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ALL MAID UP
A TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION



ALL MAID UP


Anthony’s dad just retired, handing over the family cleaning business—and Anthony has big plans to turn it into a nationwide empire. But his dreams hit a snag when his entire staff quits to start their own company, fed up with his radical changes.

Now, clients are furious their homes aren’t being cleaned, bills are piling up, and Anthony’s realizing there’s more to the business than he thought. Turns out, his dad’s secret sauce was hiring young women and dressing them in adorable little French maid outfits—and a guy in khakis just doesn’t have the same charm.

Desperate to keep the business afloat, Anthony hatches a wild plan: a wig, some makeup, and one of those little maid costumes might just buy him enough time to find new employees.
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Now that my father was retired, High Elevation Cleaning was officially my business. It was my father’s business for twenty-five years—and it was his father’s business for almost thirty years before that.

So much of my family’s history was in that business. Growing up, my father actually lived in the shop with his parents, upstairs, above the garage where they kept the vans and cleaning supplies. That little suite was still there, like an exhibit in a museum: the old queen-sized bed in one corner of the loft, and the little cot in the adjacent corner, where my dad spent about twelve years of his life before the family could afford a proper house. That loft had one of those cool rounded refrigerators from the 50s, and it still worked, though it hummed so loud sometimes that you would think it was going to explode.

Yes, now it was all mine, and I had big plans.

When my grandfather ran the company, he had one cleaner: my grandmother. My grandpa ran all of the administration business and my grandma did all of the cleaning. Then my father took over the business and decided to scale it up, hiring four cleaners and investing in four company vehicles for the ladies to use. He expanded our service area beyond our neighbourhood. He turned that company into six-figures of profit a year.

I was going to make it even bigger—and even better. I wanted to turn High Elevation Cleaning into a national brand. I wanted to create locations in more cities. My five year plan: to create a location in Red Deer and one in Edmonton. Before the end of ten years, I would have locations as far north as Grand Prairie and as far west as Vancouver. Then, by the end of fifteen years, I would have locations all over Canada—and then I would sell the company for a billion dollars or so and retire like a king, with a giant swimming pool and my own yacht and vacation properties all over the world.

I had it all planned out. I had no idea why my father and grandfather never thought of it… I guess they were never quite as ambitious as me⁠—

At least that’s what I thought until I lived through my first day of operations.

The day started with a team meeting. I wanted to talk to the ladies about my plans moving forward. “First thing’s first: we’re going to lower the cost of operations and increase the profits for each job,” I said to the women as they stood there staring at me. They all had blank expressions, surprisingly disinterested in what I had to say as their new boss.

I waited for them to ask me how I was going to lower the operation costs, but nobody asked. “Don’t you want to know how we’re going to do it?”

Still, nobody answered. They just stared at me.

“The average time you spend doing a full house clean is three hours. We’re going to lower that down to two hours.”

Now they all looked confused. But nobody asked me how.

“I’ve gone through the cleaning protocol and have found that nine of our thirty standard services are almost unnoticeable to the average customer. For example: dusting mouldings, including crown mouldings. We’re not going to do that anymore. Under couch cushions, baseboard shining—we’re going to cut it all out.”

“So we’re going to work… fewer hours?” one girl finally asked.

“Exactly!” I said, trying to drum up some enthusiasm. “So you will get to spend more time with your families, and the company will save over 20%. Profits increase, and we will use the extra money to hire additional cleaners to scale up our potential workload.”

Nobody seemed excited. “So… We don’t get as many hours?” Nora asked. Nora was one of our most experienced clearers. At the age of 48, she had been with the company since she was seventeen years old.

“More time with your families,” I said with a smile.

“But paid… for the hours we’re doing now?”

I paused. “No…” I said. “You’ll get paid for the hours you put in… I mean—you’ll do more jobs in a day some days, so the hours should even out.” I smiled, wondering why they couldn’t see why this was a good thing. “It’s up to you, ultimately. You can choose if you want to work more jobs. Or you can spend more time with your families.”

Still, no excitement.

“Think about it: more jobs means more tips,” I said. “I know for a fact that most of you make almost half your income in cash tips that you don’t declare on your taxes.”

The girls were starting to look a little bit interested.

“The company makes more money, you girls make more in tips—and no more overtime.”

The excitement that was starting to creep on their faces vanished suddenly. “No overtime?”

“Overtime is a cruel thing of the past. All companies are getting rid of it. I don’t believe it’s fair to expect anyone to work overtime, ever.”

“But… we make double-time when we work overtime.”

“Yes, but it’s bad for your mental health. It’s been proved with studies. I’m going to make your working environment healthier than it’s ever been.”

“I need overtime to pay for my credit card debt,” said Christine, one of our younger cleaners; she was only twenty-two.

“Why do you have credit card debt?”

“That’s none of your business,” she said with a scowl.

“Well, I didn’t tell you to rack up a bunch of credit card debt,” I said, shaking my head.

“Your dad would give me ten hours of overtime each week.”

“What!?” I gasped. That wasn’t on the books that I’d gone over. That was an extra $500 in pay that my father must have been giving her under the table... And that explained some of the ‘black holes’ on the financials that I couldn’t figure out. I mean—I knew that there were some cash expenses that my dad wanted to keep off of the books for tax reasons… but an extra $500 a week in tax-free overtime!? Stupid business move. “That will stop now,” I said. “It’s not good for your mental health.”

“I need that money though,” she said.

“You’ll make more in tips,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue. This was supposed to be an exciting moment for everyone. Instead, they all looked pissed.

I checked the time. “Okay, okay,” I said. “You all have jobs to get to—so get going. I’ve put a revised list of services in your cars, so be sure to go over the list before you start, so you aren’t doing extra work.”

I received a few annoyed scowls before the girls shuffled off.

I felt uneasy. I wondered for a moment if I was being an asshole. Then, I remembered the wise words from author T.J. Paine, in his book, Business is for Money, Not Friends.

Sometimes, if it seems like everyone hates your guts, it means you’re doing something right.

Maybe that was more true than I realized.
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Iknew something was wrong the second I stepped into the garage.

It was too quiet. No morning chatter, no clanking of supply bins, no Taylor Swift humming from the old radio (I swear to God, all those women listened to was Taylor Swift).

Just stillness.

I checked my watch. 7:45 AM. The girls should have been here by now, plotting out their jobs, inventorying their gear, loading up the vans. But the vans were still parked exactly where they’d been the night before. The clipboard with the day’s jobs sat untouched on the desk. Nobody had been in yet.

A strange, uneasy feeling crept up my spine.

I pulled out my phone and called Nora. The call went straight to voicemail.

I tried calling Christine. Voicemail.

I tried Sasha. Voicemail.

One by one, I went through the entire list of employees, and nobody picked up. What the hell was going on? I paced around the garage. I wondered if it was some holiday. I knew that there was a long weekend coming up… but it was Wednesday.

I walked into the office, sat down at my desk, and refreshed my email. Nothing. No call-ins, no notices, no messages. I tried calling the girls again. Voicemail, voicemail, voicemail. “What the actual fuck?” I muttered.

It was 8:10 AM when I got a call from a client. “I need this house cleaned by 11,” she said. “I have a showing at noon. Someone was supposed to be here ten minutes ago.”

“Someone is on their way,” I lied. “Sorry for the delay!” My heart started racing. Something was wrong.

And then my phone buzzed. A text from Jeremy, a guy I knew from some networking events I’d gone to the year before (after my dad told me that he was planning his retirement)—he ran a window cleaning business in town, and my dad sometimes contracted him out when clients asked about windows.

“Hey man, I didn’t know you were shutting down the old man’s business.”

Shutting down? My stomach lurched.

“What are you talking about?” I texted back.

His reply came instantly. “Saw you let go of all your cleaners.”

“I didn’t do that. Why would you think that?” I asked.

“Well, they started their own thing. High Point Cleaning? They’ve been blasting it all over Facebook. Got a call from… uh, I think her name was Nora. She was asking about referrals. She said they’re taking new clients. Just assumed you were out…”

My entire body went cold.

I opened Facebook, typed High Point Cleaning into the search bar, and there it was: a brand-new page, sleek and professional. Days of work had gone into the creation of that brand. They must have been plotting this since… that morning meeting a week earlier.

The logo looked suspiciously similar to mine. The tagline read: Professional Cleaning, Fair Prices, Family-Owned & Operated.

My hands shook as I scrolled through the posts.

The first one read:

"After years of working for others, we’ve decided to take control of our future! High Point Cleaning is officially open for business! Same great service, better values. Book with us today! Servicing all of Northwest Calgary!” Just the northwest? I chuckled. They were scaling down their area of operations. They probably thought they were going to save money on gas or something…

At least that meant they wouldn’t be taking my clients—at least not from the other three sections of the city.

There were pictures of all of them—Nora, Christine, Sasha, everyone. Smiling, standing together in uniforms that were not mine.

The comments were full of past clients cheering them on. “So happy for you ladies! Can’t wait to book with you!”

I nearly dropped my phone.

They hadn’t just quit. They were stealing my business.

I shot up from my chair so fast it nearly toppled over.

This had to be illegal. There had to be some kind of law against this. I stormed over to the filing cabinet and yanked open the drawers, flipping through folder after folder. Financials, tax records, vehicle maintenance logs—where were the employee contracts?

There had to be non-compete agreements. My dad wouldn’t have been stupid enough to run a business for twenty-five years without contracts, right?

My hands landed on a folder labeled Employee Agreements. Thank God!

I ripped it open.

Inside were a few loose sheets—handwritten notes about raises, vacation requests, payroll adjustments… That was it?

No contracts? No non-compete clauses?

I flipped through every single page, my breath coming in short gasps… Nothing.

Literally nothing.

My father had never made them sign contracts. I guess he just got lucky, managing to go twenty-five years without any crippling incidents like this one. Maybe these girls had been planning this for longer than I realized. Maybe they started planning this when my dad announced his retirement. Maybe they figured I would be weak and I wouldn’t put up a fight, just because I was young. Fuck that. I wasn’t going to let them get away with this.

I staggered back, gripping the edge of the desk.

I couldn’t sue them... at least not easily, without contracts. I couldn’t really stop them from doing what they were doing.

I couldn’t do a damn thing. They had taken everything.

All of my cleaners… almost half of my customers… And I had no legal way to fight it.

I sank into my chair, staring blankly at the papers scattered across the desk.

This wasn’t how things were supposed to go. I had a plan. A five-year expansion, a ten-year national brand, a fifteen-year billionaire exit. I was supposed to be negotiating franchise deals, not scrambling to save my entire livelihood.

The phone rang again: another client wondering why the cleaners hadn’t shown up. Then came another phone call: another client, this one waiting on a cleaner—after having seen the news on Facebook. “Christine was supposed to be here, but it says online she’s with a different company now. Am I getting my office cleaned today or not?”

“I’ll get back to you on that,” I said with a smile in my voice. Hopefully they couldn’t hear my terror.

I had never felt so completely and utterly powerless.

I glanced around the office. My father’s desk, worn down from decades of use. The old filing cabinets filled with records he had kept by hand. The stupid, outdated phone he had refused to replace.

Before he left, he told me something: “This business isn’t just about numbers, Anthony. It’s about people. You don’t take care of them, they won’t take care of you.”

Well, that was easy to say when you have money coming in. It’s easy to say that numbers don’t matter when people are handing you cash. But when there’s fuck-all coming in… well, try saying that numbers don’t matter then.

I eyed the phone. I thought about calling my dad and asking for help.

No—I couldn’t do that. He looked so proud when he handed me the key to the shop… I couldn’t disappoint him like that. I had to figure this out on my own.

Another call came in. “It’s 8:45 and a cleaner was supposed to be here at 8.”

“We had some girls call in sick,” I lied. “But, uh… I’ll be there in ten minutes.” I had to do something while I sussed this out—even if that meant going and cleaning the damn places myself.


3


It wasn’t even nine yet, and I could feel the stress pressing down on me: thick… and suffocating. The client sounded so impatient on the phone, so I grabbed a cleaning kit from the garage, loaded up one of the vans, and floored it across the city. I knew I had to prioritize this job; the client had been booking with our company for nine years, almost every single week. I couldn’t lose that client.

The house was a standard two-story suburban place, the kind where everything looked clean even before you touched it. I rang the doorbell, plastering on my best sorry-for-the-mix-up smile. I took a deep breath in.

A man in his mid-fifties answered, dressed in a golf shirt and khaki shorts. His gaze scanned me, confused. “Where’s Christine?”

“She called in sick,” I lied with a smile. “I’m filling in today.”

He hesitated. He didn’t just look confused—he looked disappointed. His gaze lingered on me like he was trying to figure out if he could get away with rescheduling. “Are you new?”

“No. I’ve been with the company my whole life,” I said with a proud smile. “Nobody cleans better than me. I promise.”

Finally, with a sigh, he stepped aside.

“Alright, come in. Just… don’t take too long.”

Yeah, sure, buddy. Wouldn’t dream of wasting your precious time.

The house was… already clean. I could tell that he lived there alone, and probably spent most of his time at work. It was obvious that Christine had been there just a week earlier—the smell of the industrial floor cleaner we used was still lingering in the air.

I got right to work, knowing that I had a lot of houses I needed to hit up in my attempt to salvage this day.

I thought about just giving the place a quick once over, knowing he wouldn’t know the difference… but then, I started looking closer.

Dust had a way of hiding in places I wouldn’t have thought to check. Every surface I wiped seemed to streak, no matter how many times I went over it. And don’t even get me started on trying to make a bathroom mirror not look like absolute garbage after wiping it down.

I was trying to finish fast, trying to make up for lost time. But the more I rushed, the worse I seemed to do. This could have been a one-hour job, but my mind was elsewhere.

The whole time, I felt the guy’s presence hovering nearby. Watching me… judging me—and probably wondering why the hell some guy in dress shoes was scrubbing his countertops instead of the women he was expecting.

When I finally finished, he handed me the payment—no tip. Just a stiff nod and a “Thanks.”

On to the next one.

The second house wasn’t much better. Another male homeowner, this one younger, early forties maybe, business casual like he worked from home. I barely got out a “Good morning” before he frowned.

“It’s usually Sasha who comes,” he said, like I’d personally wronged him.

“Yeah, well, Sasha’s not available today,” I replied, forcing a polite tone.

“Huh.” He scratched his chin, considering. Then, almost reluctantly, he let me in.

The guy lingered while I cleaned, making awkward small talk that felt… off. Like he was waiting for me to confirm that this was just a one-time fluke and that next time, his usual girl would be back. Then, he made a weird comment. “So they have the girls wearing those skirts, but the guy cleaners can just wear whatever they want? Doesn’t seem very fair to the ladies.” I could tell he had no idea that I was the owner of the company.

“The outfits are part of the High Elevation brand,” I said. “They’ve been that way for decades.”

“But not for the male cleaners? You can just wear… that?”

I smiled at him and bit my tongue. “I guess I’ve never thought about it.”

He scoffed and walked off.

Did he have an issue with our company outfits? The girls had never complained about them. In fact, the younger girls had always been thrilled about them: the little skirts, the soft tops with the white frilly bits. It was a classic ‘maid’ look—not the ‘nurse scrubs’ that other companies were using.

Okay, I’ll admit that we probably got a good deal of business because of those short ruffled skirts. Guys prefer to hire pretty girls; that’s not exactly a business secret. But decades of ‘woke culture’ had businesses too afraid to let their female employees be remotely cute. My father had talked about getting rid of those skirts and stockings; I’m glad he didn’t do it. I’m glad he didn’t cave to pressure from the radicals. Good for him—and good for our brand.

When I finished that second job, he paid in cash… But no tip.

By the time I got to the third job, I was already exhausted. My back ached, my shirt was sticking to me. I never realized cleaning house meant bending over so much. My knees were sore from getting down low to clean around toilets. I found myself wondering why the girls were happier than I took baseboard cleaning off of our service list…

Another cash payment with no tip. Why weren’t these guys tipping me?

Then came the sorority house.

It was the last stop of the day, and I was relieved (and honestly kind of excited to spend the rest of the afternoon around a flock of pretty college girls)—until I knocked on the door and a group of girls answered, peering at me like I was a stray dog that had wandered onto their porch.

“Uh, hi. High Elevation Cleaning,” I said, forcing a smile.

The girl in front, a blonde with a crimson Alpha Phi sweatshirt and skintight black LuLu Lemon leggings, frowned. “Where’s Christine?”

“Christine’s not available today. I’m filling in.”

There was a long silence. The girls exchanged a look.

“Yeah, so… no offence,” the blonde said, shifting awkwardly, “but we don’t really feel comfortable having a guy in the house when we’re not all here.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?”

“We just… usually book with Christine or Sasha, and we kinda thought⁠—”

“Right.” I held up a hand, already over it. “Got it.”

The blonde hesitated. “We’re not trying to be rude, it’s just⁠—”

“It’s fine,” I said, forcing a tight smile.

It wasn’t fine. None of this was fine. But arguing wasn’t going to change anything.

I exhaled slowly, thinking fast. “A girl will be over in the morning,” I told them. “No worries.”

They looked relieved. “Thanks!” the blonde said brightly. She batted her long, thick lashes. I couldn’t understand why she cared in the slightest who cleaned their sorority house. Maybe they weren’t all there… but there were at least five of them. What did they think that I was going to do? I was a short, skinny guy… it’s not like I could overpower five women.

Whatever.

I turned and walked back to the van, my stomach sinking.

I had no cleaners. I had no backup. I had no girl to send over in the morning.

But I’d figure something out. I had to—because that sorority house was a big job. I reviewed the file when I got back to the garage, and I saw that they paid three-hundred for a full house cleaning: twelve bedrooms, six bathrooms, two living spaces—and they’d always paid in cash.

And when I checked the office voicemail, the terror really set in. Voicemail message after voicemail message, all along the lines of: “I’m so sorry, but we’re going to be cancelling our weekly service. Moving forward, we’ll be booking with High Point Cleaning.”

“Fuck!” I snapped. The girls were snagging all of my best clients! And they were leaving me with clients that they knew I couldn’t do anything with, like that sorority house. They weren’t just trying to create their own business; they were trying to destroy mine. And because my dad didn’t have the sense to create contracts, they could get away with it.

How was I going to turn this business into a cleaning empire now that there was a direct competitor?

That night, I put out ads on all of the employment service platforms. ‘Cleaners needed ASAP!’ I wrote. ‘Good pay, good tips, great hours!’.

My father had always paid new cleaners $24 per hour, which just seemed insane to me; it’s not like you need to go to cleaning school and get a cleaning degree to be a cleaner… no offence. I just couldn’t rationalize paying a new cleaner that much… I was sure that I could find some girls willing to accept minimum wage to start. Hell—maybe this was actually a good opportunity to reset, to dump some unnecessary expenses—like the $38 per hour I was paying Nora. I could get two girls working for that rate.

I put up the ads and went to sleep, thinking that I was going to wake up to an inbox filled with messages…

But instead, I woke up with an empty email inbox. My ads hardly had any views. And worse, all of my clients for the day had cancelled, transferring their business over to ‘High Point Cleaning’.
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Istared at the job list for the day… Or, more accurately, the one job on the list: the sorority house. Twelve bedrooms. Six bathrooms. Two living spaces. Three hundred bucks in cash.

Just one problem… They didn’t want me.

I tapped my fingers against the desk, my knee bouncing restlessly. Maybe I could show up and try to convince them. Tell them I was just filling in until I found a new cleaner. Maybe throw in a discount, a little charm—would that work?

No. No way. That blonde was pretty clear when she turned me away. They didn’t feel comfortable with a guy cleaning their house, and they were one Google search away from realizing there was a whole other company of women ready to take that business.

They didn’t want a guy in their house.

I didn’t have a single female cleaner left. I didn’t have any cleaners. I had a garage filled with vans and cleaning equipment… but no cleaners. I had posted the job listings, I had tried to hire, but not a single person had responded. Maybe I would get some bites over the weekend. Maybe I needed to raise the wage…

No—I couldn’t do that. I couldn’t pay untrained girls with no college education more than minimum wage. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I was backed into a corner.

My eyes drifted across the office, scanning for some kind of answer. Then, they landed on the stack of uniforms sitting on the supply shelf: the girls’ uniforms.

Neatly folded, stacked in piles. Black tops with little puffed white sleeves and white lace trim. Short black skirts with built-in ruffled petticoats for that “French maid” aesthetic. White stockings that went up to the thigh, with little garter-belt bows to keep them from falling down. Those outfits were never meant to grace the body of a man…

The outfits had always been that way, long before I ever took over. Branding. Clients liked the “adorable little maid,” aesthetic. It set us apart from the competition.

I swallowed hard.

The thought that had entered my mind was too humiliating to entertain.

Absolutely not.

But then I thought about the voicemail messages. The cancellations. The empty inbox. I won’t even tell you about the bank account… Let’s just say, I had no idea how my father ran a company for so long, keeping such a tiny amount in the bank…

What got to me more than anything was the fact that High Point Cleaning was winning.

And I felt my stomach tighten.

I needed this job. I needed some income while I figured all of this out…

And if I didn’t get new cleaners soon, then I wasn’t just going to lose the sorority job—I was going to lose everything.

Slowly, I stood up. My heart pounded as I walked toward the stack of uniforms. My hands felt clammy as I reached out and picked up one of the frilly tops, the soft fabric sliding between my fingers.

This is insane, I told myself. This is actually insane.

And yet… I didn’t have a choice.

I locked the office door behind me and set the uniform down on my desk. Standing there, staring at it, I tried to convince myself that it wouldn’t be that bad.

I’d wear it. I’d do the job. I’d get paid. Simple.

But then I actually started getting dressed, and nothing about it felt simple.

First… the stockings.

I sat down and rolled one up my leg, feeling the soft material stretch over my calf, then my knee, then higher—way higher than I expected. It ended at my mid-thigh, where a band of delicate lace sat snug against my skin. I exhaled sharply, my face burning, and quickly pulled the other stocking on to match.

Then the skirt.

It was shorter than I realized—a hell of a lot shorter. When I pulled it up over my hips, the bottom hem barely reached the bottom of my ass. And because of the built-in frilly petticoat, it flared out, making it feel even shorter.

I turned slightly, catching my reflection in the office window.

Jesus Christ. It didn’t help that the waistband was tight, cinching around my stomach in a way that made my frame look… smaller.

I swallowed hard and reached for the top.

It was fitted, meant to hug curves that I didn’t have, but it still clung to my torso as I pulled it on. The puffed sleeves sat delicately on my shoulders, the lace trim brushing against my collarbone.

I looked ridiculous.

No—worse than ridiculous. I looked embarrassing.

But it got worse. I went up to that old suite upstairs and dug through dresser drawers to find a bra… probably my grandma’s old bra, but at least it fit. I stuffed it with some tissue to make it look like I had a bust; that definitely helped to make my frame look more feminine…

I shifted my weight, feeling the skirt swish around my thighs, the stockings hugging my legs.

How the hell was I supposed to walk into that house like this?

I ran a hand down my face, exhaling slowly.

There was still time to back out.

Still time to not do this.

But if I backed out, I lost the job. If I lost the job, I lost the client. And if I lost enough clients…

I clenched my jaw.

I couldn’t lose.

I found some old makeup supplies. My God, some of those products must have been twenty years old. Most of that stuff was dried up…

Then, I remembered seeing Christine in the van, putting on lipstick before heading out on a job. I went to check that van—and bam! The glovebox had lipstick, mascara, and eyeliner. I brought it all to the office bathroom and leaned close to the mirror. I really had no idea what I was doing… I just knew that I wanted to look like someone who wasn’t me. I didn’t want those girls to recognize me. I didn’t want anyone to recognize me.

I was about 50% sure that they would figure out that I wasn’t really a girl. I knew I could get by without having to talk. I could pretend to only speak some obscure foreign language… maybe Bulgarian or something. They would let me in and I could quietly clean the whole house, and leave with three-hundred bucks—enough money to keep the company running for another day…

I cleaned off my terrible makeup job and tried again—and then again, and again. Each time, I looked a bit better, but saw little ways that I could improve. After doing that for about an hour and a half, I stepped back and my skin tingled. Maybe I didn’t look half bad. Maybe I could actually pull this nonsense off.

But my God! That skirt was so damned short. I kept reaching down, trying to push it down. I was scared my cock was going to slip out and the sorority girls would see it and freak the fuck out.

In that moment, I didn’t feel like I had any other choice.

Taking one last deep breath, I grabbed the cleaning kit, adjusted my skirt (God, I couldn’t believe I was adjusting a skirt), and stepped outside.

This was, undoubtedly, going to be the most humiliating day of my life.
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Istood outside the sorority house, my heart pounding so hard it felt like it might break through the ridiculous frilly top I was wearing.

What the hell was I doing? Was I really stooping to this level? Did I really have no better ideas than this? I was supposed to be the one with with fantastic ideas that would take this business to a whole new level. I was supposed to be the one to turn High Elevation Cleaning into a national brand with locations in every major city…

And now, I was dressing like a girl to make a few hundred bucks. No—I wasn’t even making a few hundred bucks… After paying expenses, I would only be making about… forty bucks.

The sun was already high in the sky, and I could feel the warmth against my exposed legs. My exposed legs. Jesus. Well—they weren’t totally exposed; I had those high stockings on, so it was really just my exposed thighs—and sort of my ass, the way the breeze crept up the skirt and tingled my skin, making it feel like I was walking around naked.

No—Naked would have been better than this.

This was a bad idea.

The black skirt barely covered anything, and every time I shifted my weight, the petticoat underneath bounced, making it feel even shorter. The white stockings clung to my legs, and the little lace trim at the top peeked out whenever I moved too much.

I swallowed hard, gripping the cleaning kit with clammy hands.

This is just one job.

I adjusted my posture, took a deep breath, and knocked on the door.

Within seconds, I heard the sound of footsteps approaching—multiple sets, actually. And then the door swung open.

I nearly collapsed. For a moment, I was so lightheaded that I actually thought I was going to faint.

“Oh my God, finally!” a blonde girl exclaimed, stepping aside. She was wearing an oversized sorority hoodie and teeny-tiny shorts, her long legs tanned and toned. She turned her head and called back inside, “She’s here!”

She! At least at a glance, she thought that I was a chick.

Another girl—brunette, pretty, also in some variation of a sorority hoodie—peeked out from behind the blonde and grinned. “Awesome. Come on in!”

I hesitated for half a second before stepping inside, keeping my head down.

Did they really think I was a girl?

The thought sent a weird, nervous jolt through me. I cleared my throat, willing my voice to stay silent.

“Uh, hey,” the blonde said, tilting her head slightly. “You don’t talk much, huh?”

I panicked.

Shaking my head quickly, I gave an exaggerated shrug, then muttered in a soft voice—the softest I could muster: “No English.”

The brunette’s eyes widened. “Oh! That makes sense. I guess the cleaning company must hire from, like, overseas or whatever.”

The blonde nodded like that was the most reasonable thing in the world. “Yeah, probably. Well, that’s fine! Just do your thing, okay?”

I nodded quickly, desperate to get to work before they asked me any more questions.

I walked with small steps, worried big steps would make that skirt ride up, showing my whole ass to all of those girls. I hadn’t shaved anything… luckily my thighs were more or less hairless naturally.

As I stepped into the house, receiving smiles from the various sorority girls, I almost felt annoyed. They all seemed to think that I was really a girl… and what did that say, exactly, about my body? Some makeup and a skirt was all I needed to be convincing?

I tried not to think too much about it. I tried to focus on the job that needed to be done—and the money that needed to be made.

The house was massive, even bigger than I remembered from the last time I was there—when I was actually myself.

Twelve bedrooms. Six bathrooms. Two living rooms. It doesn’t sound like that much… until it’s in front of you. And I had to clean all of it… in a skirt.

I started with one of the bathrooms, figuring that was as good a place as any to hide out for a bit and collect myself. As soon as I stepped inside, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror above the sink.

At first, I was startled, thinking I’d walked in on some chick in the bathroom. Then, realizing it was me, I blushed.

And for a second, I just stared.

The reflection looking back at me wasn’t… me.

Sure, I knew it was me, but—God, I didn’t expect to look so⁠—

I forced my eyes away.

Focus.

I turned on the sink, grabbed a rag, and started scrubbing. The sooner I finished, the sooner I could get the hell out of here.

The problem with cleaning a house this big, filled with young women? There were mirrors everywhere.

Every time I turned a corner, every time I passed a vanity, every time I leaned over to dust a shelf, I caught a glimpse of myself—and each time, it was just as disorienting, just as shocking...

The short, flouncy skirt. The delicate lace trim. The stockings hugging my legs… I barely even recognized myself under that thin layer of makeup.

At one point, I was wiping down a mirror in one of the bedrooms when I caught my reflection again. I paused, skin tingling.

With the way the uniform fit—snug all over (except for that frilly skirt), tight around my waist, puffed at the sleeves—it gave me a shape… a surprisingly girly shape.

It was almost… cute.

I shook my head violently, gripping the rag tighter. What the hell is wrong with me?

I needed to focus.

It’s not that weird to look like a girl as a guy. I mean—bodies are just bodies, right? Women’s clothes are designed to make girls look cuter, and women’s makeup is designed to make them look prettier; it’s not like none of that applies to men—so it really wasn’t that big of a deal…

The girls moved in and out of the house while I worked, barely paying attention to me.

Occasionally, I’d feel eyes on me—like when I was bending over to vacuum under the couch, or when I was stretching to dust the ceiling fan. I could feel them watching, whispering, maybe even giggling behind my back.

They know, I thought at one point, stomach twisting. They know, and they’re just waiting to call me out.

But then⁠—

“Oh my God, she’s so fast,” one girl murmured as she walked past the kitchen.

“She’s way better than that last girl we had come in,” another chimed in.

Relief washed over me.

They didn’t know. They really thought I was just some random girl the company had sent over.

Which was good… Right?

The last room on my list was one of the upstairs bedrooms.

I stepped inside, immediately getting to work on the desk area. My movements were fast, efficient—I just wanted to be done.

But as I dusted the shelves, I caught sight of yet another mirror.

And for some reason, I didn’t immediately look away.

I straightened slightly, taking in the way the uniform flattered me, the way the short skirt flared just enough to be playful, the way the stockings framed my legs.

I swallowed, heat creeping up my neck.

Then, suddenly⁠—

“Oh, you’re still in here?”

I nearly screamed.

One of the sorority girls was standing in the doorway, watching me. She was dressed in leggings and a ditzy sports bra, her blonde ponytail bouncing as she tilted her head at me.

For a split second, I panicked.

Had she seen me staring at myself?

How long had she been standing there?

I shook my head quickly and did the first thing that came to mind—I pointed at the vanity and muttered, “Cleaning.”

She smiled. “Oh! Sorry, I’ll get out of your way.”

Then, just as she turned to leave, she added, “By the way, your outfit is adorable.”

My face went hot. She was gone before I could react. I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding.

By the time I finished, my whole body ached. The sun had started to set, the warm glow filtering in through the windows. I returned to the front hall where a small group of sorority girls had gathered. The blonde from earlier smiled and handed me an envelope—cash, folded neatly inside.

“Thanks so much, girl,” she said. “You did amazing.”

I gave a small nod, keeping my head down.

Then I turned and walked out the door, my legs shaky beneath me.

As I stepped into the cool evening air, a million thoughts swirled through my head, but one thought was louder than all the others: They really thought I was a girl!

I grinned—and that grin grew when I peered into that envelope and saw that the girls had left me a whopping $100 tip. Right away, I had plans for that money. I was going to use it to fix this mess that I’d found myself in. I was going to use the extra hundred to promote my job listings on all of those websites. I could get more eyes on those job postings, and finally get a couple of girls working for me. Then, I could focus on re-growing my client list.

This ship wasn’t sinking; it was just off-course.
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The next morning, I rolled out of bed feeling stiff. Yesterday’s work had taken more out of me than I expected—not just physically, but mentally. Even as I showered and got dressed in my usual work clothes (plain black polo, khakis, sneakers), my mind kept drifting back to the humiliating job at the sorority house… Back to how they actually thought I was a girl.

And back to that tip.

I shook my head, pushing the thoughts away. Focus. I had another job today—a normal one. No skirts. No stockings. Just work.

I still hadn’t gotten any bites on the ads, even with them being ‘boosted’ with a bit of cash. Maybe it was just a slow hiring season…

I loaded up a van, ready to go off and tackle the job on my own once again.

The house was on the other side of town, in a wealthier neighbourhood, the kind where the lawns were perfectly manicured and the driveways were filled with cars that cost more than my entire business.

I knocked on the door, adjusting the strap of my cleaning bag.

A few moments later, it swung open to reveal a man in his late forties—tall, broad-shouldered, with salt-and-pepper hair and a look on his face like I was already wasting his time—though I wasn’t late; I was actually fifteen minutes early.

“Yeah?” he grunted.

I cleared my throat. “Morning, sir. I’m with High Elevation Cleaning. I have you down for a⁠—”

The guy sighed, rubbing a hand over his face. “I thought they were sending that little blonde girl.”

I blinked. “Uh, no, it’s just me today.”

He muttered something under his breath, shaking his head. Then, without another word, he turned and walked inside, leaving the door open.

I took that as my cue to follow.

The job itself wasn’t difficult. Just a standard deep clean—bathrooms, kitchen, dusting, vacuuming. I’d done it a hundred times before. I decided to test out my new service list, to see if it really would save a good deal of time. Not having to scrub baseboards would certainly save my knees… though once I got started on cleaning, the dust on those baseboards really seemed… glaring. So I decided to just clean them, even though it was a big house and cleaning all of them took up an additional thirty minutes—and I wasn’t being paid hourly.

The whole time, I felt the guy’s annoyance hanging in the air.

I caught him glancing over at me a few times as he worked in his home office, and I could practically hear his disappointment. Like he was expecting something… different.

I wasn’t stupid. I knew what was going on.

Some of my dad’s old clients had preferences. A lot of guys who lived alone hired cleaning services specifically so they could have a pretty young girl prancing around their house, dusting their bookshelves and bending over to scrub their floors. They weren’t hiring cleaners, they were hiring eye-candy… accessories. They wanted their neighbours to look through their windows and see pretty women. It was like a status thing for some men, I guess.

And right now, I was not delivering what this guy wanted.

When I finished, I found him in the kitchen.

“All done, sir.”

He nodded, barely looking up from his phone. “Great. Here.”

He pulled a few bills from his wallet and handed them to me. The exact payment. No tip… No surprise.

I swallowed my irritation and forced a smile. “Thank you.”

He just grunted and walked away.

I let myself out, gripping the money tightly in my fist. The drive back to the garage was quiet, but my thoughts weren’t. I kept thinking about that sorority house. About how different it had been. They’d been nice to me. They’d smiled. They’d complimented me.

And they’d tipped me a hundred dollars.

Meanwhile, this guy had barely even acknowledged me—and I walked away with exactly what I was owed—barely enough to cover my expenses. If I had been paying some chick twenty-five bucks an hour, there would have been zero profits. Zero.

But if I had been wearing that stupid little outfit… would he have tipped?

The thought sent a strange, uncomfortable shiver down my spine.

No, that’s ridiculous.

Or… was it?

I pulled into the garage and shut off the engine. I sat there for a long moment, staring at my hands, my fingers still curled around the day’s cash.

That night, after locking up the office, I found myself standing in front of the storage closet. The stack of uniforms was still there: the frilly skirts, the lace-trimmed tops, the soft, pristine stockings.

I hesitated. My pulse picked up.

Then, slowly, I reached out and took one. I let out a slow breath. What was I going to do with it? Even I wasn’t sure…

I carried it back to the tiny office bathroom, locking the door behind me.

For a few seconds, I just stood there, staring at my reflection in the mirror.

Then, almost mechanically, I pulled off my shirt, my pants, my socks, my underwear. Piece by piece, I changed. The top fit snugly, the puffed sleeves making my shoulders look smaller. The skirt was short—maybe even shorter than I remembered—and when I moved, it swished lightly against my thighs. I kind of liked that feeling; there was something weirdly satisfying about it.

I rolled the stockings up my legs, fastening them at the tops.

When I finally looked up, I froze.

There she is again: the girl from yesterday.

Not a perfect illusion—my face was still bare, my hair still messy—but the shape, the silhouette, the effect was the same.

I swallowed hard.

Could I really go through this nonsense again?

Would it actually work? Would guys be more inclined to tip something if the cleaner was wearing some skimpy outfit?

I’d watched those girls in the staff room before, at the end of the day, counting stacks of twenties, fifties, and sometimes even hundred-dollar bills. Someone was giving them that money.

I reached down, running my fingers along the edge of the skirt.

Then, in a whisper, I muttered, “Would they even know?”
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I woke up early, groggy but determined. I told myself I wasn’t actually considering it—I was just thinking through my options. The job listings still weren’t getting any traction, and I couldn’t afford to lose another client. If yesterday had taught me anything, it was that people really did tip better when they thought they were hiring a cute girl.

I stepped into the bathroom, splashed some water on my face, and stared into the mirror. I looked like hell. Dark circles under my eyes, stubble creeping along my jaw. Definitely not the kind of face that could pull this off.

If I was going to do it again, I had to go all in.

Before I could talk myself out of it, I grabbed my dad’s old electric razor from the cabinet. My hands shook as I pressed it against my leg. The low buzz filled the room as I dragged the razor over my calf, watching as patches of hair disappeared. I expected it to feel weird, unnatural—but instead, there was something almost satisfying about the smoothness left behind.

One leg down. Then the other. Then my arms. Then, finally, I lifted my arm and hesitated before bringing the razor to my armpit. I swallowed hard and went for it, wincing as the blades tickled my skin. When I was finished, I ran my hands over my arms and legs. They felt… different. Alien. Softer than I had expected. I guess that was the idea…

Shaking off the weird feeling creeping up my spine, I turned on the shower and stepped under the warm flow. I was just being practical. Nobody would believe I was a girl with hairy legs and stubbly pits. That was all this was. Practical. I wasn’t doing this for me. I was doing it for business—just as an… experiment.

Market research.

If I really did get better tips, then that would help me decide who to hire, right? I mean—if guys really were willing to tip pretty girls better, then that surely meant they were more likely to hire them for additional jobs. So that meant I needed to focus on finding pretty girls rather than women with cleaning experience. But if the tips didn’t change, then I could put emphasis on cleaning experience.

Market research—right?

By the time I was out of the shower, I was already psyching myself up. I dried off, wrapped a towel around my waist, and went to the closet where I had stuffed the uniform from yesterday. The frilly skirt, the delicate little blouse, the white stockings. My stomach clenched.

I wasn’t going to think about it. I was just going to do it. Get in, get out, get paid.

I stepped into the stockings first, slowly rolling them up my freshly shaved legs. The silky fabric sent an involuntary shiver up my spine. Then came the skirt, so soft and frilly. It barely covered anything, as usual—but I guess I was getting used to that. I felt a rush of heat crawl up my neck.

I pulled on the blouse, fastening the little buttons down the front. It hugged my torso in a way that was both weird and… oddly flattering. I had been too rushed to notice yesterday, but the soft fabric, the cinched waist—it actually gave me a flattering kind of shape… a feminine shape.

I shook my head, shoving the thoughts away. No time for that. I needed to do my makeup.

I wasn’t great at it, but yesterday’s experience had taught me that less was more. A little foundation to even out my skin, a touch of blush to soften my face. I swiped on some mascara, and then—because I knew it made a difference—I dabbed on a little pink lip gloss. It smelled like candy, which was a bit weird, and kind of distracting—but the look was cute.

I barely recognized myself. My reflection was… kind of adorable. And the worst part? My heart did a weird little flip at the thought. I forced myself to scowl, to remind myself that this was all just business.

Thirty minutes later, I was standing outside my client’s house, heart hammering against my ribs. I smoothed my skirt, adjusted my stockings, and took a deep breath before ringing the doorbell.

The man who answered was in his forties, tall, with grey-speckled hair and an intense gaze. The second he saw me, his expression softened.

“Oh,” he said, blinking in surprise. “I thought they were sending—” He hesitated, then gave a small, almost relieved smile. “Never mind. Come in.”

I stepped inside, my hands clasped in front of me, head bowed slightly, doing my best to avoid eye contact. I couldn’t risk him realizing something was off. I just had to get through this without speaking much.

“I don’t think I’ve seen you before,” he said, closing the door behind me. “New to the company?”

I nodded quickly, forcing a shy smile. Then, remembering my plan, I tilted my head and shrugged, like I didn’t really understand what he was saying.

“Oh,” he said again. “Don’t speak much English?”

I shook my head.

“Well,” he said, clapping his hands together, “the usual routine, I guess. Just let me know if you need anything. The other girl would use my vacuum—it’s just in the closet at the end of the hallway if you want to use it.”

I gave a small, cute little curtsy—instinctively before I even realized what I was doing—and scurried off to start cleaning.

The house was pretty much spotless already. Some people did that; they get stressed out about someone seeing their mess (even a cleaner) so they spend hours cleaning before the cleaners arrive. I didn’t know why he even needed a cleaner, but I wasn’t about to complain. I dusted, wiped down surfaces, and made a show of looking busy. But every time I turned, I could feel his eyes on me: watching…

My hands trembled as I reached up to wipe the top of a bookshelf, my skirt lifting slightly in the process. I was sure that he could see my ass. He was looking too; I didn’t have to look back to know it. A hot wave of embarrassment crashed over me.

What the hell was I doing?

I caught my reflection in a hallway mirror. My skirt swished with every movement, my stockings hugged my legs, my lips were soft and pink. I looked… adorable.

I swallowed hard and quickly turned away. I needed to focus.

I finished up as quickly as possible, practically holding my breath when I went back to him for payment. He pulled out his wallet, handed me the cash, and paused. I tensed.

“You girls always do such a good job,” he said, a small smile playing at his lips.

I nodded, curtsied again, and moved swiftly for the door, feeling his gaze exploring my ass as I walked.

Once I was outside, I let out a shaky breath. My entire body was trembling. He hadn’t figured it out. My secret was safe…

And best of all: he had tipped me eighty bucks. That wasn’t a small tip; it was a whopping 60% tip. I couldn’t help but wonder if it had something to do with the outfit.

My phone buzzed. I answered. “I’m a realtor and have a showing in four hours,” he said. “Just got the keys to the house, and it’s a mess. I’m wondering if you have someone who can do a rush job over here.”

“Totally,” I said, perking up. “I’ll have a girl over in fifteen minutes.”

“You’re the best.” He gave me the details, and I took off.

He was a younger man in a crisp suit. He was tense—and he was right: the house was a dump. “There’s no way you’ll get it looking like a show home,” he said to me. “But do all you can before this showing—please, for the love of God.”

I looked into his eyes and smiled, and then something weird happened: he blushed. It wasn’t just some speculative little blush; it was a full body reaction to my smile; his cheeks turned suddenly red and his eyes widened. His body tensed up and he suddenly got really, really weird. At first, I thought he was realizing that I was a dude… but then I realized that I’d made him flustered like some sort of fourteen year old boy talking to a girl for the first time.

I got to work, and he lingered around, talking nervously with a completely new demeanour. I kept saying, “No English, sorry,” in my fake accent with my soft, girly voice. “Oh, right,” he would laugh, but then a minute later he would be nervously clambering on again.

“You really don’t understand me, do you?” he said after a couple of hours.

I stared at him blankly, fully committed to that character.

“So you don’t understand me when I say that you’re the hottest piece of ass I’ve ever seen and I want to fuck your brains out?” He said it with a slight nervousness, as if he wasn’t fully convinced that I didn’t understand him. I had to work hard not to crack. I bit hard on my tongue and just stared at him. He blushed. “I want to eat your beautiful pussy out so badly. I want to bury my face between your thick thighs and just… live there.”

I was in shock. He was a total pervert… He was just letting his obtrusive thoughts spill out carelessly. He really believed that I couldn’t understand a word.

