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Introduction

“A new night, a new dress. Gimme gimme gimme a man after midnight!”

This is an illustrated romance novella, it includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

∞∞∞

There I was, watching the late show. My body started burning amidst the chilly San Francisco night. The voice said, “Add that wig to cart.”

My hands started having a life of their own and clicked the Women’s Shoes category and then the cosmetics section. I thought the mystery ended with girly things.

Little did I know, my nights would turn sleepless—prowling and yearning to satiate my novel hunger for big, hard, and masculine men.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Transgender Romance Ride!

Note: This story contains transgender love, feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from Brightlucky Press.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

❖   I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

❖ My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

❖   I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

❖   I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to After Midnight.


Free Vip Mailing List

∞∞∞

Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift For You

[image: ]

Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always, Lilly


Chapter 1

∞∞∞

THERE I WAS, perched like an attentive crow beside the dental chair, clad in the sanitary hues of my mint-green scrubs. The latex gloves, tight against my skin, almost hummed with a sterile energy.

I watched, almost trance-like, as the woman laid back in the chair, a vision of glamour wrapped in fear and an obvious lack of oral hygiene. Her raven hair was styled in perfect waves, makeup applied with an artist's precision, yet as she opened her mouth, the illusion shattered.
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That lipstick, crimson as a juicy cherry, failed to hide the cavalcity of yellowing teeth and inflamed gums. Dr. Nick Colby, my boss and the man who served as a beacon of success, stooped over the patient, his azure eyes crinkled in a professional, albeit critical, squint.

There was a clear difference between us. His posture spoke of success—tailored pants that hung over polished loafers, a crisp shirt hugging his lean form. In comparison, I was in my daily uniform of practicality, my own shoes scuffed from long hours of dedication.

"What a shame," I mused, "To be so beautiful, yet to let such a critical part of your beauty decay."

Nick’s voice echoed through the sterile environment of the office, smooth as river-polished pebbles.

"you really must take better care of your teeth." He said with the sternness of a teacher, but not without sympathy. It wasn't his first rodeo dealing with negligent patients.

He had a gentle nature about him that most took for granted. I, however, admired it.

As the root canal proceeded, I assisted, dutifully passing instruments and maintaining the sterile field. The sharp scent of antiseptic pervaded the air, lingering in my nostrils. My mind was a whirlpool of thoughts.

The numbness in my feet was a stark contrast to the heated coil of worry knotting my stomach, thoughts spiraling around the plight of the woman and her obvious struggle to maintain her teeth.

Once the procedure was over, I found myself going over the records, a sense of confusion washing over me.

[image: A person in a green uniform  Description automatically generated]

"Nick," I queried, furrowing my brows at the lack of payment details, "How is she getting a root canal without settling her account?"

He shrugged nonchalantly, his smile revealing perfect teeth, stark against his tanned skin.

"She paid in another way," he stated, his tone veiling a universe of unsaid words.

Disgust coursed through my veins, cool and nauseating. If she couldn’t take care of her oral hygiene, it wasn’t far-fetched to imagine other places were neglected too.

But I kept that to myself, my lips pressed into a thin line as I busied myself with paperwork, the taste of bile lingering in the back of my throat.

For all his charisma and wealth, there was something about his lifestyle I couldn’t stomach. I didn’t aspire for the womanizing or questionable morals; I longed for the tangible success, the ability to forge a life of my own.

As I returned home that night, my shoebox apartment seemed even smaller, the dreams of owning my own dental lab appearing larger than ever. The familiar musk of my old books and thrifted furniture welcomed me, a stark contrast to the sterile clinic I spent my day in.

Post dinner, my phone buzzed on the counter, an electronic glow cutting through the dim lighting of my kitchenette. My mother’s name illuminated the screen.

Her message was simple and predictable—"Church tomorrow, 8:30. Don't be late." I could almost hear the sternness of her voice through the digital text, smell her familiar lavender perfume. My roots were steeped in tradition, a life juxtaposed against my current reality.

Rolling my eyes, I pocketed the device and retreated into the bathroom. The harsh overhead light washed over me, casting my reflection onto the fogged-up mirror.
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I studied myself—a young man with high ambitions, a simple life, and a rigorous dental hygiene routine. Dressing down into a pair of old plaid pajamas, I embarked on my nightly ritual, the taste of minty freshness invading my senses as I meticulously brushed my teeth.

