oh, aren’t you gorgeous! Zach, you didn’t tell me she was such a beauty!” She turned back to me. “You’re so adorable!”

I felt my face flush. Gorgeous? Beauty? Adorable? I could hardly process any of it. Surely it was just lip service… For a split second, I wondered if she was joking, but her smile was genuine. I muttered a shy “Thank you,” barely able to look her in the eye.

And then the introductions began. Cousins, uncles, aunts, family friends—it felt like I shook a million hands and gave a million polite smiles. Each time, I waited for someone to squint at me, to tilt their head and say, Wait a minute... But it never happened. They all smiled, all accepted me as Bella, as Zach’s girlfriend.

“Zach never mentioned you until recently,” his mom said. “I don’t know why he didn’t though. He must be so proud to have you.”

At first, I felt like I was walking a tightrope. Every word, every movement, every laugh felt like it could give me away. But as the minutes stretched into an hour, something strange started to happen…

People believed me. Not just Zach’s mom, but everyone. They asked me questions about my job, my hobbies, where I grew up. They complimented my dress, my hair, even my laugh. One of Zach’s younger cousins—a sweet girl no older than fifteen—asked me where I bought my heels. I made up a store name, and she didn’t ask any questions.

They really thought I was Bella. Not Bentley in a dress, but Bella. The realization sent a thrill through me. The terror that had been clinging to me like a wet blanket started to lift, replaced by something new…

Confidence.

I tested it out slowly. When Zach’s uncle made a lighthearted joke, I laughed—not Bentley’s usual low chuckle, but Bella’s soft, melodic laugh. His eyes lit up, and he laughed harder, clearly pleased with himself. When Zach stepped away to grab drinks, I found myself at the center of a group of men, all of them chatting and subtly trying to outdo each other in their attempts to impress me. I smiled, tilted my head, and played along, tossing in my own little compliments here and there.

“You’re too funny,” I said to one of them, my voice lilting, and he actually blushed. Blushed. I’d never made anyone blush before. It sent a spark of excitement through me.

I caught another man staring at me from across the room, and instead of feeling awkward, I smiled at him. When he flushed and quickly looked away, I nearly giggled.

I felt suddenly unstoppable. For the first time in my life, I wasn’t just blending into the background—I was standing out. People were drawn to me, charmed by me. I didn’t feel like Bentley, the awkward guy who couldn’t even make a decent joke in the break room. I felt like Bella: a magnetic, confident, beautiful woman who could get away with anything.

By the time Zach returned with drinks, I was glowing. “You okay?” he asked, handing me a glass of sparkling water.

I smiled at him, my heart racing in a completely different way now. “I’m more than okay,” I said, taking a sip. “I think my voice is better.”

He eyed me nervously: the first nervous look I’d seen from him. He thought that I was going to be like a wallflower for the whole party: not speaking, staying away from the action. But now, he was seeing that I was talking to everyone—and I suppose that increased the risk of this all falling apart… but I didn’t feel worried. I’d come this far and I was sure that I could easily see it through to the finish line.

Maybe the drinks were helping: liquid confidence. My voice was getting louder and more confident. I loved making guys blush.

The more the evening unfolded, the more “Bella” came alive. She wasn’t just a character I was playing anymore—she was me, or at least, some version of me I’d never known existed. And she was thriving. Every smile, every laugh, every compliment sent a little jolt of excitement through me. It felt addictive, like a drug I couldn’t get enough of.

I was mid-conversation with Zach’s mom when I saw him: tall, broad shoulders, dark hair that was just slightly tousled so effortlessly, but in reality he’d probably spent hours making it look like that. He was leaning casually against the wall, nursing a whiskey and surveying the room with a smirk that could melt butter. When his eyes met mine, he didn’t look away. Instead, his smirk deepened, and I felt a rush of heat that started in my chest and spread all the way to my cheeks.

“Bella,” Zach’s mom said, touching my arm gently to get my attention, “can you excuse me for a moment? I need to replenish the appetizers.”

“Of course,” I said with a warm smile, my voice sugary sweet. But as soon as she walked off, my focus shifted entirely. The man across the room was still watching me, his gaze steady and unmistakably interested.

I should have been terrified of his attention. He was intimidating… but that just made him seem like… a challenge.

And why did I want a challenge? Had I lost my mind? I didn’t want a damned challenge! I just wanted to get through this night…

But the challenge was calling to me…

Something inside me—Bella, maybe—told me to go for it. Zach was busy chatting with his dad, oblivious to what I was about to do, and the pull of this stranger’s attention was too enticing to resist.

I sauntered over, swaying just a little more than usual in the heels, feeling the soft fabric of the black dress brush against my thighs. I could feel his eyes on me the whole way, and by the time I reached him, I was practically glowing with confidence.

“Hey,” I said, tilting my head slightly and letting a playful smile tug at my lips. “What’s your name?”

He chuckled softly, his voice low and smooth. “Jason. And you?”

I took a moment to feel that red lipstick between my lips. “Bella,” I said, holding out a hand. When he took it, his grip was firm but warm, and he held onto it a moment longer than necessary. “So, are you always this mysterious, or is tonight a special occasion?” I made a cute giggle.

His smile widened, and he leaned in slightly, his voice dropping just enough to send a little shiver down my spine. “Only when there’s someone worth being mysterious for.”

I let out a soft laugh, touching his arm lightly—even though it was, admittedly, a dog shit response—and he shifted closer. The conversation flowed easily from there, full of teasing and little innuendos. At one point, I felt his bicep and asked him how much he could curl. “Could you curl me?” I asked after he answered, and his cheeks turned red.

Jason was charming, and he knew it. I tossed out coy remarks, tilted my head just right, and occasionally let my fingers brush against his arm—or his hard pecs. I loved the way he leaned in when I spoke, like he couldn’t get enough of me.

It was exhilarating. If I could make a man like him blush, I could probably make anyone blush.

“You’re dangerous,” he said at one point, his voice low enough that only I could hear it. His eyes were fixed on mine, and I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks again. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were trying to get me in trouble—or maybe yourself.” He eyed Zach across the room. I guess he knew that we were a ‘couple’.

“Maybe I am,” I said, my tone playful but with just enough edge to make him grin. I knew I was pushing it, but I couldn’t seem to stop myself. It felt too good, too powerful, to have this kind of effect on someone—especially a big, intimidating man like him.

And then it happened. His hand, warm and confident, settled gently on my waist, pulling me just a little closer. My heart skipped a beat, and for a split second, I didn’t move. I didn’t even breathe. He was caressing me. Now we weren’t flirting—this was a step further.

Reality crashed down around me. I wasn’t Bella. I was Bentley, standing in the middle of Zach’s family party, flirting shamelessly with some random guy while Zach—my supposed “boyfriend” for the night—was just a few feet away. Had I lost my damned mind?

I stepped back quickly, my hand flying up to gently push Jason’s away. “I, uh... I should probably get back to, uh, my boyfriend,” I stammered, my voice suddenly shaky.

Jason raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised by the abrupt change in my demeanour. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah, it’s just…” I glanced over my shoulder, and my stomach twisted when I saw Zach looking in our direction, his expression unreadable. “I’ll, uh, catch you later,” I said quickly, turning and practically fleeing back toward Zach.

As I approached him, his lips quirked into a half-smile, but there was something in his eyes—something sharp… something knowing—that made my cheeks burn. “Having fun?” he asked, his tone light but laced with something else. Was he angry with me?

Was he jealous?

“I—uh, yeah,” I said, trying to steady my breathing. “Your family’s great.”

“Good,” he said, his smile widening just enough to make me feel even more exposed. “Because you’re definitely making an impression.”

I laughed nervously, taking a sip of my drink to cover my discomfort. But even as the panic subsided, I couldn’t ignore the lingering thrill of it all.

I stayed in my ‘lane’ for the rest of the night. I didn’t cave to any stupid ideas. I stayed near Zach, and I only spoke when spoken to. And thankfully, Zach ended things early. “Bella works in the morning; I have to drive her home.”

I got one last look from Jason before leaving down the walkway in those little heels. Now, my body was tense with regret. Why didn’t I just follow the plan? Why did I get so carried away?

Zach drove me home—but it was an awkward drive. He wouldn’t talk to me or look at me, as if we were a real couple having some sort of spat. “You okay?” I asked, clutching my little bag on my bare thighs, which now felt cold with his air conditioning on.

He looked and me and shrugged his shoulders. “Fine,” he said with an annoyed tone of voice. I knew he wasn’t fine. He was pissed with me. He was upset with my behaviour. I flirted with some cousin of his, in front of his whole family, and now he had to deal with it while I would go back to being my normal self. Maybe I felt a bit guilty… and embarrassed about what I had done…

But he asked me to do this. He got me that little skimpy dress and those little skimpy heels. He insisted I get all dolled up and look like some ‘babe’. He told me to look the part, and he insisted I play the part—so I played the part.

I was just playing a part… right?
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The next morning, I woke up with a pounding headache—not from alcohol, but from the sheer mental exhaustion of last night’s disaster. Zach hadn’t texted. I wasn’t sure if he was still mad or just over it, but I was leaning toward the former. And honestly, I didn’t blame him. I had completely lost control.

And the worst part?

I liked it…

I groaned, rolling onto my stomach and burying my face into my pillow. I needed to get a grip. This was getting out of hand. I was not going to do this again. I had to take those stupid little outfits and haul them off to the dump.

No more wigs. No more dresses. No more heels. No more makeup. I was done.

That’s what I kept telling myself, anyway…

Because, of course, fate had other plans.

I was barely two sips into my coffee when my phone buzzed with an unknown number. I wouldn’t normally answer a call like that, but I had a feeling that this was important.

“Hello?” I took another sip from my coffee.

A hesitant voice on the other end spoke. “Hey, is this… Bentley?”

I didn’t recognize the voice. “Maybe. Who’s asking?”

A pause. Then, the guy sighed heavily, like he was already regretting this phone call. “It’s Carter. I, uh… I got your number from Preston.”

I blinked. Carter? As in Carter Harris, the quiet, brooding guy who sometimes hung out with me and my buddies? He hadn’t been around in… months. And I hate to admit it, but I barely even noticed his absence. He was always just… so quiet. I had barely spoken to him before. So why was he calling me now?

“Oh. Hey, man,” I said, confused. “I, uh, didn’t recognize your voice. What’s up?”

Another sigh. He was really struggling to get this out.

“Look… this is going to sound really weird, but I heard about what you did for Preston and Zach.” His voice dropped a little, like he was worried someone might overhear. “And I, uh… I kind of need a favor. A big one. And just—before you answer, please think about it, because I’m, uh, willing to pay you a bit to make it worth your while…”

My stomach clenched. No. Absolutely not. I was done.

“No offence, man, but I’m retiring from that, uh, business,” I said quickly. “It’s been a weird couple of days, and I think I’ve hit my limit.”

“I get that,” Carter said. “But just hear me out.”

I sighed, pinching the bridge of my nose. I already knew I was going to regret this. “Fine. What’s the favor?” I wasn’t committing to anything; I was just hearing what he had to say.

A long pause. Then, in a barely audible voice, Carter muttered, “I need you to be my date to a wedding.”

I almost choked on my coffee. “A wedding?”

“It’s really not that much different from what you did for Zach!” he hissed.

“Dude. That’s, like, a whole event,” I said. “You realize that, right? That’s not just walking in a park or sitting down for dinner—that’s hours of people asking questions and making small talk and wearing a fancy outfit⁠—”

“I know,” he interrupted. “Trust me, I know. But I wouldn’t be asking if it wasn’t important.”

I paused. “It’s not… your wedding, is it?”

He chuckled, still sounding nervous as hell. “No, no. Nothing like that.”

I groaned, already feeling the pressure in my chest like a bad lung infection. “Why do you even need a date?”

Carter exhaled sharply. “Because my ex is going to be there. And I may or may not have told people I moved on. And now… they all think I have a serious girlfriend.”

I winced. “Oh. Yikes.”

“Yeah. Yikes,” he echoed. “And look, I know this is insane. I know it’s a huge ask. But everyone who saw pictures of Preston’s ‘girlfriend’ said she was gorgeous, and I—” He stopped abruptly, like he’d just realized what he was about to say.

And my God! How many people did Preston show that photo to?

A slow smirk curled on my lips. “Wait. You think I’m pretty, Carter?” I asked in a teasing voice.

Silence. Then, a muttered, “Shut up.”

I let out a giggle. I couldn’t help it. This was ridiculous.

But also… strangely thrilling.

A wedding. A formal event. An excuse to dress up again—to go full glam, with a pretty gown and heels and perfect makeup. I could style my hair in a fun way. People would look at me and drool, and I could feel like someone for just a few blissful hours…

I shouldn’t have been considering it. I should’ve laughed in his face and told him to find a real date—or hire a damned escort like a normal desperate person would do.

But deep down, in a place I wasn’t ready to acknowledge, I knew the truth.

I wanted to say yes.

I wanted to do it.

And that terrified me.

I swallowed hard. “When’s the wedding?”

“Next Saturday,” Carter said cautiously, as if he couldn’t believe I was still on the phone.

I hesitated, gripping my coffee cup tightly.

One last time. That’s what I told myself. Just one more time.

“I’ll think about it,” I said, my pulse racing. “But, uh… If I do it, you need to buy me the supplies… I’ll send you links to exactly what I need.”

“You’re going to do it?” he asked, almost gasping.

“I said I would think about it.”

And the worst part?

I already knew that I was going to do it.

It was that night when I sent him a list. I wasn’t going to be a cheap date. I found the perfect dress online: an adorable blue fit-and-flare dress. I found some matching baby-blue lingerie to wear underneath, and some professional silicone breast inserts (so I could ditch the rubbery dollar store toys I had been using). I made him buy me a small thing of perfume, and a couple additional makeup supplies. I even got him to invest in a human-hair wig for me, and I was honestly shocked when he didn’t put up a fight. I actually felt kind of bad when I saw the total bill: $470, plus tax—just so that he could convince his ex that he had moved on. I mean—could he not just say, ’She had to work today,’ and save all that money? Oh well—that wasn’t my business.

Everything arrived three days before the wedding, giving me three days to play around with different makeup ideas. I put that dress on countless times, swirling around my bedroom in front of the mirror, blushing all over.

I even slept in that lingerie: that tight, soft lace hugging my curves, making me feel so feminine and sexy. Oh God, why did I like this so much? Why couldn’t I resist this?

The closer the wedding got, the more I realized something unsettling: I wasn’t just tolerating this anymore—I was enjoying it.

Every night, I found myself slipping into that gorgeous blue dress, twirling in front of my mirror with flushed cheeks and a pounding heart. The fit was perfect—hugging my waist, flaring out in just the right way around my thighs and butt. I would run my hands over the fabric, relishing how soft and smooth it felt against my skin. And the lingerie? It was a dream. I had never cared about clothes before, but something about the delicate lace and satin made me feel… special… and sexy. I felt like the perfect little fuck doll. Could any man resist me like that?

Then there was the wig.

The moment I put it on—long, soft real hair instead of the cheap synthetic stuff—I actually gasped at my reflection. I didn’t just look like some guy in a wig. I looked like a girl. A real, stunning, gorgeous girl.

And with every experiment—every new way I styled my hair, every tweak to my makeup—I fell deeper and deeper into the fantasy.

I liked what I saw in the mirror.

I started to wonder if I was seeing me the way I was supposed to be. Was this the real me? Or was I just in some nervous state of delusion?

I wasn’t just playing dress-up. I was becoming Bella.

By the time the wedding was only a day away, my excitement was unbearable. My stomach flipped every time I thought about walking into that venue, dolled up and sexy. I wanted to be seen. I wanted to be noticed.

I wanted to see how far I could take this.

God help me… I didn’t want to stop.
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The drive to the wedding was a blur. My heart was hammering so hard in my chest that I was pretty sure Carter could hear it. He kept glancing over at me, probably wondering why I was gripping my purse like it was a life preserver. But I wasn’t nervous—maybe a little, but not really.

I was excited.

The moment I stepped out of the car, a cool breeze brushed against my freshly shaved legs, sending a shiver up my spine. The flared skirt of my dress fluttered around me, and I couldn’t help but smile. Everything about this was perfect—the dress, the heels, the delicate perfume lingering in the air. Even the weight of my wig felt right, the soft strands brushing against my shoulders like they belonged there.

This was it. I’d been looking forward to this for almost two weeks.

The venue was beautiful: a large stunning barn that had been converted into a wedding space, with beautiful white flowers in every direction. The sun was pouring in through the tall church-like windows in a storybook sort of way. The weather was just perfect for a wedding.

As we entered the venue, heads turned. Eyes turned. And God, I loved it. A little smile, a slight tilt of my head—and I already had them mesmerized.

Carter leaned in. “You’re eating this up, aren’t you?”

I batted my lashes at him, feigning innocence. “I have no idea what you mean.” I was tempted to admit the truth. I was tempted to just come clean, to tell him that I was into this, that I wanted to do it again and again and again.

The cocktail hour passed in a blur of compliments and subtle flirting. Every little conversation sent a thrill through me. The nerves were fluttering away quickly. It didn’t seem like anyone could tell that I was a male under all that makeup and that dress. If they hadn’t figured it out now, they surely weren’t going to figure it out after another few drinks…

Then I saw him.

Preston.

He was standing near the bar, dressed in a sharp navy suit that fit him surprisingly well. And he was staring at me.

Not just staring, but watching. He had a nervous look on his face: cheeks turning a shade of crimson as our eyes met.

He looked like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

Our eyes met a second time, and for the first time all night, my confidence wavered.

His expression was unreadable at first—like he was trying to solve a 3D puzzle. But then… his lips parted slightly. His cheeks flushed the softest shade of pink. His fingers tightened around his glass.

I knew that look.

It was the same look I had been chasing all night. The same breathless, dazzled, hooked expression I had seen on half the men in this room.

But this was Preston. He knew who I was. He knew what was under that skirt.

That changed everything.

I turned away, suddenly desperate for something to do with my hands. I reached for my drink, took a sip—too fast, nearly choking on the champagne bubbles. My heart was pounding, and I had no idea why.

I wasn’t attracted to Preston.

Was I?

No. That wasn’t it. It was just… the way he was looking at me… attracted to me, even know he knew me.

He knew me. He knew who I was… and he was still looking at me like that.

A moment later, he was walking toward me. Shit. I wasn’t ready for this. I turned slightly, pretending to be engrossed in conversation with Carter. Maybe he’d change course⁠—

“Hey.”

His voice was softer than usual. I had no choice but to turn toward him.

He was even closer now. Close enough that I caught a faint whiff of his cologne—something warm, with a tinge of cedar. It was manly. Why did that make my skin tingle?

“Hey,” I said, keeping my voice light and casual.

His eyes flickered over me, as if he wanted to take in every little detail: the dress, the way my curls framed my face, the soft pink gloss on my lips.

His throat bobbed as he swallowed, and—was he nervous?

“You look…” He hesitated. Cleared his throat. “You look beautiful.”

Beautiful.

Not nice, not great.

Beautiful.

I had been fishing for compliments all night, but this one felt different. It hit different. Was he just playing along with the charade? Was he just playing a supporting role for Carter’s sake?

I should have just said thank you. Should have giggled and let it roll off my back like I had with every other guy.

But instead, I said, “You really think so?”

His lips parted like he wanted to say more. His fingers twitched at his side. Then he nodded slowly “Yeah. I do.”

For some reason, that made my chest feel tight.

A second passed. Then another. Then Carter, oblivious to whatever moment had just sparked between us, clapped his hand on my back. “Hey, babe, want to grab another drink before dinner?”

Preston’s entire expression changed.

The softness in his eyes hardened. His jaw tightened. It almost seemed like he was jealous that I was on a date… a fake date, with our mutual friend. And just like that, he was gone, turning back toward the bar without another word.
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Throughout the evening, he kept looking over at me. It seemed like whenever I looked at him, he was looking at me. He was never obvious about it—always careful, always measured—but I could always feel him looking at me, like the weight of his eyes was pressing against my skin.

It made my pulse stutter every time.

Why was he watching me like that?

Why did I care?

I forced myself to focus on Carter, smiling and nodding as he talked about some cousin who got too drunk at his last family wedding. But my mind was elsewhere. My stomach felt tight. My hands were clammy. Every time I shifted in my chair, the soft fabric of my slutty little dress brushed against my legs, grounding me in the reality of what I was doing.

And then, after dinner, as people started to drift toward the dance floor, Preston made his next move.

He stepped up beside me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of him. “Bella,” he murmured.

I froze. I swallowed, forcing a smile. “Yeah?”

He hesitated. His fingers flexed at his sides, like he was nervous. “Can we talk?”

I could feel Carter watching us. Others watching us. My heart slammed against my ribs. I needed air. I needed space.

“I—I have to go to the ladies’ room,” I said, already stepping back. “Maybe later?”

I didn’t wait for an answer. I turned and disappeared into the crowd, moving quickly, weaving between people until I found the exit doors leading out to the venue’s patio. I needed to breathe. I needed some fresh air so I could collect my thoughts.

But just as I pushed through the doors, a voice stopped me in my tracks.

“Hey there, sexy.”

I stiffened and turned.

It was Zach. I didn’t even know he was at that wedding.

He was standing near the railing, holding a half-empty glass of whiskey, looking at me like there was something very curiously funny about the way I looked. His lips curled into a slow, knowing smirk.

“I didn’t expect to see you here,” he said, taking a sip of his drink. “But honestly… I’m not surprised, seeing as Preston is here.”

My mouth was dry. I shifted, clutching my little purse. “Yeah, well. Things happened.” I wasn’t sure what he meant about the Preston comment.

He let out a chuckle, shaking his head. “Things happened, huh? I’ll say. You—” His eyes flickered over me, head to toe. “You look… different. Don’t get me wrong—you look hot. But different…”

There was something in his tone. A kind of… quiet admiration.

The realization sent a nervous flutter through me.

“Oh, don’t look so surprised,” he said, stepping closer. “You have to know what’s going on by now.”

I swallowed. “What do you mean?”

He tilted his head, giving me that same amused, teasing look I had seen a million times before—but this time, it felt charged. I remembered how mad he was on that drive home. Was he still mad? Did he want to get some sort of revenge on me for flirting with his cousin? “I mean, this.” He gestured toward me. “You’re making men lose their minds. And—okay, I’ll just admit it, because I’ve had a few drinks, and I don’t really care: You’re making me lose my mind.”

I didn’t know what to say to that.

He was joking. He had to be joking.

Right?

Before I could respond, his smirk faded. His expression turned more serious.

“Do you know about Preston yet, or no?” he said.

My stomach twisted. “What?”

Zach exhaled, running a hand through his hair. “I’ll take that as a no. Maybe I shouldn’t be saying anything… but fuck it.” He laughed, rolling his eyes. “You think this was all just random? That Carter just happened to need a fake girlfriend for the wedding?” He let out a low, humourless laugh. “No, baby doll. This was planned. You were planned.”

I stared at him, my pulse pounding. “That doesn’t make any sense.”

Zach’s gaze darkened. “Preston put all of this together. He’s the one who convinced me to take you to that family dinner. He’s the one who got Carter to bring you here tonight.”

My breath caught in my throat.

No. That couldn’t be true. It made no sense.

Zach stepped even closer, his voice dropping to a whisper. “He’s trying to turn you into his real girlfriend. He’s trying to get you some mileage as a chick. He thinks the more you go out as a girl, the more you’ll want to be a girl.” It sounded so absurd… but it was true: the more I went out as a girl, the more I liked being a girl.

My blood turned to ice.

“I don’t know how he came up with such a crazy idea,” Zach continued. “But he wanted you like this. He wanted to see you like this. And now?” He let out a slow exhale. “Now I think he wants to keep you like this.”

A cold shiver ran down my spine. Was I… groomed? Was I tricked into wanting to dress like a girl? No—that made no sense… did it?

My hands started shaking. I needed to get out of here.

I turned on my heel, pushing past him, my breath coming too fast. I barely registered the stunned expressions on the faces of the guests as I hurried through the crowd, my heels clicking against the old barn floor.

I didn’t stop until I was outside, until I was breathing in the cool evening air, my heart hammering against my ribs.

I felt sick.

Was any of it true?

I looked back at the venue, and there was Preston, standing at the door, staring at me, his skin white. He looked like he was going to call out to me—or maybe chase me. I didn’t want him anywhere near me.

If Zach’s story was true, then Preston was just… a disturbed individual. How could a person think like that? He wanted to get ‘mileage’ on me? He thought that the more he could get me to go out as a girl, the more I would actually start to become a girl… and the worst part was that he wasn’t wrong.
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The night air bit at my skin as I stood frozen outside the barn, my breath heavy, my mind spinning fast. I looked at Preston, standing in the doorway, his expression shattered, pale, desperate.

I took a step back.

"Don't," I said sharply. "Just—just stay there."

"Bella—" His voice cracked.

"Don't call me that!" I snapped. My whole body was shaking. In a short period of time, this man had managed to shatter my whole reality—my whole sense of identity.

Preston flinched but held his ground. His jaw tightened, and for a second, I thought he might actually listen and walk away. But then he exhaled and took a careful step toward me.

"You have to let me explain," he said.

I let out a small laugh. "Explain what? That you manipulated Zach and Carter? That you’ve been setting me up, pushing me into all of this because you wanted to make me into some… Build-A-Girlfriend?” I shook my head, my stomach twisting. "What kind of sick⁠—"

“—Stop." His voice was firm now. He took another step. "I didn’t do this the guys up to this to get you to dress up. That’s not what happened."

I crossed my arms, hugging myself, heart pounding. "Then what happened?"

Preston hesitated, glancing around like he wasn’t sure if he should say this out loud. Then, in a low voice, he said, "Zach lied to you."

“Lied about what?"

"Zach’s making me look like some kind of creep because he wants you for himself."

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

Preston took another step closer, voice softer now. "After his family dinner… after you convinced his family that you were really his girlfriend… Zach came to me. He confessed everything to me.”

I swallowed hard.

"He told me he had feelings for you," Preston continued, watching my reaction carefully. "He was all freaked out about it. He tried to get me to talk some sense into him. He kept saying it wasn’t right, that he wasn’t supposed to feel that way about you. But he did." He took a deep breath. "He was all freaked out. He asked if this meant that he was into guys… if he was crazy. And then… I admitted to him that, uh… I have feelings too.”

I felt like the ground was tilting beneath me. My vision was legitimately starting to blur.

Preston exhaled. "Then Carter came to me, asking if I thought you’d be willing to help him out at the wedding. He needed a date. And I thought… maybe it would help him too. The way you helped Zach. The way you helped me. And, uh… I thought you might like it. I thought it would be another chance for you to try it out… and see if you like it. It’s not at all like I thought you needed more ‘practice’ or anything like that. Really. I just wanted you to help him like you helped me.” His jaw trembled slightly. He was more nervous than me about all this. “I… have feelings for you,” he admitted.

My hands clenched. “Feelings?” I asked.

Preston’s cheeks turned pink. “When I handed you that rose the other day, and I saw your eyes twinkle, and you smiled. God—you were just so… beautiful.” His voice was suddenly raw, like he needed a glass of water. “I’d never seen a girl look like that… so innocent and pretty. You were nervous—but gorgeous. I started getting ideas in my head, and I wasn’t sure what to make of them. I hated myself. I thought I wasn’t worth anything. And then you smiled at me. You looked so beautiful and confident and kind, and you looked at me like I mattered." His eyes burned into mine. "I thought… maybe if I could, uh, give you more chances to be Bella, maybe it would stick—and then maybe…”

“Maybe what?” I asked. I took a shaky step back, feeling like I couldn’t breathe.

"Zach twisted it," Preston said, his voice now with a tinge of frustration. "He made it sound like I was trying to turn you into Bella against your will, when really… I just wanted you to see what I saw.”

"What we saw.” A new voice came from behind us.

I turned sharply.

Carter was standing there, face red.

He was standing near the side of the barn, hands in his pockets, his expression nervous—biting his lip and seemingly to hold back an awkward smile. I had no idea how long he’d been there.

"What do you mean we?" I asked, my throat tight.

Carter sighed, rubbing a hand over his jaw. “Uh, Preston showed me a picture of you. I guess he took it when you guys were at the park. And…” His face was dark red now. “You just looked so… pretty.”

I felt my stomach drop.

"I have to admit something. I, uh, didn’t just bring you here because I needed a date," Carter said, stepping closer. "I wanted to see you as a girl for myself. I mean—I’ve always liked spending time with you, as a guy, and the thought of you being a pretty girl…”

“You guys are insane,” I said.

I couldn’t move.

This wasn’t happening. This wasn’t real.

First Preston. Then Zach. Now Carter?

The air felt thin… too thin.

Carter let out a quiet chuckle, shaking his head like he couldn’t believe what he was saying. "I don’t know what it means, okay? I don’t know if it means that I like guys, or if I just like you. You don’t look like a guy to me. But damn—I mean, look at you. You’re the sexiest girl at the wedding, and there are sixty women in that hall. You’re different. You’re… pretty.”

“Okay. I got it,” I said, shaking my head so that he would stop. I was trembling all over. My nails dug into my arms.

Too much. It was too much.

"You—" My voice cracked. "You’re all insane."

Preston flinched. Carter’s expression darkened.

I turned and bolted.

I ran into the night, into the darkness, heels slipping against the grass. I didn’t know where I was going—I just knew I had to get away.

Because this wasn’t real.

This couldn’t be real.

Because if it was…

Then I had no idea who I even was anymore.

“I have to go,” I said, and I turned to leave. The men tried for a moment to chase after me, offering me a ride, begging me to hear ‘their side of the story’—but I didn’t want to hear anymore. I just wanted to get home so I could start to process all of this. I was fine taking the bus, even though it meant getting more looks from wide-eyed men.
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I spent the next few weeks alone.

Not in a sad, pitiful way. I needed the space.

I turned my phone off for the first few days, ignoring the messages and the missed calls. Preston, Zach, Carter—they all wanted to talk, to explain, to apologize. But I didn’t have the energy for any of them. Not yet.

I needed to figure out what I wanted.

I spent a lot of time in front of my mirror, staring at my reflection, trying to make sense of it all. Sometimes I saw Bentley, an awkward guy who never really fit in. Other times, I saw Bella—the bubbly, fun girl who could walk into a room and light it up in an instant.

The scary part was that the more I sat with it, the more I realized I didn’t have to choose. I had already chose, whether I was ready to accept it or not.

Bella wasn’t some character. She wasn’t a trick, a disguise, or a joke. She was just… me. And the more I thought about it, the more I realized she’d always been me. I’d just been hiding from her.

That didn’t mean I suddenly had everything figured out.

For a while, I thought accepting Bella meant choosing one of the guys, like this was some twisted fairytale where I had to pick a prince and ride off into the sunset. But the idea of committing to anyone right now made my stomach twist. Maybe Preston’s actions weren’t as despicable as I first thought they were; maybe there was something nice about how he found a way to give me more opportunities to explore my girly side… That didn’t mean I owed him my romantic interest.

The men were all waiting for an answer. But the truth was, I didn’t have one.

And for once in my life, I was okay with that. I was okay not having everything figured out.

So finally, after a long wait: one by one, I reached out.

I met up with Preston first, because I knew he needed closure. We sat at a coffee shop, and I let him talk. He apologized again: for making choices for me, for pushing me into things before I was ready. I forgave him, because I knew his heart was in the right place, even if his methods were messy.

Then, Zach. He looked miserable when I saw him, like he hadn’t been sleeping. I told him what I had told Preston—I wasn’t ready for anything serious. He nodded, but I could tell it stung. We sat in silence for a while before he finally said, “You know, if you ever need someone to walk you home at night, I’d still do it.” I could see the pain in his eyes, but I couldn’t let his pain be my problem. I didn’t owe him anything. In fact, he technically still owed me for what I did for him—and Preston too.

And Carter… I think Carter took it the hardest, which seemed weird, because I hardly spent fifteen real minutes with Carter as Bella.

I saw the way his jaw tightened when I told him I needed space. He nodded, said, “Yeah, no, that makes sense.” Then he ran his fingers through his hair and laughed a little, awkwardly, shaking his head. “I never even thought I’d be into someone like you. But… you changed something in me.”

I smiled. “I’ll see you around, Carter.”

After that, I moved on.

Not in a dramatic, drastic way. I didn’t wake up one morning with my whole life planned out—nothing like that. But I started doing little things—small changes that made me feel good.

I bought more clothes that made me feel like me. I started going out as Bella, not because someone needed me to, but because I wanted to. I found new friends, people who knew me as Bella first, people who didn’t see me as some nervous guy playing dress-up, but just… me.

I wasn’t in a rush to put a label on anything. I didn’t know if I was a girl full-time, or if I’d ever want to go back to being Bentley.

I didn’t know what was in my future. I don’t think I wanted to know what was in my future.

But I did know one thing:

For the first time in my life, I was excited to find out.

THE END


THE SUCCUBUS’ SISSY
A TALE OF RELUCTANT GENDER TRANSFORMATION



THE SUCCUBUS’ SISSY


Phil is a travelling contractor, specializing in remote, rural home renovations. His business model is somewhat unorthodox, but appealing to clients who want the work done fast: the client moves out while Phil moves in and works long sixteen hour days, sleeping on the site until the job is done.

He’s never had any issues before, even though he cuts the odd corner… until he takes on that old farmhouse. The farmhouse is different. Phil keeps hearing weird noises in the empty rooms, and his tools keep mysteriously vanishing, making the job take longer than it needs to.

At night, he can hear something—or someone—creeping around. One night, that mysterious entity gives Phil a warning: stop cutting corners, or pay the price.

Phil isn’t scared of ghosts, and he’s not going to let some spooky spectre bully him around. Though… maybe he would feel differently if he knew the entity wasn’t a ghost at all, but the demon niece of Satan, with the power to transform Phil into a woman with the snap of a finger.
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Ihad to keep reminding myself to breathe.

There’s no such thing as ghosts.

It was just an old house, and old houses make weird sounds. Sometimes old settling joists can sound like… giggling girls. Right? Okay—maybe that was a new one, but I kept telling myself that it was plausible.

I’d been in a lot of old houses. I’d seen picture frames fall off of walls before; there’s always an explanation for it. Sometimes the explanation isn’t entirely obvious straight away.

Old houses make weird sounds.

This old house was making particularly weird sounds.

And it wasn’t just sounds. I would leave a room, closing the door behind me, and then when I came back, the door would be open. I know what you’re thinking: old houses are draughty. A light breeze can open a door. And yes—there were some very strange (and sometimes powerful) draughts that would blow through that house… but none that could turn a goddamned doorknob.

The basement door really had me freaked out. I had to literally bodycheck it into the doorframe (I would get around to taking it off of its hinges and trimming it to properly fit the frame). I needed a literal pry-bar to pull it back open…

But sometimes, it would just open itself—and it happened once while I was standing in the kitchen, ten feet from the door.

I kept reminding myself to breathe. “Ghosts aren’t real,” I said softly under my breath, and then the old joists giggled at me again.

The money was good. I kept thinking of the money. It was a flat rate for the project: fifteen thousand dollars, not including materials and travel costs, and I was sure that I could do the work in under two weeks. Not a bad payday for a couple weeks in an old house.

I suppose I should take a moment to explain my business. I usually worked with a partner, but on smaller jobs like this one, I often opted to work alone. Plus, Brian, my business partner, was finishing up another job about four hours away, and we were due to start another big project in three weeks, so splitting up to tackle both jobs at once was kind of necessary.

I was a ‘travelling contractor’. I made my living travelling all over the province (and sometimes other provinces) to do jobs in small towns that didn’t have many (or any) contractors. I would have the homeowners move out, and I would move in for the duration of the project, so that I could work around the clock, sometimes going for sixteen hours straight. It was a business model that people liked—particularly people who wanted their projects finished fast.

I also had my own little mobile hardware store: a huge trailer that was filled with everything I could possibly need, from electrical and plumbing supplies to various woods, insulations, vapour barriers, and so on and so on. I very rarely had to go to a hardware store mid-project—and that made my process even more quick and efficient.

I would bring my own bedsheets and sleep in guest rooms—or in the homeowner’s bed if a guest room wasn’t available. I was often brought in to do large-scale renovations, sometimes living in a house for two or three months.

But this particular project wasn’t huge. The homeowner wanted a wall removed between the kitchen and living room. She wanted the layout of the extra bathroom upstairs changed around, with a door put onto the bedroom wall, making it into a ‘jack-and-jill’ bathroom. She wanted new baseboards, new trim, and she wanted the floors sanded and stained. It was very typical stuff: stuff I’d done hundreds of times before. The eastern exterior wall needed ripped off and re-shingled, with house wrap put on. Some walls needed insulation redone, which meant extra demolition, and drywall work. For a normal contractor, it would have been a two-month job. But the way I worked: long hours, no weekends, and tons of experience—I could do it in two weeks, no problem.

Now, I’d been in the house for two days… and I was way behind schedule. I guess my brain wasn’t functioning like normal, because I kept misplacing tools. One day, I spent nearly an hour looking for my table-saw. I kept a backup way in the back of my trailer, but I didn’t want to spend thirty minutes digging it out and hauling it into the house when I knew that I had a table saw in that house.

But where the hell did it go!?

How do you misplace an entire table saw?

After an hour of looking, I found it in the middle of the kitchen. I must have walked by it fifty times while looking for it… and somehow I didn’t notice it. Is that even possible?

It happened ten times with my skill saw. I would put it down, put up a stud, and then turn around and… I couldn’t find it. I would look for ten minutes before fetching another from my truck, and then I would return and bam: it would be right there, right where I left it.

It just kept happening. It happened with my driver, my drill, my chop-saw (which I kept out on the deck). I was starting to worry that I was going crazy.

And each time, I swear I could hear the damned joists giggling at me.

There’s no such thing as ghosts…

Sometimes I would feel things… like fingers grazing my back while I was sanding the corners of the floors. On the first night sleeping in that guest room, the blanket kept ‘sliding’ off of me, onto the floor. Sometimes I could almost feel it being ‘pulled’, but I convinced myself that it was just the wind…

On my first morning in the house, I came downstairs to find the kitchen table turned upside down, with the chairs all pushed to the corners of the room. I know that I didn’t leave them like that…

Okay—it was starting to seem like maybe there were… ghosts.

But I was a professional, and I was determined to finish that job and collect my pay. I wasn’t going to let some ghost scare me away…

And by ghost, I mean, of course, some creaky old house paired with some heightened nerves. The real issue was lack of sleep; the old mattress in the guest room was rough—and the room was draughty (hence the blanket sliding off of me, I’m sure). I’d slept three nights in that bed, and maybe logged a total of six hours of sleep in those three nights combined. That lack of sleep would explain my forgetfulness. Ah-ha! See? There’s always an explanation.

Because there’s no such thing as ghosts.

Now, I was looking at the floor of the master bedroom: wide planks that the owner wanted refinished. I tried to sell him on the idea of putting down some thin plywood and then a vinyl product that would hold up better and look a bit more modern, but she insisted on preserving those old farmhouse floors. “Just so you know, dirt and crumbs will always be falling between these cracks,” I told her. “And fleas love living in cracks like these. Something like LVP would be really nice in here.”

“I don’t want to change much,” she told me, and she almost looked nervous while she said it. “Small changes. That’s all I’ve been given the okay to do.”

To be honest, I thought that it was a weird comment, but I didn’t think too much into it. I figured that she was working with a bank loan or something, and the bank had told her she could only do certain upgrades. I don’t know—it’s none of my business. “Okay, fine,” I said. “We’ll just refinish the existing floors upstairs.”

So that’s what I was doing now, running that old commercial sander. I had my ear and eye protection on, with a mask on my face so that dust-form old varnish wouldn’t get into my lungs. I pushed and pulled that heavy machine around for two hours, and then I stopped for a break. I let the dust settle before deciding if I needed to do another pass.

I ran the shop-vac, sucking up all of that settled flooring dust⁠—

And that’s when my heart stopped. I’d sanded away that dark-tinted varnish, and I’d revealed a large pentagram. It was done with a dark red—almost brownish—stain, with spatter all over the place. I’ll just say it: it looked like blood. “Holy shit,” I said. I’d seen a lot of weird stuff in my years… but nothing like that.

Now, I was feeling very nervous. I heard the floor joists ‘giggling’ again.

There’s no such thing as ghosts… or demons.

I’d never tapped out of a job before, but I was damn-close now. This place just… gave me the creeps. I didn’t want to stick around to see what the hell was going to happen next…

But if I could get my shit together, then I could finish this job in about twelve more days. I just had to focus. I couldn’t let the spooky noises scare me away from fifteen thousand dollars.

I was going to finish that job.

I worked until 8:00 PM that night. I would have worked longer, but the sun was down and the power unexpectedly went out. I called the power company hotline to get an estimate on when it would be back up, and they said, “It says your property is still receiving power. The issue doesn’t appear to be on our end.”

So I went down to the panel. I should mention that this had happened the night before as well—and the night before that, right when I arrived. It was like the house didn’t want me working past dark. I tried flipping breakers, but nothing changed. I knew that I just had to wait until morning, when the rising sun would ‘magically’ make the power come back on.

And that meant sleeping in the dark… again… in that spooky house full of strange sounds.
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Iwoke up to the sound of something scraping against the floorboards.

My heart hammered in my chest, and I forced myself to stay still, listening. It wasn’t the usual creaks or settling sounds. No, this was deliberate: slow and rhythmic, like something being dragged through the house.

I reached for my phone on the nightstand, only to find it wasn’t there. Confused, I turned over, patting around in the dark. I was sure I’d left it plugged in beside me—hoping the power would come on to charge it (it was at 10% when I went down).

Then, the scraping sound stopped.

I held my breath, my ears straining for anything else.

Silence.

I exhaled slowly and sat up, my feet hitting the cold floorboards. It took me a second to notice that my blanket was gone. I stood up and fumbled around in the dark, trying to find it. When my hand finally brushed fabric, it wasn’t where I expected it to be—it was halfway across the room, in a crumpled heap near the door.

Okay. Maybe I kicked it off in my sleep. Maybe the wind from the draughty window had done it. Maybe⁠—

A loud knock from downstairs made me jump. “Jesus,” I gasped. I hated the hell out of this house. I really, really hated it.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. I wanted to believe it was the wind rattling a loose shutter, but the knock had been too firm, too solid. Someone—or something—had knocked.

There’s no such thing as ghosts. There’s no such thing as ghosts.

I hesitated before moving to the window. It was still dark outside. My truck sat where I left it, the long dirt driveway stretching off into nothingness. 400-meter driveway, I think it was. Imagine that snowplough bill.

There were no other vehicles, no signs of life. The nearest neighbour was over a mile away, and the nearest town? Twenty-five miles. I was alone out here.

Or at least, I should’ve been.

Another knock, this time softer.

I grabbed my phone from where it had somehow ended up on top of the dresser and checked the time. 4:47 AM. No notifications. No messages. My hand hovered over Brian’s contact, but I hesitated. If I called him now, he’d think I was losing my mind. Maybe I was.

He probably wouldn’t answer anyway.

I forced myself to move toward the bedroom door, cracked it open, and listened. Nothing. The house was dead silent. Swallowing my nerves, I stepped into the hall, flicked on my flashlight, and started toward the stairs. The lump in my throat was about the size of a tennis ball now.

Then I saw it.

The front door was wide open.

My stomach dropped. I had locked that door. I was sure of it.

I swept the flashlight across the entryway, half-expecting to see something—someone—standing there. But the porch was empty, and beyond that, the dirt road stretched into the darkness. I crept forward, reached for the door, and hesitated before shutting it. The air outside was still: No wind, no movement. Gusts just don’t come out of nowhere and blow goddamned doors open.

I locked the door—double-checked it—then went back upstairs. But I didn’t sleep after that. I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, listening to the house breathe—and occasionally giggle—around me.

By morning, I convinced myself it had to be the wind. Maybe I’d forgotten to lock the door. Maybe I was just overtired. Whatever the case, I had a job to do, and I wasn’t going to let a few spooky noises and misplaced tools stop me from earning fifteen grand.

I grabbed my phone and called Brian. He picked up after a couple rings, his voice still half-asleep, even though he was supposed to be on the job already.

“Phil? You good?” he asked.

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. “Yeah, man. Just checking in. Seeing, uh, if you’re still on target and whatnot.”

“Checking in?” There was a rustling sound, like he was sitting up. “I can’t remember the last time you checked in on me.” He chuckled. “You sure everything’s alright?”

I hesitated. I didn’t want to sound crazy. “It’s fine. Just—this place is weird. I’m excited to be done here.”