I shrugged my shoulders and he smiled. And for the next hour, he kept saying filthy things. He kept telling me about every position he wanted to bend me in. He kept telling me how badly he wanted me to suck his cock. He kept telling me how hard he was. It was hard not to look down at his crotch when he said it; that would have given me up.

“God, I just want to make you my wife,” he said at one point, taking me even more by surprise.

I wanted to get out of there so badly. Finally, he got a call letting him know that his client was on the way—so it was my cue to leave.

He took out his wallet, and then he paid me. He paid me well. He paid me really well. Then, he looked into my eyes and said, “If you dropped down to your knees and sucked my cock right now, I would give you a thousand dollars.” He assumed I was just hearing ‘blah, blah, blah, blah, blah.’

I smiled and nodded my head, and then I turned to leave, heart racing. I was thrilled to be out of there. I couldn’t stand another minute of his comments.

As soon as I was at the garage, I stuffed the outfit into a cupboard. Hearing the man’s sexually aggressive remarks playing back in my head… I didn’t want to do that again. I didn’t want to suffer through that again.
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Iwoke up determined to put all that nonsense behind me.

I had let my desperation get the best of me, but I wasn’t about to make that mistake again. I was a businessman. A man. And I wasn’t going to humiliate myself like that again.

I had to keep reminding myself: it was just market research.

So if it was market research, why was I ignoring the results? I made a lot of extra cash in tips…

No—I wasn’t doing that again. Enough was enough.

For the next three days, I showed up to my jobs as myself—just Anthony, in my regular cleaning gear. Black work pants, polo, dress shoes—nothing special. And I worked hard.

I scrubbed bathrooms until my fingers ached, vacuumed floors with mechanical precision, wiped down counters until they gleamed. I figured that if I did a damn good job, maybe people would start tipping me the way they did when I was in a skirt and frilly petticoat.

But the tips never came.

House after house, I’d finish up, present my work, collect my payment… and nothing. Just a nod, a “Thanks,” and the door shutting behind me. It didn’t take long for the truth to sink in: people were tipping the girls, not the work. And now that I was just another guy doing a cleaning job? They didn’t see any reason to be generous.

It hit me hard. My father had never been selling cleaning; he was renting out eye-candy, mostly to men. Sure, there were the occasional people who really did want a cleaning… but really, my father knew that people just wanted to be around pretty girls.

It was on the third day, after wrapping up a gruelling five-hour deep clean for a family that had clearly never heard of decluttering, that I got a text from the mechanic that the company had used for nearly twenty years.

“Your van’s ready. Total is $1,230.54. Pick up anytime.”

I stared at my phone, stomach sinking. The van. I had completely forgotten about that damn van. It had been in the shop for weeks now, since before my dad’s retirement, waiting on a part that had finally come in. And now that it was ready, I needed to pay for it.

Except I didn’t have that kind of money. Not even close. Every extra dollar I’d made, I’d funnelled into ads, trying to replace the business that I lost to those girls.

I did a quick mental tally of my accounts, but I already knew the answer. After losing most of my clients, paying the lease on the garage, and covering business expenses, I was barely scraping by. A thousand-dollar repair bill? That was impossible. I could try putting it on my credit card, but with all the other charges stacking up, I wasn’t sure my limit could take it. I didn’t want to get a call from the bank.

I needed cash. Fast.

I drove back to the garage, gripping the steering wheel so tight my knuckles ached. Maybe I could pick up more jobs. Maybe I could find some way to cut costs. Maybe⁠—

Who was I kidding? I knew exactly what would get me cash fast. I had the proof sitting right there in my transaction history. A hundred-dollar tip from the sorority house… and then a couple hundred more from those men. The tips from those three jobs alone could cover a quarter of that mechanic bill…

And not because of my cleaning.

Because of the uniform.

I turned off the engine and sat in silence, staring at the darkened garage through the windshield. I couldn’t do it again. I wouldn’t. It was humiliating, degrading. It wasn’t me.

But if I lost that company, after my father and grandfather had sunk decades of their lives into it… I couldn’t bring shame onto the family like that.

“Just until you find a worker…” I whispered. And on that note, I went on my phone and edited my job listings. I upped the pay from minimum wage to $20 per hour. I groaned, hating the idea of losing that extra cash… but I needed someone who could take over the cleaning so I could focus on growing the business.

Slowly, I stepped out of the van and walked toward the storage room. My heart pounded in my ears as I reached for the box, the one filled with the old uniforms. My fingers hesitated at the lid. This was just a temporary solution, I told myself. Just until I had enough cash to get things back on track.

I lifted the lid and ran my fingers over the soft, frilly fabric inside. A lump formed in my throat.

This was crazy.

This was humiliating.

But this was business.
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For what it was worth… I was getting better at getting into that ‘character’. I guess desperation can do that to some people—forcing them to acquire some skill out of necessity, like when an immigrant it able to learn an entirely new language in a matter of months, speaking it better than people who have spent years taking classes to learn the same language…

Each morning, I would wake up, drink my coffee, and tell myself that today would be the last time. That today was just another job, another tip, another chance to scrape together the money I needed to keep my business alive. But by the time I was standing in front of the mirror, tucking my hair under the wig and smoothing my skirt, those thoughts faded into the background.

What had once taken me an hour of fumbling and frustration now took only thirty minutes. I learned how to fasten my stockings without them slipping down. I figured out that a little bit of the right shade of lip gloss made my lips look fuller, and how dabbing just a hint of pink blush on my cheeks softened my face. I even started curling the ends of my wig, adding soft waves to make it look more natural.

And the men noticed.

“They didn’t say they were sending over a supermodel,” one client said, watching me with an amused smirk as I dusted the mantle in his living room.

“Damn. Please tell me you’re single,” another remarked, his gaze lingering a little too long on my body. He said it with a joking tone, but the redness on his cheeks made me think it wasn’t entirely a joke.

The attention made my skin crawl at first. It was humiliating—having men look at me like that. But at the same time… there was something satisfying about the validation—like every little compliment made me realize all of the work I spent dolling myself up wasn’t for nothing. The tips were rolling in. A twenty here, a fifty there. Some of them even left crisp hundred-dollar bills, folded neatly inside envelopes with little notes that read, “Great job today, beautiful,” or they would slip in their phone numbers, as if they thought they were going to win a date with some chick who didn’t speak a lick of English.

They had never left me tips like that when I had shown up as myself. Never.

And with each passing day, I started noticing something else: I didn’t entirely hate it.

There was a strange sort of thrill in the deception, in the way they looked at me and didn’t see Anthony.. They saw something else—someone else: a cute, precious little princess that deserved to have money thrown at her.

And I found myself getting better at being in character: batting my lashes when they handed me money, making my lips pout ever-so-slightly when looking into the eyes of those male clients. I actually found it shockingly easy to make the blush, and blushing cheeks always meant better tips.

I didn’t even have to talk. My mere feminine existence was enough to excite them, to put ideas into their heads.

And more than a few of them would say things to me, like that one guy. They would tell me their dirty fantasies, thinking I couldn’t understand a word. They would tell me all of the filthy things they wanted to do to my body, all of the things they wanted me to do with my mouth.

And they would compliment me. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” they would say to my face, thinking their words were only falling upon their own ears.

At night, after the jobs were done and I had scrubbed away the makeup, I told myself that it was all just part of the act, that I was only playing a role, doing what needed to be done. But then I would catch myself staring at my reflection, at the smoothness of my legs, the delicate shape of my face under the soft glow of the bathroom light.

And then… I started to wonder.

I thought about other clothes. I saw women in the streets wearing little dresses, little rompers—adorable little outfits that had so much variation, so many different fabrics and textures and cuts.

What would that feel like? Something softer? Something flowy, maybe—a dress that wasn’t part of a uniform? I told myself that it was just curiosity. That it didn’t mean anything. But the thoughts kept creeping in, uninvited, whispering in the back of my mind whenever I passed by the women’s clothing section in a store or saw an ad for some lingerie shop pop up on my phone.

One night, as I scrolled aimlessly, I found myself on a website selling cutesy little dresses—flared skirts, cinched waists, delicate lace trims. My fingers hovered over the screen, my heart hammering in my chest as I imagined how they might look on me.

I slammed my phone down and turned off the light.

I was only dressing up for business, right? I didn’t actually… want to be a girl…

So why did the thought of being a girl get me so excited? Why couldn’t I stop thinking about it? Why couldn’t I muster up the same dread that weighed me down when I was first faced with the prospect of wearing that frilly outfit?
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Iwas so ashamed of myself the next night when I caved to a creeping curiosity. It was just a moment of excitement: heart racing, mind spinning. I folded to the weird thoughts in my head, and I went ahead and pressed ‘order now’ on a little lingerie outfit. It was a satin slip with lace embellishments.

And because it was on sale, there were no refunds once it shipped—and it had shipped within the hour.

I was annoyed with myself for letting my finger click that ‘order now’ button. I’d been telling myself for weeks that I was just doing what I had to do to further my business goals… but buying that lingerie—there was no excusing that. It had nothing to do with work, no matter how hard I tried to rationalize it in my head.

I kept telling myself that I would take it straight to the trash when it came. Thirty bucks lost—no big deal in the grand scheme of things (though I would have loved to have that money to run more ads). But when it came, it didn’t go to the trash. Excitement swelled up in my chest. My skin tingled all over. A grin crept onto my face—and an embarrassing little giggle escaped my lips.

I wanted to try it on… so I tried it on.

My heart raced. It fit me well… too well.

The fabric was so soft, like water against my skin.

A minute later, I was rock-hard. My erection was throbbing, and it wouldn’t go away. And my God, the way that satin felt against my throbbing shaft was so amazing. I reached down and rubbed myself, rubbing that satin slip against my cock.

Then, I started leaking. I can’t say I’d ever ‘leaked’ before, but that arousal was so intense, so overpowering. Every time my cock throbbed, a small bead of what looked like cum dripped out. “Oh God,” I groaned.

I was so embarrassed with myself—but the embarrassment didn’t stop what happened next.

I checked my bank balance, and then I found myself on a few different websites. I found myself ordering more. I spent a few hundreds dollars—almost all of the profit I’d made over the past few weeks, humiliating myself as a girl in the homes of strangers.

I built up an entire wardrobe of on-sale items, including panties and bras and little silicone bra inserts to give me a realistic bust. I was so excited… but so ashamed at the same time.

I kept telling myself I would return what I could, and sell the rest. Maybe I could break even if I was lucky. But when the stuff came, that’s not what happened. It went on my body. I groaned with satisfaction. And the erection returned. I leaked into the tiny panties. Naughty thoughts started creeping into my brain: thoughts I’d never had before. I imagined myself being ‘taken’ by some client, being pinned down and fucked on a big, soft bed.

I imagined myself on my knees in that little maid costume, sucking the veiny shaft of a well-endowed man. A thought like that would have repulsed me a few weeks earlier. But now, that fantasy just made me even harder—so hard that my shaft almost hurt, feeling like it was being stretched bigger than it was meant to go. Cum leaked out of me. For some reason, I just wanted to stick something phallic into my ass, as if that was the cure to these feelings.

Why though? Why was that the urge that came to me?

And why was I frantically digging through drawers to find something that would work.

I found what I needed in the fridge: a long English cucumber. I had condoms. I put one on, rolling it down slowly. I used some coconut oil in lieu of lubricant. Then, rolling onto my back and spreading my legs wide, I pushed that cucumber into myself.

I slid it in and out while I leaked, and I didn’t stop until there was nothing left to leak out. A huge puddle of cum was on my soft tummy. My heart was still racing.

Reality came rushing back to me. I realized what I’d done… and what it meant. No, no—it couldn’t mean that… I was a guy who liked girls—not the other way around…

So why couldn’t I banish these fantasies from my mind?

Why was I looking forward to my next job?

I went to my office and peered at my calendar. I had two jobs in the morning. I caught myself grinning, seeing that the names of the clients were male names.

I tried so hard to banish those obtrusive thoughts… but they kept sneaking in, keeping me awake—and making me grin like a kid excited for Christmas. What the hell was wrong with me?

I should have fought those urges. I should have just gone to those jobs as myself, even if it meant less of a tip… but that’s not what I did—not at all. In fact… I hiked that skirt up a little bit higher (and the petticoat too). I found a smaller top in the garage, which left even less to the imagination. I found some perfume and sprayed myself. I went extra sensual with the eyeliner, drawing long cat-eye lines before brushing on plenty of mascara to make my lashes extra full and luscious.

And then I showed up to that first job site, blushing and batting my lashes, already feeling so satisfied the moment the client’s gaze fell upon me. And this time, I even decided to unleash the voice I’d been practising. “Full house clean?” I said, faking a tiny bit of some obscure accent—maybe Russian or Portuguese, or maybe just something totally alien... I’m no accent expert.

“Y—Yeah,” he said turning red. And why was his blushing so satisfying? Why did his ogling eyes make me feel so… good? Why did I feel like skipping around his house? Why did I keep humming cutely as I worked? Why was I bending over a little bit extra when I knew that he was looking, trying to make sure he could see my tiny panties and freshly-shaved bum?

At one point I looked over and saw that his pants were tight. He awkwardly tried to hide behind his desk when I turned my gaze on him, but I saw that bulge. I knew that he was fantasizing about me.

His tip proved it: $120 on a $150 job. “Aw, thank you so much,” I said, batting those long lashes and making him tremble.

I did it again at the next job, earning another $100 tip.

Both men signed up for our weekly clean program. My client list was growing fast.

By the end of the week, I had another six people signed up for weekly cleans—almost more than I could handle alone, and I had only been at this for a few weeks.

I felt so energized. Those girls hadn’t won. They didn’t take me down like they thought they were going to.

On that Friday evening, after cleaning three houses, I returned to the shop and found that someone had finally replied to one of my job postings: a twenty-year-old girl named Alyssa. “I’ve never cleaned professionally, but I would love to have the opportunity to learn and grow with your company,” she wrote. I looked her up online and saw that she was undoubtedly beautiful, with long brunette hair and adorable freckles. I knew that men would tip her graciously. I knew she would never want to quit making the kind of money that I’d been making over the past couple of weeks as a girl… unless she wanted to go start her own company.

But I hesitated before replying to her. I turned my head and looked at my reflection in the darkened office window. I was still dolled up, still with dark mascara on my eyes.

What would this Alyssa girl think if she came in and saw me getting dolled up each morning? Or would I stop getting dolled up and let her do the cleaning on her own while I looked for more workers to scale up operations? I mean—that had been the original plan, but now…

I bit my tongue. I squirmed in my seat.

I kind of liked the simplicity of what I had going now: a smaller client list that I could manage on my own without having to rely on other people. I didn’t have to worry about people abandoning me and starting their own company. I could sell most of the vans and maybe even sublet part of the garage to some other company to reduce my overhead. I could easily make a super comfortable living keeping things going the way they were going now…

But what about my plans of turning High Elevation Cleaners into a national brand? What about my plans of becoming a billionaire and retiring before the age of forty?

Maybe that was still possible. I could keep finding new cleaners and new clients. I could keep scaling up the company, eventually adding new locations. That was the original plan, after all… but the thought of doing all that just seemed… exhausting. The thought of achieving that epic goal just didn’t bring a smile to my face.

But the thought of going to clean a house in the morning dressed in that cute little maid outfit… that brought a smile to my face.
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Ibarely slept that night. My mind kept spinning in circles, lost between what I thought I wanted and the new thoughts that were creeping into my head.

By morning, I still hadn’t responded to Alyssa’s message. Instead, I found myself going through my usual routine—shaving, smoothing lotion over my legs, applying makeup with the growing ease of muscle memory. The motions were familiar now, automatic… comforting… satisfying.

I slipped into the uniform and checked my reflection. Each time I got dolled up, it felt more natural—but still just as satisfying. Hell—maybe it was even more satisfying now that I was getting even better at it. This wasn’t just something that I was getting out of my system; it was something that was growing inside of me.

I was still staring at my reflection when my phone buzzed.

I was stunned to see the name on the screen: Nora—my ex-employee who tried to ruin my business.

I hesitated before answering.

“Hello?” I kept my voice low and steady.

“Anthony.” She exhaled, like she’d been holding her breath. “Look, I think we need to talk.”

I tensed up. “What’s there to talk about?” I thought about digging into her. I wanted to chew her out for what she’d done to me, but it just didn’t seem worth it; it didn’t seem like it would get me anywhere.

“I know you’re pissed,” she said. “I get it. But… we didn’t do this to spite you. We did it because we thought it was what was best for us.”

Best for them. Right. That meant screwing me over in the process. But I bit my tongue. “And?”

There was more to this conversation. I knew that she was calling for a real reason—and that reason wasn’t to apologize.

“And… maybe this is what’s best for you, too.”

I frowned. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“I mean, come on… You could’ve hired five girls by now and started taking back our clients. Instead, you’re… doing this.”

My stomach twisted. “Doing what?”

“You know what.” Her voice softened. “We all saw the pictures.” Her tone suddenly had a blackmail vibe to it. I could hear her grinning. I knew it; she wasn’t calling to apologize; she was calling to hammer the final nail into the High Elevation coffin.

My blood ran cold. “What pictures?”

“The ones that are getting shared around. One of your clients posted you. The cutest little cleaner in town. I have to agree.” She giggled. “I almost didn’t believe it, but then I looked closer. And… it’s you, isn’t it? You look cute. I’ll give it to you: you look very cute in that little skirt, Anthony.”

I swallowed hard.

“What are you doing?” she asked. “Just how desperate are you?”

I opened my mouth to argue: to accuse her of being mistaken, or maybe to tell her I was just doing what I had to do to keep my business alive—and then I would beg her to keep her mouth shut about it. Hadn’t she done enough to ruin me? She had her big list of clients—why did she need to ruin me?

But the words didn’t come to my lips…

I just waited to hear her toxic blackmail.

“I called because we were going to make you an offer,” Nora continued. “You can’t run that business alone. You know it, I know it. If you want, you can merge with us. You keep some of your clients. You clean for us—even if you want to wear that slutty little outfit—and you don’t have to worry about running that failing business into the ground.” She giggled. “Thirty an hour to start, plus you keep tips. And dressing like that… I’m sure you make good tips.”

My pulse hammered in my ears. Maybe I should have jumped at the offer. It was the safe choice. The logical choice.

But when I thought about walking away from… my freedom. With High Elevation Cleaning, I could do whatever I wanted and be whoever I wanted to be. I didn’t have to answer to anyone. Sure, she was telling me that I could dress however I wanted to now… but once I was her employee, would it stay that way? Would she really be okay with me hiking up my skirt and swaying my bum in front of clients? I’d seen their latest branding; I’d seen their baby-blue scrub outfits.

I knew why she was really calling… High Elevation was rising up from the dead. They knocked me down, but I was getting back up, and they were scared. My client list was quickly growing, and now I had this Alyssa girl ready to enlist; I could double my current client intake with Alyssa…

“I’ll think about it,” I said, and hung up.

But I already knew my answer.

I spent the rest of the day lost in thought. I knew that Nora wasn’t going to just take no for an answer without a bit more toxicity. She was going to take those photos that were apparently going around and she was going to weaponize them. She would probably send them to my friends and family members. Maybe she was going to tell my clients that they were all ogling a man.

She would try to ruin me to further her own business…

But maybe I didn’t care. I had other things to worry about—like how to run that business perfectly, how to make sure my future employees were happy and taken care of so they wouldn’t become bitter and jaded like Nora.

My dad might be embarrassed to see those pictures, but he would get over it eventually. I couldn’t spent my life worrying about how other people perceive me—even my own parents.

My life was my own business—not Nora’s, not my father’s. My dad gave me that business so that I could make it my own. I was going to make it my own. Maybe that meant turning it into a national brand, or maybe that meant keeping it small and intimate.

I didn’t have that much figured out yet. I was going to play it one step at a time.

That night, I opened my laptop and stared at Alyssa’s message.

Was I worried about Alyssa seeing me transform into a woman? Maybe a little. But deep down… I didn’t care. She was a stranger—and she wanted a job. If me dressing up weirded her out, she could quit and not make the money. More likely than not, she wouldn’t care. “Can you come in tomorrow for an interview?” I messaged her.

And in that interview, I dressed up. No, I wasn’t wearing that slutty maid costume—I wore something more appropriate for the occasion: a knee-length dress, cute heels, and a thin black choker. Alyssa complimented the dress. She looked genuinely surprised when I said, “Do you care that I’m not really a woman?”

“You’re not?”

I shook my head. Maybe she was just being polite… it was an interview, after all, and I was her potential future boss.

“Um, no, I don’t care. Should I care?” she said.

I smiled. She started working the next Monday—and she learned fast. By her fourth day, she was working jobs solo. And three weeks later, I had a new applicant: a girl named Fae—also quite pretty. I hired her after a short interview. More people signed up for our weekly cleaning service, and some signed up for the monthly service.

And yes, I put all of the old services back on the service list. I upped the girls’ wages back to what my father had been paying them. It ate into profits, of course, but the girls were happy, and happy meant loyal.

As for Nora and her little company: it didn’t last long. One of the girls was caught stealing jewelry. Nora ended up trying to ‘expose’ me, but the community rallied around me and she ended up with a pretty nasty reputation as a transphobe. I guess her blackmail scheme really backfired on her.

And I still went out and did a few jobs each week on my own—mostly as an excuse to get flirty with clients, and to strut around in that cute outfit.

THE END


DESPERATE BOY
TURNED INTO A GIRL TO GET A JOB



DESPERATE BOY


Jake, a struggling recent graduate, is desperate for a summer job. He finds himself at a crossroads when he's turned down for a position at a local vineyard—because the vineyard only hires women.

Seeing an opportunity, Jake transforms into Jamie, embracing his feminine side to land the job.
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Idesperately needed a summer job to make ends meet. Unlike my friends, who still received allowance from their parents, I couldn't rely on such luxuries. Asking my mom for money was out of the question; she'd just sigh and remind me that I was an adult now. The last time I received pocket money, I was eight, and it was a mere dollar a week. Meanwhile, my friends were flashing their hundreds, planning their trips to Puerto Vallarta, Mexico. I had dropped off applications everywhere, but the phone hadn't rung once. Summer was slipping away, and with it, my chances of joining my friends or even affording my fall semester textbooks.

Why is this so hard? I thought as I stared at my bare walls, void of any posters or decorations. My room was sparse, a reflection of my empty wallet. I need to find something, anything. I blamed the tech industry for our small town's struggles. For years, we thrived on tech money, but now that green energy was taking over, jobs were scarce. Even experienced programmers were applying for minimum-wage jobs. How was I, a recent high school graduate, supposed to compete with that?

I paced around my room, trying to calm my racing thoughts. Maybe I should just suck it up and ask Mom for help, I considered. But no, I can't do that. I need to prove to her—and to myself—that I can make it on my own.

My friends scoffed at my situation. "Why don't you try landscaping?" they'd say, lounging at home, glued to their gaming consoles and adult content. I tried, but everyone was either too broke to afford it or already had services lined up. Maybe I should just move to the city, I thought. *There have to be more opportunities there.* But the idea of leaving my small town, my friends, and my family was daunting.

No, I needed to make this work here.

With five weeks left of summer and no job prospects, I was losing hope. How would I afford tuition? I'd have to take a gap year, beg for change, and hope it was enough to get me through. And dating? Forget about it. Who wants to date a broke, unemployed guy? I'm a failure before I even start, I told myself, feeling the weight of my circumstances crushing down on me.

"My dad always said, 'The world always needs grave diggers,'" my aunt reminded me when I complained about my situation. I wasn't laughing. I'd have taken any job, but there was nothing. Maybe I should just give up and become a grave digger, I thought with a dark chuckle. At least I'd be guaranteed work.

Then, one morning, as I was wallowing in self-pity, I received a voicemail. It was for a job at a local vineyard, about twenty minutes from the city. I was nervous but excited. If I got this job, I could save enough for my trip and tuition. It was a long shot, but it was something. This could be it, I thought, my heart pounding with a mix of hope and anxiety.

I can't mess this up.

The commute was killer. I had to take two buses and then bike for nearly an hour. By the time I reached the vineyard, I was soaked in sweat. The heat was unbearable, but I pushed through, hoping this would be worth it. The job posting promised $25 an hour, full-time, under the table. It seemed too good to be true. What if this is a scam? I wondered as I approached the main building. What if I'm walking into a trap? But I shook off my doubts and took a deep breath, steeling myself for whatever was to come.

As I approached the main building, a muscular man with a thick beard and tattoos up his arms stepped out. "Who are you?" he barked, his voice as rough as his appearance. I jumped, startled by his sudden appearance.

"I'm here for the vineyard job interview," I replied, trying to hide my nervousness. My voice cracked, betraying my anxiety. Come on, Jake, you can do this, I told myself, clenching my fists to stop them from shaking.

He looked me up and down, confused. "You must have the wrong place, kid. We aren't hiring." My heart sank like a stone in my chest. No, no, no. This can't be happening. "Are you sure? This is Sunrise Vineyard, right?" I asked, pulling out my phone to check the address, but there was no service. Great, just great. I felt tears welling up in my eyes, but I blinked them back, refusing to cry in front of this stranger.

He turned back to me, still looking confused. "It is, but we aren't looking for any help right now." I felt a wave of despair wash over me. This is it. This is the end of the road.

I pulled out my resume, determined to at least explain my situation. "I'm Jake Miller. I was supposed to have an interview today."

He took the resume, scanned it, and then looked back at me, surprised. "Jake? I was expecting a woman. The job posting must have gotten mixed up."

Relief washed over me. The job was real, and I had the right address. But then he continued, "We aren't hiring men. Our customers, mostly women, feel more comfortable around female staff. And some of our horses are skittish around men."

“Horses?” I said.

“We still use horses to pull the carts. Adds a certain charm that you just don’t get from tractors and side-by-sides.”

I was taken aback. "What? But I can do the work. I'm strong enough."

"I'm sorry, kid. Here, take this for your trouble," he said, handing me a $50 bill. I took the money, feeling a mix of embarrassment and gratitude. It wasn't much, but it was something. At least I didn't come here for nothing, I thought, trying to find the silver lining in this cloud of disappointment.

As I biked back, the uphill ride feeling even more daunting than before, I couldn't help but feel a sense of defeat. What am I going to do now? I wondered, my mind racing with worries about my future. How am I going to afford tuition? How am I going to make it on my own? But I pushed on, determined to find another way. I can't give up. I won't give up. With each push of the pedal, I felt a spark of determination ignite within me.

I'll find a way.

I have to.
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Ichecked my pockets for bus fare on the way home, but all I found was my resume and the fifty-dollar bill from the vineyard owner. "Damn," I muttered as the bus approached. The driver looked at me, shook his head, and drove away without stopping. I was stranded, facing another hour of biking through the city in the scorching heat. This is just my luck, I thought, feeling the sweat drip down my back. First, I don't get the job, and now I'm stuck walking home in this heat.

I didn't make it far before exhaustion set in. My legs felt like lead, and my breath came in ragged gasps. I pushed my bike off the road and looked for a store to buy a cold drink. A small convenience store caught my eye, and I made my way inside, eager to quench my thirst.

I grabbed a bottle of water from the cooler, but when I handed the owner the fifty-dollar bill, he shook his head. "Sorry, kid. I don't have change for that." Feeling defeated, I stepped back out into the heat, my thirst unquenched. Great, just great, I thought, wiping the sweat from my brow.

What was I going to do now?

Most shops were closed, victims of the economic downturn. I walked past boarded-up windows and "For Lease" signs, a stark reminder of the struggling town I lived in. But down the street, a salon was open, a beacon of hope in the desert of closed businesses. Desperate, I walked in, the cool air conditioning a welcome relief from the blazing heat outside.

A vending machine stood nearby, filled with snacks and drinks. "Can I help you?" the stylist asked, looking up from her magazine. She was a middle-aged woman with a kind face and a friendly smile.

"I'm dying of thirst. Can you make change for this fifty so I can use the vending machine?" I asked, hoping she could help me out.

She smiled and pulled out a cold bottle of water from under the counter. "Here you go," she said. "On the house. You look like you've had a rough day."

I downed the water, spilling some on myself in my haste. The stylist laughed. "You must be having a bad day," she said, handing me a tissue to wipe my face.

"I am, but this helped," I replied, feeling a little more human after quenching my thirst. "Thank you so much."

She gestured to the wigs displayed around the salon. "We're going out of business, so everything is on sale. If you're looking for a quick change, we've got plenty of options." She laughed, as if she knew that the offer was ridiculous. What young man wants to buy a wig? I almost laughed at the offer, and then something hit me: an idea that manifested out of nothingness.

I looked around, taking in the array of wigs, from sleek and sophisticated to wild and wavy. My eyes landed on a long, wavy brunette wig labeled 'Country Girl.' It was fifty dollars, originally eight hundred.

I suddenly considered the idea of disguising myself as a woman to apply for the job again. I already have a slender build, I thought, looking down at my body. With the right clothes and makeup, I might just pass as a woman…

It was totally insane… but right now, I needed some sort of crazy idea to save me from my desperation. Maybe this was it. Maybe I could pull it off. And worse case scenario, I could sell the wig, right? I mean, it was supposedly worth hundreds of dollars new… I could just keep the bag…

"Do you like that wig?" the stylist asked, noticing my interest.

“My, uh, sister has this condition where her hair falls out,” I lied.

She took it down for me. “Real human hair,” she said.

I felt it. It felt so soft. My heart raced. Was I really going to do this? “I have fifty on me—that’s it. So if there are taxes, I can’t do it.”

“I’ll take the fifty,” she said, and then she took it from my fingers. Suddenly, I was the owner of a very high-end wig.

I left the salon and headed to a thrift store, where I bought a few women's blouses, a cheap makeup kit, and a pair of women's work boots that fit surprisingly well (okay, so I had some more money, but not much). This is it, I thought as I walked home, my arms laden with bags. This is my chance to get that job.

At home, I tried on the wig and a blouse. My old jeans were too baggy, so I cut them into shorts, trying to emulate the style I'd seen online. I need to make this look convincing, I thought, critiquing my appearance in the mirror. Every detail counts.

My chest was still too flat. I searched my basement and found a solution: a pair of old, deflated exercise balls. I cut them open and stuffed the material into a bra, creating a convincing bust. I shaved my legs and applied makeup, following tutorials I found online. The transformation was astonishing; I barely recognized myself. This is incredible, I thought, turning side to side in the mirror. I actually looked like a woman.

I actually looked like a woman.

And no, my mind wasn’t just playing tricks on me. I must have spent an hour in front of that mirror, scrutinizing every little detail. I actually looked like a chick. And I suppose I shouldn’t have been too surprised; I was bullied in school for being so small, and I had been mistaken for a girl a few times from behind—or when answering the phone.

Still, I practiced a feminine voice, recording and playing back my attempts until I sounded convincing. This is the hardest part, I thought, trying to get the pitch and tone just right. I needed to sound natural, not like I was trying too hard.

The whole time, I was tense, knowing my father could walk in at any moment—and how would I explain any of this?

Then, I created a fake resume under the name Jamie Hart and sent it to Sunrise Vineyard.

Only an hour later, the phone rang. "Is this Jamie Hart?" the familiar voice asked.

"This is she," I replied, putting on my best feminine voice. Here goes nothing, I thought, my heart pounding in my chest. "How can I help you?"

"Would you be interested in coming in for an interview tomorrow morning?" he asked.

I hesitated, then responded, "Absolutely." I had a second chance, and I wasn't going to blow it. This was my opportunity to turn my life around. A sense of determination washed over me.

I can do this. I will do this.
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The next morning, I left my bike a few blocks away from the vineyard, not wanting to risk being recognized. This job was my last chance, and I couldn't afford any mistakes. I walked down the long driveway, putting on a big smile as I approached Tom, who was working under a car. "Morning!" I called out, waving enthusiastically. "You must be Tom. I'm Jamie, here for the interview."

I had fully embraced my feminine persona, complete with a slight Southern drawl, which I thought was cute enough, and an outgoing personality. It was a surprise to me, but it seemed to come naturally. I think I was just so nervous that it made me extra chatty. Just act natural, I told myself. Be friendly and enthusiastic. You can do this.

Tom stood up, wiping his hands on a rag. "Well, Jamie, you're certainly full of energy. That's a good quality—and one that I’m looking for in a solid candidate.”

I followed him into the main building, my heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nerves. Stay calm, I reminded myself. Remember your rehearsed answers and just be yourself. The building was cool and dim, a relief from the morning sun. I took a deep breath, trying to steady my racing heart.

"So, Jamie, tell me about yourself," Tom said, gesturing for me to sit down on a worn-out couch. I sat, crossing my legs and trying to look relaxed.

I took a deep breath and launched into my rehearsed response. "Well, Tom, I've always been passionate about agriculture and whatnot. I'm a quick learner and a hard worker. I need this job to save for my studies, so I'm more than eager to put in the effort."

Tom listened intently, his eyes never leaving mine. He nodded along, encouraging me to continue. "That's what I like to hear. Now, let me tell you about the job. Sunrise Vineyard is a busy place, and there's always something to do. You'll be responsible for a variety of tasks, including tending to the vines, caring for the animals—we have a number of work horses here—and assisting with sales. Think you can handle that?"

I nodded enthusiastically. "I'm up for the challenge, Tom. I'm not afraid of hard work, and I'm eager to learn. I want to make sure I'm pulling my weight here." I was a bit surprised that he didn’t recognize me. Just twenty-four hours, he had been staring into my eyes. Now, I was there again, wearing a disguise, which wasn’t really much of a disguise: a wig and a bit of makeup. But apparently it was enough. He was totally oblivious.

He smiled, seeming pleased with my response. "How about tomorrow morning? The day starts early here, so be prepared."

I stood up, extending my hand to shake his. "You won't be disappointed, Tom. Thank you for this opportunity. I promise I won't let you down."

As I left the vineyard, I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment. I had done it; I had secured the job. I walked with a newfound confidence, drawing attention from passersby. I loved the feeling of being admired, of turning heads. It was a rush, and I couldn't get enough of it. This is amazing, I thought, feeling a flush of excitement. I can't believe how well that went.

I decided to take a detour to the park, tying my bike to a fence and taking a leisurely stroll. Every man I passed smiled or complimented me, and I lapped it up, feeling sexy and desirable. I could get used to this, I thought, enjoying the attention. I found a sunny spot by the river and lay down, soaking in the attention and enjoying my small victory.

I did it. I actually did it.

Later that evening, as I walked home, I couldn't help but feel a sense of gratitude towards that stylist for giving me this chance. It almost seemed like fate: her closing sale, and her shop being the only place willing to offer me a drink of water. Some divine intervention made this happen—so I couldn’t blow it.

With a spring in my step, I headed home, already looking forward to my first day on the job. This is just the beginning, I thought, a sense of excitement and anticipation building within me.

Of course… I was terrified about the idea of dressing up like a girl every day. I would have to keep this hidden from my dad somehow. And for the rest of that summer, people would be seeing me all dressed up. Is that something I could handle?
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Ihad to bike all the way to the vineyard for my 6:00 AM start time, as the buses didn't run that early. The ride was peaceful, and I arrived fifteen minutes early. Tom wasn't there, but he had left a note instructing me to start feeding and watering the horses and there were instructions on how to identify bad grapes. “If I’m not back yet, start plucking the bad ones.” I got to work immediately, eager to make a good impression. This was my chance to show Tom that I was reliable and hardworking.

I rushed to complete my tasks.

The vineyard was quiet and cool at that hour, and I found I didn't mind the early start. There was something peaceful about being the first one up, watching the sun rise as I took care of the horses. It took a while to find everything and figure out how it all worked—but for the most part, everything was self explanatory. Then, I got to the easy job of pruning out bad grapes… at least I thought it would be the easy job.

It was harder than it looked. It took two hours to finish a single row—and there were dozens and dozens of rows.

Finally, around noon, Tom showed up. He drove a nice car. It must have been worth at least $100,000.

"You've done a great job, Jamie," Tom said, checking his watch. "If you're up for it, you can help out at the bar today. The bartender called in sick and I could use the extra help."

I agreed, eager to make more money (working the bar meant tips) and prove myself further. Tom showed me the little bar where mostly old ladies went to drink after going on their little tours. It was a small area, but cute, open to the outside with a few tables and chairs scattered about. I sat in a comfortable chair, feeling the sun warm my skin as I waited for customers. This is nice, I thought, taking a deep breath and enjoying the moment. I could get used to this. It was definitely a lot easier than the manual labour of feeding horses and plucking bad grapes.

After about an hour, a dusty truck pulled up, and an older man with a thick moustache and a cowboy hat stepped out. "Well, howdy there, little miss," he drawled, tipping his hat. "What do you have on special today?"

I stood up and greeted him with a smile, trying to channel the confidence I felt when I was in my feminine persona. "We, uh… have a variety of reds—but the Tidal Bay is always popular. Nothing on special, I don’t think. Would you like to see our selection?"

He nodded, and I showed him the products, explaining what I knew about them—which, honestly, wasn’t a whole lot. I felt a bit out of my depth, but I did my best to sound knowledgeable. He seemed impressed and asked to buy a whole crate of wine.

“A whole crate?” I said, surprised. “That's a lot of wine.”

“I like to buy in bulk,” he grinned. “Cousin’s getting married next weekend. I expect it won’t take long for the guests to finish all of this off.”

I was stunned, but I went ahead and rang in the sale, my heart pounding with excitement and nervousness. This is a big sale, I thought, trying to keep my voice steady. I hope I can pull this off.

"That'll be six hundred dollars," I said, trying to act nonchalant. "Would you like me to help you load them into your truck?"

He agreed, and as we loaded the wine, he mentioned that he might know a friend who could be interested in buying more in bulk. “He’s got a bar that moves a lot of wine,” he said, his eyes lingering on me. “But the deal would have to be right.”

I felt a flush of excitement and nervousness. This was an opportunity to show the vineyard that I was valuable, but I was also stepping out of my comfort zone. I can do this, I told myself, taking a deep breath. I can make this deal work.

"What kind of deal are you looking for?" I asked, trying to sound confident.

He looked over at the crates of wine that were stacked in the corner, probably a thousand dollars in total. He leaned in closer, his voice low. "How about I give you seven hundred for the lot, and we call it a day?"

I hesitated, my heart racing. Seven hundred? That was a good deal, but could I really make this decision? I thought about the potential extra money this could bring in, but also the risk of making a deal without authorization.

“I don’t think I can make a deal like that,” I said, feeling a pang of regret as he turned towards the exit.

“Then I might go somewhere else,” he said, his voice firm.

I perked up, not wanting to lose the sale. “Wait. Um… Maybe… Eight? Eight hundred?”

He smiled, and then he agreed. “Deal,” he said, extending his hand.

I shook it, feeling a mix of relief and excitement.

I did it. I made the deal.

I watched as he walked to his truck, my heart still pounding in my chest. Now I just had to figure out how to explain this to Tom.

While he was gone, I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. I had made a deal. Now I had to figure out how to explain this to my boss without admitting that I gave someone a deal without authorization.

When he returned with the cash, I counted it quickly and stuffed it into my pocket, trying to act nonchalant. “Thank you, darling,” he said, his eyes twinkling. “You've been a real help. Not bad to look at either.” He winked, and I felt a blush creep up my cheeks.

“Anytime, sir. Have a great day now,” I replied, trying to keep my cool.

Then, I noticed the hundred-dollar bill he had left on the bar: a tip, surely. But was it mine to keep? I could include it in the total and then my boss wouldn’t be so shocked about the sale… But I wanted to keep that money. In a way, I did earn it… didn’t I?

As he drove away, I couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment. I had made a significant sale and earned a substantial tip. I went to find Tom to give him the money and tell him about the potential for more sales from the guy’s ‘friend’. I was half-expecting Tom to lash out, to be angry that I had made a deal without his authorization.

But Tom was thrilled and gave me a bonus on top of my commission. “You're a natural, girly,” he said, handing me the extra cash. “Keep up the good work.”

I left the vineyard that day with a significant amount of money in my pocket, feeling both proud and slightly uneasy about the encounter with the cowboy. But I pushed those feelings aside, focusing on the fact that I had made a lot of money and proven myself to Tom. I can do this, I thought, a sense of determination washing over me.
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Coming home was more nerve-wracking than leaving. I saw my dad in the window as I approached, and I was still dressed as Jamie. I quickly biked past the house, turning into an alleyway to avoid being seen. My heart pounded as I climbed over the fence and entered my bedroom through the window. This is already getting old, I thought, my hands trembling as I quickly changed out of my female clothes. I needed to figure out a better process.

I hid my clothes and wig under a pile of sweaters in my dresser, taking a moment to catch my breath. I can't keep living like this, I told myself. I need a more permanent solution. After making sure my dad was downstairs, I sprinted to the bathroom to wash off my makeup, my mind racing with thoughts of how to improve my situation.

My dad didn't realize I was home until I entered the kitchen, dressed in my regular clothes and with my face clean. "Hey, Dad," I said, trying to act casual.

He looked up from his newspaper, surprised. "Oh, hi, Jake. I didn't hear you come in."

I had gotten lucky, but I knew I needed a better plan for the future. I can't keep sneaking in and out of the house like a teenager, I thought. I need to be more careful, more discreet. I decided to use a public restroom at a nearby park to get ready for work and to change back before heading home. That way, I could avoid any potential encounters with people who might recognize me.
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At the vineyard the next morning, Tom was nowhere to be found, so I started my daily tasks: trimming dead bits off of vines, raking the rows, removing unsightly grapes, and then cleaning the bar area before opening. I might as well make myself useful, I thought, rolling up my sleeves and getting to work.

Tom showed up a few minutes before opening. He had been caught up at home, and looked a bit flustered as he pulled up—but then relieved when he saw that the morning tasks were all accounted for. "You're a godsend, Jamie," Tom said, impressed with my efficiency. "I have a favor to ask. Would you mind working the bar again today? The bartender is still sick, and you seem to be a natural fit. You don’t mind, do you?”

I agreed, excited about the idea of earning more tips. Tom trusts me, I thought. Tom set me up in that little vineyard bar. The day was slow, with only a few cars passing by, and a few people sitting to eat at the little restaurant, but nobody came to the bar. Oh well—I don't mind the quiet, I thought, reclining in my chair and soaking up the sun. It's peaceful here.
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Later in the afternoon, a truck pulled up, and a younger man with oil-stained clothes stepped out and approached the open-air bar. He had a muscular build, and his arms were covered in tattoos. "Afternoon," he said, tipping an imaginary hat. “You don’t have any beer, do ya?”

I giggled, finding myself blushing slightly. What is wrong with me? I thought, pushing away that weird flustered feeling. I'm not usually like this. “We only sell wine here, unfortunately. It, uh, is a vineyard, after all,” I said, trying to regain my composure.

He looked around, taking in the surroundings. “Well, look at that,” he said. “You might be right. I’m not much of a wine guy… But hell. Give me a glass of whatever you think is good.”

“White or red?” I asked, still blushing for some weird reason. I need to get a grip, I told myself. This is just a customer.

“I said whatever you think is good,” he said with a wink.

So I poured him a glass of white. After all, who wants red on a hot day? I tried to act professional. He drank it fast, like it was a beer. Then he wiped his lips and let out a little burp. “It’s like a sweeter version of Bud Light,” he said, grinning.

I laughed at the dumb joke, feeling more at ease. He's just a regular guy, I thought. Nothing to be nervous about. “I guess I’d take a bottle of it, if you’re selling,” he said.

“We sure are, honey. Just the one bottle?” I asked, trying to upsell.

He agreed, and as I turned to get his wine, I noticed him checking me out. I felt a rush of confidence and flirtatiously touched his arm. "You sure you don't want two bottles? I can give you a deal on two."

He looked me up and down, his eyes lingering on my body. I don’t know what was coming over me, but I felt this weird surge of confidence that I had never felt before. I like this feeling, I thought. I like the way he's looking at me. The way his eyes moved up and down my body… He made me feel so attractive, so valuable.