The feeling of the soft bristles against my gums, the minty taste of the toothpaste, and the rhythmic, almost therapeutic sounds of brushing and gargling created a calming ambiance.

I flossed next, the waxy string gliding between my teeth, prying away remnants of my earlier meal. The tangy flavor of blood tinged my taste buds as I flossed a bit too enthusiastically. I ended the regimen with a tongue scraper, the metallic taste of the instrument peculiar but familiar.

With my routine finished, I shuffled into the living room, the soft fabric of my pajama bottoms brushing against my legs. My shoebox apartment hummed with the comfort of the familiar—the frayed edges of my second-hand couch, the old, musty scent of the worn carpet, and the gentle glow from the solitary lamp in the corner.

I sunk into the couch, the worn cushions molding around my form. The glow of the TV washed over the room, painting everything in shades of blues and greens.

I flicked through the channels, finally settling on a horror flick. The Exorcism of Emily Rose, the title card read.

I watched as the poor woman convulsed, supposedly possessed by some unholy spirit.

A laugh bubbled up in my throat. I've always found such tales silly, a concoction for the gullible. Every twitch, every uncanny movement could be rationalized as a psychological or neurological condition.

The night draped itself around my apartment, the soft murmur of the TV lulling me into a trance-like state. I couldn’t help but mull over my own life.

A lowly dental assistant, living in a shoebox apartment, dreaming of success while stuck in a cycle of church, work, and mediocrity. But hope was not lost, it was merely waiting, like the dawn after a long, dark night.

As the movie descended into screams and incantations, my eyelids grew heavy. The excitement of exorcisms and paranormal shenanigans lost their appeal as the weight of the day caught up with me.

The couch, uncomfortable as it was, beckoned sleep. As my consciousness began to drift, I let myself succumb to the allure of rest.

The horror film faded into white noise as I drifted off into a restless sleep, the specters of the day's events replaying themselves in my dreams.

Suddenly, in the realm of dreams, where reality bends to the whims of subconscious, I found myself standing by the serene body of a lake, its surface glassy and tranquil.

I was dressed casually, in faded jeans and a simple white tee, my feet bare against the lush emerald grass beneath me. My senses were heightened, taking in the earthy smell of the grass, the cool tickle of the breeze playing with my hair, the distant lapping of the water on the shore.

It was tranquil, peaceful, idyllic.

A pink dot on the horizon caught my eye. It was a woman, her dress a wispy shade of ballet slipper pink, billowing around her like an ethereal cloud.

She was beautiful, a distant silhouette against the setting sun, her face obscured by the dappled sunlight.

I called out to her, my voice echoing in the expansive stillness. Her image shimmered, almost ghost-like, and I found myself running towards her.

My feet thudded against the soft ground, the sharp intake of air tasted cool and fresh, tingling down my lungs. Each step brought with it a new wave of anticipation.

Who was this woman?

Why did she seem so familiar, yet so elusive?

The closer I came, the further she seemed. My heart pounded in my chest, the taste of desperation flooding my mouth. I ran harder, the sound of my own labored breath resonating in my ears.

And just when I was on the brink of giving up, she turned. The dream woman ran towards me, her hair flowing like a dark waterfall.

But the dream took a ghastly turn. As she approached, her scream pierced through the peaceful tranquility.

"Whore!" she cried, her voice ringing in my ears. The serene atmosphere shattered, the echo of her accusation slicing through the silence.

My heart raced, adrenaline pumping in my veins, and fear taking the reins of my dream.

Suddenly, I was jolted awake, my heart pounding against my ribcage. My small apartment felt claustrophobic, the echo of her scream still reverberating in my mind. I glanced at the digital clock on my nightstand.

3 AM. The witching hour, the time when, as the stories told, the paranormal was most active. A soft chuckle escaped my lips at the irony.

Pushing the covers off, I swung my legs over the edge of the bed. My bare feet hit the cool floor, sending shivers up my spine. I stumbled into the bathroom, the harsh fluorescent light harsh against my sleep-laden eyes.

I splashed water on my face, the cool droplets offering a shock to my senses. The taste of fear began to dissipate, replaced by the lingering mint from my toothpaste.

Taking a deep breath, I looked at myself in the mirror. My reflection seemed foreign—a man spooked by his own dream. Shaking my head, I patted my face dry and returned to my humble bed.

The sheets felt cooler now, the pillow welcoming as I sunk back into its comforting embrace.