Brian grunted. “Weird how? Like bad wiring and shoddy framing weird, or ‘I think I’m gonna get murdered by ghosts weird?”

“The second one,” I muttered. I felt like an idiot admitting it—but I felt like I needed to tell someone.

Brian laughed, but when I didn’t join in, his tone sobered. “Wait, seriously?”

I ran a hand over my face. “Look, I know it sounds kooky. But things keep moving around. I keep losing tools, my blanket got pulled off me last night, and the front door opened, and there’s this big pentagram on the floor in the bedroom, and I swear the walls are laughing—” I stopped myself, suddenly embarrassed. “Forget it. I’m just sleep-deprived. This place is old and draughty and shitty. I’ll be fine.”

Brian was quiet for a moment. “You want me to come up there? We can bang it out faster and then come back here and finish this one.”

“No,” I said quickly. “You’ve got your job. I’ll get through this one.”

“You sure? You sound⁠—”

“—I’m fine,” I interrupted. “It’s just a house. I’ve been in worse.” That was a lie. I hated this house more than any I’d ever been in before.

“Alright,” Brian said, though he didn’t sound so convinced. “Call me if you change your mind.”

I promised I would and hung up. Then, I got to work.

The rest of my day was spent sanding floors, cutting trim, and installing trim. I tried to focus, but every now and then, I’d catch movement out of the corner of my eye: just a flicker, something darting past a doorway or shifting in a reflection.

Once, while kneeling to install a baseboard, I looked up and I swear that I saw someone standing in the hallway: a woman with dark hair and a short dress. But when I blinked, she was gone.

I was getting in my own head. That had to be it. I needed to get this job done and get the hell out of there.

By nightfall, I was exhausted. I made myself a sandwich in the dim glow of my work light—since, surprise surprise, the power had cut out again at 8:00 PM—and sat at the kitchen table, my back to the room. This time, I didn’t even bother calling the power company; I already knew their answer. At some point, I would have to address this power issue, because I couldn’t in good conscience turn the house back over to the homeowner knowing that there was a serious power malfunction killing the power for ten hours every day.

I heard a soft rustling behind me.

I turned my head slowly, expecting nothing. Expecting my imagination to be running wild.

But there she was.

A woman, standing in the hallway just beyond the kitchen. She was breathtakingly beautiful: dark hair cascading over her shoulders, pale-reddish skin almost glowing in that dim overcast daylight that was coming in through the sheer curtains. She wasn’t dressed like some stereotypical ghost; she wasn’t wearing some long flowy 1800s night-dress. Instead, she was wearing a skintight bodysuit with a teeny-tiny miniskirt. She had fishnet stockings on, and her titties were practically bulging out of her outfit.

Her eyes met mine, and for a split second, I was frozen. Not with fear—no, it was something else.

I was mesmerized by her. I could feel my jaw opening. I was stunned by her beauty

Then she moved. Not walked, but moved. She just… floated with a grin on her face, not even facing the direction she was moving. She was suddenly in the next room, and then a moment later, she just floated through a wall and was gone entirely.

I shot up from my chair, my breath suddenly fast. My head rushed with questions… and doubts.

I had seen her. I was sure of it.

Ghosts are definitely real, and I had just seen one with my own eyes.

Now… most people would see a ghost and go running. Most people don’t want to be within ten miles of any sort of spectre—but that’s not at all how I felt in the moment. After seeing that gorgeous female figure… I just wanted to see her again.

Maybe it was the fact that I hadn’t really seen a real woman in months. I’d been going job to job, rural area to rural area. Living in those homes, I rarely saw anyone, unless I was making a rare trip to a hardware store, or pulling into a McDonald’s drive-thru for a quick bite to eat between.

So I wandered through the house. I was looking for her. I wanted to find her. I wanted to see her again.

I looked in every room, but now, the house was silent and still… maybe for the first time since I started working there. “Hello?” I called out. “Where did you go?”

It was a weird sensation, not feeling afraid of her… You hear about people seeing ghosts and then becoming paralyzed with fear, but this was the opposite. I was… excited. I started brewing up fantasies in my mind—like that movie, Ghost, but with the roles reversed.

I couldn’t stop thinking about how pretty she was…

But she was gone. The house was quiet.

I worked for the next six hours straight, and nothing weird happened. It was some much-needed quiet… but now I just wanted to see her again. Every little creak had me spinning around. I kept calling out, “Hello?” But she never came back.
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As the hours ticked by, I worked with a new kind of energy. Every sound in the house had me looking over my shoulder, half-hoping, half-expecting to see her again. But the house remained still. No movement. No giggling floor joists.

Just silence.

I had sanded down the rest of the master bedroom floor and applied the first coat of stain by the time the power cut out. Right on cue—just like the last few nights. I sighed, rubbing my temples as I reached for my phone. The battery was low—just ten percent left. Great. I should have charged it while I still had power; I needed to remember that for tomorrow.

I flicked on the flashlight and made my way down to the breaker panel. Same routine as before. Flip some breakers, pretend like it’ll do anything, then resign myself to the fact that the house (or better yet, the ghost living in it) had a mind of its own.

I trudged back upstairs, my footsteps echoing in the quiet house. It was past midnight and exhaustion was creeping in. I needed sleep.

After seeing that feminine spirit, my nerves were strangely calm. There was something almost… comforting about her presence. I wasn’t being haunted by some freak Hell’s Angels ghost, but some banging-hot young woman ghost.

Or maybe I was just losing my mind.

I didn’t hesitate as I climbed into bed. The wind outside howled softly, rattling the old windows. I pulled the blanket up to my chest, half-expecting it to slide off again.

But nothing happened.

Sleep came quickly.

Then, in the middle of the night, something pulled me back to consciousness.

A voice: Soft. Sweet. Melodic.

My eyes fluttered open, heart immediately pounding in my chest. It was distant, like a lullaby floating through the house. A woman’s voice, singing. Not words—just a hum, some unfamiliar tune that sent shivers up my spine. Floorboards don’t sing like that. Someone was singing.

I sat up slowly, straining to hear. It was coming from somewhere downstairs.

I threw off the blanket and grabbed my phone. Five percent battery. I flicked on the flashlight and stepped into the hallway, the dim light barely illuminating the floorboards ahead of me.

The singing continued, drawing me closer. I followed the sound down the stairs, moving carefully.

I reached the bottom step and the voice grew clearer.

She was in the house.

I could hear it—but I could feel it too.

I turned toward the sound, my heart rate increasing. The singing was coming from the dining room. My pulse thudded in my ears as I stepped forward, my fingers tightening around the phone in my hand—almost crushing it. I was terrified, but the excitement of seeing her again had me carrying on, pushing through that fear.

The doorway loomed ahead, shrouded in darkness.

I swallowed hard and stepped through.

And there she was, perched up on the windowsill, looking out at the field, which was barely lit by a sliver of moon. She turned her head slowly to look at me.

For a moment, I considered the possibility that she was a real, living person who had snuck into the house to play some sort of game with me—but then I caught a glimmer in her eye, and noticed that her irises were red. Not just ‘reddish’, but full-blown blood-red, almost glowing in a vampire kind of way. She smiled, perfectly calm, staring into my eyes. “You weren’t supposed to use that floor stain.”

It wasn’t what I expected her to say. “W—What?” I managed to say once the shock wore off.

“You were supposed to match the original stain, Phil,” she said. Her using my name sent a particularly cold shiver down my spine… but she was smiling. She didn’t look mad. It seemed like she was teasing me.

“I went with a slightly different shade,” I said, lips feeling suddenly dry. “People don’t really do that super-orange tone anymore. I just went with something a bit more contemporary.”

She shook her head, tsking at me. “I didn’t approve of that, Phil. The homeowner was very clear with you about what you were and weren’t allowed to do.” She was staring right into my eyes.

I wondered if I was dreaming. Surely this was a dream.

I looked down her long fishnet-clad legs. I couldn’t help but look up at her bulging chest.

“See something you like, Phil?” she asked.

I cleared my throat. “Sorry. I—uh, you’re a very pretty ghost.”

She started laughing. “I’m not a ghost. I was never a person and I never died.”

A chill ran down my spine. “So, uh, what are you?” I don’t know why I felt so calm. There was something about her whole ‘vibe’. Her aura was just so weirdly relaxing.

“I’m technically Satan’s niece,” she said. “Step-niece—but I won’t bother explaining the whole family tree to you. None of that matter right now. What matters is that you used the wrong stain, and now you need to fix it. Tomorrow, you need to sand down that whole floor again, and then you can stain it properly: the colour that it was. And moving forward, if you make any changes that weren’t approved by me, you will pay a price. Got it?”

I stared at her, trying to process what I had just heard. Satan’s niece? Step-niece? What did that even mean?

She sat there on the windowsill, gazing out at the field like we were just two normal people having a casual conversation, like she hadn’t just told me she was some kind of hell-spawn.

“I… I don’t understand,” I finally said.

She turned back to me, grinning. “What’s not to understand? I’m not a ghost, I was never human, I’m a demon, and I’m here because you messed up the floor stain.”

It was such a weird thing to focus on. Out of everything she could be mad about—the stain? Really? Not the fact that I was living here? Not that I was working in this house and tearing down walls?

“You’re joking,” I said, narrowing my eyes at her. “This is some kind of prank, right?”

She laughed: a light, almost musical sound that sent chills up my spine. “Oh, Philly,” she said, shaking her head. “I don’t joke. Well, okay, I do, but not about this.” Her giggle was bubbly and cute—not what you would expect from Satan’s niece.

I swallowed hard, my fingers tightening around my phone. “And what happens if I don’t fix the stain?”

Her smile widened, but there was something in her eyes—something sharp. “You probably don’t want to find out.”

A cold wave of fear rushed through me. I could feel it now, something beneath her beauty: an unnatural presence, something ancient and dangerous lurking inside of her. And now, I could see the reddish tint of her skin that made her look distinctly… inhuman.

My instincts were screaming at me to run, but my legs wouldn’t move. Okay, the excitement was gone now. Now, I was terrified.

“I don’t get it,” I muttered. “Why do you even care about the floor?”

She sighed, tilting her head. “It’s not about the floor, Phil. It’s about respect. I permitted certain changes. The homeowner paid the price for those changes. You don’t just get to waltz in here and start changing things without approval.”

“But the owner⁠—”

“I don’t care what the owner wants.” Her voice was still light, still playful, but there was a weight behind it now. “I care about what I want.”

I exhaled slowly, trying to keep my voice steady. “Fine. I’ll fix it.” I said it through clenched teeth.

She clapped her hands together, beaming. “See? That wasn’t so hard.”

A silence settled between us. I shifted on my feet. “So… uh, what now?”

She slid off the windowsill, landing soundlessly on the floor. Her movements were eerily smooth, too fluid to be natural. “Now? You go back to bed. Get some rest. You have a long day of sanding ahead of you.”

The shadows around her seemed to darken, stretching outward, swallowing her form. Within seconds, she was gone. Just like that. No flicker, no sound. Just gone.

I stood there, staring at the empty space where she had been. My heart was pounding, my palms clammy. My brain was scrambling to make sense of what had just happened.

Then, suddenly⁠—

It was morning.

I was in bed, sunlight streaming through the cracked blinds. My blanket was pulled up to my chest, just how I had left it when I fell asleep. My phone sat on the nightstand, battery completely dead.

I blinked up at the ceiling, my mind sluggish.

Had that really happened?

No. No, it couldn’t have. It was too weird. Too vivid. I must’ve dreamt it. Maybe I had been thinking too much about the ghost woman, and my brain had cooked up some bizarre fantasy while I slept. That made sense. That had to be it.

I let out a breath and rubbed my face. Just a dream. A crazy, insane dream.

I threw off the blanket and sat up. My body felt normal—no lingering chills, no signs that anything unnatural had actually occurred. I chuckled to myself, shaking my head.

I stood up, stretching, and made my way to the bathroom. Just as I reached for the faucet, something caught my eye.

A single dark smudge on my forearm.

A stain.

Floor stain.
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Was it real or was it a dream? Maybe the whole previous day was a dream. Of course it was a dream. There’s no way in hell that I saw some hot chick floating around the house. There’s no way that same babe got pissed at me for using a floor tone that was hardly two tints different from what the homeowner told me to use.

It was all just too absurd to be real—so of course it wasn’t real.

And maybe the past three days had been a dream or some tired hallucination. Maybe that pentagram had never really been there; I should have taken a photo of it before I sanded it away.

I laughed—feeling embarrassed that I ever thought it could have been real. I fetched the polyurethane from my trailer so that I could seal in that stain in the master bedroom. I lugged that heavy bucket up the stairs and let it down with a thud. I gazed around the quiet house.

I remembered her threat when I asked what would happen if I didn’t fix the stain: “You don’t want to find out,” she had told me.

And what did that even mean? It was so vague…

And also a dream. It was a dream. Why was I stressing out over some dream?

I carefully pried the lid off of the polyurethane bucket. It was a thick product—the nice stuff—and would go on in two coats, sealing that stain in for the next twenty years. Sanding it away would be a real pain in the ass: a full day of work, for sure. But… if I sanded the stain now, it would only take a few hours.

Maybe I needed to just sand the stain and re-stain it. I would lose half a day of work, but it was better than losing a couple days of work.

I laughed nervously. Why was I letting some dreamt-up demon scare me? I had to carry on. I had to finish that job. I got ready to pour down that shimmering clear coat…

But then I paused.

What if it was real? What if I was about to piss off some demon?

I looked around the quiet house. Why weren’t the walls giggling today? Was that all a dream too?

I set the stir stick down and took a slow step back from the polyurethane bucket. My hand hovered over the lid, ready to snap it shut, but I hesitated.

This was ridiculous.

I was hesitating because of a dream. A dream.

I exhaled sharply and shook my head, half-laughing at myself. I’d spent too many nights alone in this old house, letting my exhaustion play tricks on me. The power going out, the strange noises, the visions—it was all surely just my brain messing with me.

Still… I couldn’t bring myself to pour that polyurethane.

Not yet.

Instead, I closed the bucket and stood up. Maybe I just needed some time to clear my head. I’d work on another part of the house for a while—focus on something else. When I came back, I’d realize how dumb I was being, crack that bucket back open, and finish the job like a sane person.

I grabbed my tools and headed downstairs.

The house stayed silent.

No eerie giggles from the walls. No weird power cuts. No whispers sneaking through the floorboards. It was just a normal, empty house. I worked in the kitchen, sanding down the cabinets, and nothing happened. I replaced a section of baseboard trim, and nothing happened. I even turned on the radio and let it play for hours—no sudden static, no creepy interruptions, just an endless stream of Q-103 classic rock.

By lunchtime, I felt like an idiot for even thinking twice about the polyurethane.

By late afternoon, I was convinced that the entire week had been a mix of exhaustion and an overactive imagination. I had watched The Amityville Horror on TV a couple weeks earlier… maybe that was a mistake given my line of work.

By nightfall, I was completely sure I was being crazy.

It had all been a dream.

I took a long shower, let the hot water wash away the dust from another long day, and climbed into bed feeling better than I had in days.

And then, just as I was drifting off to sleep⁠—

“You didn’t sand it.”

My eyes snapped open.

The voice was right next to my bed.

I turned my head slowly, pulse thudding against my ribcage, and there she was, sitting on the edge of the mattress with a teasing grin on her face. Her red eyes shimmered in the dark, glowing faintly—a reddish glint, reflecting the reddened moonlight coming in through the window.

I tried to swallow, but my throat was dry. “Oh. Uh. Hey.”

She stared at me, unblinking. “You didn’t sand it. I told you to sand it, and you didn’t sand it.”

I let out a shaky laugh. “Look, uh—what was your name again?”

She arched a brow. “I didn’t tell you my name.”

“Oh. Right.” I cleared my throat, shifting under the blankets. “Okay, so, uh—listen. I just figured, you know, I was probably dreaming the whole thing. And, uh, since I’m dreaming right now, this is sort of proving my point.”

Her head tilted slightly, that playful smirk creeping onto her lips. “You think you’re dreaming?”

“Well, yeah.” I shrugged. “I mean, no offence, but Satan’s step-niece showing up to yell at me about wood stain? That’s gotta be a dream—or an SNL skit at best. And—again, no offence—but you aren’t exactly scary. You look like my old boss’s daughter. She would come by the job site from time to time, trying to pick up construction guys to make her dad angry, and⁠—”

“—Please shut up,” she hissed.

A silence filled the room.

She let out a soft chuckle, running a hand up my arm, her fingers cool against my skin. “You’re cute, Phil. You’re really cute. I think you could be cuter though—but you’re cute: lots of potential.”

I blinked. “Uh. Thanks?”

Her grip suddenly tightened.

I gasped, feeling my entire arm go numb. A sharp, freezing pain spread from where she touched me, shooting up through my shoulder like a thousand tiny needles.

I tried to yank my arm back, but I couldn’t move.

Her smile widened, revealing teeth that were just a little too sharp.

“You think this is a dream, huh?” she asked, her voice still soft, still teasing. But there was something beneath it now—something sharp and dangerous.

I opened my mouth, but no sound came out.

She leaned in close, her lips right next to my ear. “Then wake up, Phil.”

The room shifted.

The walls seemed to pulse, the air thickening like I was sinking into something I couldn’t escape. My vision blurred, the edges of reality warping, twisting. A deep, suffocating pressure wrapped around my chest, squeezing the breath from my lungs.

Wake up.

Wake up.

Wake up.

And then⁠—

Darkness.
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Irose slowly from my bed. Once again, it was morning—and it was late into the morning. My phone was dead and I’d never been one to wear a watch, so I didn’t have a way of knowing exactly what time it was, but the sun was high enough that it wasn’t blasting through the sheer curtains, and it was already hot as if the sunshine had been heating up the house for a few hours.

It was another dream: another weird dream that ended abruptly. The demon had, once again, done nothing, proving that she wasn’t real. The house was the same. Everything was as I’d left it… except that my clothes were gone.

My suitcase wasn’t by the door where I had left it—though maybe I had moved it and I just couldn’t remember moving it. Surely that was the case. There’s always an explanation.

Wearing nothing but my boxers and a t-shirt, I went down to the kitchen to make a coffee. I could find my clothes later. Now, I just needed something to wake me up. There’s something about a bad dream that just sucks the energy out of you, even if you sleep for eight or ten hours. A particularly nasty dream can make it feel like you got no sleep whatsoever.

I drank a bitter mug of hot, slightly-burnt coffee. It felt good, to be honest. Then, I went on the hunt for my work clothes.

I stepped carefully, barefoot, knowing that there were nails and screws scattered about. I felt strangely light on my feet—especially going up the stairs. Maybe it was the full night’s sleep or the strong caffeine. I felt strangely… graceful.

I looked in the laundry room. I remembered doing a load the morning before—maybe I had lugged my whole suitcase into there.

No suitcase.

I looked in the other bedrooms; maybe I had put it somewhere so… it wouldn’t get dusty? I don’t know. It had to be somewhere.

I looked in closets that I’d never looked in before. I found a whole wardrobe of women’s clothing: dainty little outfits. I didn’t realize the homeowner had a daughter—or any family members other than herself.

I looked everywhere for that suitcase, but it was gone. A tingle crept down my spine… Maybe the demon was playing tricks on me again. Maybe this was my ‘punishment’ for not sanding the floors.

I chuckled under my breath, though what came out sounded more like a girly giggle. I blushed. If she was real, and this was the best she could do… then she really wasn’t very powerful. I could work in boxers and a T-shirt; I didn’t care. I would just have to be extra careful not to step on a nail.

It was hardly an inconvenience.

I heard a sound: tires on gravel. I walked over to the master bedroom window and peered out to see a blue sedan pulling up to the house. An older man stepped out and peered around. Maybe a neighbour. A contractor from another job? Possibly. But why show up unannounced? The homeowner didn’t mention anyone stopping by.

I ran a hand through my hair—except something felt… off.

My hair was longer than I remembered. A lot longer. My fingers got caught in it, and I tugged at the strands, feeling their unfamiliar length brush against my shoulders. My stomach twisted.

What the hell?

I turned toward the mirror leaning against the wall. It was a full-length antique, its glass warped with age. I reached out and wiped the dust off of the mirror.

And then I saw her…

Me.

But not me.

A girl stared back at me—small, delicate, unfamiliar, but with most of my features. Large, wide-set eyes. Soft lips. My jawline, which had once been relatively square and masculine, had softened into something almost doll-like. My shoulders were narrower. My arms were slim. My hands were tiny. That T-shirt looked four sizes too big, and the boxers were almost knee-length shorts on my tiny frame.

I looked down at myself, at the way my t-shirt hung loose over a body that wasn’t mine. My legs were smooth, toned but dainty. I reached up, touched my face, ran my hands over my neck—my Adam’s apple was gone.

I wasn’t me.

A cold sweat broke out across my skin. My breath quickened.

I was still dreaming. I had to be dreaming.

I slapped myself across the face. Hard. “Ouch!”

Pain shot through my cheek.

I gasped, stumbling back a step. My heart pounded.

No, no, no.

This wasn’t happening. This was impossible.

Outside, the car door slammed shut. Footsteps crunched against the gravel. The man was heading toward the front porch.

Panic flared in my chest.

I bolted to the bathroom, flicking on the light. My reflection there was even clearer, even worse. I lifted up my shirt, hoping to see my normal self underneath. But I was… petite. I was feminine. I had small perky tits and fat puffy nipples. I gently cupped them, and they felt real. “What the fuck?” I said, and I heard the soft tone of my voice—not my own voice, but the voice of some chick.

I gripped the counter, my knuckles white. “Wake up,” I whispered. “Wake up, wake up, wake up.”

Nothing changed.

I heard the heavy knock at the door.

Shit.

I stumbled back into the bedroom, my brain scrambling for answers. What was happening to me? I pulled that shirt back onto my body to cover up the titties, like I could pull myself back into my old body. But I was drowning in fabric—the shirt was way too damn big, falling past my waist like a dress.

Another knock. Louder this time.

“Hello?” A deep voice called through the house.

I flinched.

I was not answering that door. No way in hell.

I crouched beside the bed, gripping my head, my breathing ragged. This wasn’t real. This wasn’t real.

The door creaked open.

He let himself in. Are you fucking serious? Goddamned small-town hillbillies and their inability to understand privacy!

“Hello?” the voice called again, closer this time. A man’s voice—gruff, authoritative. He sounded older.

I swallowed hard, pressing myself against the side of the bed, heart hammering.

Footsteps echoed against the floorboards. He was looking for someone. I wanted to call out to him to tell him that the homeowner was out.

Then, after a few seconds of tense silence, the voice came again, closer than before.

“…Phil?”

I froze.

I turned my head just as he stepped into the doorway.

His gaze landed on me—on the small, fragile-looking girl crouched in an oversized t-shirt and boxers, wide-eyed and shaking like a feral cat spending its first night at the pound.

His brows furrowed, confusion flashing across his face.

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

I wanted to scream. I wanted to wake up.

But I wasn’t waking up.

“I’m sorry,” he said finally. “I’m looking for Phil. He’s working on the house here. Or—he’s supposed to be.”

I just stared at him, wishing this weird nightmare would come to a sudden end.

“Do you know him?”

I opened my mouth. I had to say something. The way he found me hiding—he would surely assume that I was some squatter and he would call the cops to have me thrown out. “I—I’m his… sister,” I said.

“Oh,” he said. “Is he around?”

“He went into town to… get some supplies from the hardware store.”

“Ah,” he said, shaking his head. “I was just there. I wish I would have known he needed something.” Then, he revealed a bucket of paint. “Kathy tried calling, apparently—the homeowner. She made a decision on paint colour for the living room. She couldn’t get through to Phil, so she sent me to the store to buy the paint. Here it is.” He set it down, looking at me awkwardly, like a man who had just awkwardly walked in on some couple having sex. “Kathy also asked me to take a gander through the house to see how things are going.”

“G—Go ahead,” I said.

He smiled and then turned away, looking a bit suspicious.

My heart was still throttling violently against my ribcage. Why was this happening? What happened to my proper body? How could I get it back?

I stayed crouched there, frozen, as the man walked off. His footsteps echoed through the house as he wandered room to room, humming to himself like he wasn’t standing in the middle of my absolute nightmare. I wondered if he was texting Kathy, telling her that Phil was gone and some strange woman was squatting in the guest room. I told Kathy (and all of my clients) that I would be in the house constantly until the job was done. If someone came back in a couple of hours to check again, and I still wasn’t around, then there was going to be a real problem.

My skin crawled. My heart wouldn’t slow down.

But I wasn’t quite so worried about the job at this point. Now, I was worried about my body.

What the hell had happened to me?

I forced myself to stand, my legs unsteady beneath me. My limbs felt alien: lighter, smaller, weaker. My balance felt different. Even the air against my skin felt wrong. I kept tugging at my shirt, as if that would somehow make me feel normal again.

In the distance, I heard the guy finishing up his little tour of the house. A moment later, he returned to the doorway.

“Well,” he said, giving me one last once-over, like he still wasn’t sure if I was supposed to be here. “Tell Phil I stopped by, alright?”

I nodded stiffly. “Yeah. Sure.”

“And, uh, what was your name? In case Kathy asks.”

“Jessica,” I said quickly, grabbing at the first female name that came into my mind.

He smiled. He hesitated, like he wanted to ask another question but decided against it. Then, with a small, awkward wave, he turned and let himself out.

The front door shut with a solid thunk.

I let out a slow, shaky breath, and then, as soon as I was sure he was gone, I whipped my head toward the empty house.

“Alright,” I hissed. “Very funny. You got me. Come on out! I’m over this. Show yourself.”

Silence.

I swallowed. My throat felt tight.

“Hey!” I shouted this time. “I know you’re here somewhere! You did this, didn’t you? You’re screwing with me! You’ve had your laugh. Now turn me back and I’ll go sand that floor for you.”

Nothing.

Not a whisper. Not a giggle. Not a single floating, teasing, half-naked demon woman.

The house just sat there, quiet.

I backed up, gripping my own arms, feeling the unsettling smoothness of my skin. My pulse was a jackhammer against my ribcage. This had to be her doing. I’d pissed her off. I hadn’t sanded the stain. And now, somehow, this was my punishment?

“No, no, no…” I muttered, pressing my palms against my forehead. My body didn’t even smell right. It smelled clean, soft, faintly floral—like I was wearing perfume.

This was a dream.

I had to wake up.

That was it: this was just another dream. Just a nasty, horrible, vivid-as-hell nightmare. If I could just shock myself awake, I’d snap back into my normal body.

The bathroom.

I nearly tripped over my own feet as I stumbled toward it, still not used to how light I felt. My fingers fumbled with the faucet. I cranked it all the way to cold.

A second later, freezing water blasted against my bare arms.

I sucked in a breath, my teeth clenching.

Not enough.

I pulled my shirt over my head, let my boxers fall, and stepped into the icy stream, gasping as it hit me like a bucket of ice.

It was miserable. My skin pebbled instantly, and my body curled in on itself against the chill. But I forced myself to stand there, shivering, waiting. The cold water made my puffy nipples rock-hard—erect. They were so insanely sensitive.

Any second now. Any second. I’d wake up. I’d be back to normal.

…Right?

Minutes passed. I was starting to get used to the frigid ice-water. Why wasn’t it waking me up? When would this nightmare end?

Nothing was changing.

I was still standing there, small and shivering. Still trapped in this wrong, tiny body. My titties were tingling now—maybe a reaction to the cold; I was used to feeling something like that with my cock… but this was different.

And speaking of my cock… I looked down and blushed.

There was no cock: just a little… slit. My cock was gone; now, I had a pussy. I ran my fingers over the length of the slit. I bit my lip. Just out of curiosity, I gently wriggled a fingertip into the hole. I felt my ‘lips’ clench around the finger slightly: my first ‘kegel’. It was a weird feeling. I retracted my finger, turning red all over despite the ice water.

My stomach dropped.

Nothing was waking me up… because I wasn’t sleeping.

This wasn’t a dream.

This was real.

I let out a breath—and a sob, and then a curse—before shutting off the water. I was still dripping, still shaking when I stumbled out of the shower and yanked a towel from the rack.

My fingers were trembling as I rubbed myself dry. I was hoping—praying—that at least my clothes would still be there.

I turned back toward the spot where I’d left them.

Nothing.

My shirt. My boxers. Gone.

I froze. My breath caught in my throat.

I spun, searching the tiny bathroom, searching the entire damn house, but my clothes were nowhere to be found.

I was cold. The towel helped a bit… but I needed more. I couldn’t just be naked all day. “Please,” I called out to the demon. “You made your point! I should have listened to you! Now make me normal again so I can finish your house!”

I needed clothes. I kept catching my own naked reflection: my girly figure… my perky boobs. I hated it. I needed clothes.

The closet.

The one full of dainty little dresses and tiny skirts. Was that all there was for me? Did she put them there for me?

My gut twisted.

No. No way. I wasn’t doing this.

Barefoot, I stalked through the house, checking the laundry room, checking the hall, checking every goddamn room. But there was nothing. No spare work clothes. No extra shirts. Nothing but that damned closet full of women’s clothes.

I clenched my teeth.

She was doing this. The demon. She was toying with me… torturing me. This was just cruel. I was being punished for breaking a deal that I never even agreed to. I’m just going to say it: the room was better with that slightly-off-tone stain. It looked fifty-times better than the orange crap the homeowner wanted. I’d made similar executive-decisions in almost every house I’d ever worked on, and the homeowner was always thrilled. Kathy would have been thrilled—and she probably wouldn’t have even noticed a difference.

The problem was the demon—that stubborn, bratty bitch.

Somewhere in the house, she was watching and laughing. I just knew it.

I stomped back to the closet and yanked the doors open, my jaw tight. Frilly blouses. Pastel skirts. Flowery minidresses. Ugh. I didn’t want to dress like a girl. I didn’t want to prance around the house looking like some Instagram whore.

Jesus.

I had no choice.

If I wanted to keep working—if I wanted to figure this out—I had to wear something.

I exhaled sharply, snatched the least ridiculous dress I could find—a plain, dark blue thing that at least went down almost to my knees—and yanked it over my head.

It fit.

It fit too well.

I clenched my fists, my pulse hammering in my ears.

This wasn’t happening. This couldn’t be happening.

But as I stood there, staring at myself in the mirror—at the small woman with the long blonde hair, wearing a goddamn minidress—I knew, deep down, that it was really happening. This was no dream.
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That workday was lost. I got nothing done. I spent way too much time trying to find my clothes. I spent way too much time trying to get that demon to come back so I could try reasoning with her. I spent way too much time trying to wake myself up from the nightmare.

And that’s not even mentioning the hours of panic. I must have lost three hours just sitting there, curled up with my knees against my chest, rocking back and forth as my sense of reality crumbled around me.

If this demon chick was real—then what did that mean? Did that mean hell was real? Was heaven real? What was going to happen to my soul? My parents had passed away a few years earlier—what happened to them? My parents didn’t go to church. I don’t even think that my mom believed in God. Were they… in hell?

It wasn’t until the power went out that night that I started to think of potential solutions to this problem. I knew the best solution was to reason with the demon chick—but she wasn’t around. Then, I realized that my best bet to win her over was probably to fix that floor.

With the power out, I couldn’t get started—so it would have to wait until the morning.

A chill crept into the house. I needed to find something warmer than that silly minidress. I went back to that closet and dug around until I found something… a bit better. It was a long nightgown, slightly sheer, but at least it covered my legs—and my arms too. The gown had sleeves, and though the fabric was thin and dainty, it actually felt quite comfortable and warm.

I turned to the mirror and saw my perky tits through the sheer fabric. I looked like I was about to model for Maxim magazine or something.

At least I was comfortable.

I walked through the house, looking at all the work that still needed to be finished. There was a lot.

I thought about the man who came by. If he came by again and ‘Phil’ still wasn’t there, he might get suspicious… unless a lot of work had been finished. I could still bang that work out in twelve days if I focussed.

And once the job was finished… maybe the succubus would give me my body back.
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It was ridiculous, really. Nothing had changed. I was still trapped in that wrong, delicate body. I was still stranded in a house with a demon that refused to show herself. I still had no idea how any of this was even possible.

But I had… a bit of a plan.

And a bit of a plan was better than nothing.

If I could just finish the job—if I could prove to her that I was taking her ‘request’ seriously—maybe she’d change me back. Maybe she could undo whatever cosmic joke this was and let me walk out of here as my actual self.

Maybe.

With that thought in mind, I pulled the blankets up to my chin, ignoring the way the silky nightgown brushed against my bare legs. Ignore it. Just sleep. This female form is just… temporary.

I actually fell asleep.

For the first time since this nightmare started, I actually slept quite peacefully. I have to admit that the gown was quite comfy. That delicate fabric was just so soft and cozy. Or maybe it was the softness of my skin—all hairless and smooth—against the softness of the fabric; I don’t really know. But I felt like a feather as I dozed off.

I woke up to light.

It was a gentle morning light slanting in through the window—just a soft glow in the corner of the room.

I blinked, pushing myself up onto my elbows. For a second, I thought maybe the power had come back on. But then I realized… the light wasn’t coming from the sun or even a lamp.

It was coming from… her.

The demon woman.

She stood in the corner, watching me.

My breath hitched. I scrambled to sit up, suddenly wide awake, desperate to plead my case and win my body back.

She wasn’t smirking this time. She wasn’t laughing or taunting me. She was just standing there, her reddish eyes glowing faintly in the dark, her body radiating that strange, hellish energy.

I opened my mouth—to demand answers, to beg, to scream—but before I could make a sound, she was gone, as if she was never there to begin with.

She had just… vanished.

My skin prickled.

A hallucination? A dream? No—I was awake. She was playing games with me. She was just reminding me that she was watching me.

I sat there for a long moment, heart pounding, before finally forcing myself to move.

Get up. Get to work. Win your body back.
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The floor sander was in the trailer. I took a deep breath, braced myself, and stepped outside.

The air was cool, crisp, and biting against my skin. It didn’t help that the only somewhat appropriate outfit I could find was a backless white dress—the skirt hardly eight inches long—with a lace bralette to hold my titties from falling out from the low-cut top of the outfit. The bralette felt weird, but not as weird as the thong-style panties I was wearing—the only undies I could find.

And I wasn’t going to wear undies, but that morning… Let’s just say that I was learning a little bit about the female body. Things were… tingling. And while I was sipping my coffee, I started leaking a clear substance: just a drop that trickled down my thigh. I thought that it was maybe a bit of pee (I knew lots of girls who would pee themselves a little bit when they laughed). But it was a bit thick and a bit sticky. Look—I don’t know what it was exactly, but I decided to wear panties just to keep any ‘leakage’ from dripping down my thighs. Sorry if that sounds gross, but I figured I should explain why I put on the emasculating panties at all.

I felt different now, but I ignored the unease and grabbed what I needed.

By the time I lugged the sander back up the stairs and into the master bedroom, I was sweating. It weighed twice as much… or, I suppose, I was half as strong. My petite body was hardly able to lug that huge machine up one stair at a time. I was dreading taking it back down the stairs.

I wiped my forehead. It’s fine. You can do this.

I knelt down, ran my fingers over the floor. The stain was still there: that slightly-grey tone that the demon hated so much.

I swallowed.

I put on my goggles, my mask, and my ear protection. I looked in the mirror and felt so stupid, wearing that dainty little summertime dress and that protective equipment…

But I had to work with what I had.

Then, without another thought, I flipped the sander on and got to work, barefoot, stepping delicately as I pushed the brutally heavy machine around.

It was slow… Painstaking.

The sander whined as I pressed it down. I was gritting my teeth as I worked. My arms burned. My back ached. This body was smaller, weaker—it took serious effort to handle the machine… effort I wasn’t used to.

But I kept going. I had to.

And the entire time… I felt her… Watching.

I didn’t see her. I didn’t hear her.

But I felt her.

It was an eerie, creeping sensation—like someone was standing right behind me, breathing down my neck. Every so often, I’d pause, glancing over my shoulder.

Nothing.

Just the empty, silent house.

But she was there.

I knew she was there.
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The next few days were awkward. I didn’t get nearly as much work done as I was used to, even though I was working non-stop. My feminine body had limitations. I was used to being able to reach most places as a guy, but in this body, I needed to lug a step-ladder around everywhere. Lifting heavy tools from room to room was exhausting and slow.

But I trudged on regardless, wearing those silly little outfits—and I swear the demon was changing my clothing options every day, making them more… girly each time I peered into that closet.

Every morning, I woke up in the wrong body. Every night, I fell asleep, hoping I’d wake up as me again. In between, I threw myself into my job, desperate for a distraction from this insanity, desperate to finish the work, desperate to prove to the demon that I was serious about fixing my mistake. I’d fixed the floor and made it exactly as I was instructed to make it: an awful orange tone that made it look like 1962. Oh well, it’s what she wanted.

But fixing the floor didn’t summon her back. She didn’t change me back into me as a reward for following through.

As I worked, the reality of my situation pressed down on me like a lead weight.

I was so small. I was light. I was delicate, like a little doll. And I felt it in everything: the way my hands struggled to grip tools that had always felt familiar. The way my arms ached from work that should have been easy. It didn’t help that I was constantly reaching to tug down my skirt so my ass wasn’t showing. I’m not sure why it mattered; I was alone in the house, but I still hated being so exposed.

It was infuriating. It was unfair.

And worse than anything… it was distracting. It was the clothes that got to me the most.

By the second day, I gave up trying to find my real ones. They were gone—vanished. So I had to dress like some college slut. I had to wear little bras so my bouncing tits wouldn’t feel too awkward as I worked. I had to wear panties so my pussy wasn’t showing to the whole house every time I took a single step up a step-ladder (I knew she was watching, and I didn’t want her to see my little pussy either, even though she put it there).

I considered working naked some mornings, when the only outfits belonged in some naughty lingerie shop that sold filthy DVDs… But at least wearing something meant I wasn’t freezing every time the wind blew through the house, which seemed to only happen when I was reluctant to wear what the demon set out for me.

I hated those little slutty costumes.

At least I did… at first.

Maybe my female body came with a bit of a female brain, because I kept having weird… urges. For instance, when I went to change into something for bedtime one night, I noticed a collection of high-heels that I hadn’t noticed before. They were lined up on the floor of the closet: strappy heels, mostly black. I don’t know why, but a part of me just wanted to try them on. They were so… enticing. I’d been with women before—my now ex-girlfriends—and I’d seen them stop in the middle of the mall after seeing a certain pair of shoes. Now, I was overwhelmed by the same infliction.

I tried to resist, but I caved from time to time. The heels made me feel strangely cute, making me blush. And then, the next morning, there was a little black dress, like the one my ex would wear out to bars whenever she wanted to try to make me jealous—and it would always work, because guys would flock over to her and drool all over her.

Seeing the same dress in that closet… I was tingly all over with the idea of putting it on and feeling as sexy as my ex looked. God, why was it so tempting? What had this demon done to my brain?

Wearing those little outfits throughout the day should have been unbearable.

But after a while… I started getting weirdly used to it—and that was the worst part.

By the third day of being a girl, I was becoming increasingly curious—or maybe the curiosity was the same, and I was just giving up on being so resistant. The longer I spent in this body, the more I started noticing things I never would have noticed before, like how different fabrics and cuts felt against my body… how smooth everything was—softer than anything I’d ever worn as a man. How was that fair?

I told myself it was just practicality when I started going through the closet more carefully. Just looking for something better to work in.

But I lingered. I let my fingers drift over lace, satin, and silk.

I told myself I was just curious when I held up a delicate, lacy nightgown against my body, eyeing my reflection in the bedroom mirror. I let out a soft sigh.

The girl staring back at me blushed. She pressed her lips firmly together before biting her bottom lip. She looked like she was damn-near about to have an orgasm… and that girl was me.

I dropped the nightgown like it was on fire.

What the hell was I doing?

I shook my head, snatched a different, safer outfit: a loose dress. It was short like every other dress in the closet, but otherwise it was nothing special—and I stormed off to get back to work.

I spent the rest of the day scrubbing at the walls, sanding more floors, trying desperately to ignore the lingering warmth in my cheeks. I hated that most of those rooms had mirrors on the walls. I hated constantly seeing myself prancing around like a doll.

It was impossible to distract myself entirely with my work—partially because of those mirrors, and partially because I could always feel the little skirts tickling my thighs.

Every little thing was different. Every movement.

I caught myself constantly in mirrors and windows. I saw the way my body moved without me meaning it to. I was so much more graceful, so much more light on my feet. The way my shoulders dipped, the way my waist curved inward.

I let out a soft sigh.

I caught myself standing with one foot slightly in front of the other, hips tilted just so.

I looked like a woman.

I caught myself brushing my hair behind my ear gently, delicately, the way girls do when they’re flirting with you.

It was automatic.

Unconscious.

And it was scaring the hell out of me.
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That night, I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, wide awake.

The long, flowing nightgown I’d put on felt dangerously comfortable. I put it on too fast, with no resistance or hesitation whatsoever. I tried to pretend like I wasn’t excited about what I would find in the closet in the morning.

I ran my hands down my body, trembling all over.

The outfit was so thin, light like air. My body felt too soft, too warm beneath the covers. I kept rubbing my hairless legs together. I elicited a little whimper from my own lips.

I reached down and slid a fingertip over my little pussy, feeling that it was wet and warm. I looked at my finger, seeing it glistening.

I clenched my hands into fists.

This was her doing.

She wanted me to feel this way: confused and lost.

I couldn’t give her the satisfaction.

Tomorrow, I was going to finish the damn job. I could cut some corners; nobody had to know. It’s not like that demon was familiar with my usual standard. The floors were done; it was mostly just trim work left, and it’s not like Kathy had instructed me to be an absolute perfectionist with all of the mitres and whatnot.

I could just do a rush job. I could turn five days of work into one. Fuck it.

Tomorrow night, I was going to get my body back.
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Tomorrow came fast.

I was up before the sun, my body already sore from days of work that felt twice as hard in this petite body.

But I didn’t care. I wasn’t going to let some aches and pains stop me. Today was it. Today, I was getting my body back.

Brian kept calling, but I didn’t answer; I couldn’t answer, because I didn’t have my proper voice. I sent him a text message. “Signal is shit here. What’s up?”

“Call me when you get some service. Homeowner here has questions—too much to go over in a text message.”

I hated the uncertainty. I hated leaving Brian on the hook like that. He was probably just sitting around waiting for me—but he was going to have to keep waiting until I was done and had my proper voice back.

I dressed quickly, trying not to get distracted by the selection of sparkly dresses. I wanted to feel those glittery sequins on my body for reasons that are totally alien to me—but I resisted. I wasn’t going to cave to anymore distractions; I’d done enough of that.

No breaks. No second-guessing. Just get it done.

The trim work was first.

I grabbed my miter saw and chop-cut every piece in record time. Precision? Who cared? I just needed something passable. The homeowner wouldn’t notice that a few corners didn’t fit together perfectly. Nobody ever looks that close. That’s what caulking is for… at least that’s what the cheap guys always say; I guess I was one of them today.

I shot brad nails into the wall, filling in the gaps with caulk. Good enough.

Next, the drywall.

There were still patches that hadn’t been sanded, but I didn’t have time for finesse. I ran a sanding pole over the walls in quick, thoughtless motions, knocking off the worst of the rough spots before grabbing the paint roller. I almost never used the sanding pole; it never made things perfectly smooth. But I wasn’t that interested in perfect.

One coat. That’s all it was getting.

I always did at least two coats for proper coverage, but screw it. The colour was light enough that the imperfections wouldn’t be too obvious. Sunlight struggled to get in through those old windows, and the lights in that house were pretty weak. No one would ever notice.

And if they did? Not my problem.

By noon, the walls were done.

By two, I had finished sweeping the entire place, shoving dust and debris into black garbage bags that I tossed quickly onto the porch.

By nine, the house looked more-or-less finished.

Not perfect. Not up to my usual standard. But it was done.

I collapsed onto the living room floor, panting, sweaty, exhausted. But I had done it.

I had finished the damn job in record time.

And now…

Now she had to hold up her end of the deal.

I wiped my forehead with the back of my wrist, wincing at how dainty and feminine the motion felt. Not for much longer.

"Alright, lady," I said, my voice echoing through the empty house. “Your house is exactly how I was told to make it. Now fix this." I grabbed my boobs and gave them a little shake.

Silence.

I exhaled sharply, pushing myself to my feet. "Did you hear me? I fixed the damn floor, I did the walls, I finished the job. I want my body back."

The house remained still. The air felt heavy.

Then, slowly… the temperature began to drop.