He blushed, and we bantered back and forth as I sold him two bottles of wine. Flirting came naturally to me as Jamie, and I found it exhilarating to see the effect I had on men. It was a far cry from my usual shy and awkward self. I could get used to this, I thought, enjoying the attention and the power I felt in that moment.

As the day wore on, I sold a few more bottles, and Tom eventually told me to head home. I left the vineyard with another two hundred and fifty dollars in my pocket, feeling proud of myself. I did good today, I thought, a sense of satisfaction washing over me.

On my way home, I stopped at the mall, suddenly eager to explore the women's section. I tried on various outfits, marvelling at the sheer variety and comfort of women's clothing. Oh God, all of the soft satins and delicate lace outfits! I ran my hands over the fabrics. They don’t make men’s clothing like this…

I ended up buying a few new items, including a skirt that was dangerously short. I would have never worn anything like it—but how could I resist? I looked at myself in the mirror.

I looked good.

That night, I booked my trip to Puerto Vallarta, feeling a sense of excitement. I had income now. I could do things like go on trips. I was starting to get a little bit of independence. I didn’t even have to bum any cash off of my dad to make it happen.

As I lay in bed, I weirdly found myself daydreaming about starting college as Jamie. The thought of a fresh start, with new people who wouldn't know my past, was enticing. I could be whoever I want to be, I thought, a sense of possibility washing over me. I could leave all of this behind and start fresh.

I pushed the idea to the back of my mind, telling myself that I was only doing this for the money. But the fantasy was hard to repress, and I couldn't help but feel a growing sense of identity as Jamie. Maybe this is who I'm meant to be, I thought, a sense of peace and acceptance washing over me. Maybe it's time to embrace it.

But the thought was terrifying, so I pushed it away.
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After a few weeks, I had settled into a comfortable routine at the vineyard. My morning and afternoon tasks were second nature, and I had perfected my quick makeup and wig application, taking less than fifteen minutes to transform into Jamie. Tom was impressed with my dedication and gave me a raise, bringing my hourly wage to twenty-five dollars. I was now earning more than my dad, which was just mind-boggling to think about. I'm doing this, I thought, a sense of accomplishment washing over me. I'm providing for myself, and I'm good at my job.

And I didn’t have to dig a single grave.

With only two weeks left until my school semester started, I asked Tom if I could switch to a part-time schedule to accommodate my classes. He agreed without hesitation, saying that there would be less work to do at the vineyard during the fall. This is perfect, I thought, feeling relieved. I can balance school and work, and still have time for myself.

One particularly hot afternoon, Tom asked for my help unloading heavy metal crates from his truck. He said it was a two-person job, and I believed him; the crates were enormous and weighed between fifty and eighty pounds each. As we worked, I couldn't help but notice how strong Tom was. His muscles were rock solid, and his skin was warm and sweaty from the sun. I found myself intentionally brushing against him as we lifted the crates, feeling a strange sensation course through my body. What is this feeling? I wondered, trying to push away the unfamiliar emotions.

"You should take a break," Tom said, noticing my exhaustion. "You look tired."

"I'm okay," I replied, not wanting to stop. I can handle this, I told myself. I don't want to appear weak.

Tom showed me a technique to get a better grip on the crates, and as he demonstrated, he stood behind me, his body pressed against mine. I could feel the slight bulge of his erection against my back, and I was surprised by how much I liked it. This is new, I thought, my heart racing. I've never felt this way before.

And why was he erect? Was he attracted to me? Was he thinking sexual thoughts about me? Did I make him hard?

Did he want to fuck me?

He smelled masculine and intoxicating, a strong mix of sweat and cologne that sent a shiver down my spine. As we continued to unload the crates, Tom's hands lingered on my body, and I could feel his growing arousal. I turned my head to look at him, and he suddenly kissed me. I kissed him back, feeling a surge of desire. I had never been attracted to a man before, but Tom's strength and dominance were incredibly alluring. I want this, I thought, my body responding to his touch.

We stumbled back into the truck, and I pulled off his shirt, eager to explore his sculpted body. I ran my hands over his muscles, feeling his hardness press against me. I reached down and grabbed his cock, already throbbing and growing in my hand. He let out a satisfied groan as I stroked him, his eyes fluttering closed. I have power over him, I realized, a sense of empowerment washing over me. I can make him feel good.

But this wasn’t right…

"I think we should hold off," I said, trying to regain some control. But it was too late. Tom was fully aroused, and his eyes were filled with desire. He started to lift my shirt, ignoring my protests. I tried to squirm away, but he was too strong. This is happening, I thought, a mix of excitement and nervousness coursing through me.

Clarity rushed back to me, and I knew I had to stop this before it went too far. "Tom, seriously," I said, finally letting go of his cock. "You're my boss."

He slipped his hand between my legs, feeling my erection through my pants. He paused, looking down in surprise. "What the hell?" he said, taking a step back.

I felt a wave of embarrassment wash over me. He knows, I thought, my cheeks flushing. He knows I'm not a real woman.

"I can explain," I said, feeling the need to come clean. "I—I’m transitioning. I'm becoming a woman, and as soon as I can afford it, I'm going to have the surgery."

Tom looked conflicted, his face pale. "You're... transitioning?" he asked, clearly shocked.

I felt like a liar for a moment. Then, I started to realize that I wasn’t lying. I was telling him the truth—a truth that I hadn’t even admitted to myself yet. It struck me hard: an intense shock that took a moment to process. Maybe I am trans, I thought, the realization hitting me like a freight train. Maybe I do want to be a girl. Maybe I really don’t want to go back to being a guy.

"I should have told you, Tom. I'm so sorry," I said, feeling a mix of guilt and relief. "I wanted to be normal, but every time the idea of transitioning crept into my mind, I felt a warmth in my heart. It was like I really wanted it, but I didn't want to admit it to myself."

Tom was silent for a moment before speaking, his voice steady despite his obvious discomfort. "Let's just finish unloading the crates," he said, gesturing to the remaining boxes.

We continued our work in silence, the atmosphere between us tense. As we lifted the last few crates, Tom stepped up behind me again, his hands on my hips. He flipped up my skirt and pulled down my panties, pressing his hard cock against my ass. He still wants me, I thought, a sense of desire and confusion swirling within me.

"What are you doing?" I asked, my heart racing.

He didn't respond, just pressed the tip of his cock against my anus and pushed in. I gasped, feeling a mix of unexpected pain and pleasure as he entered me. He started to thrust, his grip on my hips tight and possessive. This feels so good, I realized, my body responding to his movements. I want to keep him inside of me.

"Oh God, that feels so good," I said, my body trembling with pleasure. "Don't stop."

He leaned over me, his breath hot on my ear. "Tell me how much you love my cock, darling," he said between grunts.

"I fucking love your cock," I said, my voice shaking with arousal. "I want your cum in my ass. Come in my asshole, baby."

Tom's thrusts became more urgent, and I could feel his cock swelling inside me. He let out a loud shout as he came, filling me with his hot load. I trembled with the intensity of my own orgasm, my cock pulsing as I came undone. This is incredible, I thought, my body convulsing with pleasure. I've never felt anything like this before.

Tom slipped out of me, and I felt his warm cum trickle down my legs. "You sure fuck like a real lady," he said with a laugh, and from that moment on, he treated me like a woman.

I am a woman, I thought, a sense of acceptance washing over me. I am Jamie, and this is who I am.

I kept my job at the vineyard, even getting another raise when I moved to part-time. Tom's reaction was similar to that of my friends and family—shock, followed by acceptance. Telling my friends was surprisingly easy; they were more concerned with their video games than my life changes. Telling my dad was the hardest, but even he took the news in stride.

"Dad, I want to become a woman," I said, my heart pounding.

He looked at me, his expression unreadable. "Alright, just let me know if you need anything," he said, as if I had told him I was going to the movies. He's taking this better than I thought, I realized, a sense of relief washing over me. Maybe this won't be as hard as I thought.
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I was a few weeks into my first semester when Tom approached me, his cheeks red and his hat held nervously at his waist. "Hey Jamie," he said. "I was wondering if you'd like to go out with me sometime, outside of work. I'll understand if you don't think that's appropriate."

"I'd love to go out with you, Tom," I said, giving him a kiss on the forehead.

It was like a dream come true. My heart swelled with happiness.

I had the man I wanted, the job I wanted, and the life I wanted. Everything was perfect.

I spent weeks in a state of bliss, waiting for the other shoe to drop, but it never did. I had found my true calling in life: working at the vineyard—as Tom's girlfriend. Everything felt right, and I was happier than I had ever been. This is what I was meant for, I thought—and I just knew it was true.

THE END


SISSY GIRLFRIEND
A TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION



SISSY GIRLFRIEND


Bob and Alastair have been best friends and trusted co-workers for years. Bob relies on Alastair for everything, from professional advice to simple favours—like grabbing his wallet from home on the way to work.

But when Alastair stumbles upon Bob’s girlfriend, Claire, with another man in Bob’s own bed, he’s faced with an impossible choice: break Bob’s heart with the truth or find a way to protect him from heartbreak.

Desperate to spare his friend the pain, Alastair hatches a plan. Instead of revealing Claire’s infidelity, he’ll find Bob someone new—someone better, someone who will make him forget about Claire entirely. But after countless dead ends and disappointing candidates, Alastair realizes there’s only one person he can truly trust with Bob’s happiness:

Himself.
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Bob had left his wallet at his house, so he called me. “You’re coming in today, right? I’m supposed to go to the bank later, but I have this meeting in fifteen minutes. Grab it for me on your way in and I’ll buy you lunch.” I thought that it was a pretty good deal; his house was only a tiny detour on my way into work. “There’s a key under the back mat—the one next to the barbecue. My wallet is on my bedroom dresser.”

So I pulled up in the alleyway. I didn’t even turn off the car; I left it idling as I opened the gate and eyed the barbecue. The mat was tucked slightly behind it: one of those heavy coarse-haired mats for scraping dirt off the bottoms of your shoes. I peeled it up, and there was the key, so I went to unlock the door⁠—

But it was already unlocked. I thought about texting Bob to let him know, but I knew he had that meeting, and I didn’t want to distract him. It was his first meeting with the company execs, and he was trying to make a good impression, with a big potential promotion coming up.

I would have been up for the same promotion had I not taken so many vacation days that year. Oh well—I cherished my time off. Bob had always been more aggressive when it came to climbing the ladder. He was always putting in the overtime, always working weekends, always picking up shifts when our coworkers were sick.

I honestly don’t know how Bob did it; I don’t know how he was able to stare at a screen for so long every day. Being a computer scientist was hard enough on the eyes for eight hours a day—but Bob sometimes went on for twelve or even fourteen hours.

I went into his kitchen. I’d never actually been in Bob’s bedroom before, though I’d spent countless hours in his living room, playing video games, sipping whiskey (which I never actually liked, but Bob was always excited for me to taste his new bottles), and watching movies—sometimes with his girlfriend, Claire, and sometimes just the two of us.

I wasn’t in a rush, so I decided to check his fridge to see if there was anything good to eat. I’d skipped breakfast—but because I was in a rush, but because I usually woke up without an appetite, and then I would suddenly feel hungry at some random time in the morning. I probably should have forced myself to eat each morning, but… bad habits die hard, right?

I saw an unopened chocolate bar in the back of his fridge. Okay, so not the best breakfast… and it was kind of a dick move to take my buddy’s chocolate bar, which he was probably saving for the end of some rough day… but I couldn’t help myself.

I peeled back the wrapper, and then I heard a noise that made me gasp, jumping towards the wall. It was a scream, coming from inside of the house.

I froze all over. There was a silence, and then I heard it again. “Oh my God!” a woman cried out.

A terror engulfed me. Did Bob have some chick chained up in his house? Was he a psychopath kidnapper? I stood, listening, almost ready to pull my phone out and call the cops…

Though I really did like Bob. I hated the idea of getting him into trouble, even if he did have some messed up dark side. He’d always been so nice to me—even paying for my rent that one month when I had stupidly blown all of my cash on a new gaming computer. I couldn’t tell you how many times he’d bought me lunch, or covered for me when I slept in and showed up late for work. Hell—if it wasn’t for Bob, I probably wouldn’t be employed.

But… if he had some teen girl locked in his basement… maybe I would have to call the cops on him. I mean—maybe I would call him to let him know the cops were coming, to give him a chance to flee… maybe.

I guess I really did consider Bob to be my best-friend. You have to really like a person to consider tipping them off like that.

I heard the noise again, this time like a long groan, like a knife was being stabbed into her—and it wasn’t coming from the basement. It was coming from down the hall.

Was she in trouble?

I suddenly remembered Claire, Bob’s girlfriend, who stayed over most nights at his house. Had some intruder come into the house? Was she being attacked? I rushed down the hallway and reached for the handle of the door where the noises were coming from.

Then I paused.

“Right there. Oh God, right there!” that girly voice moaned.

Someone was getting railed in that room. I froze. Did Bob have some female friend visiting? Maybe some sister or cousin, along with their significant other?

I stood frozen, now hearing the wet slaps of pelvis against ass. I heard a masculine grunting. “Yes, yes, yes!” the girl cried out. “Fuck my whore pussy! Fuck it! Fuck it harder, baby! Oh God, stick it in my ass!”

“Really?” the man said, half out of breath.

“Just fucking do it. Stick it in my whore ass. Fuck my little asshole. Fuck me like a whore.”

A moment later, I heard a sharp gasp.

“Does that hurt?” the male voice asked.

“Fuck,” she said. “Yeah… but I like it. Fuck me. Fuck me hard in the little asshole.”

I decided to give them some privacy. I crept away from the door and went to the other doors to find Bob’s bedroom. But I only found a guest room and a den. So where was Bob’s bedroom?

It suddenly occurred to me. The noise was coming from Bob’s bedroom: the bed frame rattling, the screaming, the grunting, the groaning, the skin-slapping, the wet gushing noises… it was all happening on Bob’s bed.

“Cum in me!” the girl moaned, and in that moment, I recognized that voice. It was the voice of Bob’s girlfriend, Claire.

Claire was with another man in Bob’s bed.

“Cum in my little asshole!”

I stood frozen, in a state of horror, not sure what to do. I was tempted to record the noises and send them to Bob. I thought of storming in with my camera rolling, so I could prove it to Bob. Or maybe I just needed to text Bob and let him know the bad news.

But I was afraid of implicating myself. What if the man in there was a psychopath? What if he wanted revenge on me? You hear those stories about girls convincing guys to kill their enemies…

Or maybe this was a big misunderstanding. Maybe I was in the wrong house. No, no—it was definitely Bob’s house.

But maybe… they had an open relationship. Maybe this was none of my business.

“Fuck!” the man groaned loudly.

“Oh God, I can feel it! You’re cumming in me!”

I turned dark red. Then, I heard the man said, “Shit. Is that the time? Fuck. I have to go.” I heard some rustling, and then I heard footsteps rushing towards that door.

I reached for the nearest door and opened it: a closet. I rushed into it and closed the door. Then, I waited for fifteen minutes while Claire went to the bathroom and washed up before leaving the house. Finally, I emerged from the cramped closet, back stiff, to see the bedroom all spic-and-span, as if nothing had happened. Claire had made the bed nicely—though the smell of anal sex still lingered in the air. There were wet spots on the bed sheets from her ‘gushing’—but those would dry before Bob was home.

I grabbed Bob’s wallet from his dresser. Then, I spent the rest of the day trying to think of how to break the bad news to Bob…
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Bob really didn’t deserve this.

Bob had always been so good to me: covering my rent, covering my shifts, buying me lunch, fixing plumbing leaks in my house… the list goes on and on—and he never accepted anything from me. I tried to pay him back for the rent; he wouldn’t take the cash. I tried to pay him back for lunches; he wouldn’t accept the cash. I tried to buy him lunch, and he would just smile and reject the offer. “I’m in a good place right now. I really would rather treat you.”

It was a shame that he was such a good guy, because now I felt like absolute garbage knowing that he was being deceived in the worst possible way.

And he’d always been so good to Claire. I was pretty sure that he had paid for Claire’s two-year fashion school, which wasn’t cheap; I think tuition there was something like $25,000 per year. He was always buying her clothes, always buying her jewelry, always buying her perfume and shoes and dinners and so on. But he did so much more than just open his wallet for her; he gave her almost all of his free time. He went to her little fashion shows, and even volunteered for them, spending hours sitting at the door taking tickets and whatnot. He would sit with her a few nights a week, watching romance movies, never uttering any complaints. He never spoke badly about her. He talked about her like she was some sort of angel sent from heaven.

And Claire… well, Claire had never been particularly wonderful to Bob, now that I was thinking about it. I don’t think she ever bought him any particularly remarkable gifts or anything like that. I don’t think she ever made any particularly remarkable romantic gestures—at least none that Bob had ever mentioned. She had never reached out to me about planning any surprises for Bob. In fact, there was that one year where she totally forgot his birthday. Bob mentioned it at work when I said, “How was your birthday night last night?” And he replied, “It was fine. We had a quiet night in.” Then he laughed and said, “I don’t think Claire has realized it was my birthday yet.” But still, he didn’t say anything bad about her. He just laughed it off.

I will admit that Claire was quite stunning. Some guys might say she was a ten-out-of-ten, though I would personally put her more at an eight-and-a-half. She had long blonde hair and a thin model-like figure. She had perky boobs and her outfits often showed some aspect of them off—either under-boob or side-boob or deep cleavage. She had plump lips and big eyes and long lashes (I think they were fake). She had an Instagram with a few dozen thousand followers. Photographers would reach out to her and ask if they could take her photo, and her ‘feed’ was filled with professional modelling photos. Her phone was constantly dinging whenever we all hung out—though she was usually polite enough to ignore the dinging; she wasn’t one of those girls who always had her nose in her phone… though I had peered through her Instagram feed before, and I saw all of the comments from thirsty men, begging her for a date.

She really could have had any man she wanted, but she chose Bob… and Bob wasn’t exactly her male equivalent. Bob wasn’t some tall hunk with bulging muscles. He didn’t look like he was getting cast on Love Island anytime soon. He just looked like… Bob. He was a bit shorter than the average girl, and he wore glasses that made his nose look a bit bigger than it actually was.

He wasn’t unfit… but he wasn’t fit. I would say he was somewhere in-between. I guess the best word would be ‘normal’. He kind of just looked like a ‘guy’. But he really was a fantastic guy, and he deserved a hell of a lot better than being cheated on.

At lunch, I thought about telling him about Claire. I wanted to tell him what I heard in his bedroom—and I was close when we sat down at that table, but then I panicked. He suddenly said, “I don’t know what it is, but I just feel so… happy today.”

I felt a tightening in my throat. He had a smile on his face. He looked so calm. Then he looked at me and said, “I don’t know what it is… but do you ever just wake up feeling like everything is just right? Like everything is the way it’s supposed to be?”

“Sure,” I said, hearing my voice crack a little bit.

“I guess I’m feeling blessed. I’m not sure what I did to deserve what I have. Maybe someone up there likes me.” He laughed and took a sip from his steaming tea. “Ah. That’s just perfect. See? How can you not be happy when the tea is just perfect like that?”

I couldn’t ruin his day. He was too happy. Besides... I never really did confirm that the girl in his bedroom was Claire. I mean—she sure sounded like Claire, but maybe… maybe some neighbour couple broke into the house while trying to spice up their marriage or something. I didn’t have any definitive proof that I’d heard Bob’s girlfriend cheating on him.

I wanted to believe that there was some misunderstanding. “So what are you up to tonight?” I asked him.

“I’m taking Claire out for dinner. I reserved a table at that new steakhouse. She doesn’t know yet, so don’t spoil it if you run into her.” Of course, he was saying it because I did often run into her after work. Usually, after work, I would meet up with a few friends at an internet gaming cafe a few blocks from the office (Bob sometimes came, but he usually opted to work extra hours instead). The gaming cafe was in the same building as a hair salon where Claire spent a good deal of her time. Her best friend was a hair stylist, and Claire would usually sit in one of the empty chairs and just shoot the shit with her friend. I could sometimes see her from where I sat at my gaming chair—depending on which computer I got.

“I’ll keep my mouth shut,” I said.

“There was a pretty hefty reservation fee,” Bob went on. “So I’m going to stay a few hours late here tonight to make up for it. Thanks for grabbing my wallet, by the way. I really appreciate it.”

“No problem,” I said with an awkward smile. I couldn’t get those noises out of my head: those moans and groans—and the sharp slapping of skin against skin as he drove every inch of his shaft into her body.

“Everything okay?” he asked. “You seem distant.”

“Just a bit tired.”

He laughed. “You have to stop staying up so late playing those games, man. It’s going to start taking a toll on your mental health.”

“You’re totally right,” I smiled.

I don’t know why; I just couldn’t tell him what I saw.

And I did see Claire that afternoon when I got to the gaming cafe. She even smiled at me from her seat in that hair salon. I looked away quickly; I couldn’t muster up a smile. If she really was cheating on Bob, how could I smile at her?

“You’ll be at computer G, Alastair,” the manager said when I paid for three hours. And yes, I was certainly a regular enough that every staff member knew my name.

I went to that computer, which had a straight-shot view of Claire, sitting there, blushing, smiling, beaming, glowing. She looked like a girl with no shame. She didn’t care about what she had done… if she really had done it.

I had to know for sure before I made any definitive moves. I couldn’t tell Bob until I was positive she was cheating.

I knew that she would be spending the night with Bob if Bob was taking her out for a fancy dinner. I drove by Bob’s place late that night to confirm—and her car was indeed there, parking in front of the house. The bedroom light was on.

Ugh—I hope Bob didn’t end up catching some STI from all of this.

I drove off. I set my alarm early. I was back at Bob’s house at 6:00 AM, knowing he usually took off for work around 7:00 AM. I reclined my seat and sipped from my extra-large double-double. I will admit that I felt a bit excited to be playing detective. I had even dug out my camera to take photos.

Bob left at the usual time. About ten minutes after Bob left, I saw the feminine figure of Claire moving around the house. She was pouring herself a coffee, checking her phone, taking her time. I snapped a few photos, though I really don’t know why… I guess just to feel like I a PI.

I messaged Bob. “I’m going to be a bit late again. Do me a favour and sign in on my computer for me.” It was against the rules, but I knew Bob would do it for me, to keep me out of trouble.

“No problem, man. Don’t be too late. Supervisor is coming in at ten.” Not to mention the deadlines….

I waited… and waited. Claire was clearly waiting for something. She kept going to the window, peering out, checking the time. I had to sink into my seat so I wouldn’t be seen.

Then, around 8:30 PM, a car pulled up to the next house over. A man got out of the car, wearing sunglasses even though it was quite gloomy and overcast. He buried his hands into his pockets. I snapped some photos.

He went to Bob’s front door. Claire opened the door—and I caught a brief glimpse of her in lacy red lingerie, with a cheeky grin on her face. She grabbed him by the collar of his shirt and pulled him in.

I got photos of the whole interaction… but I was worried it wouldn’t be enough to prove her guilt to Bob, so I moved in. I crept up to the bedroom window, which was over my head. I lifted the camera high up and snapped some photos, unable to see what I was snapping.

I lowered the camera down and looked at what I got. There, on my little monitor, were photos of Claire, on her knees, sucking off the very large penis of a very fit man.

And that was enough. I had what I needed. I didn’t need to see more. I didn’t want to see more.

I left, with a smile on my face at first—and then I realized the reality of it all: Bob was indeed being cheated on. Claire wasn’t a loyal girlfriend. She was deceiving him in the worst way possible.

And now, I had to find a way to break it to Bob.
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It should have been as easy as saying, “Hey Bob, I have bad news.” But for some reason, I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t show him the photos I took. I couldn’t tell him what I had seen in his house.

I looked him in the eye, and I just froze, and then I kept changing the subject away from Claire. I couldn’t tell him anything. I didn’t want to break his heart. I’d never seen him as happy as he was now. He was truly happy, thinking that his life was totally perfect, and I was about to ruin everything.

I just couldn’t do it…

But maybe I could figure out a way to split him and Claire up without having to smash his heart into a million pieces.

Maybe I could find him another girl, and he could just jump from his relationship with Claire into a relationship with someone else. Sure, maybe there would be a bit of an awkward transition—but it would be a lot less harsh than discovering his girlfriend was a cheating whore.
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I spent the next few days obsessing over my budding plan. Every spare moment was dedicated to brainstorming ways to find Bob someone new—someone better.

I sat at my kitchen table, surrounded by a sea of notepads, my laptop open with multiple tabs of dating websites, and a rapidly cooling cup of tea in hand. And yes, I had created Bob some dating profiles on various websites, using the name “Robert” and photos that didn’t show off his face; I didn’t want to get him into trouble, after all.

“This shouldn’t be so hard,” I muttered, scrolling through profile after profile. “There has to be someone decent out there. Anyone would be better than Claire at this point…”

But the longer I looked, the more I realized that this was going to be a seriously challenging task.

Bob deserved someone amazing. He deserved loyalty, kindness, humour, and intelligence—someone who wouldn’t even glance at another man. Someone who could see Bob for who he truly was: the kindest, most selfless man I had ever known. He needed someone who could easily look past the fact that Bob was going to be shorter than them (unless they were very short themselves), and that Bob wasn’t ripped with muscles.

Unfortunately, the internet was a cesspool of bikini photos, vague captions, and people who—from what I could tell—weren’t remotely interested in a serious relationship. More than half of those profiles were just there to market their Instagram modelling careers. “Don’t message me here. DM me on Instagram after following my page and liking some photos. Thanks!”

“Nope, nope, nope,” I grumbled, rejecting one profile after another.

A woman with overly filtered selfies and a bio that said, “Looking for a guy with a yacht”? Pass. Another who wrote, “I’m just here for a good time, not a long time”? Absolutely not. Then there were the cryptic profiles with no photos or information at all. Phishing scams, romance scams…

“Is it so much to ask for someone normal? Jesus…” I groaned, shutting my laptop in frustration.

If online dating wasn’t the answer, maybe the old-fashioned way was better. I decided to go where I thought half-decent women might hang out.

The next day, I took an afternoon stroll through the park. It seemed like a good idea at first. Parks were romantic, right? I’m pretty sure most people get dogs as a way to try to meet other singles in dog parks.

I found a bench near a picturesque fountain and waited. And waited. And waited…

Eventually, I spotted a woman walking her golden retriever. She looked pleasant enough: blonde, friendly smile, dressed in casual athletic wear, showing off some appealing curves (and her big tits and ass, not that that was a prerequisite). Summoning my courage, I approached her.

It was funny, because I’d never had the courage to ask a girl out before… for myself. The thought of talking to a girl and making myself vulnerable left me shaking. If I got within ten feet of a beautiful woman, a nausea would fill my stomach, and I would be worried that I would fill my undies with runny poo before I could propose a date.

But when I was on the prowl for Bob, things were different.

“Hi there,” I began awkwardly, trying not to sound like a complete creep. “Cute dog. What’s his name?”

The woman beamed. “Oh, this is Max! He’s a sweetheart. Loves everyone.”

“He’s adorable,” I said, crouching to scratch Max behind the ears. “So, uh, are you from around here?”

She nodded. “Born and raised. And you?”

“Same,” I said, trying to steer the conversation toward Bob. “So, uh, are you single by any chance?”

The woman’s smile faltered, and she took a step back. “Um, actually, I’m engaged.” She held up her hand to display a glittering diamond ring. “But, uh, good luck?”

I flushed crimson. “Oh! I wasn’t asking for me. It’s for a friend. I mean…not that it matters, since you’re engaged. Okay. Sorry. Have a good day!”

I backed away, practically tripping over my own feet as the woman hurried off with Max in tow. Okay, so maybe I needed to be a little bit more… casual. Maybe I needed to do a bit more chit-chatting before diving right into the business at hand.

I tried again on a woman with a pitbull. I even managed to chat with her for about five minutes—and I was about to mention my fantastic friend, Bob, when the woman suddenly said, “So… Are you cool with, uh, 1488?”

I paused, not knowing what that meant. “Is that a show or something?”

“You know… 1488?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

The woman rolled her eyes and walked away suddenly, leaving me feeling very confused. I found out later that night (after a Google search) that the woman was a Neo-Nazi, and her suddenly rejection was a bullet dodged.

I tried a third time on a woman with a little white dog. Her name was Mel, and she actually seemed like a decent fit. She was a bit chubbier, but bubbly and funny. She had a loud laugh that got the attention of every person walking a dog within a mile. “So, uh, I have this friend named Bob,” I said. “He’s a really great guy. And, uh… I was wondering if you might be interested in meeting him.”

“Does he have a Maltese?”

“A what?”

She motioned towards her little white dog. “A Maltese.”

“Um, no, I don’t think so.”

“I ONLY date people with Maltese dogs.”

I laughed, thinking she was joking… but she doubled down when she saw me grinning. “I’m serious. I don’t bother wasting my time unless he has a Maltese. I just can’t relate to someone who hasn’t raised their own beautiful little Maltese puppy dog.” She lifted her dog up and started nuzzling her face into its fur.

She was dead serious. She was insane.

So I smiled and walked away.

The park, clearly, was a bust.

Next, I tried a coffee shop. I perched at a table near the counter, nursing a latte while scanning the room for anyone who might catch my eye. It wasn’t long before I noticed a striking brunette sitting alone by the window, typing away on a laptop. She had an air of sophistication about her, with dark-rimmed glasses and a cute little black dress. She was wearing sheer black stockings, and cute little Tom flats. When I got close to her, I heard her humming cutely under her breath. I checked her finger for a ring: nothing.

“Perfect,” I whispered to myself.

I approached her with what I hoped was a casual demeanour. “Hi, sorry to bother you. I just…wanted to say I love your dress. It’s really nice on you.”

The woman looked up, mildly surprised but not unfriendly. “Oh, thank you. It’s from a little boutique downtown.”

“Nice. Um… Mind if I sit?”

I grabbed a chair, heart racing. I felt like this chick was a serious contender. She met all of the criteria so far. And she wasn’t rejecting my company.

I started talking: casual stuff. I asked where she was from, I asked what she did for a living—and what she was doing on her computer. We got talking about hobbies, and then we even started talking about whether she wanted kids one day.

“Uh, listen, I know this is random, but…are you single? Not for me!” I added hastily. “It’s for my friend. He’s an amazing guy, and I think you two might hit it off.”

The woman arched an eyebrow. “Your friend sent you to scout for him?”

“Not exactly. He doesn’t know I’m doing this,” I admitted, realizing how odd it sounded. “But trust me, he’s incredible. You’d be lucky to meet him.”

The woman gave me a pitying smile. “That’s sweet of you, but I’m actually seeing someone. Maybe try a dating app?”

“Right. Of course. Thanks anyway,” I said, retreating yet again. Maybe I should have tried a bit harder. Maybe I should have been more persistent. I had a feeling she wasn’t actually dating anyone, but the initial rejection destroyed the confidence that I’d mustered up during our twenty-minute chat.

My confidence was waning, but I wasn’t ready to give up. That evening, I popped into a local charity mixer, thinking it would be full of kindhearted, well-adjusted women. It was at an art exhibit, with all profits going to something to do with suicide prevention. The room was abuzz with conversation and laughter as people mingled over wine and hors d'oeuvres.

Most of the people in there seemed… a bit hoity-toity for Bob. The whole atmosphere seemed a bit pretentious, but I held onto a bit of hope that something would work out here.

I spotted a petite redhead chatting animatedly with a group of people and decided to introduce myself. She was the only other redhead in the place (me being a redhead myself). I figured her pretty red hair made for a good ice-breaker.

“Hi, I’m Alastair,” I said, offering a handshake. “I couldn’t help noticing your hair. It’s really beautiful.”

The woman smiled. “Thanks! And yours too.” She giggled.

I blushed. “Are you here to buy some art?”

“No. I’m actually one of the artists. This one here—this is mine.”

The painting was… modern. It was a red square on a white canvas. “It’s really… interesting,” I said. “I like the way the red, uh… is on the white like that.”

“It’s a metaphor,” she said. “And, in a way, a protest—against seal-clubbing.”

“Really? I was actually going to ask if that’s what it was,” I said.

She smiled. “I’m Lily, by the way.”

“Nice to meet you, Lily. So, are you here alone?”

“I am,” she said. “Why? Are you trying to pick me up?”

“No, no! Not at all,” I stammered. “Actually, I’m here on behalf of a friend. He’s…well, he’s kind of shy, but he’s the nicest guy you’ll ever meet.”

Lily tilted her head, considering. “That’s…unusual. But intriguing. What’s he like?”

Feeling a bit encouraged, I launched into an enthusiastic description of Bob: his kindness, his sense of humour, his computer genius… “He can literally do anything with a computer. He’s going to be a millionaire one day, without a doubt.”

Lily listened with genuine interest, but it went downhill when she said, “Can I see his photo?”

I showed her. I watched her smile fade. “Is he really short, or is that just, like, an angle thing?”

“He’s not super tall,” I said. “He’s, uh, about an inch shorter than me.” He was indeed an inch shorter than me… and I was quite short myself.

“He sounds amazing. But I’m sorry, I’m not really looking for anything serious right now.”

“Oh,” I said, deflated. “Right. Got it. Thanks for your time.”

By the end of the night, I was exhausted and no closer to finding someone for Bob. I dragged myself home, flopped onto my couch, and stared at the ceiling.

“This is impossible,” I muttered. How was I supposed to find someone worthy of Bob when no one seemed to come anything close?

Maybe I was wasting my time trying to convince girls to date someone they’d never met. And how would I even coordinate the date with Bob thinking that he was already in a committed relationship?

For the first time, a new thought crept into my mind. What if there wasn’t anyone better for Bob? What if the only person who could guarantee Bob’s happiness and loyalty…was me?
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The idea, of course, seemed totally stupid at first. For starters, I wasn’t a woman… and even if I was a woman, I wasn’t really Bob’s type. He definitely seemed to prefer blonde girls, and he liked them tall and fit. I was short and a tiny bit soft. I didn’t really have too much in the way of curves… and I was a man!

Yet still, I couldn’t stop thinking about how much easier it would have been if I could be in total control of my own plan. Finding some random woman… I would have to totally rely on her to say and do all of the correct things to make Bob realize he could do better than Claire. That was a lot of pressure to put on some stranger…

But if I could just do it myself…

People had mistaken me for a woman before—I think because I was short, and because I had small shoulders and my bum was kind of big for my frame. I usually knew it was time to get a haircut when someone called me ‘miss’ from behind at a restaurant or something. Those comments bothered me quite a bit when I was younger, but I’d gotten used to them over the years. It’s not like anyone ever thought that I was a woman when they saw my face…

But maybe… just maybe… I could make myself look like a woman—just enough to have a quick little ‘date’ with Bob.

Yes, it seemed so outlandish… at first. But over the next few nights, I found myself thinking more and more about it. I considered some different scenarios. I could meet him in a loud club, where he wouldn’t be able to fully hear my voice—and maybe the lighting would be dim enough that he wouldn’t be able to see my face.

Or even if we just met up for a night walk in the park… I could direct him away from bright lights, and I could keep my voice quiet. I had always been kind of good at doing a fake girl voice anyway—tricking guys on online computer games into giving me their good items. When I was fifteen, I got a guy to buy me the latest version of World of Warcraft.

Really, I just had to figure out a way to look like a chick… and at first, I assumed it was some impossible idea: a joke in my head that kept popping back up to make me chuckle. But then, I found myself on a Reddit page, looking at various male to female ‘feminizations’: some trans people, some straight guys being made over by their female friends for entertainment purposes. Most of those men looked manlier than me in their before photos—and a ton of them looked frighteningly convincing in their after photos.

Was it so crazy to think that maybe I could pull something like that off? Just for one quick ‘date’?
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The idea was growing on me, even if it made me feel a little ridiculous. I couldn’t help but laugh at myself. Alastair, you’re losing your mind, I thought. But the more I considered it, the more it didn’t seem entirely impossible. After all, this was for Bob. He deserved better than Claire. He deserved someone who could make him happy, and if I had to bend reality a bit to make it happen, so be it.

I just had to make him realize that there are better people out there. It’s not like he had to pick me. I just had to make him consider the idea of being with someone else—and then maybe he would break up with Claire on his own, and he would never even have to find out about the cheating scandal.

And then I could tell him what I saw a few months or years down the road, once his heart was invested in someone else.

So I spent a few hours diving down an internet rabbit hole that night. Tutorials on makeup application, guides for beginners, even a few YouTube videos about walking and talking more like a woman. The information was… overwhelming, to say the least. There were so many little details I hadn’t even considered. Like, did you know some people actually contour their faces to look like they have different bone structures? How is that even a thing?

I felt like I was totally in over my head. The girls in those videos were basically speaking a different language. Every second word had me saying, “What did she just say?” The videos were so fast-paced—even the beginner videos. Lip-liner, eye-liner, eye-shadow, lip-gloss. The words were all mashing together in my brain.

Still… I couldn’t back out now. If I was going to do this, I was going to do it right.

I just had to look somewhat convincing, and more-or-less unrecognizable in a dimly lit setting. I could stage some sort of ‘chance encounter’. I could tell Bob to meet me at some club, and then I could be ‘running late’. I would bump into him and get to talking; I could chat with him for an hour or so, and then go to a bathroom to transform back into myself. It still seemed like a crazy idea—but it was no longer seeming so impossible.
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The next day, I made a mental checklist. Hair, makeup, clothes—those were the big three, right? I decided to start small and work my way up. A trip to the local department store was in order, but there was one tiny problem: I had no idea what I was doing. Walking into the women’s section felt like stepping into an alien world. Everything was so… colourful. And soft. And confusing. I was used to options like… black t-shirt or white t-shirt. Now, I had to choose between halter-tops and crop-tops and racerback tops and spaghetti straps…

“Can I help you?” a cheerful sales associate asked, startling me. She was in her mid-twenties, with bright red lipstick and a name tag that read Jessica. I was tempted to ask if she was single and possibly interested in dating my friend, so I wouldn’t have to go through with this wild idea. There were definitely moments (and I should call them moments of clarity) when I realized how stupid all of this was… but still, I felt strangely committed to at least trying.

“Uh, yeah. I’m… shopping for my cousin,” I said, the lie tumbling out strangely naturally. “She, uh, needs some stuff for, like, a… makeover thing. I don’t know. She gave me a list of stuff to get.”

“Can I see the list?”

I stood there, frozen. “I lost it,” I said.

Jessica’s eyebrows lifted slightly, but she didn’t press. “Okay! What kind of look is she going for?”

I hesitated, realizing I hadn’t thought that far ahead. “Something, uh, classy? But not, like, too fancy. I guess something cute.” I tried to think of what I knew Bob liked. “Not too revealing, but not too conservative, you know? And not too colourful. He definitely prefers, like, blacks and whites and nude-tones… I mean she prefers that stuff.”

Jessica nodded knowingly. “Got it. Come with me.”

She led me through racks of dresses, skirts, and blouses, rattling off details about fabrics and fits that went completely over my head. I nodded along, trying not to look as clueless as I felt. After a while, she handed me a knee-length floral dress and a pair of black tights. “This is a good starter outfit—cute and versatile. Think she would be into something like this? It’s one of our best-sellers. Popular with young women.”

I glanced around, trying to remember the advice I’d read online. “Shoes? And maybe… um, makeup?”

Jessica beamed. “Oh, you’re going all out! Love that. Let’s get you set up.” She giggled. She had a cute giggle. She was the type of girl that I would have normally found myself with a bit of a crush on… but now, I found myself trying to analyze her more closely. I was trying to figure out what exactly made her seem so ‘feminine’ so I could imitate it when the time came. Her bubbly demeanour definitely came off as feminine. When I came face to face with Bob, I would have to muster a performance like that up… but how could I find that kind of confidence?

I followed her through the store, hardly hearing anything she was saying to me. I was fixated on her, watching her mannerisms. She was pretty much exactly what I needed to become, and in a way, this felt like a sort of master-class on how to be a woman. When she wasn’t looking, guiding me through the store, I even found myself trying to mimic her movements.

Before I knew it, I was the proud (and slightly embarrassed) owner of a dress, tights, a pair of low-heeled shoes, and a small bag of beginner-friendly makeup supplies. I also picked up a cheap wig—a long blonde one, since Bob seemed to have a thing for blondes. The entire experience left me… nervous, but hopeful.

When I got home, I laid everything out on my bed and just… stared at it for a while.

What the hell was I doing?

This was insane. Completely, utterly insane. But as crazy as it seemed, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was doing the right thing. For Bob. I was maybe saving his heart from total heartbreak. I was going to have him removed from Claire, which was surely the best thing for him.

“Okay, Alastair,” I muttered to myself, taking a deep breath. “Time to see if this is stupid shit is even possible.”

The first attempt was a disaster.

I didn’t even know where to start, so I began with the makeup. The ‘foundation’ was way too light for my skin, and I ended up looking like a ghost. The eyeliner was a jagged mess, and the lipstick smudged so badly I looked like I’d been in a clown fight.

And the wig… Let’s just say it didn’t sit quite right on my head. No matter how I tried to arrange it, it looked puffy, like I was trying to hide a full-blown 70s afro under it.

After an hour of fumbling around, I caught sight of myself in the mirror and burst out laughing. “Yeah, no one’s buying this,” I said, wiping the makeup off with a wet towel. But despite the failure, I couldn’t help feeling determined to keep trying.

It was just my first try. I could do better. I had to, because half of that stuff couldn’t be returned, so I was a couple hundred bucks invested in this nonsense.

By the end of the night, I had managed to put together something halfway decent. The wig still looked a bit awkward, and my makeup skills were far from perfect, but when I stepped back and looked at my reflection, I didn’t see Alastair anymore. I saw someone… different.

Someone who, with a little more practice, just might be able to pull this off.
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Isuppose you could say that I was getting a bit ‘carried away’ with this plot. With each hour I spent watching makeup tutorials or practicing my voice, I felt even more invested. It really did seem like there was no turning back at this point… and that thought filled me with a terror that I can’t quite explain to you…

But I suppose that terror couldn’t have been so bad, because I was still planning to go through with this craziness. I’d even had the idea to make my persona more convincing by creating social media pages, which I had spent some time working on—even adding strangers as friends, and getting a decent number of people (even women) accepting the requests.

What I really needed was pictures. I took a few around my place, but these were dangerous. Bob had been to my place countless times; he would surely recognize the background. I managed to take a few photos that were more discreet, with the background blurred, or against a white wall that could have been any white wall in the world.

But the setting was limiting. So I had the idea of going out to some random park to snap off some cheeky selfies.

I was frozen with terror when it was time to leave my place, but I saw it as a bit of an opportunity: to test out ‘Alice’ in public. Strangers would see me, maybe even up close, and I could try to gauge their reactions to seeing me.

First, I made sure everything was perfect. I spent over an hour doing my makeup, using all of the tricks that I’d learned watching all those hours of tutorials. I made sure the look was delicate, but with enough makeup that I didn’t look like myself.

Contouring was key here. With some careful shadows and highlights, I made my cheekbones appear a bit higher and fuller. I made my nose look smaller, as well as my brow line. These little changes changed the way my face looked in a subtle, but drastic kind of way. I put on a touch of lip gloss and caught myself smiling.

I had to admit that I looked kind of cute—especially when I had that blonde wig on my head. I’d figured out how to make that wig look convincing—with the help of some scissors. I removed some of the bulk from the sides, and I’d spent a good deal of time working it with a hair-straightener I picked up at Value Village.

I slipped into that little floral dress. I stuffed a couple of little rubber pads into the little lace bra I bought. The pads gave my chest enough of a ‘curve’ that my whole figure looked more feminine. I blushed as I looked in the mirror.

I really did look kind of cute. Maybe even cute enough to get Bob’s attention—and that was half the battle: getting his attention. If I could just get his attention, then I could probably chip away at him, slowly convincing him that he could do better than Claire. I could do the bulk of the work on Facebook messenger or something—but I would have to meet him in person to make that initial connection.