A cold draft swept through the room, sending a shiver up my spine.

And then, I heard her come in with a slow clap from behind me.

I turned.

She was there—leaning against the doorway, arms crossed, that wicked little smirk on her lips.

"Congratulations," she said dryly. "You did a terrible job. You must be very proud of yourself.”

I stiffened. "I finished the job."

"Did you?" She took a step closer, and I took a step back. “You think I’m an idiot?” She turned to the door trim, which hadn’t quite met up perfect in the top right corner, and now there was some caulking setting in the small gap—something that would never be noticed by any regular person.

She ran her finger over that caulking, and then she looked down at the corner where the baseboards were overlapped—to save me some time doing mitres.

She clicked her tongue. "This is my house. And you just half-assed it."

My stomach twisted. “I think it looks fine.”

“I thought we had a deal," she cut in, her tone suddenly sharp, dangerous. “And that was that you would fix the fucking mess you made. You think slapping paint on a wall hides those crooked drywall screws? I’ve been around for thousand of years before drywall was even invented, you idiot. I’ve seen some shit jobs over the years, but this might be the shittiest shit I’ve seen yet.”

I swallowed. “I’ll touch some details up tomorrow,” I said, my voice hoarse. “It’s all easy stuff.”

“If it’s so easy, why does it look like shit?” Her voice grew colder.

The shadows in the room seemed to stretch.

I took another step back, but she was already moving closer, her eyes dark… hungry.

"You want your body back?" she whispered, tilting her head. "Then maybe you should have put a little more effort into keeping it in the first place. Maybe you should have learned your lesson.”

My breath hitched. “What lesson? I’m one of the best contractors in this country, and I book out over a year in advance because of the quality of my work. There wouldn’t have been any issues here if you weren’t… meddling!” I scowled at her.

Her smirk widened.

And then⁠—

The lights flickered.

The floor beneath me trembled. The house turned black, and then the lights came on and she was gone. I had a bad feeling that things were about to get worse.
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Iwoke up still small. Still delicate and fragile. Still a girl.

For a moment, I didn’t move. I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, hoping—praying—that maybe, just maybe, things had gone back to normal, that the nightmare had ended, that I’d open my eyes and find myself in my own body, in my own clothes, and not trapped in this tiny, ridiculous form.

But as soon as I sat up, the truth hit me like a hammer.

My limbs felt light. My skin was soft. My chest—well, my chest was still there, nipples still sensitive and perky and threatening to break through any top I tried to put over them.

I groaned, rubbing my hands down my face. Shit.

Swinging my legs over the side of the bed, I took a deep breath. Okay. Fine. So I’m still stuck like this. But I could deal with it. I just needed to get through the day. I could figure out my next move later.

The house was quiet. No demon in sight.

That alone made me uneasy. She was always watching. If she wasn’t making herself known, it was because she wanted me to let my guard down. Maybe it was another test… Maybe she was watching to see if I would cut more corners.

I pulled myself to my feet, determined to get dressed and get back to work. I had lots of half-assed work to undo—and even more work to complete.

I opened the closet… and felt my stomach drop.

The clothes were even worse than before.

Gone were the nightgowns and casual little dresses. Instead, what greeted me now were skimpy lingerie skirts, sheer tops, lace bodysuits. There was a corset. A freaking corset. And that’s not even mentioning all of the fishnet things dangling around.

I let out a bitter laugh. "Are you serious?"

There wasn’t a single modest outfit in sight. Not even a simple pair of denim shorts or a pink hoodie. Just slutty clubwear. Lingerie. Things that were probably too risqué for a damn Victoria’s Secret ad.

I grabbed a handful of fabric, shaking it angrily. "What the hell am I supposed to do with this?"

No answer.

I threw the outfit back into the closet and shut the door with a bang.

"Fine," I muttered. "I’ll just stay in my damn nightgown all day."

But then⁠—

A car pulled up outside.

I tensed.

I could hear it—a vehicle rolling to a stop on the gravel driveway. A car door opening. Footsteps crunching toward the house.

Then—

Knock. Knock. Knock.

I sucked in a sharp breath.

Who the hell was that now?

And how was I supposed to answer the door? In a sheer nightgown or in some OnlyFans model costume?

Moving cautiously, I made my way downstairs, my bare feet silent against the wooden floor. I hesitated for only a second before pulling the door open, my heart hammering in my chest. I kept my scantily-clad body hidden behind the door as I poked out my head.

A man stood there. Late forties, maybe early fifties. Work boots. Stained jeans. A hat with a pest control logo on it.

"Morning, miss," he said, giving me a polite nod. "I’m with the fumigation crew. We’re scheduled to tent this place today."

I blinked. "What?"

"You must be the contractor’s assistant or… girlfriend?" He looked me up and down, his brows slightly raised when he saw the nightgown. "Either way, we, uh, need you out of here. Place has gotta be sealed for two days. There’s a hotel booked for ya in town. Should be all arranged already."

I just stared at him.

Two days? A hotel?

I opened my mouth, about to tell him I can’t just leave, but then I hesitated.

The demon.

She’d done this.

She wanted me to leave the house. She wanted to make me go into town, into public, in this body. She was chasing me off, to humiliate me in public.

I swallowed hard.

"I—" I cleared my throat. My voice still sounded too soft. "I don’t have anything to wear."

The man looked confused. “You don’t have… anything?”

I forced a smile. “My, uh, luggage was… lost. I’m waiting to hear back from the airline.”

He gave me a funny look, but just shrugged. "Well, uh, you got about an hour before we start setting things up. Whatever you’ve got should be fine. Um... There’s a consignment store near your hotel. Should be open today.”

Okay—fine. Just a bit of embarrassment, and then I could pick out something modest from consignment. I wasn’t going to let a few minutes of humiliation defeat me.

He gave me another polite nod before heading back to his truck.

The second he was gone, I slammed the door shut, my heart rate increasing.

I could not go out in public dressed like this.

But what other choice did I have? This guy’s whole crew was showing up, and ‘Phil’ wasn’t here to tell them to bugger off. I couldn’t even phone Kathy to tell her to tell them to screw off. The demoness knew what she was doing. She knew she was dragging me through hell.

I wanted to hide in that house…

But I knew that I couldn’t stay. The house was getting fumigated. If I went up to the attic to hide, I would die from the gasses.

I had nowhere else to go.

I squeezed my eyes shut. Damn it.

She was winning—at least this round.

My hands clenched at my sides. My whole body burned with embarrassment as I turned back toward the closet. She wanted this. She wanted to push me into humiliation.

I wasn’t going to let her get to me.

I wasn’t going to let her win.

Clothes are clothes. So what if people saw me dressed like a total slut? It’s not like they would recognize me as Phil. I was just a stranger: a face they wouldn’t recognize and one they would never see again once I was back to myself. I grinned as I looked through the closet.

She wanted me to go out and be a slut? Fine.

I put on the sluttiest dress in the closet: a ‘wrap’ dress that pretty much only covered my nipples with wraps of fabric, and a strip that covered my pussy. There was a dainty little skirt that left my ass hanging out. Then I slid on the fishnet stockings and put on the black strappy heels. Fuck it. What did I really have to lose? I was only embarrassing ‘Jessica’, and Jessica wasn’t going to exist for much longer.

I strutted past the fumigation boys. They all stopped to stare at me, some of them turning crimson at the sight of me. I threw a couple of little smirks their way, even looking back to see them glaring at my ass.

The demon thought this was embarrassing? Hardly…

I even shook my ass a little bit before unhitching my trailer and climbing into my truck.

I drove into town. I found the hotel, right on the main drag. It was a busy little area. I will admit that my heart raced at the thought of being seen like this, but I knew I had no choice, and I kept reminding myself that I was a stranger here. So I got out of the truck. Before going to the hotel, I eyed the consignment store and went straight for it. A few heads turned to look at me. One older man’s gaze was particularly ‘icky’. He looked me up and down, licking his lips. I tried to ignore him.

I was five steps from the door of the shop when the manager stepped out and flipped the open sign to closed. “Wait,” I said. “I need to buy something.”

She turned to me, looked me up and down, turned pink, and then said, “We have to shut down. Sales systems are down and the power keeps going out.”

The demon—she did this.

I turned around and saw that half the damn town was now staring at the tourist whore (me). I smiled, ducked my head, and went straight for the hotel.

Inside the lobby was a bit of a relief, save for the gaze of the man behind the counter, whose eyes were suddenly wide, face nervous. I walked to the counter. “I think I have a reservation,” I said, trying not to look him in the eyes.

“Name?”

“Phil,” I said.

He looked at his screen. “Is… Phil with you?”

“He’s coming later,” I said.

“I need Phil to be here to complete the sign in, I’m afraid.”

I clenched my fingers into a tight fist. That fucking demoness skank. “In that case, are there any openings?”

“I’m afraid not. There’s a hockey tournament this weekend; we’re booked solid.”

I sighed. “If Phil doesn’t come to claim his room by a certain time, can I pay to take it?”

“It’s already pre-paid for the next three nights,” he said.

“Three? I thought it was two!” I snapped.

He looked at me nervously. “Um… is there anything else we can do for you?”

“Forget it!” I snapped. I stormed off. I could sleep in my truck…

Which was now being towed away.

“That bitch!” I gasped. I tried to chase the tow truck, which had my credit card in it, but it was on a mission, zooming off. And how could I get it back without being myself? How could I get the impound lot to return it to me when I wasn’t even the face registered to the vehicle?

This was an absolute nightmare.

People were staring at me. Men were gazing at my perky tits and my exposed ass. Goddamnit; this was embarrassing.

I tried to feign a smile. I couldn’t let her beat me. It was warm out. Nights had been warm. I could go and sleep in the woods for a couple of nights.
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Itook a deep breath, forcing myself to keep walking as if I wasn’t half-dressed and stranded in the middle of town. My heart pounded, but I kept my chin up. I couldn’t let her get to me like this.

The demon thought she could humiliate me…

Fine. Let her try.

I strutted down the sidewalk, ignoring the way men’s eyes lingered on my body—some of them awkwardly turning away, others letting their gazes roam freely, eye-fucking me ruthlessly like I was some free sex doll. One guy even whistled at me. Another murmured something to his buddy that made them both chuckle.

I bit the inside of my cheek. I wasn’t going to give them the satisfaction of looking embarrassed.

I still had my phone—thank God for that—but with my truck gone, my wallet was useless. I had no cash, no ID, nothing to prove who I was. Even if I could get to the impound lot, what was I supposed to do? Walk up in this ridiculous slut costume and tell them, “Hi, I swear I’m Phil, the six-foot contractor who showed up in this town last week. No, I don’t have ID, and no, I don’t look anything like him, but please give me my truck back.”

Yeah. That would go over well.

I made it a block away from the hotel before I ducked into an alley, pressing my back against the wall and finally letting out a sigh. What the hell was I supposed to do now?

The woods weren’t far. I could camp out there for the night and figure things out in the morning.

But first—I had to get out of the damn public eye.

I tugged on my skirt to cover a tiny bit more of my thighs, which barely helped. I still felt exposed. I was still on display.

But worst of all…

I hated to admit it, but some part of me was enjoying this.

The way people looked at me… The way their eyes lingered, the way the guy behind the hotel counter had flushed pink and stammered like a nervous schoolboy. Nobody had ever had intense feelings like that when looking at me before. It was kind of nice to be noticed like that. It was nice to see a few blushing faces. I was so used to being ignored by everyone.

This whole thing made my stomach twist. It should have disgusted me.

Instead, it made me feel… something else.

I clenched my fists, shaking off the thought. No. That was the demon working her evil fingers into my brain. That was her messing with my head, twisting my perception of things.

I just needed to get through this. A few more days, and then I’d get my life back… Maybe.

I just had to survive a few days. Then… hopefully I would get my body back. But would she really give me my body back? Was she going to offer it back up without something in return? And if she wanted something in return… what?

I checked my phone—4% battery. Of course… The demon wouldn’t let me have one single goddamn convenience.

I had to find somewhere safe to sleep. Somewhere away from the gawking men, away from the prying eyes of the town.
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I arrived at the impound lot just as the sun was beginning to set, casting long, golden shadows across the asphalt. The chain-link fence stood in front of me, my truck parked just beyond it, looking as infuriatingly out of reach as my real body. I stared at it for a moment before scanning the rest of the lot.

I had a shell of a plan… something that might just work—though it seemed a bit crazy. If I could just get my keys and get into the truck, I could race off. The fence seemed flimsy enough; I could drive through it. I could race away before they could catch me, and then I could hide the truck somewhere so the cops couldn’t find me. I wasn’t in my own body now, so I could get away with a bit of property damage crime.

I knew walking in there as a woman and demanding my truck back was useless. I had no ID, no proof that it belonged to me. I had to be more creative.

Luckily, the demoness had given me some ammunition. This female body possibly had a few perks…

The guy in the booth looked to be in his mid-forties, beer gut stretching his already-too-tight security uniform. He was flipping through a magazine, barely paying attention to anything. He was zoned-out enough that I thought about sneaking in and trying to grab my keys without him noticing—but I knew he wasn’t quite that brain-dead. So I knew I had to go with my original plan.

I swallowed my pride, stood up straight, and strutted toward the booth, putting a little extra sway in my hips. I had to look cute.

"Hi there," I said in my most sultry voice, leaning against the counter with what I hoped was a flirtatious smile.

The guy blinked up at me, his eyes immediately dropping to the ridiculous minidress I was still stuck wearing. His pupils dilated.

"Uh…" He coughed, sitting up straighter. "You need somethin', miss?"

I twirled a strand of hair around my finger. "Yeah… my boyfriend was supposed to pick up my truck, but he totally flaked. I don’t have all the paperwork, but it’s been such a long day, and I just wanna go home." I leaned into the counter harder. “I guess I should say my ex-boyfriend.” I let out a little pout.

I let my voice lilt into something softer… cuter.

"I dunno, sweetheart. Rules say you need ID to match the registration.”

I pouted, dragging a finger along the counter. "You sure you couldn’t make an exception? I mean, it’s just sitting right there…" I batted my lashes, letting my fingers accidentally brush against his wrist. "It’d really mean a lot."

He swallowed hard.

I could feel my tits about to spill out onto that counter. I had the top of that dress pulled down to the edge of my nipples. Hell—he could probably see my nipples. I could hear his heart pounding.

“We, uh, really have a no exception policy.” His face was getting redder. I knew that I was close. I had to just tease him a little bit more.

“Please, mister? I’d do… anything.”

His eyes flashed. Ideas were burning in his mind, and I knew they were disgusting ideas…

And now, I was wondering what the hell kind of offer I’d just made.

“Can I, uh… see your…”

I could feel my face turning pale. What was he about to ask?

He wiped sweat from his forehead and gazed around.

“You wanna see my titties?” I asked in the flirtiest voice I could muter up. I grabbed the top of my dress and then, slowly, I wriggled the top down, letting my perky tits spill out before his eyes. His eyes widened and his lips parted before he let out a gasp. His eyes were now fixed on my boobs. I grabbed them and gently squeezed them. “Do you like them, mister?” I asked in that same flirtatious voice.

“You’re very beautiful,” he said, voice cracking.

I grinned. “Want to feel them?” I asked. I reached out and grabbed his hand. I felt nauseated, but I knew that I was making progress. The palm of his hand fell against my breast and he instinctively squeezed.

My body tingled. It was a weird feeling, his palm against my nipple, fingertips pushing into the softness of my breast. He sighed again.

“So? Can I get those keys?”

He squeezed me again before biting his lip and saying, “I don’t know. I’m really not supposed to.”

He was trying to raise the pot. I wasn’t sure that I was bluffing anymore. I’d already let him fondle and grope me. What else was I willing to do?

I felt dirty… but desperate.

“Tell me what you want, big boy,” I said, turning my gaze to the right where a row of keys were dangling, paired with white tags that had license plate numbers on them. It only took a few seconds to spot my keys. Maybe I could just… distract him long enough to grab them. Then, I just had to sneak into the lot and I could race out.

I walked around his counter. I bit hard on my tongue before approaching him, sitting down on his lap like some escort in a nightclub. “What do you want to do, big boy?” I asked, feeling his big gut pressing against me… but that wasn’t all I felt. I could feel his hard shaft, throbbing between his legs. Suddenly, his hands were on me, pawing at me, pulling my dress all the way down so I was totally topless. It was only a moment before his fingers started exploring elsewhere. A chill crept through me when his fingers grazed my little clit: a sensitivity that I wasn’t used to.

He started rubbing me between the thighs.

Fuck.

I didn’t want this to get this far—but within the span of two minutes, there I was. My desperation had taken control. I wasn’t thinking clearly.

I feigned a smile and a moan. “You like that, huh?” I said. Then I eyed the keys again.

He nodded his head.

I reached my hand down. My fingers found that hard bulge. I started to play with it.

I expected revulsion. I expected to cringe and shudder… but instead, I felt something… different. He was big, and there was something weirdly intriguing about that. His shaft was so hard, and I knew it was hard for me.

I kept playing with it, terrified of how strangely comfortable I felt with this situation. I was sure that the demon had done something to my head. She made me look like a whore, and now she was making me act like a whore.

“You’re a sexy little slut,” he said to me in a low growl.

I unzipped his fly and dug into the opening. I felt the warmth of his flesh against my hand. “You’re so hard,” I said.

Why was I doing this? Why couldn’t I pull myself away? Was it just the desperation of wanting my truck back?

I wanted to think it was just desperation, but I knew that I was more clever than this. I knew that I could trick him in some other way. I could tell him my girl ID was in the truck, and while he was going to look, I could grab my keys—and return later to steal the truck. But instead, I was playing along with this porn scene. I was allowing him to squeeze—and now suck—my nipples. I was stroking his shaft, feeling his coarse pubic hair against my knuckles.

“It’s a bit dry,” he said. “Maybe you can help with that.” Then, he put a hand on the back of my head and pushed me down. Something about the force of his push (which really wasn’t so strong) was enough to make me fold like an old lawn chair. I suddenly had my face in his crotch, dick pressed against my cheek, tip rubbing up the side of my nose. He growled.

At least he was clean; it smelled like soap. His shaft was strangely pristine and smooth.

“Suck it, baby,” he growled.

And then, the cock went into my mouth.

I was sucking a man’s cock. This wasn’t part of the plan. I could get the truck without stooping to this level… but still, I wasn’t stopping.

He groaned. His fingers nestled into my soft hair. He pushed my head into his crotch, forcing that log of a cock down my throat. I gagged. I nearly puked. Saliva streamed down my face, and down his shaft.

He began thrusting up into my mouth, using me like some glorified Flesh-Light.

I still wasn’t disgusted. In a weird way… I liked it. There was something so weirdly satisfying about it. And now, I found myself fantasizing about him busting a load onto my tongue. I thought about his creamy substance sloshing around my mouth, oozing down my lips. What was wrong with me? What did that demoness do to me?

I sucked him faster. I stroked him with my hand. I felt him twitch and throb. Then, he said, “I want in that tight little pussy, baby.”

I froze up. In that moment, I wanted it too… but I knew I couldn’t let it get that far. In my mind, I could already see it: his fat cock stretching my tight slit wide. I knew it would feel so, so good: his fat veins rubbing my clit as he pumped in and out…

But I also knew that this was my chance. “Do you have a condom?” I asked.

“No,” he said. “I’ll pull out. It’ll be fine.”

“I don’t want you to pull out,” I said, making my eyes flash. “I have a condom in my truck—my boyfriend’s truck.”

“I thought he was your ex,” he said with a grin.

“Just go get the condom,” I said.

He grinned. He stood up, and then he stuffed his erection back into his pants. Moving quickly, he left for the lot, so I grabbed the keys. I hid them in my clutch. Then, he returned.

“I couldn’t find anything,” he said.

“Maybe we shouldn’t fuck then,” I said.

But he had a grin on his face. “I’ll pull out,” he said, and then he put his hands on me. I froze.

And then… I hate to admit it: I let him fuck me. I let him bend me over his counter. I let him slide his fat cock into my pussy, which was dripping wet. He pushed in deep, making me moan, and he fucked me hard.

He didn’t last long… and he didn’t pull out. I guess he forgot at the last moment, and ended up filling me with his warm goo.

And I really, really hate to admit it: it felt amazing. I was pissed when it was over. I was tingling all over. Is that what a female orgasm feels like? It didn’t even seem fair! I wanted to do it again and again and again… but he was done—and now, he had some post-nut clarity that I really didn’t want him to have.

He looked at me suspiciously as he stuffed his cock back into his pants.

“So can I go take the truck?” I asked.

“Sorry, miss,” he said. “I would get fired if I let you do that.”

“But!” I gasped. “I just… You just…”

“I’m really not allowed,” he said.

“Just tell your manager someone stole it!” I said. “I’ll come back tomorrow and let you fuck me again.”

He “paused, eyes glazing over. His horniness was showing itself to be a weakness again. “Just… Lemme—lemme check something real quick." His voice cracked. He got up and disappeared into the back office, leaving me alone.

"Oh, don’t worry about it," I called out. “My boyfriend just messaged and said that he’ll come by later.”

Then I turned and walked away as fast as I could without looking suspicious, my heart hammering in my chest.

The moment I was out of sight, I broke into a sprint toward my truck. I slid in, shoved the key into the ignition, and turned it.

Click.

No.

I tried again.

Click.

The battery was dead. Of course it was fucking dead.

The succubus wasn’t going to let me have it back. She wanted me to spend the night on the streets like some sort of crack whore. If I got to sleep in my truck, it wouldn’t be humiliating enough.

Footsteps crunched on gravel.

Panic shot through me. If they caught me now, I’d be screwed. I yanked the key from the ignition and scrambled out of the truck, ducking behind the nearest row of vehicles just as the impound guy walked past.

I held my breath. He lingered for a moment, then turned back toward the booth, muttering under his breath.

I needed to get the hell out of here.

I slipped through a gap in the fence and took off down the street, heels clicking against the pavement. I didn’t stop until I was blocks away, out of breath, my hands shaking.

Then I realized: I had nothing. No truck, no money, no place to go.

I walked for the next hour, back into that town, cars occasionally honking at me, and the occasional potential-serial-killer pulling over to offer me a ride.

I stopped in front of a small café, the warm glow of lights spilling onto the sidewalk. My stomach was in a knot. I hadn’t eaten all day.

I hesitated, then stepped inside, the scent of coffee and baked goods wrapping around me, taunting me.

Sadly, I had no money. I was tempted to beg for food, but I couldn’t bring myself to stoop to that level.

I was just about to turn around when I heard a voice behind me.

"You okay, sweetheart? You look lost."

I turned to see an older woman behind the counter. She looked like someone’s grandmother: soft wrinkles, curly grey hair. She just needed a pair of those small round glasses to complete the look.

"I, uh…" I hesitated. I didn’t know what to say. The smell of baked goods had my stomach growling louder than my voice.

Her gaze softened. “Why don’t you sit down? I’ll get you something warm."

I hesitated again, but my stomach made the decision for me. I nodded.

Minutes later, she placed a steaming bowl of soup in front of me. "Eat," she said, giving me a look.

“I have no money.”

“That’s fine. Just eat.”

I picked up the spoon. The first bite nearly made me groan. It had been so long since I’d had something real. I’d hiked that old highway twice. That small feminine body didn’t have the stamina that I was used to.

"What’s your name, love?” she asked, sitting across from me.

I hesitated. "Jessica," I finally said, my stomach twisting.

She smiled. "I’m Margaret. You need a place to stay?"

I blinked. "I—what?"

"I have an extra room," she said simply. "You remind me of my granddaughter. I can’t have you sleeping on the street."

I stared at her. This had to be a trick. Was she the demon in disguise? Was she setting me up for a new humiliation?

"Why?" I asked slowly.

She shrugged. "Because you need help. And when people need help, you help them. Simple as that."

I swallowed hard.

Help without strings? Without expectations? Yeah right…

But what other option did I have?

"Okay," I murmured. "Thank you."

"Finish your soup first," she said with a wink. "Then we’ll get you sorted."

I ate in silence, feeling the odd glance from cafe patrons—probably wondering why some cheap prostitute was in their little town.


10


Istepped inside and the old woman shut the door behind me. Her place smelled like lavender and something faintly medicinal, like the kind of ointment my grandmother used to rub on her hands when her arthritis got bad. The house was warm—too warm—but it felt like a kind of safe warmth. I guess there’s something comforting about knowing there won’t be a point that you’ll wake up feeling cold.

“Have a seat,” she said, gesturing to an old floral-patterned couch that looked like it had been there since 1967.

I hesitated. My nerves were still shot from the incident at the impound lot. I could still taste that man’s cock in my mouth. I could still smell that manly musk.

That plan had been stupid.

I’d never thought about what I’d do if the damn truck didn’t start.

I was now sitting in some old woman’s house like a lost cat she’d taken in.

She shuffled over to a little kitchen nook and started heating up a kettle. “You look like you’ve been through hell, dear.”

I laughed, though it came out a little brittle. “Yeah, you could say that.”

She peered at me, then slowly lowered herself into the chair across from me, her fingers laced over one knee. “Tell me something,” she said. “Do you believe in karma?”

I stiffened. “Karma?”

“Karma,” she repeated. She leaned back, studying me. “The idea that what you put into the world, you get back?”

I shifted in my seat, suddenly feeling restless. The question was too pointed, too coincidental. It made me think about things I didn’t want to think about.

I’d always prided myself on being a damn good contractor. I wasn’t some scam artist running fly-by-night renovations that fell apart in a year. I did good work.

At least… that’s what I told myself.

But the truth was, I knew how to cut corners when I needed to. I knew how to save time—and I knew how to save money. Maybe I’d used some cheaper materials and billed clients for the premium stuff. A lot of those products are made in the same factory: brand stickers make the prices go up. Why would I spent money pointlessly?

Maybe I’d padded a few invoices when I knew a client wouldn’t ask questions. Maybe I hadn’t been as honest as I liked to pretend.

And maybe—just maybe—I’d done the same thing to that creepy haunted house.

I thought back to the stain she’d picked for the floors. That orange-ish stain that she wanted was ugly (in my opinion), but really, it was a pain in the ass. It only came in a thin varnish, which required multiple slow-setting coats. It was a more expensive product, because it was more niche. Using something fast-drying and readily stocked… that just made more sense.

But it wasn’t what she asked for…

I’d used a cheaper alternative that looked close enough, figuring she’d never notice. The demon noticed. She’d noticed everything. She noticed the easy-mitres. She noticed the caulking gap-fillers. She noticed that I boarded the mud room with knotty planks instead of the stuff that cost twice as much.

Now, I was paying for it.

I swallowed. “I don’t know if I believe in karma,” I said finally.

She hummed, watching me. “Well, something brought you here.”

I didn’t like the way she said that, like she knew more than she was letting on. Maybe she was the demon in disguise. Maybe this was some ploy to get me to come clean.

Maybe I needed to come clean—not just to get my body back, but to get that weight off of my shoulders.

Before I could respond, the kettle whistled, and she stood, pouring two cups of tea. She handed one to me, and I took it, more out of politeness than anything. I wasn’t sure I could stomach anything—even tea.

“I don’t know what trouble you’ve found yourself in, but I do know one thing,” she said. “If you don’t make things right, you’ll always find yourself paying for it.”

I nearly dropped the cup. My stomach twisted, and a cold sweat prickled at the back of my neck. She didn’t know—she couldn’t know. And yet, the way she was looking at me, it felt like she was peering straight into my soul.

I set the tea down, suddenly unable to drink it.

“I’ll get you some clean blankets and a pillow,” she said. “You look tied. You should sleep.”

I slept heavy… after a few hours of processing the thoughts that had crept into my mind.

Maybe I hadn’t been such an exceptional carpenter after all.

“I should go,” I said to the old woman in the morning. I’d only slept for about three hours, but I felt totally regenerated.

She didn’t stop me. She just nodded, as if she’d already said what she needed to say. “Be careful out there, dear.”

I left without another word, stepping back into the morning sunrise. The town was quieter now, all of the shops still closed, the streetlights still humming overhead. I walked without knowing exactly where I was going, my head spinning.

Maybe I needed to make things right.
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It was a long hike back to that old house. I wanted to hitch-hike, but I didn’t trust any of the people who pulled over to offer me rides—not while I was in that dainty little body, wearing that slutty little outfit. So I just hiked, barefoot, getting the odd honk, the odd catcall, the odd whistle.

I got back to the house late, just as the fumigators were loading up and driving off. The timing was too perfect to be a coincidence. I knew the demoness was orchestrating this whole thing.

And I knew she was expecting me to make things right, so I got right to work, working through the night—working through my exhaustion.

I worked non-stop for the next week. I won’t bore you too much with the details. I worked eighteen hour days, making sure every cut was perfect. Maybe sure I sanded every little imperfection away on the walls before repainting them. The wainscoting was tedious, but I did the entire living room with perfectly cut panels. None of the angles in that old, old house were quite ninety-degrees, so each mitre was a tedious process of getting very specific angle measurements.

I assure you: no carpenter would go through the trouble I went through, setting the saw angle to 87-degrees instead of just using caulking to fill the slight gap. But I did it the right way.

Finally, I stepped back and looked at my work, breathless. My hands were raw, my arms ached, and there was sawdust in places I didn’t want to think about. But the house was done.

Not just done—done right.

The floors gleamed under the soft glow of the light fixtures, rich and warm. And I have to admit… the warm tone was actually pretty stunning.

The trim was crisp, the walls smooth, the little details finished with patience and care.

I had cut no corners this time.

I swallowed, wiping my forehead. “Alright,” I muttered under my breath, my voice still high and feminine. “That should do it, right?”

The house was silent.

For a moment, nothing happened. The air didn’t shift. The walls didn’t groan. The shadows didn’t twist.

Panic clawed at my chest. Had I gotten it wrong? Had I done all this for nothing?

“No,” I whispered. “Come on. This is what you wanted.”

Then, I felt it.

The temperature dropped. The lights flickered. A breeze—impossible, given that the windows were all shut (and I’d made a point of filling every gap in the insulation)—brushed against my skin, making the fine hairs on my arms stand on end.

And then she was there.

The demon woman leaned against the freshly painted wall, looking around with a smirk. She was wearing something different now—something simple and elegant, a deep silky red dress that clung to her body. She exhaled, shaking her head.

“Now this,” she murmured, “is a house worthy of me.”

I exhaled shakily. “So… that’s it?”

She tilted her head, amused. “You tell me.”

I stiffened.

A strange sensation rippled through me. My skin prickled, my muscles tightened, and then⁠—

Pain.

Not sharp, not unbearable—but deep, like something inside me was shifting, stretching, snapping back into place. I gasped, doubling over, my vision going white for a moment. My bones ached, my chest tightened, my limbs felt like they were being unraveled and rewoven all at once.

And then—just as quickly as that pain came—it was gone.

I opened my eyes.

I knew before I looked. My balance was different. My center of gravity had shifted back. My body felt different: heavier, familiar.

I looked down.

Rough, calloused hands. Strong arms. And my old clothes were on my body again: the ones I hadn’t seen in what felt like forever.

My breath caught in my throat. I touched my face, my jaw, my chest.

I was me again.

A laugh snuck out of me. “Holy shit.”

The demon woman smiled “A job well done.”

I exhaled shakily, then looked up at her.

“I was an asshole, wasn’t I?” I said.

Her smile widened. “You were a gigantic asshole,” she said.

I shook my head.

She didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to.

I turned, looking at the house, at the work I had done. The real, honest work.

It felt different.

It felt good.

I turned back to the demon. “So that’s it, then? I’m free to go?”

Her smirk was knowing, almost playful. “Unless you want to stay?” She was asking jokingly… but there was a tugging at my heart. A weird part of me wanted to ask her to make me into a girl again, just for one more day. I felt like there were experiences that I’d missed out on in all of the panic.

Being a girl for a couple of weeks was… fun. I mean—not always fun, but there were definitely moments.

But I knew I had my life to live. I had a business to run. I had people waiting for me, counting on me. So I just laughed. “Not a chance.”

She tilted her head. “Pity.”

Then, just like that, she was gone.

The house was silent.

I took one last breath, taking it all in. Then, without another word, I grabbed my keys, stepped outside, and I never looked back.

[image: ]


A month later…

I ran my hand along the polished oak banister, inspecting my work. No splinters, no uneven stain, no gaps where the wood joined at the bend. Perfect.

I took a step back, nodding to myself. It was done it right. No cutting corners. No half-assed fixes.

“Looks solid,” the client said, standing beside me. A wealthy businessman, the kind of guy who didn’t mind paying extra for quality—so long as he got it. “It really looks great. Thanks.” His reaction was honestly a bit underwhelming—no different from the normal reactions I got from clients. He probably didn’t notice the small details that made that job take an extra week. He probably didn’t see the hours and hours of sanding to make that banister truly breathtaking.

“I’m glad you’re happy,” I said. It didn’t matter that he didn’t see the extra craftsmanship; I saw it.

He nodded in approval, reaching into his pocket. “Alright. I’ll have the final payment wired over this afternoon.”

I smiled. “Appreciate it.”

We shook hands, and I left, climbing into my truck. As I pulled away from the house, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the rearview mirror.

I still looked the same: same short scruffy hair, same masculine frame, same lines around my eyes… But something had changed.

Something had stuck.

I didn’t talk about what happened—not to Brian, not to my friends, not to the occasional woman I took out for dinner. But sometimes, at night, when the world was quiet and the house was empty, I’d go into my bedroom, open the drawer, and pull out a box.

Inside, folded neatly, was a dress. A simple one, nothing too skimpy, nothing nearly as scandalous as what that demoness had me wearing... just a soft fabric, light, comfortable. Beside it, a pair of stockings.

I never went out like that. I never let anyone see me like that.

But sometimes, I’d slip it on. Just to feel it. Just to remember. I would close the curtains and just spend my night like that: looking cute, feeling cute: warm and cozy and precious like a little doll.

And when I looked in the mirror, I didn’t see Jessica.

I just saw me.

THE END
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THE GIRLY HOUR: THE RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION OF A YOUNG MAN


Every night at exactly midnight, Nate is overcome by an uncontrollable desire to dress and act like a girl. It lasts only an hour, leaving him confused and embarrassed as the compulsion suddenly vanishes. But when the next night arrives, the same inexplicable urge overtakes him again… and again… and again.

Nate doesn’t know what’s happening to him, but he knows when it’s going to happen: between midnight and 1:00 AM. Each night, he’s at the mercy of those strange, unshakable desires.

As the midnight hour looms each day, Nate begins to wonder if these urges are the result of some mental breakdown, or if there is something more sinister pulling the strings. One thing is certain: when the clock strikes twelve, there’s no escape from his complete and total sissification.
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The first time it happened was a Friday night.

The conditions were honestly ideal. Had I been somewhere else, or had my parents been home, the fallout would have been catastrophic. But thanks to some stroke of luck, I happened to be home alone. My parents were in another town for some big work dinner. My sister was out of town visiting a friend she had gone to high school with. And I wasn’t out with my friends because I’d been given a mountain of homework for an art history class that I’d transferred into, mid-semester.

It was rare for me to be in on a Friday night. I liked being out with friends. Our Friday nights were legendary. We would see movies, hit up bars, crash parties, eat at the best late-night food trucks. We would always end up at someone’s house to do a bit more drinking. Sometimes we found women, sometimes we all just gathered back together to play some video game or another.

We usually did the same on Thursday nights too. Just the night before that one, we had been out at a bar until the manager finally had to tell us to scram so they could close.

If we had any energy left in us, we would do it all again on Saturday night—and sometimes even on Sunday nights if it was a long weekend.

And then all week, I would sit around in class, counting down the seconds until the next weekend.

But not this Friday night. This Friday night, I was in my small bedroom, sitting at my small desk, working on the first of five reports on my Intro to Art History. I actually wasn’t planning to finish my degree at school; my plan was to drop out and go to a one-year intensive art school. The art school didn’t require any university at all, but I figured I would pick up some art ‘credits’ while I was enrolled.

Though I was expecting the class to be more… art-based. There wasn’t much in terms of looking at art. Instead, I found myself trying to memorize the birthdays of various artist. I was memorizing terms for various art periods, and their associated years—but at no point did the homework ask me to identify the artistic qualities that defined those periods.

Okay, that’s all beside the point. You want to know what happened to me on that Friday night for the first time, so I’ll tell you.

It was exactly midnight when I had a sudden, inexplicable urge to go into my sister’s bedroom and put on her clothes.

Now let me establish a few important points, so you can understand just how strange this sudden urge was:

	1. I had never put on women’s clothing in my life.

	2. I had never fantasized about women’s clothing, nor had I ever had any urges to wear it before in my life.

	3. I hadn’t been drinking or messing around with recreational drugs. I was entirely sober.

	4. I was fully straight and perfectly happy as a dude.



So when the urge came, I was freaked out. I was confused. But the urge was so strong—too strong to ignore. Well, I managed to push it away for a few minutes, but during those minutes, my brain swelled with the logistics. ‘You’re home alone, Nate,’ I said to myself. ‘Nobody will ever find out.’ ‘Imagine how good you would look in a little dress.’ ‘Why not just try it? You have nothing to lose.’

Suddenly, I was standing in my sister’s doorway. I hadn’t been in that bedroom in four years. The last time I was in there was to get my iPad back from my sister, after she borrowed it to FaceTime her boyfriend.

My heart raced. My palms were sweaty. I had no idea what had come over me—but I was excited. I saw myself blushing and smiling in the mirror. I couldn’t get to the closet fast enough. I threw it open and started pushing outfits down my sister’s long closet rack. Feeling all the fabrics made my skin tingle. Everything was so soft. It all smelled so… girly. My legs were trembling so hard that they were threatening to buckle.

“What’s happening to me?” I whispered.

I fought my clothes off of my body after I found the dress I wanted. My sister had bought it for some event; she wore it once, and never wore it again because her boyfriend at the time told her that it was too ‘slutty’. Now, I was scrambling to get it on my body.

Oh God, it fit so perfectly. The flared skirt was so cute. I spun from side to side, letting that skirt dance around me. I skipped around the room. I caught sight of my sister’s makeup, and then I was rolling mascara on my lashes. I was humming in a girly tone. There was something about the way that I was moving… a way that I’d never moved before, floating on my toes like a ballerina.

I felt so cute. I felt so… sexy.

I put some red lipstick on my lips and blew a kiss at the mirror.

I did a spin.

I jumped onto my sister’s soft pink sheets. Then, I spotted her underwear drawer. I rushed to it and pulled out a pair of white panties. They were tiny and simple. They slid on just fine. They were tight around my crotch.

God, it all felt so good. My heart raced faster. I heard myself giggling. I was skipping around the house, feeling so airy and free. That feeling was just so, so amazing. I went back to my sister’s room. I dug through the closet. I found more dresses that I wanted to wear. I piled them up on her bed. I started changing, trying on dress after dress. I moaned as if I was having some sort of emotional orgasm. I pulled on a pair of soft stockings. I tried on a pair of my sister’s heels; they were half a size too small, but still cute.

I was trembling. Beads of sweat formed down my spine.

Then suddenly, the urge vanished and reality struck me like a truck. I turned to face the mirror and I saw myself wearing my sister’s clothing. I turned dark red as shame and humiliation filled my body. “What are you doing, Nate?” I asked myself.

Then, in a flurry, I began to undress. Once naked, I rushed to the bathroom and desperately scrubbed the makeup from my face. I rushed back to my sister’s bedroom and spent the next forty minutes carefully putting everything back exactly as I’d found it.

The trembling didn’t stop. I was horrified. I had no idea what had come over me. Those urges were so powerful, so unexpected, and they only lasted for a strangely short period of time before fluttering away.

I assumed that I’d had some sort of minor mental breakdown. I figured it had something to do with staring at those textbooks for so many consecutive hours. I’d skipped dinner, after all. I was hungry, and when you’re hungry, you don’t think right.

I really had no idea what happened, but I knew that it was something that I could never tell anybody about—ever.
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It was the next night when it happened again, but this time, my parents were home.

Jessica, my sister, was still out visiting her friend out of town. So her bedroom was totally open for me to use…

But my parents had only just gone to bed twenty minutes earlier.

It was midnight—the same time as the previous night. And I want to make one thing very clear, though I feel that you will have a hard time believing me: I had not had a single urge to dress like a girl in any capacity since that previous night. I had gone the entire day without thinking about women’s clothing. I even laughed when I remembered that strange hour in my sister’s bedroom.

But suddenly, as the clock struck midnight, the urges were back—and they were strong. I tried to ignore them. I was in the middle of a game with some friends, online. “I think I have to go, guys,” I said.

“What? Why?”

“My, uh, parents need me to do some chores.”

“Why are they even up? And what do you have to do at midnight?”

My palms were sweating; I nearly dropped my controller. “I don’t know. Some bullshit. I’ll talk to you guys tomorrow.” I logged off before they could press me more. My voice was starting to tremble, and that would probably make them suspicious.

I crept out into the hallway. I moved slowly to my sister’s room, which was past my parents’ room.

I knew that this was so stupid. I knew that I was taking a huge risk. If my father stepped in and saw me putting on a dress, he would surely throw me out for good. My mother would be deeply ashamed. And then my sister would surely find out, and she would be horrified and disgusted.

And yes, I was horrified and disgusted with myself, but that didn’t seem to matter in that moment. I had to feel those fabrics against my skin again.

And it wasn’t just fabrics; it was makeup. I rolled on eyeliner. I brushed on some eye shadow. I wriggled into a little pink dress and I pulled up a pair of soft white stockings. I caught myself dancing and spinning around the room. I saw myself smiling and blushing.

I looked cute. I loved looking cute. I blew myself a kiss and giggled.

Then, I teased my reflection a little bit. I stood in a seductive pose and gently pulled my skirt up, showing off my panty-clad bum. I giggled, and then I noticed my leg hair.

In that moment, that leg hair disgusted me in a way that I can’t really describe to you. I don’t want to muster up gross images in your head, but it was like seeing a bunch of whiteheads that desperately needed to be popped. I just couldn’t resist dealing with the problem.

In that pink dress, panties, stockings, and makeup, I tiptoed across the hallway into the bathroom. I gently closed the door and ran a bath. I slipped the stockings off but left the dress on. Sitting on the edge of the tub, I dipped my legs into the warm water. I used my sister’s razor and her leg hair cream. I gently shaved away every inch of hair—even the hair around my cock. When I looked down at my smooth, shimmering legs, my cock suddenly began to throb—and I was rock-hard.

I moaned. I stood up. I looked in the mirror. My legs were heavenly. My bum looked unreal. I was so unnaturally sexy. I couldn’t believe that this had always been there, and I’d just… ignored it.

Then suddenly—just like the night before—the urge to be dolled up vanished as quickly as it arrived. I was staring in the mirror when suddenly I wasn’t so amazed by what I saw. Instead, I was horrified. I couldn’t believe what I had done: shaving away all of my leg hair, in the middle of summertime no less! How would I hide this!?

I took the dress off. I washed off the makeup. As for the hair… that was gone until further notice.

I felt so stupid sneaking across the hallway naked, holding that dress under my arm, still horrified my father would hear me and come to check to see what I was up to.

I had a lot to clean up. Once again, I’d gone through my sister’s bedroom like a tornado. I was careful putting the dresses back exactly where I’d found them. I had to fold the stockings exactly as they were. I returned the makeup brushes to their exact place in her makeup kit.

It was around 2:45 AM when I was finished, but my pounding heart kept me awake.

The night before, I chalked it up to a weird mental ‘blip’. I figured that I’d just experienced some strange glitch in my mental matrix.

But now, after experiencing the same thing for a second night in a row… I couldn’t chalk it up as a one-off. Now, I was scared that it would happen a third time. I was scared that I would indulge in the nonsense again, and I wouldn’t be so lucky the third time. I was sure it was a matter of time before I was caught if this continued to happen.

But why would it happen again? It’s not like I wanted to wear dresses. The thought of wearing dresses just weirded me out. It’s not like I looked good in them—and even if I did, what difference did it make? It’s not like I could go out dressed like a girl without committing social suicide.

I slapped myself on the cheek. I had come to my senses, and I intended to keep it that way. No more crossdressing—no matter how badly I suddenly wanted to do it.

Easier said than done, I guess. It was exactly midnight on Sunday night when it happened again. This time, I was asleep. I woke up suddenly, squirming in my bed. My heart started racing as I turned to look at the clock.

12:00 exactly.

I heard a giggle. My sister was awake, talking to her boyfriend on FaceTime. I suppose I should establish that the walls in our house were thin. It was a miracle my parents didn’t wake up to the sound of me skipping, dancing, and giggling for an hour the night before.

Those urges wrapped around me like thorned vines. I tried to close my eyes to will myself back to sleep, but when my eyes were closed, my head suddenly filled with visions of myself in women’s clothing. And shit, did I ever look sexy!

I knew that my sister owned a nude-coloured off the shoulder dress with ruffles; I meant to try it on the night before, but got carried away with other outfits before I had a chance. Now, I just needed to try that dress on.

But she was in her room. I had no access to her things. I just had to stay in my bed and ignore these urges, like I promised…

I groaned. I tossed. I rolled over. I pulled my knees to my chest. I bit down on the side of my hand.

Allow me to attempt to describe the intensity of these urges to you. I once attempted a 30-day ‘No Fap’ challenge, and failed at day-twenty-nine. I’ll never forget how badly I wanted to jerk off after four weeks of total abstinence. I’ll never forget the intense hormones that made me slip into my bedroom—and I didn’t last a dozen pumps.

The urges I was experiencing now were ten times that.

I felt like I would keel over dead if I didn’t get a pair of panties on. I was starting to shake so violently that it probably looked like I was having a seizure.

I was sweating, as if having an intense fever. I couldn’t stop moving. I reached down to feel my smooth, hairless legs. The feeling of my legs gave me a moment of curious relief. I ran my fingers over my smooth pubic area, and that helped for a moment too—but only for a moment.

I rolled out of bed. I went out into the hallway, feeling frantic and nervous and confused. I crept up to my sister’s bedroom. And here’s how desperate I felt in that moment: I considered walking in, right in front of her, and just grabbing a dress. I could figure out a way to explain it later. I had a feeling she wouldn’t stop me…

But I managed to stop myself before going into that room. There had to be another way.

I went downstairs, starting to move faster like some meth head trying to get a fix. I was breathing quickly. I still couldn’t believing how intensely my hands were trembling.

I spotted an empty laundry bin on the kitchen table. The laundry!

I rushed to the mudroom where the laundry machine was. I threw open the dryer and nearly screamed out with joy. My sister’s clothes were inside: all of the outfits from her out of town trip, waiting to be folded.

I quickly pulled out an outfit: a leather skirt and a mesh top. The mesh top was see-through, of course, so I found a lacy bralette to wear under it. I got dressed right there in that dark mud room.

The feeling of the skirt sliding up my legs… it was so satisfying. It was exactly what I needed. It was the high that I had suddenly been craving since the moment the clock struck 12:00. “Yes,” I hear myself moan with satisfaction. Why did this feel so good? What made that tight bralette feel so intensely amazing, hugging my torso like that?

I spun around, feeling so light and free.

But it wasn’t quite enough. I went to the bathroom, right across the hallway from my sister’s bedroom. I could still hear her chatting. Luckily, some of her makeup was on the vanity. I started to draw on eyeliner. A feminine humming escaped my lips, and it was a good five minutes before I even noticed it. I slapped my palm to my glossy lips to stop myself.

I had no idea what had come over me.

And why it came at the same time every night…

And why I could do nothing to stop myself from indulging.

Okay, so I could stop myself, and I succeeded in stopping myself the next night—but I’ll get to that shortly. First, I should tell you about that Sunday night, and how I came very, very close to being caught.

I was back downstairs, looking through the dryer, when I heard my name being called. “Nate?” It was my sister, and she was downstairs too. I heard her coming towards the mud room. I had to flee, but the only exit was the house’s back door.

So I fled. I threw the door open and ran, leaving that dryer door open, with her clothes half-spilled out on the mudroom floor.

I ran fast, away from the house. I went a whole three blocks away, to a kid’s park, which was dark and quiet. I hid for ten minutes, and then I was suddenly struck by reality. It came like a bus to the chest once again, and this time it was really bad because I was so far from home. I couldn’t exactly pull that skirt and mesh top off… though I did wonder if being naked would have been better than being dressed like a girl.

I had to sneak home, slowly and quietly. And when I was close to the house, I saw that it was lit up. My sister was awake and in the living room. Apparently, she got spooked and thought there had been an invader. She had woken up our parents, and they went to my room and found that I was gone. They tried calling me, but my phone was in my room, and now they were starting to worry. Thankfully they didn’t call the cops. Thankfully, I had left in the night before to hang out with friends, and that was enough for them to decide to all head back to bed.

I snuck back in after thirty minutes of silence. I washed off my face and I put those clothes back in the dryer. It was a lucky break, for sure. It could have been so much worse.

In the morning, I got a lecturing about why I should always take my phone with me when I went places. Not too bad.

And I told myself I would fight the urges no matter what if they came back again.

They came back again at midnight the next night. And I did indeed fight them.


3


Let me describe that hour to you the best I can.

One word comes to mind: ruthless. That hour was absolute misery. It started at midnight, and I instantly said, “No. We’re not doing that again.” But the urges kept ‘throbbing’. Soon came those hot flashes; I was trembling and sweating, unable to remain still.

But still, I said, “No.”

Then new symptoms came. A fever. A headache—like a knife being stabbed into the back of my skull. There was a dread in my stomach that almost felt like nausea, and in a weird way, I knew that it would all go away if I could just feel some dainty fabric against my skin.

But I wouldn’t cave. I remained in my bed, clutching the sheets tight—as tightly as I could. I fought so hard. It took everything I had in me to stay in my bed.

I cried at one point, because I felt so brutally uncomfortable. I nearly strained a muscle from tensing up all over. I can’t even begin to describe the dread I felt, knowing that girly clothes weren’t on my body. In that moment, it seemed so horribly wrong, like I was condemning myself to what felt like a lifetime of hell.

I really do assume that’s how drug addicts feel when going through withdrawals. And I will say that it was one of the top three worst nights of my life, and maybe the worst hour of my life.

And it was 1:00 AM when the symptoms stopped. A wave of relief washed over me, but my body was still sore all over from the fight I had to put up to resist those urges. I was exhausted. I was mentally drained. Every ounce of energy was gone from inside of me, but I couldn’t sleep because of that lingering dread.

I had no idea why these urges kept coming, or how I could get rid of them. And I definitely couldn’t suffer like that for another night, even if it was only one hour.

My next strategy was sleeping pills. At 9:00 PM, I took a triple-dose of sleeping pills (don’t try this at home). I drank sleepy-time tea, and I made sure not to spend any time in front of a screen before I clonked off. I was sure that I was just going to sleep like a rock through that ‘girly hour’.

But at midnight, I was suddenly wide awake. It was as if the pills wore off suddenly. And the urges were back.

This time, my sister was sleeping. My parents were sleeping. Everyone had to be up early—myself included.

I couldn’t do the withdrawal pains again. So I crept down to the mudroom. I found a pair of panties. I found a little nightgown. That’s all I took. I stole an eyeliner pen from the bathroom.

It was enough to make it manageable. I wanted so much more, but with that little nightie and a bit of eyeliner, I felt cute, and feeling cute was the bare minimum of satisfaction that I needed so that I wasn’t sweating and shaking and feeling like I was going to have a stroke.

I skipped around my room. I giggled. I spun. I posed on the bed, admiring myself in the mirror.

But then something happened. When 1:00 AM struck, instead of being struck by that predicted sense of reality, I was struck by exhaustion. It was like the sleeping pills were suddenly working again, picking up where they left off. And in an instant, I was asleep.

And that was bad, because I fell asleep wearing makeup and a nightie, on top of my blankets. By some miracle, nobody came into my room. I slept through my alarm, which beeped for an entire hour while I lay there in that little baby-blue gown. Normally, my mom would have come in to shake me away. But that morning, she happened to be running late for work, and decided that I needed to learn my own lesson, being late for an exam, and I couldn’t rely on her waking me up.

Thank God for that. I was glad that I missed the exam. I wouldn’t have been able to handle the humiliation of being caught like that.

I scrambled to get undressed. I put the nightie back in the dryer with the panties. I washed off the makeup, which wasn’t easy after it had sat on my face all night. I took the makeup supplies out from my bedroom. Then, I spent the rest of the day begging my professor to give me another crack at that exam—and she was nice enough to offer a makeup exam the next day, but I had to accept a 5% penalty.

I didn’t do great on the exam. My mind was scattered. My thoughts were elsewhere. No matter how hard I tried to focus, I kept stressing out that I had left a tiny bit of mascara on my lashes, or maybe there was a touch of gloss on my lips. That makeup was surprisingly hard to clean off, after all.

And, of course, I found myself in a constant state of anxiety, knowing that it was probably going to happen again at midnight, because it seemed to happen every midnight without fail.

It didn’t help that I was exhausted. It didn’t help that I hadn’t gotten more than four hours of sleep every night since this craziness started.

“Time’s up,” my professor said. And when she took the exam from me, I saw the expression on her face. Instantly, she could tell that I’d done a terrible job. She even looked at me and said, “Make sure that you’re getting enough sleep, and not spending too much time partying. I know that college students love partying and there’s a serious fear of missing out—but your grades here are important.”

I nodded my head like an obedient, scared puppy, and I scurried off.

I remained in that state of dread. My sister had originally said that she would be spending the night with some friends (which meant she was going to sneak over to her boyfriend’s house)—but her plans had changed. “Can you make sure there’s dinner for me?” she said to my mom. “I’m going to be staying in tonight.”

My stomach turned. It didn’t help that my mom was spending the evening folding and putting away laundry. All of my sister’s clothes were now in her room, guarded by my sister. I puttered around the house, pretending like I was looking for a pack of batteries. Really, I was looking for something to satisfy my midnight cravings. No—I wasn’t fantasizing about crossdressing… Quite the opposite, in fact: I was dreading it. But I knew midnight would come, and my desires would overpower my sense of self-preservation. I knew that I would want to wear some dainty outfit so badly that I would risk revealing myself to my sister.

I had to pre-plan.

I went to the basement and started prying open musty old cardboard boxes. There were clothes in those boxes, but nothing that stuck out to me: mostly my mom’s old clothes, which were too big (she was a hefty lady) and not at all cute or sexy. Some boxes were just filled with old work shoes. There were a few boxes of clothes from when we were kids… some pre-teen outfits that could potentially satisfy…

No. I needed the real deal. I needed what was in my sister’s bedroom.

And the hour was approaching.

It was 9:00 PM now. My sister was still up—not even close to being ready for bed. She had the next day totally off, so she would surely still be up at midnight. My parents were still puttering around. And now, they were starting to glance over at me occasionally, looking suspicious. “Still looking for those batteries?” they asked.

I nodded my head and zipped off to lay low for a while.

My heart was starting to race. I was truly starting to panic when I heard my mom from the other room. “Shit, I forgot that I need to go and feed that cat. Should I do it now or in the morning?”

I paused. My mind raced as a potential solution to my problem manifested in my brain.

“Just do it in the morning. It’s a cat. It doesn’t need to be fed every day,” my dad said.

“But they come home tomorrow afternoon. What if they see that the bowl is half full and know I didn’t do it tonight?”

“If you want to do it tonight, go do it tonight. I just don’t think it’s a big deal.”

My mom ended up going. I went into the kitchen and grabbed the garbage. My dad peered over and said, “What are you doing?”

“Taking the garbage out. Isn’t it my turn?”

“It’s your sister’s turn.”

“Oh. Well… I guess she can do it tomorrow then. I’m already doing it.”

Again, his eyes narrowed. His suspicion was growing. I had to be careful. I took the garbage to the bin out front, and I peered down the road to see my mom going into the Smithers’s house.

Yes! The Smithers! They had an eighteen-year-old daughter. And we only fed their cat when they were out of town.

My heart raced faster. Of course my mind filled with the awful possibilities. I mean—it was 2025, and at least half the houses on that road had security systems with cameras. A silent alarm could notify the homeowners, or just call the police. I could end up in the back of a police cruiser, wearing some eighteen-year-old’s clothes and makeup, facing the humiliation of a lifetime.

There was no way that I could be that desperate…

But midnight rolled around, and those urges gripped me suddenly like the hand of some demon reaching up from hell. I felt suddenly powerless. The thought of being caught by the police suddenly didn’t seem like such a bad thought. Maybe the cops would even find me cute. Maybe they would play around with me before letting me go. Maybe I could make them blush.

I crept downstairs. I put on my shoes. I wasn’t in a state of horror and dread anymore; I was excited. I couldn’t tie my laces fast enough. I found myself imagining that girl’s bedroom, filled with all new outfits, new shoes, new perfumes. God, I couldn’t wait!

I went to the key drawer by the door and found an unfamiliar house key—surely the Smithers’s house key.

I slipped out into the cool air. Unusually cold for a summer’s night.

I stuffed my hands into my pockets and moved fast. The street was quiet. I kept looking back to make sure my parents hadn’t come out to see what I was doing.

I flipped up my hood and turned my chin down as I went up to that front door.

Don’t get me wrong: fear of being caught was still there… but the excitement was far more powerful.

The key worked. The door opened. I practically skipped into that house, and once the door was closed behind me, I wasn’t creeping anymore. I moved fast, rushing up the stairs. I threw open doors until I found the very pink bedroom of that young woman.

And there wasn’t a minute wasted. I lunged at her makeup. I spritzed myself with her delightfully youthful perfume. I threw my clothes off and wriggled into her high-waisted lace panties. I carefully clipped on her red bra, which already had pads sewn into it; she must have been almost as flat-chested as me.

I flew through her closet, pushing outfits aside until I found the first one that screamed out to me.

The hour was a blur. I must have tried on a dozen outfits. I posed in the mirror. I danced and spun and giggled.

And thank God: the police never showed up. No alarms went off.

I was fully dolled up when 1:00 PM struck, and then I suddenly felt totally idiotic. I felt so ashamed, so vulnerable.

I started cleaning up. I even used their showed to clean off my makeup before putting my own clothes back on. I was in that house until 2:30 AM, meticulously putting everything back.

I knew that I was lucky. One single door camera, and my life would have been over. One nanny cam and my family would never talk to me again.
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Iknew that I couldn’t expect to be so lucky every night. If this was going to keep happening night after night, I needed to figure out some sort of safety procedure.

And a stroke of luck came during class the next day. I saw a girl with a big duffle bag. Another girl sat next to her, and then spent the next ten minutes looking through the bag before picking out a top and handing the other girl ten dollars. Near the end of class, another girl came over to do the same.

The girl was selling off her used designer outfits.

So I followed her after class and stopped her near the end of the hallway. “What are you selling?” I asked. My heart was racing and my palms were sweaty. She looked at me strangely before saying, “Girls clothes.”

“I, uh, want to get some stuff for my girlfriend.”

“Oh. Okay. Like what?” She put the bag on a bench and unzipped. Instantly, I knew I was looking at gold. I knew that these were the types of outfits that I craved come midnight. All of it: all of the lace, the satin, the pleated skirts, the tulle… Even the floral aroma that sprung from the bag had my heart skipping a beat.

“Some things are five, some are ten.”

“How much for the whole bag?” I asked.

She paused. “All of it? I mean… There are like… twenty things in the bag.”

“What would you offer for the whole bag?”

“Um… What about one-hundred?”

“Sure,” I said, and I used a shaking hand to give her my only hundred. I took the bag and smiled. I cleared my throat and said, “My girlfriend will be thrilled. Thanks.”

And she looked at me with a curious glare; I could tell she wasn’t buying my story. I didn’t want to stick around for her to start questioning me, so I zipped off.

But my midnight preparations weren’t over. I stopped at a consignment store and picked up ten bucks worth of makeup: random supplies. “How much for that wig?” I asked, pointing at a mannequin wearing a blonde wig.

The shop employees looked at each other, taken off-guard. “I don’t think it’s for sale.”

“I’ll give you twenty bucks for it,” I said.

Now, shoppers were glaring over at me. They all surely thought that I was some crossdresser—and I suppose that I was, though not entirely willingly. In that moment, I didn’t really care if these strangers found out—as long as my family members weren’t finding out. And these were measures that I was taking to stop my parents from finding out.

They got a manager out. They discussed. They sold me the wig. I spent every dollar I had that day. I took my entire haul down to the basement of our house. I put everything in an old box on an old shelf.

And when midnight struck, I went down, feeling suddenly excited to explore my new outfits. I spent that whole hour grinning and bouncing around my basement.

The skirts were perfectly short. The tops were perfectly dainty and tiny. The little bras were just right for my frame. I even found myself snapping selfies on my phone, giggling when I saw how cute I looked.

And at 2:00 AM, I cleaned everything up and deleted all of those photos and I went back up to my room. That shame and embarrassment was still there… but I was starting to get used to it. I’d been doing this every night for a week, and it really seemed like there was no end in sight.

The next night was the same, and the next, and the next. I went down to the basement, got dolled up, took photos. At least I was safe in that basement. The basement was fully sound-proofed because the last owner had been working on making it a separate suite. Now, it was a partially-finished basement that was pretty much used only as storage—and certainly not a place my parents would venture down into in the middle of the night, unless they needed to access the electrical panel for some reason.

And after each midnight crossdressing session, I felt less shame. I felt less humiliation. I felt less confused. Those episodes were totally predictable, and I was more-or-less fully prepared for them now. I had a good routine for quickly cleaning everything (including myself) up.

Maybe I got a bit too comfortable with the ‘routine’. It was three weeks into this new ‘issue’ of mine when I had an embarrassing little slip. It happened at a Best Buy. I was there to buy a new internet router, because ours had suddenly stopped working. I had snapped a photo of our router to show the salesman. I was at the sales desk, with my phone on the counter. I clicked on photos. He was looking down at my screen when photos of me popped up: me in a little red dress and black stockings and a blonde wig. I tried to swipe away quickly, but my phone was seemingly frozen—it was old and the storage was full, so it often got ‘gummy’ like that.

I should have pulled my phone away to stop him from looking, but I didn’t want to look too embarrassed. Suddenly, photos started swiping by as my delayed phone registered all of those swipes. He saw a dozen photos of me posing like a little princess. Then suddenly, the picture of the router was on the screen.

“Um, yeah—that’s it,” I said, pretending like the last dozen photos never happened.

His face was red. “Yeah. We carry that model. I will, uh, go and get it for you.”

He walked away, and I wanted to drop to the floor and curl up into a ball. It was so excruciatingly humiliating… and it was about to get worse.

He gave me the router. There was a 10% discount sticker on it. “I found one that had a bit of a scuff on the box for you,” he said. “So you can save some money.” He showed me the scuff, and it was hardly noticeable.

I thought it was just a nice gesture, and then I got home and turned the box over to find a little sticky note. There was a phone number on it. “You’re really pretty. Let’s hang out.”

I felt sick. I crumpled the note up and threw it in a bin.

But when midnight came, a terrible idea came into my head, and that idea made me blush and bounce with excitement. I fished the note out of the bin. Then, after getting dolled up, I started sending pictures to that phone number.

I wrote nothing. But I got replies. “That outfit is super cute on you,” he wrote.

And then, near the end of the hour, he wrote. “Lift your skirt and show me your panties, sexy.”

And I was just about to do it when 1:00 AM came, and with it came the dread and horror and humiliation that I was used to.

I looked over the messages and nearly fainted. I couldn’t believe I’d sent those photos. Thankfully there was nothing lewd… but I was still recognizable in those pictures, and now there was a man out there who knew my secret. He could look at that router receipt and see my real name.

And he was still messaging me. “Baby?” he wrote.

“Sorry. I have to sleep,” I wrote back, and I turned off my phone.

He messaged me throughout the next day. “Thinking about you,” he wrote. “Can’t get over how pretty you are.”

I ignored the messages—even deleting them… hoping he would get the hint and lay off.

But at midnight, I suddenly wanted his attention. I revived his messages from the deleted folder. I sent him more selfies. The photos became increasingly more flirtatious, more risqué, with more lifted skirts and bulges. He began replying with images: erect bulges in his shorts, and then the real thing, uncovered, throbbing. “This is how hard you make me,” he wrote.

And I kept flirting with him. I complimented his shaft. “Show me yours, baby,” he wrote.

And I did it, because that hour hadn’t elapsed yet. When 1:00 AM did come, regret washed over me with fury. I couldn’t believe what I had sent, and now those photos existed in the world. I quickly deleted everything, but I couldn’t simply delete my admirer.

Over the next few days, he kept messaging me, sometimes sending erect photos in the middle of the day. I had to be careful checking my phone, and even more careful just leaving it alone on the kitchen counter for someone else to find.

Now, I felt like I was in a constant state of anxiety. This must be how guys who cheat on their wives feel, constantly paranoid that there will be some slip up.

My stomach was constantly turning. I almost never had an appetite. Over the past month, I’d lost over ten pounds! And that just made me look more feminine…

My parents were starting to ask questions. “Is everything okay at school?” my dad asked.

“Have you been having girl problems or something?” my mom asked.

And my sister would occasionally comment on things being moved in her room. I will admit that I occasionally snuck in there during the days, to retrieve some item that I knew I would need come midnight.

Sometimes I felt like the person who existed from midnight until 1:00 AM was a totally different person: some sort of beast who would wake up for an hour with a ferocious appetite—and it was my job to feed that beast so it wouldn’t wreak havoc on the world.

Strangely, I always felt like I had a good idea of what the beast wanted, even though I never truly knew until that hour hit. In a weird way, I could sense those desires deep down before they came. I would see a dress in a store window, and I would just know that, come midnight, I would need to know how cute that dress was on my body. And so a big portion of my day was often spent tracking certain items down. Sometimes I would see a dress with a $230 price tag on it, so my whole day was spent on Facebook Marketplace, or in thrift stores, trying to find something that would satisfy—or else I knew there was a risk my lunatic midnight self would break into that store just to feel that fabric on my skin.

And after about six weeks of indulging in these desires, I started going to… undesirable extremes. I suppose that’s my way of saying that I was breaking the law.

Stealing.

Sometimes from stores, sometimes from girls’ lockers rooms while the cheer team was practicing out on the field. I was taking big risks. I was stealing panties from lockers—and I’m pretty sure that’s a crime that would put me on some sort of list.

I hate to even admit it, but on a couple of occasions, I walked out of stores wearing outfits under my clothes. I hated myself for it—but I was buying myself nighttime relief. And without that relief, the agony was indescribable. There were a few days where I resisted the temptation to procure anything for my nighttime self. Then, come midnight, I found myself sweating, shaking, rummaging desperately through old boxes and closets—and when my neighbours left for another weekend trip, I found myself stealing from their closets like some sort of filthy drifter.

I’d become like a sort of rat that only comes out at night. Sometimes I would be out on the street at night and I would pass by the town drug addicts, and our gazes would meet, and I really wasn’t so sure that I wasn’t just one of them. When I heard about drug addicts breaking into pharmacies, I felt bad for them; I felt like I had an idea of what they were going through.

I just never felt satisfied. I’d filled multiple basement boxes with outfits and makeup—but it just didn’t seem like enough. It always felt like I was just short of satisfying those cravings completely.

Until one night I had the idea of going out as a girl.
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Once the idea was in my head, it was hard to fight. I went out that night after getting dolled up, but thankfully that ‘spell’ wore off before I got anywhere. I was five blocks from the house, wearing a skirt and a crop top when reality dawned on me, and I scurried back home with my tail tucked between my legs.

I knew it was going to happen again, and I knew that I would need to take it further or those urges were only going to become more extreme. So at 11:00 PM, I got to work early. I made sure that I was dolled up before midnight struck. I made sure everything was in order—and it was actually a positive thing! Getting dolled up before I was in that state, I was much more careful. I cleaned as I went along. I put makeup back where it went when I was done using it. And when midnight struck, I felt a much more ‘complete’ sense of satisfaction. It was a relief I hadn’t felt in weeks.

So I went out, not feeling so pressed for time. I sauntered ten blocks to a nearby bar. I went in, nervous but excited. I sat at the bar and got looks from the regulars. I bought my first drink—and then a stranger bought my next drink. He sat next to me and complimented me, and I winked at him and made him blush. He didn’t seem to care when he heard that my voice wasn’t convincing, giving me away. He actually moved in closer.

But then 1:00 AM hit, and I realized I was in a room full of people looking at me. I excused myself to use the bathroom and I snuck out the back door.

I nearly blacked out multiple times on my way home: the stress and anxiety and dread all catching up to me. I really can’t begin to describe the shame to you. The faces of all those men were burned into my brain: their glaring eyes, some of them judging, some of them ogling, fantasizing about fucking me.

And it was horrifying to think that I could have ended up being fucked by one of them if the timing had been a bit different. If one of those men had asked me to accompany them to the bathroom while I was in that ‘sissy state’, I would have gone. And what if 1:00 AM hit while I had a cock deep in my asshole? Right now, it was seeming like that was just a matter of time. It seemed like every night I was taking another step deeper into this unwanted sissy fantasy, and now it seemed like I was one step away from the cliff.

I cried in my bed that night. I didn’t sleep at all before my alarm went off. I was already dreading midnight.

I had to figure out what was going on.
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The internet was, unfortunately, no help. There were no posts written on any blogs or Reddit pages about experiencing unwanted crossdressing urges every midnight.

I tried making my own post on one website, asking for help, but the post was soon removed and I got a message from the website’s moderator. “We removed your post and your account because we do not allow joke posts or roleplaying.”

My desperation was increasing as the hour approached. I made more posts on more websites. The only half-decent lead I got was from a conspiracy website where most of the posts sounded extremely fake and silly, and they probably thought the same from my post. But one user replied, “It sounds like a curse. Witchcraft. Look into ‘witching hour curses’ on this site.” And then he sent me a link.

The website did give me chills, because some of the details matched up with what I was experiencing. “Low level witchcraft spells (black magic) are strongest during the witching hour. The witching hour is usually between 3 and 4 in the morning, but some witches experience the witching hour at 1:00 AM or at midnight. An individual cursed with a low-level spell will feel the effects of the curse mostly (or entirely) during this hour.”

It was currently the only explanation as to why I was experiencing these urges only during that single hour.

But who could have cursed me? Who did I piss off? And did I even know any witches? I tried hard to think…

I tried hard to think of the week before this all started, but it was such a normal week. There was only one thing that happened that could have⁠—

I felt an icy chill creep down my spine.

I remembered back to that Thursday night: the night before my first ‘sissy episode’. I had been out with my buddies, at a bar. We were there until around midnight when the bar owner told us all to head home. Brandon jumped up and put up a fight. “It’s only midnight, dude. Why the hell are you closing so early?”

The managed motioned around the empty bar. “People work tomorrow. Nobody is out drinking. It’s not profitable to stay open right now.”

“But we’re drinking!” Brandon said.

The manager groaned. He looked at our pitcher of beer, which we’d been sipping from… because we had flasks hidden in our coats so we wouldn’t have to spend so much at the bar. “Sorry, lads. Time to leave.”

Brandon eyed me, as if he was asking for backup. It seemed unlikely that we would convince the bar manager to stay open for us—as if it made sense to keep a few people on staff for another few hours in the chance that we would spend another $22 on a second pitcher.

“The hours on the door say you’re open until 2,” I said.

“Read the asterisks. Manager’s discretion. Come on, boys. Let’s go. Or I’ll take your IDs to the back room and scan them.”

He eyed our friend Harry, who was barely eighteen (below the legal drinking age). He had, indeed, used a fake ID on the waitress.

Now, Harry was putting on his coat. “It’s fine. We can all go back to my place,” he said.

Then, for some reason, I felt a strong desire to make a point—because there was no asterisks on the sign out front. I marched over and then I marched back with a big grin on my face. “It says nothing about Manager’s Discretion,” I said. “Point that out to us, and we’ll leave.”

Now, my friends were all grinning. They all stopped, except for Harry, who just looked nervous about getting in shit for using a fake ID.

“I want to get home to my wife, mate,” the manager said. “How’s this? I’ll comp that last pitcher if you leave now so we can close.”

“No,” I said. To be honest, it was probably the liquor putting up the fight. It wasn’t like me to put up a fight like that—and the night had been a bit… boring. There were no girls out, and most people were at home sleeping because there was still another weekday before the real partying started. “I think I’m going to stay.” I sat down and poured a fresh glass of beer from that pitcher.

The manager didn’t rage. He didn’t fight me back. He didn’t even take our IDs to his scanner. He just walked away. Brandon sat with me, a big smile on his face. Harry and Daniel left, not wanting to be ensconced in the drama. Then, Brandon and I stayed until 2:00 AM. And we did not end up ordering another pitcher. In fact, we both forgot all about the kerfuffle with the manager; we started chatting about some TV show we’d been watching, and all that drama was forgotten⁠—

Until I was leaving. I looked back and saw the manager, the bartender, and (I presume) the chef staring at us. They didn’t look angry; they just looked… tired. And in that moment, I did feel a pang of guilt for making them all stay for another two hours just because I was compelled to make a point.

I wasn’t really even sure what point I made.

I reached into my wallet to leave an extra twenty on the table, feeling a bit bad for the lousy tip left by my friends… but my wallet was empty. I’d forgotten to take more cash out. So I left without tipping at all.

That was it…

But maybe it was enough.

Maybe that manager—or that bartender or that chef—was a witch. Maybe they were dabbling with witchcraft, and decided to put some sort of curse on me.

I eyed the clock. It was now 10:00 PM. I still had a couple of hours before that curse took hold of me—and maybe that was enough time to go to that bar, apologize for my shitty behaviour, and make it back to my house. Maybe an apology would be enough for this ‘witch’ to reverse their spell.

I grabbed my keys and wallet and I headed out.

It was 10:30 PM by the time I reached the bar. It was surprisingly busy, with many waitresses on staff, and multiple bartenders. Now, I was trying to remember the face of the bartender working that night.

The hostess smiled at me and said, “For how many?”

“I’m actually hoping to have a quick chat with the manager,” I said. “Could you grab him for me?”

“Hold on.”

She zipped off and came back with a woman. I didn’t recognize the woman. My heart started racing as she stared at me. “Is something wrong?”

“Sorry. I was actually hoping to, uh, talk to a guy. Short hair… tattoos on his one arm but none on the other. He was in a month or so ago.”

“David?” she said. “David moved to a new bar a couple weeks ago.”

“Which one?”

“Not sure. What’s this about?”

I stared at her blankly for a moment. I tried to remember the bartender who had served us that night. “Do you, uh, keep a record of who was working on which night? I was in here on the, uh… 8th. It was late. I just wanted to… say something to the people working that night.”

The manager peered around at the busy bar, looking increasingly frustrated. “I can leave a message.”

“Is there any way I could just get, like, contact info?” I said. “It’s kind of personal.”

She sighed. Then, she waved me to follow her, so I followed her, through the bar. There was a chair by the bathrooms, next to the office. “Sit there. I have to go make my rounds, and then on my break I can check the system to see who was in on the 8th. I can give you names, but I can’t give you numbers or addresses or anything like that. Okay?”

“Thanks.”

So I waited… and waited. At first, I wasn’t too worried. I figured it would be fairly quick for her to make her way from table to table, checking on guests—and then it wouldn’t take long for her to get me that info.

But minutes kept ticking by. I kept checking my phone.

It was 11:40 PM when she finally came back. “Sorry about that. We have a new waitress on the floor. I’m training. You said the 8th, right?”

“That’s right.”

She led me into her office. It was a small, cold room with no windows. She went to her computer and turned it on. It was slow to boot up. She looked up at me. “So did something happen on the 8th? Any clue as to what this is about?”

“It’s kind of personal,” I said, turning red. I eyed the clock. It was now 11:45. “How long will this take?”

“Not long,” she said.

But it was a lie. It took a long time. She had to load up some Excel file, which took minutes because that computer was so slow. She had to scroll through the dates. Then, she started listing off names, and I had to write them into my phone.

Then, she said, “Oh shoot. I’m reading you the 8th of this month. You said last month, right?”

I groaned. “Yes.”

I peered over at a row of lockers. Some were left open. I could see the waitresses clothes inside. One locker had a stack of bar outfits: those short pleated skirts and black tight t-shirts.

My heart skipped a beat.

We started the process again. By the time I had the names, it was 11:56. “I have to go,” I said suddenly, and then I started rushing out, getting weird looks from that manager and from the staff that were taking a rest in that back hallway.

My heart was racing. Maybe I should have done this another day. Maybe I should have planned this out better—or I could have just apologized in the form of an email.

I scurried out onto the street and went to my car. Then, I saw the boot on my tire.

I had parked in a fifteen-minute zone. I saw the chalk mark on my tire. I ran over and tried to pry it off with my hands—but of course that was no use.

I tried calling the number on the sign so I could quickly pay the fine and have the boot removed (even though I had no money for the fine). They didn’t answer. “Our business hours are Monday to Thursday, nine until four.”

It was Thursday now… which meant I would have no car until at least Monday.

“No!” I cried out.

Then came midnight. Suddenly, that boot was the least of my concerns. Suddenly, I really just wanted to feel a pair of panties on my body, and a dainty skirt dancing on my thighs. I wanted guys to admire me. I wanted to feel cute and bubbly and fun. The car wasn’t going anywhere and there was nothing I could do about it now—there was no sense in stressing about it.

But where could I find clothes?

I remembered those lockers with the outfits in them. Now, I was looking back at the bar, through that bar window. When I was in that office, no waitresses came in. It was the manager’s office, and the manager was busy training that new girl.

The next few minutes were a blur. I actually did it. I went around back and slipped in through the staff exit where the chefs went to smoke every thirty minutes. I was taking a huge risk. I found myself in that back hallway. The pathway was clear, so I went straight into the office, ignoring the camera that was now pointed at the back of my head.

I didn’t care about the risks. I just wanted the outfits.

I raided those lockers. I took a waitress uniform and I snagged some random girl’s bag of clothes. Then, I flew out of there, keeping my chin down so the camera wouldn’t get my face… even though it was probably obvious who I was from my outfit. They had footage of me going in the first time to talk to the manager; they had an open and shut case.

But I just didn’t care. I changed in the alleyway behind a dumpster. There were makeup supplies in that bag, so I did my makeup using my phone’s flashlight and a tiny makeup mirror.

I was so excited; the cloths fit perfectly. I was now wearing super cute Daisy Duke shorts and a tight plaid short-sleeved flannel, tied into a crop-top. I couldn’t go back into that same bar, so I went to the one at the end of the road.

I sat next to a man at the bar and giggled when he looked at me. “You’re cute,” I said. I knew my time as a girl was short. I didn’t want to waste time slowly luring someone in. I just wanted to skip the bullshit. I wanted the attention of a man. I wanted validation. I wanted guys to look me up and down and fantasize about me and compliment me.

It wasn’t long before he had his arm around me. He bought me two drinks. I let him put his hand on my thigh. Then, I eyed the clock. 12:35 AM.

“Can I suck your cock in the bathroom?” I asked.

His face turned red. He was a lot older than me. He was a lot bigger than me. He was probably strong enough to break me into two pieces—and I had no idea if he knew my actual gender.

He took me to the bathroom. In that moment, I had no reservations. I giggled the whole time. I played with his cock until he was hard, and then I sucked him until he was gushing into my mouth. I swallowed with a big smile on my face, and I licked my lips. “You’re really damn cute,” he said to me.

Hearing those words… it was exactly what I needed. It was like a surge of adrenaline: an intense high that nothing could beat.

I eyed the time. 12:58. I had to go before he wanted more. I said nothing. I skipped off, giggling, proud of myself until the moment the hour changed.

Then came reality. Then came the horror of knowing that I was on camera, stealing from some young woman’s locker.

That bar was still open. The same servers were still passing by the window, serving the guests.

I changed into a server’s uniform in the alley, knowing it would help me blend in better. Then, I went back in through that back door. There was a server in the hallway. She smiled at me and I smiled back. I don’t know how she didn’t realize I wasn’t really a server; it was a massive stroke of luck.

I went into that office, heart racing, stomach full of dread. I went to that locker and put the bag back. Then, I rushed back out, past that waitress, and back into the alleyway.

Maybe it would be enough to stop them from investigating.

The night got worse. When I had changed into that girly outfit, I had carelessly tossed my male clothes onto the ground near the dumpster. Now, those clothes were still there… and in a puddle. I couldn’t wear any of it, and I was a ninety-minute walk away from my house.

So I made the walk in that skimpy waitress costume. Cars occasionally slowed down as male drivers checked out my ass in that little skirt. I tried my hardest to keep my face turned away, so nobody would recognize me.

It was especially tormenting when a familiar car slowed down next to me. I made the mistake of peering over, to see if it really was the car I thought it was. Then, I saw Brandon and the other guys all looking at me from the car windows. They were grinning like hungry dogs. I wanted to look away, but my neck was frozen. I couldn’t hide my face. I was scared that it would make my identity more obvious if I looked away.

I heard a whistle. “Nice ass,” said Brandon.

Then, they kept driving. I heard some laughter as they went.

It was a moment before the relief came. If they had recognized me, they would have stopped. They would have said something. They would have roared with laughter while snapping photos of me.

But the whistling and catcalling… they did that with most pretty girls.

I turned off the main road and took a dark side street home.
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My next day was spent trying to get into contact with the staff. With Facebook, I was about to find a couple of them. The bartender on staff that night was more elusive.

I could vaguely remember her face: a bit broader with some acne on her forehead. She had tattoos on her arms: black and grey flowers, some realistic, and some more traditional. She was a bit older than the rest of the staff.

Her name was, supposedly, Lola Barkley. She had no Instagram, no Facebook, no LinkedIn. I called the bar when they opened and asked when she would be working, and they told me they couldn’t tell me that information—though I couldn’t wrap my head around why.

Was Lola the witch? I sent the others an apology for my behaviour. When the manager from that night actually replied, my heart soared. “It’s not a big deal, man. Don’t stress it. That’s why I left that bar, to be honest. That happened almost every single night. It’s not like you guys were the first to do that.”

“Well I’m still sorry,” I wrote, though I didn’t think that he was the witch. I decided to ask him. “I’d like to apologize to Lola, the bartender. Any chance you know her number?”

He didn’t reply… not right away. He left me waiting for hours before he finally wrote. “Was Lola on that night? Lola is senior staff. She’s been there so long that she gets first pick of shifts, and she usually only comes in like once every two weeks. Your best bet is to just keep popping in until you see her there. The bar will never give out her info—and I don’t think I can either.”

“Well can you pass on my apology to her at least?” I said.

He didn’t reply, and I didn’t pester him further. There was a very good chance that an apology wouldn’t get me anywhere anyway.

There was a very good chance that the bartender wasn’t a witch at all, and I was following a dead lead that had nothing to do with my situation at all.

At midnight that night, before even getting dolled up, I messaged my Best Buy employee admirer and asked, “Want to fuck me tonight?”

We met up at a darkened playground at 12:40 AM. My worst fears were realized that night when the spell wore off and I was still getting reared.

He was seven inches deep, thrusting hard, and I just froze with horror. I didn’t fight. I didn’t act too suddenly. I just closed my eyes and hoped it would end soon.

He fucked me for another fifteen minutes while I was completely aware of what was happening—and how wrong it was.

He came inside of me. It was weird and humiliating. But the worst part of it all was that it… felt good.

Shame and humiliation came when the spell wore off, but the physical sensation of his veiny shaft sliding in and out didn’t change. He was still able to find my prostate, which he rammed repeatedly until I let out a loud moan and cum gushed out the tip of my flaccid cock.

For hours, cum dribbled out from my asshole, reminding me of what I’d done.

The shame was strong, but not strong enough from stopping me from doing it again the next day… and the day after that.

For one full hour every single night, I would become a complete whore. I would do anything any man asked me to do. And if I felt they weren’t asking enough, I would convince them to be naughtier with me, to be rougher with me. “Take me however you want me,” I said to a complete stranger at a bar, and he did.

And it became normal for the spell to end mid-fucking. I learned to accept that awful feeling when the excitement vanished and was replaced with regret.

I was starting to hate myself. This whole thing was getting completely out of control. There were a dozen phone numbers in my phone, which I’d sent lewd photos to. I would go on my computer in the morning and see that I had photos there too. It didn’t seem to matter how much time I put into deleting photos and videos and messages—they always snuck back into my life. As soon as midnight hit, I worked hard to undo every precaution I’d made throughout the day.

It was a miracle that my family hadn’t found out about any of this. There were boxes and boxes of skimpy outfits in the basement. My bedroom constantly smelled of perfume now, no matter how hard I tried to get that smell away. I never left the house without an emergency bag, just in case I didn’t make it home before midnight. I had makeup supplies, a wig, and clothes. And when it wasn’t midnight, I was planning for midnight; that feminization was constantly on my mind.

I needed this to end.
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Part of each day involved a stop at that bar, to see if she was working. That went on for two weeks—and then I pulled up one day to see her working behind the bar.

It was a quiet night. She was working on polishing up some old glasses, so I moved in, ready to plead her to end the curse. She looked at me when I cleared my throat. She blinked a few times and then smiled. “Can I get you a drink?”

“Do you recognize me?” I asked, feeling sweat forming on the back of my neck. I had no idea if any of this had anything to do with a ‘spell’, but I had no other leads.

She stared at me for a moment and then she nodded. “You and your friends used to come in here a lot. Though I haven’t seen you guys in a while. Want a beer?”

She seemed perfectly pleasant—not at all like someone holding a grudge.

I launched into my apology. I told her that I’d had too much to drink that night and I felt lousy about it. Then, I pulled out a fifty-dollar bill (all the money I had) and I blushed as I said, “I want to give you a little tip for that night… as an apology.”

She stared at the money and then she took it. “That’s really thoughtful. Though I can’t really remember the night you’re talking about. We stay until 2 most nights, so I really doubt that I was too upset about it. I appreciate the gesture anyway. Want a beer?”

“No, I think I’ll be going. I just wanted to apologize. And, uh…” I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “No hard feelings… right?”

“Of course not,” she smiled.

“Good. And… no grudges… or anything like that. Right?”

She nodded her head. Now, she was starting to look confused.

My heart was racing. “You aren’t into… like… witchcraft, or crystals, or tarot cards, or anything like that… Are you?”

She looked at me strangely. “No. I’m a Catholic.” She showed me the cross on her necklace.

My heart sank into my stomach. “Is there anyone working here into stuff like that?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Not that I can think of.”

Helplessness washed over me. “I have to go,” I said. And it was true. I had to get ready for midnight.

That night, I met one of my admirers (the list was growing). I did a lap-dance for him in his apartment, and then I went down on him until he was gushing onto my face. I managed to get out of his place before the spell ended.

But that didn’t stop the shame from rushing in.

At least I hadn’t been caught; that’s what I kept telling myself. Maybe I was indulging in this terribly reckless behaviour—but at least my parents or friends hadn’t caught me yet.

Well—that streak was about to come to an end.

It was the very next night and my plan was to find some male attention at a bar that had just opened, just a short drive from my house. They were offering a 30% discount to women, so I started getting ready at 11, knowing it would help to ease the feelings that came with those urges.

But I never made it to that bar. I was on my way to my car when a familiar car pulled up in front of my house. It was Brandon’s car—and now, I could see Brandon sitting inside of it, about to get out.

Why was he here? Why had he randomly showed up at midnight?

I would have become a nervous wreck had it not been for the clock. At that moment, the clock changed from 11:59 to 12:00. Suddenly, my worries started to flutter away. His gaze found me. I should have raced off, but instead I sat there.

He got out of his car and started walking towards me.

There was a terror deep inside of me, screaming at my feminine ego to get the hell away before it was too late…

But it was already too late. Brandon paused and then his face turned red. I opened my car window and blushed.

“N—Nate?” he said.

Instead of coming up with some sort of excuse, I just grinned and said, “It’s Natalia.”

“Why are you dressed like that?”

“Don’t you think I’m cute?”

He was speechless for a long moment before saying, “Is this… something you do a lot?”

“I asked you a question,” I giggled. I felt like I had no control over the words coming out of my mouth… which I was used to with this ‘condition’, but this particular instance was particularly dreadful, because Brandon knew everyone I knew—and he loved a good laugh.

“You did?” he said, still dumbfounded.

“Do you think I’m cute?”

There was another silence. “You’re wearing… makeup… and a dress.”

“Just admit it, Brandon. You want to fuck me. I won’t tell anyone.”

He turned dark red. “Where are you going right now?”

“I’m going to a bar where guys will buy me drinks all night. Where are you going? Wanna come along?”

He looked around. Then, he got into the passenger seat next to me and said, “I’ll come along… sure. I wouldn’t want to miss your very entertaining complete mental breakdown.” He laughed, and then he looked me up and down. “Have you been doing this… long?”

I brushed back my blonde hair. “A couple months. So you do think I’m cute or not?”

“I guess I’ll admit you’re surprisingly… convincing,” he said. “I thought you were your sister at first. Does your sister know you’re wearing her clothes?”

“This is mine. I got it at a thrift shop.”