This plan really didn’t seem so absurd anymore. It didn’t seem so impossible. Seeing myself looking like a girl made all of this seem somewhat realistic… though still a long shot.

Most importantly, I didn’t look like myself. I looked like a girl. And as far as I was concerned, I was kind of cute. Maybe I wasn’t the ten-out-of-ten babe that Bob seemed to think Claire was, but maybe I could just be an option. Maybe he could talk to me for a few minutes and that would be enough to plant the seed.

That’s all I needed for this to maybe work.

But first, I needed some pictures. I needed them to be cute. I needed to add him to Facebook after meeting him, and for him to think, “Wow. I would like to be with a girl like that.” I knew Bob. I knew his interests. I knew what he liked to chat about. I’d never had a problem talking to Bob before; we could talk for hours and hours—so I just needed to recreate one of our usual chats, but with me as Alice.

I slipped outside, feeling the cool air against my exposed skin. I wasn’t used to having so much skin on display. Suddenly, the skirt of that dress felt very short. I kept reaching down to hold it, every time there was even the slightest breeze.

Then came the public. I walked towards people. They were coming towards me, chatting with each other.

I almost collapsed from the dread. This was so embarrassing…

But they just kept walking. None of them even seemed to notice me. Was that a win? Or was it just luck?

I stopped to take a photo, but then changed my mind. I was too close to my house. Bob knew my neighbourhood. I needed to separate Alice from Alastair as much as possible. So I kept walking.

The further I got from home, the more intense that nervousness and dread became. I wanted to run home, but it seemed so far away. Now, the odd person was glancing over at me. And I had no idea what any of them were thinking. Could any of them tell that I wasn’t really a woman?

I turned my gaze down and moved faster, both hands on my skirt so the speed of my brisk walk wouldn’t send my skirt up in the air, showing the whole world my freshly shaved butt,

Everything about this felt so insane, but I was determined to see it through. I just needed to get to the park—two more blocks away—and snap a few photos. Sure, people wrestle glancing at me, but it’s not like anyone was taking out their phone to film me. I didn’t hear any mean comments. I didn’t hear any laughter. I kept looking back; nobody was following me or pointing at me.

I was so close.

I got to the park. I found a scenic area, which seemed private. I waited for some people to walk by, and then I took out my phone. It took a moment to find the right angle. It took another moment to find the right little smile that looked cute and convincing.

I started snapping photos. Then I heard a voice, “Hey Claire. Sorry I’m late.”

I turned slowly around to see Bob walking towards me with a smile.

What was he doing here?

He paused when he saw my face. His smile turned into a wide-eyed expression. He stared at me for what felt like an hour; it was probably just a few seconds.

“I’m sorry,” he said suddenly. “I thought you were my friend, Claire.”

My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t move. I was still staring into his eyes when I should have been looking away. I was giving him a chance to recognize me. How had he not recognized me yet? This wasn’t how I wanted to run into him. The lighting here was bright and diffused. He could see every detail of my face. He could surely tell that he was staring at his best friend… right?

He blushed. “I’ll leave you alone. Sorry,” he said.

Then, for some reason, I said, “It’s okay. I like your shoes.” I don’t know why I said it, but it made him stop. Why did I say anything? Why didn’t I just let him leave?

I wasn’t ready to meet Bob yet. I didn’t have the social media accounts set up. I didn’t have all of the details sorted out. I mean—yes—the whole point of this ‘dressing up like a girl’ scheme was to convince Bob that he could find a better girl than Claire—one that didn’t cheat on him—but I just wasn’t ready for this stage of the plan yet.

“Thanks,” he said. “You really like them?”

“Yeah. They’re nice,” I said softly, heart racing.

Bob smiled awkwardly, still standing a few feet away, his hands in his pockets. The moment felt frozen in time—just the two of us in that park while the world continued on around us. I could hear the distant chatter of people, the soft rustle of the trees, but all of it felt muffled. My heart was pounding in my chest like a drum.

He glanced down at his shoes, as if searching for a sign of reassurance from them. “Yeah, I got them on sale,” he said, lifting one foot slightly. “I wasn’t sure about them at first, but they’re actually pretty comfy. Your shoes are cute too.”

I blinked a few times, my mind a mess of confusion and panic. Did I even like his shoes? I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I was too busy trying not to let my voice crack under the weight of my own anxiety.

"Yeah, they’re… really nice,” I said, this time hoping my tone sounded more natural. “I… I mean thanks. I’m glad you like them. I think they’re cute too.” I immediately regretted saying anything the moment the words left my lips, wishing I could take them back.

Bob laughed, but it wasn’t mocking. It was warm, genuine, a sound I knew well. "Yeah, I get that. I mean, I’m a little bit of a sneaker-head myself." He gestured down at his shoes, his eyes twinkling a little. "I guess we both appreciate good kicks, you know?”

I swallowed hard. "Definitely," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “You can’t go wrong with good shoes.”

There was a small, awkward pause, and then Bob seemed to shake himself out of his own thoughts. He took a step closer, though not too close—just enough that I could feel the space between us shrink. His smile softened a little, his expression warm but slightly uncertain.

“My name is Bob, by the way,” he said. His cheeks were still red. I couldn’t believe he didn’t recognize me. I couldn’t believe that he wasn’t rolling on the floor laughing at the sight of me. He really thought that I was a woman!

“Alice,” I said softly.

He chuckled.

“What is it?”

“Bob and Alice,” he said. “Sorry. It’s programmer humour.”

I smiled, excited that he quickly picked up on that detail. Maybe he would see it as a sign from God. “Do you like computers?”

“I do. I’m a computer scientist.”

“That’s really cool.”

“Is it?”

“I think so.”

There was a pause as he stood, blushing.

“So… what brings you to the park today, Alice?”

I nearly choked on the air at the sound of my name. It wasn’t my real name, not by a long shot. It was a persona, a character I had created… and I wasn’t even sure it was even slightly convincing. There was still a part of me that thought he was teasing me… pranking me before revealing that he knew who I was. The fact that he was addressing me as if I were this Alice person made my stomach twist in strange ways—even though it was exactly what I wanted.

I had to keep my cool. I had to keep this up. “Oh, just… a little photography,” I said, gesturing vaguely with my phone. “I like taking pictures of nature. The way the light hits things, you know? It’s… it’s calming.”

Bob nodded, his eyes scanning my face, lingering just a second longer than they probably should have. I could feel his gaze on me, studying me, trying to figure out what to make of me. Maybe he was starting to realize he recognized me. Maybe he was starting to see his best friend under that makeup.

My skin felt hot under his gaze, but I forced myself to stand tall. “I get that,” he said, breaking his gaze. “I like photography too. Not that I’m any good at it,” he added with a chuckle. “But I like to mess around with my phone sometimes, take random shots. Mostly of food. It’s embarrassing, I know…”

I laughed, my nerves threatening to take over, but I quickly pushed them down. “Food’s good, though. It’s important. Like… like you get to capture a moment of something that’s gone in an instant, you know?”

Bob’s eyes brightened a little at that. “Yeah! Exactly. It’s like... it’s like preserving the small stuff that you’d never think about. Like, you look at a picture of a burger and suddenly you remember how good it tasted and how happy you were eating it.”

I nodded, the conversation flowing with an ease I hadn’t expected. The tension in my shoulders started to ease, just a little, as we talked more about random things—about food photography and whether it was weird to take pictures of your coffee cup in the morning. The more we spoke, the more the world around me felt distant, like it wasn’t real. It was just me and him, and everything else faded away.

The longer Bob stayed, the more I realized he wasn’t piecing together that I was Alastair, his best friend. It was strange, considering how well he knew me, how many hours we’d spent talking about everything from computers to our personal lives. He knew everything about me—more than my own parents, probably. He should’ve recognized me—my voice, my eyes, my mannerisms—but he didn’t.

I guess I did a half-decent job at transforming myself—maybe even more than I realized.

He seemed to be enjoying the conversation, even laughing at my jokes and offering little tidbits of his own life.

It was both surreal and horrifying. What was happening? How was I managing to pull this off?

A soft breeze picked up, causing my skirt to flutter slightly. I instinctively reached down to pull it back into place, my hands trembling as I tried to keep my composure. Bob, noticing the motion, smiled sympathetically. “It’s a bit windy, huh?”

I smiled, feeling the heat rise to my face again. “Yeah… this dress is not exactly built for the wind.”

He chuckled again, the sound filling the air between us. It was comforting, yet I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was about to go terribly wrong. But it didn’t.

Not yet.

“So, uh, Alice… you’re not from around here, right?” Bob asked, taking a casual step back. “I don’t think I’ve seen you around before.”

I fought the urge to freeze. This was the moment, wasn’t it? The moment when he would realize who I really was. But I quickly shook my head, the lie coming easier than I thought. “No, I’m not. I actually just moved here recently. It’s... it’s kind of a big change, but I like it so far.”

Bob nodded thoughtfully. “I can see that. It’s good to get out there, try new things.”

For a moment, we stood there in an awkward silence, the weight of the conversation settling between us like a heavy blanket. I felt exposed, like my entire plan was hanging by a thread.

“So, um… I don’t want to keep you from your photos or anything,” Bob said, his voice a little quieter now. “But… it was nice talking to you, Alice. Really. It’s not every day I run into someone like you.” He put a strange amount of emphasis on the word you. What did that mean?

I felt my chest tighten. He didn’t know. He still didn’t know. How was this possible?

“Thanks,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “It was nice talking to you too.”

He offered me one last smile: a blushing smile that really suggested he had no damn clue who I was—so the relief that came from that smile was intense. “I’ll see you around, Alice.”

And with that, he turned and started walking away. I stood there, frozen in place, until he disappeared from my sight.

My hands were shaking as I pulled my phone from my pocket and checked the photos I had taken. The images were shaky and uneven, but they would do. I stared at them for a moment, my breath still heavy, before I finally let out a long sigh.

Now, I just wanted to get home and pray that reality didn’t strike Bob suddenly. There was a very good chance he would get home and suddenly realize that he had just spent fifteen minutes chatting with his best friend in that park, and not some girl named Alice.
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The intensity of the accidental encounter had been so fiercely overwhelming that it wasn’t until later that night that I realized Bob had said something very curious to me (or I should say, to Alice) in that park.

“I thought you were my friend, Claire.”

Now, I was repeating that line out loud to myself in my bedroom, trying to wrap my head around it.

Why would Bob refer to his longtime girlfriend as his ‘friend’? And he said it to a stranger… who he thought was a woman.

There was no question in my mind: Bob had been flirting with me. Bob must have been excited by the sight of me—at least enough to pretend like he was single. Why else would he refer to Claire as his ‘friend’. Nobody calls their girlfriend their ‘friend’.

My heart began to race with hope… Maybe this plan actually had a chance to work. Maybe it wasn’t the complete nonsense that I was worried it was.

Now, I just had to let the dust settle for a day or two before initiating another encounter. I was still going to go ahead with my ‘club’ encounter. I was still going to invite him out, as Alastair, and then run into him as Alice. I would connect with him on social media and continue to ‘build’ a relationship from there. And now, with the image of Bob’s blushing cheeks in my mind, I was realizing that this was better than a half-decent plan; now, this almost seemed like a sure thing. I knew Bob so well! Once I was in his Facebook Messenger app, it was just a matter of time. I knew that I could connect with him on a level so much deeper than Claire ever could.

It really was just a matter of time now—and that accidental encounter only bolstered my case.

I went to sleep feeling fantastic… but I woke up feeling less than positive. Suddenly, all of the terrible potential scenarios began filling my head. There was still a chance that Bob would clue into the fact that he had spoken to me in that park. I mean—we’d been playing games online together before when I pretended to be a girl! So he had heard my girly voice before. And sure, the contouring made a big difference, but my face was still my face, and now it was in his memory; he could replay that interaction over and over (and if he liked Alice enough, he would probably be doing just that).

If I could get him on social media, then he would be able to look at my photo for as long as he wanted, whenever he wanted. He could zoom in on it and inspect the details—and he would surely realize he was looking at me at some point.

Maybe he hadn’t pieced it together yet, but he surely would once we were together again. I was supposed to see him at work in a couple of hours, and now, I was terrified of him looking at me and realizing that I was Alice.

It wasn’t going to help that I’d cleaned up my eyebrows. It wasn’t going to help that I’d been putting on facial lotions and moisturizing creams to keep my skin glowing in that girly way.

And then, the worst realization occurred to me…

I realized that this plan was doomed to fail—not because Bob would never fall for Alice, but because Bob could legitimately fall for Alice. And if Bob fell for Alice, then heartbreak was guaranteed.

The whole point of this scheme was to protect Bob from heartbreak, but now, I was setting him up to leave his girlfriend, and to fall in love with a girl he couldn’t be with—because she wasn’t real. Not only that, but I was setting him up for a potential humiliation. If he realized he left his girlfriend over a guy dressed like a girl, he would probably drop dead from embarrassment.

What was I doing?

I spent the rest of that day in a state of complete dread.

When I saw Bob at the office, I was hardly able to talk. Thankfully, Bob was super busy in his office, working hard on some usual computer tasks. He only came to talk to me a few times, and it was obvious that his mind was elsewhere. When I tried to talk to him about a football game (trying to keep his mind away from thinking about Alice while looking at me), his eyes would glaze over, and it was obvious he wasn’t really looking at me.

Was he thinking about Alice?

By the time work was over, I knew what I needed to do. I needed to abort this mission. I needed to abandon Alice and I needed to simply tell Bob what I had seen in his house. I needed to tell him that Claire was having an affair. I didn’t have to tell him the terrible details. I didn’t have to tell him that Claire had allowed some guy to fuck her without a condom, even letting him put it in her ass, while on Bob’s bed. He didn’t need to know all of that. I could simply tell him that I knew Claire was having an affair, and I could leave it at that.

But first, Alice had to be scrubbed from the face of the earth. I needed to get rid of all those clothes and that makeup. If Bob came over and saw any traces of her, it could mean doom for me and humiliation for him.

Before I could make a single move, I heard my office computer dinging (okay, it was my gaming computer, but office computer sounds more grown up). I walked over and saw that there was a notification on Alice’s Facebook, which I hadn’t deleted yet.

I clicked on it and saw that Bob was adding her as a friend.

My heart sank into the pit of my stomach. How did he find her?

After a moment of dread, I groaned. Of course he found her. He was a damned computer scientist. He spent most of his day online. He could navigate the internet with more ease than most people can navigate their own homes!

‘Bob wants to send you a message,’ was the next notification that came up.

And for some dumb reason, I accepted the friend request and I read the message. I guess I just thought that it was an opportunity to let him down easy, rather than ghosting him entirely and leaving him wondering what could have been. I didn’t want him spending months trying to track Alice down. I could just tell him, “Sorry, Bob, but I’m engaged, but it was nice meeting you.”

“Hi Alice. Remember me? We met in the park the other day,” he wrote.

I replied. “Of course I remember,” I wrote back. “It’s don’t forget a nice pair of shoes.” I regretted the lame line after I sent it.

Bob’s typing indicator blinked on the screen. My heart raced as I waited for his response, my finger hovering over the mouse as if I could stop time and rethink everything.

A moment later, his message appeared:

“Ha! I’m flattered. But I think it was more than just the shoes. You seemed… really familiar, you know?”

I swallowed hard. Was he onto me already? My mind raced for an answer that would deflect suspicion without sounding dismissive.

“Maybe I just have one of those faces,” I replied. “Or maybe you’ve seen me around town before?”

The typing indicator returned almost immediately.

“Could be. But honestly, it felt more like I knew you. Like we’d met somewhere before. Anyway, I thought I’d say hi and see how you’re doing.”

I stared at the screen, my pulse pounding. The temptation to end it all right there—to delete Alice’s account and walk away from this mess—was strong. But instead, my fingers moved on their own, typing a response.

“I’m doing great, thanks for asking. And you?”

“Not bad. Work’s been insane, but it was nice to get out to a park and get some fresh air. That park is one of my favourite places to go when I’ve got a lot on my mind… and I’ve got a lot on my mind these days. You go there often?”

I hesitated. If I said yes, it might lead to him wanting to meet there again. If I said no, it might seem strange that I’d chosen that spot for a stroll.

“Sometimes,” I replied, opting for vagueness. “It’s a nice place to clear your head. Like I said… I’m pretty new to town, so it’s hard to say that I go anywhere often. But yeah—it’s a nice park. A nice place to think about stuff.”

“Right,” he wrote. “That’s why I like it, too. Feels like a little escape, you know?”

He was typing again, and I braced myself for the next message.

“So… not to be weird, but are you single?”

I nearly dropped my phone. The directness of the question caught me off guard, and for a moment, I couldn’t think of anything to say. My mind was a storm of conflicting thoughts: if I said yes, I’d be leading him on; if I said no, it might crush the connection I’d just built.

Finally, I typed: “That’s a bold question, Bob!”

His reply came back almost instantly.

“Sorry if that’s too forward. I just thought, well, you’re really interesting. I’m really just curious. I’m not, like, coming onto you or anything. It’s just hard to imagine someone like you being single.”

I bit my lip, my heart pounding in my chest. What was I doing? Why was I letting this continue?

“I’m not seeing anyone,” I wrote before I could stop myself. “But I’m not really looking for anything serious right now.”

There. A compromise. I wasn’t shutting him down completely, but I was putting up a boundary—at least, that’s what I told myself.

“That’s fair,” he replied. “But if you ever want to grab coffee or something, let me know. No pressure.”

I stared at the message, my thoughts swirling. Bob was being so genuine, so kind. This wasn’t the way I’d imagined this going at all. I was supposed to make him realize he deserved better than Claire, not give him false hope about Alice.

And what about Claire? If he didn’t know she was cheating, why was he doing this? If Claire hadn’t been cheating on him, then Bob was sort of the one… cheating. I mean, if I found out my girlfriend (not that I had one) was messaging guys, asking if they were single, I would be furious.

Was Bob maybe not such a fantastic boyfriend?

“Thanks,” I typed, my fingers trembling. “I’ll think about it.”

He started typing a message, but then stopped. The chat went blank, but I could feel the tension. I could imagine him on the other end, sitting there, nervously thinking of what to say next—as if the next thing he said was vitally important to the direction of this ‘relationship’.

I realized that this was my opportunity to see what was happening in Bob’s mind. “So that friend you were meeting in the park. Is she… more than just a friend?” I asked.

Bob typed, and then the dots went away. There was a silence, then he typed again—and then they went away again. He was being careful with his reply. “Can I be honest with you?” he asked suddenly.

“Of course.”

My heart was racing. I had no idea what was coming.

“I’ve been with this girl for a few years. It was great at first… then it was good… and now… it’s complicated.”

“How so?”

“I don’t know. I think it’s just become convenient for her. I don’t think she likes me much, but I do okay at work and she likes the comfort of all that. I took her out for steak the other night, and the whole night it was just quiet. She had nothing to say to me unless she was telling me about her Instagram, and when I started talking to her about my life, I could just tell she wasn’t really listening. And it’s been like that for a while.”

My heart raced faster. This was exactly what I wanted. Bob had already been thinking about ending things with Claire—before my intervention! Maybe I’d helped to speed up the process…

Or maybe I’d just made it messy and complicated.

“I think she’s checked out. I think it’s time to move on,” he said.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I wrote.

“I’d love to keep talking to you, Alice, but I actually have to test some code for work. Have a good night, okay?”

“Goodnight, Bob.”

I closed my laptop with a heavy sigh. My mind was a tangled mess of guilt and confusion. Bob liked Alice… He really liked her. And the worst part? I couldn’t blame him.

I looked over at the pile of Alice’s clothes and makeup sitting on my desk.

I wanted to delete that account… but right now, Alice was my little ‘back door’ into Bob’s brain. I just had to keep her existing for a little while longer, so I could help to shepherd Bob in the right direction: convince him to end things with Claire subtly, and Bob would never have to know about the heinous cheating.

It seemed perfect… but it ended up being a lot more complicated. “Hi Alice,” he wrote to me the next afternoon.

“Hi! How are you doing?”

“I’m great. What are you up to?”

“Not much. And you?”

“Great,” he wrote. “I was hoping I could FaceTime you for a bit. I want to talk to you about something.” Then came the FaceTime call, and I suddenly felt ill.
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The FaceTime ringtone felt like a ticking time bomb as I scrambled to my feet, staring at my reflection in the dark screen of my laptop. My face was pale and clean, a far cry from the soft, feminine features of Alice.

“Crap, crap, crap!” I muttered, diving toward the small pile of makeup on my desk. My fingers trembled as I unscrewed the cap of my foundation. There wasn’t time for precision—I dabbed it across my cheeks, nose, and forehead, blending it with frantic sweeps of a sponge.

Next came eyeliner. I wasn’t amazing at it, but I’d practiced enough that I could manage a smooth line with a bit of focus. My hand steadied as I drew a delicate flick at the corner of each eye, transforming them into something softer, wider, and a touch more dramatic. A coat of mascara followed, making my lashes dark and thick. As I leaned closer to the mirror, I couldn’t help but admire how pretty my eyes looked. I blinked a few times, then caught myself blushing.

“Wow,” I breathed, catching sight of myself. It was almost unsettling how easily Alice stared back at me when I tried. I was getting better at this…

I ran a quick sweep of blush over my cheeks, the pink hue adding just enough warmth to make my face glow. My lips, a little thin naturally, were given a touch of fullness with gloss. It was rushed, but as I pulled back to examine the final product, I was stunned by how effective it all was.

I really was getting better at this!

The dress came next—my only dress: my floral-print dress that I met Bob in the park wearing. I was hoping he wouldn’t call me out on wearing the same outfit, but I had to wear what I had. I was going to have to buy some new outfits if this was going to continue. I slid it over my head, pulling it down and adjusting the hemline nervously. The fabric swished around my thighs, and as I glanced in the mirror, my cheeks flushed.

This wasn’t just about fooling Bob anymore. Something about wearing this dress, about seeing the soft curve of my legs and the way the eyeliner made my gaze smoulder, made me feel… good. Really good. I kept catching myself grinning. I guess there was something satisfying about a really effective transformation: seeing my usually bland features suddenly becoming cute and appealing.

“Focus,” I whispered, tugging a brush through my wig to smooth out any stray locks. There wasn’t time to straighten the wig perfectly; I’d just have to hope Bob wouldn’t care that my hair wasn’t perfect.

I hit “Accept” on the call just as my heart threatened to beat out of my chest. The screen flickered, and suddenly, Bob’s face appeared—handsome and friendly, with that familiar, easy smile that made him so likeable.

“Hi, Alice,” he said, his voice warm. His cheeks turned dark red like a lava-lamp being switched on.

“Hi,” I replied, my voice pitched just enough to sound convincingly feminine. My cheeks burned as I saw my reflection in the corner of the screen. I looked cute. I pulled it off—and in record time.

“You look nice,” Bob said, leaning back in his chair.

“Thanks,” I said, fidgeting with the hem of my dress. “You’re sweet.”

He chuckled softly, and my stomach flipped.

We chatted for a bit: mundane stuff that I won’t bore you with. At first we talked awkwardly about the weather, and then he asked me some questions about where I was from, and I managed to dodge the questions by changing the subject back to him. He didn’t seem to notice, or maybe he was just being polite. I could tell he had something else on his mind… probably Claire. This whole FaceTime call was, in a way, a little affair of his own.

Then, finally, he summoned the courage to address what was on his mind.

“So, uh, I was thinking about what we talked about last night,” Bob began. “About Claire.”

“Oh?” I asked, trying to keep my tone light even as my heart raced.

“I think I need to move on. It’s scary, but… I can’t keep pretending everything’s okay when it’s not. I told you she was a friend, and that was a lie, I guess. She’s my girlfriend, but it’s been cold for a while.” He sighed. “I don’t know why I’m unloading this on you. I don’t know… it’s weird. When I talk to you, it seems like you really listen—and you look at me in a way that makes me think you understand. Sorry to burden you with all of this, but… I guess I just thought I would get your two cents on the matter.”

“I think it’s really brave of you,” I said, genuinely touched by his honesty. “It’s not easy ending a longterm relationship.”

“It’s just…” He trailed off, rubbing the back of his neck. “Talking to you has made me realize what I’ve been missing. You’re so easy to talk to, Alice. You actually listen, and it feels… nice. I haven’t had that with Claire since… well, ever.”

My chest tightened. This was dangerous territory. “You’re so sweet. And, uh, I’m glad you feel that way,” I said carefully. “But you deserve someone who makes you feel that way all the time, not just a random girl you met in a park.”

“You’re not just a random girl,” he said firmly. “You’re… different.”

My stomach churned, a mix of guilt and something far more unsettling—flattery. Bob wasn’t just complimenting Alice; he was complimenting me.

I fidgeted with a strand of hair, looking away from the screen as I felt my face grow hotter. “You’re really sweet, Bob.”

“So, uh, would you maybe want to grab coffee sometime?” he asked, his voice nervous but hopeful. “Nothing serious. We can just chat. I know a good place.”

My mind raced. I couldn’t say yes, but I also couldn’t say no outright. “Maybe,” I said, forcing a smile. “Let’s just take things… slow, and, uh, see where things go.”

Bob grinned, looking genuinely happy with my answer. I’d given him hope, and maybe that was idiotic on my part. Maybe I should have taken the opportunity to let him down easy… but I needed him to break things off with Claire before it was too late. “Sounds good. I should let you go, though—I know you’re busy,” he said.

“Yeah,” I said, relieved but a little disappointed as the call ended.

I leaned back in my chair, staring at my reflection in the darkened screen. The blush on my cheeks wasn’t just from the makeup anymore.

This was getting more complicated by the second.

And Bob wasn’t the only complicated issue here.

It was the next day when I realized this whole thing had become a complicated mess that was spiralling out of control—and I didn’t realize it until I was in my bedroom with a whole new bag of clothes that I’d picked up from a shop on my way home from work: a big blowout sale. I picked up four cute dresses, a couple short skirts, some tops, a sweater, and a couple pairs of shoes.

And I spent that whole evening trying on outfits, with a full face of makeup, wearing my wig. I took a couple photos for my Facebook. Bob liked the photos within minutes of them being posted. But it wasn’t Bob’s admiration for me that was making me nervous.

It was my own admiration for myself.

I was really starting to like what I saw in the mirror when I was all dolled up… and I knew that it just wasn’t right.

As I stood in front of the mirror, I couldn’t look away from my reflection. Alice stared back at me—her soft, wavy hair perfectly styled, her lips a glossy pink, her cheeks glowing with just the right amount of blush. She was confident. Feminine…

Beautiful…

But she wasn’t real.

I adjusted the hem of the dress I was wearing, a flirty pink sundress. It fit like it was made for me, hugging my figure in all the right places and flaring out in a way that made my legs look longer than they were—yet somehow it made me look so much more petite than I was. I turned slightly, catching the way the fabric moved, how it swayed and settled. My heart fluttered, and I bit my lip.

This was supposed to be for ‘the plan’. This was supposed to be for Bob. It was starting to feel like this was for me…

And yet, I couldn’t deny the warm, exhilarating rush that came with seeing myself like this. It wasn’t just the clothes or the makeup. It was the way Alice made me feel—like I’d stepped into a version of myself that I hadn’t realized was possible. I felt so weirdly confident when I was dressed up like that. I felt so much more… valuable than I ever did as Alastair.

I sat down on the edge of my bed, the reality of it all sinking in. What was I doing? This wasn’t who I was. I was Alastair: a guy with a normal life, normal friends, and normal problems. I was a computer nerd, not a ‘hot girl’. Dressing up like this—feeling like this—wasn’t supposed to happen. It wasn’t supposed to feel… good.

But it did. It felt so, so good.

I ran a hand through the soft waves of the wig, the synthetic hair slipping through my fingers. I thought about Bob liking my photos almost immediately after posting them. That rush of validation had been addictive, but it wasn’t just Bob’s admiration that had me feeling this way.

It was mine.

I caught my reflection in the mirror again and felt suddenly guilty. How had things gotten so out of hand? This wasn’t about me. This was about helping Bob, about protecting him from heartbreak. But I couldn’t shake the gnawing realization that I liked being Alice—not just for the plan, but for me.

Before I could think too hard about it, I grabbed my phone and a small crossbody bag, shoving my wallet and keys inside. I slipped into a pair of ballet flats. I’d never worn anything like them before but suddenly felt completely natural in them.

I needed to get out of the house. I needed to know if Alice was real—not just in the mirror, but out there, in the world.

Stepping out into the evening air felt like stepping into a dream… God, I know that sounds so corny, but that’s how it felt. I felt so excited, so giddy. I couldn’t wipe that stupid smile off of my face, even though I was horrified that this was all going to go to shit and people were going to point at me and laugh at me as if I was some circus freak.

The city buzzed softly around me, the glow of streetlights and neon signs reflecting off the pavement. I walked carefully, my heart pounding as I made my way to a nearby coffee shop.

The moment I stepped inside, I felt the weight of people’s eyes on me. A group of friends sitting near the window glanced up, their conversation pausing for a moment. A man at the counter offered a polite smile before returning to his phone.

Nobody looked at me twice—as far as I could tell.

I ordered a latte, my voice soft and careful as I spoke to the barista. He didn’t flinch, didn’t stare, didn’t seem to notice anything unusual about me. As I waited for my drink, I caught my reflection in the glass display case, and for the first time that night, I felt a wave of relief.

I wasn’t Alastair right now. I was Alice.

And it felt… fine.

I found a seat near the back of the shop, sipping my latte and watching the world go by. People came and went, their lives unfolding around me.

It was exhilarating. It was terrifying.

And as I sat there, my heart racing and my mind spinning, I couldn’t help but wonder if maybe, just maybe, Alice was more than just a disguise. Maybe she was a part of me that had been waiting to come out. Maybe a big part of all of this scheming was really just me coming up with an excuse to try out being a girl.

Maybe I’d had some thoughts like that before. Maybe I’d looked at girls before and wondered how nice it would be to be like them: to look cute, to be so feminine and free, to not be burdened by the mundanity of being a guy…

I wasn’t ready to face what any of this meant, not yet. Well, maybe I would have tried had it not been for what came next.

I was looking at my reflection in the window when my eyes suddenly focussed on what was on the other side of the window.

Bob was standing there, and he was looking at me. I watched as his lips curled into a smile and his eyes widened. He waved.

I sat there, frozen, unprepared for another totally unplanned encounter. This outing was supposed to be for me. This wasn’t part of my Bob scheme.

But now, he was coming in, and I had to think on my feet.
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The glass door chimed as Bob stepped inside the coffee shop, his gaze locking onto me with an easy familiarity that made my stomach flip. I forced a small smile and waved back, every nerve in my body screaming at me to do something—anything—to avoid this completely unexpected encounter.

This outing was supposed to be about me. It was supposed to be personal. Now, there was an intense pressure looming over me. Now, there was a good chance everything would come crashing down around me if I made just one wrong move.

He was making his way over, looking far too happy to see me.

“Hey, Alice,” Bob said, stopping just short of my table. His voice was warm, tinged with surprise and something else I couldn’t quite place. “I didn’t expect to run into you here.”

“Bob! Hi!” My voice was an octave higher than usual, the nervous energy spilling over. “Yeah, I, uh, love this place. Great coffee.” I gestured vaguely to my half-empty latte.

“This was where I was going to take you,” he chuckled. He glanced at the menu board, then back at me. “Mind if I grab a coffee and join you?”

The polite thing to do would have been to agree, of course, but this was far from a normal situation. Still, I couldn’t think of a good excuse to say no. “Sure,” I said, keeping my smile steady. My mind was racing, trying to think of an out. But my mind was just coming up blank.

Bob headed to the counter, and I quickly adjusted my posture, crossing my legs and fiddling with my hair. I had no idea what I was doing, but the mirror-like windows showed me that Alice looked poised enough…

Hopefully.

He returned moments later with a coffee and sat across from me, setting the cup down with a small clink. “So,” he began, his smile soft but genuine. “What are the odds, right? I mean, meeting you here… Randomly… Small world.”

“Yeah,” I said, laughing nervously. “Small world.”

There was a brief, awkward pause as we both sipped our drinks, and then Bob leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table. “So, uh, what do you do? Like, for work or school? I feel like I didn’t really get to ask you much the other day.”

My mind scrambled for an answer. I hadn’t exactly built Alice’s backstory beyond the bare minimum. But I didn’t want to lie. Maybe I could just… be vague. “Oh, um, I’m a bit of a freelancer,” I said vaguely. “Mostly digital stuff. You know, web design, social media, that kind of thing.”

Bob nodded, his interest piqued. “Really? That’s cool. I’m in computer science myself. Mostly backend systems and optimization work, but I’ve dabbled in web stuff too.”

My pulse quickened. I knew way too much about backend systems to feign ignorance convincingly. “That’s awesome,” I said, trying to keep my tone casual. “Optimization can be really tricky, though. Like, finding the right balance between speed and resource use—it’s almost like an art, isn’t it?”

Bob’s eyebrows shot up, a grin spreading across his face. “You know about optimization?” He laughed. It sounded so cheesy, so nerdy… and so vague. But I knew if I lied, it would be so painfully obvious.

But still… I’d said too much. But now that the cat was out of the bag, I had to roll with it. “A little,” I admitted, twirling a strand of hair around my finger. “I’ve dabbled here and there.”

That seemed to be all the encouragement Bob needed. He launched into a story about a particularly tricky project he’d worked on, detailing the challenges and how he’d solved them. Of course, I knew all about it, because I worked twenty feet away from him when he was on that particular project.

But he was telling me details about it that I didn’t know before.

Against my better judgment, I found myself fully engaged, asking questions and offering insights. The conversation flowed so naturally that, for a moment, I forgot about the precarious nature of the crazy situation.

Then Bob’s tone shifted. He hesitated, glancing down at his coffee cup before looking back at me. “You know,” he said softly, “I don’t think I’ve felt this comfortable talking to someone in a long time.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah,” he said, his cheeks tinged with colour. “It’s… it’s hard to explain, but there’s just something about you, Alice. You’re smart, and funny, and… I don’t know. It’s like I can just be myself around you.”

I froze, the weight of his words pressing down on me. “Bob,” I began, but he cut me off.

“I know this might sound crazy,” he said, his voice earnest, “but I think I’m starting to have… real feelings for you. I’m sorry if I’m putting you on the spot. I don’t expect you to say anything back. We can just keep talking about computers or whatever, as if I never said anything—but I had to say it. I had to get it off of my chest.” He blushed, staring into my eyes.

I still couldn’t figure out how he was so oblivious to my real identity. Was this feminine disguise really that good?

The world seemed to tilt around me. This wasn’t how things were supposed to go. I was supposed to be steering him away from Claire, not drawing him closer to Alice—to me.

I was setting him up for the worst heartbreak of all: a double-heartbreak. He would fall out from Claire and then be rejected by an imaginary woman. Great. I was going to be responsible for ruining poor Bob’s life.

I forced a shaky smile, my thoughts racing. “That’s… sweet of you to say,” I said carefully. “But maybe we should take things slow. You’re still figuring things out with that, uh, Claire girl, right?”

Bob nodded, his expression serious. “Yeah, you’re right. I just… I couldn’t keep it to myself anymore. I’m sorry if I made things awkward. But… I’m going to split up with her tomorrow. I’ve already decided it. Sorry to be so awkward.”

“It’s okay,” I said, my voice softer now. “I understand.”

We sat there in silence for a moment, the weight of his confession hanging between us. For the first time, I wasn’t sure who I was trying to protect anymore—Bob, or myself.

Then, I took the last sip of my drink and I stood up. “Maybe… we should just leave things alone until you deal with, uh… you know.”

He stood up swiftly. “You’re right. You’re totally right. I need to end it, and then we can talk about… this. I’m not a cheater. I’ve never cheated, and I would never cheat. And even this… I guess it does feel kind of wrong. I don’t want you to think of me like that. And I’ll tell her about you too. I want to be transparent about all of this. I don’t want anyone to think that I’m some sort of shady character.”

My heart tensed up as if it was being gripped by a cold hand. “Tell her… about me?”

“I’m going to tell her I have feelings for someone else,” he admitted. “It’s the right thing to do: to be honest.”

I had no words. I felt ill.

Claire would surely look me up when he told her about me. She would find my photos and see them with a new set of eyes. Bob had been easily tricked… but a furious Claire wouldn’t be looking at me through rose-tinted glasses.

I wanted to beg him not to say anything… but I just stood there frozen. He nodded his head and then he took off, leaving me feeling dizzy.
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The next few days were a haze of tension and self-doubt. I couldn’t stop replaying that moment in the coffee shop, the way Bob had looked at me—as Alice—with such genuine affection.

And I kept thinking about his promise to break things off with Claire and “tell her about me”? That had kept my stomach in knots. Every time my phone buzzed, I flinched, expecting an angry message from Bob or, worse, Claire.

But neither came.

After a couple of days, I really started to wonder: did he do it? I saw him at the office. He was a bit distant, but he didn’t mention anything about Claire. He didn’t reach out to Alice. Did he chicken out? Or was he just letting the dust settle a bit before continuing to pursue Alice?

Bob hadn’t called or texted, and part of me was relieved. Another part of me was worried. What if he was struggling with how to handle the breakup? What if he’d already told Claire about Alice, and she was out there, furious and plotting?

The dreadful scenarios were spiralling in my mind. I could think of about 10,000 ways this could go totally south on me. Hell—I could end up losing my job over this. Bob was now, technically, my superior (he got that promotion and was now my manager).

And yet, despite my nerves, each evening I found myself retreating to my room, pulling out the makeup bag, the wig, and the clothes. The moment I transformed into Alice, the tension would ease, replaced by a strange sense of calm. Looking in the mirror, I couldn’t deny it—I liked the way Alice looked. I liked the way I looked. I felt so cute, so sexy. I liked shaving my legs and feeling my butter-smooth skin with my fingers. I liked spritzing myself with a touch of perfume, making myself smell so girly and sweet.

But the joy of those moments was always fleeting, quickly chased by a gnawing guilt. This wasn’t supposed to be who I was. It couldn’t be. I wasn’t Alice.

I was Alastair.

Right?

I told myself I was just practicing, just honing my disguise. But deep down, I knew there was more to it than that. Each swipe of lipstick, each flick of mascara, each outfit carefully chosen and accessorized—none of it felt like a performance anymore.

Still, the fear of discovery loomed large, and it kept me grounded in my conflicted reality.

Yet despite it all, I would go out at night. Sometimes just for a walk as Alice, sometimes to a bar for a quick drink. I just wanted to live as Alice, to get a little taste for that sweet feminine freedom. Why did I like it so much?

That Thursday evening, as I sat in front of my mirror with half a face of makeup on, my phone buzzed on the dresser. My heart leaped, but when I checked, it was only a reminder for a bill payment. I sighed, setting the phone down and staring at my reflection.

“Get a grip,” I muttered, picking up the eyeliner. But before I could steady my hand, a movement outside the window caught my attention.

I froze, my heart pounding as I turned my head. At first, I thought it was just a shadow from a passing car. But then I saw her.

Claire.

She was standing outside, just beyond the hedge lining the sidewalk, her arms crossed as she scanned my house. She wasn’t moving, and from the determined look on her face, it was clear she wasn’t just out for a walk.

I ducked down instinctively, my breath coming in shallow gasps. She couldn’t see me from her angle—I was safe…

For now.

But why was she there? Was she looking for Bob? Or had she pieced together the truth?

I peeked over the windowsill, my stomach churning. She was still there, glancing toward the front door now. I could see her lips moving slightly, as if rehearsing something to say.

She knows.

The thought sent a cold wave of panic through me. I didn’t know how she’d figured it out, but her presence here meant she was onto me.

My mind raced as I crouched by the window, trying to decide what to do. Should I confront her? Pretend I wasn’t home? Call Bob and ask him if he had gone through with the split? Claire had never been to my house before. How did she find out where I lived?

Was she just investigating a suspicion, or had she already solved the puzzle?

The walls were closing in. I had a feeling I wouldn’t be able to keep this secret for much longer.
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Itried to hide, crawling across the floor to my little den where the curtains were closed. I quietly closed the door and waited for her to leave.

I assumed she would peer in through the windows and then take off… but I was wrong.

While I waited, I remembered all of the girly clothes on my bed. My bedroom window was uncovered: curtains opened. If she went around back and looked in that window, I was toast.

So I crawled out from that den, keeping low so she wouldn’t see me from the large living room window… but I couldn’t stay low enough—because she wasn’t looking through my window anymore.

She was in my house.

I froze when I turned my head and saw her standing in my living room. She was trespassing. She had let herself in, and now she was staring at me: a look of shock at first, but that look quickly faded into something more like fury. She looked mad enough to charge me, to grab me by the throat and throttle me senseless. That look said it all: she knew everything.

She stared at me for what felt like minutes, and I just remained there, on my hands and knees, looking like a complete idiot. I’d been caught, and now, this whole house of cards was going to start collapsing around me. I knew that I needed to say something. I needed to muster up some sort of excuse that would motivate her to keep her mouth shut. Maybe I could offer her money…

I didn’t have any to offer her.

“It really was you… and he really has no idea,” she said, shaking her head.

Instinctively, I launched into defensive mode. “I saw you in Bob’s bedroom with that man. More than once. And Bob has no idea. And I didn’t tell him anything!”

Her eyes narrowed. “You didn’t tell him anything?” she repeated with a scoff. She shook her head and said, “You did way worse than saying something. You… humiliated me.”

I remained frozen. I couldn’t understand the anger on her face. What did she want? Did she honestly want Bob to keep her as a partner, even while she was messing around? Did she really think that she deserved to keep him on the back burner like that?

I just stared at her.

“You figured out the most effective way to make me feel like absolute shit about myself. You made my boyfriend leave me for some… crossdressing sissy!”

I felt my face turning red. Her anger really was starting to annoy me. She had no right to be angry… But I had to be careful with my words. I couldn’t fight her too aggressively, or I would just motivate her to ruin my reputation by outing me as a closet crossdresser and a schemer. She would out me to Bob and make him hate my guts—maybe even more than he would have hated her guts had he found out about the affair.

Claire’s words hung in the air. My face burned with a mix of shame and indignation. She had no right to be this angry—not after what I’d seen her doing—and what I’d heard: her taking that man’s cock in her ass while Bob was at work, making money to take her out for a steak dinner. And yet, I couldn’t shake the gnawing guilt creeping up my spine… because she was partially right: I was conning Bob.

I pushed myself up off the floor, slowly, trying to regain some semblance of dignity even though it felt utterly out of reach. “Claire, just listen…” I began, my voice shaky but measured, “I didn’t… I didn’t mean for things to go this far. And I certainly didn’t mean to humiliate you. I was just trying to… end things between you two without Bob getting too hurt.”

Her laugh was cold and bitter. “Didn’t mean to humiliate me? Are you kidding me? You put on your little wig and makeup, batted your fake eyelashes, and stole my boyfriend right out from under me!”

I flinched at her words. “It wasn’t like that,” I said quickly. “I didn’t steal him. I didn’t even—he came to me. He’s the one who decided to⁠—”

“—Oh, don’t you dare try to spin this on him,” she snapped, stepping closer. Her eyes were blazing now, her fury boiling over. “Do you think I’m stupid? I’ve seen those ‘thirst trap’ photos you post online, ‘Alice’. You knew exactly what you were doing. You set this whole thing up to make him fall for you. You’re in love with him—just admit it.”

“That’s not true,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. But even as I spoke, the words felt hollow. Wasn’t it true, in some twisted way? I’d started this whole thing to get back at her in a small way, hadn’t I? I wanted to save Bob from her deceit. I didn’t want to think that people like her got to sleep soundly at night.

But somewhere along the way, it had spiralled into something I couldn’t control—something I wasn’t sure I even wanted to control.