He eyed my shaved thighs. His face was dark red.

“If you want me to pull over for a blowjob, just say so,” I giggled.

He was silent. He shook his head. “Nobody is going to believe this,” he said with a laugh—and it was his way of admitting that he was planning to tell everyone.

I was doomed. The small sensible part of me trapped deep inside was screaming for mercy—but I wasn’t listening.

“So you want me to suck you off or not?” I asked, peering over at him.

Now, he was looking me up and down again, this time seeming to decide whether or not I was hot enough to accept the offer.

“You smell like a girl,” he said.

“Answer me,” I said.

“Your makeup is actually really good,” he admitted.

“Answer me.”

“Fine,” he said. “Suck me.”

I pulled over and I leaned across the seat. Then, I sucked off one of my best friends. And maybe it was for the best. Maybe it helped to pull him into my little mess, stopping him from telling everyone about me—because if people found out about me, they might find out that he accepted a sexual favour from me.

I never made it to the bar. I sucked him for thirty minutes while he moaned and squirmed. He came in my mouth. I swallowed, and we turned around and went back to the house. He got into his car, and I went back into the house to get cleaned up, because that hour was over.

It was midnight the next night when he sent me a message. “Send me some pics of you,” he wrote. So I spent that hour sending him my best sexy selfies.

We made arrangements to meet up at his place the next night. “Midnight at my place,” he said. “I’ll treat you properly like a girl.”

And I went, despite my reservations—because, of course, I couldn’t help myself. The night started with him massaging me with some warm massage oil, and then he mounted me. Unprotected, he thrusted into me for fifteen minutes before cumming.

And we did it again night after night after night. Sometimes he had drinks and food there for me. Sometimes he had flowers. One night he even gave me a necklace he had gotten a good deal on. It was real gold.

Then, one night while we were making out, my phone buzzed. He looked down at the message and saw that a man was asking if I wanted to meet up for a quickie.

Brandon’s face turned red. He became silent, making me feel awkward. “I don’t want you seeing other guys,” he told me.

So I promised him that I would only see him if he continued to make me feel like a girl every night. He was fine with the deal and even wanted to take it a step further. “Stay the night with me. I’m insisting. I want to lay with you and cuddle with you—and maybe we can fuck again in the morning.”

But when the spell wore off, I was consumed by dread. I was trapped in his bed, with his arm around me, his penis nestled up between my butt cheeks. I tried to sleep. I might have dozed off for an hour. He kissed me in the morning and I pretended to be into it. He rubbed me all over and then he penetrated me. I closed my eyes and tried not to protest too much.

And I stayed over again the next night.

I must admit, for that one hour, time with Brandon was magical. He satisfied every urge that I had. He made me feel so feminine, so cute, so sexy, so desirable. But dread and horror always followed.

And one night, the dread came so hard that I nearly puked.
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Brandon was taking a shower, and I was plotting an escape. I was going to sneak out, even though I had no male clothes with me—and I had no vehicle. I only had the ‘anime’ style maid costume he had bought for me, which was now on my body—and I hated the idea of walking thirty minutes on the streets, alone, dressed like that.

But I loathed the idea of staying in his bed for another night. So I went in search of his back door. I opened the wrong door and found myself in a storage room. I was about to leave when something caught my eye:

A spell book. It was dense, thick, and worn at the spine. There were symbols in faded gold leaf all over the book. I walked over and flipped a few pages. The language was dated. Some of the pages were badly faded. It was certainly an antique—maybe a couple hundred years old.

Each page had a different spell—and there was a ripped piece of paper saving one particular page: a page describing a spell that caused ‘identity confusion’.

I could feel my body turning white as I read the details of the spell.

THE ENCHANTMENT OF MISPLACED SELF

(A Ritual to Induce Transitory Identity Confusion)

Let the reader beware: this spell binds the fabric of perception, weaving a temporary illusion upon the mind. It is not to be used frivolously, for its effects can disorient the target, leaving their sense of self fragile and susceptible to unraveling. The enchantment is fleeting and will last only for a single hour each night, beginning at the stroke of the witching hour. The spell must be renewed each week to maintain its effects.

Materials Required:

1 A mirror, no smaller than the face of the target, to reflect the illusion.

2 A strand of the target’s hair or an item intimately connected to them (e.g., a comb, a personal garment).

3 A bowl of moonlit water, collected under a full moon’s gaze.

4 A sprig of yarrow, symbolizing transformation.

5 A small vial of honeyed wine, to sweeten the target’s subconscious acceptance.

6 A candle of dual colour (black and white), representing the merging of dual identities.

Incantation and Process:

1 Preparation:

At the stroke of midnight, place the mirror on a flat surface, ensuring it reflects the moon’s light. Arrange the other materials around the mirror in a circle, with the candle at the topmost point.

2 Consecration of the Mirror:

Dip the sprig of yarrow into the bowl of moonlit water and trace a spiral pattern on the surface of the mirror. As you do, chant the following:

“By the moon’s shifting light,
By the tides that turn the night,
Reflect not what was before,
But what the heart shall now explore.”



3 Binding the Target:

Place the strand of hair (or personal item) onto the mirror. Light the dual-coloured candle and allow a drop of wax to fall upon the item as you chant:

“Veil of mind, veil of sight,
Borrowed form for one hour’s flight.
Flesh remains, yet thoughts shall stray,
Into the self of another day.”



4 Sealing the Spell:

Pour the honeyed wine over the hair or item, letting it pool slightly on the mirror’s surface. Snuff out the candle with your fingers, whispering:

“By the dark and light combined,
This guise shall hold till bell doth chime.
An hour’s passing, no longer stay,
The veil dissolves with break of day.”



Effects:

At midnight, the target will experience a profound identity confusion, perceiving themselves as the opposite gender. Their memories, gestures, and voice will align with this perception, though the illusion will begin to fade as the hour ends. The spell does not alter physical form but causes the mind to reshape its understanding of self.

Warning: Prolonged or repeated use of this spell may lead to lingering confusion or an inability to discern one’s true identity. Proceed with caution.
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I couldn’t believe what I was reading. It exactly described what I’d been experiencing… and it was in Brandon’s house!

And suddenly, I found myself remembering the rest of that Thursday night, almost three months ago, after Harry left with our other friend, leaving just Brandon and me alone.

We chatted for a while about some TV show. And in that TV show, there was a female character played by some trans girl actress. “She’s actually kind of hot,” Brandon had said before I told him, “You know she’s trans, right?”

Brandon was embarrassed. He didn’t believe me, so he looked it up on his phone. Then, he blushed and said, “I’d probably still tap that.”

I laughed, rolling my eyes. Then, he said, “Would you date a trans girl?”

“I don’t know. It’s impossible to say, really. I don’t know any.”

“But like… imagine some girl is smoking hot, and you find out she used to be a dude. Would you?”

“Maybe,” I said. “I really don’t know.”

He laughed and said, “You haven’t thought about it?”

“Not really, to be honest.”

“You’re probably too busy thinking about being the trans girl.” He laughed and I laughed too. It was just a drunken jab—at least that’s what I thought. But now, as I remembered the scene back, there was something weird about the tone of that night. There was something weird about Brandon wanting to stay and chat with me. There was something awkward about the way he kept looking at me, and how he kept bringing that topic about the trans actress up. Also, I was pretty sure that he knew that actress was trans—because everyone knew it. So why did he pretend to be surprised? It almost seemed like he had crafted a conversation to lead to a certain topic…

I snapped the book shut, my pulse pounding in my ears. My mind raced, replaying that Thursday night conversation over and over. Each word felt deliberate now, a breadcrumb leading to some twisted revelation. And that spell—was it possible? Could Brandon have done this to me?

The water shut off in the bathroom, the pipes groaning in the walls. My stomach twisted. I had to confront him, even if I wasn’t sure what I’d say. What did he want from me? Why had he kept me here?

The bathroom door opened with a soft creak, and Brandon stepped out, a towel slung around his waist, beads of water trailing down his chest. His hair was damp, sticking to his forehead. He froze when he saw me holding the spell book.

“What the hell are you doing in there?” His voice was sharp, but there was a flicker of something else—panic, maybe? Guilt?

I held the book up. “You tell me.”

He stared at it, then at me, his jaw tightening. “That’s just some old junk I found at a flea market. It’s not⁠—”

“—Cut the crap, Brandon,” I snapped, my voice trembling. “This ‘junk’ explains a lot. It explains the confusion, the memories I can’t make sense of, the way I’ve been feeling about myself. And it explains you—how you’ve been acting, how you’ve kept me here, buying me clothes like this.” I gestured at the maid outfit. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

Brandon’s expression darkened. “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

I took a step forward, my knuckles white as I gripped the book. “Don’t I? You used this on me, didn’t you? That spell—the one to mess with someone’s identity. You’ve been doing this to me for months, haven’t you?”

He looked away, his shoulders tensing. “I was just trying to help you,” he muttered.

“Help me?!” I barked. “How is screwing with my head helping me?”

“You were miserable, Nate!” His voice rose, his eyes flashing with something between anger and desperation. “You were stuck, always holding yourself back. I thought—if I could just… show you who you really are, maybe you’d understand. Maybe you’d finally be happy.”

I stared at him, disbelief washing over me. “You thought turning my identity upside down, without my consent, would make me happy?”

Brandon stepped closer, his hands raised as if to calm me down. “It wasn’t like that. I thought—I thought it would give you clarity. Just for an hour a night, so you could see what it felt like. I wasn’t trying to hurt you.”

I shook my head, my throat tightening. “You’ve been playing God with my life, Brandon. You manipulated me. You lied to me.”

His face crumpled, and for a moment, he looked genuinely ashamed. “I didn’t know what else to do. I care about you, Nate. I wanted to help you figure out who you are. The plan wasn’t to… fall for you. I just wanted to show you that you can be who you want to be, you know? There’s nothing in that spell that says that you’ll be happier as a girl. There’s nothing in there that says once you have the urge to be a girl, you’ll be more fulfilled. But when you’re a girl—you are more fulfilled. I’ve been watching you for weeks, Nate. You’re clearly happier as a girl. You clearly look forward to midnight every night. I’m doing you a favour!”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. “You don’t get to decide that for me,” I said, my voice breaking. “You don’t get to mess with my head just because you think you know… you know what’s best.”

Brandon stepped back, his eyes pleading. “I can stop it. We can forget about all of this⁠—”

“—Forget?” I laughed bitterly. “You think I can just forget that you’ve been messing with my mind for months? That you’ve made me question who I am? Brandon… I’ve slept with you! I’ve slept with strangers!”

“Nothing in the spell made you do that! It just made you want to feel like a girl. That was all you!” he snapped.

“No, it was all you!”

He said nothing, his mouth opening and closing like he wanted to argue but couldn’t find the words.

I held up the book again. “You’re going to tell me exactly how to undo this. Every trace of it.”

Brandon swallowed hard, his face pale. “And then what?” he asked softly.

I hesitated, the weight of his question settling over me. “And then I leave,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “You’ll never do this to me—or anyone else—again.”

For a long moment, neither of us spoke. The air between us was heavy with everything that had been broken, twisted, and exposed. Finally, Brandon nodded, his gaze falling to the floor.

“There’s nothing to show you. It wears off after a week unless you renew it—and it’s been about five days now. In three days, you should be totally yourself.”

“That’s it?” I asked.

He nodded his head.

I wiped a tear from my eye. I grabbed the page from that book quickly and crumpled it into a ball, and I took it with me.

“Natalia!” he called out. “Let me drive you home! It’s not safe to walk home dressed like that.”

“Don’t call me that,” I growled.

He followed me for about three blocks before finally giving up. I had to give him a shove to make him back off, to be fair. I cried when I got home. I put that maid costume and wig into a box in the basement, and then I just sobbed…

I was heartbroken…

Because I knew that, in a few days, my time as a girl would be up.
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The days passed in a blur of restless nights and empty mornings. I couldn’t focus on anything—work, friends, even food. The world felt muted, like I was walking through some sort of grey fog. And yet, somewhere underneath all that numbness, something else was stirring.

I found myself drawn to the basement more than I wanted to admit. Those boxes sat there, untouched, holding the remnants of something I was trying so hard to ignore. I told myself I hated it—the dainty tops, skirts, the wig, everything they represented. But I couldn’t stop thinking about them.

Brandon was wrong. He had no right to do what he did to me. But…

Maybe I wanted a little bit of that back.

The thought haunted me. It stuck with me day after day. Focussing in class was damn-near impossible. I would look over and see a girl in a cute outfit, and my mind would race with memories.

And with what could have been…

On the third night after leaving Brandon’s house, I finally broke. I went down to the basement, turned on the dim, flickering lightbulb, and opened one of those boxes. The maid costume was folded neatly inside, the wig resting on top. For a moment, I just stared at it. My heart pounded, and my hands trembled as I reached out, brushing my fingers against the fabric.

It was soft, delicate.

It was so feminine.

I sat on the cold basement floor, pulling the wig out and holding it in my hands. Memories rushed back—memories I didn’t want to admit I sometimes fantasized about. The way my hair had looked framing my face in the mirror, the swish of the skirt when I walked, the way men had smiled at me on the rare occasions I’d dared to look up.

And the sexual encounters: making men so hard, making them cum…

I’d been terrified, humiliated even. But there were moments—brief, fleeting moments—when I’d felt… alive. Like I was seeing myself for the first time.

I bit my lip, tears welling up in my eyes.

“Damn it, Brandon,” I whispered.
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The next morning, I woke up early, restless. The spell would be gone by midnight tonight. That knowledge sat heavy in my chest, like a clock ticking down to the end of something I wasn’t ready to lose.

I spent the day in a haze, alternating between pacing my bedroom and sitting by the basement door, unable to bring myself to go down there again.

By the time evening rolled around, I couldn’t take it anymore. I grabbed the box and carried it upstairs, setting it on my bed.

It wasn’t about the maid costume, I realized. It wasn’t even about the spell. It was about me—who I was, who I wanted to be.

I didn’t want this to end.

I stood in front of the mirror, holding the wig in one hand and the costume in the other. Slowly, hesitantly, I started to get dressed. I didn’t rush it this time. I took my time, smoothing out the wrinkles in the fabric, adjusting the wig just right.

When I looked in the mirror, I froze.

There I was: all girly and cute and dainty. It wasn’t the person I’d come to know over the past two decades… yet somehow, the girl staring back at me felt more like me than the guy I knew.

I didn’t hate it.

I sat down on the edge of the bed, staring at my reflection. The tears came again, but this time, they weren’t from sadness. They were from relief, from clarity.

Brandon shouldn’t have done what he did. But he’d given me something I didn’t know I needed. A glimpse of myself, of who I could be. I couldn’t understand how Brandon knew I would have wanted this. Was it obvious in my behaviour? Did I come across as feminine—or as someone who wanted to be feminine? Did I fit into some sort of stereotype? How could he have known?

Or was I just a decent candidate? I was slim and short and I wasn’t into boyish things like woodworking or hunting or whatever. Maybe he just saw that I seemed unfulfilled, and he took a stab in the dark.

When midnight came, there was a brief moment where those urges came on strong. It was a surge of adrenaline and excitement—but they suddenly puttered away, and then I felt… normal.

And I should have been relieved! I should have been jumping for joy because I finally had complete control over my life again. But I was sad—because I still wanted to be a girl.

I took out an outfit and carefully got dressed. I put on the wig and some makeup. I turned to the mirror and blushed. I looked cute. I looked happier…

But without that spell, I knew that I would never dare step outside of that house. I knew that I would never take any of those risks that I took over the past few months.

I knew that I wouldn’t leave that basement—and even the fact that I was dolled up in the basement at all was shocking.

But maybe… just maybe… I could get to that same point. Well, maybe not the same point. Maybe I wouldn’t go quite as far as I went. Maybe I wouldn’t mess around with strangers. Maybe I wouldn’t make myself so easy to anyone who wanted me. Maybe I would have more self-respect… I was pretty cute, after all—and it seemed like lots of guys really, really wanted me.

I lifted my camera phone up slowly. Blushing, I snapped a photo: my first photo for my new social media page.

And that seemed like a good first step.

There was a new excitement burning inside of me. The future seemed so full of possibilities.

Brandon’s life didn’t go back to normal after that night. He stopped texting me, stopped showing up at the usual spots where our group of friends used to hang out. Word got around that he’d moved out of his place and taken a job in another city—a fresh start, I suppose.

At first, I hated him. I hated him for what he’d done to me, for taking my agency, for forcing me to confront something I wasn’t ready for. But as the weeks passed, my anger softened into something else. Understanding, maybe… Pity, even…

Brandon hadn’t been malicious. What he’d done was selfish, yes, and invasive. But he’d done it out of his own brokenness, his own need to control something when his life felt uncontrollable. He said he did it for me, but I just don’t believe that. I can’t believe he did what he did for me.

He did it for himself. I think he saw that TV show, and saw how cute that actress looked, and he got ideas in his head. I was just a means to an end.

A few months later, I got a letter in the mail—no return address, just my name written in his handwriting.

“I’m sorry,” it began. “I’ve been thinking a lot about what I did, and I don’t know if I can ever make it right. But I need you to know that I regret it. Not because it backfired or because I lost your friendship, but because it wasn’t my choice to make. I see that now. I hope you can forgive me someday, but even if you can’t, I hope you find the happiness you deserve.”

The letter ended with a single sentence that lingered in my mind for days:

“I think I was trying to help you because I didn’t know how to help myself.”

I never wrote back.

Sometimes, I wonder what became of him. I imagine him living in some small apartment in a new city, trying to piece himself back together. Maybe he’ll find peace one day. Or maybe he’ll spend his life haunted by the things he couldn’t fix.

Either way, I’ve made my peace with it. Brandon was part of my story, but he doesn’t define it. And that’s enough for me.

THE END


THE FEMINIZATION
TRANSFORMING A YOUNG MAN INTO A BEAUTIFUL GIRL



THE FEMINIZATION


Rohan is tired of training new guys on the job, just for them to quit a few weeks later. The truth is, these young guys just aren’t the same as they used to be. They’re so small, so weak, and so soft.

And Chris, the latest new guy, is especially small, weak, and soft. For what it’s worth, he’s trying his best… but he’s just so hopeless. Rohan can’t help but feel a bit sorry for the pathetic young man.

Then, he sees a post left open on Chris’s laptop, on a forum, admitting that he secretly wishes that he could be a woman—but he’s too afraid to explore that side of himself. Rohan gets an idea to possibly help the young man: hiding a bunch of women’s clothing in an unused storage room, and then sending Chris off to ‘stumble’ upon them.

The whole plan is well-intentioned: to give Chris a chance to experiment with his identity. But when Rohan sneaks over for a peek, he’s not expecting to see a gorgeous babe in that storage room—and he’s not expecting to develop so many strong feelings for the secret sissy.
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We were all told to be nice to the new guy. “Boss says anyone caught being an asshole is fired,” our manager said.

“What’s so special about the new guy?” Steve asked, setting his hammer into his holster on his belt. He reached for his lighter to light up the smoke that had been dangling between his lips for the past forty minutes. “He the boss’s nephew or something?”

“No. I don’t know who he is—and no smoking inside the projects.”

Steve looked around. The house wasn’t even fully framed in yet. “We’re basically outside,” he said.

“It’s the new rule. A bunch of new rules. No smoking in the projects. No harassing the new guys. It really ain’t that complicated, Steve.”

We all just stared at our supervisor. We all knew why we were getting that speech, and we were lucky a speech was all we were getting. We had, admittedly, been a bit mean to the last new guy, Charles. But in our defence, Charles really wasn’t cut out for construction. He was a hefty guy who couldn’t get up on ladders. He had almost no hand-eye coordination whatsoever. And he smelled terrible: a mixture of no showering and some sort of IBS.

Still, I felt a bit bad when I found out he quit. I felt bad when they told us he quit because we were making him feel like shit. I’d never been a ‘bully’ before; I really just thought we were all just having a laugh. I mean—the guys always called me Samosa Breath, simply because I was half Indian. It never bothered me. I actually thought that it was kind of funny. Whenever Wozniak showed up in the morning, we always asked, “How were the cabbage rolls last night?” We all called Peter “Fat Fuck”, and he didn’t seem to care. It was just harmless fun.

But maybe we took it a bit too far with Charles. Maybe we should have backed off when we noticed he wasn’t laughing at the jabs. But to be fair… he was useless. In three weeks, he hardly accomplished anything. We had to redo every stud he put up. He didn’t have enough strength to pull bad nails out of joists. The basic training, which normally took a couple of days, was still going the day he quit. He was hopeless.

I still felt bad for the guy.

It was 11:00 AM when the new new guy showed up for work. I won’t lie: I was disappointed. We were all a bit disappointed. He was just a little guy—and young, just out of high-school. Steve was told to get him geared up, and to get him started with a simple task. I peered over a few times and groaned when I saw Steve showing the young guy how to properly strike a nail with a hammer.

“Where are they finding these guys?” I asked Harold, who was helping me mount plywood on the east side of the home.

“This is just how guys are built these days. I seen a thing on it online. Each generation is a bit smaller than the one before. It’s been happening since the early 1900s or something.” I wasn’t really sure what Harold was on about, but I agreed with him regardless. “They said something like, in two or three generations, guys will actually be smaller than girls. Something to do with hormones in food, and pregnant ladies—stuff like that.”

“Totally,” I said. But I really had no idea what he was on about… Though it did seem to be true. These younger guys really did look smaller than I remembered guys looking when I was young.

The new guy was built… like a girl. His arms were so thin. But his legs really didn’t look too thin. His proportions were just weird, to be honest. Or maybe it was just his oversized flannel, which seemed to be getting in his way constantly, matched with his tight jeans.

I didn’t pay him much attention. I will admit that it was a bit tempting to crack jokes about him, especially when Steve was showing him how to use a drill, and he said, “This is kind of fun. I actually kind of like screwing more than I thought I would.”

Okay, we were all trying not to tear up with laughter.

But we knew the rules. We knew the boss was serious about the new rules. I’d only met the boss three times. He was a scary dude—looked like he belonged on the Sopranos, pulling up in his jet-black Escalade, wearing his big sunglasses. He always had a big scowl on his chubby face, looking like a bulldog.

I saw him trying to hammer a nail into a stud later in the day. He was so limp-wristed. He was swinging with his skinny limp wrist and the nail was only burrowing in about a centimetre with each blow.

God, it was so hard to watch.

But we all kept our mouths shut. Even once we were back at the camp. They put the young guy into my room, in the bed where Charles had been before. They hadn’t cleaned Charles’s old sheets, so when I saw the young guy about to slip into the bed, I said, “You’d better strip that bed and wash those sheets.”

He looked up at me and said, “But it’s, like, 11:00 PM.”

“I wouldn’t sleep in those sheets,” I said. “Let’s just say… with the last guy, I smelled some things.”

The young guy’s face turned pale. He spent the next two hours waiting for the sheets to run through the wash. And again, it was hard not to make jabs at him—because he was just sitting in the laundry room, staring at the wall—and right next to him was a pile of clean sheets. Was he stupid?

Then, later in the night, I woke up to the sound of… wet squishing. I blinked a few times before looking over at his bed. He was rubbing some sort of lotion on his hands. “What are you doing?” I groaned.

“My hands get really dry up here,” he said. “I’m not used to this cold, dry air.”

I had to bite my tongue.

But I will admit that he was a step above Charles. The next day at work, he seemed to remember his training from day-one. He didn’t ask for help when we gave him a list of dimensions we needed. Nobody had to remind him how to properly measure and use a square. He looked like a total pussy using the skill saw, but at least he was doing it without asking for help. It was hard to watch though, with him turning his face away and gritting his teeth as if he was worried the saw would suddenly bounce off the wood and attack him.

And he couldn’t really carry much—but he didn’t ask for help. We needed twenty sticks moved from the truck to the site, and he carried them all... one at a time. “You can lift more than one at a time, right?” I said, and I will admit that I was a bit worried that I was going to offend him and get myself into shit.

He just blushed and said, “I can try.”

I saw him attempt to carry two at once, and he looked like a cartoon character, stumbling left and right, his face turning red. My God, he was so damn weak.

“So, uh, what made you want to pursue carpentry?” I asked him at lunch.

“Family tradition, I guess,” he said with a smile. I looked at his lunch. He was eating some sort of kale and quinoa salad. There was no meat in sight. Was he a vegetarian? I’d never heard of any vegetarians living and working in Northern Alberta.

I wanted to poke fun at him so badly.

And it even got worse. I looked over during our afternoon break and saw him doodling in a little notebook. He was drawing anime characters carrying big swords and wearing flowy outfits. A part of me wanted to slap some sense into him. I wanted to snatch that little anime drawing notebook from his hands and shove a Penthouse in its place. I wanted to take some meat and shove it down his throat.

Oh, and it got even worse! Steve made the mistake of calling down to the new guy, saying, “Mind putting on some music?”

The young guy plugged his phone into the site speaker, and then suddenly, we were all listening to some garbage that I can’t even begin to describe to you. I mean—I don’t know what the genre is called, but I’m guessing it was pop music out of Japan or Korea, sung by some group of young girls, and sped up to sound more uppity.

We all looked at each other with horror. We were hoping for something more like… Black Sabbath or Motörhead.

“What the fuck’s the matter with this guy?” Steve whispered to me.

“I don’t fucking know,”I groaned.

That night, the new guy asked me if I had a nail file. “A what?” I said.

“My nails are all rough. I just need to file them smooth,” he said.

I stared at him for a long time before saying, “There’s nothing like that here.”

He sighed.

I had a feeling he wasn’t going to last long.
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It was four days before I learned that his name was Chris, short for Christian. I found this out when his mother called the site looking for him. “I’ll go find him,” I told her. “Want me to tell him what this is about?”

“I sent him some books to read, and I just wanted to check with him to see if he got them.”

It was so hard not to shout out, “Christian! Your mommy is calling!” I had to bite my tongue. I found him and tapped on his shoulder. “Your, uh, mother is on the phone asking for you.”

And if it had been me, I would have been embarrassed. I would have turned dark red and then told my mother never to call me at work. But Chris was unfazed, as if it was totally normal to get a call from mommy while at work.

The rest of the week dragged by. Chris hadn’t quit yet, which surprised me. We kept giving him shitty tasks, expecting him to break… but he never really complained. He would do what he was asked—even if it took him three or four times longer than a normal dude could do it.

Or maybe he just didn’t have the sense to realize he didn’t belong here. Either way, he was still around, which meant I was stuck sharing a room with him and trying not to lose my mind every time he did something… Chris-like.

On Friday night, after our shift, I came back to the room and saw Chris’s laptop sitting open on the little desk we shared. He wasn’t around—I figured he was in the laundry room again, trying to clean his three pairs of skinny jeans.

I wasn’t planning on snooping, but the screen caught my eye. It was one of those websites that looked like a forum, with a bunch of posts and comments. The one on the screen was titled: “I Wish I Was Born a Woman.”

Okay, maybe it wasn’t right on the screen. But it was opened in a ‘tab’ on his browser.

I froze, feeling like I’d just walked in on something I wasn’t supposed to see. My first instinct was to look away, but before I could stop myself, I clicked that tab and my eyes flicked over the text in the post.

It was written in the same awkward, careful tone Chris used when he talked, like he was always trying not to offend anyone or make himself look stupid. He wrote about how he’d always felt “out of place” as a guy, like he wasn’t strong or tough enough, and how he’d always envied girls for the way they got to dress and act. He wrote about feeling ashamed of these thoughts, especially around “real men” like the guys he worked with.

I blinked, rereading that part. Real men. Was that what he thought of us? Guys who hammered nails and hauled plywood around all day? He made it sound like we were some kind of mythical creatures.

I wasn’t sure how to feel. Part of me wanted to laugh—it was just so bizarre, so out of left field. We didn’t exactly get a ton of wannabe-women working in Northern Alberta… But another part of me felt uncomfortable, like I’d just stumbled into something way too personal. I didn’t know much about Chris, but this… this was something else entirely.

I heard footsteps coming down the hall and snapped out of it. I quickly stepped away from the desk and sat down on my bed, pretending to mess with my phone. Chris walked in, carrying a small laundry basket with his freshly folded clothes. He set it down on his bed and looked over at me.

“You okay?” he asked, like he could tell something was off.

“Yeah, fine,” I said quickly. I couldn’t meet his eyes.

He didn’t push it. He just started putting his clothes away, humming some tune under his breath. Probably one of those terrible J-pop songs he was always listening to. I watched him out of the corner of my eye, wondering what the hell I was supposed to do with what I’d just seen.

Should I say something? Ask him about it? No, that’d be insane. It wasn’t my business. But at the same time, it was hard to just ignore it. Every time I looked at him, I thought about that post. About the way he said he didn’t feel like a “real man.”

Maybe that’s why he didn’t quit, I realized. Maybe he was trying to prove something—to himself, or to us. Maybe that’s why he was putting up with all of this: the work, the rules, the tension. I mean—surely he knew we were constantly chuckling behind his back… Right? There was no way he was totally oblivious to our judgements…

For the first time since he showed up, I felt… I don’t know, something other than annoyance. I guess you could say it was pity. I still thought he was weird as hell, and I still didn’t think he was cut out for this job, but damn—I don’t know why I felt so bad for him.

That night, as we were getting ready for bed, I looked over at Chris. He was sitting cross-legged on his bed, flipping through a little sketchbook. Probably drawing more anime girls or whatever.

“Hey,” I said. He looked up, surprised that I was talking to him. “You did a good job today. On the roof, I mean. You didn’t screw up the measurements.”

His face lit up like I’d just handed him a medal. “Oh, thanks!” he said. “I was worried I’d messed it up by taking so long to get those pieces of wood up.”

“Beams. And, uh, yeah, you didn’t,” I said. “We’re paid by the hour.” I chuckled. “So don’t worry too much about taking too long. You’ll get faster.” Then I turned off the light and climbed into bed, leaving him to sit there in the dark with his stupid little drawings and his dumb pop music.

I didn’t say anything else, but I could hear him smiling.

I don’t know… I guess I had a bit of a soft spot for him. Don’t get me wrong; I still had to bite my tongue to stop myself from making fun of him. I guess I was starting to feel a bit like an older brother, like it was my job to protect him, even if he was totally hopeless. Maybe it was just my self-preservation instincts. I knew I’d be fired in a second if I unloaded on him and the boss found out.

Though I couldn’t help myself the next morning when I sat down in the breakfast hall with the guys. “You know Chris?” I said.

“Who?” Steve asked.

“The new guy.”

“His name is Chris?”

“Yeah.”

“What about him?”

“He wants to be a girl.”

I know that it wasn’t my business to say anything. I knew that I was spilling personal information about someone, making them vulnerable to mockery—and it wasn’t at all something a big brother would do. But goddamn—I couldn’t help it.

“He wants to be a girl? How do you know this?”

I explained what I saw on his computer. The guys roared with laughter. Then, I saw Chris walking into the hall, so I shushed them all up. “Nobody can mention this to him, alright?” I said.

“To be honest, when I first saw him, I thought he was a chick,” said Harold with a deep chuckle.

“Knock it off. Pretend like I didn’t say anything.”

The guys looked at me strangely. So I reminded them, “The boss will fire me if any of you make fun of him—because I’m the one who snooped on his computer. Got it?”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” Steve said, waving me off.

But still, the guys all snickered when Chris went by, and they did it again when he came back to our table with his plate of food.

I shouldn’t have said anything. I just really couldn’t help myself.

The day passed uneventfully—mostly. Chris was his usual awkward self, fumbling through the tasks assigned to him, but I noticed something different in the air. The guys were quiet around him—too quiet. Their usual banter felt… heavier, less natural.

When lunchtime rolled around, I caught Harold elbowing Steve with a smirk as Chris walked by with his lunch tray. Chris, oblivious as ever, just gave them a little nod before sitting down at the far end of the table with his quinoa salad and water bottle.

I knew something was up, but I didn’t push it.

It wasn’t until later in the afternoon that the tension finally cracked. Chris was up on a ladder, screwing in a metal brace for one of the rafters, while Steve and Harold were working on a different section of the frame. I was down below, passing up tools as needed, when I heard Harold’s unmistakable laugh, low and mean.

“Hey, Chris,” Harold called out, loud enough for everyone on site to hear. “You got a real delicate touch with that drill, buddy. Must be natural for you, huh?”

The words hit like a hammer to the chest. My stomach dropped. I froze mid-step, looking up at Chris.

At first, he didn’t seem to register the comment. He just kept focusing on his work, though his movements got a little stiffer. But Harold wasn’t done.

“Hey, Chris,” Harold pressed. “Is that a flannel you’re wearing? Or would you call it a blouse?”

Steve chuckled under his breath, though he had the decency to look a little uncomfortable about it.

“Knock it off,” I said sharply, before I even realized I was speaking. My voice came out louder than I’d intended, and a few of the other guys glanced over.

Harold looked down at me, feigning innocence. “What? I’m just joking around. Lighten up.”

I didn’t respond. My eyes went back to Chris, who had stopped moving entirely. He just stood there on the ladder, one hand gripping the rung, the other clutching the drill. His head was down, and I couldn’t see his face.

“Chris, you good?” I called up to him.

He didn’t answer right away. Then, in a voice so quiet I almost couldn’t hear it, he said, “Yeah. I’m fine.”

But he wasn’t fine. I could see it in the way his shoulders hunched forward, in the way his hands trembled as he climbed down from the ladder a few minutes later, muttering something about needing more screws.

When he walked past me, I caught a glimpse of his face—red, blotchy, like he was holding back tears.

I wanted to say something, to apologize or… I don’t know, reassure him somehow. But I didn’t. I just watched him go, my jaw tight, my fists clenched at my sides.

That night, back in the room, I tried to break the ice. Chris was sitting on his bed, staring at the wall again. His sketchbook was closed on the desk, his laptop shut tight.

“Hey,” I said. “You were solid up there on the rafters today. Good work.”

He didn’t look at me. He just nodded. “Thanks.”

The silence stretched out, heavy and uncomfortable. I shifted in my bed, unsure of what else to say. Finally, I just blurted it out.

“Harold’s an asshole. Don’t let him get to you.”

Chris looked over at me, his expression unreadable. For a moment, I thought he might say something, but he just nodded again and turned back to the wall.

I wanted to press him, to tell him that Harold didn’t know what the hell he was talking about, that he was just some washed-up jerk who got his kicks from making other people feel small. But I didn’t. I didn’t know how to bridge the gap between us, or if it was even my place to try.

The next day, Chris showed up to work as usual, his expression carefully neutral. He didn’t look at Harold or Steve, didn’t engage with anyone unless he had to. He just kept his head down and did his work, slow and steady as always.

“Give the kid some credit,” I said to Steve. “You haven’t had to show him how to do anything all morning. He’s not that bad.”

Steve shrugged his shoulders. “He’s slow.”

“Just tell him he’s doing a good job or something, I don’t know.”

“What is this, the Make a Wish Foundation? I’m not going to treat him any differently than I treat anyone else.”

I dropped it.

Harold didn’t say another word. Maybe he saw the way I glared at him every time he got near Chris, or maybe he realized he’d crossed a line. I knew he was just as scared of the boss as me.

The site was quieter that day.

But the damage was done. Chris had built up this wall around himself, and I didn’t know if he’d ever let it down. And I didn’t know why, but that pissed me off more than anything.
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Iwoke up around midnight to the sound of typing. I could see the glow of Chris’s computer. He got up to use the bathroom, so I sauntered over to see what he was up to.

He was looking at flights out of Northern Alberta.

My gut turned. I really don’t know why I felt so bad for the guy. If he couldn’t handle a few jokes, then he really wasn’t cut out for that job. But still—I felt strangely terrible.

Before walking away, I noticed another ‘tab’ in his browser: another post on that forum. “Would I look good as a girl?” was the post title.

I was going to click it and read it but I could hear Chris returning, so I flew back to my bed.

But I had my own way of finding that post. I was no Internet whizz, but I knew how to search around on Google. I managed to find that forum website, and then I managed to find Chris’s post using the site’s search feature. I must admit that I was a bit proud of myself, feeling like a seasoned private investigator—kind of like how you feel like a professional mechanic every time you have to put some coolant in your car.

Chris’s post was honestly quite dreadful. He sounded so terribly unhappy. He posted a picture of himself and was now asking total strangers if he could pass as a chick.

Hi everyone,

I’ve been reading posts here for a while, and I finally worked up the courage to make an account and post something myself.

I guess I’ll start by saying I’ve always felt… different. I don’t know if I’ve ever really felt like I fit in as a guy. I’m not strong, I’m not confident, and I always feel out of place around other men—like I’m pretending to be someone I’m not.

Lately, I’ve been wondering if maybe that’s because I’m not supposed to be a guy at all. I’ve always been drawn to things that are more feminine, even if I’ve been too scared to try them. I love the idea of wearing dresses, doing my hair, and just… being softer, I guess. But at the same time, I’m terrified. What if I look ridiculous? What if I just end up embarrassing myself?

I’ve attached a photo of me (taken in secret because I’d die if anyone I know found out about this). Be honest—do you think I could pull off looking like a girl? I know I’ve got a long way to go, but I guess I’m just looking for some kind of hope… or at least confirmation that I shouldn’t even bother.

Thanks in advance for any advice or support. I really appreciate it.

All of the replies were along the lines of, “It’s impossible to tell, to be honest. You need to try on some makeup, maybe a wig, and some cute girly outfits. It seems like you could have the facial features to pull it off, but there’s not enough here to know for sure.”

When I refreshed the page to see if there were new replies, the post was gone. “User has deleted this post.” I’m guessing Chris got scared of his photo being online on that website.
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The next day, the idea hit me while I was lugging a bundle of plywood across the site. I caught a glimpse of Chris struggling to measure out a beam, his face scrunched up in concentration like he was doing brain surgery instead of marking a piece of wood. The guy was hopeless at this job, but maybe—just maybe—I could help him figure out something else. Something that might actually make him happy.

Not that I cared all that much, of course. Chris was still more or less hopeless in my eyes—someone who didn’t belong here, someone who should’ve just quit weeks ago. But ever since I read that post and saw those replies, I couldn’t stop thinking about him sitting there in the dark, deleting his little cry for help because he was too scared to be caught. I could only assume that he was being tormented by these thoughts in his head, and I suppose that made me feel a bit lousy for him.

So, that afternoon, while the guys were out on a supply run, I hatched a little plan.

There was an old storage room in the far corner of the camp, near the unused offices. Nobody ever went in there except to grab the occasional spare tool. The room was dusty and half-filled with broken chairs and random junk.

Perfect.

I spent my lunch break sneaking around, gathering supplies. I didn’t know much about “girly stuff,” but I figured I could piece something together. From the laundry room, I grabbed a pink bathrobe some lady had left behind months ago. From the camp’s communal lost-and-found, I snagged a women’s t-shirt and a worn-out handbag. As for makeup, I found some old Halloween face paint kits in the office closet and figured they’d do the trick.

By the time I was done, the room looked… well, ridiculous. Like a cross between a thrift store and a kid’s dress-up box. I set the handbag on a chair, draped the pink bathrobe over the back, and propped the t-shirt on top of a broom handle, like some weird scarecrow.

The whole setup was stupid. I shook my head. This wasn’t good enough. Was he really going to walk in and see some tattered old girl’s t-shirt and a pink bathrobe and find himself inspired to explore some deep-down femininity? Hell no. I had to do better.

So I made a trip into town. I couldn’t believe that I was doing it. I found some chick on Facebook marketplace. She was trying to get rid of loads of old clothes. She posted pictures of the piles. “I’m too lazy to take pictures of everything,” she wrote. “Some of it’s junk. Some of it’s worth something. I just want someone to take the lot. $150.”

So I took it. I said it was for a girlfriend and she asked no questions. Five garbage bags full of clothes. She was kind of cute and dressed nicely—and she was about the same size as Chris.

I took the haul to that room and left the bags there, opened. I even put a few pink tops on the floor as if they’d fallen out of the bags.

If Chris walked in there and saw all that stuff, maybe it’d spark something in him. Give him a chance to explore his “confusion” or whatever. And if it didn’t? Well, no harm done. That shit cost me $150… not the end of the world. Maybe I could resell it for more, worst case scenario.

I didn’t want him to know I’d set it up, though. That’d just make it weird. It would make him uncomfortable. So, I came up with a cover story.

After work, I found Chris fiddling with his sketchbook in the dining hall. “Hey,” I said, dropping into the seat across from him.

He looked up, surprised. “Hey.”

“Boss wants you to clean out the old storage room by the offices,” I said. “Apparently, some of the junk in there needs sorting. Something about making space for new equipment.”

Chris blinked. “Uh, okay. When?”

“Now, if you’ve got time,” I said, shrugging. “Better to get it done before it piles up on your plate.”

He hesitated, then nodded. “Alright. I’ll head over there after I finish eating.”

“Good man,” I said, clapping him on the shoulder.

I felt a weird mix of anticipation and unease as I watched him get up and leave. I wasn’t sure what I expected to happen. Maybe he’d laugh it off and leave.

Chris left the dining hall, and I waited about ten minutes before I followed him, pretending I needed to grab a wrench from the tool shed nearby. The storage room was tucked away in a quiet corner of the camp, and as I approached, I slowed down, my heart thudding in my chest. I couldn’t hear anything from the other side of the door—no shuffling, no muttering, no nothing.

For a moment, I felt a pang of regret. Maybe I’d overstepped. Maybe I should’ve just let Chris be instead of staging this bizarre intervention. But then again, he’d put that post online for strangers to see. He wanted help, didn’t he? Even if he was too scared to admit it.

I stood outside the door for a few more seconds, then leaned in close to the small window. Chris was inside, standing near one of the bags. He wasn’t moving, just staring at the pile of clothes like they’d appeared out of thin air. His hands were balled into fists at his sides, his posture stiff.

I thought about knocking, but before I could, he moved. Slowly, he crouched down and picked up one of the tops that had “fallen” out of the bag. It was a light pink blouse, wrinkled but still pretty, with delicate lace along the neckline. Chris held it up to the light, his head tilting slightly as he examined it.

Then, he did something I didn’t expect. He pressed the fabric against his face, closing his eyes. He didn’t move for a long time, just stood there holding the blouse like it was the softest thing he’d ever touched.

I backed away from the window, my stomach twisting. I felt like a voyeur, like I’d intruded on something private and sacred. But I couldn’t look away. I told myself it was curiosity—just wanting to see if my plan worked—but deep down, I knew it was more than that. I wanted to understand him. Or maybe I wanted to prove to myself that I wasn’t just messing with him for the hell of it. Maybe I wanted some sort of validation: some sign that I’d done a good thing, and maybe that would make up for telling all the other guys about Chris’s secret.

After a minute, Chris put the blouse down and reached into one of the bags. He pulled out a pale blue sundress, simple but nice, with a floral pattern along the hem. He held it up, the corners of his mouth twitching like he wasn’t sure if he should smile or cry.

That was when I stepped back and walked away. I didn’t need to see more. Whatever happened in that room next wasn’t for me to witness.

As I walked back toward the tool shed, I told myself I’d done a good thing. I’d given Chris a chance to explore something he clearly wanted to explore, even if he didn’t have the guts to say it out loud. But part of me still felt uneasy. What if this backfired? What if he found out it was me? What if someone walked in on him playing dress up and the humiliation was too much for him to handle?

What if this didn’t help him at all?

I shook the thought out of my head and went back to work. Whatever came of this, it was out of my hands now.

Chris came back to our room around 11:00 PM. I pretended not to notice him. I said nothing to him, and he went straight to bed. The next morning, he seemed to be in a better mood. He was smiling while he worked—back to humming some annoying K-Pop tune.

I think the guys were getting used to his weirdness. Sure, eyes would still roll whenever he did something… off. But we’d all gotten most of our chuckles out from our system. I suppose there was a tinge of respect, seeing that he was still showing up for work, still putting in the hours, and complaining a whole lot less than many of the other guys. He’d lasted a lot longer than most of the new hires over the past year. There’s something to be said about all that—no?

After dinner, I spotted Chris slipping out of the dining hall, his head low, shoulders hunched. He looked like he was trying to disappear into the shadows, avoiding the usual banter and laughter that filled the room after a long day. It wasn’t like Chris to sneak around. He was usually awkward but polite, staying just long enough to finish his meal before heading back to his bunk. Sometimes he was even a bit of a pest, for lack of a better term; he would sit down at our table and just quietly listen to us talking—occasionally piping in with some off-topic fact, or randomly asking us if we’d ever played some game called ‘Wuthering Waves’. “The artwork is really amazing,” he said. Never heard of it.

After Chris left the dinner hall, curiosity got the better of me. I waited a few minutes, pretending to chat with one of the guys about tomorrow’s tasks, then quietly followed. Chris wasn’t heading back to his room, though. Instead, he made his way toward the unused offices—toward the storage room.

I kept my distance, ducking behind corners and keeping my footsteps light. When he slipped into the room and shut the door behind him, I crept up to the small window, just like the night before.

I backed off. I knew what he was doing. I didn’t want to embarrass him. So I went back to my room. After an hour, Chris still hadn’t retuned. So I went to go see if he was really still in that room.

I crept up quietly and leaned over slowly.

Inside, the transformation was striking. Chris stood in front of the cracked mirror leaning against the wall, adjusting the hem of a soft lavender dress. The fabric was flowy, with little white daisies embroidered along the skirt. It cinched at the waist and flared out slightly, giving him a delicate, girly silhouette. He paired it with a simple white cardigan draped over his narrow shoulders. His cheeks were dusted pink, whether from embarrassment or something else, I couldn’t tell. Maybe there was some pink face paint in that Halloween kit I left in there.

He turned to the side, smoothing the fabric over his hips, and my stomach did a weird little flip. I hated to admit it, but he looked… kind of cute. The dress suited him in a way I hadn’t expected, and the way he was staring at himself in the mirror… He was blushing, looking happy.

Chris bent down and rummaged through one of the bags, pulling out another outfit. This time, it was a powder-blue blouse with puffed sleeves and tiny pearl buttons down the front. He paired it with a pleated navy skirt that swished softly against his legs as he moved. He fumbled a little, trying to tuck the blouse neatly into the skirt, then turned to the mirror again, tilting his head to examine himself.

His expression was hard to read—part nervous, part awed, like he couldn’t believe the person staring back at him was real.

The final outfit he tried was a more bold choice: a red wrap dress with a deep neckline and a sash that tied at the waist. It clung to him in all the right places, accentuating his slight frame without looking forced. Now, his whole figure was on display… and now, he actually looked like a chick. He had hips like a chick. He had a narrow waist. His bum was kind of plump and perky in a girly way. He twirled once, the skirt flaring out around him, and for the first time, I saw him smile—a real, genuine smile. He had to bite his lip to stop himself from crying out with joy.

That’s when I realized my face was burning. I backed away from the window, my heart racing. What the hell was I doing? Spying on him like some creep?

I couldn’t shake the image of him in that red dress, spinning like he didn’t have a care in the world.

As I walked away, I told myself it was just surprise. Chris wasn’t supposed to look good in those clothes—he was supposed to look ridiculous, like a guy playing dress-up for a joke. But he didn’t. He looked… kind of hot.

That night I went on my phone after Chris had fallen asleep. I went to that forum and looked up his account name. He had made a new post: photos of him in those outfits. The commenters were all complimenting him. “You’re beautiful,” one person said.

“I would take you out on a date… Do you live in the Shuswap area by any chance?” said another.

“You’re fucking hot,” said a guy whose profile photo was a naked male torso, ripped with muscles.

It was nice to see that other people thought Chris looked pretty damn good as a girl. It wasn’t just some embarrassing thing that I saw in him.
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The next day, I found myself unable to focus. I kept glancing over at Chris, trying to concentrate on the work at hand, but my mind kept drifting back to what I had seen last night. His smile, his movements in that red dress, the way he had looked at himself in the mirror with a kind of awe and wonder that made me feel... weird.

And the way the dress cut up his thigh, showing off so much skin. It was only dawning on me now that his legs were smooth: shaved. I don’t know if that was something he did recently, or if his legs had always been shaved under those tight jeans…

As we worked, I kept sneaking looks at him when I thought no one was paying attention. He was bent over, marking measurements on a beam, his arms bare, showing off the ‘cute’ little muscles he’d built from months of labor. But all I could think about was the way that red dress had hugged his frame. The way the fabric had clung to his body, accentuating his narrow waist and his smooth, pale skin. His legs had looked long and delicate.

I shook my head, trying to banish the thoughts from my mind. I didn’t need this. I didn’t need to be thinking about him like that, especially not after seeing the comments on the forum last night. People thought Chris was beautiful. People were into him. And I sure as hell wasn’t one of those people. He was a guy, for fuck sakes. And I was straight…

If I was so straight, why couldn’t I get the image of Chris out of my head? Maybe I wasn’t as straight as I assumed. Or maybe I didn’t know what the damned word ‘straight’ even really meant.

It was frustrating. Because the more I tried not to think about Chris, the more I did. I’d catch a glimpse of him moving around the camp, and the image of him in that red dress would pop into my head, uninvited and unwelcome. My heart would race, my thoughts would scatter, and my hands would suddenly feel too warm, like I couldn’t get the air to my lungs fast enough.

I kept trying to focus. I picked up a tool and tried to screw in a bolt, but my mind kept circling back to him. The way his lips had looked when he smiled. The soft curve of his neck when he tilted his head. I imagined him in the dress again, walking toward me with that same gentle, shy smile, and my pulse kicked up a notch.

That’s when I had to stop.

I straightened up, taking a deep breath, trying to snap myself out of it. There was no way I could have a crush on Chris.

No. Fucking. Way.

I mean, sure, he looked cute in those clothes. But he was a guy. This was just some weird thing—some passing fascination I had because I’d never seen him like that before. But it didn’t mean anything.

So I went back to my work, trying my best to keep my eyes on the task at hand. But it was no use. My brain kept slipping. All I could see was Chris in that dress, twirling in front of the mirror. His soft, long fingers brushing against his face, almost like he was gently caressing the fabric.

I hated how he was occupying my thoughts. I hated how it felt like I couldn’t get away from him, even when we were just working together. But most of all, I hated the way it made me feel—like there was something about him that I couldn’t explain, something that made me wonder if maybe I had been wrong about him all along.

But no. I couldn’t go down that road. It was just a phase. Just some dumb curiosity. I was sure of it.

So I ignored the feelings. I shoved them down, buried them deep inside. I wasn’t some confused kid. I had my shit together. And if that meant ignoring how much I wanted to look at him, touch him, be with him—well, then that’s what I’d do.

My heart raced that night when I noticed him slipping out from our room around 8:00 PM. When 8:30 PM rolled around and he still wasn’t back, I knew where he was. So I went to spy on him again.

As the minutes passed, the unsettling curiosity began to take over. It was almost like an itch I couldn’t scratch. Every second I waited felt longer than the last.

I tried to brush it off, pretending I had better things to do. But I couldn’t stop myself.

I slipped into the shadows, keeping to the edges of the camp, heart thudding in my chest. The storage room by the offices. That old, forgotten place where I had seen him earlier—where I had set him up. I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and dread. Part of me wanted to back out. But the other part, the part I was trying to ignore, wanted to see more. To see what happened when Chris was alone, experimenting, playing with himself in a way I had no right to witness.

As I approached, I crouched behind a stack of crates, peering around the corner just enough to catch sight of the door to the storage room. It was cracked open, just a sliver, and I could barely make out the soft light inside. I stayed still, my breath shallow, hoping he wouldn’t notice me.

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. I tried to remind myself this wasn’t my business. I had no right to be spying on him. But I couldn’t move. I had to know what he was doing in there. Was he dressing up again? Trying on those clothes?

I had to know.

And then, like an unspoken invitation, I saw the glow from the inside flicker brighter. My breath caught in my throat. Chris was in there, moving slowly, deliberately… sensually. His hands fumbled at the zipper of a bag, pulling out a new outfit. This time, it wasn’t the same clothes he had tried on earlier. This was something else—a soft, deep purple dress that shimmered in the low light, the fabric light and airy as it caught the glow from the overhead bulb.

Chris was totally naked, except for a lacy pair of pink panties, which did very little to cover his small bulge. He was clean-shaven, all over. His skin seemed to glisten in the soft room’s glow.

I couldn't tear my eyes away.

Chris stood in front of the mirror, holding the dress up to his mostly-naked body as if contemplating how it would look on him. His face, serious yet gentle, reflected back at him. Slowly, he slipped the dress on, smoothing the fabric down over his body, the soft material skimming over his skin like a second layer.

My breath hitched.

The dress was tight at the waist, flaring out softly around his hips. The fabric clung to his body in a way that made my chest ache—his slender frame and the way the dress moved with him, tracing every curve, every dip in his body, was hypnotizing.

He looked... beautiful.

His fingers moved to his hair next, running through it slowly, arranging it just so, pulling the strands back from his face with delicate care. His skin glowed in the light. He wasn’t just wearing a dress; he was becoming someone else, someone softer, more delicate.

I shifted, trying to keep my presence unnoticed. My mind raced, spinning out of control. How did he look so... natural in it?

Then, Chris did something unexpected. He turned to the side, one hand on his hip, the other lightly brushing against the hem of the dress. He gave a small, self-conscious smile in the mirror as if he was unsure of how he looked but couldn’t stop himself from admiring the way the dress flattered his figure.

And that smile—God, that smile. It made something twist in my stomach. The sight of him dressed like that, looking so feminine and graceful, was affecting me in ways I didn’t want it to. I couldn’t seem to shake the images in my head: the way the fabric clung to his body, the way he moved so effortlessly in it, the way he made it look like he had been born to wear outfits like that.

I blinked rapidly, forcing my mind to refocus. I had to stop. I had to leave before I did something stupid.

But just before I turned to leave, Chris turned again, this time with more confidence. He twirled once, the dress flaring out with the motion. The fabric caught the light and danced around his legs like something alive. For that split second, he was a vision. He wasn’t just a guy in a dress. He was... something else.

He lifted up the skirt of his dress and looked down at his panties, which were now outstretched: his cock pushing the dainty lace to its limit. He blushed all over and adjusted, putting his cock under the panties’ waistband, to push it flat to his pelvis, so it wouldn’t bulge out in the dress.

I stood frozen, unable to tear my eyes away from him. His bare feet moved lightly, his expression filled with a mixture of wonder and something that could only be described as peace. It was like he was discovering a side of himself he hadn’t known existed, a side that looked good on him.

As Chris moved toward the window, drawing the curtain to peer outside, I caught a glimpse of his reflection. His face softened in the dim light, a distant look in his eyes as if he was lost in thought, lost in the beauty of the moment.

I could feel the heat rising in my chest, my body betraying me. It wasn’t just admiration anymore—it was something more.

I had to leave. I couldn’t stay any longer. My cock was rock hard and throbbing, and that wasn’t right. I wasn’t supposed to be aroused watching some nineteen-year-old crossdressing in a storage room. I liked girls. I liked tits and pussies. I wasn’t into crossdressing sissies.

But my God, Chris was hot.

I pulled back, silently stepping away from the window and retreating into the shadows, my heart racing, my mind spinning. I was in too deep. I had seen too much.
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The next night, Chris snuck away again. Of course it was obvious—at least to me—where he was going. I waited thirty minutes. I wasn’t going to go and spy on him, but I couldn’t help it. I just wanted to see him one more time—to see if he really did look good in those outfits, or if my tired brain had just been playing games on me.

I crept closer to the storage room, moving quietly, making sure I wasn’t seen. The shadows felt like they were wrapping around me, guiding me as I snuck into position near the window. My breath hitched when I saw the soft light glowing through the crack in the door. He was inside.

But just before I could lean in closer to catch a glimpse, I froze.

There, in the shadows just beside me, was Steve.

His face was turned toward the window, his eyes narrowed as if trying to make out the details inside. I didn’t know how long he had been there, but it was clear that he wasn’t just passing by. He was watching Chris—just like me.

“Steve?” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

He jumped, his eyes widening in surprise, then quickly looked around, clearly startled that he had been caught. His face flushed, a mixture of embarrassment and something else that I couldn’t quite place.

“Shit, Rohan,” he muttered, his voice low. He stepped back quickly, glancing nervously at the door as if afraid someone might hear us. “I—I didn’t think anyone would be out here. What are you doing here?”

I raised an eyebrow, still trying to process the fact that Steve, of all people, had been spying on Chris. It was a strange feeling—relief, maybe? To know I wasn’t the only one? But I also felt oddly uncomfortable, like I was somehow complicit in something I wasn’t prepared to face.

And then there was the scared part of me: scared that Steve was just discovering Chris, and he was going to use this as ammunition to utterly humiliate the poor young guy.

“W—What are you looking at?” I asked.

He turned dark red. Then he motioned for me to look, so I looked. Instead, Chris was wearing a baby-blue one-piece romper: lingerie. The chick who sold me those outfits had probably been fucked senseless in that outfit at least a few times before. The evidence was right there, between Chris’s legs: a crustiness at the crotch, like cum that had spilled out while the girl slept after sex, and then it was too late to wash it out of the lace once it had dried.

Steve hesitated, clearly conflicted. Then, after a beat, he nodded slowly. “Yeah,” he admitted, glancing back at the window. “Can’t help it. Dude’s... hot.”

I blinked, processing his words. “What do you mean?”

He turned to face me, his expression more serious now, and motioned for me to follow him. He led me a little farther from the window, down a narrow path behind some crates and out of earshot from anyone who might be nearby. We stopped in a quiet corner of the camp, where the night air felt cooler.

“I didn’t want anyone to know,” Steve said, running a hand through his hair, his voice barely above a whisper. “But I came down here last night and saw him in there. He was wearing this, like, black lingerie thing. Shit, dude—I thought I was looking at a real chick for, like, fifteen minutes. It wasn’t until he changed and I saw his cock that I realized I was looking at Chris. I don’t know, man... there’s something about him. It’s like he’s got this... sex appeal. I’m not gay, but I’ll admit it: he’s kind of fucking sexy.”

I was stunned. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing from my longtime co-worker. “You’re talking about… Chris? The new guy?”

“Yeah,” Steve said, voice thick with something I couldn’t quite place. “The way he looks in those clothes. It’s like he becomes someone else. And... it’s not just because of the clothes, either. It’s the way he carries himself, you know? He looks—” He paused, struggling to find the words, then shook his head. “It’s like he’s a completely different person. And... I don’t know. I’ve never been into guys, man, but... he’s hotter than any of the girls on the site, that’s for sure.”

Even I had to agree with that statement. The girls at that camp were not exactly lookers—nor were many of them even interested in men. Most of the girls at that camp had more chest hair than me—let’s leave it at that.

I couldn’t help but feel a strange twinge in my chest at Steve’s confession. I knew I wasn’t the only one watching him. But hearing it out loud, especially from Steve, felt like something had shifted in the air.

“Yeah,” I said quietly, my own thoughts spinning. “He doesn’t look half bad. I’ll give him that.”

Steve met my gaze, his expression tense, like he was waiting for me to say something else, something that would break the silence hanging between us. The air felt heavy, thick with unspoken thoughts. Neither of us spoke for a moment, just standing there, lost in the reality of what we had both been doing. Watching… Fantasizing…

“I don’t know what it is,” Steve muttered, glancing back toward the window again. “I mean, he’s just a guy, right? But damn, when he’s in those clothes, looking all... feminine... I can’t stop thinking about it.”

I nodded slowly, swallowing hard, still feeling like I was in too deep. But it wasn’t just Chris I was thinking about now. It was Steve too, and the way he was admitting something that made both of us uncomfortable. Something we weren’t supposed to talk about, let alone feel.

“Yeah,” I said again, my voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t get it either.”

We stood there for a moment longer, the silence between us awkward but oddly understanding. It was strange, realizing that Steve and I had both been drawn to the same thing—Chris, in his feminine dresses, his transformation, his sexiness…

I thought back to what Chris had said before, about feeling out of place as a guy, about wondering if maybe he wasn’t supposed to be one at all. Maybe, just maybe, we weren’t the only ones who were struggling with our feelings. Maybe Chris wasn’t the only one questioning who he really was.

“Do you think... do you think Chris knows?” I asked hesitantly, my voice uncertain. “I mean, about us watching him?”

Steve shook his head, looking a bit uncomfortable. “No way. I think he’s just figuring things out for himself. I don’t think he’s really aware of what’s going on around him. He’s not the sharpest nail on the job site, if you know what I mean.”

We stood there for a while longer, neither of us speaking. And as I thought about it, about Steve’s words and my own secret feelings, I couldn’t help but wonder: What if Chris did know? What if he was aware, and this was all part of something bigger than either of us could understand?

But before I could answer my own thoughts, Steve clapped me on the shoulder, pulling me back to the present.

“Hey, I don’t know about you, but I’m done spying for tonight,” he said with a half-laugh, a nervous edge in his voice. “I’ve seen enough for one evening. You?”

I hesitated. “Yeah,” I said finally. “I think it’s enough.”

We both turned, walking away from the quiet corner.

Steve’s admission was weird… almost as weird as Chris playing dress up secretly in that storage room every night.

It was especially weird to think that I was the reason for all of this in the first place. I set that room up and sent Chris in to discover it.

But things were about to get even weirder.

I saw Steve whispering to some buddies at lunchtime the next day. I was terrified he was telling them about Chris—and my fears were correct; that’s exactly what Steve was doing. That night, shortly after Chris left my room, I saw Steve heading down the hallway with a few other guys—the guys he had been whispering with at lunch. I got up and followed. I followed them all the way to that storage area. They all took turns peering into the window, spying on Chris.

I saw their faces: expressions of agreement, admiration. I saw nodding heads. I saw blushing cheeks. I even saw a high-five. Were they seriously into what they were seeing? Or were they gathered like a coven of witches, planning something horrible?

I set that room up for Chris to mess around with his own self-exploration. I didn’t set it up to turn Chris into some sort of zoo animal, for people to peer in through that window like he was some sort of exhibit.

But after the men left, even I couldn’t help but peer in to see Chris, wearing a short little dress and white stockings, now with some real makeup on his cute face. I don’t know where he got the makeup—but I suppose he could go into town and spend his money like the rest of us.

When I returned to our cabin, I saw the men all sitting together in the lounge area. Chris glanced over at me and then nodded for me to join them. I approached slowly, feeling uneasy about this whole situation. I felt like we all just needed to cut this out—and maybe even come clean to Chris, as awkward as it would be to find out that a bunch of men had been watching him prance around in women’s clothing.

I sat down with them. “He knows?” one of the men said, nodding towards me.

“He knows,” Steve said with a nod. Then, Steve glanced back at the door, to ensure Chris wasn’t returning.

“I’m just saying,” one of the men said, continuing whatever rant he’d started before I arrived. “If he looks and smells and feels like a girl, then it’s not gay.”

“He has a penis,” one of the men said.

“A penis, sure… But that doesn’t make him look any less girly when he’s dressed like that. All I’m saying is, admitting that he looks like a girl—and that he looks hot—doesn’t make you gay. It just doesn’t work like that. Now, if you looked at some guy wearing a flannel and jeans and you felt some attraction—that’s gay, obviously. If you look at some girl who is dressed like a dude and is passing as a dude, and you think she’s hot—I would argue that’s gay. But if you look at someone who passes as a girl, you’re allowed to be attracted.”

“But what about the penis?” His friend asked again.

He groaned. “So what? A penis. It’s, like, a body part. I was with a girl a few months back who had this big fat clit—looked like a damned thumb. It flopped around when I was fucking her. And hell—it kind of looked like a dick.”

“Sounds like you were fucking a ladyboy,” Steve laughed. Then all the men laughed.

“It was a clit,” the man said. “I don’t know why you’re all fighting me on this. I saw you all looking at that girl through that window.”

“Guy,” Steve corrected.

“I’m saying girl, because I saw a girl. My brain saw a girl, and I’m not going to try to convince my brain otherwise because I’m afraid of feeling gay.”

I don’t know why I was invited into this conversation. Everything about this felt wrong: talking about Chris behind his back—and about something so, so personal. Chris would drop dead if he found out we were having this conversation.

“Can we all just admit that she’s kind of hot?” the man asked.

Everyone nodded and grunted their affirmation. Some looked at me, so I shrugged my shoulders and said, “I guess so.” I hated that I was taking part in that talk.

“I bet one-hundred bucks I fuck her before any of you,” said Laurence, who had been silent until that moment. Nobody seemed nearly as shocked by the statement as I was.

“She’s out of your league, bud,” said Darius.

“Nah. Girls like that like guys like me,” Laurence said with a grin.

“Girls like what? Girls with dicks?”

“Petite girls. Little brunettes with short hair. They’re drawn to me. Always have been. And I’ll prove it with that chicky-poo too.”

“I’ll take that bet. Hundred bucks, she sleeps with me,” said Darius.

I couldn’t believe my ears. These men wanted to sleep with Chris. They really didn’t care that he was our male coworker. They didn’t care that he had a penis. They didn’t care that a week earlier, Chris had never even put on a pair of panties before.

None of that mattered, because Chris looked damn-good in a little lingerie outfit.

“Let’s say this, for everyone at this table,” Steve said. “Whoever sleeps with her first—everyone else has to pay up one-hundred bucks... that’s one-hundred each. There are six of us here, so the winner would get…” Steve was slow with math—not the brightest guy on the job site. “Five-hundred bucks.”

The men quickly accepted the action. Then faces turned to me. I shook my head. “I’m not interested.”

They groaned and waved me off. “Jump into a lake, Rohan.”

“Maybe it’s a cultural thing,” Steve laughed. “They probably don’t get a lot of chicks with dicks back in India, huh?”

“I’m from Edmonton,” I said.

“He’s too proud to admit he wants to sleep with a t-girl,” said Darius. “Oh well. More for the rest of us.”

The conversation left me with a spinning head. I wasn’t sure if any of it was serious, or if the guys were all just messing around. Chris looked cute in those outfits, but was he really so appealing that everyone wanted to sleep with him?
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Chris was totally oblivious to his ‘admirers’… though I wasn’t really sure that I could call them his admirers. It was honestly hard to tell what they were; it was hard to tell if they were lusting over him or if they were treating him like some sort of court jester. Maybe this was just entertainment for them.

The men wanted to see what they could make Chris do, so they came up with their own little setup, which wasn’t much different than my own—just taken to a whole different level.

“Chris,” Steve said a couple of hours before the end of our workday. Chris put down his drill and walked over to Steve.

“What’s up?” the young man asked.

“Boss just called and is asking if someone can go do some personal errands for him. Since you’re the new guy, I’m sending you.”

“Alright. What does he need?”

Steve gave Chris an address. “So—I don’t know much about his personal life, and it’s none of my business, but I guess he split up with his girlfriend, and he had been letting her live in one of his rentals. He needs someone to go and clean the place out so he can get a new renter in there. He said it’s not a lot of stuff. Just box everything up and bring it back to the camp. Put everything in that old storage room. Oh, and leave the furniture. It’s a furnished rental. Just load up the personal shit.”

“Alright.” And Chris took off. Chris has no idea that the guys had gone at lunch to a buddy’s apartment to set the whole thing up. They emptied their friend’s stuff out and then planted some clothes, makeup, shoes, and toys. They put perfume in the bathroom and a box of disposable razors by the edge of the tub. They had put a ring light in the bedroom near a mirror, which looked at the bed, hoping Chris would feel inspired to take some photos.

Oh, and they hid a few little cameras in the place.

About thirty minutes after Chris left, Steve called everyone over, laughing. “He’s already doing it,” he said, holding up his phone. On his phone, he had a feed of that apartment. He was able to swipe through those hidden cameras. And now, we were all watching like a bunch of perverted voyeurs as Chris nervously shaved his legs and crotch in the bathroom.

“Damn. His little girly cock is cute, eh?” Marc said, and I was shocked to hear the men grunt in agreement.

We went back to work… except for Steve, who kept watching. He called us over again. “He found the dildo!”

So we went over to watch as Chris nervously began to explore his body on that bed. He was wearing the planted lingerie. He had a bit of makeup on his face. His cheeks were dark red as he spread his legs wide and gently pushed that silicone toy into his anus.

“Hot,” one of the guys said. They all laughed.

Was this funny to them? Or were they turned on?

I had to look away. Some of the guys kept watching.

This felt so invasive… so… illegal. But it really wasn’t much different from what I had set up. They were really just playing the game that I had started.

And maybe it was time for me to end it, before Chris’s humiliation got even worse.

How could it get any worse than this?

Thirty minutes later, Steve called everyone over again. “He put on the kitty costume,” he said. The men looked at Chris with beaming eyes.

“Damn. She’s hot. I want to fuck her.”

“I wonder if she’ll be picky,” another man said.

“Nah. She’ll probably fuck anyone with at least six inches,” Steve chuckled.

“We should all fuck her together. It could be a good bonding experience.”

The men all laughed. I couldn’t tell if any of it was serious. I backed away.

An hour later, Chris hustled to pack up the truck with those belongings. I saw him at the camp loading everything into the storage room. He looked at me and blushed before smiling. “Sorry that took so long,” he said. “I had some issues with the key—but I think I got everything.”

“Sounds good,” I said, looking away before he could see that my face was deep crimson.

I was hopeful that he’d gotten it all out of his system for the night. It was around 11:30 PM when I went to bed, and he seemed to already be sleeping. I was tempted to tell him that I could smell a bit of perfume on him, but I was afraid of embarrassing him.

I woke up around 1:00 AM and looked over to see that his bed was empty.

So I got out of bed and crept towards that storage room. Now, there were two men watching from the little window. They both had their cocks out. They were stroking themselves while watching, like pervs in some adult movie theatre. I was sickened, and tempted to get their attention, and reveal them to Chris…

But I was afraid that I would be implicated. I was afraid that they had figured out that I was the one who set all of this up originally. I was afraid they would tell Chris that I was a part of all this—and I was pretty sure that this was a morally corrupt game that we were playing.

So I just backed off. I went back to my bed. An hour later, Chris came back in, quietly sliding into bed, smelling a bit like perfume (which he probably couldn’t tell because it had been on him all day). He had no idea that two men had just watched him while jerking off.

And maybe they were watching Chris jerking off. Maybe they were watching the young man sliding that toy in and out of his ass. I did see that dildo they bought for Chris; it wasn’t small; it was like a damned forearm with a fist for a tip.

But Chris could take it. I saw him on that hidden camera taking it… and I saw him the next night, after he slipped away to go and fool around. I went down to check on him, and saw that he had no audience (for once). He was sliding the whole thing in and out of his tight body. And I really have to admit that it was hard to look away. There was something so mesmerizing about the sight. My pants tightened as my shaft hardened. Even seeing his small erection throbbing on his pelvis—it wasn’t a turn off like it should have been.

I felt so ashamed of myself, watching for so long, acting just like the other guys: those evil perverts. Maybe I wasn’t so different. Maybe I was just another pervert, but for some reason, I couldn’t help myself.

I went back to that room and tried to convince myself that I was done with Chris. I told myself that I wasn’t going to involve myself with any of that ‘feminization’ business any longer. I didn’t want to take part in their little game. But the next day, when I heard them plotting the next step in Chris’s emasculation, I couldn’t help but tiptoe over and listen.

One of the guys had gotten his hands on some pills. Their plan was to slip pills into his drinks. I don’t know what the pills were exactly, but I knew they were to change his hormones. I also can’t say for sure whether they did it or not—I moved away before I could confirm one way or another; I didn’t want to have anything to do with that business.

The next day, I saw them all gathered around a wig. They were discussing how they were going to get it into Chris’s hands without making him suspicious. I don’t know how they did it, but that night, Chris ‘found’ that wig, and incorporated it into his ensemble.

In bed, I could hear a faint voice coming from his headphones. I could hear every third or fourth word—ever so faintly—and could tell that he was listening o voice tutorials: learning how to sound more like a girl.

I was so tempted to confront him about all of this, but I was terrified of implicating myself in the shady feminization of the young man.

I stayed out of his business, but it was hard to ignore the next day when I saw Aaron chatting with Chris. I couldn’t hear them from across the site, but there was something off about the scene. Aaron was unusually close to Chris. At one point he even put his arm over Chris, and he playfully gave his back a little rub. I did hear him say, “You know, you’re doing really well here,” when I inched closer to get an idea of what was going on.

And later, I saw Aaron again with Chris, this time offering him a drink from his flask. When Chris refused the first time, Aaron tried harder. “Come on, every one drinks a bit on Fridays. Cut loose a little.” He put his hand on Chris’s head and ruffled up his hair in a playful way. Then he said, “You’re hair is soft.”

Chris was blushing.

Was Aaron blatantly flirting with Chris?

I knew the guys were all betting on who could bag Chris first. I thought, when they made the ‘bet’, that they were just kidding around. But now I was realizing it was very serious.

Later, I saw heard Steve asking Chris for some help cleaning up the walk-in freezer at the camp. I walked by a bit later and saw them both in the cramped space. Steve had Chris working on cleaning the lower shelves, so that he was bent over, and he was towering over him, behind him, occasionally bumping himself against the bent-over young sissy. It seemed like the guys were all trying to warm Chris up to the idea of going a step further.

This went on for days. It seemed like guys were constantly approaching Chris to ‘flirt’ with him, and it was hard to tell if Chris saw any of it as flirting, or just the guys starting to warm up to him.

But how could he not notice the touching? The hands on the back, the arms over the shoulders… and I even saw Steve put his hand on Chris’s thigh at one point while we were all sitting at dinner. Those fingers were dangerously close to Chris’s cock.

Then, one of the men decided that he would be the first to attempt ‘contact’.

In fact, the men had drawn straws to decide who would get to make the first attempt. It was Aaron who picked the long straw.

The men waited until thirty minutes after Chris snuck away that night. Then, Aaron went to make his attempt. A minute later, the other men crept down to watch. I decided to go with them, to satisfy my own morbid curiosity.

And there, I watched as Aaron went into that room and ‘accidentally’ stumbled onto Chris dressed like a girl. We couldn’t hear them through that window—but Aaron’s ‘acting’ seemed surprisingly good. He seemed genuinely shocked to find Chris like that.

Chris’s horror was definitely genuine. This was the first time he had been seen like this… as far as he knew. He was pale.

After a few minutes of discussing the matter, Aaron moved in. He put his hands on Chris’s sides and looked down at him in a sensual sort of way. Chris was frozen, looking like a little doll in Aaron’s meaty hands.

Then, Aaron went in to kiss Chris’s neck—but he was rejected. Chris jumped back and put his hands up. Aaron turned deep red—and then respectfully left the room, promising to keep Chris’s secret safe (as was agreed upon by the men, so that they could each take turns with the young man).

I felt a weird sense of relief watching the rejection. I was happier knowing hat Chris wasn’t so easily going to make himself into the camp whore. I didn’t want to think of Chris like that. I liked to think that Chris still had an innocence about him… and standards.

Chris made moves to protect his ‘secret’ the next day, but he had no idea that the men were secretly watching him. He packed up his favourite outfits, his makeup, his wig, his toys, and so on, and he quietly moved everything to a new part of the camp: an old bunk room that had been decommissioned because of some structural issues. He pinned a sheet up on the window so nobody could see him from outside.

But that didn’t stop the men from making their moves. It was Harold who went in the next night, ‘catching’ Chris about an hour after Chris put on some makeup and some lingerie.

He tried to make a move, but Chris rejected him. This time, Chris begged Harold not to tell anyone—and Harold agreed with embarrassed redness all over his face.

The next night, it was Victor who took a stab at the young sissy, taking in one of those little hidden cameras, which was wired into a baseball cap, which he took off and placed on the dresser by the door. We all watched on Steve’s phone as Victor came closer than anyone.

In fact, there was a moment where Chris seemed interested in giving it a try. Victor ran his fingers through Chris’s hair, and he gently caressed Chris’s body—and Chris seemed to melt in Victor’s strong hands…

But then a moment of sanity came over Chris, and then came the rejection. I was so relieved. I really didn’t want to see another man take Chris before my eyes.

As each day went by, I found myself thinking more and more about Chris. His ‘feminization’ was progressing, and now, even when he was a guy on the worksite, he seemed like a girl. It seemed like his mannerisms were changing. His posture seemed different: more fragile and dainty. He was speaking softer. And the way he looked at me whenever I talked to him… the way his eyes grew wide and seemed to glisten…

I wanted to tell him what they were doing to him. I just couldn’t do it.

And the men kept trying. It was the night before our day off when Steve got his turn—and Steve started his ‘attempt’ by getting Chris quite drunk. We all sat in the recreation room, and Steve kept topping up Chris’s drink. Then, after about six shots of liquor (and Chris was a pretty small guy), Chris stumbled off to be alone, way down in his secret room, which wasn’t actually a secret at all. After about twenty minutes, Steve went to go and ‘check’ to make sure Chris was okay.
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Steve was supposed to bring a camera with him. He was supposed to leave his phone so we could all watch his attempt, the way we had watched the previous attempts from the other men—but Steve didn’t do that. In fact, Steve had snuck off without anyone really noticing.

But I noticed.

So I went to see for myself if he was getting lucky.

It was a good thing that I went, because Steve was trying to force his way into winning that bet. “Come on, baby,” I heard him growl as I came closer to that door.

“I just don’t think I’m ready for that,” I heard the soft, feminized voice of Chris reply.

“You’re ready. Look at you, you little whore. Just admit that you want it. Look how fucking hard I am.”

I peeked in the crack of the opened doorway and saw that Steve had his pants down. His cock was hard and veiny, and he was gently stroking it like a baboon presenting himself to a mate.

Chris looked horrified… but maybe a bit curious in his drunken state. I froze, not sure what I was supposed to do.

“Just suck it. See if you like it. You’re beautiful. You’ve got lips that were built to suck cock. Come on, baby.”

“I—I just don’t think I’m ready for that yet. Maybe we can… take it slow.”

“You want to make out first?”

“I mean… go on a date or two first,” Chris said softly. “This is all really… new to me.”

But Steve wasn’t interested in the runaround. He approached the feminized sissy and put his hands on her sides. He touched the tip of his cock—which now looked huge—against Chris’s soft feminine tummy. Chris looked down at the throbbing monster and I could see a whimper escape her lips.

Maybe she wanted it. Maybe she was curious. Maybe she would like it. She gently bit her lip.

Steve took her hand and pulled it down to his shaft. He curled her fingers around it. “Feel how hard I am for you,” he groaned.

“I—I just don’t think it’s appropriate,” she whispered.

He gripped her hand and began forcing her to stroke him. He groaned loudly. “Imagine it inside of you, baby.”

“I just can’t,” she said, pulling her hand away.

“Do it,” he said, snatching her hand and pulling it hard back towards his crotch. She yelped, sounding like she was in pain—and I couldn’t just watch any longer.

“Stop,” I said, moving in.

Steve spun around to see me. His expression dropped, looking annoyed that he had been caught. “What?” he said.

“Leave her alone, alright? She told you to stop, so just stop.”

“Mind your business,” he said.

“She told you to stop,” I growled.

“She’s playing hard to get.”

“I’m not,” she said softly, turning her face away. “Oh my God, this is so embarrassing.”

“Don’t be embarrassed,” I said. “Steve should be embarrassed. This has gone on way too long, man. Just stop.”

Steve rolled his eyes and scoffed. “This has gone on too long? I’m pretty sure you started all of this. Or did you forget?”

I felt my face turning dark red. This was exactly my fear. This was why I didn’t want to have any part in this. Now, I was implicated. Now, I was guilty, and the guilt was all over my face.

Chris looked at me with narrowed eyes. “What?” she said.

“That’s right,” Steve laughed. “Mr. Moral High Ground here set you up. He filled a room with clothes and sent you to find them. He spent days watching you play dress up—and you had no idea.”

Steve knew more than I realized he knew… though I did have a terrible suspicion that he knew the whole time. I’d never been good at hiding secrets or lies.

“I—I didn’t,” I lied.

He laughed. Then he turned to Chris. “Come on, baby. Come back to my room. I’ll make you feel like a real woman.”

“I just want to be alone,” she said.

“Just let her be alone,” I said.

“Shut up, Rohan,” Steve said. “You don’t get to talk here. You don’t get to play Mr. Good Guy. You aren’t the hero here.”

I looked at Chris, and I could tell that she was afraid—maybe afraid of me a little bit, but certainly afraid of being left alone with Steve. “Steve, come on. Let’s go. That’s enough for tonight.”

Then, Steve walked over to me. He looked down at me, inches from my face, reminding me that he was a good four inches taller than me. I could feel his tension. I didn’t have to look down to see his hands were clenched into fists.

“You’re so in love with her,” he said. Then he shook his head. “But you’re delusional if you think she is anything but disgusted by you.” Then he walked by me, storming out of the room, and leaving me alone with the terribly embarrassed young sissy. I stared into her eyes for a moment, and then I scurried off, terrified of what would happen next.

I could lose my job over this. If she decided to complain to one of our supervisors, we would all be out of work. The company’s HR department would probably make sure we never worked in that industry again.

I saw Steve going to talk to the other men. I knew he was telling them what happened. I knew he was telling them that the game was up, and now we were all on the chopping block. He was probably exaggerating details—and certainly leaving out the part where he revealed what I did (the part that put us all at risk).

I saw the men looking over at me, and I took that as my cue to head to my room.

My heart was racing. I was horrified that this was going to end horribly. I was afraid for my job… but more than anything, I was afraid that Chris would never look at me the same again.

The thought of losing Chris—even though I never even had her—was the biggest blow of all.
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Idon’t really know how it happened. I don’t know how I came to have so many strong feelings for Chris. It seemed like it happened so quickly, so suddenly. I never even realized it was happening until that moment. Now, my heart was racing and I wasn’t sure how to make sense of any of the thoughts in my head.

Chris was beautiful as a woman… but it was more than that. There was something so precious about her… something I was struggling to put my finger on.

No—I knew what it was: it was her innocence. She seemed so… pure, even when she was playing with those sex toys. The way she treated her body, like it was something precious and perfect and special. She saw in herself what I saw in her—and it was hard to know if she saw it first, or if I saw it first.

I don’t know where Chris went that night; she didn’t come back to our room—and that was probably for the best. She probably needed some space to process all of this. She had a lot of ‘pieces’ of the puzzle to put back together.

I didn’t sleep. I just remained in my state of dread, having no idea how any of this was going to pan out.

Chris was only on the site for a few minutes that next morning. He went to our supervisor and then he was excused for the day. The guys kept glancing at me nervously, worried that I’d put everyone in jeopardy.

At one point, Harold even came up to me and grabbed me firmly by the arm. It was a threatening move, pulling me around behind the project before looking into my eyes and saying, “I hope last night was just some drunken bullshit.”

I wanted to tell him what I saw. I wanted to tell him that Steve was forcing himself onto Chris. I wanted to tell him that I had to step in to protect Chris. But I knew that they were all on Team-Steve in this situation. Steve was one of the highest on the seniority ladder, and he was closer to the guys than me.

He stared into my eyes. I could feel the furious heat radiating off of him. “Just couldn’t help yourself, huh?”

I was too much of a coward to stand up for myself. But I didn’t regret doing it. I didn’t regret stopping Steve—even though it meant potentially losing my job.

I didn’t want the job if it meant letting Steve prey upon a vulnerable person like Chris.

When I returned to the camp that night, Chris wasn’t there. I had a feeling we had scared her away. I had a feeling that all of this drama was too much for her to handle, and she quit. Maybe it was for the best. Maybe this wasn’t the best place for her—especially if she only took this job to try to prove to herself that she could be ‘manly’; if that was the case, her plan badly backfired.

Then came our boss, walking into the recreation room and calling for everyone to gather around. “Good news,” he announced. “Head office approved four new projects. Permits are already through. We’ll have excavation finished by the end of next week, concrete poured same week. In a few hours, three new guys are showing up. I want you treating them like gold, because we’re going to need them. Over the next few months, you guys are going to be spread thin—real thin—and these new guys need to be trained up—and trained properly. They’re young and green. Do me a favour and go easy on them. And supervisors—if you catch any of your guys being an asshole, don’t worry about three strikes; just fire them. That’s your only warning.”

Steve looked over at me with a scornful eye. He was, technically, my supervisor. But I knew he wasn’t going to fire me over this. I knew that he wouldn’t risk firing me and having me reveal what he did to Chris.

I was left alone, but starting to realize that my time on that job site was probably coming to an end. I considered some other options. There were other companies like that one, with camps set up across the area, and plenty of job sites. I could hop to another one—but how could I be sure word of what I did to Chris wouldn’t catch up to me there? Sure, there were plenty of companies, but the community was small, with lots of players moving between entities.

Another option was to leave the area entirely. There were similar camps up in Northern BC, and even up in the Yukon. Maybe I needed to get further away—though it seemed dramatic to make such a big leap, leaving everything behind like that. And it would almost seem like an admission of guilt if I acted so dramatically…

Though I was guilty. I did set that room up and I did coax Chris into it—but I really only did it out of curiosity… and because I wanted to help him find himself. I didn’t act maliciously like the other men. I didn’t set that room up to turn Chris into a sort of circus animal.

The new guys showed up late. Steve showed them to their new rooms. I couldn’t help but notice that they were smaller guys, built quite a bit like Chris—and I couldn’t help but notice that I wasn’t the only one noticing.

I saw the senior guys grinning, whispering with each other. I could just tell by the reddened cheeks on their faces that they were thinking about the men the way they thought about Chris. Maybe they would even try to do the same thing—or at least see who would take the bait.

I really didn’t belong in this place…

Or did I? Was I maybe not much different than them? I set Chris up. Maybe my motives weren’t as pure as I was trying to convince myself that they were.

Later in the night, I heard the men whispering. I heard them discussing who would be cuter. “Imagine him with some blonde bangs—and some thick eyeliner.” The men all chuckled with their deep chuckles.

I stayed out of it.

I went to bed early. I just wanted to mind my own business and hope that all of this would soon become a memory.

Then, I woke up to the sound of someone moving around in my room.
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Iremained frozen at first. I had a feeling that the men were planning something—maybe they were going to beat me up a little bit so that I would keep my mouth shut. Maybe they were going to make me pay for ruining their chances with Chris.

I didn’t want to act too rashly. I started thinking of an escape plan—but there was only the one door out. Maybe I just needed to take the beating so that I could put this behind me.

Finally, I got the courage to turn my head, and then I saw that she had come back: Chris, now wearing a little dress, with her medium-length brown hair pinned back. She turned white when she saw me looking at her.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I came back for some things. I’m… leaving.”

I looked her up and down. Her outfit seemed to suggest that she had decided to embrace her femininity. The dress wasn’t revealing; it was the kind of dress a girl can wear out—maybe to turn a few heads, but it was more or less conservative. She wore tights under the dress, and flats on her feet.

I sat up in my bed.

“I don’t want to wake anyone up,” she said. “This is… kind of awkward for me.”

“It’s fine. No one is going to wake up. It’s late.” I watched her for a moment. Then, I just had to say, “I’m sorry for what happened. I should probably come totally clean to you.”

She looked up at me, and then, after a moment of hesitation, I told her what I did. I told her that I set that room up. I told her why I did it, whether or not she believed any of it. “Then the other guys saw you, and they got their own ideas,” I said. “And I’m really sorry about that.”

“It’s not your fault,” she said. “You didn’t do anything wrong. In fact… I appreciate it.” She zipped up her bag. “I actually really appreciate it. And I appreciate you stopping Steve.” She awkwardly looked around the room. “Anyway, I should be going.”

The relief that washed over me was amazing: to hear that she wasn’t holding a grudge. The way she looked at me: not with hatred, the way the others had been looking at me over the past couple of days. Her words seemed genuine. Maybe she did appreciate what I did, even though I maybe didn’t handle it in the best way.

“So you’re leaving?” I asked.

She nodded her head.

“Any idea what you’re going to do?”

She shook her head.

“Well… I hope you make it in whatever you decide to do.”

“Thanks, Rohan. You’re really… sweet.”

She walked over to my bed, bent over, and kissed me gently on the forehead. “And, uh… thanks again for helping me find… this.”

She blushed, and then she left.

I had a big smile on my face. A huge weight had been lifted off of my shoulders.

Though my coworkers never warmed back up to me. They continued to look at me with the same bitter scorn. Steve was constantly watching me, as if looking for the first excuse to have me thrown out. They no longer trusted me. They no longer spoke freely around me. They no longer included me in their nightly hangouts or poker games, and they would always disappear around lunchtime.

I did overhear them a few times: plotting. I heard them talking about setting a room up with some ‘supplies’. I heard them asking one of the new guys to go and have the room tidied up.

I never did find out if they had success in feminizing another newbie—but I know that they tried. I knew that they had their pills. I knew they had their little tricks and they certainly didn’t have any morals stopping them.

I ended up quitting before they could find a reason to fire me. I just didn’t feel welcomed there any longer, so I left. I got into my car and just started driving. I stopped at the next camp and met with the hiring manager. I gave in my resume and waited a couple of days in a motel. Then, when I got my rejection, I just started driving to the next place. I did that over and over and over until I found a camp that needed a framer to replace a guy who had just left.