Claire’s expression twisted into a sneer. “Look at you,” she said, her tone dripping with disgust. “Standing there, pretending to be some… some perfect little woman. Do you even know what you’ve done? You’ve ruined everything. He’s going to hate me forever because of you. And he’s going to hate you too.”

“He was going to hate you anyway—taking it in the ass from some random dude while he was at work,” I blurted out before I could stop myself. The words hung in the air like a slap, and I immediately regretted them.

Her eyes widened, and for a moment, I thought she might actually hit me. But instead, she laughed again: a harsh, bitter sound. “You think that makes you the hero here? You think you’re some kind of saviour, swooping in to rescue Bob from the Big Bad Claire?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “I don’t think that at all. I just… I just wanted to help him. He didn’t deserve what you were doing to him.”

“And what about what you’re doing to him?” she shot back. “You think he’s going to thank you when he finds out the truth? When he realizes the ‘perfect girl’ he’s falling for is just some pathetic little guy playing dress-up? His co-worker? His supposed friend? He’s not only going to reject you—he’s probably going to die of humiliation.”

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words came out. Because she was right. Bob didn’t know the truth. And when he found out—if he found out—there was no way he’d see me as anything other than a liar and a fraud.

Who was I kidding? He was 100% going to find out…

Claire took a step back, folding her arms across her chest. “You’ve got no idea what you’ve started, do you?” she said, her voice quieter now but no less venomous. “You think this ends with him breaking up with me and riding off into the sunset with you? You’re delusional. You’ve ruined both of us. And when he finds out what you’ve done—what you really are—he’s going to hate you more than he ever hated me.”

I swallowed hard, my throat dry and tight. “Claire, please,” I said, my voice barely audible. “You don’t have to do this. You don’t have to⁠—”

“Don’t have to what?” she interrupted, her eyes narrowing. “Tell him the truth? Expose you for the liar you are?” She shook her head. “Oh, I’m going to tell him, all right. And when I do, we’ll see how smug you are then.”

With that, she turned on her heel and marched toward the door, leaving me standing there, trembling and utterly paralyzed.

When the door slammed shut behind her, the silence that followed was deafening. My mind raced with a thousand possibilities, none of them good. Claire was furious, and I had no doubt she’d make good on her threats.

I sank onto the couch, my hands shaking as I tried to process what had just happened. Everything was unraveling, faster than I could keep up.

And for the first time, I realized that I wasn’t just afraid of what would happen to Bob, or to Claire, or even to my own fragile sense of identity.

I was afraid of losing everything.
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Iwaited…

I waited for the house of cards to collapse down hard.

I waited a whole day, and then another, and then another. I went into work each morning overwhelmed with terror, never knowing how I was going to be received by Bob, who was now my boss.

But each day, he seemed oblivious. He smiled at me when I came in. He chatted with me during our breaks. He invited me out to lunch. He made no mention of Claire, and he never told me about Alice. I knew that it was just a matter of time. I knew that Claire was waiting to play her hand.

But days kept passing, and Claire’s time bomb wasn’t seeming to go off.

“Hey Alice,” Bob wrote to Alice’s Facebook one evening. “I just wanted to check in and see how you’re doing.”

I was terrified of replying, but I managed to send him a little smile and a short message. “I’ve been great. A bit busy, but great.” It was a lie. I hadn’t been great. I’d been in a state of terror since the moment Claire stepped onto my property.

“That’s great to hear,” he wrote back. “I hope you have a really great week.”

He would check in every couple of nights, and I couldn’t help but wonder if Claire had already told him, and this was just him feigning ignorance. Maybe he was easier on his ego to pretend like he didn’t know anything. Maybe he was afraid of admitting to his own humiliating mistake: not realizing that Alice was actually his male best-friend dressed up.

Or maybe… just maybe… Claire never said anything to him. And maybe she wouldn’t say anything. Maybe she was ashamed of her own infidelity. Maybe she figured if she kept her mouth shut, I would keep my mine shut too. Hell—if that was what she thought, she was probably right. I really didn’t want to say anything, because I knew that girl had fury boiling inside of her: fury that I really didn’t want unleashed upon me.

The weeks that followed were a blur of tension… monotony. I couldn’t shake the feeling that Claire’s wrath was lurking just around the corner, waiting for the perfect moment to strike. But day after day, nothing happened.

At work, Bob was as cheerful and approachable as ever. He didn’t act like a man grappling with a bombshell revelation. He acted like… Bob. He shared anecdotes about his latest coding challenges, cracked silly jokes during meetings, and even asked me for advice on debugging a particularly stubborn program. He insisted I join him for lunch, and we chatted about the newest Diablo patch (even though I hadn’t actually had time to play any games, because I was now spending most of my free time playing dress up).

It was almost as if our strange, tense coffee shop encounter had never happened. His behaviour was maddeningly normal, which only made me more suspicious. Was this some kind of elaborate act? Or had Claire really kept silent?

More than once, I caught myself watching him closely him during our interactions, searching for any signs that he knew… But he just seemed happy. Relieved, even. It was as though breaking up with Claire had lifted a massive weight off his shoulders.

One evening, as we were leaving work, I decided to ask, “Are you and Claire doing anything this weekend?”

He looked at me for a moment, his gaze lost and glossy, before he said, “We actually broke up a couple weeks back.”

“Oh. I’m sorry to hear that. Seriously?” I said, trying to muster up a half-decent performance.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Hard to believe, hey? We were together a long time… but… it just wasn’t the same as it used to be—so I called it off.”

I nodded along, forcing a smile that I hoped didn’t look as strained as it felt. “That’s… great. One door closes, another opens,” I murmured, my stomach churning.

That evening, he messaged Alice. “I was thinking a lot about you today,” he wrote. “Any chance you want to FaceTime?”

At home, the transformation into Alice became a ritual I couldn’t seem to let go of. Every evening, I found myself reaching for the makeup brushes, smoothing foundation over my skin, and carefully applying mascara. I slipped into Alice’s clothes—cute little dresses, sexy skirts, tight tops… I was just obsessed with the feeling of those girly garments on my skin, and that obsession was only growing with time. I kept telling myself that I was just getting it out of my system, but it seemed like I was just getting it more in my system.

It felt good. Too good. And that scared me more than anything else.

Each time I dressed as Alice, I told myself it would be the last time. That I was just doing it to maintain the illusion for Bob until everything blew over. But deep down, I knew better. Being Alice felt like slipping into a version of myself that had always been waiting in the shadows. Maybe this was something that I knew about before this whole cheating scandal.

Maybe I’d been lying to myself for years…

Maybe when I used to ‘trick’ guys online, I was actually just living out that hidden fantasy, trying to find any excuse to let a bit of femininity out. Maybe I would purposely let my hair grow out so that people would mistake me for a girl at a glance.

Still, the guilt lingered. I felt like I was living a double life, and the pressure of keeping it all together was, honestly, suffocating.

One Saturday afternoon, I decided to venture out as Alice. It was a calculated risk… My neighbourhood wasn’t exactly bustling, and I figured the odds of running into anyone I knew were slim.

I took my chances.

I wore a simple sundress, paired with a cardigan and flats. My heart raced as I stepped out onto the sidewalk, the crisp autumn air nipping at my skin. For a moment, I felt free and unburdened. I was just another girl out for a stroll.

But as I turned the corner, my heart stopped. Claire was there, standing outside a boutique, scrolling through her phone.

I froze, panic clawing at my throat. She hadn’t seen me yet—her attention was fully on her screen. But I knew I couldn’t risk staying there. I turned sharply and hurried back the way I came, my pulse pounding in my ears.

When I finally made it home, I collapsed onto the couch, my chest heaving. The sight of her had reignited all my fears. She was still out there, and she hadn’t forgotten.

The days continued to crawl by, each one quieter than the last. Bob’s messages to Alice remained light and friendly, and he never once brought up Claire.

I should have felt relieved, but the silence was almost worse than confrontation. It felt like the calm before the storm—a storm I couldn’t predict or prepare for.

As I sat at my desk one evening, staring blankly at a half-written email, my phone buzzed with a new message. It was from Bob.

“Hey Alice, I was wondering if you’d like to grab coffee this weekend. No pressure, but I’d love to see you again.”

My chest tightened. I didn’t know how to respond. Seeing him in person felt like playing with fire, but ignoring him might only make things worse.

I typed out a quick reply before I could overthink it.

“Sure, that sounds great. Let me know when and where.”

As I hit send, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was racing toward an inevitable collision. Claire’s fury, Bob’s affection, and my own tangled emotions were all on a collision course, and I was stuck in the middle.
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The café was abuzz with quiet conversation and the soft hum of terrible acoustic-pop background music. I sat at a small table by the window, my fingers gripping the warm ceramic of my tea cup. I was early. I was always early when I was nervous—and now I was really, really early.

Outside, the city bustled on, oblivious to the turmoil churning inside me. I’d agreed to this coffee date, but the weight of my secrets was making it hard to breathe.

Why did I agree to this date? What the hell was I thinking?

I knew why I agreed to the date. Deep down, I wanted to come clean. This was it. I had to tell Bob everything. I couldn’t keep up the charade anymore. He deserved the truth, even if it shattered everything.

The bell over the café door jingled and Bob walked in. His smile lit up the room, and for a moment, I wanted to freeze time. But then his eyes met mine, and my heart sank. The nausea in my gut was overwhelming, and I will admit that I considered abandoning ship. I considered forgetting my plan to come clean.

But I had to do it.

“Hey,” he said warmly, striding over to the table. “Sorry I’m late. Traffic was awful. You look really beautiful.”

“Thanks. And don’t worry about it,” I said, forcing a smile.

He ordered a coffee and settled into the chair across from me, his demeanour relaxed. He was completely at ease, and somehow that only made the anxiety swirling in my chest worse.

For a while, we made small talk. The usual: work, the weather, the latest tech news. We chatted about AI integration for a bit. It was surprisingly taking my mind off of my troubles, and for a brief moment, I almost convinced myself I could leave things unsaid. But that wasn’t fair to him—or to me.

Finally, he leaned forward, his expression curious. “You seem distracted today,” he said. “What’s going on?”

I looked down at my tea, then back up at him. My hands trembled slightly as I set the cup down. “Uh, there’s something I need to tell you,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

His brow furrowed slightly, but he stayed quiet, waiting for me to continue.

“I haven’t been… totally honest with you,” I began, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. “I’m, uh… not really a girl named Alice.”

It seemed so insane. How could I word this? How could I expose myself without leaving him feeling totally humiliated?

There was no way.

“It’s me. It’s, uh, Alastair. This is… a wig.” I bit my lip, waiting for the horrible backlash.

But he strangely didn’t look surprised. Not even a little. Instead, he leaned back in his chair, his coffee cup cradled in his hands. “I, uh, know,” he said simply.

I blinked, sure I’d misheard him. “You… you know?”

He nodded, a small, almost wistful smile on his face. “I knew from the moment I met you in the park. I recognized you.”

My heart was pounding so hard that I could barely hear. “W—What?”

“I mean—it maybe took a minute to figure it out. Initially, I was pretty stunned. I was really worried that I’d accidentally caught you while you were doing something very… private. Like it wasn’t my business to see you like that. But then, the more I looked at you…”

“What?” I said, managing to push that one word past the lump in my throat.

“The more I looked at you, the more I realized that you were… I mean, are—cute.”

I felt dizzy now.

“I got all flustered. You were just so… sweet. You seemed so happy, and… I don’t know… delicate. I felt butterflies, I guess.”

He paused, his eyes scanning my face as if seeing Alice and Alastair at the same time. “I didn’t say anything because I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know how to process the… feelings.”

My heart was pounding so hard it felt like it might break through my chest. “Feelings?” I echoed, my voice shaking.

“Yeah,” he said, his voice trembling slightly. “Feelings. I couldn’t understand how I could feel this way about you, dressed like this. But the more we talked… It took me a long time wrap my head around. I was a bit embarrassed at first, but then we stated chatting more, and, uh… It was just… you’re so nice to talk to, and you always look so sweet and happy. I was just getting more and more drawn to you.”

I stared at him, my mouth opening and closing as I tried to process his words. “You… you knew this whole time?”

“I did, yeah,” he admitted. “I know that you’re trans, and I think that’s cool.”

Was I trans? “I...” I couldn’t think of how to reply. I wasn’t ready to accept that title yet. “I only did this because…” I sighed. “Claire was cheating on you. I caught her at your house. I didn’t want to tell you and break your heart, so I… I don’t know: I came up with this.”

“Yeah, I knew about Claire. She was cheating on me for months. I knew pretty much the whole time. I caught her once, but she didn’t know I saw. I went home to get my office key and she was on my bed with a guy. I grabbed my key and snuck out. I cried at work, and then I tried to force myself to forget about it. I guess I just pretended not to know, just like I was pretending not to recognize you. Maybe it was my way of protecting my ego, or maybe I just didn’t want to deal with it. Pretty weak behaviour, huh?”

My breath caught in my throat. “So, why… why didn’t you say anything? About her, about me…?”

He sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Because I didn’t know how to handle it. Any of it. And then, when you showed up as Alice, I thought… maybe this is a chance to figure things out. To see where this goes.”

“And what about Claire?” I asked, my voice barely audible.

“She’s already with another guy,” he said. “I’m willing to bet she doesn’t think about me much—if at all.” He laughed, shaking his had. “It’s not even the guy she was cheating on me with. Hell—I think she was cheating on me with a few people.”

I sat there, stunned. The weight of all my secrets, all my fears, suddenly felt lighter. He already knew. And yet, here he was, sitting across from me, looking at me with… what? Admiration? Affection?

He didn’t hate my guts—and that was a win. The fact that he was still ogling me like I was some sort of glowing angel—that just made this whole scene feel so surreal.

“I don’t know what any of this means,” he continued, his voice steady. “But I know that I don’t want to lose you. I like you a lot.”

Tears began to form in my eyes, and I quickly wiped them away, laughing nervously. “This isn’t at all how I thought this conversation would go,” I admitted.

He smiled, reaching across the table to take my hand. “Maybe that’s a good thing.”

For the first time in weeks, I felt like I could breathe again.

For the first time in what felt like forever, I wasn’t consumed by fear or guilt. Instead, I found myself wrapped in something unexpected: freedom.

Freedom to explore. Freedom to breathe. Freedom to be Alice, not just for a few fleeting hours in secret but in a way that felt real… I felt like I was allowed to be happy as Alice.

It started small. A few new outfits purchased with trembling hands, then later worn with budding confidence. Subtle makeup lessons from online tutorials turned into bold experiments in winged eyeliner and soft pink lips. With the nervousness fading away, I felt like I was allowed to have fun with this. I was allowed to embrace being a girl. I was allowed to enjoy all of the little girly details.

And I wasn’t afraid to put on a bit of perfume. I didn’t have to worry about it smelling on my clothes or in my house.

Bob was patient. He was encouraging. And somehow he always knew just when to compliment me. “You’re stunning,” he’d say, and it didn’t feel patronizing or overblown.

We started spending more time together outside of work: dinners, movie nights, lazy Sundays at his place. It was kind of fun going to the gaming cafe as Alice. It was fun getting blushing looks from the usual nerds.

Bob had a way of making me feel like a girl. He was always encouraging me to embrace my girly features.

As for Claire…

I’d hear bits and pieces about her from mutual friends—another breakup, another whirlwind romance that burned out as quickly as it started. She was chasing something, though I wasn’t sure even she knew what it was. Part of me pitied her, but mostly, I let her drift further and further away from my thoughts. Someone even told me that she’d gotten knocked up after moving out to Toronto. A year later, she moved back with no kid. Someone said she left the kid with the dad and wanted nothing to do with it. I hope that story isn’t true, for the potential kid’s sake… But it sadly did seem somewhat fitting with Claire’s behaviour.

My relationship with Bob was slow and steady. He didn’t push. He didn’t rush. He let me set the pace. I took it slow for a while, even holing back on kissing him.

But tonight felt different.

I stood in front of his bedroom mirror, studying my reflection. The soft lavender sheer lingerie I’d chosen clung to my curves in a way that made me feel both nervous and excited. I’d been taking HRT pills for months, and it was definitely starting to show—particularly in my little A-cup titties. My hips were wider. I looked cute. My puffy nipples made me blush, and I had a feeling Bob was going to blush even harder when he saw them.

My hair—my real hair now—was loose, cascading over my shoulders in soft waves. The makeup was understated but enough to make my features pop.

I felt beautiful. I felt sexy.

Bob’s room was warm and inviting, with soft lighting and the faint scent of cedarwood cologne lingering in the air. He was waiting just beyond the door, and my heart fluttered at the thought of him seeing me like this.

But for the first time in a long while, I wasn’t afraid of what came next.

“You can come in,” I said, my soft voice shaking with a tinge of nervousness. He walked in and his eyes lit up. His face turned dark red, and I let out a giggle. He didn’t waste much time before coming towards me, putting his hands on my sides, pressing his lips against mine.

I will admit that it felt a bit weird kissing a guy. I had never thought of myself as gay when I was a man. I never thought about men romantically or sexually. But now, as a girl, I felt different. I was still attracted to girls, but there was something about men that just… hit different.

I won’t spend an hour trying to explain it, because I really didn’t understand it myself.

Bob let his hands fall onto my small boobs. He squeezed gently, sending pulses of euphoria surging through my body. I looked down and saw his pants tightening. I giggled. “Is that for me?” I asked, biting my lip.

He nodded his head.

So I went down to my knees. I gently unzipped his fly and allowed his raging boner flip out. He was big—bigger than I was expecting. His foreskin pulled back tight. His bulging tip had a reddish glow to it. I gently licked it, a bit worried it would taste funny—but it was fine. So I leaned in and sucked him.

I don’t really know how long I sucked him for; I definitely got carried away—lost in the moment. I sucked his hard cock while saliva dribbled down my chin. I tasted his sweet pre-cum. I made him so hard—and he finally stopped me when he was on the verge of ejaculating. “Shouldn’t I save a little for… you know?” he asked nervously.

So I turned around. I bent over. I took a deep breath as he came towards me. He leaned over me and I felt his wet, hard tip pushing between my cheeks.

He pushed in slowly. I groaned.

I’d practiced a bit with a dildo, but this was different. It was so much… warmer. It was so much more… real. I could feel him throbbing. I could feel his foreskin pulling back inside of my tight hole. “Fuck me,” I whispered.

He fucked me—soft at first, and then hard, railing me intensely against the bed. Every inch of his hard shaft plunged deep into my asshole.

I was scared it would hurt. I was scared I would hate it…

But I loved it. I didn’t want him to stop. I didn’t want him to cum.

But he came—and he came hard. He spilled damn-near half a pint of warm cum into my asshole… and then ten minutes later, I begged him to do it again. The last creampie hadn’t even fully leaked out of me yet—but it made for good lube.

And in that moment, I realized that I really did prefer to be a girl in every way. And I suppose, in a way, I had Claire to thank for helping me to figure it out.

THE END


THE SISSY HOUSE
A TALE OF RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION



THE SISSY HOUSE


Andy’s dream of traveling always seemed just out of reach—until a mysterious message from Cassandra, woman claiming to be a relative, offers him a teaching job abroad. She’ll even cover his flights. Eager for adventure, Andy jumps at the chance.

But Cassandra’s isolated home is nothing like he imagined. And she never did mention that it was an all-female program, which, as a male ‘teacher’, is a bit awkward… until the government suddenly defunds Cassandra’s program and the students leave.

Suddenly stranded because of funding cuts, Andy finds himself trapped with nothing to do.

As days turn into weeks, Cassandra’s hospitality takes a curious turn. She has a plan to get the government to refund her all-girls program, but she needs a student.
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Ithink most people dream of travelling the world—especially when they’re young. But few people actually get to do it. Before you know it, you have bills to pay and commitments you have to keep. You can’t get time off of work, or your landlord just increased rent by another $200 per month. You can’t leave the dog alone, and the dog sitter now costs a small fortune. People get significant others who want you to focus on settling down, or maybe they would rather just vacation in Mexico constantly, because apparently seeing the world really isn’t as much fun as drinking tequila on the beach.

When I turned eighteen, I thought that I would be heading overseas to see everything the world had to offer—but then my father knocked on my bedroom door and said, “Starting this month, you’re paying rent to stay with us. Four-hundred per month. That’s a great deal; you’ll never get a room that cheap anywhere.”

It was a massive blow to my plan. I had saved up fifteen hundred dollars, which was enough for a plane ticket to Europe, and enough to ride trains from country to country, and enough to pay for cheap meals for a few weeks. It was going to be a very low-budget trip, but at least it was going to be a trip…

But with almost a quarter of my budget evaporated instantly… the trip wasn’t looking so fantastic.

So I got myself a part-time job. I figured I could quickly save up some extra cash, and then I quickly realized just how hard saving up money is when the government takes a huge chunk in taxes, and your dad takes a huge chunk in ‘rent’, and your friends want to go out drinking all the time and you don’t want to feel left out.

I was gutted after a month of working, when I looked at my bank account and saw that my savings had only grown by…

Fifty bucks.

So I picked up extra shifts. I stopped going out as much with my friends. I really thought that I could make that account grow to a point where I could go abroad and see the world.

But after another month, my account had only grown by…

Fifty bucks.

“What the hell is going on?” I groaned. I spent an hour staring at my bank account. I guess I just spent extra on gas, driving to and from work. And then there was the car inspection, the oil change, and the birthday present I bought for my brother. I bought myself a few magazines, a couple of movie rentals… it all added up.

So I tried even harder the next month—but then my car suddenly died on me. It needed a new starter: a $1,200 bill. Just like that, almost every dollar I had evaporated into thin air. Sure, I had a working car… but my bank account was drained.

“Rent is due,” my dad said, poking his head into my room.

“I’ll have it on Friday when I get paid,” I said, feeling my cheeks turning red as I began to realize that travelling the world would probably never happen.

I kept trying. For months, I managed to save some money: a few hundred bucks here and there… nothing amazing, but the savings were slowly adding up. I was starting to feel a glimmer of hope, like my travel dreams might come true one day. I even got a small raise at work, and that seemed to be going a long way.

Then the alternator went out on my car… another big expense that drained everything.

“If you’re going to be eating dinners here, you’re going to have to help pay for groceries,” my dad said to me one evening, taking me by surprise.

More money gone…

I got an email from my university. “College tuition for next semester is due. Create a payment plan or pay in full…”

I went with the payment plan.

“Your student loan application has been declined,” my bank messaged me. “With your grades, you do not qualify for the loan you chose. Choose from our selection of different products!”

“Sorry, we don’t have the textbooks you’re looking for used,” the bookstore employee told me. “You’ll have to buy the books new for your classes.”

I tried posting for help online, looking for side hustles. I found a Reddit page specifically for people looking for ways to make some extra cash. I explained my situation, but they were no help. “Get into Bitcoin. Just start trading and following trends.” I spent an hour looking into it before realizing it was way out of my realm.

“Andy, I need to borrow some money,” my brother said to me, coming into my bedroom. “If I don’t pay the leasing people this week, they’re going to repo my car. I promise I’ll pay you back.” He never did pay me back.

Two years went by. My bank account never did reach that $1,500 that I needed for that trip. And, of course, inflation did its thing. When I looked into planning that trip again, flights were more expensive. Hostel rates had almost doubled. Restaurants were charging at least 20% more. Now, I needed $2,000.

“Your mother and I have talked, and we think it would be best for you and your brother to move out,” my dad said to me one evening. “I want to retire, and the only way I can do that is if we downsize and move into something much smaller. The house will go onto the market on Monday. We’re hoping to be in a new house in the next two months, which gives you plenty of time to find a place of your own.”

I found a place with my brother: a one-bedroom basement suite—the cheapest one we could find: $1,600 plus utilities. I found out fast that my dad’s deal really wasn’t that bad compared to being out on my own.

The deposit was $800, and my brother had no money to cover it—so I covered the whole thing. Just like that, my bank account balance was back to zero.

How do people even do it? How do guys like my dad, working as an air conditioner repairman his whole life, manage to find enough money to retire? It really didn’t seem fair…

Then, one day, I decided to check my message requests on Instagram. It was a section of that app that I never bothered looking at. There were dozens and dozens of requests from spam accounts. “Do you want to be our brand ambassador?” I nearly pressed the ‘delete all’ button, when I noticed a request from a woman who had the same last name as me: “Cassandra Chornik,” was her name. Now, Chornik isn’t a super uncommon name, but it’s uncommon enough that I felt compelled to at least see if the message was anything other than just “I think you’re super cute, please follow me on my other account.”.

The message was almost a year old.

“Hello, Andy,” she wrote. “You don’t know me, but we’re actually related. My grandfather was your great-grandfather’s brother. I’d really love to reconnect with your side of the family. Please get back to me.”

My interest was piqued. My great-grandfather was the one who moved from Europe to Canada… Did he have brothers or sisters? Probably… The story was plausible, and her account didn’t seem spammy or fraudulent.

But the message was already a year old. It seemed weird to reply to such an old message… but I replied anyway.

“Are you sure?” I wrote.

And she replied later that night. “It’s so great to hear from you,” she wrote. “Yes, I’m sure.” She sent me a black-and-white photo of a large family. Some members were circled. At the bottom of the photo was handwriting in blue pen: names, and the name of my great-grandfather, Pyotr Chornik, was there. A child—maybe eight years old, was circled. He was wearing a little black suit with a frown on his face (to be fair, nobody in the photo was smiling). Next to him was a baby, also circled: Rodion Chornik, supposedly her grandfather.

I sent the photo to my father and he replied later in the evening. “I think I’ve seen that photo before, but I’m not sure,” he wrote. He didn’t really have anything from his family.

I wasn’t sure what to make of any of it… It was interesting, but it didn’t really matter. It’s not like this changed anything. It’s not like finding out that I had some very-distant relatives in another country made my life any different…

Until she wrote to me, “We would love for you to come and visit us.”

“Oh, I would love to,” I said, “but unfortunately, I’m not in a position to be able to afford that.”

“Well perhaps I can help,” she wrote back to me. “I run a program for teaching English to the young people of my country. It’s a program that gets funding from my government, and it’s quite well funded. Your expenses would be mostly covered: flights, accommodation, and meals, plus a small per diem as well.”

My heart started racing. Was this real? It sounded too good to be true.

“You would have to help tutor some students with their English—but only for a few hours each week. And you would have many weeks off as well, so if you want to travel around and see my country or other countries, you would be able to do that. But more than anything, it would be a great opportunity for you to get to know your family.”

I was grinning ear-to-ear.

“Unfortunately, beyond covering your expenses, it wouldn’t be paid. And it would require a three-month commitment.”

“Yes, I would love to do it,” I wrote without putting more than a few minutes of thought into it. I knew that I would never get another opportunity like this. She was offering me a plane ticket and accommodation… meals, and a tiny bit of spending money. I didn’t need anything else.
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Four months flew by in what seemed like seconds.

I won’t bore you too much trying to describe the twelve-hour flight, followed by a cramped train ride through rolling hills and dense forests, and finally, a bumpy car ride down a winding dirt road that seemed to stretch on for hours. By the time the car pulled up to the house, my body was stiff, my mind foggy, and my nerves frayed. But the moment I stepped out of the car, all of that melted away.

That was when I really realized that I’d done it: I’d left my country, and I was nearly on the other side of the world.

This was my dream… at least the start of it. I was too tired to really take in the sights—but finally, seeing that old house, I realized I was in a different place.

The house was… breathtaking. It wasn’t just a house—it was a mansion, a relic of another era, standing proudly in the middle of… well, nowhere. The kind of place you’d see in some period drama, with its ivy-covered stone walls and towering arched windows. The gardens were wild and lush, so many different colours and scents, with roses climbing trellises and lavender spilling over the edges of cobblestone paths.

I barely had time to take it all in before the front door swung open, and there she was: Cassandra.

My breath caught in my throat.

She was nothing like I’d imagined. In my mind, I’d pictured some older, matronly figure, maybe with greying hair and a head scarf. But Cassandra was… stunning. She couldn’t have been more than thirty, with long, dark soft hair that cascaded over her shoulders, piercing green eyes, and a cute smile. She was wearing a flowing white blouse and jeans—and a bra under the blouse that was so red it made the shirt appear translucent.

“Andy,” she said, with just the faintest hint of an accent. “Welcome. I’m so glad you made it.”

I stammered something incoherent, suddenly hyper-aware of how disheveled I looked after about twenty-two hours of travel. My cheeks burned as I shook her hand, her grip soft and dainty. There was something about her that was… magnetic, almost intoxicating, and I had to force myself to look away, to focus on anything other than the way her eyes seemed to almost be glowing.

She was stunningly beautiful. I tried not to think that, because… well, she was my relative. But it was so hard to look away from her. It was so hard to look away from the bursting cleavage that was faintly visible through her semi-transparent shirt.

“Come in,” she said, stepping aside to let me pass. “You must be exhausted.”

The inside of the house was just as impressive as the outside, if not more so. The ceilings were high, the walls adorned with intricate woodwork and faded tapestries. A grand staircase dominated the entryway, its banister carved with delicate floral patterns. The air smelled faintly of wood smoke and lavender, and the floors creaked softly underfoot.

Cassandra led me through a series of rooms, each more breathtaking than the last, until we reached a cozy sitting area where three young women were gathered.

They looked up as we entered, their expressions a mix of curiosity and shyness. They were all strikingly pretty, each in their own way—one with fiery red hair and freckles, another with dark, almond-shaped eyes and a quiet intensity, and the third with a soft, ethereal sort of platinum blonde beauty that made her seem almost otherworldly. They murmured greetings in accented English, their voices barely above a whisper, before quickly looking away.

“These are some of the students you’ll be working with,” Cassandra explained, gesturing to the women. “They’re all eager to improve their English, and I’m sure they’ll appreciate your help.”

I nodded, feeling suddenly shy. I was expecting… kids. I was expecting teenagers maybe. But these weren’t kids. These were young adults—my age—and they were… pretty girls. I was hardly able to speak to pretty girls back home…

There was something about the way they looked at me—like they were sizing me up, trying to figure me out. Or maybe they were trying to tell me something. I kept catching the occasional glance: a moment of eye-contact that made them seem even more nervous.

Cassandra must have noticed my awkwardness, because she quickly changed the subject. “Let me show you to your room,” she said, leading me back toward the staircase. “You’ll want to freshen up and rest before dinner.”

We climbed the stairs to the second floor, down a long hallway lined with antique portraits and heavy wooden doors. Finally, she stopped in front of one and pushed it open, revealing a spacious, sunlit room with a large four-poster bed, a writing desk, and a window that looked out over the gardens. It was more than I could have ever expected. It was weirdly luxurious.

I had kind of assumed that Cassandra was poor. She made it sound like the government program that she worked for was more a labour of love than a labour of profit. But to own a place like this… she must have been doing pretty well for herself. Maybe too well. Maybe the government was paying a little bit too much to have their citizens learn English…

“This is yours,” Cassandra said, stepping aside to let me enter. “I hope it’s to your liking.”

“It’s perfect,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. I set my bag down on the floor, still taking it all in. I wasn’t sure that I wasn’t dreaming. I was in another country, far from home—and in a beautiful house surrounded by beautiful women. It was all so surreal.

“Were those all the students?” I asked.

She nodded her head.

“Do you get many male students?” I asked, unsure of how to ask that question in a way that didn’t come across as creepy.

“My program is girls-only. It’s normal in educational institutions here to separate male and female. Not in your country, I understand, but here it’s normal.” I didn’t realize that I was being hired to teach a girls-only English program, but I suppose it made no difference. Maybe it was a bit awkward to be the only male in an otherwise fully female program, but I didn’t pay it much thought.

The room, the house, the gardens, the women… it was all so much more than I’d imagined. And yet, there was something about it that felt… off. Not in a bad way, necessarily, but in a way that made my heart race.

Cassandra lingered in the doorway for a moment, her eyes scanning the room before settling on me. “Dinner will be in an hour,” she said. “Take your time to settle in. And Andy… welcome to your new home.” She smiled at me and I returned the smile, not sure what I was supposed to say. I was exhausted. My brain was hardly functioning. I needed a good night of rest so that I could reset my thoughts.

“Is there anything else you might need?” she asked.

“I don’t think so.”

She nodded her head. With that, she turned and left, closing the door softly behind her. I stood there for a long moment, listening to the sound of her footsteps fading down the hallway. My mind was racing, my heart pounding in my chest.
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When I woke up, sunlight was already streaming through the lace curtains of my room. For a few seconds, I wasn’t sure where I was. The bed was too soft, the room too big, and the air smelled like lavender and something vaguely floral—or maybe it was vanilla.

Then it hit me, and hard: I wasn’t at home. I wasn’t in my basement apartment, scraping together rent and wondering if my car would break down again. I was here, in this old house, in another country. I’d spent nearly a decade fantasizing about this moment—and now it was happening. Maybe the circumstances and conditions weren’t quite what I had envisioned, but beggars can’t be choosers, right?

A knock at the door startled me. I sat up, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. “Come in.”

The door cracked open, and Cassandra peeked inside. She was already dressed in a fantastic little dress, short but flowy, a deep shade of blue. “Good morning,” she said with a smile. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yeah,” I lied. I had tossed and turned half the night, my mind racing with all the possibilities of what this whole experience could turn into. “What’s the plan for today?”

“Well,” she said, leaning against the doorframe, “I thought it would be good for you to start with something simple. Instead of formal lessons, I want you to take the girls out into the city.” She was twirling a long strand of her hair around her finger in an almost… flirtatious kind of way. I found the urge to look down her body in that tiny dress. I had to remind myself that she was family… far removed, but still family.

I blinked. “The city?”

She nodded. “It’s the best way for them to practice conversational English—real-world scenarios. There are many English speakers in the city.

“The girls are good with textbooks, but they need to feel comfortable speaking. You’ll take them shopping, grab a coffee, just… spend the day together—and get to know them a little.”

“Okay, but… I don’t know the city at all.”

“That’s part of the fun.” She tossed a small set of car keys to me, which I barely caught in time. “The car is out front. Just take it slow. The girls know their way around; they’ll help if you need it.”

Before I could protest, she was gone.

I was nervous… but excited. I mean—this is sort of exactly what I wanted, wasn’t it? I wanted to see the world. I didn’t just want to sit around in some strange house all day. I didn’t travel across the world to bum around someone’s home in sweatpants.

I ate a quick breakfast and took a quick shower. I looked at myself in the mirror, realizing I needed to shave. I didn’t shave often; my facial hair grew so slowly that sometimes I wasn’t sure it was growing at all. There was a clean razor and shaving cream in that bathroom so I shaved.

I was tempted to cut my long hair with the pair of hair trimming scissors that were in the vanity. When I had first connected with Cassandra four months ago, she made a few little requests. First, she had asked me to learn a bit of Polish so that I could communicate slightly with certain students who were further behind on their English studies (though a person can only really learn so much Polish in four months). She had also told me not to cut my hair, and the reason seemed normal enough, I suppose: her sister was hoping to use me for ‘practice’ as she trained to become a hair stylist. It was a bit of a weird request, but I was happy to oblige.

Though now, my hair was quite long, over my ears and almost touching my shoulders. I’d never really had ‘long’ hair before. I wasn’t sure that I liked the feeling.

I stuffed my hair under a hat for the day.

The drive into town was tense. The girls—Anna, Lidia, and Katya—sat in the back, whispering to each other in their language, barely responding when I tried to make conversation. I felt like a chauffeur, awkwardly gripping the wheel of an unfamiliar car while navigating streets I didn’t recognize. The traffic was different, the road signs confusing, and every time I made a wrong turn, the silence in the car only grew heavier.

When we finally parked, I let out a breath of relief. “Alright,” I said, forcing a smile. “Where to first?”

The girls exchanged glances before Katya, the redhead, spoke up. “Maybe… coffee?”

I nodded. “Coffee it is.”

The café was small and cozy, with the scent of roasted beans filling the air. Ordering was another ordeal. The girls hesitated, whispering among themselves, and when I encouraged them to order in English, they went quiet, staring at the menu like it was written in hieroglyphics. Eventually, I just ordered for everyone, hoping I got it right.

The rest of the outing wasn’t much better.

The girls were shy, hesitant, and I had no idea what they were comfortable with or what they even wanted to do. Most of that day was just spent wandering around streets. I mean—I was seeing sights that I wanted to see, but it was hard to enjoy with three girls tagging along with me, looking a mixture of bored and confused. I kept asking, “What do you guys want to do?” But I never got a reasonable reply—just shrugged shoulders.

By the time we returned to the house, I was exhausted, my head aching from the constant second-guessing.
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The next day, Cassandra handed me a bag filled with towels and sunscreen. “Take them to the beach,” she said.

“The beach?” I echoed. “I thought I was tutoring.”

“This is tutoring,” she said with a smirk. “Who says you can’t tutor at the beach?”

I didn’t question her methods. She had supposedly been running that program for the better part of the last decade, so I could only assume that she had a good idea of what she was doing… Though I felt like she was just trying to make me happy; she knew that I wanted to travel, and she was trying to ‘bend’ the program into something enjoyable for me.

But it was hard not to feel guilty, feeling like I was wasting those girls’ time.

The drive was slightly less painful this time, though the girls were still quiet. When we arrived at the beach, there was an awkward tension in the air. I quickly realized why—none of them seemed eager to change into their swimsuits.

Anna, the blonde, clutched her towel like a shield.

“Maybe we can just sit?” I suggested.

They stared at me. Then, after a while, one of them said, “Cassandra wants us to swim.”

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” I said.

But they didn’t look so sure. They looked weirdly nervous, as if they were scared that I was going to tell Cassandra they didn’t go swimming. There was definitely something that they were scared of, but I couldn’t figure it out, and there was no comfortable way of asking—so I just didn’t ask.

“We don’t have to swim,” I said quickly, feeling like I’d dragged them here against their will.

Lidia, the one with dark, intense eyes, finally broke the silence. “You swim?”

“I—uh—yeah, I guess.” I pulled off my shirt and waded into the water, hoping it would ease the tension. After a long moment, Katya followed, then the others, though they stayed waist-deep, nervously glancing around. I had no idea what was making them so uncomfortable, and I didn’t dare ask.

They all seemed weirdly uncomfortable with their bikinis: tiny little bikinis covering their pretty bodies. They held their arms over their chests, and sometimes with their hands covering their crotches, as if they were worried that I was ogling them—and you can imagine how uncomfortable that made me feel…

We left before sunset, and again, I felt like I had done something wrong. I was so relieved to be done that beach excursion.
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On the third morning, Cassandra greeted me with an envelope. “Here,” she said, pressing it into my hand.

I frowned. “What’s this?”

“Train fare. Enough to cover your travel and a little extra for food and hostels.”

I stared at her, confused. “What?”

“You’re taking the week off.”

I blinked. “Wait, what? I just got here.”

She giggled: a cute sound as she batted her long lashes. “You wanted to travel, didn’t you? Now’s your chance. Go see the country. Come back in a week.”

It was strange. After the last two days, I had expected to spend more time with the girls, to keep trying, to actually feel like I was making progress. But now, I was just… being sent away?

“You sure you’re not trying to get rid of me?” I joked.

Cassandra just smiled. “Go. Enjoy yourself.”

And so, I did.

I boarded the train that afternoon with nothing but a backpack and an open itinerary. For the first time in years, I was actually traveling. I visited bustling city squares, wandered through ancient castles, and ate foods I couldn’t pronounce. I met other travellers in hostels, swapped stories over late night beers, and for a moment, I forgot about all the weirdness of my first few days in this country.

When I returned to the house a week later, it was empty.

No Anna. No Lidia. No Katya.

Just Cassandra, waiting for me in the dimly lit entryway, a glass of wine in her hand.

“Welcome home,” she said, her smile just a little too mysterious.
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Iwoke up feeling like I had slept for a week.

The exhaustion of travel, the overwhelming emotions of the past few days—it had all drained me. But now, as I stretched in bed and listened to the stillness of the house, I felt… refreshed. It was the first time in a long time that I had nothing urgent to worry about.

Or so I thought.

The house was silent. Too silent. The constant hushed voices and giggles of the girls were gone. No sound of footsteps down the hall, no distant whispers in the sitting room. Just… emptiness. But if Cassandra was concerned, she certainly didn’t show it.

With those girls gone, the house just seemed bigger—and it had already seemed like a massive house to begin with. I swear that house had grown since I left it.

At dinner, Cassandra was as relaxed as ever, pouring herself a generous glass of deep red wine and picking at her plate with an air of complete ease. I waited for her to explain why the house felt so different, why the atmosphere had shifted, but she said nothing. So I didn’t ask. Instead, I ate in silence, glancing at her now and then, trying to read her expression. Nothing. Just the same cute little half-drunk smile, the same piercing green eyes.

After dinner, I excused myself and went to bed early.

But when morning came, the house was still empty.

I walked through the halls, expecting to see one of the girls emerge from a room or hear them chatting in the sitting area. Nothing. The grand house felt cavernous, the silence almost overwhelming. Finally, I found Cassandra in the garden, standing barefoot in the grass with a cup of coffee in hand, watching the sun rise over the trees. The garden was starting to look a bit overgrown, as if a week had gone by since anyone had plucked a stray weed.

I hesitated for a moment before speaking. “Where are the girls?”

She turned her head slightly, her expression flat. “They’re finished.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Finished?” It sounded so… imposing.

She took a slow sip of her coffee. “Yes. They’re no longer with the program.”

Something about the way she said it made my stomach tighten. There was no concern, no regret—just a statement of fact, as if their departure had been inevitable all along.

“What happened?” I pressed. “Did they quit?”

Cassandra turned to face me, tilting her head slightly, as if considering how much to tell me. “They simply moved on. They we finished. That’s all there is to it.”

“That quickly?” I asked. “I mean, I was only gone for a week.”

She shrugged. “It’s the way it is, I suppose.” I could tell she was hiding something. Maybe it was none of my business. Maybe I just needed to be happy that she had brought me across the ocean and had provided me with some funds to do some travelling. Maybe I just needed to stay in my own lane.

I studied her face, searching for some hint of unease, but there was none. She looked completely at peace, as if nothing at all was out of the ordinary.

“So… what now?” I asked. “Are new students coming?”

“In time.”

Something about her vague responses unsettled me. I wasn’t sure if she was being intentionally cryptic or if she truly didn’t think it was important to explain further. Either way, I got the sense that pushing for answers wouldn’t get me anywhere.

“Until then, I don’t really have anything for you to do,” she continued. “You can relax, enjoy the house. Spend time in the garden—whatever you want.”

I shifted uncomfortably. “If that’s the case… do you mind if I go travel a bit more? I could take a train to⁠—”

She cut me off with a slow shake of her head. “That won’t be possible.”

Something cold settled in my gut. “What do you mean?”

Her lips curled into a soft, almost sympathetic smile. “The program’s budget has been unexpectedly cut. Until further notice, there’s no more funding for anything extra.”

I stared at her. “So… you mean you can’t pay for my train ticket?”

“I can’t pay for anything. Not right now.”

I felt my jaw tighten. “What about my flight home?”

She exhaled softly and took another sip of coffee before responding. “I’m not sure yet. I’ll need to see if we can get the funding reinstated. But for now… well, let’s just say you should be mindful of your expenses.”

A rush of irritation and confusion bubbled inside me. Just like that, my situation had changed entirely. No more exploring the country, no more easy money for travel. And worse: no guarantee I could even get home. I had assumed I was here under some kind of structured program, but now I was realizing that there wasn’t as much structure as she’d led me to believe.

Cassandra, however, didn’t seem the least bit bothered. She stood there, sipping her coffee, looking completely untroubled by the whole thing, as if it was all just an interesting turn of events, nothing more.

I clenched my jaw, forcing myself to stay calm. “Alright,” I said finally. “I guess I’ll figure something out.”

Her smile widened slightly. “Good.”

And with that, she turned back toward the sunrise, taking another sip of her coffee, as if we hadn’t just had a conversation that completely upended everything I thought I knew about my time here.