“It might be a bit dead here for the next month or so. We’re waiting on permits for a dozen projects,” the manager told me. “So in that time, we’ll have you doing some odd jobs: cleaning out rooms, running errands, stuff like that. Is that okay with you?”

“Sounds fine,” I said.

He smiled. “You don’t mind sharing a room?” he asked.

“I’m used to it.”

“We do it a bit differently here. It’s all co-ed here. You’re not, like, a creep, right?”

“Nah,” I said.

“Sounds good. I’ll show you to your room.”

The room was small. My bed was very close to another bed, which clearly belonged to a woman, with women’s clothes all over the sheets, as if she had gotten dressed in a hurry that morning. I blushed. I will admit that I felt a bit nervous about sharing a room with a girl. I was worried she would be cute and I would be awkward, making her feel uncomfortable.

I had to keep reminding myself that I was just there to do a job.

Then she came in. My heart nearly stopped when I saw her.

My roommate was Chris. She turned dark red when she saw me—and then she covered her lips as a giggle slipped out. “Did you follow me?”

“I had no idea you were here,” I said—and it was true. It was a complete coincidence.

She giggled. She was so cute when she giggled. Then she came over to my bed and planted a kiss on my forehead. “It’s good to see you, Rohan.”

That forehead kiss turned into a kiss on the lips a moment later. And then we shared tongues.

It turns out: I won that bet, though I never did let those guys know. I made love to Chris that night. I got to put my hands on her soft, delicate body. I felt her smooth skin, and I heard her gentle moans. I pushed my long shaft deep into her tender body—and I can’t say that I lasted very long once she started moaning my name.

I exploded inside of her. She gasped loudly when she felt the hot gushing.

We agreed to keep our little ‘romance’ secret—at least while we were on the job.

Though that didn’t last long. It was hard to keep something so exciting a secret. I think most of the guys were jealous, to be honest. Chris was a cutie, working in the office near the site. I’m not sure if the guys even knew she was trans—or maybe they just didn’t care. I often heard them talking about wanting to hook up with her—and one day I just couldn’t help myself. I admitted that we’d been seeing each other for a while.

They hired a few more new guys: smaller guys, like Chris was before she transitioned. When we saw some of their feminine mannerisms, Chris looked at me with a grin. “I saw an empty storage room over at Cabin D. I’ve got some old outfits I could put in it,” she suggested.

My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t help but blush at the suggestion.

“You know,” she went on. “Just to… give them the option.”

Maybe I didn’t feel quite so guilty about what I did after that.

THE END


THE BABYSITTER’S GIRLY PET
A TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION



THE BABYSITTER’S GIRLY PET


Andrew insists on paying the babysitter, Missy, a meager ten bucks an hour—more than fair, he argues, for a teenager lounging on his couch watching TV and texting her friends while the baby sleeps. So when Taylor, his wife, confesses she secretly left an extra forty bucks on the counter before their dinner date, Andrew is livid.

Thankfully, that cash is still there when they get home from dinner, so Andrew grabs it before Missy can take it.

But Missy notices the sly little move, and now, Missy is determined to make Andrew pay—but he won’t be paying with cash; he will be paying with his pride.
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My wife wanted to pay the babysitter $20 an hour. Of course I scoffed at the suggestion. That wasn’t that far off what I made, and Missy was barely a day over eighteen for Christ’s sakes!

She lived down the street, and I know for a fact that she’d never had a job before.I knew her parents, Barry and Linda. When Missy was sixteen she came over to feed our cat while we were out of town. Linda told us that it was technically Missy’s first job.

And Missy had never had any ‘jobs’ since then, if you can even consider feeding a cat for eight minutes a day for a few days a job. So in what world should some eighteen-year-old deserve twenty bucks an hour? “Try ten bucks,” I said.

“That’s below minimum wage,” my wife said, rolling her eyes.

“It’s not a real job!” I said. “It’s beer money. She’s coming over to watch our TV for three or four hours while Ellie sleeps. You want to give her twenty bucks an hour for that? Eighty bucks to sit and watch Kardashians? And I bet you’re going to leave her pizza money like you did for the last babysitter…”

“So what? You can’t ask her to do it for ten dollars.”

“Hell,” I said. “If one of the neighbours wants to buy me a pizza and pay me ten bucks an hour to watch TV, I’ll happily do it every damn night. Ten bucks is fine. It’s generous. She gets to make thirty or forty bucks, eat pizza, watch TV, and then she can take that money and buy a case of beer to drink with her friends this weekend.”

“Andrew, you’re being mean,” my wife said.

“No. I’m being generous. You’re just being crazy.”

And was I being mean? Should some young woman really get nearly one-hundred bucks when she had literally no working experience at all? It’s not like she was CPR trained in case of an emergency. It’s not like she had any idea what to do in case of any emergency at all. Restoration companies pay entry-level carpenters less than twenty bucks an hour—and that’s hard work; that’s work that requires the employee to own their own tools and have their own car, to be ready to work on call, and to have a set of skills beyond what a usual high-school grad has.

“Whatever,” my wife said, waving me off. “I don’t want to fight about this.”

“Good,” I said. “So we’ll leave her thirty bucks… and another twelve for a small pizza. That’s generous.” I took the money out from my wallet and slapped it down on the counter.

Then, I went to start the bedtime process for Ellie. I had to give her a bath and read her exactly three books before she would consider going down. Then I had to lay with her for thirty minutes before carefully creeping out of the room. I saw that her favourite stuffy was on the floor in the living room, so I had to very carefully sneak back into the room and place the stuffy with her, so she wouldn’t wake up in the night and panic. The squeaking door hinges woke her up, so I had to lay with her for another fifteen minutes, and I had planned to use that fifteen minutes to get myself cleaned up for my date with my wife.

Sadly, there was no time to clean myself up, because as I closed the nursery door, the babysitter knocked.

My wife let her in. My wife offered her something to drink. “I’ll take a Coke,” she said. So my wife got her a Coke. I bit my tongue. Honestly, this girl didn’t even deserve a full ten dollars an hour! Maybe five would have been more reasonable. Maybe if she had gone through that ninety minute bedtime ritual—but no: I did it for her, so that she would literally have to do nothing but sit and watch TV while we were gone. Her only job was to call us if there was a problem, or 911 if there was some emergency. That was it. Talk about a braindead job.

I laughed, thinking about my wife’s suggestion of paying her twenty bucks an hour.

“Ready to go?” my wife asked from the kitchen. She was finishing up wiping the kitchen counters, making sure the house was sparkling-clean—because we couldn’t even expect that babysitter to do that.

I really mean it: she was literally going to sit and watch TV, maybe call her friends, maybe swipe videos on TikTok.

What a joke.

I bit my tongue. “Let’s get going,” I said, and we went out.

The date was okay. My wife put on one of her cuter dresses: a little black velvety thing that was short, showing off a lot of leg, and almost a bit of ass. She knew that I liked it, so I guess that was a nice highlight of the night. And she was in a pretty good mood: better than usual. I had a feeling that I was going to get lucky.

So I bought her a couple of drinks: the expensive stuff: espresso martinis—stuff like that.

Then, near the end of the night, I noticed my wife blushing. I thought that she was maybe thinking about sex—which didn’t happen too often these days. I smiled and said, “What? What are you thinking about?”

She bit her lip.

“What?” I said.

“I’m not wearing panties,” she giggled.

I felt my face turning dark red. “Oh really?” I said.

She nodded her head and then giggled again. She sounded a bit drunker than I realized she was getting—which wasn’t really a good thing. I knew my wife pretty well, and I knew that there was a very, very short period between getting drunk and falling asleep. Now, she was probably only fifteen minutes away from dozing off—which probably meant no sex.

Then, she covered her lips with her fingers and said, “I have to admit something.”

“What?” I said, thinking she was going to say something else in the sexual realm. Then, she struck me with something dreadful: “I put another forty dollars on the counter for the babysitter before we left.”

It was like a dagger to the heart.

Okay, yes, I made decent money. I earned about thirty bucks an hour and I usually worked ten hour days, earning a good deal of overtime—and I got benefits and bonuses. I’d made some good investments.

I wasn’t on the verge of going broke or anything—but it was a matter of principle. Nobody ever paid me twenty bucks an hour to do jack shit when I just starting out in the working world. I remember mowing my neighbour’s backyard—a whopping half acre of grass—and getting ten bucks. That was my whole afternoon, and it was hardly even enough money to buy a soda and a chocolate bar .

And I went back the next weekend to do it again.

But now, these girls just strut in and make big money for doing nothing—and they accept the money with a smile on their face: a casual smile that almost seems like they expect the money—plus a tip.

And to think my wife was enabling it!

I was furious. I was so mad that when we got back to the house, and I saw the cash on the counter, I snuck up to it while my wife was talking to Missy, and I pulled out a couple of twenties.

No way, no how. I wasn’t going to let it happen. I put that cash in my pocket and I went off to take a shower. My wife drunkenly stumbled off to bed; she was passed out before I was even out of the shower—and I didn’t take long showers.

The babysitter was gone. The house was quiet. I went to sleep with a smile on my face, feeling like I’d ‘won’, and my wife didn’t even need to know that I’d taken that cash…

But that little cash-swiping move was going to come back to haunt me.
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The morning after our date night, I was up early—too early for a Saturday—because Ellie had decided that 6:12 a.m. was the perfect time to start her day.

I groggily made my way through the morning routine, which involved cereal, cartoons (if my wife had been awake, I would have been scolded for letting Ellie watch cartoons so early, but I needed some relief while the coffee worked into my system), and finding her favourite sippy cup, which had mysteriously migrated to the backyard overnight.

My wife was still in bed, snoring softly, the effects of too many martinis keeping her out cold. This was pretty typical after one or two drinks—so knowing she had five or six, I had a feeling she would be out for a long while.

I was on my second cup of coffee, starting to feel human again, when my phone buzzed on the counter. I glanced at the screen and saw a message from an unknown number.

Not thinking much of it, I picked it up.

“Hey Mr. Andrews. Hope you had a nice night out. :)”

I had no idea who this was. Also, my name wasn’t ‘Mr. Andrews’. My name was Andrew… but my last name was Hendricks. So my initial thought was that it was a mistake…

But the detail of a ‘nice night out’ was a bit concerning. How did this person know that I’d been out? Or was that just a coincidence? I mean—lots of people go out on Friday nights.

“Who is this?”

“It’s Missy! Your babysitter. :)”

I stared at the screen for a moment, my coffee halfway to my lips. Why was the babysitter texting me? I hadn’t given her my number. My wife must have. I set the mug down and typed a quick response.

“Morning, Missy. Everything okay?”

Her reply came almost instantly.

“Oh, everything’s fine. Just wanted to say thanks for the Coke last night. And for the extra $40 you left for me on the counter… before you took it back. ;)”

I froze. The room seemed to tilt slightly as I reread the message. My stomach churned, and I could feel my face heating up. She saw? How did she see? I thought I was sneaky when I was grabbing it… But maybe she had already counted the money before we came home. Maybe taking the cash back wasn’t really the most clever move.

Another message popped up before I could think of what to say back.

“Don’t worry. I didn’t tell Mrs. Andrews. Yet.”

Yet.

That single word was like a bullet to the chest. I stood there, staring at the screen, my mind racing. What did she mean by yet? Was this some kind of joke? I typed a response, my fingers fumbling over the keyboard.

“I think you’re mistaken. I didn’t take anything.”

Her reply came even faster this time.

“LOL. Don’t play dumb, Mr. Andrews. I saw you. It’s fine… I mean, not fine, but I get it. You probably didn’t want to pay me that much. I’m sure you work hard for your money.”

Again, before I could formulate a reply, she sent a message. She was fast with her fingers, proving that she was indeed raised with this technology.

“But I work hard too. Babysitting might not seem like a “real job” to you, but I take it seriously.

“So here’s the thing. I think we should talk about how you’re going to make this up to me.”

I stared at the screen, dumbfounded. Make it up to her? What was she talking about? My heart was pounding in my chest, a mix of anger and panic swirling inside me. Who did this girl think she was?

“Missy, I’m not sure what you’re getting at here, but I think there’s been a misunderstanding. My accidentally put a couple extra bills on the counter. I noticed and grabbed them. It’s not that big of a deal.”

Her response was immediate.

“No misunderstanding. Like I said, I haven’t told Mrs. Andrews. Yet. But I think you owe me. Let’s talk about how you can make things right.

“I’ll be at the park near your house around 11. See you then! ;)”

I stared at the screen, a sick feeling settling in my stomach. She’d signed off with a winking emoji, as if this was all some big game. But it didn’t feel like a game to me. It felt like blackmail.

I felt sick. I wanted to go and shake my wife awake and show her the messages… but I knew that it would lead to a big fight. I knew that my wife would be furious to find out that I’d shorted the babysitter—even though it was the right thing to do. I could see our Netflix watching history; I could see that the babysitter had, indeed, watched television for over three hours. So why did she think she deserved such a pretty penny?

By the time 11 a.m. rolled around, I’d worked myself into a frenzy. I couldn’t decide if I was furious, terrified, or some miserable combination of the two. I’d tried to convince myself that I didn’t need to go meet her, that she wouldn’t actually tell my wife. But the nagging doubt had won out, and now I was trudging to the park like a man walking to the electric chair. I kept swearing under my breath. “This little fucking whore,” I kept muttering. And she really was a bit of a whore—I hate to say it. She would show up at our place in tiny little skirts and fishnet stockings. One time I took a glance at her backside when she was bending over, and my wife noticed; I slept on the couch that night.

Missy was sitting on a bench under the shade of an old oak tree, her legs crossed casually, her phone in one hand. She was wearing a pair of denim short-shorts and a loose tank top, over a red lacy bra. Her young perky cleavage was on full display, which wasn’t unusual. I felt awkward meeting her there: a man in his mid-thirties meeting with some slutty eighteen-year-old. What if some neighbour saw us together? What if rumours started spreading that I was sneaking around with the damned babysitter? Maybe I should have stayed home.

When she saw me approaching, she smiled and waved.

“Hi, Mr. Andrews!” she called out cheerfully, as if we were old friends meeting up for coffee. I didn’t bother correcting her.

I forced a tight smile and sat down on the bench, keeping a careful distance between us. “Missy,” I said, my voice low. “So get right to it. What is this about?”

She tilted her head, feigning innocence. “What do you mean?”

“You know exactly what I mean,” I snapped through clenched teeth. “Why are you texting me? Why are you saying this shit?”

Her smile widened. “Because I think you need to learn a lesson, Mr. Andrews. About respect. And about paying people what they’re worth.” She crossed her arms and let out a little defiant pout, as if she knew what the hell she was talking about—as if she knew a damn thing about someone’s worth. She’d never worked a job in her life; how could she understand the true value of a person’s time?

I clenched my fists, struggling to keep my temper in check. “Look, girly, I don’t know what you think you saw, but⁠—”

“But nothing,” she interrupted, her voice suddenly firm. “I saw you, okay? I’m not stupid. I saw you swipe those two bills like a cheap old man. And honestly, I’m kind of hurt. I thought you were a nice guy.”

“I’m not old. I’m hardly… fifteen years older than you.” I wanted to point out that I looked much younger, but I could already see her trying not to laugh.

I opened my mouth to argue, but she held up a hand to stop me. “Here’s the deal,” she said, leaning in slightly. “I’m not going to tell Mrs. Andrews what you did. But only if you agree to… let me help you see things from my perspective.”

“What does that even mean?” I asked. “This just sounds stupid. Look—you want the money? I’ll give you the money. But you can bet we aren’t hiring you again.” I took out the twenties, but she pushed my hand away.

“Okay, then what do you want?”

She smiled sweetly, but there was a glint in her eye that made my skin crawl. “I want you to do exactly what I say. No arguing, no complaining. And in return, I’ll keep my mouth shut. Deal?”

I stared at her, my heart pounding. Every instinct told me to get up and walk away, but the thought of my wife finding out about this… Meeting the babysitter secretly at a park! It seemed so scandalous! I couldn’t risk it. Finally, I gave a short, stiff nod.

Her smile widened. “Good. We’ll start tomorrow. I’ll text you the details.”

“Start what tomorrow?” I demanded, but she was already standing up, brushing off her tiny short-shorts.

“You’ll see,” she said, slinging her bag over her shoulder. She let out a giggle like some sort of anime character. “Don’t worry, Mr. Andrews. This is going to be fun. You’ll probably even have some fun.”

With that, she turned and walked away, leaving me sitting on the bench, feeling like the ground had just been ripped out from under me.
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My phone buzzed while I was in the middle of organizing some invoices at work. I instinctively reached for it, assuming it was either my wife or just another email notification. But when I glanced at the screen, I froze. An unfamiliar text thread appeared:

“Hi Mr. A! :) Hope you’re having a good day!!

My stomach immediately tightened. Why was Missy texting me—again? The last thing I needed was a message from her. I stared at the screen, hesitation bubbling inside me.

Before I could even set my phone down, another message popped up:

“Sooo… You haven’t forgotten what we talked about… Right?”

I frowned. What was this? I thought we had all of this crap figured out. I thought there was a plan to resolve this issue. So why was she pestering me again? Just as I started typing a vague response, another message appeared:

“Come over to my place now. My parents are gone.”

Look: having a message like that on your phone, as a married man, is deadly. This babysitter was far out of line. She couldn’t be sending me messages like that because she was salty about forty bucks. Messages like that can destroy relationships—and I wasn’t willing to risk my relationship over this little whore’s petty nonsense.

Instead of texting her about it, I decided to walk over to her place, to settle it in person.

“Hi, Mr. A!” she chirped, practically skipping toward me as I walked up her driveway.

I forced a strained smile, trying to keep the unease off my face. “Missy,” I said sternly. “What’s this all about?”

She giggled and twirled a strand of her hair. “Okay, okay, don’t freak out. I’ve been thinking, and I came up with the perfect way for you to make it up to me. And it’s, like, super harmless!”

I crossed my arms, trying to look intimidating. “I’m not in the mood for games.”

Her grin didn’t falter. “It’s not a game! Promise. Just… come inside, and I’ll show you.”

Before I could even protest, she grabbed my wrist and tugged me toward the living room. I reluctantly followed, muttering under my breath about how absurd this whole situation was. To be fair, I didn’t want to be standing outside of her house for too long. I didn’t want to give the neighbours extra time to see me there, coming up with theories in their heads. At least the curtains were closed in her house. We could deal with this quietly and move on.

Once inside, Missy spun around dramatically and held up a shopping bag like it was a grand reveal. “Ta-da!” she announced, pulling out a pair of shiny, pink high heels.

I blinked. “What… what is that?”

She laughed. “They’re for you, duh! You’re gonna try them on for me!”

My jaw dropped. “You can’t be serious.”

“I’m totally serious,” she said, pouting like she was asking for a favor. “Come on, Mr. A! It’s not that bad. You wear them for, like, five minutes, and we’re even. Easy peasy!”

I shook my head, the anger starting to rise. “Absolutely not.”

Her smile turned sly. She held up her phone, wiggling it in her hand. “Are you sure about that? Cuz I’ve got, like, a lot of texts ready to send to Mrs. A… You know, about what I saw the other night… Remember? You stole forty dollars from my pay, right off the counter. Don’t you remember that?”

My stomach plummeted. “You’re honestly blackmailing me?”

She gasped, her eyes wide in mock surprise. “Nooo! Not blackmail. Just… a little persuasion. That’s fair, right? You did take my money, after all.”

I stared at her, my fists clenched at my sides. I couldn’t believe this was happening. “It was my money. It was never your money. You aren’t entitled to everything you see, despite what you might think.”

“Tick-tock, Mr. A,” she sang, holding out the shoes like they were a prize. “It’s just for fun. I won’t even take pictures. Pinky swear!”

With a deep, defeated sigh, I snatched the heels from her hands.

“Yay!” Missy clapped her hands together, her eyes sparkling. “This is gonna be so cute!”

Missy giggled as I slowly shuffled around her living room, trying my best to look casual in the absurd pink heels. Every step felt like I was on stilts, clumsily trying to balance myself while she watched me with a gleam in her eye. I could hear her snickering with every misstep I took. The whole thing was pointless. It was a stupid humiliation game. It wasn’t even funny, and yet, I could feel the heat creeping up my neck. My stomach churned with embarrassment and frustration. Some ditzy eighteen-year-old chick had duped me into embarrassing myself for her entertainment. This felt like a serious low in my life—all because I slipped forty bucks off of my own counter.

She sure as shit wasn’t getting hired again for our next date night.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Missy clapped her hands together, her face lighting up with that sickeningly pleased grin.

“Okay, Mr. A, you’re all done!” she cheered.

I sighed in relief, kicking the heels off my feet and letting them fall down on the floor with a couple of dull thuds. I didn’t even bother to look at her as I headed for the door.

“Thanks for the fun time, Mr. A! You’re so cute when you’re all flustered!” she called after me.

I didn’t respond. I was already out the door, heading back to my car. I could feel the weight lifting off my shoulders the farther I got from her house. The adrenaline and anxiety slowly faded away, replaced by a dull ache in my gut, but at least it was over. At least she had what she wanted.

I wouldn’t have to deal with her anymore.

Finally, when I was back at the house, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. I was home. Safe. It was finally done.

“Hey, babe,” I said to Taylor, my wife, trying to sound casual as I kicked off my shoes.

She looked up from the couch, putting a small smile on her face. “Hey, you. How was work?”

I paused for a moment, then shook my head. “I don’t even want to talk about it.” I walked over and kissed her cheek. “But, uh, I wanted to talk to you about the babysitter. What’s her name again? Mandy or something?”

“Missy?”

“Yeah, her.”

My wife’s face immediately shifted into a neutral expression. “What about her?”

I rubbed my temples, trying to avoid her gaze. “I think we should find a new babysitter.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Why? What happened?”

I hesitated, trying to find the right words. I couldn’t exactly tell her everything… or anything for that matter. I couldn’t tell her about the blackmail, the heels, or what Missy had tried to make me do. That would be too much. It would raise too many awkward questions. It would create doubt in our relationship. I didn’t want to erode a decade of trust over some forty-dollar scandal.

So, I kept it vague.

“I just don’t like how she dresses, you know? It’s inappropriate, especially in front of our daughter. Fishnets? Really? Those short-shorts… It’s… just weird. The neighbours see her coming and going, and I don’t want anyone getting dumb ideas in their head.”

Her eyes softened slightly as she shook her head. “Oh, please. I don’t think it’s that big of a deal. I used to dress like that too—remember? And you liked it.”

“I liked it when you did it! You! My wife. Not the little babysitter watching our daughter.”

“What? You want her coming in here wearing a burka? That’s how girls dress, Andrew.”

“I don’t like it.”

“It’s really not a big deal,” she insisted.

I could feel a sense of frustration building up in me, but I kept my cool. “It is a big deal. It makes me uncomfortable. And I’m sure it’s not good for Ellie either. I don’t want her dressing like that when she’s older.”

“Ellie sleeps through our dates. I’m not sure she’s ever even seen Missy.”

“Let’s find a new babysitter. It’s not a big deal. They’re a dime a dozen.”

She sighed, rubbing the back of her neck. “Whatever. You’re just overreacting. I can’t help but think that you’re still mad about me paying her a little extra.”

“I’m not. I don’t care about that. Let’s just get a new babysitter.”

“Whatever, Andrew. Get a new babysitter then. If you think that will make you happy, find a new babysitter.”

Her tone seemed to want to pull me back into an argument… But I didn’t argue. I didn’t have the energy for it. I was just grateful that the conversation was over. “I’m serious. We need to find someone else.”

She rolled her eyes, clearly not seeing what the problem was, but at least she didn’t push it further.

I let out a long breath, feeling a small weight lift from me. At least I had handled that part of it. I just had to put Missy behind me.

I spent the rest of the night trying to forget about what had happened. I played with Ellie, helped with dinner, and did everything I could to get my mind off the whole mess. But when I went to bed later that night, I couldn’t shake the nagging feeling at the back of my mind.

It was over, right?

I had taken care of it. She wouldn’t be a problem anymore.

But then, just as I was about to fall asleep, my phone buzzed.

I groggily reached for it, squinting at the screen. It was a text from that same number. “No,” I whispered.

“Hey Mr. A, hope you’re not mad about earlier! :P Just wanted to say thanks again! You really made my day!”

I stared at the message, a sense of dread slowly creeping back into me.

What the hell was going on?

I couldn’t escape this. It wasn’t over.


4


Itried to put the whole ordeal behind me. I was hoping it was just a one-time thing, that Missy had gotten her kicks, and that I could go back to being a normal husband and father without worrying about this whole mess.

But as I was sitting at my desk, working through more invoices, my phone buzzed again.

It was her: Missy. The demon succubus of my nightmares. Her bubbly giggles were like her talons. Her little emojis were like her fangs.

My heart sank. I was in no mood to deal with her shit today, or any day for that matter. I glanced at the screen, half-expecting it to be something like the last message, just some cheery text designed to throw me off balance. But this one felt different.

“Hey Mr. A!! :) I was thinking… I think it’s time for round two, don’t you? ;) You were such a good sport yesterday! I was really impressed!!! But, like, I want to make it even better this time. You’ll love it, I promise!!!”

I stared at the text, an icy shiver running down my spine. What could she possibly want now? What more could she ask of me? I damn-near threw my phone at the wall.

My fingers hovered over the keys, fighting the urge to text her back, tell her to leave me the hell alone. But I knew better. Every time I pushed back, she’d come at me harder.

Another text came in, just seconds after the first one:

“C’mon, Mr. A! I know you’re busy, but this’ll be quick and sooo worth it. Just come by and I promise I won’t ask for anything crazy like yesterday. You’ll make it up to me, right? :)”

I took a deep breath, staring at the screen. I felt trapped, cornered by her manipulative little game.

“I already did what you wanted me to do.”

“Well,” she replied. “I’m just going off your own general valuation. You seem to think that I’m worth thirty dollars for four hours. You paid me… five minutes yesterday. That’s like… one dollar. Or is it even a dollar? And you stole forty dollars from me—so I think you still owe me a few more hours. But we can just start small. :)”

I knew I should just block her number and move on, but the thought of her sending those texts to Taylor, the thought of my wife seeing something like that… my stomach twisted.

I had no choice. I had to go.

I got in the car and drove over to her place, my mind racing. I barely remembered the drive over; it felt like everything around me was blurring, reality slowly slipping away. I was just so tired. Tired of being caught in this mess. Tired of being terrified of what would happen next.

Maybe I could offer her a few hundred dollars to back off entirely.

I pulled up to her house and, like a man walking to his execution, I stepped out of the car. My palms were sweaty. I didn’t even want to be here. But I couldn’t just ignore her. I couldn’t let this spiral out of control more than it already had. Not when I had a family to protect.

I rang the doorbell and waited. A moment later, Missy’s cheerful voice called from inside.

“Mr. A! You’re here!! Come on in, I’ve been waiting!” I heard her giggling: that dreadful giggle.

I hesitated at the door before stepping inside. She was standing there with that stupid, innocent grin, like nothing had ever happened between us—like everything was normal.

“Hey there!” she chirped, practically skipping up to me. “You look, like, so serious today. Lighten up, Mr. A! It’s gonna be fun, I swear.”

I forced a tight smile, my stomach doing flips. “What do you want, Missy? I left work early for this. Surely that should count for something.”

She didn’t answer directly. Instead, she grabbed my hand, pulling me into the living room. Her hands were warm, almost too warm, and it made me feel even more uncomfortable than I already did. “We have to be kind of fast. My parents will be home in a bit. I wouldn’t want them to see you here… like this. You know—for your own sake.” She giggled. “So just follow along and we’ll be efficient.”

When we reached the center of the room, she spun around dramatically, as though presenting me with a grand prize.

“Okay, so this time, I thought we should make it extra special. You know, really fun,” she said, her eyes twinkling. She gave a little giggle, clearly excited. “So I was thinking… you could wear something a little more… exciting.”

My mind immediately went to the worst places. What could she want now? What more could she possibly ask of me?

I will admit that I was tempted to make a threat of my own. She was threatening me with this humiliation shit—maybe I needed to remind her that I was an adult male, capable of snapping her in half…

Okay, maybe I wasn’t that big. I’d always been a smaller guy. I’d always been a bit on the shorter and weaker side of things—but I could be scrappy if necessary. I went to a low-income high-school and had my share of fights with some nasty kids.

“I’m not sure what you really want to get out of this,” I said, trying to keep my voice calm. “If the goal is to embarrass me, you’ve already done it. So what’s the point of this now?”

“Just trust me! This will be way better than the heels!” she said. “I’m gonna make you look soooo cute. You’re gonna love it, I promise. And then, we’re all even. Forever.” I’d heard that lie before.

I stood there, completely frozen. “What do you mean… look cute?”

With an exaggerated flourish, she grabbed something from behind the couch. When she held it up, I couldn’t believe my eyes.

A skirt. A tight, pink skirt… Along with fishnet stockings, a crop top with a sparkly pattern, a choker, and a small makeup kit.

My face went pale. “This is fuckings stupid. I can’t do this. This is… too much. I’m done with this shit.”

“Oh, c’mon!” she giggled, completely unfazed by my hesitation. “It’s just for fun. You’ll look super hot. You’ve got the body to pull it off—and your face is actually super cute. I bet with some eyeliner, you’ll be a fox. And don’t worry, I’ll take care of everything. All you gotta do is just put it on for me and we’re totally even. It’s a win-win!” She flung the clothes at me, the pink fabric almost floating in the air before landing on the couch beside me. It all smelled of youthful perfume: the shit they sell on the counter at Garage for fourteen bucks. That smell reminded me of high-school parties: an era of my life that was long, long behind me.

I couldn’t look at her. My mind raced, my thoughts colliding in a whirlwind of panic. I didn’t want to do this. I couldn’t. I didn’t want to make a fool of myself anymore. But as I looked at the clothes, I thought about Taylor—about the messages Missy could send. Why was she doing this? Why was she so hung up on forty bucks? Forty bucks that were never hers to begin with!

This wasn’t payback; it was cruel entertainment, whether she wanted to admit it or not.

I sighed heavily. “Fine,” I muttered, barely able to speak. “But this is the last time. After this, we’re done. I mean it. Any more, and I’ll… I’ll get the cops involved.”

“Yay!” she cheered, clapping her hands. “You’re the best, Mr. A! I knew you’d come through!” There was that giggle again. God, I hated that giggle.

I shuffled reluctantly to her bathroom to change, my mind a blur. I had to do this. I had to get it over with. And then I’d be free.

I worked slowly, undressing at a snail’s pace. Then, she called from the other side of the door. “Feel free to borrow my razor. It’s the pink one on the edge of the tub.”

“I’m not doing that,” I called back.

“Yes, you are. I don’t want to see any body hair: legs, chest, pits—I want it all smooth, or none of this counts!” She giggled casually.

I bit hard on my tongue. This little cunt… I was damn-near ready to throw her out the window.

I did try to fight. We went back and forth for a while, but ultimately, she had leverage on me, and she was willing to threaten to use it.

So I shaved. It took a daunting twenty minutes. She reminded me that her parents would be home soon.

Everything about this was horrible.

I don’t think I’d ever hated anyone more than I hated Missy in that moment.

I put on the skimpy outfit. I was dressed like a slut. Sadly, everything fit just fine.

I could barely recognize myself in the mirror. The tight skirt barely covered my thighs, the fishnets were uncomfortable, and the crop top… well, I didn’t even want to look at it. The makeup felt heavy, the mascara and eyeliner made my face look like… someone else entirely.

The worst part was my body: all hairless. Without hair, it really looked like it belonged to someone else. And I hate to admit it… but it looked like it belonged to a chick. Maybe it was time to start hitting the gym and upping my protein intake.

I stepped into the living room, keeping my eyes fixed on the floor.

“Wow, Mr. A!” Missy said, practically bouncing on the balls of her feet. “You look amazing!!” Her voice was so upbeat, so sugary sweet, that it made my skin crawl. She grabbed her phone, snapping pictures with an almost manic energy. “You look so cute! Like, seriously! This is way better than I imagined!”

I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t move. I felt trapped inside this ridiculous outfit, humiliated by the way she looked at me. I wanted to run, but I couldn’t. Not with the threats hanging over me.

“Say cheese!” Missy giggled, snapping one final photo.

I forced a smile, but it didn’t matter. She had already won. She had me exactly where she wanted me.

You’re probably wondering why I didn’t put up more of a fight. I wanted to. I thought that I was going to when I stepped out of that bathroom. But the moment she saw me dressed like that, I became so… vulnerable. I felt so submissive. I felt all of my power fade away in an instant.

And it dawned on me in that moment that this wouldn’t be the end: no way. I don’t know how I fell for such an absurd lie: such an obvious trap. I must have been stupid.

She made me walk around the house. She kept telling me to smile. She kept threatening to send the photos to my wife if I wouldn’t smile. “It should be easy to smile when you look that cute!” she kept saying, giggling. She followed me around with her camera, snapping photos, getting under my skin.

And I just played along. I didn’t fight. I became totally submissive: a completely unrecognizable person. It wasn’t like me to roll over and be so docile like this. I didn’t normally let people walk all over me.

But now, I felt helpless. I had to do as I was told, or my life would collapse around me—and all because of forty measly dollars.

“Are we done?” I asked through clenched teeth.

She looked me up and down and then sighed. “I guess so. But I’m not really satisfied. We’ll just say it’s enough for today.” She giggled, and I wanted to lash out at her, but I kept my cool.

I went to the bathroom and I undressed. I washed the makeup off of my face. I slipped into my proper clothes, which now felt weird. Without hair on my legs, my jeans just felt wrong. Without hair on my chest (not that I had much to begin with), my shirt felt bizarre. I felt like I was wearing someone else’s clothes.

She led me to the door and it was just in time. As I was walking away from her place, her father’s car pulled into the driveway. He called out to me, making me freeze. I was afraid of looking at him, worried there was still a bit of makeup on my face. I stared at him and he stared back at me. “Do you need something, Andrew?” he asked.

“Just, uh, dropping off the money that I owed your daughter… for babysitting the other night.”

“Oh,” he said, looking suddenly relieved, as if he had been worried for a moment that I was having some fling with his eighteen-year-old girl. Oh God—is that how this looked? This was all so humiliating.

I smiled and then I hurried off. I got home before my wife and I took a long shower.

But later that night, as I was getting into bed, she became suspicious. “Why are you wearing sweatpants to bed? It’s, like, super hot out.”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Take them off. Quit being weird.” I usually slept naked.

I tried to do it fast, under the covers, but she noticed the smooth legs instantly. “Did you… shave?”

I could feel her gaze: sharp and scrutinizing as I hesitated under the covers. My heart raced, pounding so hard I thought she might hear it.

“Did you… shave?” she repeated, her tone now a bit more serious and not so light-hearted—or maybe that was just in my head.

I forced a chuckle, hoping to defuse the tension. “Yeah, uh… I did. It’s not a big deal.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “Not a big deal? Since when do you shave your legs? You’ve never done that before.”

She folded her arms and stared at me, clearly waiting for an explanation. My brain scrambled for an answer, something logical, something that wouldn’t lead her to ask more questions.

“I… well…” I hesitated, then decided to lean into my work. It was the only thing that made sense. “You know how I’ve been working with that new guy in shipping? Marcus?”

Taylor frowned, her suspicion momentarily softened by the shift in topic. “Yeah? So? What about him?”

“Well, he’s a big cyclist,” I said, stumbling over my words as I tried to build the story. “And he was telling me how shaving your legs can make a huge difference when you’re riding. Something about wind resistance and avoiding infections if you crash. A whole bunch of benefits, really. I just thought I’d try it out.”

Her expression wavered between confusion and disbelief. “Okay… but you’re not a cyclist, Andrew. You don’t even own a bike.”

I laughed nervously, trying to keep it light. “Yeah, I know! But, uh… he was telling me about how it’s better for all sorts of stuff. He just kind of convinced me to give it a try. Said it’s great for jogging too. You know, less chafing, feels smoother, that kind of thing. God forbid I just try something different. Besides, I don’t really like it like this, so I’ll just let it grow back out. What’s the big deal?”

Taylor raised an eyebrow, clearly not buying it… at least not entirely. “You’re telling me you shaved your legs because some guy at work talked you into it? You don’t bike or jog, Andrew. That doesn’t sound like you at all.”

I sighed, feigning embarrassment. “Okay, fine. Honestly, I’ve been feeling… I don’t know, kind of out of shape lately. And Marcus mentioned that it makes you look thinner, so I figured, why not? It’s just hair, right? And maybe I will get into running. I’ve been thinking about it. Is that so hard to believe?” I gestured vaguely toward my legs. “But now I feel ridiculous about it. Happy?”

Her expression softened slightly, her suspicion fading. “You’re feeling out of shape?” she asked, her voice quieter now, almost concerned.

“Yeah,” I said, jumping on this opportunity. “It’s stupid, I know, but I’ve been feeling kind of… old… and flabby… You know? Like I’m not the guy I used to be. I thought maybe I’d try something new, push myself a bit. Try to look younger… For you. It’s stupid, I know.”

Taylor’s shoulders relaxed, and she gave me a small, sympathetic smile. “Babe, you’re not old. And you look great. You don’t need to start shaving your legs to feel better about yourself.”

“It’s what kids are doing,” I added.

She laughed.

I let out a small laugh, shaking my head. “I know. It was dumb. Won’t happen again, I promise.”

She rolled her eyes but smiled. “Good. Because it’s kind of weird. No offence. Not really my thing.” She snuggled in. “It feels like… cuddling with a girl.” Then she said “No offence,” again.

“None taken,” I said, relieved she was finally letting it go. “Now can we just go to sleep? It’s been a long day.”

Taylor nodded, snuggling into her pillow. “Yeah, fine.”

I chuckled, though the tension in my chest still hadn’t entirely disappeared.

Then, she reached over and grabbed my waistband and looked at my cock. “You shaved around your dick!”

I turned red. “Well, where was I supposed to stop!?”

She burst into a fit of laughter. “I have to admit… it looks bigger.”

I was as red as a beet.

The tension eased. She snuggled in and started to fall asleep.

As she drifted off, her breathing evening out, I stared up at the ceiling, my muscles finally unclenching. That had been too close. Far too close.
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Iwas halfway through my lunch, shovelling a forkful of reheated leftovers into my mouth, when my phone buzzed on the table. My stomach tightened instantly. I knew who it was before I even looked at the screen.

Sure enough, there was her name: Missy.

I glared at the notification for a second, debating whether to ignore it. But my better judgment told me that ignoring her would only make things worse. She would find a way to get in touch with me—even if it meant going through Taylor. So with a resigned sigh, I tapped the message.

“Hey Mr. A! :) Busy today? I’ve got a super fun idea!!”

I groaned audibly, pushing my plate away. The idea of dealing with her again made my stomach churn. Hell—my stomach hadn’t stopped churning since the last time I’d dealt with her. It hadn’t stopped churning since all of this began. I started to type out a response, something vague like, “Can’t, busy at work,” but before I could finish, another message popped up.

“Don’t forget… I’ve still got those adorable pics of you. He he. Just saying!”

I clenched my teeth. My fingers hovered over the keyboard as my heart pounded in my chest. This girl had me completely cornered, and she knew it. Every part of me wanted to tell her to shove it up her pretty butthole, but I couldn’t risk her blowing up my life. Not over this shit.

“What do you want?” I finally typed, keeping it short.

Her reply came almost instantly.

“Come over! Got some new stuff for us to try :). Promise it’ll be fun!”

I hesitated, staring at the screen as a bead of sweat rolled down my temple. I didn’t want to go. I couldn’t go. The humiliation was just too much to handle…

But I also knew she wasn’t bluffing.

She’d send those photos to Taylor in a heartbeat if I pushed her too far. And I had a feeling her fuse wasn’t very long.

“This is the last time,” I wrote back, though even as I sent it, I knew I didn’t believe it.

“Yay! Can’t wait! He he.”
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The walk up to Missy’s house felt like trudging toward my execution. My palms were sweaty, and my chest felt tight with dread. When I rang the doorbell, she answered almost immediately, grinning from ear to ear like she’d been waiting there the whole time.

“Mr. A!” she chirped, practically bouncing on her toes. “You came!” I still hadn’t bothered to tell her that my last name didn’t start with an A. She was legitimately convinced my last name was Andrews…

I forced a weak smile. “Let’s just get this over with.”

She grabbed my arm and pulled me inside, her energy almost overwhelming. “Oh, you’re gonna love this one, I swear! I’ve been planning it all morning!” She giggled and spun like a weightless figure skater.

As soon as we stepped into the living room, I froze. The space had been transformed. A couple of standing lights were set up in front of a backdrop she’d hung on the wall, and there was a professional-looking camera perched on a tripod. “That’s my dad’s camera. It’s really nice, so we have to be careful with it. It takes super nice photos.” On the couch sat a pile of clothes—skirts, blouses, stockings, wigs, and even shoes—all neatly arranged.

My stomach dropped.

“What the hell is this?” I asked, my voice shaking with a mix of anger and panic.

“It’s a photoshoot, duh!” she said, giggling as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. “We’re gonna make you look sooo cute today!”

“I didn’t agree to this,” I snapped.

Her smile didn’t falter. If anything, it widened. She seemed to like it when I put up a fight. The fight was the entertainment for her—and maybe I needed to stop giving it to her. “Oh, come on, Mr. A! Don’t be such a party pooper. Remember, we’re just having fun!” She leaned in close, lowering her voice to a mock whisper. “And don’t forget about our little deal. You wouldn’t want me to change my mind, would you?”

I glared at her, my fists clenching at my sides. I hated how easily she could manipulate me, how powerless I felt in her presence. Finally, I let out a defeated sigh. “Fine. Let’s just get this over with.”

“Yay!” she squealed, clapping her hands together. “Okay, undress and sit down! We’ve got a lot to do!”

I took off my clothes—everything but my boxers. I felt like this was a recipe for disaster, but I knew there was no sense in fighting. I was half-naked in some eighteen-year-old babysitter’s house. If my wife saw this… I’d be out on the street without a doubt.

Even though there was nothing happening between us. This wasn’t sexual—not even close. What’s the complete opposite of sexual? This was that. At least… it was at first…

The next hour was a humiliating blur.

Missy was relentless, treating me like a living Barbie doll as she fussed over every detail. She started with the makeup, expertly applying foundation, blush, and shadow as if she’d done it a thousand times before. Maybe she had done it before. Maybe I wasn’t her first victim. Maybe I wasn’t the fist poor sucker this spoiled brat had gotten her hands on.

She giggled every time I flinched or grimaced, teasing me about how “pretty” I was going to look.

Then, while drawing on the eyeliner, she sat on my lap, her short skirt riding up nervously. I could feel her puffy little pussy through her soft panties, sitting right on my crotch. She kept moving, rocking back and forth, getting the perfect angle as she steadied her hand.

She kept rocking. I swear I could feel every detail of her plump little pussy.

I closed my eyes. I tried to will it to stop… but nature works the way that nature works.

She gasped. “Mr. A!” she said. “That’s not what I think it is… is it?”

I felt the redness rushing into my face. I looked into her eyes. “You’re just… moving a lot on my lap.”

“Just admit that you like feeling sexy,” she giggled.

And then she continued, now moving twice as much—almost seeming to grind herself on my shaft, which was now—I hate to admit—hard as a rock. And I swear to God that she now felt… wet. A bit of warm moisture was seeping through those soft, dainty panties. She was possibly getting off on this, and I was just frozen there.

Then she looked into my eyes and said, “I’m not letting you stick it in me, Mr. Andrews. You’re a married man.”

“I wasn’t thinking that!” I snapped.

She giggled. She looked down. “Then put it away! It’s so distracting.”

“You need to get off of my lap.”

She rolled her eyes. “Whatever,” she said, bouncing off with a giggle.

I was so embarrassed… and now I felt guilty on top of it.

Once the makeup was done, she pulled out a blonde wig with long, flowing curls. “This one’s perfect for you!” she said, placing it on my head and adjusting it until she was satisfied. “Yes. That’s so sexy. You’re legit hot.”

“This is ridiculous,” I muttered, barely recognizing myself in the mirror she held up.

“Ridiculously cute!” she corrected, beaming. “You’re a sex kitten. Meow! Now I’m almost tempted to let you fool around with me.” She giggled again, and that guilt inside of me just grew… exponentially.

Next came the clothes. She handed me a tight black skirt, a pink crop top, and a pair of fishnet stockings. “Go put these on,” she said, pointing to the bathroom.