I walked back inside, my mind racing. If I wanted to get home, I needed to start saving whatever money I had left. I needed to figure out how much a flight back would cost and how long I could stretch my current funds. I had to start thinking seriously about what I was going to do next.

But more than anything, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something about all of this was off—particularly the way the girls had vanished without a word. The way Cassandra didn’t seem the least bit fazed by the sudden loss of funding. The way she always seemed to be… waiting for something, standing around with a glass of wine, unbothered by anything.

For the first time since I arrived, I wasn’t just unsure about how long I would stay. I was unsure if I wanted to stay at all.
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Iasked Cassandra if I could take the car to Krakow for the weekend. Krakow was only a couple hours away, and I hadn’t a chance to give it a good visit after landing there at the airport. I’d spent the whole night looking into all of the cool historic places that I wanted to see before this trip was over.

But Cassandra said, “I need the car to stay here.”

I wanted to ask her ‘why’, seeing as she never seemed to go anywhere, and even groceries were delivered to the house, but it didn’t feel like my place. So I just asked, “What should I do today?” I tried to keep an appreciative smile on my face, but it was hard to smile through my frustration. I had been in that house for days now, and there really was nothing to do but putter around the garden and watch Polish television.

“You can relax,” she said.

But I didn’t want to ‘relax’. I had spent days doing nothing, and I was bored to death. I actually found myself wishing that I was back home, so I could be taking shifts at work and earning some cash, so that I could actually… travel.

This didn’t feel like travelling. I mean—maybe I should have been more appreciative; she bought me the plane ticket there and she had given me money to go exploring for a week. But now… I felt like a prisoner.

And as the days went by, the isolation seemed even worse. Cassandra never seemed bothered. She was always just lounging with either a mug of coffee or a glass of wine. The television was never on. She never had music playing: just enjoying her thoughts, unbothered.

But I was bothered… very bothered. I was looking into cab services, but nothing was cheap, and nothing was same-day. It was hard to find a place that spoke English. When I did find a place with an English speaker, they told me I could book a cab for the next week, so I had to say, “I’ll call you back,” because that just meant I needed to have my trip fully planned out. If I wasn’t going to visit Krakow for a few days, I really needed to ensure that it was worth it, because a cab ride to the nearest train station was over $100, and then I had to pay for the train tickets, and for hostels, and then for the ride back to Cassandra’s house.

And it became quickly obvious that I didn’t have money for that.

I’d looked at plane tickets, and the prices were insanely high. It was apparently now busy season, and that meant airlines were jacking up prices. In fact… I didn’t even have enough money in my bank account to pay for a ticket home. The cheapest flight home was $1,100!

I was beginning to panic, alone in that house, with no way to get home. My whole plan had been to rely on Cassandra and her ‘program’ to fly me home. I didn’t account for this. I had spent a good chunk of my own money during my weeklong mini-tour around Eastern Europe.

Finally, I just couldn’t take anymore. “Cassandra,” I said to her one morning. “I really need to get home. I, uh, talked to my boss, and I’m needed back.”

She just stared at me with a blank expression.

“I hate to do this, but could you buy my ticket, and I’ll send you the money as soon as I have it, in a week or two, when I get my next paycheque. I’ve already pre-paid my rent for the next two months, so every dollar of my paycheque can go to you.”

She kept staring at me blankly, almost looking like she couldn’t understand me. But her English was good—very good. Hell, she spoke clearer English than me.

“Would that, uh, be okay?” I asked.

After a long moment, she shook her head. “What makes you think I have the money for that? My program was defunded. I’m afraid I can’t afford a plane ticket for you.”

I swear my heart stopped beating for a brief moment. “But you… kind of promised me when you brought me here. I mean—I told you that I didn’t have money for this trip, and you said⁠—”

“I know what I said, but things change,” she said, without much remorse in her voice. “I’m working on getting the program reinstated with the Polish government. Everything I can do, I’m doing. All you and I can do now is wait.”

“But I can’t just be stuck here,” I said. “I mean… How long will this be? What happens when my visa expires?”

She just stared at me. I don’t think she really cared. But she was supposed to be family; she was supposed to care. “I have about eight hundred,” I said. “I only need to borrow… three hundred, and then maybe a ride to the airport.”

“Three-hundred is a lot of money here,” she said, shaking her head. “And it’s money that I don’t currently have to spare.”

“Please,” I said, feeling a growing sense of dread inside of me. I felt so hopeless, so vulnerable. “There must be something you can do to help me.”

She shook her head, and that was the end of the conversation. “You’re welcome to stay here as long as you’d like. I won’t expect any money from you, and I’ll make sure you’re fed until we figure this out.”

I wanted to cry. I went to my room and stared at the wall. I looked out the window at the woods. Those woods went on and on and on. It would take… days to hike to town.

In the morning, I asked if she could drive to me to the nearest place that had cell service, or wifi (that house had neither). She told me she couldn’t spare the money in gas. “If I can call my parents, I can convince them to loan me some money,” I said, though I wasn’t super hopeful that my parents would help; they would probably tell me that I had to figure out my own problems, like they always said—but it didn’t matter, because Cassandra wouldn’t even drive me the hour to cell service—even after I offered to pay for gas.

“If there are any car issues or breakdowns, I can’t afford to have the car fixed right now,” she said.

I wanted to scream. I really was a prisoner in that house, halfway across the world from home.

But a glimmer of hope came two days later.

Cassandra came into my room and said, “An evaluator is coming from Krakow.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, sitting up in my bed. I hadn’t been sleeping, but I had nothing to do, so I was just… laying.

“A government evaluator, to assess the effectiveness of our program,” she said. “If they feel that the program is successful, then they may reinstate funding.”

I perked up. “Okay, so… what are they evaluating?”

“Program effectiveness,” she said again.

“But what does that mean?”

“They want to see that our students are indeed learning English.” She stared at me and I stared back.

“How will they do that… if there are no students here.”

“I hate to do this, Andy, but I will need you to dress as a student for me.”

My heart skipped a beat. “W—What if the evaluator asks me a question in Polish?”

“We can only hope that he or she will not do that,” Cassandra said. “I will pose as your teacher, and you will be my student. The evaluator will surely be impressed by your English—though I recommend giving your voice a little bit of an accent, as well as a feminine tone.”

“Wait,” I said. “Feminine tone?” And then I remembered that Cassandra’s program was a female-only program.
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Isat stiffly on the edge of my bed, staring at the bundle of clothes Cassandra had laid out for me. A white blouse with delicate lace trim, a pleated plaid skirt that looked suspiciously short, and a pair of sheer black tights. Beneath it all, lacy white panties and a matching bra. My stomach twisted into knots just looking at them.

“Is this really… necessary?” I muttered.

“It’s necessary,” Cassandra said simply, swirling the wine in her glass. She looked far too relaxed about all of this. “If the evaluator believes we still have active students, the funding will be reinstated. And since I don’t have any students at the moment… you will have to suffice.”

I hesitated, running fingers through my hair. “But I—I don’t even look like a girl.”

Cassandra smirked. “That’s what the makeup is for.” She set her wine glass down and gestured toward a small vanity she’d pulled into my room, already set up with an assortment of beauty products. “Get dressed, and I’ll take care of the rest.”

I swallowed hard, feeling my face burn as I picked up the panties. The fabric was soft and delicate, completely different from anything I’d ever worn before. I hesitated before slipping them up my legs, the lacy waistband hugging my hips—and the tight lace squishing my cock firmly against my body. It was hard to arrange my cock and balls in a way that they weren’t bulging out or falling out.

The bra was more of a struggle, and I fumbled with the clasp before Cassandra sighed and stepped in, fastening it behind me with practiced ease. The slight pressure of the band across my chest made me feel… different: exposed and vulnerable, even more so than if I was totally topless. “I think it looks weird,” I said.

“It looks fine,” she said, waving me off. “You have a fine body for this.”

I didn’t appreciate that comment, though I don’t think that it was meant to be an insult.

The blouse slid easily over my arms, the thin fabric draping softly around my torso. I don’t know the exact term for it, but it was one of those tops that didn’t have shoulders, but it had little sleeves around the upper arms that were attached to the torso part of the top. I’d always thought girls were cute in tops like that—which made the thought of wearing a top like that myself even more dreadful.

The skirt, however, made me hesitate. It was far shorter than anything I’d ever worn before, barely reaching the bottom of my ass. As I stepped into it and pulled it up, I felt a cool draft against my legs, right up to the skin around my crotch, making me painfully aware of just how much skin was showing.

Cassandra handed me the tights next, and I struggled to pull them up my legs without tearing them. They felt smooth, almost silky, and when I ran my hands over them, I shivered at the unfamiliar sensation. Cassandra eyed me awkwardly, “You should pass for now, but in the future, the leg hair would have to go.”

In the future? Was this not a one-time deal? I was too humiliated to speak, so I didn’t ask.

Finally, Cassandra stepped back, eyeing me up and down.

“Not bad,” she murmured. “But we need to do something about that face.”

I sank into the chair in front of the vanity, my pulse racing as Cassandra got to work. She started with foundation, blending it smoothly over my skin. Next came the contouring—softening my jawline, adding subtle shadows to create a more delicate, feminine shape. When she swept blush across my cheeks, I flinched at the ticklish bristles of the brush.

“Hold still,” she groaned. “You need to look natural.”

I bit my lip as she moved on to my eyes. A warm brown eyeshadow dusted across my lids, followed by a darker shade to deepen the crease. Then came the eyeliner: a precise flick at the corners that made my eyes appear wider, more expressive. When she curled my lashes and coated them with mascara, I blinked rapidly. My eyelids felt weirdly heavy.

I didn’t like it. I didn’t like any of it.

The final touch was the lipstick—a soft pink that made my lips look fuller… definitely more feminine. I stared at my reflection, barely recognizing the face staring back at me.

My heart pounded in my chest. She really had… made me look like a girl. I mean—from certain angles, anyway. I could still see myself through that makeup, but I had to almost squint. My features were almost hidden, but not entirely.

Cassandra stepped back, admiring her work. “Perfect,” she said. “Now we need to address the hair.” She checked her watch and groaned. “We need to be fast.”

She pulled a blonde wig from a box, which had many wigs inside of it, and carefully adjusted it on my head, brushing it out until the long, silky strands cascaded past my shoulders. I swallowed hard, the weight of the wig making me feel even more transformed.

She did it with a practised ease that made me… feel off. Why was she so good at this? Why did it seem like she’d done this a hundred times before? And why did she have so many wigs? They weren’t just cheap costume wigs either; I mean—I was no wig expert, but I could tell that the wig was high-quality. I knew what a Halloween wig felt—and smelled—like; this wasn’t that. This hair was nice and soft and it curled in a natural way, teasing my shoulders. “If your hair was a bit longer, we wouldn’t need the wig,” she said to me. “But your hair isn’t quite long enough yet.” It was another weird comment that left me feeling unsettled. Again, she was insinuating that… this had been part of her plan all along.

Had she been planning this for some time? Did she really bring me to Poland for this reason? No—that didn’t make any sense. There was just… no sense in it. If she needed English-speaking girls to sell her program, why would she fly in young men from Canada to do the job? It just made no sense…

Standing up, I smoothed my hands over the skirt, feeling the tights underneath. The sensation was… strange. I felt ridiculous... but there was a weird excitement at the same time: knowing that we were doing something potentially illegal: fraud. Hell—this whole scheme could end up landing me in some Polish prison. We were taking a big risk and in a weird way, it was exciting.

Cassandra smirked, handing me a pair of low-heeled Mary Janes. “Now, let’s work on your voice.”

My stomach clenched, but I nodded.

And we got to work. She took me to one of the classrooms in the house, complete with chalkboard and desks. She sat me down and stood at the front of the room, looking like a proper school teacher. I kept my hands on my lap, keeping that skirt pushed down, between my thighs, so that my crotch wasn’t on full display. It was hard to listen to her instructions.

But I knew I had to focus. I knew that I couldn’t end up spoiling her plans, losing the potential funding, and ending up in some Polish prison for trying to scam the government.

Cassandra folded her arms and looked at me like a teacher about to scold a lazy student. "Alright," she said. "We don’t have much time, so listen closely. First, your voice. Right now, you sound like a man. That won’t do."

I tried to swallow the lump growing in my throat. "Okay… so what do I do?" My heart was racing faster and faster with each passing minute.

"Speak softer. Not whispering, but gentler. Higher pitch. And slow down. Women don’t bark out their words. Try it. Say, ‘Hello, my name is Andrea.’"

I cleared my throat. "Hello, my name is Andrea."

She wrinkled her nose. "Again. Softer. And don’t slouch, sit up straight." She motioned for my to lift up my chin.

I did it again, forcing my voice up. "Hello, my name is Andrea." This was so embarrassing. I didn’t want to look like an idiot… but I needed this ‘plan’ to succeed. If she got her program refunded, then she could buy me a ticket home… or better: she could pay for me to travel, as was the original plan.

If I had to pretend to be a girl for fifteen minutes, then so be it.

She nodded. "Better. Now, elongate your vowels. Make it flow."

I tried again, stretching the words. It felt ridiculous, but she smiled. "Good enough. Just keep that tone and don’t drop it when you get nervous."

I took a breath, feeling the pressure of all this. "What else?"

"Your movements. Stop sitting like that." She walked over and nudged my knees together. "Women don’t sprawl. Keep your legs together, hands relaxed, not gripping the desk like you're bracing for an earthquake. And when you move, do it lightly. No stomping."

I adjusted, feeling stiff and unnatural. She had me stand up. She had me walk awkwardly around the room. Her hands kept touching me, adjusting me, moulding me like I was some shop mannequin. Then she had me sit again.

She circled me, inspecting me like I was some art project she wasn’t sure about. "Now, facial expressions. Smile more. Women are expressive, especially in conversations. Nod a little when someone talks. Blink softer—don’t stare like you’re in shock. Let’s practice. I’ll ask you a question, and you answer in your new voice, with the right expression and posture."

I nodded, remembering to do it gently. "Okay."

"What is your favourite hobby, Andrea?"

I swallowed, forcing a small, polite smile. "Um… I like to read."

"Better, but put more life into it. Pretend you’re actually excited."

I took a breath and tried again. "I like to read," I said, making my voice light and friendly.

Cassandra gave a satisfied nod. "Now, walk to the chalkboard and write your name. And do it gracefully."

I stood, smoothing the skirt down, and took careful, small steps to the board. I picked up the chalk, writing "Andrea" in big letters.

"Good," she said. "Now, let’s⁠—"

The sound of a car outside made my heart stop.

Cassandra’s head snapped toward the window. Her voice suddenly lowered. "She’s here. Sit down, keep calm, and stay in character."

I barely had time to settle back into my seat before the classroom door opened and a woman stepped in. She was older, with serious eyes and a clipboard in her hands. She said something in Polish, and Cassandra smiled, answering in the same language. I sat there, frozen, trying to look as polite and demure as possible.

The woman’s eyes landed on me. She said something to Cassandra, then pointed at me.

My stomach twisted. This wasn’t right. I was suddenly more aware of every part of my body than ever before. I badly just wanted to scream, ‘This is a sham!’. Maybe if I came clean before she found me out, the punishment wouldn’t be as severe…

Cassandra turned to me and spoke in a sweet, slow voice. "Andrea, why don’t you introduce yourself to our guest?"

I blinked. Right. English lesson. I cleared my throat and gave my rehearsed smile. "Hello, my name is Andrea. It is nice to meet you."

The evaluator watched me closely. She nodded, then spoke to Cassandra again, scribbling something on her clipboard. My pulse pounded in my ears. What was she writing? Did she believe it? Was I too stiff? Too fake?

Cassandra kept smiling, nodding along to whatever the woman was saying. After a few minutes, the evaluator stood, shook Cassandra’s hand, and gave me one last long look before leaving the room.

Was that it? Just a five-minute check in? Was that little moment enough to make her satisfied?

Was I going to stay out of Polish prison?

I let out a breath, my whole body sagging. "Did she buy it?"

Cassandra turned to me, looking calm as ever. "For now. But she said she’ll be coming back at random times over the next week to observe more lessons."

I stared at her, my stomach twisting again. "You mean… I have to keep doing this?"

She gave me a small smile. "Yes, Andrea. For the next week, you will need to be a woman. It is the only way that I will be able to finance your adventures.”

My heart raced faster. The way she was staring at me, into my eyes, made me feel so… small, so… submissive. I didn’t feel like I was allowed to protest. And where would protesting get me? She was right: this really was the only way that I could get home without hiking into cell service and calling my parents to beg them to send me money, knowing they probably weren’t going to.
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Iwoke up early, still in that little nightgown Cassandra had given me, and stretched, feeling the tightness of the fabric across my chest. I still thought that it was weird that I even had to sleep in women’s clothing… as if that government official could return at 2:00 AM. But Cassandra wasn’t willing to take any risks, and I wasn’t exactly an expert in how the Polish government operated.

The moment my mind caught up with my body, I felt weird all over again. I looked down at my gown-clad body and groaned.

Cassandra had made it clear last night that the evaluator could drop by at any moment, so I had to look the part all day, every day. No exceptions…

When I shuffled into the kitchen, Cassandra was already there, sipping her coffee like this was just another normal day. "Good morning, Andrea," she said with a little smile, her eyes scanning me up and down. I didn’t correct her. What was the point?

She pulled out a chair at the kitchen table. "Come sit. It's time you learn how to do your own makeup."

I hesitated. "Can't you just⁠—?"

"No," she interrupted. "I can’t be doing this for you every morning. You need to be able to handle it yourself. Sit. We don’t know how long this will go on for, so you need to be able to handle yourself.”

What did she mean, we don’t know how long? I thought we knew how long. I thought this was just for a week…

I swallowed and obeyed, sitting down as she laid out everything in front of me. Foundation, powder, eyeshadow, mascara, lipstick. Just looking at it all made my stomach tighten.

She started with the basics, showing me how to dab on foundation and blend it in. My fingers felt clumsy, the sponge awkward in my grip. "Light dabs, not smears," she corrected, grabbing my wrist and guiding my hand.

Next was the mascara. "Blink as you move the wand up. Like this." She demonstrated on herself, making her lashes dark and long. When it was my turn, I nearly poked myself in the eye.

Cassandra sighed. "This will take practice. But you’ll get there."

I didn't want to get there… But I had no choice.

Once my face was done, she led me to one of the empty classrooms. The same ones the ‘students’ had used before. It was eerie being in there, just me and her, like I was some kind of personal project.

"Posture straight," she instructed, tapping a ruler against her palm. "You need to carry yourself delicately. Cross your legs when you sit. Keep your hands folded in your lap."

I followed her orders stiffly, shifting in the small dress she had put me in that morning. It barely covered the tops of my thighs, and every movement made the fabric tickle my skin. Underneath, the stockings clung to my legs, and I could feel the lace trim of the panties she had picked out. Everything was so tight, so feminine—and so very wrong.

"Now, walk for me. Hips loose. One foot in front of the other."

I walked. She sighed. "No, no, you're stomping. Softer. Again."

It went on like that for an hour. I had to repeat movements over and over, fixing my stance, my gestures, my expressions. Every time I slipped and fell back into something too masculine, she corrected me with a stern expression that actually made me feel like some sort of failure.

A hand on my hip, a touch to my back, her voice in my ear…

Then came the next order. "Tonight, I want you to shave your legs and armpits."

I tensed. "Do I have to?"

She gave me a pointed look. "What do you think will happen if the evaluator notices? What would she think?” Her tone was sharp and serious. There was no levity here…

I sighed. I knew she was right. I didn't want to be caught. But every step in this process was making me feel like I was sinking deeper into something I didn’t understand.

Later that evening, after a long day of pretending, I found myself wandering the house, looking for something to do. I hated Cassandra’s ‘girl lessons’, but I hated the nothingness between them even more: wandering around that house as if I would just stumble onto something to do.

There was nothing to do: just empty bedrooms and classrooms and bathrooms and sitting rooms. Yet still, I went from room to room, hoping that I would find some… inspiration—maybe some ‘how-to’ book that would teach me some new skill that I could be passionate about. I don’t know… I just wanted something to spark something inside of me.

And that’s when I spotted it: an old bag tucked away in the corner of one of the unused classrooms.

I hesitated, then walked over, kneeling down and unzipping it. Inside were clothes, some toiletries… and then I saw… a wallet. I picked it up, flipped it open, and felt my breath catch in my throat.

The ID wasn’t for a woman.

It was for a man.

A man who must have here before me. And he looked… familiar. Why did he look so familiar?

I stared at the picture, at the name, then back at the bag, my heart pounding. What had happened to him? Where was he now? And why had Cassandra never mentioned him?

A cold feeling crept up my spine.

Something wasn’t right here.

Something wasn’t right at all.

I kept staring at the picture—and then it dawned on me.

Katya. Was that her name? She was one of the students when I showed up…

And the young man in the photo looked strikingly similar to Katya… maybe her brother… or maybe…

Was Katya actually the young man in the photo? Konrad was his name, according to the ID.

I heard Cassandra coming from down the hallway, so I scrambled to stuff everything back into the bag, as if I would get in big trouble if I was caught. My heart raced and I spun around just in time, just as Cassandra was walking in through the doorway. She looked at me up and down before asking, “Did you shave?”

“Not yet,” I said.

“Do it now. It will make a big difference—and it could be the difference between funding and no funding.”

I nodded my head. Then, she eyed my body and motioned with her hands for me to ‘straighten up’ my posture. I stood up straight, like she had showed me earlier. She really wasn’t going to let me have a break from being a girl…

And maybe she had done the same thing to Konrad…
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Another night sleeping in a gown, this one shorter than the last. It was starting to feel more like ‘lingerie’ than a gown. The undies she gave me were smaller, lacier, daintier… sexier. I wasn’t sure why I couldn’t just wear my own undies under those skirts, but Cassandra was serious about my commitment to that role… so committed that she took my clothes and ‘put them away’, in case the government official did a walk-through of the house and found them, ruining everything.

I kept expecting to hear the knock at the door, the government official returning to inspect me again. But as I went through my morning routine—now including shaving my legs and armpits as Cassandra insisted—I felt a small sense of… I guess you could call it ease. The smoothness of my skin was weird but not entirely unpleasant. It made the stockings glide on more easily, at least.

At a glance, I really did look like a girl. Maybe I looked more feminine than that even… more than I wanted to admit.

Cassandra had me practice my voice again over breakfast, gently correcting me when I slipped even slightly into my natural tone. “Softer,” she reminded me. “And don’t forget the little lilt at the end of your sentences—it makes you sound more feminine.”

I barely had time to respond before the doorbell rang.

My stomach dropped. Cassandra gave me a sharp look, then smoothed her expression into something welcoming before going to answer it. I straightened my posture, forcing myself to breathe as she returned with the evaluator in tow.

The woman’s serious eyes landed on me immediately. I smiled politely, hoping I wasn’t visibly shaking.

Cassandra launched into conversation in Polish, her tone pleasant enough. I caught my name—or rather, my fake one—several times: Andrea. That was me now—I guess—at least for as long as this ruse lasted. I forced myself to focus as Cassandra pivoted smoothly into an English lesson.

“Andrea,” she said, motioning for me to stand. “Why don’t you read today’s lesson aloud?”

I picked up the book she pointed to and scanned the words. Simple sentences. Easy enough. Taking a breath, I read in my carefully practiced voice, making sure to keep it soft, light. I purposely flubbed a couple words—just slightly, enough to make it somewhat believable that English was a second language.

The evaluator watched closely. I felt sweat forming at the back of my neck, but I pushed through, finishing the passage. The woman nodded slightly, jotting something in her notebook. Cassandra smiled approvingly, but I could tell she wasn’t ready to celebrate yet.

Minutes stretched like hours until, finally, the evaluator stood and spoke to Cassandra again in Polish. I couldn’t understand a word, but I caught the way Cassandra nodded and kept her expression neutral.

Cassandra and the woman went to another room. Before leaving, Cassandra looked back at me and said, “Read the next chapter from your book, please.” And then, for the next hour, she spoke to the evaluator in the kitchen area.

It was a long, long hour. Finally, Cassandra returned without the evaluator.

I let out a breath . “Did she buy it?”

“For now,” Cassandra said. “But she’ll be back… Randomly.”

My relief vanished.

“Which means,” she continued, “we need to keep working.”

I barely had time to catch my breath before Cassandra led me down a hallway I hadn’t been to before. She opened a door, stepping aside so I could see inside.

It was a wardrobe. No—a boutique. Racks and racks of dresses, skirts, blouses, shoes, and accessories filled the room. Everything looked feminine, delicate, some of it practical, some of it over-the-top frilly… and some it downright inappropriate to exist in any sort of educational facility, even if it was for adults. I blushed, looking away from a wall of lingerie.

“We need to make sure you’re comfortable in different outfits,” Cassandra said. “You’ll be wearing them every day, after all.” The evaluator may return during non-school hours, and she may wonder why you are dressed in a school uniform.

I swallowed. “Every day? What about weekends?”

She gave me a look. “My program is seven days a week, Andrea. That’s part of why it’s so successful.”

I sighed, stepping into the room. Cassandra pushed a few hangers aside before pulling out a dress—a baby blue skater dress with lace trim. “Try this one.”

I hesitated before taking it. The fabric was soft between my fingers, lighter than the dress I had on now.

I changed, and when I turned to the mirror, I felt strange. I still looked like me… but not quite. The dress fit well, the lace adding an almost delicate feel to my reflection. I shifted, testing how it felt to move.

Cassandra handed me another. “This one next.”

And so the day went on, me trying different outfits—some casual, some elegant, some absurdly girly… and then there were the outfits that were too revealing, meant for bedroom encounters with intimate partners. I asked her if I really needed to wear those tiny outfits, and she just eyed me with a stern look, as if to warn me to stop questioning her authority.

At first, it was humiliating. Then, at some point, I wasn’t sure what I felt. There were moments where I caught myself admiring the way a skirt flared when I spun, or how a particular colour looked against my skin.

I shoved those thoughts away. This was just temporary: a means to an end.

[image: ]


That night, unable to shake my unease, I decided to explore more. Cassandra had fallen asleep on the couch after finishing off a bottle and a half of wine. I could hear her snoring gently, so I knew that I could explore beyond where I normally felt comfortable.

I crept through the quiet house, slipping into old bedrooms.

The first one had a few stray belongings left behind—nothing strange. The second had a dresser still half full. The third… that was where I found it: a notebook, left tucked beneath a pillow. I flipped it open, my heart skipping a beat at the name scrawled inside. Konrad.

Page after page of handwriting, the tone shifting over time. The first entries were complaints about Cassandra, about the program. Then, slowly, they changed. Notes about voice training, about learning makeup. Then… about liking it.

The writing was in English, but I could tell that English wasn’t his first language. But neither was Polish. In one entry, he mentioned missing his home in the Netherlands. He mentioned not being able to afford a flight back home. “I don’t know if I want to go home,” he wrote. “Here… I am expected to be someone else… and maybe I like being someone else. I need time to decide…”

I closed the book quickly, heart pounding.

Had Konrad… wanted this in the end? I thought of Katya. Of how natural she seemed… but shy… nervous.

I kept looking around… for hours. It seemed like each time I was about to give up, I found something else: some lost personal belonging. I found a photo of another young man who looked an awful lot like Lidia, one of the other girls I ‘taught’ for those few days before they disappeared.

Then, I found myself stepping nervously into Cassandra’s little office, which overlooked the garden. I saw her laptop there, so I approached it. I lifted the lid, and the screen lit the dark room. There was a ‘chiming’ as the laptop came to life. I eyed the door, worried the sound would wake up Cassandra.

I probably should have left, but I wanted to see what I might find.

There was no password prompt. But the screen was tricky: all of the folders in Polish. I recognized a few words from my weeks of studying. I saw a folder labelled ‘Andrea’, so I clicked it.

Then, I saw that family photo that she had sent me: the black and white photo of my grandfather, with her great-grandfather. The photo had the red circles and red handwriting with the names…

But then, in another folder, I found the same photo… with different names written on it—and again in another folder, with different names again.

And I found saved ‘PDF’ files from an ancestry website. She had looked up the various last names of people… myself included. There, in PDF format, was her search results from the surname Chornik. Highlighted was my grandfather’s name, and the names of his siblings.

And in other folders were different surname searches…

I found a folder called ‘Katya’, and there was that black and white photo, and a PDF from that ancestry site, this time for the name ‘Klava’.

I tried not to jump to conclusions… but it wasn’t looking good. Did Cassandra lie to me about being related to me?

Back in my folder, I found a saved webpage. I clicked it. It had been translated into Polish, but I recognized it instantly: the Reddit page where I posted asking for financial help. On that post, I’d also laid out my financial situation, down to the numbers.

My Reddit page was linked to my Instagram, where Cassandra had reached out to me.

My heart fell into my stomach.

Was this real? Was Cassandra… a scammer? And if so… what exactly was the scam? Was she making money off of this scheme somehow? That government official coming to the house… was she really coming to fund some sort of English program? Or was there another reason that she was there?

I heard a stirring. I quickly closed those folders and slammed the screen shut before rushing out of that room. I heard footsteps coming up the stairs, so I went the other way, down the long hallway and around the bend to another staircase, which went back downstairs.

Did Cassandra hear me?

I waited down in the little library. But Cassandra never came. After thirty minutes, I crept through the house and saw that she had stumbled to her bedroom and fallen back asleep on her bed.

I thought about going back to her laptop to see if I could find more evidence…

But how much more evidence did I really need? Hadn’t I seen enough? Wasn’t it obvious?

But… what could I even do about it?
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In the morning, after a sleepless night, I went out to the driveway of the house. I looked down the long, long driveway that went to that long dirt road. I stood there, wearing the little black skater dress that Cassandra had set out for me.

For a moment, I was convinced that I was going to leave. I was convinced that I was just going to take my passport and my phone and my wallet and start walking. Cassandra hadn’t taken those things from me (though she had taken my male clothes and hidden them so the auditor couldn’t find them). I was still technically free to leave—she just wasn’t help me to do it.

I went inside and located my things. I went back out to the driveway, so sure that I was going to do it… until I walked for five minutes, and I hadn’t even gotten close to the end of that super long driveway.

Suddenly, the idea of hiking became… insane. It was probably 150 km to town. Maybe I would get lucky and someone would pick me up… but what would they think if they saw me like this? Some people aren’t so ‘cool’ with guys dressed as girls… and maybe it would be worse if they thought that I was some helpless young woman.

Or, more likely, I wouldn’t get any ride. I would walk until sunset, and then I would be cold and alone in the dark, in a strange country. Does Poland have lots of wolves?

I walked back to Cassandra’s house. I wasn’t a prisoner, but I sure felt like one.

And Cassandra wasn’t who she said she was. It was quite possible that Cassandra’s real name wasn’t even Cassandra. I had seen the proof on her computer that she had lied to me: the same lie she fed to many other young men. Though I still didn’t know what she was up to. It really was starting to seem like… she just enjoyed turning young men into women.

I waited until that night. I waited until she was drunk on wine and asleep. Then, again, I snuck into her office and went to her laptop. I looked through more of those folders. I saw that black and white photo over and over, always with different names. Who the hell knows whose family that was; maybe it wasn’t even Cassandra’s family. Maybe it was just a generic photo she had found that most people would believe was actually a photo of their ancestors—because who really knows what their great-great-grandparents look like?
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The next morning, I woke up to the feeling of soft fabric clinging to my body. It took me a moment to remember that I was still wearing the silky nightgown Cassandra had given me the night before. I should’ve taken it off before bed ( I could have taken it off after she had passed out, and then put it on again in the morning), but somehow, I hadn’t. And worse—somewhere in my half-asleep state, I had actually enjoyed the way it felt against my skin.

I pushed that thought away and swung my legs over the side of the bed, wincing when my freshly shaven skin brushed against the cool air. My morning routine had changed so much in just a few days. Now, it involved careful skincare, delicate movements, and putting on a bra before I even left the bedroom. It was ridiculous—humiliating, even—but when I stood in front of the mirror, something about my reflection made me pause.

I was starting to really look the part.

I barely had time to process that thought before Cassandra called me downstairs. As I made my way to the kitchen, the smooth swish of my skirt against my thighs made my stomach turn. I told myself I hated it, that this was all for show, but I knew I wasn’t being entirely honest with myself…

I’d had feelings like this before… a few years before, when my cousin came to stay with us. She was in town visiting some friends. She left her suitcase at our house and went to a three-day music festival. One night, I snuck into her room, just out of curiosity…

No—I pushed that memory away. I put a lot of effort into forgetting that happened…

“Chin up,” Cassandra said. “You’re slouching.”

I followed her command. I had to be a good sissy for her. I had to follow all of her commands.
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The government evaluator showed up unexpectedly again that afternoon. The moment I saw her car pull up, my heart kicked into high gear. I forced myself to take deep breaths, to remember everything Cassandra had taught me. This time, I wasn’t shaking when I answered questions. My voice, higher and softer than it had ever been, came naturally now. The evaluator’s eyes studied me, but there was no suspicion—only polite acknowledgment.

And when she left, Cassandra looked… pleased.

“You’re getting better,” she said simply, leading me down a hallway I hadn’t been in before.

At the end of the hall, she pushed open a door into that walk-in closet filled with racks of dresses, skirts, blouses, and rows of neatly lined heels. The air smelled like perfume and fabric softener. It was overwhelming.

“I want you to get familiar with different styles,” Cassandra said. “Knowing how to dress like a woman is more than just putting on a dress. It’s about how fabrics move, how they feel on your body. You need to wear them to understand them.”

“We did this yesterday,” I said.

“You didn’t try them all on.”

I paused. I stared at her. I swallowed hard. “You want me to… try them all on?”

She nodded. “We have time.”

I wanted to protest, to say this was all too much, but something held me back. Maybe it was the way Cassandra spoke—like this was natural, normal. Or maybe it was the fact that, deep down, I did want to know.

I started with something simple: a soft cotton sundress. The fabric hugged my frame, light and airy, and when I twirled slightly, the skirt flared in a way that made me smile—but only for a moment. Then, I moved to something tighter, a sleek pencil skirt and blouse. Every outfit changed how I moved, how I carried myself.

By the time the afternoon was over, I wasn’t just playing dress-up anymore. I was experimenting.

That night, as I lay in bed, I couldn’t deny what I had felt.

I liked it. I liked the way I looked in those clothes, the way I moved, the way Cassandra’s approving nods made something warm bloom in my chest. And if I was being really honest with myself… maybe I wasn’t as desperate to leave as I thought I was.

And now, I was remembering that time when I put on my cousin’s clothes. It felt so good. I did it every night for three nights straight… and then my father caught me. The look on his face: the absolute horror and… disgust. He said nothing. I said nothing. I took the clothes off and hid in my room, and it was a month before we talked away.

I didn’t want to remember that shame…

Okay, so maybe I liked being feminized by Cassandra. Maybe it was a nice excuse to experience that life that I had once fantasized about.

But I still needed answers. Cassandra still wasn’t who she said she was—and she had no idea that I knew.

So, when the house was silent, I slipped out of bed and started searching. I moved through the hallways with quiet, careful steps, heart pounding in my chest. I checked old bedrooms, finding traces of the students who had been here before me: feminine clothes, makeup, diaries—except, in the backs of closets and hidden under mattresses, I found something else.

Wallets. IDs.

And just like before, they weren’t for women.

One after another, I flipped through them, piecing together the truth I didn’t want to believe. Katya had been Konrad. Maria had been Marcel. And there were others, all with stories just like mine. Boys who had come here and never left.

Why? Had they chosen to stay, just like I was starting to?

Or had they never been given a choice?

Shaken, I made my way to Cassandra’s office, drawn to her laptop still glowing on the desk. My hands trembled as I moved the mouse, pulling up an open tab.

A webpage. A post. A post I knew—because I had written it.

A year ago, late one night, I had made a throwaway account and posted on a trans subreddit, asking: How do you know if you’re really trans? How do you know if you should transition?

I had forgotten about it and deleted the account. I had pushed it out of my mind because I didn’t want that to be me…

But Cassandra had found it somehow. She had it saved. She had somehow linked it to me.

She had it saved, years later…

My breath caught in my throat. She knew. Before I had even admitted it to myself, she had known.
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Cassandra was leaning against the kitchen counter, sipping her coffee, when she casually mentioned the flight. "There's a discount ticket back home. Leaves tomorrow morning. I can drive you to the airport if you want."

I blinked, my body perking up. I hadn't expected that. "Oh... uh, that's nice of you to check."

"You've got enough money left to cover it," she added. "If you want to go, now’s the time." She motioned towards a bag, and in the bag: my clothes.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out at first. My mind raced through every excuse. The truth was, I didn’t want to go. But saying that outright? Admitting it? That was terrifying.

This was all so… sudden.

"I think I should stay," I finally said. "I mean, you still need my help with the funding, right? The evaluator could drop by at any time."

Cassandra studied me, like she was waiting for something else. But when I didn't say more, she just shrugged. "Alright. If you're sure."

And just like that, it was settled. No turning back now.

Maybe it was a mistake. Maybe I should have taken the opportunity to leave. I mean… she was lying to me, wasn’t she? She wasn’t who she said she was, and her motives were still questionable and vague… So why wasn’t I leaving?

Cassandra wasted no time getting me back into my routine. The moment breakfast was over, she handed me a fresh set of clothes—another skirt, another soft blouse.

“Start moisturizing your skin after you shave. Everything will feel even better," she said. "Smoother, more natural."

I nodded, keeping my expression neutral. But as I dressed, I noticed how different the fabrics felt against my skin. The silky material of the blouse slid over my shoulders effortlessly, and the skirt felt impossibly light as it swayed around my legs. It was... nice. Not that I’d ever admit it.

The morning was spent in front of the mirror again: more makeup lessons.

Today, Cassandra had me apply everything myself—foundation, blush, eyeliner. I fumbled at first, but with her guidance, I got the hang of it. Watching my own face transform in real-time was bizarre. A part of me expected to feel ridiculous. Instead, I just felt... intrigued.

By the time I was done, I barely recognized myself. Not just because I looked different, but because I felt different. More polished. More put-together. More⁠—

No. I shook the thought away. This was just part of the act. That’s all.
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After lunch, Cassandra brought me to that wardrobe room. She motioned to the clothes. “I will be testing you today.”

“Testing me?”

“Make your own outfits with the options here, and then come out and present them to me: one outfit at a time, with a total of five outfits.”

I hesitated. "Like... a fashion show?"

She smirked. "Exactly."

I played it off like it was just another part of my training, but as I moved through the racks, running my fingers over the different materials, I felt something stir inside me. Excitement… mixed with curiosity… I wasn’t sure. I didn’t like these feelings, but I didn’t push them away either.

I slipped into dress after dress, spinning slightly to watch the fabric swirl. I couldn't deny how... fun it was.

Hours passed. I lost track of time. At some point, Cassandra had left me alone, letting me sort through things at my own pace. And that’s when it hit me.

I liked this.

I liked the way the clothes fit, the way they moved, the way they made me feel.

But why?

I shook my head, forcing myself to focus. This was just a means to an end. A way to play my part. That’s all it was.

Right?

That night, she gave me access to that closet to pick out my own nightwear. Then, she went off to drink her bottle of wine in her sitting room, so I put on something cute, something soft, something sexy. It was so revealing. Blushing, I snuck off to my room so that I could be alone, wearing that adorable little outfit.

It felt so good… but why?

I rolled over on my bed to face the full-length mirror. I let out a soft sigh. My God, I looked so cute. Why couldn’t I be this cute all the time? Why did I have to go back to being… me?
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She drank another bottle of wine, and was soon asleep on the couch: her usual nighttime ritual—and so I went about my new nighttime ritual, sneaking into that big wardrobe and carefully picking out the outfits that I wanted to wear.

Each time I went into that walk-in closet, the excitement grew. The more I accepted this part of me, the more I wanted to indulge—and there were so many adorable little outfits to wear. She had so much makeup, so many pairs of shoes, so much lingerie…

I quietly undressed, letting my casual dress fall to the floor, exposing my smooth naked body. Then, I shimmied out from my cotton panties and reached for a lacy thong.

I slid the thong up gently. The moment the tight lace was hugging my cock, my heart started racing. I couldn’t fight the smile from my face.

Next, I found a bra. There was a whole drawer full of bra ‘pads’: different materials, different sizes. I went for a pair of small, cute silicone pads, which bounced just slightly whenever I hopped. God, the feeling of a softly jiggling bust… why couldn’t I stop smiling?

I spent the next hour trying on various dresses. The short little skirts felt so perfect. I wasn’t sure what I liked more: the feeling of a pleated skirt dancing against my thighs, or the feeling of tight stockings being pulled up my smooth legs.

I slipped into an adorable little pair of black Mary Janes. I found a long black ribbon to tie into my hair. Then, I looked down and saw that my pleated skirt was standing up, tented. My cock had fought its way out from my panties and was now towering high—throbbing hard.

I blushed all over. I tried to ignore it—but ignoring it became difficult a few minutes later, when I went to explore some of what I thought were accessory drawers—but really, they were sex toy drawers.

It was the vibrating butt plug that made me turn crimson—and it broke the last wall of resistance that I was putting up. I caved. I squeezed some warm, gooey lubricant onto the plug and I gently pushed it into my asshole. I gasped when it finally penetrated me. I pushed the button on the bottom of it, and gasped again as it began to purr inside of me.

I kept putting on clothes, now exploring the lingerie.

A tight one-piece fit my body perfectly. It was black and satin with lacy trim. It felt good… too good. I moaned, the toy still buzzing in my ass. Then, I felt something wet. I looked down and saw that cum was oozing down my thigh. My cock was gushing. “Fuck,” I whispered. The cum kept gushing out of me. I reached down and gently swiped the tip of my finger through the slick ejaculation. I brought it up to my lips—something I’d never done before—and I licked it. It was salty—but kind of sweet.

I moaned softly—and then I heard something. I turned around and saw the brief silhouette in the doorway before she retracted. I heard footsteps: running away.

Cassandra.

She had been watching me! Oh God—what an embarrassing moment to be caught!

I awkwardly pulled the butt plug out from my ass and I threw a satin robe over my lingerie-clad body. I raced to catch up with her, heart pounding, desperate to explain myself. Then, I found her ‘sleeping’ on the couch, gently snoring—but those snores didn’t sound quite right, because they were fake.

“Sit up,” I said.

She roused. She pretended to wake up, blinking a few times and then seeing me. “What are you doing up?” she asked with a fake grogginess. And now, I was wondering just how often she faked being passed out. Maybe it was always fake. Maybe she would just pretend to black out, knowing that I would go and get up to naughty business, thinking I was free to do anything.

“You planned this… Didn’t you?” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Cassandra didn’t deny it. She just looked at me, her face calm. Her lips even curled into a smile, knowing she’d been caught—but she didn’t care. She knew there would be no punishment for what she did. She knew that I wasn’t really going to do anything…

And maybe she knew that I wasn’t even really mad.

“I gave you the opportunity to find the truth about yourself,” she said.

I clenched my fists. “You tricked me. You led me here. You… curated this whole thing.”

She shook her head. “No, Andrea. I saw you. Just like I saw the others.” She let out a small giggle. “I found your post—the one you probably barely even remember writing. You asked a question that night: a real question. And I gave you the space to find the answer.”

I swallowed hard. “You… tricked me.”

She kept going. “This program isn’t about tricking anyone. It’s about offering something most people like you never get—a place to explore who you really are, without judgment, without shame.” She stepped closer, her voice softer now. “If you had truly wanted to leave, you would have left. I even offered you a plane ticket, didn’t I? I never stopped you from going. I just gave you a sandbox to play in, and you chose to play. I never stopped you from leaving this place.”

She was right.

I had stayed.

Not because I had to. Because I wanted to.

My heartbeat pounded in my ears as the truth settled inside me, deep and undeniable.