I hesitated, looking at the pile of clothes in my hands. “Do I really have to⁠—”

“—Yes, you really have to,” she interrupted, her tone suddenly sharper. Then, just as quickly, she switched back to her bubbly demeanour. “Don’t worry, it’ll look amazing on you! Now go, go, go!” She giggled some more.

I felt sick.

When I came out of the bathroom, my face burning with embarrassment, Missy let out a delighted squeal. “Oh my God, Mr. A! You’re adorable! Do a spin for me. Come on. Do it. Spin for me. Ugh, you’re so stinking cute—it’s not even fair!”

I stood there awkwardly, tugging at the hem of the skirt and wishing a bolt of lightning would come from heaven and take me out so I wouldn’t have to endure another moment… hopefully it would incinerate the outfit on my body, and the wig, so nobody would see me like this. “Can we just get this over with?”

“Not yet! We’re missing something!” She grabbed a black choker from the couch and fastened it around my neck, then handed me a pair of shiny heels. “Put these on.”

I groaned but complied, struggling to balance as I slipped the damned heels onto my feet.

“Perfect!” she said, clapping her hands. “Okay, now let’s start the shoot! Come on, sexy! The camera is ready for you.”

The photoshoot was pure torture. Missy directed me, roleplaying like a professional photographer, telling me how to pose, where to look, and when to smile. Every click of the camera felt like a dagger to the chest. She was amassing evidence to use against me: more and more humiliating evidence to show to my wife. It was going to be really hard to explain all of those photos when Missy finally decided to pull the trigger.

“Chin up! There we go—so pretty!” she cooed. “Now strike a pose! Ooh, perfect! Hehe.”

I wanted to scream, to tell her to stop, but I bit my tongue and went along with it, hoping that if I cooperated, she’d finally leave me alone.

It seemed like a long shot… but it also seemed like my only hope.

She made me change outfits. We did it all again. Then, she made me change again—this time into sheer lacy lingerie. She made me take off my panties. My cock was visible, and she kept telling me to move my hands away, so the camera could see it. She wanted me on full display.

I felt so stupid, uncovering myself: showing her and that camera my penis… my everything, all dolled up. This was worse than being naked… so much worse.

She had me put on a bra and panties for the finale: lacy red garments.

After what felt like an eternity, she finally lowered the camera and smiled. “Okay, we’re done!”

I let out a sigh of relief, reaching up to pull off the wig, but she stopped me. “Wait, wait! One more thing!”

She suddenly dropped to her knees in front of me. I froze. She reached out and grabbed my dick. She giggled and then leaned in fast, opening her mouth. Her tongue grazed my tip, and then I managed to jump back. “Are you insane!” I gasped.

“What? I know that you don’t know this, but it’s considered polite to tip after hiring someone for their services.” She leaned in again, reaching for my shaft, but I jumped too far back for her to reach.

“I’m married,” I said.

“I won’t tell. It’s just for fun, Mr. A.”

“I don’t want… that.”

She looked at my cock, which was throbbing now. “That says otherwise. And before—I felt it against my little pussy. Just admit that you want me.”

“No,” I said. “I’m not cheating on my wife. This—This has gone far enough!”

She suddenly had the face of a puppy that had just been smacked with a shoe. Her eyes glistened and her lip quivered. “You’re… rejecting me?”

“Yes,” I said, heart racing. Now, I was afraid. I knew that this would make her hate me even more: just the excuse she needed to send the photos.

She stared at me for a long time. Then, she stood up and lifted her shirt up, pulling it off, exposing her lack of bra. Her perky little tits bounced in front of me, nipples puffy and poking out. She kept staring at me. There was a long, awkward moment, then she bent down and wriggled her skirt down, along with her white cotton panties. I could see her shaved slit now.

“What are you doing?”

She looked over at the clock. “Don’t you hear that?” She said.

“Hear what?”

“The tires on the gravel. My dad’s pulling up,” she said.

I did hear it. Oh God—I heard it.

This girl was fucking insane. I gasped, I scrambled to grab my clothes, which were scattered around. She must have kicked them around the room throughout the shoot. Now, she was just standing there, naked. I pulled off the wig. I fought my body out of the lingerie. I peered out the window and saw her dad getting out from his car.

My God, this chick was clinically insane!

I didn’t have time to change properly. I just had to grab my shit and go. Thank God I parked a few houses down so the neighbours wouldn’t get any ideas. I rushed to the back door, throwing it open and stumbling out. I heard the front door opening as I ran, kicking the door closed behind me.

I was running in a bra and panties, in the daylight, while people were just getting home from work. But I didn’t stop. I sprinted down that back road, praying nobody would see me—especially my wife, who would be home at any moment—if she wasn’t home already.

I’m sure someone saw me. I’m sure someone glanced over and saw a figure in women’s clothing sprinting down the lane—but I was running so fast, with makeup on my face… maybe they didn’t recognize me. I could only pray that they didn’t recognize me…

I stumbled through our back door and launched myself to the bathroom. I closed the door and ran the shower, just as my wife came in through the front door. I quickly scrubbed my face, watching the water turn black as the makeup slowly washed away…

Very slowly.

It kept running black. The makeup didn’t want to come off! I scrubbed hard and fast, hearing my wife coming down the hallway.

Then the bathroom door opened. “Are you showering?” She stepped into the room. I looked down, still seeing the black dripping off of my face. How much makeup was still there?

She opened the shower’s glass door and stared at me. “Since when do you showed in the middle of the afternoon?”

“I got splashed,” I said.

“Splashed?”

“Yeah. Leaving work,” I said, still scrubbing my face. “There was this big puddle and I was walking to my car, and some idiot drove into it. All of this nasty brown water got all over me.”

I noticed the water starting to look clear. I could only hope that the makeup was gone, so I turned to look at my wife. I sat that she was staring right into my eyes. “It smelled like poo,” I said. “Please tell me it’s all gone. It was in my hair and all over my face.”

“It hasn’t rained in days. Why was there a big puddle?”

“That’s what I was wondering—and that’s why I wanted to take a shower so badly. God only knows what it was. It smelled like a sewer backup.”

She sniffed the air. “It smells kind of like perfume.”

My heart sank. Missy had spritzed me with perfume. Maybe I should have tried to scrub that away.

Then, my gaze focussed beyond my wife, and I saw the bra and panties, now sitting on the floor next to the toilet. My God—I was in such a rush to wash off the makeup, I didn’t put an ounce of thought into those garments. They were just sitting there, waiting for my wife to find them.

I couldn’t take the risk of her seeing them when she turned around. I stepped out of the shower quickly and reached for a towel from the rack. I wrapped it around myself with a big, exaggerated motion while walking towards the mirror, almost shoving my wife in the process. “Hey!” she gasped.

I kicked the women’s undies far into the corner behind the toilet where they were out of sight… hopefully. I turned to the mirror in the same motion. “Is it all gone?” I said, looking at my face.

The makeup was gone… mostly. There was still some darkness under my eyes from the eyeliner pencil. I couldn’t keep scrubbing my face, or I would make my wife suspicious—more than she already was. I just had to avoid eye-contact.

I dried myself off with the towel and then tossed it onto the ground, next to the toilet… over the bra and panties.

“What are you? An animal? Don’t just throw your towel on the floor!” she said.

“Oh. Sorry. My brain isn’t fully functioning today or something.” I reached down and picked up the towel, scooping up the bra and panties under it. Then I walked to our bedroom with the haul. Taylor followed.

“You wouldn’t believe my day at work today,” she said.

I stuffed the towel bundle into the laundry bin. Then, I got myself dressed while she told me about her day. I could tell her suspicion was waning. I was in the clear, as long as I could cover my tracks.

We migrated to the kitchen and she kept talking. I poured her a glass of wine and had a beer for myself. I was able to sneak away after about twenty minutes to ‘go pee’. I used a few of her makeup wipes, which I stuffed into my pocket before disposing them in the kitchen garbage where Taylor wouldn’t see them. I grabbed that bra and panties out from that towel bundle and hid them under our mattress. I would sneak them out of the house after she left for work in the morning.

I’d gotten away with it… but I knew that my luck would run out if Missy kept these games going… and she was planning to keep them going.
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The silence was eerie.

Missy hadn’t texted, called, or made any attempt to contact me since the “photoshoot.” At first, I was certain she was just giving me enough rope to hang myself—letting me squirm, waiting for the perfect moment to drop the hammer. But as the days stretched on without a word, I started to hope that maybe, by some miracle, she’d decided to move on.

Maybe she’d found someone else to torment.

Maybe she’d gotten bored.

By Friday evening, the constant knot in my stomach had loosened… just a little. I wasn’t fully at ease—how could I be?—but I was starting to think that, just maybe, the nightmare was over.

Taylor walked into the living room with a big grin on her face, holding up my jacket.

“Surprise! Date night!”

I paused. “Date night?” I said. We hadn’t talked about having a date night. We hadn’t even talked about finding a new babysitter for Ellie.

“Yup,” she said, tossing the jacket onto my lap. “Movies. Popcorn. No distractions. Just you and me. Ellie’s already asleep, and I lined up Missy to babysit. She should be here any minute. Come on, Andrew—let’s go out and have a fun night.”

The jacket slipped off my lap and onto the floor as I shot to my feet. “Wait—Missy? Why? I thought we agreed to look for someone else.”

Taylor gave me a look, half amusement and half annoyance. “You agreed. I didn’t. Missy’s been great for us, and she’s always available when we need her. She lives right down the road. Besides, you haven’t given me a single good reason to stop hiring her. You’ve just been… weird about it.”

“I gave you a very good reason,” I said, trying to keep my voice calm. “She expects too much money, and she dresses inappropriately to be watching kids!”

“That’s your best reason? Because of how she dresses?” Taylor rolled her eyes. “She’s an eighteen-year-old girl, Andrew. Of course she dresses like that. It doesn’t mean she’s a bad babysitter. And Ellie will sleep through the whole thing. She’s never woken up during date night before.”

“This isn’t just about her clothes,” I said, but I didn’t have anything better to offer. I couldn’t admit to what had been happening without admitting that I’d been lying to my wife. What was I supposed to say? That she’d blackmailed me into wearing a skirt and heels? That she had photos of me I couldn’t afford to have surface? How could I explain it all? I was in too deep.

Taylor sighed and crossed her arms. “Look, we don’t have time to argue about this. I already told her we’d need her tonight, and she’s on her way. Are you really going to cancel this on the last minute? I was trying to be romantic. This was supposed to be a fun surprise.”

I hesitated, my mind racing. If I insisted too hard, it would only make Taylor suspicious.

“Fine,” I said finally, grabbing my jacket off the floor. “Let’s go.”

Taylor beamed, oblivious to the storm brewing inside me.

There was a knock at the door. I turned around and went to our bedroom. “I just need to change my shirt. I’ll meet you at the car.” After changing (and hearing my wife chatting with Missy), I made a quick dash for the garage, and I slipped out through the garage door, so I wouldn’t have to see Missy.

Within the hour, we were sitting side by side in a packed theatre, sharing a bucket of popcorn and watching the trailers.

For a little while, I almost managed to relax. The hum of conversation in the theatre, the faint smell of buttered popcorn—it all felt normal. Safe. I started thinking more about what was happening, and then I caught myself smiling: maybe this was the answer to my problems. Maybe we could just carry on, continue hiring Missy, pretend like that drama never happened… and we could pay Missy the stupid $20 per hour that she seemed to think she deserved. Missy would assume she won (because she sort of did), and she would stop torturing me…

But then my phone buzzed.

At first, I ignored it, hoping it was just a random notification. But then it buzzed again. And again.

I pulled it out, my stomach tightening as I saw Missy’s name on the screen.

“Hey Mr. A! :) I think something’s wrong with the baby monitor?”

I stared at the message, my pulse quickening.

“The screen went black, and I think it’s the breaker! Can you come fix it? I don’t want to wake Ellie if I don’t have to! But I don’t know how to do any electrical stuff like that. I’m not a plumber. :)” She was playing dumb.

I wanted to scream. Of course, it wasn’t the breaker. She was baiting me, trying to get me to come back to the house.

“Who’s that?” Taylor asked, leaning over to peek at my screen.

“It’s Missy,” I said reluctantly. “She says the baby monitor isn’t working. She thinks the breaker flipped.”

Taylor frowned. “That’s weird. The house hasn’t had issues like that before.”

“It’s probably nothing,” I said, trying to sound casual. “I’ll text her and walk her through it.”

But before I could type out a response, Taylor grabbed my arm.

“No, you should just go,” she said. “If the monitor’s not working, she can’t keep an eye on Ellie. It’s just a quick trip, right? You’ll be back before the previews are even over… Maybe you’ll miss the first five minutes of the movie. The house isn’t far, babe. Just go and flip the breaker for her.”

I wanted to argue, to find some excuse to stay put, but Taylor’s concern was amping up—and I knew she wouldn’t be able to enjoy herself with the dead baby monitor weighing on her mind. And if I refused, it would only raise more questions. I did say, “My parents never had a baby monitor for us growing up—and sometimes they would just leave us in our crib for, like, three hours while they went out.”

“You think your parents are a shining example of good parenting?” she said with narrowed eyes. “Go and flip the breaker. Please.”

“Fine,” I said, standing up. “I’ll be quick.”

Taylor gave me a grateful smile and turned her attention back to the screen as I made my way out of the theatre, my pulse pounding in my ears.

The drive home felt like it took hours, even though it was barely five minutes. My mind raced with possibilities, each one worse than the last. Sadly… the reality was probably going to be worse than anything I could think of.

When I pulled into the driveway, the house looked normal—quiet, calm. But as soon as I stepped inside, I could feel the tension in the air.

“Missy?” I called out, my voice echoing in the dimly lit foyer.

“In here!” her chirpy voice called back from the living room.

I found her sitting cross-legged on the couch, her phone in hand and a mischievous grin on her face. The baby monitor was on the coffee table, its screen lit up and working perfectly fine. I was right: this was a trick.

“Okay. So there’s nothing wrong with the monitor,” I said flatly, my hands clenched into fists at my sides.

Missy giggled, tilting her head like an innocent child. “Oops. Guess I must’ve hit the wrong button. My bad!”

I stared at her, my jaw tightening. “I don’t have time for your games, Missy. Taylor’s waiting for me.”

Her grin widened. “Oh, don’t worry, Mr. A. This won’t take long. I just needed to see you. I missed you.”

“I’m leaving,” I said, turning toward the door.

“Are you sure?” she called after me, her voice sing-song and sweet. “Because I’ve got those pictures saved to my cloud, and I was thinking about sending a few to Taylor.”

I froze, my hand hovering over the doorknob.

“Please,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “Just tell me what you want.”

Missy giggled again, patting the spot on the couch next to her. “Come sit, Mr. A. We’ve got some catching up to do.”

My stomach churned as I turned back toward her, every instinct screaming at me to leave. But I couldn’t.

Not yet.

As I walked toward the couch, my heart sank deeper and deeper into my chest.

I sat down. She looked into my eyes, smiling. There was a silence. It felt like hours of silence, but it was only about thirty seconds. “Taylor is going to start wondering what’s taking so long.”

“The baby monitor you have was a two-pack, was it not?” she asked.

“How do you know that?”

She giggled. “The monitor here has a ‘camera B’ button, but it doesn’t do anything.”

“Because we don’t use it. We keep it in the basement in case we need a backup.”

“Did it come with a second screen as well?” she asked, her eyes widening with excitement.

I paused. I don’t know why I was answering her stupid questions. “Yes,” I said. “Two monitors, two cameras.”

“Where is the second monitor?”

I bit my tongue. “In my desk, in the office. Why?”

“Would Taylor notice it missing?”

I bit my tongue harder. “Probably not. We don’t really use it.”

“I’m going to take it,” she giggled. “And before you leave, I need you to set up the other monitor—in your bedroom, facing your bed.”

“Missy...”

“Let’s not put up a fight, okay? I’m not asking a lot. Just set the camera up, and go back to watch your little movie.”

I stared at her. My mouth was dry and my pulse was thundering in my ears. Her giggle was like nails on a chalkboard. God, why did she have to giggle like that?

“You’re serious?” I said finally, my voice low.

Missy tilted her head, her grin widening. “Dead serious, Mr. A. It’s such a small ask. You’ve already come this far, haven’t you? What’s one little camera in the grand scheme of things?”

I wanted to argue, to push back, to do anything but follow her insane demands. But the memory of her threat hung over me. My hands curled into fists, my nails digging into my palms as I stood up.

“Fine. Whatever. But after this, this ends—because I’m getting really sick and tired of all this shit.”

She smiled in a cutesy kind of way. Maybe I would have been a bit attracted to her if she wasn’t so evil.

“This is the last thing. After this, you’re done. We’re done.”

Her laugh followed me as I turned toward the stairs. “Oh, Mr. A, you’re adorable when you think you’re in control.”

I ignored her, my body stiff as I made my way to the bedroom. Each step felt heavier than the last, like my legs were dragging through wet cement.

When I reached the room, I hesitated at the door, the camera box feeling like it weighed a thousand pounds in my hand.

This was insane.

I could throw the camera out the window, pretend I’d done what she asked, and go back to the theatre. But I knew that would just end up with me in deeper shit. I had to satisfy this annoying girl until I could figure out a way to put a proper end to this.

I swallowed hard, stepping into the room.

The space felt different somehow, like Missy’s intrusion had tainted it. My marital bedroom… the place where Taylor and I were supposed to feel safe… now felt like a trap.

I moved mechanically, unpacking the camera and setting it up on the dresser across from the bed. The lens stared back at me, cold and unblinking, as I adjusted the angle and made sure it was hidden behind the potted plant. The dresser was a bit of a mess, admittedly (as it usually was), so finding items to cover the camera was fairly simple.

“Perfect,” Missy chirped from the doorway, making me jump. I hadn’t even heard her come down the hallway.

I turned to glare at her. “You said you’d let me leave after this. So are we done?”

She clapped her hands together like a delighted child. “All done! Go enjoy your movie, Mr. A. And don’t forget to smile when you’re with Taylor. She deserves it, don’t you think?”

Her words dripped with venom, but I didn’t respond. I brushed past her, heading straight for the front door.

By the time I made it back to the theatre, the previews were over, and the movie was playing. I think I missed ten minutes. Taylor turned to me with a smile, her eyes soft in the dim light.

“Everything okay?” she whispered.

I nodded, forcing a smile I didn’t feel. “Just a tripped breaker. Nothing major. No idea what tripped it.”

She squeezed my hand and turned back to the screen, completely unaware of the fury and terror raging inside me.

I tried to focus on the movie, but the images on the screen blurred together. My thoughts were stuck on that hidden camera, its lens fixed on my bed like a watching eye. I didn’t know what Missy was planning, but I knew it wouldn’t be good.

I knew she would be watching me… watching us…

That night, Taylor initiated sex. We kissed in the living room. I tried to forget about Missy so that I could enjoy being intimate with my wide, but then Taylor said, “Let’s fuck on the bed. The couch is so… uncomfortable.”

My heart almost stopped. “I like fucking on the couch. It’s hot.”

“I need the bed. I gave birth. My knees and hips aren’t the same as they used to be.” She got up and went to the bedroom. I stayed put. When I went to the bedroom, she had changed into lingerie. She was smiling at me. She spread her legs, showing me her crotchless panties. She reached down and gently rubbed her beautiful clit. A drip of moisture glistened in the dim lamplight. “Come on, baby. Come and fuck me.”

I couldn’t resist her, but the terror stayed burning inside of me, knowing that Missy was watching us fuck on that hidden camera. I suppose the upside was that I lasted way longer, since I was so distracted. Taylor had a few orgasms before I was finally able to finish. She was left blushing and grinning.

The next morning, Taylor was up early, humming softly as she got ready for work. I sat at the kitchen table, nursing a cup of coffee and trying to shake the lingering unease from the night before.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked, pausing in the doorway with her bag over her shoulder.

“Yeah,” I lied. “Just tired.”

She frowned but didn’t press further. “Try to take it easy today, okay? I’ll see you tonight.” I guess she thought that I was coming down with something. Maybe I was. Maybe that something was dread.

I nodded, watching as she walked out the door. The sound of her car pulling out of the driveway left the house eerily silent.

I was halfway through my second cup of coffee when my phone buzzed.

“Good morning, Mr. A! :) I hope you’re feeling well-rested because today’s going to be fun.”

My stomach dropped as I opened the message.

“I need you back in the bedroom at exactly 12 o’clock noon. Under the bed, you’ll find a box and instructions. You are NOT to look at them until noon. If I see you taking an early peep, there will be consequences. Got it? Have fun at work!”

The words were a punch to the gut. My hand tightened around my phone as I stared at the message, a fresh wave of dread washing over me.

What was in the box? What were the instructions?

I didn’t want to know.

But as the minutes ticked by, I realized I didn’t have a choice.
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It was ten minutes until noon when I pulled into our driveway. I told my boss a work that I wasn’t feeling well, and he gave me the green light to work from home for the rest of the day.

I went to the bedroom, and I nearly grabbed that box from under our bed: the box Missy had planted there the night before—but I paused, realizing it wasn’t quite noon. I didn’t want to be penalized… so I waited.

The clock on the nightstand ticked softly, each second rattling my nerves. I sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the floor, my hands gripping my knees so tightly my knuckles had turned white. Ten minutes wasn’t long, but in that moment, it felt like an eternity. My mind raced, cycling through every terrible possibility.

What was in the box? More clothes? Makeup? Something worse? My stomach churned at the thought, bile rising in my throat.

Finally, the clock changed to noon. It was game time.

I lowered myself down to my knees. I could feel Missy watching me from her own bedroom down the street. I felt ill.

I pulled the box out slowly. It wasn’t very heavy, but it was big. There was a note taped to the top of it. “It’s showtime!” the note read. “Inside this box is your outfit. But first, you need to go an shave up: I want a full fresh shave: legs, cock, ass, armpits, and if you haven’t done your face yet today, do that too. Then you can use Taylor’s makeup to make yourself pretty. Come back to the room once you’re done, and look into the camera so I can judge your work. If it’s bad, I’ll play the ocean sounds. If it’s acceptable, I’ll play the sleep music, and we can carry on with the unboxing!”

I turned to the camera. “Please, Missy,” I said, but I had nothing else to add. I just felt so… hopeless.

I did it. I went to the bathroom. I ran the tub. I shaved away the stubble that had grown since my last shave. I felt so, so hopeless, knowing Taylor would notice the new silky smoothness of my skin.

I pulled out her makeup. I took my time, knowing Missy’s standards would be high. I made the eyeliner thick. I brushed on a soft blue onto my eyelids. I put pink on my cheeks. I was trying to mimic what I’d seen Taylor doing every morning… and I was also copying what Missy had done on me before.

I did have to admit that I wasn’t bad at this. I was actually… pretty good. Taylor complained constantly about how hard it was to get her eyeliner straight and even, but I managed to nail it first try.

And I really hate to admit this, but I managed to make myself look kind of… cute. My heart raced when I stepped back and looked and my finished feminized form. I caught myself blushing and grinning—not to say that I liked it. It was just the reaction to seeing that I pulled it off—and pulling it off was taking me one step closer to being finished with this drama.

I went to the bedroom, heart racing, not sure whether or not I would pass. I nervously approached that little camera lens, which was now glistening in the beam of sunlight creeping into the room.

After a tense moment, music started playing through the camera. It was a feature of that monitor system: music and various white noises to lull baby back to sleep. I felt a wave of relief.

I knew that I now had permission to look in that box.

So I went to the box and carefully removed the top. Now, I was looking at a costume: frilly and ruffled, pink and lacy. I lifted it slowly. It looked so small: a little romper lingerie dress thing. It felt so soft, so dainty, so petite. Was it even going to fit me?

Also in the box was a smaller box, so I lifted it out and opened it—and then gasped when I saw what was inside: a long pink dildo, modelled like the real thing with veins and a bulging tip. I felt my face turning dark red.

Then I saw the note.

“Put on a show for me. Make it good. Make it sexy! I want you to really feel like a girl. I know you’re going to love it—because you’re made for it!”

I felt sick. My legs felt weak.

I knew I had no choice.

I looked at the dildo again, now noticing the hard box on the base of it. It had a little screw hole, presumably for a battery—but I couldn’t figure out why a dildo needed a battery; there were no buttons on it, so I was fairly sure it wasn’t a vibrator.

I bit my tongue. I really had no choice. I knew what Missy had: those photos. I knew she could ruin me with the press of a button.

So I put on the slutty costume. Once it was on me, I noticed the ‘modification’. A hole was between my butt cheeks, and you can probably guess what for—because I was certainly able to guess.

There was a small bottle of lubricant in the box, and a condom. I bit hard on my tongue, almost making it bleed. I rolled the condom down the big dildo.

I had no idea what I was in for. I’d never been penetrated before.

The slutty costume clung to my body, the hole between my butt cheeks a frightening reminder of what was to come. I felt like a fuck-toy, a plaything for Missy's twisted desires.

I took a deep breath and prepared myself for the worst. I lubed up the condom-clad dildo, trying not to think about the fact that it was going to be shoved deep into my asshole. I bit my tongue again as I tried to prepare myself for the pain and humiliation that was about to come.

And then, just as I was about to insert the dildo into my ass, I heard a soft beep noise. I looked around the room before realizing it was coming from the dildo. A little red light was blinking on the box on the base of the sex toy.

Suddenly, the dildo began to vibrate in my hand. I felt a jolt of surprise and fear as I realized that it must have been remote-controlled. Missy's giggling was echoing in my mind. I knew that she was enjoying every moment of this.

I hesitated for a moment, but then my body seemed to take over. My hands moved on their own accord, guiding the vibrating dildo into my ass. The sensation was intense: a mix of awkward pressure and pleasure that left me gasping for breath.

And yes… it felt good. Almost instantly, the buzzing was reverberating through my whole crotch area, and I could feel it down to the tip of my cock.

I slid the toy gently in and out of my body. I knew she was watching. I knew she was expecting some level of performance. I closed my eyes.

Fuck. It felt good. I hate to admit it… but it felt really good.

Why did this feel so good? I wasn’t gay. I never fantasized about taking it the ass. But that buzzing… it was intense.

And I wasn’t even very deep. I took a deep breath and I slid the toy in a bit deeper.

I heard myself gasp: a girly sort of sound. Why did I sound like that? It was like that makeup and costume were changing me on some fundamental level.

As the vibrations continued to build in intensity, I felt myself getting closer and closer to cumming. My cock was rock-hard beneath the lingerie outfit, straining against the fabric as I struggled to hold back.

But it was no use. With one final burst of vibration, I felt myself cumming: ejaculating wildly into the costume. “Shit!” I moaned. I looked down and saw the tight romper-style bottoms starting to gently balloon up as my cum gushed into them. Then, the fabric’s integrity gave in to the cum and began to absorb it. A big wet spot began to form as the wetness of the cum soaked in. “Fuck…” I moaned, humiliated, realizing Missy could see everything on that high-definition camera, which even had zoom functions.

And she was using the zoom function: I could hear the soft humming of the camera’s motor, which meant it was zooming in.

I collapsed onto the bed, exhausted and humiliated, but also strangely exhilarated by what had just happened. I pushed the dildo out from my body, letting it fall with a plop onto the bed sheets.

As I looked down at myself, at my cum-stained lingerie outfit, and all sorts are depraved fantasies flooded through mind knowing I had performed like animal in some sick zoo.
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Missy had another ‘box’ waiting for me the next day, this one hidden in my basement. I had no idea when she put it there—possibly on that same night when Taylor took me to the movies. A text message in the morning instructed me on how to find the box. I took it up to the bedroom and performed for Missy again, on that same camera.

And then again the next day; this time, the box was hidden in the attic, just next to the attic hatch. More lingerie. Another dildo. It seemed like each dildo was bigger than the one before it—and they were all remote controlled. I’m sure they weren’t cheap; I had no idea how Missy was financing this…

Until I saw the charges to my credit card.

She had found my credit card information, written on a post-it note, in our kitchen’s miscellaneous drawer. She had been using my money to finance this whole thing!

And now, she’d committed a crime… but I still couldn’t do shit about it. I couldn’t go to the police without them launching some sort of investigation, which would surely include them talking to my wife—possibly telling her what I would have to tell them to get any traction in a police investigation. Long story short, my wife would find out about all of this one way or another.

The next day, she directed me to another box. This one was small and in the corner of our basement, near the water heater. It only contained a note: “Put on Taylor’s clothes and makeup and meet me for a dinner date at Anthony’s Bar and Grill. We’ll have a good night together. I’ve always wanted to go on a date with a cute woman. I’m a bit of a lesbian, by the way.”

A new level of dread hit me hard. I thought that the horror and humiliation had climaxed, but I was wrong; she kept finding ways to make this worse.

[image: ]


Anthony’s Bar and Grill wasn’t exactly a high-end place, but under the circumstances, it felt like walking into a spotlight, with everyone looking at me.

I hesitated outside the glass door, the reflection of my made-up face and Taylor’s soft pink dress staring back at me. My hands trembled as I smoothed the fabric, trying to settle my nerves. The heels I’d crammed my feet into—also Taylor’s—hurt. It wasn’t a bad pain, but it was a constant nagging reminder that I was out of my house, dressed like a woman while Taylor thought that I was doing some late night business meetings.

Inside, Missy waved from a table near the window, her bubbly smile so bright it could light up the dimly lit restaurant.

She was, admittedly, stunning, dressed in a sleek red cocktail dress that was skintight. Her dark hair was styled in loose waves, framing her face perfectly. I’d never seen her look quite like this before… kind of mature, as if she realized she was actually an adult now, and not just some snotty teenager.

“Come sit down, Angela,” she said with a giggle.

I guess that was my name… “Angela.”

I almost turned and walked out, but her voice carried over the low hum of chatter and clinking silverware. “Angela! Over here!” She giggled, her hand waving energetically.

People looked at me. They could surely tell that I wasn’t really a woman. Sure, I looked kind of cute, and my body fit that dress well, but it was still somewhat obvious that I was a man…

Okay, maybe not obvious, but the masculine features were still there. I was still a man, and not some trans girl who had been taking pills for years.

I forced a smile, the kind that didn’t reach my eyes, and made my way over, feeling every eye in the place glaring at me. My heart raced, and I could swear my palms were leaving sweaty marks on the leather of Taylor’s clutch bag.

“You look amazing!” Missy beamed as I sat down across from her, shifting uncomfortably in the chair. “Honestly, girly, you clean up so well. I think you should just admit to yourself that you were born to be a girl.”

I swallowed hard, trying to find my voice. “Why are we⁠—”

She held up a perfectly manicured finger, cutting me off. “No, no, no. Tonight, we’re not doing the whole ‘why are we here’ thing. Tonight, we’re just two beautiful women enjoying a nice dinner together.” She tilted her head, her eyes sparkling. “I’ve always wanted to go on a date with a mature girl. I mean… you’re almost twice my age. It’s kind of naughty, don’t you think? Age gaps kind of turn me on.”

I clenched my jaw but nodded. “Right…”

“Good!” she chirped, snapping open the menu. “I’ve already ordered a bottle of wine for us. I figured you’d need a little something to loosen up.” She giggled.

I glanced around nervously. No one seemed to be paying attention, but that didn’t stop the paranoia from crawling up my spine. “Missy, someone’s going to recognize me,” I whispered. I was afraid of being seen dressed as a girl—but worse, I was afraid of being seen on a date with the babysitter, while my wife was at home, totally oblivious.

“Oh, relax,” she said, rolling her eyes playfully. “You look nothing like your boring boy self. Besides, if anyone asks, you’re my friend Angela visiting from out of town. Simple.”

She leaned forward, her elbows resting on the table, her chin propped on her hands. “But seriously, you look gorgeous. I’m actually a little jealous.”

“Jealous?” I repeated.

“Of course!” she said, giggling. “You’re so fucking hot in that dress, and your makeup turned out so good. I mean, you did a fantastic job. I can tell that you’re paying close attention to our lessons.”

Lessons? She was truly insane.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. Instead, I picked up the menu, pretending to study it while my mind raced. Was this just some twisted game to her? Some kind of fantasy she was living out at my expense?

The waiter came by with the wine, pouring us each a glass. Missy smiled up at him, her charm effortless. He didn’t even glance my way, which was a small mercy. Maybe I didn’t look quite like the circus freak I thought I was.

As the night went on, Missy kept the conversation light. She talked about movies… music… and she kept complimenting me, which left me feeling… strange, because the compliments seemed so genuine.

She laughed easily. Her bubbly giggles were admittedly kind of cute when she wasn’t laughing at me. It was unnerving how normal she was acting, as if this wasn’t some blackmail-fuelled nightmare.

But it was. I hadn’t lost sight of the reality of all this.

But what unsettled me the most was how… captivating she was. Despite everything, I couldn’t ignore how beautiful she looked, how her laughter was infectious, how her eyes sparkled when she spoke. I hated myself for noticing, for letting her charm affect me even slightly.

She was hot. Guys were checking her out. She looked like a magazine model, and not like a total psychopath.

“You’re being so quiet,” she said, tilting her head. “Aren’t you having a good time?”

I forced another tight smile. “I’m just… nervous.”

She reached across the table, placing her hand on mine. “You don’t have to be. Tonight, it’s just us. No tricks, no games. Just two girls enjoying dinner.”

Her words didn’t ease the knot in my stomach, but I nodded anyway, taking a sip of wine to avoid responding.

She giggled and her cheeks turned red. “I have to admit something to you.”

“What?” I said.

“I get so jealous when you fuck your wife.”

“I want to make something clear,” I said to her. “This isn’t me cheating on my wife. I will never cheat on my wife.” Though this felt an awful lot like cheating… but it was against my will. “We aren’t going to get together, Missy.”

“Oh, get over yourself,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I know you want me. And for the record, if this is how you look—then I want you. We can just enjoy each other without it being cheating.”

“No,” I said firmly. “This dinner is even too far for me. This whole thing has come too far. In fact… I want to talk about how we can end this. We need to put a cork in this and go back to the way things were before all of this started.”

She batted her lashes, looking sad and adorable. “But I like what we have. It’s so much fun.”

“Maybe for you. This is hell for me.”

“Oh please,” she said, waving her hand dismissively. “I’ve seen you getting dolled up. I see you blushing. I see how hard you get when you slide a dildo into your tight ass. I’ve seen you grinning when you look at yourself in your bedroom mirror. Don’t forget that I can see you when you’re in your bedroom, Angela.”

I could feel so much intense redness on my face. Watching her through dinner, staring at her beautiful face, I’d almost forgotten how psychotic she was… almost. Now, I was remembering that she was batshit crazy; nothing had changed.

When the check came, Missy snatched it up before I could react. “My treat,” she said with a wink. “I’m the one who invited you, after all.”

As we stood to leave, she looped her arm through mine, steering me toward the door. “This was fun,” she said brightly. “We should do it again sometime.”

The thought made my skin crawl, but I nodded, too afraid to protest.

As we stepped outside into the cool night air, she turned to me, her expression softening. “Thank you for tonight. You really are a good sport.”

Before I could respond, she leaned in, kissing me on the lips.

I froze. I should have shoved her back, but terror consumed me.

The little eighteen-year-old babysitter was locking lips with me, her hands on my shoulders, her perfume wafting up my nose. Why wasn’t I pushing her back?

I didn’t kiss back… but I did let her kiss me deeply for a good ten seconds. Then, her hand slipped up the skirt of my dress, onto my cock, and she gently squeezed. “I have a strap-on,” she whispered. “I could make you cum like you’ve never cum before. My mom and dad are out of town.”

My heart raced as she stared into my eyes.

“You can wear my lingerie. Anything you want. I have so much cute shit. I’ll make you look like an angel and I’ll fuck your brains out. It will feel so fucking good, you won’t want to go back to Taylor.” She pawed at my chest, at the bra that held the silicone pads giving me a bit of a bust. “Please let me fuck you, Angie.”

“No,” I said.

Her expression dropped. Now, she looked angry. “I want to fuck you,” she said again. “I’ll even let you fuck me. Pick whatever hole you want. Fuck wearing a condom; you can cum in me. I’m pretty sure I’m getting my period in a couple of days, so it’s not like you’ll get me pregnant. I won’t tell your ho-hum wife. You can fuck me however you want to fuck me—as hard as you want to fuck me. And I’ll fuck you. I’ll make you feel like a real woman.”

There was a moment of weakness inside of me: a moment while I considered her offer, knowing that it would probably feel so, so good. A part of me just wanted to cave to those naughty desires, to indulge in this debauchery that she was offering me.

It would feel so good. It would probably feel better than any pleasure I’d ever experienced before. And she was so tight, so perfect: the type of girl that every guy dreams of hooking up with…

But I loved Taylor. No amount of bribing or threatening was going to make me cheat on my wife. Even this date was too much; it seemed like such a horrendous insult to my beautiful life partner. I was so guilty, and I knew that the guilt would never go away.

And I knew that Missy would keep up her evil ways until she got everything she wanted—even if that meant having sex with me.

There was only one way to put an end to all of this: I had to come clean to Taylor.
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It wasn’t easy to do. When I got home, she was in such a good mood. I had stopped at a public park bathroom on my way home to change and clean off my makeup. She looked at me with the warmest smile and said, “How were your meetings, baby?”

And I just hated to break her good mood. I hated to ruin a good moment… but I had to do it. I had to tell her, and I knew that there wasn’t going to be a good moment.

I watched as her expression dropped, before I even said a word. She could clearly tell from the look on my face that I had something bad to say—and she was right. “Andrew…” she said softly, her voice sounding broken.

And I told her. “Missy, the babysitter, has been blackmailing me for weeks.”

I watched her turn white. I saw her struggle to keep her balance as she made her way to a kitchen table chair. She sat down and I told her everything: a full admission. “Just now, I was out to dinner with her.” I put my bag down on the table and opened it, showing her the pink dress that I’d borrowed from her closet for that ‘date’.

I told her about the kiss. I told her about the offer to go to her house, to have sex with her.

I told her the truth about the night at the movies. I told her about the hidden camera in our bedroom.

And during this whole confession, Taylor didn’t say a thing. She didn’t move her body. She remained frozen like a statue, listening to every word. At least I was hoping that she was hearing what I was saying, and not just hearing a high-pitched buzzing in her ears.

When I finished the admission, she remained silent. She stared at me, looking close to vomiting. Her pale complexion had turned to a greenish one. “I should have told you from the start,” I said.

Then, she shocked me by saying, “You took the cash off of the counter?” It was almost like she thought that was the true crime in my confession—as if that was somehow way worse than what Missy had been doing to me for weeks.

“Yes,” I said. “And I didn’t want to start a fight, so I didn’t tell you. I tried to deal with it quietly, but it snowballed out of control.”

There was a long silence. Then, she said, “She has… intimate photos of you… dressed like a girl?”

I nodded my head.

“Can I see these photos?”

“I don’t have them myself.”

Then, she took out her phone and started typing a message. My heart pounded harder than ever before. “Who are you messaging?”

She didn’t answer. She finished writing her message and then she pressed send.

“Taylor…”

“I just asked Missy for the photos.”

My heart sank. This was it: everything was officially out in the open, whether I liked it or not (and believe me, I didn’t like it).

I just waited. The room was silent. Taylor waited, until her phone buzzed. I saw her staring at the screen. I watched her swiping every few seconds. I saw her pale face turn a shade of red. “That’s… you?”

I walked over and saw the pictures from our photoshoot. “Yes,” I said.

“You look… like a girl.”

“She did my makeup.”

“And this has been happening… for weeks?”

I nodded my head, waiting for her to look at me and tell me that she wanted a divorce. Hell—I wouldn’t blame her. She thought her husband was a man, and now she was seeing pictures of her husband dressed like a convincing woman—at the hands of some bubbly eighteen-year-old girl.

The silence was the worst torture of all. I had no idea how this was going to pan out.

Taylor stared at the photos a little longer, her face unreadable. She finally set her phone down and looked at me, her expression somewhere between disbelief and… something softer. I couldn’t place it. I braced myself for the words that would end my marriage.

But instead, she said, “Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

The question took me by surprise. I stumbled over my words. “I—I didn’t know how. I was so ashamed, and I didn’t want you to think less of me.”

She nodded slowly, taking that in. “You’re my husband. You’ve always told me everything—until now.” Her voice cracked a little, and I felt a sudden guilt wash over me. “Do you know how hard it is to hear all of this… all at once? To feel like… like I’ve been living with a stranger?”

“I’m so sorry…” My voice shook. “I didn’t mean to hurt you. I was just trying to protect us. I was scared she’d ruin everything, but… I guess I just made it worse.”

She took a deep breath, her fingers tapping absently on the table. “Okay,” she said finally. “We’re going to deal with this Missy situation together. But first… I need to understand something.”

“Anything,” I said, perking up. There was hope in her voice… not much, but a tinge.

“You really let her dress you up like this? And do photoshoots?” Her tone wasn’t accusatory, more curious. “Did you… enjoy it?”

Oh God, the tension in that moment was so terrible. I couldn’t lie to her. I was coming clean about everything—and now it was time to come clean about this…

I flushed. “It wasn’t about enjoyment. It was… survival. But…” I hesitated. “I won’t lie. A small part of me didn’t hate it. I mean, she’s good at makeup, and—” I stopped, realizing how stupid that sounded. “Not in a… weird way. I just mean… it was interesting. Different. I guess I kind of liked the way that I looked.”

Taylor blinked, and to my astonishment, a small smile tugged at the corner of her lips. “Interesting?”

“I know it sounds weird,” I said quickly. “I don’t want you to think I’m… you know… gay, or whatever…” I trailed off, not even knowing how to finish the thought.

She leaned back in her chair, staring at me for a long moment. Then, to my absolute shock, she laughed—a genuine, warm laugh. “Andrew, you’re a mess. But you’re my mess.”

I stared at her, unsure if I was hearing things. “You’re not… mad?”

“Oh, I’m mad,” she said, her smile fading slightly. “I’m mad at Missy mostly. At the situation. And yeah, at you for not coming to me sooner. But I’m not giving up on us because of some stupid pictures or some snotty blackmailing brat.”

Relief washed over me so powerfully I almost fell to my knees. “I love you. I promise that I’ll do anything to make this right.”

“Good,” she said firmly. “Because you’re never hiding anything from me again. Understood?”

“Understood,” I said, nodded my head fast.
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It was a week later when we confronted Missy together. Taylor transformed the moment she was face to face with Missy; her expression turned dark and her tone turned darker. The look on her face scared Missy more than anything I could have said or done. The photos were deleted in an instant.

And we didn’t hear from Missy again. In fact—the last I heard, she was caught by her dad doing something illegal (I never did find out what), and he kicked her out of the house; it must have been pretty bad. She left town and deleted all of her social media accounts. She was running from something—and I decided to make it none of my business. I was just glad that this whole nightmare was behind us now.

Life went on… but I wouldn’t go as far as saying that life went on ‘as usual’.

Something else emerged from all of this: a new side of myself I hadn’t explored before.

Taylor was strangely encouraging when it cam to me embracing the parts of this experience that I told her that I found “interesting.” Not for Missy, not for anyone else—just for me.

One evening, after Ellie was asleep, Taylor handed me a small bag. Inside was a simple makeup kit. “Figured you might want to experiment,” she said with a smile. “I won’t judge. Go and do what you want. Or don’t. Doesn’t really matter to me.” She smiled and blushed.

I stared at her, dumbfounded. “You’re… okay with this?”

“If there’s one thing I’ve learned through all of this, it’s that I love you. Every part of you.” She shrugged. “And I like you best when you’re happy.”

Her playful tone eased my nerves, and before I knew it, we were sitting in the bathroom together, laughing as she taught me how to blend eyeshadow and apply lipstick. It wasn’t about humiliation or blackmail this time—it just… fun.

Over time, we started incorporating small touches here and there. A little eyeliner on date nights, maybe a bit of lip gloss before sneaking into the bedroom for a romp. Taylor seemed to like kissing me when we were both wearing lip gloss. She liked our slippery lips smacking together. And whenever I put on some of her lingerie, she seemed to get a whole lot more handsy, pawing at me all over, and orgasming a whole lot faster.

She helped me find a few outfits that felt right—not costumes, but clothes that I would put on sometimes after Ellie went to sleep. Sometimes we would go out together, as girls (with a new babysitter, of course).

I felt… happier. And Taylor was noticeably happier. All of this experimentation had us both feeling so excited, so electric. It was just harmless fun, and it was so nice that I could explore that side of me without worrying about her judgement.

It was weird to think that none of this would have happened had it not been for that bratty babysitter’s twisted games.

THE END
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