“You’re scared,” Cassandra said, reading me like an open book. “Because if this is real… then what does that mean for you?”

I let out a shaky breath. “I don’t know.”

She smiled. “That’s okay. But you do know one thing, don’t you?”

I hesitated, then nodded. “…I don’t want to stop,” I said.

Her expression warmed. “Then don’t.”

I felt faint… but excited. She walked by me, smile on her face. She went into her office and opened a drawer. She pulled out an envelope that was sealed with her name on it. It looked like some official government postage. She opened it up.

“What is that?” I asked.

“It’s your trip around Europe,” she said. “Money—to go travelling. I suppose you could say that it’s your pay for teaching.”

“O—Oh,” I said. My eyes widened when I saw her holding up a cheque with a big number on it.

“We can go tomorrow and cash it in at the bank.”

“I… really appreciate that,” I said.

“One condition,” she said. “When you’re back, you spend two days here as a student.”

“What?” I said.

“Another young person is coming in a month—someone like you, who made a post looking for help. I offered them a teaching job here, just like I offered you—but they will need someone to teach. So, you’ll have to pretend not to have the best English. They will teach you for a couple of days, and then you can leave.”

My head was spinning. Her master plan finally made sense, even though it was absolutely insane.

“Then, two months after that, I will fly you back out so you can do it again. It will be a chance to do some more travelling. You see—in order for the government funding to continue, I do need to run the English program,” she continued. “Which means I need students and teachers. People come here as young men, and they teach, and they leave as young female students—and I get funding to fund transformations and travels. It’s a win-win for everybody.”

On one hand, it seemed so diabolical… on the other hand, it seemed so altruistic. In a way, she was taking a big risk, running this operation under the nose of the government, tricking them into funding her self-discovery program.

“One other rule,” she said. “When you go travelling, you go as Andrea. This is your chance to go out into the world and see what it is like being your true self.”

I blushed all over.

I was nervous… but excited. “Okay,” I said softly. Then, I smiled.
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It was months later when I stepped off the plane, my heels clicking softly against the polished airport floor.

Home.

Or at least, the place I used to call home.

But I wasn’t Andy anymore. And I wasn’t pretending, either.

I had finished Cassandra’s program. I did two appearances as a student in her ‘sissy house’, along with a couple other ‘students’, who had previously been teachers like me. It was weird, staying in character with a nervous young man, knowing that he was about to go through the same thing that we had all gone through.

But it was nice knowing that someone else was about to get the same gift that was given to me.

I owed Cassandra big time. Without her program, and without that ‘sissy house’, I would have never found my true self. I would have never gone to the Netherlands, to Poland, to Italy, to France, to Germany—or maybe I would have one day, but I wouldn’t have gone as Andrea, and I have to tell you: travelling as Andrea was a whole lot more fun than travelling as Andy. Maybe I was just more confident as Andrea, but people seemed to be drawn to me when I was a woman; people seemed to like being around me more, and that opened so many more doors. I made so many friends in the various hostels, and I ended up being invited to visit so many more countries. I was given places to stay, so I saved a ton of money, and that helped me to stay abroad for even longer.

But eventually, it was time to go home—time to face my friends and family and return to real life. I knew that there would be awkward moments—like the one that I was about to have in the airport, being seen as Andrea for the first time by my parents…

I knew that they would come around to the new me. I knew that they would see how happy I was, and that would make them happy. Maybe it wouldn’t be overnight acceptance, but it would happen.

I adjusted my skirt, smoothing the fabric. I caught my reflection in a window—a confident, sexy young woman staring back.

I smiled, biting my bottom lip.

For the first time in my life, I was exactly who I was meant to be.

THE END


THE GIRL TRIAL
YOUNG MEN TRANSFORMED INTO YOUNG WOMEN



THE GIRL TRIAL


Damian just landed a dream apprenticeship with a famous luthier. There’s just one issue: it’s unpaid.

He needs to find a way to live during his apprenticeship, and weekends at Subway aren’t cutting it. Thankfully, an old high-school classmate can get Damian into an experimental drug trial that pays thirty bucks a day, and more than likely, Damian will be put into a control group and given a placebo. What is there to lose?

Well, maybe his masculinity.
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Icouldn’t believe that I was actually about to start my luthier apprenticeship. And I wasn’t going to be doing it under some questionable wannabe in some corner of his garage; I was going to be making instruments with one of the most legendary luthiers in the country, Hans Fig.

“And just to be clear, Damian,” he said to me. “It is an unpaid apprenticeship.” He stared at me closely, and I’m sure he saw the colour drain from my face.

I knew that I wasn’t going to get rich from my apprenticeship, but I had no idea that it was totally unpaid. I mean—I knew that most luthier apprenticeships were unpaid, but I assumed that it would b different with Hans, and with Fig Guitars. I mean—they were so iconic. The shop was so huge and outfitted with the top of the line tools. Some of the best-known modern luthiers had worked under Hans as apprentices.

“Did you not realize that?” he asked with a narrowed gaze. “I’m sorry; I assumed you knew that when you applied.”

“I knew,” I said. It was a lie. “Of course I knew.”

“And that’s fine. Right?”

I nodded my head. “Of course.”

“You have another source of income for the next year? The apprenticeship is two years, but after the first year, we’ll get you in the repair shop, and then you can take a cut of the repair earnings. That’s usually how we do things here.”

“Totally cool. Um… I’m just wondering… Say I was here more often—like, five days a week instead of three… Maybe then it wouldn’t be a full year unpaid? Maybe it could be more like… six months? And if I catch on really fast, that would speed it up too, right?” I bit down on my tongue, stopping myself from saying anymore. I didn’t want to scare him away from giving me that opportunity. I hadn’t technically accepted it yet, and he could still retreat his offer.

“It’s not three days a week. It’s already five,” he said. “And no—it will take a year before we get you into the repair shop. You have a whole lot to learn before you’re ready for that.”

“Even if I already know a lot about it?” I asked. I’d built a couple guitars in the shop at my dad’s place. I knew a thing or two about making an instrument.

He stared at me for another long moment. “If you have already done it before, then it could take even longer, because then you have to un-learn bad habits. Do you understand?” His Swiss accent came out thicker than usual as he said it.

“I get it,” I said. I nodded my head. “No problem at all.”

But it was a little bit of a problem. I mean—there was the issue of paying rent and eating food. I would have to pay for the heating bill through the winter, and gas was going to run me about forty bucks per week, getting to and from that shop, which was outside of the city, in a rural area that had no bus access.

And then there was car insurance… maintenance (oil changes and whatnot)… and then I had to think about⁠—

“Is that all fine?” he said. “Because if you aren’t financially prepared for it, please tell me now so I can choose someone else. I’ve gotten two months into apprenticeships before, just to have apprentices leave me. It’s no good for anyone.”

“I’m good for it,” I said, heart starting to race. I had no idea what I was going to do, but I knew that I would make something work.

I had to make something work, because there wouldn’t be another opportunity like this. Hans was the best in the industry—and the next closest shop wasn’t even in my province.

I just had to make it work.

So I started putting everything on credit. I started trying to find a weekend job—and after two weeks, I found one. It wasn’t glamorous; I was making sandwiches at Subway: minimum wage. It wasn’t enough to pay the bills, but it was enough to offset the blow of the apprenticeship.

And it became even more obvious after my first week in Hans’s shop that I really, really needed that apprenticeship. I needed him as a mentor. I needed the guidance. He was teaching me so much, and I quickly realized that we hadn’t even scratched the surface of what I needed to learn.

After the seventh week of my apprenticeship, I got a letter in the mail from my credit card company. “Your credit card is almost maxed out, and we will begin charging interest on the unpaid total.”

“What!?” I gasped. I checked my online banking. How did this happen? How did I max it out so fast? I looked through payments, thinking that someone had been using my credit card number for sketchy online purchases… but it was all me: small payments that just added up and added up.

That credit card was supposed to carry me to the finish line. Now, I still had ten months to survive before I could make peanuts in Hans’s repair shop. “Shit,” I all I said, because I had no plan.

I had no plan.

I knew had to figure something, and fast. Subway was only good for $150 a week, which didn’t even cover my gas and my grocery bill.

I was really starting to regret all of the stupid little purchases that I’d made over the past two months: little things that I really didn’t think would make much of a difference, like the new night stand for my bedroom, or the hula girl for my car dashboard—or the trousers that I bought specifically for my high-school reunion.

My reunion was that night.

Now, I was thinking of skipping it, simply to save the gas (it was a forty minute drive to get to the banquet hall they rented for the reunion). But I’d already bought the trousers, and the return window had passed.

So I went.
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The reunion was much busier than I was expecting. I hadn’t talked to anyone from high-school since high-school, and I sort of assumed it was the same for everyone else. I assumed everyone moved on with their lives immediately after graduating. I could remember the last week of school, with everyone talking about where they were moving. It seemed, at the time, like nobody was staying in town. Everyone was leaving the province, heading to one of the big cities—off to get serious degrees and big careers.

And over the years, I heard rumours of weddings, and rumours of children being born. I heard stories of guys getting hired by NASA and girls getting hired over at Google.

So who was even going to show up for this dinky reunion?

Apparently everyone.

The place was wall-to-wall with people. And I instantly recognized damn-near all of them. Everyone looked about the same; the women had subtle lines around their eyes and the men had started to lose an inch or two of hairline.

At first, I was excited. The place was loud with chatter and laughter. They kept turning up the music, so it could be heard over the loud catching up. Women waved at me with smiles. Men hollered to me, “Daring Damian!” Someone thrust a bottle of beer into my hand.

For a moment, I thought it was going to be a great party…

And then I started chatting with my old classmates. “You married, Damian?” asked Matty Monroe, with his arm around a surprisingly beautiful blonde woman. She batted her eyelashes as she looked at her boo.

“Um, no,” I said. “Are you guys?”

They nodded their heads. “With a kid at home,” Matty smiled. “And another on the way.” He rubbed his woman’s belly.

Then I felt a nudge. “Daring Damian!” shouted Jeremy Pothier. “I almost didn’t believe my eyes!”

He waved over his woman. She was very Soviet-looking, and when she said hello, I heard her thick Russian accent. “This is Lyudmila,” he said.

“You’re actually kind of familiar,” I said to the woman.

“She’s a model for Victoria’s Secret,” said Jeremy. Then I noticed Jeremy’s glittering watch. It was gold, with diamonds, and there was a familiar logo: ROLEX.

“So you’re doing alright, huh?” I said.

“Okay,” he said. “My company lost a quarter million last quarter, but we’ll make it up this quarter. How about you? How is the life of Daring Damian!?”

When I told him about my luthier apprenticeship, he didn’t seem too intrigued. In fact, I noticed him looking around for someone else to talk to before I even finished talking.

I talked to Karen Moritz next. She had recently finished med school, and had started training to be a brain surgeon. “Do they pay you while you train?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “No, sadly not really. But when I graduated med school, the bank gave me an interest-free loan of $200,000 to live off of while I finish my training. That should last the eighteen months before I start in the operating room—and I’ll have it paid off within a year or two.”

“A year or two?” I asked, feeling a paleness overtaking my countenance.

Then I talked to Felix Burns, who was looking a lot chubbier than I remembered him being (especially since he was the captain of the town’s hockey team). “What’s new with you, Felix?” I asked.

“Well, I don’t want to brag,” he said with a big grin. “But Meta bought my app last week. The cheque came through yesterday. The whole thing is honestly so surreal.”

“Did they pay you well for that?” I asked.

He stared at me strangely for a moment, as if he was surprised I hadn’t heard the news. “Ninety million,” he said bluntly.

“Oh.” And I started to think of ways to ask him for just a small half-million. I would pay it back eventually, of course. I think he could tell that I was trying to lead up to the request, because he snuck away from me while I wasn’t looking.

Finally, I found someone who I could relate to. Harry Bean was a friend of mine in elementary school, but I stopped hanging out with him in junior high when he started to become ‘social suicide’ to be around. In case his name wasn’t bad enough, he got really into a video game called Mana Stars Online. It was some Japanese game with Anime-style graphics. Harry was obsessed. His clothes were always official Mana Stars Online merchandise. He had a Mana Stars binder, and he tried to start a Mana Stars Online club, which met at lunchtime, in the school, but only two other kids signed up for it, and they were even weirder than Harry.

Now, Harry looked more normal, though maybe a bit underweight (it didn’t help that his dress shirt was a size too big, and his trousers were two sizes too big). Because his pants were so baggy, he had them pulled up higher, with his belt damn-near his sternum. He kept his phone and wallet in the same trouser pocket, making a huge square-shaped bulge. There was another square-shaped bulge in his other pocket; I had no idea what that was.

“How have you been, Harry?” I asked.

“Well,” he said with a sigh. His voice had that same nasally quality that I remembered from school. “Things haven’t been spectacular.”

“Why is that?” I asked.

“I had this great job for the past eight years, but a few months ago, they let me go,” he said. “Maybe it was a mistake, but I hired a lawyer to try to fight the termination, but we haven’t really made any headway with that, and paying the legal fees has really destroyed my savings. I haven’t been able to find a new job in the same field, so I think I might have to start flipping burgers or something.” He still had a smile on his face as he said it.

“You’ll bounce back,” I said. “You’re a smart guy.”

He asked me what I’d been up to, and I told him about the apprenticeship. I admitted to him that it was unpaid, and that I was in a similar situation to him, unsure of how I was going to make ends meet. “I’m sure in a few years I’ll be looking back on this stage and laughing. But right now… I have to admit: I’m nervous about whether or not I’m going to get by.”

We sat down at a table, and he told me a little more about his situation. “I was married, for three years,” he said. “She cheated on me with the guy we hired to put up floating shelves in our bathroom. I went out into the garden, and came back in and found them at it in the bathroom.”

“Jesus, man. I’m so sorry to hear that.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Eh. It happens,” he said. He seemed strangely unmoved about it.

“When did that all happen?”

“A few months ago,” he said.

“Damn, dude,” I said. “That’s rough. And you’re holding up alright?”

“Oh yeah. But sadly, she emptied half the bank account when she left. And the judge ordered me to pay her twenty-five-hundred per month, for the next five years. Then it’s half that for another five years.” He sighed. “It is what it is.”

“Why do you have to pay her at all? Did you have a child together?”

He shook his head. “After she moved in with me, she quit her job. Technically, I told her that she could quit her job. Now, her whole argument is that she gave up her career to support mine, and because of that, I need to financially support her while she establishes a new career. Her lawyers argued that it would take ten years.”

“That’s rubbish,” I said.

“It is what it is.” That seemed to be Harry’s new catchphrase.

“Even now that you’re unemployed, you still have to pay her?”

He nodded his head. “It is what it is.”

“Damn. That sucks ass.” We both sighed. His situation was even worse than mine, which made me feel a little bit better. At least I had a bright light at the end of my tunnel. In ten months, I would technically be an employee of Hans Fig. In two years, I would be a Hans Fig trained luthier—and I wouldn’t have to pay any alimony. Harry’s situation was much more grim, especially when he told me what he had been doing for work. “I was working as a medieval farming specialist.”

I paused for a moment. “What even is that?”

“Well, whenever a company needs to consult someone about medieval farming, they would contact the company I worked for, and then I would get the contract. The company I worked for covered many different time periods and specialties—not just farming.”

I was still confused, and It think he could tell from the look on my face.

“For example, film shoots,” he said. “When some movie needed to make sure details were accurate, they contracted me. Or medieval festivals—those were a big part of my year. Big novelists would hire me. Stephen King flew me out to his cabin for four days.” He smiled, proud of his accomplishments. “But they have another guy now.”

“You can find a job like that with another company though, right?” I asked.

He shook his head. “It’s literally the only company on the continent that does it… and they only hire one guy for specifically medieval farming.”

It really did sound frighteningly specific. “What about… like… Viking farming? Do they need a guy for that?”

“They have a guy for that,” he said blankly. “And if I wanted to choose a different time period, I would have to go back to school and get reeducated.”

“You strictly know… medieval farming?”

“Correct.”

His situation really was quite awful. But still, I said, “I bet you’ll be fine.”

He sighed. Then, to be honest, I started to feel a bit icky around him. He oozed a terrible desperation and hopelessness, and I really didn’t want any of that to wear off on me, so when he was in the bathroom, I slipped away and started chatting with other people.

While I was talking to Trevor DeGraff, I noticed Harry Bean across the banquet hall, looking at me, seemingly waiting for me to walk back over to him and chat with him. Then, I noticed him again looking my way when I was catching up with Lucy DeGraff, Trevor’s sister.

He looked so… pathetic. I hate to even say it, but that hopelessness was just so hard to stomach. I felt bad for him, but I didn’t want to tie myself with him and let that be the end of my night. I felt like he had nothing left to say to me and I had nothing to say to him. I was there to catch up with my classmates, not to try to help Harry Bean feel better.

It was a lot like junior high school, for that entire year after I started distancing myself from Harry. He struggled to find a new friend and would just… follow me around. He was always wandering around behind me, always sitting at the same table as me, but not quite close enough to be part of my conversation.

He was doing the same thing now: inching closer and closer to me. Every time I went to talk to a new person, he was a bit closer. When I went to chat with Aaron Sanderson, he was within earshot. I even heard him letting out little grunts of agreement when Aaron started talking about politics (he was working toward a career in politics and had recently won some big election). Then, when I went to chat with Dustin Horton, Harry stuffed his hands into his pockets and sauntered right up, as if he was part of the same conversation.

I eyed Harry, and Dustin did the same thing, then we went back to chatting. “What are you doing these days, Dustin?” I asked.

“I recently got a big promotion at work, so that’s been nice. It’s a lot of responsibility—and sometimes I wonder if the pay raise is worth the extra responsibility.”

Harry let out one of those little approving grunts, with a head nod. We both eyed him and then went back to chatting. “Sorry,” I said. “I don’t actually think that I know where you work.”

“Oh, sorry about that,” he said. “I got a job with Piezo Pharmaceuticals. They had me in the experimental developments division—testing different drugs on rats and whatnot—and now they’ve moved me into human trials division, which is a much bigger and better funded division.”

“Oh wow. Good for you. What kinds of drugs are you guys working on these days? Anything good?”

I asked it as a joke more than anything, but he took the question seriously, saying, “I’m not at liberty to divulge that information.”

“Oh. I guess that makes sense,” I said.

“We’re actually rolling out a new trial next week, and it’s a big deal—exciting stuff. The results from animals have been so promising—and assuming we can get similar results in humans… Well, let’s just say that it could be a game changer.”

“That’s really exciting,” I said.

“You need guinea pigs?” Harry said, interrupting the conversation.

We both turned to Harry, who had his hands deep in his pockets. He had a curious grin on his face. We just stared at him as he smiled patiently. “You know,” he went on. “You pay people to test your drugs?”

“Um,” said Dustin. “Well, actually, yeah. We do pay people to assist in drug trials.”

“And you pay them good money, right? I heard you pay something like fifty dollars per dose or something.”

Dustin had a look that I can only describe as uncomfortable. I was strangely tempted to apologize on Harry’s behalf, as if I was his embarrassed wife. Instead, I just kept my mouth shut.

“It doesn’t really work like that,” Dustin said.

“How does it work?” Harry said, nudging in a little closer, taking over that conversation. I thought about walking away.

“I mean, are you interested in something like that?”

Harry shrugged his shoulders and tilted his head. “Maybe.”

“Well, if you give me your email, Harry, I can send you some information.”

“I would like that very much. Damian too,” he said.

Blood rushed into my face. Did Harry really just throw me under the bus like that? Now, Dustin was looking at me with a curious gaze. I laughed and shook my head. “I’m definitely not interested in that.”

“He’s in a similar position as me,” Harry went on. “We’re both hurting for cash, to be honest.”

I had a lump in my throat now. This was so horribly embarrassing. “I’m really not,” I said.

“Sure you are,” Harry said, turning his gaze to me. He had no shame on his face. In fact, he still had that curiously casual smile, as if we were just chatting about some baseball game.

“I’m doing an apprenticeship,” I said, “under one of the greatest modern luthiers. Sure, money is a bit tight right now, but the apprenticeship turns into work in ten months.”

“That’s really great,” said Dustin. “That sounds like a good goal that you’re working towards.” But it was the way he said it that irked me, as if he was patting a hopeless six-year-old on the head and saying, ‘Sure! You’ll be the first astronaut to walk on the sun!’. I blushed all over, biting my tongue hard.

“Well I would be interested,” Harry said. He wrote down his email on a napkin, and he thrusted it into Dustin’s hand.

I excused myself for the bathroom. After hiding for a minute, I found different people to chat with, but Harry soon found me, creeping up slowly until he was next to me, nodding and grunting along with my conversations.

It was so annoying that I ended up leaving early, before the speeches were even underway.

But it wasn’t the last that I heard from Harry Bean.
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Harry Bean sent me a friend request the very next day, on Facebook. I wanted to ignore it, but there was a pity churning in my gut. Maybe Harry had no friends. Now that his wife was gone, and he was without a job, maybe he had nobody.

I didn’t want to be his somebody, but I didn’t want to make him relive the rejection that seemed to describe his life. So after a few days, I decided to accept his friend request. It wasn’t long after that he sent me a message. “I have our money problem solved, Damian,” he wrote to me.

I rolled my eyes. I entertained him. “What have you found?”

“Remember that talk we had with Dustin?” he asked. “Well, he sent me that info, and it’s a fantastic deal. It will cover your bills for the rest of the year.”

My heart fluttered. I have to admit that I was a tiny bit curious, but there was no way that I was going to put experimental drugs into my body just to pay my bills for a chunk of the year. I wasn’t that desperate… At least I didn’t think that I was that desperate.

“They pay us thirty bucks a day—every day, including holidays and weekends,” he said to me. “The contract lasts an entire year, and they only need us to take a single pill each week. And best of all, it’s more likely that we will be put in the control group—so we wouldn’t even be eating more than a sugar pill.”

I rolled my eyes. Sure, there was a chance to end up in the control group, but there was a chance we would end up taking the actual pill—and then we were risking serious lifelong health problems for a measly thirty bucks a day!

It sounded so absurd… until I crunched the numbers.

It was technically more money than I was making at Subway each week. That extra $800 would go a long way to paying my bills. In fact… Harry Bean was right: it was about enough to cover my expenses (combined with working weekends at Subway). I could pick up a few night shifts at Subway each week to make enough to pay down my credit card debt.

My heart raced, even though I still had no intention of going through with the absurd plan. I wasn’t going to risk my life for a paycheque that would match my part-time Subway Sandwich Artist pay…

So why was I now reading the pamphlet that Harry had sent to me?

The pamphlet did not say the name of the drug they were testing, or what it did. It explained that they couldn’t even tell us what the potential symptoms were. But it did explain that the drug in question had spent years being tested on various animals, including monkeys. Side-effects were, for the most part, mild in the animals, and they saw no reason that it would be any different in humans—but still, there was a risk. And accepting that money meant accepting that risk. Accepting that money meant waiving any right to a lawsuit.

Taking that mysterious pill could turn me into a vegetable… or it could do nothing at all.

$11,000, paid out over the course of a year… it wasn’t so easy to turn down when my situation was so desperate.

Hell—I think most people would have a hard time turning day an $11,000 giveaway, and it only involved swallowing fifty-two pills.

I gave myself a little slap on the cheek. “Forget it,” I said aloud. Of course I couldn’t do it! Of course I wasn’t going to join Harry in some weird experimental drug trial!

Harry sent me a message. “They can start us tomorrow,” he wrote. “I just got off the phone with Dustin.” Then, he sent me the address. I hated that he was volunteering me to do this with him. I hated that he kept speaking on my behalf. I didn’t want anything to do with this…

Though there was some curiosity. “I’ll just go and hear what Dustin has to say about it,” I said to Harry. I wasn’t signing up for anything. I just wanted to hear more information, so I could confirm that it was too good to be true.

That night, I spent a good deal of time online, reading stories of people who had done similar trials with Dustin’s company. Amazingly, I couldn’t really find any horror stories. A few people complained about dry skin, itchy hands, thinning hair (which turned back to normal after they stopped their trial), and a few people suffered headaches. Besides that, I couldn’t find anything negative that had come out from the company…

Except for a lawsuit, which was ongoing. The details were still wrapped up, but the man suing because of a ‘permanent injury’ relating to the drug he’d been given. And apparently, the injury was not legally covered by the waiver he signed. There was no more information than that.

I set my alarm. I felt so, so stupid for even considering this… but I hadn’t agreed to anything, so my heart was honestly racing over nothing.
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Harry Bean was late for the consultation. Dustin told me to sit down in his office while we waited. He had a beautiful office, on the fifteenth floor of a massive glass building. His view looked down at the harbour. He had his own private bathroom, a comfortable couch, a large oak desk, a mini-fridge, and one corner of the space was outfitted like a little workout area, with free weights and a cable machine. On one wall was a 100-inch flat-screen television. “I, uh, bet you watch a lot of hockey on that, huh?”

“It’s mostly just for Zoom calls,” he said.

“Oh.”

“But they did set it up with eight-hundred channels. I turn it on sometimes, I guess.”

There was an awkward silence in his office, so I said, “I don’t really want to take any experimental drugs.”

“Most people don’t,” he said with a small laugh.

“And I don’t really need the money. I’m, uh, mostly just here for Harry. You know… to support whatever he wants to do.”

He nodded his head. Then he eyed a pair of clipboards on his desk, which had forms on them. “So should I put one of those away?” he asked.

My heart skipped a beat. “Well… You can leave it out for now. I’ll listen to what you have to say.”

He nodded his head slowly. Then he looked at that big television. “Do you want me to put on a show for you while you wait?”

The whole thing was so awkward. I felt like a child at a dentist, being asked if I wanted Dora the Explorer or Paw Patrol. “I’m fine,” I said.

Then, the secretary buzzed, letting Dustin know that Harry had arrived. A minute later, Harry walked in, wearing Scooby Doo pyjamas, with his hair a ruffled mess. “Sorry I’m late,” he said. “I got stuck in traffic.”

I turned my face away from them both, trying to hide my humiliation. Why did he show up like this? Was he trying to embarrass himself?

I couldn’t look at him. I regretted coming to this meeting.

“So where do I sign?” Harry asked, looking around until he spotted the form. Then, he walked towards it. Dustin had to move the form away from him.

“I need to talk you through the program first, Harry,” he said. “Legally—and for your own good.”

Harry groaned and took a seat. “Okay. Start talking then.” He was being so rude. Why was he doing this? Why wasn’t he just being normal? Did he not pick up on social cues? Or did he think he was being funny?

Dustin went on for what seemed like an eternity, running through a speech he’d done hundreds of times. It was a boring speech, and the information was, at times, strange. Like when he said, “The pills for this particular trial are triangle-shaped. Not square-shaped, but triangle shaped. Okay?” We both nodded.

Later in his speech, he said, “You would be expected to take the pill at 8:45 AM, every Tuesday, here at the lab, with the supervision of our staff.”

I thought about leaving a few times—especially when he said, “In the case of a death, we are not liable once you’ve signed that waiver.” But then he went on and said, “With this particular trial, the chance of death is astronomically low—and I say that because we never even had a rodent casualty. However, anything is possible and all bodies are different.”

“You’d have a better chance of dying from a bad burger at McDonalds,” Harry said, and then he rudely motioned for Dustin to hurry up his speech.

Dustin went on. “The safety group—that’s the group that takes a placebo pill—is quite large with this particular trial. Your chance of ending up in the placebo group is about 80%.”

“Wicked,” said Harry with a smile. “Eleven-grand for swallowing a handful of sugar pills. Why haven’t I been doing this for years?”

Dustin eyed him cautiously. “There are no guarantees that you will be placed in the safety group.”

“But Dustin,” Harry said. “You have sway, right?”

“I can’t confirm or deny that I have any decision-making power when it comes to deciding who gets into which grouping. We can’t make any promises.”

Harry winked in an annoying way, and Dustin just looked uncomfortable. In fact, he looked towards the door as if he was thinking of sending us away. There was a silence as he eyed the forms on his desk. “Before I can, uh, let you sign the waiver,” he said. “I do need to administer a test.”

“A test?” I asked.

“To ensure that you were listening to me,” he said. “It’s just so that you can’t administer legal action against us, claiming that you missed information in the waiver.” So we went ahead with the test. The first question was, “Are you moderately literate?” The next question was, “Do you understand that you could suffer side-effects from the drug you are agreeing take?” And then, “Do you understand that these side effects could be life-altering?” My heart raced faster. Why was I even filling out this test?

Then came questions that made it feel more like a test. “During your consultation, you were told the shape of the pill you will be taking. What shape is the pill?” I had to strain to remember that he told us that it was triangle-shaped.

Then it asked, “Exactly what time are you supposed to take the pill every Tuesday?”

I struggled to remember that he said 8:45 AM. The test really was ensuring that we’d been listening.

I handed in my test and he graded it. I got one question wrong, to my surprise. Apparently, I misheard the colour of the pill. But one mistake wasn’t enough of a problem to be denied the trial. So Dustin handed me a clipboard.

Harry handed in his test. Dustin looked over it and then sighed. “Harry, I’m sorry, but I can’t approve you for the trial. You got five answers wrong. You need to score higher than 95% to be approved.”

“Let me take the test again,” Harry said, reaching out for another test that wasn’t there.

“I can’t do that,” Dustin said. “Unfortunately, you’re being denied the trial.”

Harry’s face turned white. He jumped to his feet. “No,” he gasped. “That’s not fair. Let me take the test again. What did I get wrong?” Dustin showed him the wrong answers. I sat there awkwardly, trying not to make eye-contact with Harry, who was getting increasingly angry. “Please, Dustin. Please. Don’t do this. Don’t do this to me.”

“Harry. I’m sorry, but… I have to follow protocol. This is serious. We have to be very, very careful with who we accept into our trials, and I’m literally being paid to⁠—”

Harry didn’t let him finish. “—Don’t be an asshole, Dustin! Let me into the fucking trial!” Now, Harry was red. His face was scrunched up like a pitbull’s. He looked scary. He suddenly lunged at Dustin. Dustin cried out, so I jumped to my feet and tried to pull Harry away.

But he was so much stronger than he looked—or maybe I was just weak. I couldn’t get him off. Luckily, security heard the yelling and burst into the room. One of the guards grabbed me and pinned me painfully to the ground, painfully chipping one of my teeth. It was a minute before Dustin realized that I was being apprehended. He stopped the guard and explained that I was trying to help, but the damage had already been done: a chipped tooth, a broken collarbone, and a sprained wrist. I spent the rest of that day at the hospital.

Dustin reached out to me. He was very apologetic. “Damian, I’m seriously so sorry about what happened. The guards thought that you were both trying to attack me.”

I didn’t know what to say.

“The company wants to offer you a, uh, paid apology,” he said. “I talked to upper management about it myself, and they’re willing to cut you a cheque for ten-thousand dollars.”

“Really?” I said, suddenly not feeling the pain in my collarbone that had been aching miserably all day.

“Yes. I mean—sort of. They can only really discharge the funds if you’re registered in our system, as a subject. So you would have to join the trial and sign the waiver so I can put you in the system, then you would get the paid apology, plus the $210 per week.”

I caught myself smiling… beaming even. I wanted that money, even though it seemed like a hell of a lot less than I could have gotten from an actual lawsuit. It was enough to make my luthier apprenticeship seem possible. It was enough to pay down my credit card to avoid interest that would cripple me for years.

Dustin was giving me a hand out from the pit that had, a few days earlier, seemed too deep to crawl out of.

So I did it. I met with him the very next day and I signed that form.
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Iswallowed a triangular-shaped white pill on Tuesday morning at 8:45 AM, in front of a woman in a lab coat. She watched me place the pill on my tongue, and then she spent a long, awkward minute searching my mouth for the pill. Later, she told me that many people try to hide the pill under their tongue or in the fold of a cheek.

But I swallowed my pill, even though my body was begging me not to. My throat even seemed to close up in a curious way, trying to stop that pill from going down.

Getting that money wasn’t quite as simple as swallowing a pill. I had to keep a ‘diet journal’. I had to write down everything that I ate. I even had to write down exactly how much water I was drinking in a day. They told me to stay above a certain amount, and even gave me a water bottle with measurements to ensure that I was meeting that total.

And then there was the monthly blood test. I took the first test before swallowing that first pill. It wouldn’t have been so bad had they not had to take so many vials of blood.

I was lightheaded and tired for the rest of that day, which was spent at the shop with Hans Fig. He had me sanding fretboards. It was the first week of fretboard work, and he had me using a special gauge that told me exactly how curved the fretboard was. My job was to keep sanding it down until every inch was consistent with the chart he handed me. It was a job that required a great deal of focus… and it was hard to focus, feeling so lightheaded.

And soon came the anxiety as I wondered if the lightheadedness was from the blood test, or if it was from the pill.

My stomach kept groaning. Was that the pill? My hands were trembling slightly. Was that the pill? Had I been given the real drug and not the placebo?

As the anxiety grew, so did feelings of regret. Maybe it wasn’t too late to stop the trial… but that pill was already inside of me. And what was it doing to me? What was it meant to do? If it made me sick, would it be possible to reverse its effects?

My heart raced faster. Around noon, Hans came up to me and put a hand on my shoulder. “You’re clearly sick, Damian. You shouldn’t come into the shop when you’re sick, or you could get the rest of us sick.”

“I’m not sick,” I said. “I just… I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night.”

“You’re as pale as a sheet,” he said—and that made me even more anxious. Was I really that pale? Was the pill making me pale? Was it making me sick?

“I think you should go home.”

“I—I’m fine,” I said.

“Go home.”

I didn’t want to go home, but he was giving me no choice. I would have to make up those hours another day.

I wasn’t better off at home. It was quiet at home, and that quietness enabled my thoughts to run completely wild. Anxiety turned to dread, especially when I started to feel slight pains in my stomach. I hadn’t eaten anything… I had no appetite. I felt weak and my vision was starting to feel blurry.

I ended up in the bathroom, hugging the toilet, heaving but I had nothing in me to throw up. The dizziness got worse, and then came the intense lethargy.

I was sure that I was given the real drug. A placebo couldn’t do this, and a bit of blood loss couldn’t do this to a person… Could it?

I ended up crawling into bed, with a bucket next to the bed, and I fell asleep. I tried to calm myself down, convincing myself that maybe I was sick. Maybe I did catch a flu and the timing was just a coincidence. Or maybe I was just dealing with an intense panic attack.

I woke up to my alarm. I felt lifeless, hardly able to stand up. I struggled to get to my kitchen, feeling faint the whole way. I broke off a bit of white bread and ate it slowly. I sipped a bit of juice, hoping the sugar would pick me up.

I tried to distract my mind. I grabbed my phone, planning to surf through Instagram or something—and that’s when I saw that I got a message from Harry. “I got into the trial, buddy. I take my first pill tomorrow.”

I paused. How did he manage that? He failed the test. He was banned from the building after attacking an employee. The company had to pay out ten-thousand dollars in damages because of a confrontation that Harry had caused. “How did you get into the trial?” I asked.

“I just changed up my look and I’m using a friend’s information,” he replied bluntly, confessing to what was surely a crime.

It was a while before I replied, because I was speechless. I didn’t know what to say; Harry was acting so… awful. His behaviour was abhorrent. “You can’t do that, Harry. You’re going to get into trouble. I’m sure that’s fraud.”

“It’s fine,” he said. “In fact, if you want to make some extra cash, I can tell you how you can get into the trial twice.”

I shook my head in disgust. Harry was acting like some sort of awful creature. He wasn’t acting like a normal, well-adjusted guy. “Let’s meet up this afternoon.”

I don’t know why I agreed to the meeting. I don’t know why I didn’t message Dustin to tell him that Harry had infiltrated his company, and was scamming the company.

And I was even more tempted to contact Dustin after I met with Harry.

Harry had devised a terrible scheme to get into the program. He explained his scheme to me in a totally nonchalant way. “It’s simple,” he said. “I just put on a disguise.” He showed me a selfie of him with a short brown wig and a fake moustache, which honestly looked real. He then explained that he went to Dustin’s house and spied on him to figure out his work schedule, and then he made sure to go in on Dustin’s day off to take the entry test again.

“And I’m thinking of doing it again in another disguise,” he said. “I can get on the trial twice and make twice the money.”

“But Harry…” I said, shaking my head. “Then you’ll be taking twice the experimental medicine. You could die.”

He laughed off my worries. “More than likely, I’m on the placebo twice.” I wasn’t sure his math worked out.

“You’re playing a dangerous game.”

“But here’s the thing!” he said with a sudden pang of enthusiasm. “They don’t tax the trial income. It’s sheltered, Damian. So that’s over four-hundred bucks a week, tax-free. And because it’s not on our taxes, I still qualify for low-income benefits. So the government is giving me about three-hundred per week to live on top of the four-hundred I’m getting from the lab.”

“Is that not still less than what you need to pay your ex-wife?” I asked.

He smirked. “My lawyer told me that as long as I’m not making any income, I can defer payments to the future without interest. It’s called a ‘sympathy deferment’.”

He shook my head. Harry was such a vile person. He spent the next thirty minutes trying to convince me to put on a disguise, to join him in doubling down on experimental trial money.

But there was no way that I was going to do that. Then he smirked and said, “I heard you made some good money from that kerfuffle.”

“I broke my collarbone and sprained my wrist,” I said, not even mentioning the chipped tooth.

“You know, I know of a few insurance tricks,” he said. “Ways to get hit in parking lots. Insurance companies will pay you big money to avoid lawsuits, and you just have to get bumped by a car.”

“That’s not an insurance trick, Harry; it’s an insurance scam.”

“You can’t steal from an insurance company,” he said. “They’re crooks. They steal from people. Morally, it’s not stealing if you take from a crook.”

I wasn’t so sure about that logic, and I definitely had no interest in joining any of his scams. It was bad enough that I was taking experimental medicine.

My meeting with Harry did accomplish one wonderful feat: it was a massive distraction from the ‘side effects’. It was hours before I remembered about the sickness of the previous night, and the lightheadedness of that morning. Focussing on Harry’s insanity seemed to make me forget all about my anxiety, and that managed to break the cycle of what I was beginning to think was just a bad panic attack.

I caught myself smiling. I no longer felt sick. In fact, I felt pretty good. I felt strangely energized. I was used to some minor back pain, but now, I didn’t feel that back pain. I was used to feeling exhausted by about 5:00 PM, but when the evening rolled around, I felt like I had enough energy to go for a run!

I didn’t go for a run, but I felt like I could.

I felt fantastic.

That night, I slept like a baby. And when I went into the shop the next morning, Hans smiled and said, “You look much better, Damian.” Later in the day, he even said, “You’re glowing. Did you meet a pretty girl or something?”

I shook my head. “I just had a good sleep, I guess.”

“I’ve never seen you like this,” he said. “You’re so... alive.”

I really did feel great. And that feeling persisted for days. I had so much energy, right up until bedtime—and then I was able to fall asleep easily, and I would stay asleep until a few minutes before my alarm—then I would wake up fully energized, springing out of bed without even needing to hit the ‘snooze button’ once.

After a few days, I was starting to think that the trial pill had possibly cured me of an illness I never even realized I had. When Tuesday came around, and it was time to take another pill, I was a little bit nervous, but strangely excited to see if the pill would boost me up the way the last one had.
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There was a curious-looking woman in the waiting room of the lab when I went in to get my pill. She kept eyeing me. Sometimes, when I looked at her, she wouldn’t look away for a few seconds, so I could see that she truly was looking at me.

I smiled at her. I wouldn’t say that she was ‘pretty’, nor would I say she was ugly by any means; she was remarkably average. She wore a thick sweater, with thick-framed glasses. Her hair was quite nice: a dusty-blonde colour, done up in thick curls that bounced nicely on her shoulders.

The next time I saw her looking at me, I waved. I felt like she was hoping I would walk over and chat with her, but she honestly wasn’t really my type—and I wasn’t doing that trial to meet a girlfriend; I had too much on my plate to think about dating.

She was called in first. On her way out, she winked at me, which seemed a bit forward, but I didn’t think too much into it.

An hour after I took my pill, I received a message on my phone, from Harry. “You didn’t even recognize me!” he wrote.

“What are you talking about?”

“At the lab. You looked right at me. You even waved at me. But you had no idea it was me. I got into the trial again—as a girl!”

I was left in a stunned state, staring at my phone. I was about to ask for clarity when he sent a selfie of himself dressed as a girl: the girl with the glasses that I saw at the lab. “It’s so easy,” he wrote. “Once you’re accepted into the trial, you just go wait in line at the court house. You have to go dressed as a girl. Say you identify as a chick, and the judge will grant a name change. Then you fill out some paperwork online, and by the next day, they send you a temporary piece of ID that you can use to sign up for the trial again.”

“You’re insane,” I said to him.

“It’s genius, and you should do it too,” he wrote to me. I didn’t bother replying to him. Again, I was tempted to contact Dustin. I didn’t want Harry getting himself caught, and then implicating me in his whole mess of a scam. Knowing Harry, he absolutely would try to lump me in with him, even though I had nothing to do with Harry’s nonsense. I had a feeling that in Harry’s mind, I was indeed his accomplice. Every time he messaged me, he seemed to think that we were on the same page, even though we absolutely were not on the same page.

I went back to the shop and tried not to think about Harry or the drug trial. I was just happy that the energized feeling was continuing. I was still sleeping great, still waking up with lots of energy that persisted through the day. It was a great feeling, and it was rubbing off at the shop. People were commenting on how I was ‘beaming’. People kept asking if I was dating a new girlfriend. Hans told me that my attention to detail had become much sharper over the past few days.

Everything was going great… until I encountered my first ‘side-effect’.

At least I was pretty sure it was a side-effect, because it was an issue that I couldn’t explain in any other way.

It had been a while since I’d ‘relieved myself’ in the sexual sense. Through the day, I kept getting these sexual fantasies playing in my mind, and I realized that I probably needed to rub one out so that I could work with a clear head. But when I got home and I put a good porno on my laptop, my cock… did nothing.

It was limp. I tried to massage it. I could feel my hand, but there was no tingling, no stimulation. I tried a different video. I tried warming up a bit of lube. I pulled and rubbed for nearly forty minutes, unable to make my shaft even a little bit hard.

I was experiencing, for the first time in my 28-year life, erectile dysfunction.

I started to panic. I just couldn’t get it up. It didn’t matter what I watched or how much I stimulated it: rubbing it, tickling it, stroking it… It just wouldn’t get hard.

I tried again in the morning. Same problem. Same problem the next day. I was in such a panic that I decided to go to the lab before my scheduled Tuesday meeting. I was told to wait in the waiting room while they found someone associated with that particular drug trial. I was hoping that it would be anybody but Dustin…

But it turned out to be Dustin. “Hey, Damian,” he said with a smile. “How have things been?” He let me into his office.

Why did it have to be him? There were dozens of people assigned to that trial! Maybe I needed to come back later, during someone else’s shift. He stared at me, and I bit hard on the edge of my tongue, not wanting to tell him about my embarrassing side-effect. It was already bad enough that I was on this trial.

He was making a couple hundred thousand dollars per year; he was so much more successful than I was ever going to be—so being his test subject after having been equals in school seemed like an immense failure. Now, I was about to tell him that my penis didn’t work.

“What is it, Damian? Something I can help with?”

“I, uh…” I paused. Then, after a moment, I succumbed to the humiliation. “I’m experiencing some erectile dysfunction.”

His cheeks reddened. “And this has worsened since the trial started?”

“It didn’t exist at all before the trial,” I said.

He nodded his head slowly. “And you’re suspecting it’s from the drug?”

“I know that it’s from the drug,” I said. “It’s the only explanation.”

“Okay,” he said. “Well, erectile dysfunction is actually a very broad term.” He took out a notepad. “Describe the severity of the dysfunction.”

“I can’t get it up.”

“Not at all?”

“Not at all.”

“Does it get a bit hard?”

“No.”

“Does it get a little bit bigger?”

“Not at all,” I said. God, this was so humiliating.

“Even if you massage it?”

“Not at all,” I repeated.

“Even with a woman?”

I was silent, not wanting to admit that there was no woman in my life. He stared at me for a moment before jotting down a note.

“What if you watch something arousing—for example, pornography.”

“Nothing,” I said.

“Have you, uh… tried different types of pornography.”

“Yes,” I groaned.

“Okay…” He thought for a moment. Then, this meeting became even more horrifying when he called in a lab assistant. She came in and put on a pair of gloves while Dustin explained the situation. “Okay, Damian, just sit down on the exam table. We’re going to assess the issue so we can confirm the, uh, side-effect. Natasha here is a registered nurse.”

Natasha had me take my pants off. I was hoping Dustin would leave the room… but he didn’t. He stood there the whole time. Natasha attempted to stimulate blood flow into my penis. First, she handed me pornographic material in the form of a magazine. Then, with an awkward fingertip and thumb-tip grip, she began to massage my flaccid length. “Any feeling?” Dustin asked.

“I feel it.”

“Does it feel… pleasurable?”

“It just feels like rubbing.”

He jotted down a note. The humiliating exam continued. Natasha tried lubing my penis and using more of her hand. “Nothing,” I said.

“Natasha,” Dustin said to his nurse assistant. “Do you feel any increase in blood flow?”

“No,” she said.

Dustin jotted down the note. Then Natasha attempted the use of a vibrating wand against the tip of my penis. It felt kind of nice… but there was no erection—not even a little twitch.”

“Curious,” Dustin said, taking more notes. Then he paced the room and said, “Damian, can you get on the table, on your back?”

I did it. The humiliation couldn’t get worse… at least that’s what I thought.

Natasha put my ankles into stirrups, as if I was about to give birth. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“We’re going to quickly check your prostate, to make sure it’s functioning.”

Natasha revealed a long curved rod with a slightly bulbous tip. I turned pale, realizing my old classmate was about to watch me getting sodomized for a measly thirty bucks a day, while he was happily making six figures.

I closed my eyes. Natasha pushed the lubricated rod into my butthole. I squirmed. “Please don’t clench, sir,” she said. So I tried to relax my asshole. She gently twisted it and prodded. Then, I felt a buzzing inside of me. The rod had a vibrating feature!

I bit hard on my tongue. Then, I opened my eyes and looked down to see that my cock was growing. It was getting hard… rock hard!

“That seems to work,” Dustin said in a clinical voice. Then he jotted some notes down. “Damian, while we have you in this, uh… position—would you mind if we did a full sexual functionality exam?”

I shouldn’t have said yes, but I did.

I didn’t realize it meant Natasha gently rubbing my prostate with that buzzing wand. It wouldn’t have been so humiliating if I didn’t start moaning uncontrollably. I don’t know where those moans came from, but they were so embarrassing. And it wouldn’t have been so bad if Dustin hadn’t been constantly asking, “On a scale from one to ten, how does that feel? Is it pleasurable?”

Whenever Natasha jabbed the rod into that sweet-spot, the pleasure was unreal—unlike anything I’d felt before. I stuttered when I said, “T—Ten.”

“Let us know if you think you are going to ejaculate,” Dustin said.

I let them know Then, I came. Natasha had a little cup ready, touching my penis to catch the cum so that they could test it.”

Dustin smiled and said, “We’ll do some tests on your semen and make sure there are no issues. While you’re here, we’ll also take some blood and make sure there are no issues there. But Damian, it seems like your penis is functioning normally. The issue seems, to me, to be that you just need to figure out what arouses you.”

I was silent—overwhelmed with humiliation. I kept my mouth shut. I awkwardly shimmied back into my pants and I skirted out of that office as quickly as I could once my blood test was done.
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Isaw Harry again on Tuesday morning, sitting in the waiting room, dressed as a girl. I tried not to make eye-contact with him, not wanting to end up being associated with him more than I already was.

But it was hard to keep my eyes away from him, because his feminine disguise was, admittedly, convincing.

Now, he was wearing a little dress, which was form-fitting. I was stunned that he was able to pull off such a tight little outfit, which proved that he had feminine hips, thick thighs, and a narrow waist. His legs were smooth like butter, as if he’d shaved that very morning.

But I think it was his makeup that was most surprising; his face looked like the face of a woman! And I hate to even admit this, because Harry was a vile person, but he was actually kind of… attractive.

Of course I’m not saying that I wanted to take him out on a date or anything like that—of course I didn’t want to do anything along those lines! But I had to give credit where credit was due: Harry looked like a fairly attractive woman.

And it wasn’t just me who thought so. There was an employee at the lab, wearing a lab coat, who kept gazing over at Harry. His gaze explored the feminized body of Harry for a while before he finally sauntered over and sparked up a chat. He slipped in a few compliments. “That dress is really lovely. I hope you don’t mind my saying so.”

Harry blushed and put on a remarkable fake feminine voice. The whole scene was strangely surreal. How was Harry doing this? Had he been doing nothing but practising this disguise all week? Was all of this work really worth an extra thirty bucks per day?

He went in and got his pill. On his way out, he winked at me. I turned my gaze away from him. Then, that lab worker stopped him, and with red cheeks, sheepishly asked Harry out on a date.

I was stunned. A part of me wanted to jump to my feet and cry out, ‘That’s not a real woman!’. But another part of me admired Harry’s hustle. Yes, he was insane, but he was devoted to his insanity, and there’s something to be said of that, I suppose.

Sure, I’ll admit that I was impressed by the amount of effort Harry Bean had put into this scam of his… but that impressed feeling turned to confusion a few hours later when I saw Harry Bean on the street while I was driving to Hans’s shop.

Harry was still dolled up like a girl, still wearing that little dress, that makeup, and that wig. I slowed down my car to gaze upon him, noticing the attention he was getting from people on the street. What was he up to now?

While I was at the shop, Harry messaged me. “Have you doubled down yet?” I knew that he was talking about getting into that trial with a fake identity.

“I’m not going to do that, Harry,” I wrote back to him.

“You should,” he said. “Do the girl thing. You could pull it off. We have a lot of similar features.”

A peculiar rage burned inside of me when I read his message. He was insulting me, telling me that I looked like I could be a girl! But to him, it wasn’t an insult; he really seemed to think that he was legitimately informing me about a special power that I had that I wasn’t utilizing. “Harry,” I wrote. “Why don’t you just get a job? You could be working in an office, making a lot more than you’re making with this whole scheme.”

“I’m not working forty hours a week when I can just swallow a couple pills,” he wrote.

“But it’s not just the pills. Does it not take time to get dressed up? Are you not spending hours practising your voice?”

“It’s not that time consuming. Plus, I’ve gotten free dinners.”

“What do you mean?”

He explained how he’d been asked on a few dates. “I even made myself a Tinder account. Guys have been taking me out almost every night. You wouldn’t believe how many guys will beg to take you out if you’re even a little bit cute. And I know you could pull it off, Damian. I always order big meals, so that I can take leftovers home and have them for lunch. So really, my grocery bill now is just a box of cereal and a jug of milk.”

“You’re insane,” I wrote. Then, he replied with a selfie. In the selfie, he was, of course, dolled up. He was blowing me a kiss with his pink glossy lips. I will admit that I spent a good chunk of time gazing upon that photo, shocked by the look he was able to achieve. He really did look like a girl.

Later that night, he sent me a photo of a steak dinner. Then he was sending me pictures of drinks, as if he felt the need to let me know that some poor guy was buying him liquor.

I shook my head and went on with my evening. But then, when it was time for me to make dinner, and I had to choose between a can of soup and a packet of noodles. I really didn’t want to eat either… but I had no other options. I couldn’t afford to get takeout. I definitely couldn’t go sit down at a restaurant. And the thought of having a nice cool drink was tempting too…

And for a few brief seconds, I found myself considering what Harry Bean had suggested to me—but I quickly pushed those thoughts away. I wasn’t going to stoop to that level. I wouldn’t even be able to pull it off if I wanted to!

What was he going to do when one of his dates realized he wasn’t a woman? That kind of revelation could make certain men violent. Why was he willing to risk it?
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Harry was at it again the next day: pictures of beautiful dinners and pictures of drinks. Why did he feel the need to keep me up to date with his nonsense? “I don’t think this is going to end well for you,” I said. I wanted to say, ‘Stop messaging me,’ but I still had a curious amount of pity for the man, and for some reason I was careful with his feelings.

Hans approached me in the shop on Thursday. He was holding a list. “What’s this?” I asked.

“Tools you need to invest in,” he said. “I think you’re ready to get your own tools. It’s a big step towards your independence as a luthier, and it’s an important next step in your apprenticeship. A luthier is only as good as his toolset.”

I did some research that night and saw that the tools were going to run me almost $500, which was a big chunk of the money I had leftover. That payout was quickly shrinking from life and bills. “Do I have to get them now, or could it maybe wait a month or two?” I asked Hans. He stared at me for a long moment before saying, “Honestly, Damian, your progress as an apprentice is more or less on hold until you acquire your own tools.”

I wanted to argue with him. I didn’t want my apprenticeship to be on hold, because that just meant it would take even longer to get into the repair shop where I could start earning some cash. So I went online and ordered the tools. It was a big hit, but I tried to think about the long-term. In a year from now, I would hardly remember this struggle. I wouldn’t’ remember eating noodle packets and taking experimental drugs for money.

I groaned when I selected express-shipping for the tools: another $150 to get them to me sooner, so my apprenticeship wouldn’t be delayed any further.

And while I waited, eating noodle packets and dry bread (butter was too expensive), I kept receiving pictures from Harry: pictures of steak and lobster dinners, pictures of big pints of beer, pictures of cheesecakes and lemon tarts.

I have to admit that I considered his scheme a few times.
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Harry’s scheme took him to a new low one night, and I only know because of an accidental pocket-dial. It was around midnight when my phone started dinging, and I saw that it was a FaceTime call from Harry. I didn’t bother turning the lights on in my bedroom—and I wasn’t even going to answer it, almost sure that it was a pocket dial (because he’d pocket-dialled me a few times before).

You see, I was fairly certain that Harry didn’t have a friend in the world aside from me—if you could even call me a friend. I felt bad for him. I had a feeling that my name was always at the top of his text message list, the top of his recent calls list, and maybe it was the only name on his recent calls list.

So I answered. My suspicion was confirmed when I saw a dark smudge with a gleam of skin. It was a pocket dial, and I was about to hang up when I heard his feminized voice saying, “You don’t mind it, do you?”

“No,” said a male voice. “I think it’s cute.”

“You can play with it, if you want,” Harry said in a cutesy, girly voice.

I froze, listening in horror. Was he… being intimate with one of his dates?

“Slide them down,” the man growled. Then, the phone suddenly fell from the pocket it was inside of, tumbling off the bed. I watched as an orange-glowing bedroom flipped and spun around until the phone landed in the most peculiar position: propped against the wall, pointed directly at the pair. Now, Harry was sitting on the bed, naked save for a bra. There was a man sinking to his knees. The man looked back at the phone. Instead of speaking to let them know about the pocket dial, I went silent and hid in the darkness of my bedroom. “Your phone fell,” he said.

“I don’t care. Suck me.”

He turned back to her, and then he started sucking her cock.

Harry moaned, tilting her head back and letting her lips part. I watched in horror for about ten minutes.

Then, the man stood up and climbed over her, pushing her to the bed. He plunged his hard shaft into her mouth. I could still see Harry’s hard erection, throbbing on his stomach. I guess he wasn’t having the same erectile issues as me.

I kept watching, unable to turn it off, until he was penetrating her anally. Then, I had to turn it off, unable to watch anymore. My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe what I had seen.

In the morning, Harry sent me a photo of an amazing-looking breakfast. “You should do this, man. I’m eating like a god.” He didn’t know what I knew. He didn’t know what I’d seen. I knew the real price he was paying for that lovely breakfast—and it wasn’t worth it.
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It was a Monday morning when I first noticed my figure in the mirror. I froze, staring at myself for a long moment. Something was different.

I tried to convince myself that it was just a consequence of not being in great shape. Since starting my apprenticeship, I hadn’t had much time to exercise. There had been no trips to the gym—and no jogs around the park. Unfortunately, my life was fairly sedentary. But a sedentary lifestyle couldn’t quite explain what I was now seeing in the mirror.

My hips were wider. I was sure of it. I had the pants to prove it; they wouldn’t slide up all the way. But my waist seemed thinner than ever; I could even see some abdominal definition.

And then there was the fatty lumps on my chest, which almost looked like small boobs… but how could I be developing fatty deposits when my abdomen was getting more lean?

I decided to say something to the lab worker the next day when I was being given my pill. “Does my body look different?” I asked him. Thankfully it wasn’t Dustin. He had me strip down so he could take a few photos for my file. He never answered my question; he just jotted down some notes and said, “I’m just here to log data. I can’t really make judgement calls like that.”

So I went to the shop and tried not to think about it.

But the next day, I was more sure that things were chaining. My nipples were larger. I was sure they were larger. And my bum was larger. Now, I couldn’t squeeze into pants at all!

A week later, it was even more obvious that things were changing. I wanted to think that I was just putting on weight, but how can a person put on weight in such specific areas? And meanwhile my waist was becoming narrower? I was hardly eating anything. Packets of noodles can’t make a person fat… Can they?

But there were other changes as well. My eyelashes looked thicker while my eyebrows seemed to be thinning out. Those lumps on my chest really were starting to look like small breasts, and I was struggling to keep them hidden in normal clothes—especially the nipples, which were suddenly poking outwards—something they’d never done before.

In a panic, I started doing some research. Many of the websites said that changes like these could happen in prolonged states of low testosterone, and apparently testosterone can drop after a single week without ejaculating. Now, it had been weeks since I’d ejaculated because I couldn’t get my dick up…

But I did know a way, thanks to Dustin.

I made an awkward visit to an adult toys store, which wasn’t far from my house. When I walked in, a voice said, “Hi there, ma’am! Is there anything I can help with?” I turned, horrified, towards the voice. It took the shop clerk a moment to realize that I wasn’t a ‘ma’am’ at all.

She blushed and apologized. I quickly bought a prostate stimulation wand for $40 and I got the hell out of there, scurrying with embarrassment. I’d never in my life been mistaken for a woman. Why was this happening?

I tried porn before resorting to the wand. I tried lube and massage. But nothing made my cock hard—until I slid that narrow wand up into my asshole and managed to find that sweet spot. I lowered myself onto my back, on my bed, and I gently pumped it in and out, lightly vibrating my prostate. Soon, I was hard. Soon, the pleasure was wonderful, even though the humiliation was still overwhelming.

It took about ten minutes to make myself cum. I didn’t really have to touch my penis at all to make it spew cum onto my flat tummy. I groaned, peering down at the huge load of white glistening cream.

I did it again that night, and then again the next morning, hoping I could stimulate some testosterone production.

It felt good… really good. But I wasn’t sure it was changing anything. A week went by, and I noticed that those chest lumps looked a bit bigger. My lashes seemed a bit thicker. My hips were a bit wider.

I had to go to Value Village to buy some new pants, because none of my pants fit. Worst of all, I had to buy women’s jeans, because the men’s jeans just wouldn’t fit right; they were too tight at the hips, too loose at the waist. I was just praying nobody would notice that I was wearing women’s jeans.

But they noticed. I got another ‘ma’am’ when I went to buy some shop supplies the next day: an errand that Hans Fig sent me on. The worst part of this humiliation was that the man who called me ma’am didn’t even correct himself when he saw me, as if the sight of my face wasn’t enough to let him know that I was a man.

I wasn’t sure how much more of this humiliation I could take. I was sure of it now: those pills were changing the way that I looked. But I couldn’t afford to stop the trial. I needed that money to live.

At my Subway job, it was becoming increasingly common to be ‘misgendered’. I would hear customers talking at their tables. “Do they still do the garlic butter?” “I don’t know, go ask her.”

I never corrected them; I was too embarrassed to correct them.

A week later, my Subway boss asked me, “Damian, I know that this is sensitive and personal, so excuse me for asking—but are you transitioning?”

“No,” I said. My voice was hardly a whisper—partly from embarrassment, and partly because I’d noticed a slight change to my voice over the past couple of weeks. My voice had softened. It was a slightly higher pitch than before. It sounded… girly.

My boss stared at me for a long time and then awkwardly walked away.

Then, the same week, Hans awkwardly asked me the same question, but more bluntly. “Damian, are you trying to be a girl now?”

“No, sir,” I said.

“Oh. You should maybe cut your hair.”

My hair had been growing faster than usual—and it had been a long time since I’d had a haircut (I couldn’t afford one). But for some reason, the thought of cutting my hair was just… awful. I loved running my fingers through my hair, which seemed softer than ever before.

I knew that I needed to shave my head so people would be more sure that I was a male… but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I just like it too much.

And it had become clear that stimulating my prostate wasn’t making my testosterone come back… but I kept doing that too. In my defence, it was the only way that I could ejaculate. It was the only way I could feel sexual pleasure.

Whenever that wand was sliding into my tight home, unwanted thoughts would enter into my head. I would close my eyes and imagine the real thing: the veiny, thick cock of a man: foreskin pulling back. I would try to expel those thoughts, but it just felt so much better when I caved and allowed them for a few minutes. I would imagine that cock gushing warm cum into me while I was cumming. Oh God, the pleasure was so unreal—but then the shame would flow over me.

Soon, different ideas came into my head, like the desire to get dressed up, just to see if I could look as convincing as Harry Bean. I didn’t have any clothes, and I was thankful for that, because those desires kept getting stronger, and I was afraid of what I might do if I lost track of my own sensibilities.

I did end up shaving my legs in the shower one evening, just to see how my legs would look. I shaved around my cock. I shaved my armpits. I didn’t have to shave my arms or chest because the thin hairs that I had there had since vanished—possibly from the drug.

It was a Friday when Hans Fig handed me a finished instrument, in a case, and said, “Can you deliver this to the client? They’re local—and a good friend of mine.”

I’d done a few deliveries before, and didn’t mind the task, because he would always hand me a couple bills to cover gas—always way more than I had to spend on gas.

This client was a woman: a young woman with pretty blonde hair and plump pink lips. She took the guitar case from me with beaming eyes. “I didn’t think I would see this for another week!” she said. “This is so exciting!” Then, she invited me in.

“I should get back to the shop,” I told her.

“Can’t I just play it for a minute, and you can listen?” It was a bit of a weird request, but I obliged. She was a fantastic player. And it was nice to see that smile on her face as she played: that intense satisfaction that flowed through her as she explored her new instrument.

She was thrilled. She asked me to take a video of her playing to show to Hans. “He’s actually my uncle,” she told me. “You’re lucky to work with him. He really knows instruments.”

“I know,” I said. I took the video for her. Then, before leaving, I asked if I could use her washroom quickly. “It’s a long drive back,” I said.

“Absolutely,” she said.

I went into the bathroom and saw, on a shelf, a ton of makeup supplies. I ignored them at first, but when I was washing my hands, I started eyeing them more closely. She had many duplicate items, and there was a whole box of additional supplies.

I hate to admit it; I hate to admit that I’m a criminal… but I swiped three little things. I don’t know if they were things she ever used, or if she ever noticed them missing… but I put them in my pocket and took them home with me: an eyeliner pen, a little jar of pink lipgloss, and a small six-colour pallet of eyeshadow, which had a small brush with it.

That evening, with trembling hands, I put makeup on my face. I stood before the mirror for over an hour, carefully drawing eyeliner on, carefully putting the right amount of gloss on my lips. I went with a soft pink eyeshadow. Then, I stood back and stared at myself, topless, wearing my women’s jeans, which suddenly looked very feminine.

And in that moment, I realized that I really was turning into a girl—and it was almost certainly the pills. The lumps on my chest were officially small breasts; there was no more denying it. My nipples had tripled in size. My figure was unmistakably feminine.

I hate to even admit this, but my cock was smaller, looking pathetically tiny as it dangled flaccid between my legs. That night, when I went to pleasure myself with my vibrating wand, I noticed that my erection was a whole inch smaller than usual. My balls seemed to have shrivelled up dramatically.

The dread inside of me was intense… but there was more than dread; there was a weird, tingling excitement as my head filled with naughty ideas.

It was that same night that I snapped a few selfies and made myself a Tinder account. I wasn’t going to go as far as Harry… but I wanted to see if I could get a bit of validation. I wanted to know if I really looked like a girl or if I’d just deluded myself. Maybe the experimental drug was causing delusion more than actual body changes.

Before midnight, I had the validation that I both wanted and dreaded: half a dozen men in my inbox, wanting to know if I was free for a date. The men were complimenting me, calling me ‘hottie’. It felt strangely good, even though it was really a terrible insult to my masculinity more than anything.

I should have just deleted that app, content with my findings, but I didn’t. I kept the app on my phone, and I kept swiping on men, just so that I could get more validation—and more compliments.
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It was a week later when I ‘matched’ a shy-looking man, a couple years older than me. He was very interested in me, constantly messaging me, complimenting me, asking how I was doing. I decided to tell him, “I’m trans,” even though it wasn’t true. I suppose I was just curious to see what his reaction would be.

I was shocked when he said, “That’s cool. I really want to meet you in person.” It was like the ‘trans’ reveal didn’t bother him—or maybe he could tell from my pictures, and that was something he was into. “I’d like to buy you dinner. No pressure. I have to work early in the morning, so it has to be a bit earlier.”

My heart was racing, because I was actually considering it. My stomach ached at the thought of eating more packet noodles. Now, he was pitching a lovely restaurant on the far end of town. He was even offering to pick me up and drop me off, so I wouldn’t have to pay a dime for gas.

I felt like such a scum ball for considering the offer: stooping to Harry’s level to get a free meal.

Oh, I wish that I was only considering that proposition for the free meal. Sadly, I wanted much more than just a free meal; I wanted to feel his validation in person. I wanted to hear his compliments in real life. I wanted to know what it felt like to be looked at by someone who wanted me. I don’t know where those feelings came from, but they were nagging at me. I just wanted to experience being lusted over, even if it was just for an hour over dinner.

So I agreed. As soon as I told him my address, my anxiety took over. The dread I felt for the rest of the day was similar to what I experienced after I took that first dose of that experimental pill. At times, I thought that I was sick. There were even moments when I thought I was having some sort of heart attack. I was nauseous at times, and worried that the date was pointless, because I wouldn’t have an appetite.

But the desire to take that feminine persona out of my apartment was stronger than ever. Every day for over a week, I would put on a bit of makeup and I would stand in front of the mirror, gazing upon myself. I looked so… cute.

And I was cute. I had the DMs to prove it. Soon, I would have the real-life gaze of a man to prove it.

But why did I want it? Why did I care?

I trembled as I made my way through Value Village, picking out an outfit for my date. I found a cute reddish-pink dress, which was short and backless, but it covered most of my chest, which had me feeling very self-conscious. In the dress, I swear my hair looked longer, almost touching my bare shoulders.

The worst part of that trip to the store was that I didn’t get a single funny look. As I searched through female clothes, people just assumed that I was a female.

I even bought myself a dainty little white lace bra, which felt so strangely nice, hugging my chest.

Yes, there was a great deal of dread… but there was also excitement, and a lot of it. The closer the clock ticked to the time of my date, the more I wanted that clock to speed up so it could happen already. And when he pulled up outside of my building, I practically ran out, giddy all over. I smiled when he saw me, and I waved in a ditsy way, making him blush.

I no longer had any idea who I was. I had no idea what those pills had done to me.
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It was just dinner; I swear. He paid for it, making me feel a bit guilty. He blushed and asked if we could go on another date later in the week, and I told him I was interested—but later, over a text message, I told him that I didn’t think it was a good idea—because quite honestly, there wasn’t any chemistry. The date was quiet. His interests were not at all my interests. When I told him about working with instruments, he looked so painfully uninterested.

Still, I felt guilty, like I owed him because he bought me dinner. But I couldn’t just let him buy me another dinner! Would that not be even worse?

He didn’t reply to me, making me feel like I’d crushed his poor heart. I felt even worse when I saw that I had another message from a different guy, asking if he could take me out for a nice dinner that night. “That would be fun,” I replied, and then I found myself back at Value Village, buying myself a new outfit for another night out.

The dinner started with heart-pounding anxiety, but I soon relaxed (with the help of a few drinks), and started to enjoy the torrent of compliments that came from the man who sat before me, admiring me, paying for my food and my drinks. I can’t say that I had ever experienced anything quite like it. And how can I even describe that feeling? He made me feel so… valuable… so wanted. My whole life, I’d always felt more like a nuisance than anything else. I’d always felt like I was just in the way, or, at best, invisible. Now, men seemed to want to be around me; they were willing to spend money and risk rejection, just to sit with me for a couple of hours, as if my mere existence had some sort of priceless value.

It was such a wonderful feeling, and it soon became something of an addiction. I started accepting more date requests—and not even just for the free food! Men were taking me to the park, to walk, or to have a few drinks by a campfire, or to go see a movie that I didn’t even really care to see.

The best date—I have to admit—was when a particularly rich man took me to walk around the mall, and he ended up buying me a few different outfits, without me even having to ask. “You like that?” he would ask when he noticed me admiring something in a shop window—and then a minute later, it would be in a shopping bag, which he even held for me.

I told some of the men that I was ‘trans’. But sometimes, I kept my maleness a complete secret; at first it was something like a challenge, to see how girly I could be (and, in turn, how convincing). Then, I just stopped telling guys that I used to be a male simply because there was something nice about being treated like a girl.

And don’t get me wrong; the men treated me nicely when I was ‘trans’ as well, but when they thought that I was a girl, there wasn’t that aspect of ‘fascination’; I didn’t get bombarded with questions like, ‘Is it hard being trans?’ Or, ‘What does your family think about you being trans?” Identifying as a girl, there was a curious naturalness; I’m not sure how else to put it.

And with each passing week, it was easier to ‘pass’, because my body was still changing from those pills. I was now a B-cup (I know because I was professionally sized for a bra at a cute lingerie shop). I had to buy new pants to fit my increasingly feminine figure.

At first, having to buy new clothes seemed like an awkward burden… but then, when I began to realize what I could now fit into, I was like a kid in a candy store. Suddenly, it was like all of those outfits were made for my body. I’d unlocked an incredible feminine secret. Those outfits fit so nicely, unlike any ‘male clothes’ I’d ever worn. The fabrics were so soft. And the way the outfits were cut were just so… cute!

I had to accept it: my body was undergoing feminine changes, and my brain was quite possibly being feminized as well—or I was discovering an interest in crossdressing.

Of course I prayed that these changes would revert once I was off that drug trial… But there was a small part of me that was secretly praying the changes would stick—and even progress before the trial was over.

I was torn. I wanted this to be the new me, but at the same time: I was absolutely horrified about these changes. I was a man! Men don’t dress up like girls and go on dates with guys! If my family knew I was doing this, they would be so ashamed. My friends would stop talking to me, without a question…

But I just couldn’t let this new fascination go. It was just too much fun.

Then, I got a message from Harry Bean. “You’re not on the placebo,” he wrote to me. “But I got that changed. Don’t worry about it.”

My heart sank into the pit of my stomach.
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Ihad to read his message a few times—but I still couldn’t make any sense of it. “What do you mean?” I asked.

“I have a connection in the trial,” he wrote to me. “This guy is obsessed with me, and I got him to look into a few things for me. Keep this between us, obviously.

“He brought me into the office last night and showed me the computer system. He let me look through all of the names in the trial. Luckily, I’m on the placebo with both identities. But you were on the actual drug. It’s a good thing I found out before too much happened to you. I had my guy switch you to the control group, so now you’ll be getting sugar pills like me.”

I wanted to be happy about Harry undermining the drug study… but I couldn’t bring myself to muster up any joy. I felt like he was taking something away from me.

“It’s a damn good thing too,” he wrote. “It’s a new drug for trans people. My guy explained it all to me. For decades, trans people have had to take both female hormones and pills to stop the production of testosterone. But they figured out a way to combine both things with a single chemical compound. I don’t know—it made more sense when he explained it; I’m not a scientist—but it’s basically male-to-female trans hormone therapy, but fifty times more powerful. It will actually change your bone structure by simultaneously breaking down your old bones and forcing your skeletal structure to go through a new puberty. It’s honestly intense.

“He showed me some of the animals in their lab. After two years, they literally turned boy rats into girl rats. Totally female, except for a few little things. Like, a uterus will eventually grow in the rats, but they’ve never actually gotten it to work. The testicle actually shrink and suck up into the body and morph into ovaries, but the rats never have periods. Shit like that.

“Anyway—long story short, I saved you from that. Now that you’re off the drug, your body should start to go back to normal after a couple of months—assuming the pills didn’t do too much damage.”

I could feel a lump swelling in my throat. Why did I want to be back on those pills so badly? Why did I want my body to be changed? Were these feelings just a result of the drug? Would they go away after a few weeks of taking sugar pills?

Maybe I didn’t want those feelings to go away.

I got up and stripped down before standing in front of the mirror. My body was so cute the way it now was. I liked my small perky boobs. I liked my narrow waist and wide hips. I liked fitting into those cute pants and dresses. I liked that I no longer had to shave my face or chest to look feminine. And I even liked the way my voice now sounded.

But I was going to lose all of it.

I was tempted to beg Harry to get his contact to change things back. But how could I do it? Even if I admitted that I wanted to be a girl, there was no way he was going to believe me; he would think it was the drug talking, and he would insist that this was for my own good—and then I would be in the same position with the added humiliation of having begged Harry Bean for my gender to be transformed.

I fell into a state of despair, and then my phone buzzed. A man was asking me out on a date. I’d never met him before, but he looked cute. Soon, I wouldn’t be able to go on dates like that—and I felt like there was so much I didn’t get to experience.

A terribly naughty idea came into my head. Or maybe it was a desperate idea. Yes: there was a lot I didn’t get to do, but maybe it wasn’t too late. I had a whole week before the feminization drug began to wear off, so I had a week to fulfil all of my new feminine fantasies.

That evening, I put on my sluttiest dress. Underneath, I wore my skimpiest panties. I put on my reddest lipstick and my darkest eyeliner—and then I went out to meet my date with the intention to seduce.

And I will skip the tedious details of my seduction—though I will admit that it did not take long. There wasn’t much chit-chat. The work was mostly done with my eyes and my skimpy outfit. We had a few drinks before he suggested going to his place, which was a hotel room nearby. I hate to even admit this, but walking into his hotel room, I saw, in the bathroom, his wedding band placed aside. A minute later, I saw the tan-line on his ring-finger, and I knew that he was a married businessman, out of town, cheating on his wife.

But that didn’t stop me from carrying out my naughtiness. I sunk to my knees and undid his belt. I pulled out his long, heavy member and I stroked it with a firm grip. I revelled in his gaze: him watching me with desire in his eyes as I stroked him—and then sucked him. He kept telling me how hot I was—and it felt so good… until I started to think it would soon be gone.

When I talked dirty to him, he turned dark red, and I felt his shaft harden like concrete. “Are you going to shove your big cock in my ass and cum inside of me?” I asked him.

He nodded his head. “God, you’re such a fucking slut. I love it so much,” he growled.

“Then fuck me, big boy,” I moaned.

Maybe I wasn’t ready for it. Maybe I should have done more preparation. Maybe I shouldn’t have gotten him so amped up so quickly—because he went in hard, and he thrusted fast. He took me hard on his bed, pinning me as he fucked my ass ruthlessly.

I cried out. There was pain at first, but it soon melted into pleasure. It’s interesting how fine the line between the two are…

I moaned wildly as he rammed his long, thick, veiny cock into me. Then I gasped when I felt the wet gushing... on both sides. He was cumming in me, and I was cumming on his bed sheets.

There was a moment of dreadful regret: a realization of what I’d done. But that realization was quickly replaced by a gasping moment of clarity: an idea popping into my head like a bolt of lightning.

I could get back into that drug trial the same way Harry Bean got me out of it.
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Harry had fucked his way into the system: dressing like a girl and seducing men into doing his bidding. Well, I’d already lost my anal virginity to a man who was basically a stranger—so why couldn’t I do what Harry had done, simply to reverse Harry’s tinkering?

I thought long and hard about it, plotting out my plan until the next Tuesday morning came around. I made sure to dress the part, putting on a super-short dress with fishnet stockings underneath. I went thick with the pink lipgloss and bold with the pink eye-shadow. I made my mascara dark, and drew long flicks with the eyeliner pen.

I looked the part—and so it was time to play the part.

In the laboratory waiting room, I made eye-contact with every male staff member who came through the area. I’d practised that ‘look’; you know the look: slightly-lowered eyelids, a slight grin—sometimes complete with a little lip bite.

A man came out and called out my name. “Damian?” he asked, peering around the room.

“Right here,” I said with a smile, popping up, letting my little bra-less tits bounce in my tight dress. The man looked confused for a moment, and then he blushed all over. Of course he knew what the drug was for, and now he could see the results with his own eyes.

I tried flirting with him, but he was too shy to reciprocate. He handed me my pill, which looked a bit different than the ones I’d been taking. I knew that it was a sugar pill.

“Go ahead and swallow it,” he said.

“Sure,” I said. I popped it down. “Is there anything else I can swallow while I’m here?”

He turned dark red. “Um… No. That’s it for today.”

“You sure?” I asked, biting my lip and looking down at his crotch.

“Is there, uh, anything else we can help you with?” he asked. I realized I wasn’t making headway with him, so I asked if I could talk to someone about changes I’d been experiencing. He had me moved to another room, where I waited for fifteen minutes before Dustin stepped into the room. His face turned dark red when he saw me. He peered at my file, and then he peered at me again. “D—Damian?” he said.

I was so humiliated. Why did it have to be him?

I wanted to run away and hide… but I had to stick to my guns. If I had to seduce Dustin, then I would seduce Dustin. I needed to get back onto that trial.

“W—What can I help you with today?” His eyes moved down and looked at my perky chest, and then my fishnet-clad legs.

“Well,” I said, embarrassed. But I tried my best to look sexy. I had to keep that seductive decadence on my face. “I’ve been experiencing some changes… to my body.”

He cleared his throat. “O—Okay. Like what?”

“Well…” I said. I shimmied out from the top of my dress, letting it slide down, exposing my B-cup boobies. I cupped them with my hands and gave them a little bounce. “These weren’t here before.”

“I see,” he said, turning red. “And, uh… I see you’re… identifying as female now. Is that something new?”

I had this planned out, but it was so much harder to do this with Dustin. This was so humiliating… but I wanted those pills back. “It’s been a few weeks now,” I said. I gently pinched my nipples. “The nipples have really grown too. And feel my boobs. Feel how soft they are.”

He put on some gloves and stepped forward. I saw that his hands were trembling slightly. He gazed at my file on his clipboard. “That’s so strange,” he murmured.

“What?”

“Oh. Nothing,” he said. Then, he felt my breasts. “Have you been… taking any other medicines… or supplements? Possibly steroids?”

“No,” I said.

He looked utterly confused. He looked at my file again. “Are you sure?” I knew he badly wanted to say, ‘You’re on the placebo, so this is impossible.’ I guess he didn’t know that I was previously on the real drug.

“Positive,” I said.

“So you’ve been having some breast-tissue development, and, uh… the desire to identify as a woman. Anything else?” he asked.

“Well…” I said. “I have these really intense desires to…”

“What?”

“Suck cock,” I said, peering into his eyes.

His face turned dark red. “And that’s, uh, new?”

I nodded my head. “It’s all I can think about. I just want to do it so badly.”

He nodded slowly. He awkwardly eyed my file again, and then he eyed my fishnet-clad legs. “And you’re having desires like that… all the time?”

“Yes.”

“Even now?”

I nodded my head. I eyed his crotch and looked back into his eyes.

He cleared his throat. “You, uh, are sure these desires haven’t always been here? It’s important that you answer honestly for the, uh, study.”

“They’re new. I just want to suck cock so badly. And I want someone to… you know…”

“What?”

“Penetrate my ass and have sex with me,” I said, making him even more red. “In fact. Could you… look at my anus and, uh, tell me if it looks normal?”

“Does it not feel normal?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “There’s just this… tingling.”

“Itching?”

“No,” I giggled. “Like… it just really needs to be… rubbed.”

“I can take a look,” he said after taking a deep breath. “Show me.”

So I turned around and bent over. Slowly, with my back straightened cutely, I shimmied my panties down to my knees, and I lifted my skirt for him to see my ass. I carefully parted my ass cheeks with both hands. He sunk to his knee and peered into my asshole.

“It looks healthy,” he said. “I see that your, uh, testicles are quite small. Have they always been this small?”

“No,” I said.

“And are you still only able to orgasm with prostate stimulation?”

I nodded my head. “Though maybe you could show me that technique again, because I haven’t been able to reproduce it.”

“O—Okay,” he said. “I just have to, uh, remember where I put the tool.”

“You can use whatever tool,” I whispered.

He paused. There was a silence in the room. Then, he said with a quiet voice, “I don’t think this is a good idea.”

“I won’t tell anyone,” I whispered.

“I could get fired.”

“It will feel so good,” I moaned.

He was biting his tongue. He was squirming. I could see the erect bulge in his pants; he wanted to fuck me so badly.

So he did. He grunted and threw his pants down. He reached, with a trembling hand, for a bottle of medical lubricant. He squirted a big thick glob onto my butt crack, then he used his throbbing boner to spread the lube down to my hole. “Fuck,” he grunted.

I moment later, he penetrated me. I gasped, gripping his exam table hard. He pushed in deep.

He made sure that this was a quickie, so he fucked hard and fast, sliding his veiny shaft in and out of my tight hole. I tried not to moan, knowing there were employees outside of his office—but I couldn’t help it.

He reached around and gripped my small cock (it had shrunk down to about three inches). He squeezed it and pumped it, and it wasn’t long before my thick cream was spilling on his office floor.

He grabbed my boobs and squeezed. He pinched my nipples and pulled. He stuck his fingers into my mouth and I gently bit down. Then, he came inside of me.

And before he pulled his throbbing shaft out of me, I looked back at whimpered, “Can you take me off of the placebo—and put me on the real drug?”

He blinked a few times, looking pale, and then he said, “I could get in trouble.”

“I won’t tell on you.”

“I’ll see what I can do.” He pulled out suddenly, making me gasp. His cum fell to the floor with a loud splat. The rest of his cum leaked out of me slowly over the next twelve hours, wetting my panties, reminding me that I’d whored myself out for feminization drugs.

And I wasn’t even ashamed of it.


12


My pill the next week was the pill I was used to: that familiar shape and colour. And hours after swallowing it, I felt those familiar tingles inside of my body as my hormones shifted.

Maybe I was doing harm to my body. Maybe people aren’t supposed to mess around with experimental medicine… But the risk seemed to far outweigh the reward.

When I felt girly, I felt happy—and each week, those pills made me feel even girlier. Sure—maybe there was some placebo effect at play. Maybe those pills weren’t entirely responsible for my behaviour, my desires, or my personality. Maybe they were just widening my hips and shrinking my penis and making boobs form on my chest. Or maybe the pills were making me into an insatiable slut.

Only a few people would ever really know the answer, and Dustin was one of those people.

I’ll skip ahead and tell you about the day Hans promoted me to the repair shop. “You will be making $26 an hour to start,” he said to me. “If your first month goes well, you will make $30 an hour until the end of the year, and then we can reassess from there.” I no longer needed my Subway job. And I didn’t need to be paid by Dustin’s company. I knew I only had a couple months left on that trial, and I was dreading the ending of the trial, knowing that I would lose some of my femininity once the trial was over.

But the same day that I was promoted to the repair shop, Dustin showed up at my door. He handed me a bag and said, “Don’t tell anyone where you got these. Just take one a week.” There were four large pill bottles, each containing one-hundred pills: enough medicine to last me nearly a decade.

And I wondered just how much more my body could change. I was a C-cup now, and my penis was almost gone: it was just a one-inch micro-cock, which looked more like a large clit, especially now that my testicles had receded, and my ball sack had started to pull into my body, now resembling something like a vagina. I don’t know how graphic you want me to be, so skip the rest of his paragraph if you’re worried about being ‘grossed out’. The skin of my scrotum, which was now sort of inside of me, had thinned out, and would secrete a sort of fluid that made it very moist. Every day, I could feel it ‘moving’ and ‘tightening’. It really was transforming slowly into a vagina.

I had, of course, decided that I would allow the pills to turn me into a woman; I wanted to be a woman more than anything. Did that desire come from those pills? Maybe; I’ll never really know. I’ll only know that I felt happy and excited about my transformation.

Harry’s fate wasn’t quite as positive as mine. It turns out, Harry stole the identity of some random woman when he entered into that drug trial. He stole various pieces of the woman’s ID to open up a bank account and to fill out documents with Dustin’s company. He was, of course, caught. He was sued by the woman, by the pharmaceutical company—and he was, of course, arrested and charged with multiple counts of fraud. It also came out that he never did get a degree in history as he’d previously claimed, and much of the ‘knowledge’ that he shared as a consultant was simply made up nonsense—so he was sued by a number of additional companies, including documentary film companies who had been called out for including false information. The court did not allow Harry to declare bankruptcy to get out of his lawsuit payments, so he will spend the rest of his life paying the people he screwed over… once he’s done his term in prison.

And yes, he tried to take me down with him, but his attempts didn’t get very far. I was questioned by police on the matter, and I told them everything; I even showed them the messages, and they quickly concluded that I was not an accomplice—so that was relieving.

I did decide to visit Harry in prison one evening. I don’t know why I did it; I guess I just felt bad for him. It really did seem like everything bad that could happen to him had happened—and maybe he didn’t really deserve it. At least that’s how I felt until I was face-to-face with him, and within two minutes he said, “Make an OnlyFans. All you have to do is take the pictures and send them to me. We get computer time every three days. That’s all the time I need to manage the page for you. I’ll make all the posts, do all the marketing, and I’ll only take fifty-percent. Not a bad deal; all you have to do is snap some photos.”

“I’m not doing that, Harry,” I said.

He groaned and shook his head. “You’re so stupid to leave big money on the table like that. You would make a lot on OnlyFans.” For a moment, I thought that he was complimenting me. “People pay a lot to watch girls with dicks jerk off.” That comment made it feel like much less of a compliment.

“I don’t really have a dick anymore,” I said. “I just wanted to check on you, Harry. I’ve been thinking about you a lot.”

“I have another idea that will make us both a lot of money, but I can’t do it from in here,” he went on, ignoring what I said. “Basically, you go to photographers’ websites and download all of their pictures. Then, you sell them to stock photo websites. You have to do it fast, and in batches, because Google will find the photos within a few weeks—but that’s enough time to get paid and deactivate the account. Now, the only tricky part is making new bank accounts for each batch. You would need different IDs, of course, but I can tell you a trick for that—and nobody gets hurt.”

“That’s literally why you’re in prison, Harry,” I said.

“But this is fool-proof,” he insisted. “And if you make the photo batches big enough, you can make so much money.”

“Bye, Harry,” I said, shaking my head.

“Where are you going?” he asked, perking up. “You’re just going to leave me here?”

“I have a date tonight. I need to get ready,” I called out.

It was true. I’d received a message the night before, from Dustin. He asked if I was interested in grabbing a few drinks with him. He said he wanted to check on my progress—and to catch up. And you might call me a gold-digger, but I promise that I wasn’t just going on the date because Dustin was wealthy… but Dustin had just been promoted into an executive position with the company. His salary was listed publicly: a whopping five-million per year.

But I really wasn’t just going on the date because he was rich. And I wasn’t just going on that date because I knew for a fact that he had a big, thick cock (I had spent many months thinking about how perfect that cock felt inside of me). I was going on that date because… I had feelings for him. I blushed all over whenever I thought about him. After he had done so much for me, I felt a strangely profound connection to him—a connection I hadn’t felt with anyone else before, male or female.

THE END
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