My mind still spun from the dream, the phantom echo of her scream resonating in my ears. Yet, as I closed my eyes, I couldn't help but replay the haunting image of the woman in pink, her scream, her accusation.


Chapter 2

∞∞∞

MY SUNDAY MORNING was spent in the confines of the San Francisco Cathedral, a towering stone testament to faith and tradition. The smell of burning incense filled my nostrils, the sweet, smokey scent clinging to my clothes.
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Underneath it all was the stale smell of old stone and older prayers. I, like many others, was dressed in my Sunday best–a crisp, white button-down tucked into black trousers. My mother, wearing a blue summer dress, nudged me forward in the communion line.

Despite the skepticism that lingered within me, the unsettling remnants of my dream from the previous night had burrowed into my mind.

I stood in the communion line, nervously adjusting my collar as I observed the rest of the congregation. Their devout faces, their humble nods—it all felt so surreal given the turmoil within me.

The sound of solemn hymns filled the church, echoing in the cavernous interior. It was my turn next. Father John, the hunky, handsome priest with the affable smile, who was the reason why widowers and single women with the delusion that they could change his mind made sure that the church was packed every Sunday, held the wafer aloft.

“The Body of Christ.”

As I stepped forward to receive communion, a wave of determination washed over me. The dream, the scream, the woman—I needed reassurance.

The taste of holy sacrament, symbolic as it may be, was what I sought. So, I opened my mouth extra wide, intending to get the entire wafer. But in my overzealous effort, I managed to wrap my mouth around Father John's fingers.

I could feel the heat of embarrassment creeping up my neck as I tasted his salty skin, tingeing my cheeks a rosy hue. Father John laughed it off, his booming voice breaking my humiliation.
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"Woah there, tiger! We have more bread in the church," he joked, pulling his fingers back and bestowing a friendly pat on my shoulder. The new deacon laughed, a soft murmur of amusement passing through him like a gentle wave.

I stumbled back to my seat, the taste of the wafer—and a bit of Father John's fingers—lingering on my tongue. The sound of my mother's sigh brought me back to reality.

I noticed her fussing over my collar, a small frown creasing her forehead. Her perfume, a blend of roses and vanilla, enveloped me, a soothing balm to my embarrassment.

"How are things in that new apartment?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper against the ambient sound of the church service.

"Fine," I responded, picking at the frayed seam of my trousers.

Her face contorted into a worried frown. "I heard it's haunted."

I couldn't help but scoff at the absurdity. "You believe that shit?"

She clucked her tongue, a sound that always signaled her disappointment.

"Why don't you just come home? It's close to your work," she reasoned, her concerned eyes meeting mine.

My determination flared up again, my independence a cornerstone of my identity.

"I'm not touching Dad's money," I replied, my voice steady.

"I want to be successful on my own."

My mother shook her head, disappointment seeping into her gaze. But I held my ground, my heart beating in my chest. This was my journey, my story. My independence, my struggle—they were mine to bear.

After mass, the congregation spilled out onto the sunny sidewalks, filling the morning air with chatter and laughter. The heavy, musky scent of incense still clung to my clothes, now mixed with the sharp tang of summer air.

My mother, as usual, had found herself amidst a whirlwind of conversations. Her laugh rang clear through the crowd, like the chime of a silver bell. As for me, I hung back, my fingers lightly tracing the rough texture of the century-old stone church walls.

My gaze wandered across the crowd, seeking out the familiar faces of the clergy. Among them was the new deacon, his brown eyes twinkling with amusement as he spoke to my mother.

I remembered the sparkle of his eyes, the slight tilt of his lips when I'd committed the faux pas during the communion.

Eventually, my mother's friendly chatter came to an end and she made her way back to me, the deacon following her. He was dressed simply, in a black shirt and slacks, a sharp contrast to the usual robes.

Up close, he was even more handsome—his muscular frame oddly unfitting of the image of a church deacon.

"Liam," my mother introduced us, "this is Gavin Bells, the son of my best friend Diane from high school. He just moved here from Colorado."

I extended my hand, greeted with a firm, warm handshake.

"Nice to meet you," I said, trying to suppress the flutter of nerves in my stomach.
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"You too, Liam," Gavin replied, his voice deep and comforting. He flashed me a smile, revealing perfect white teeth that would make any dental assistant proud.

The conversation took an unexpected turn when my mother suggested that he temporarily share my apartment. Apparently, the deacon was in the midst of searching for a place to stay, as he was currently living in the church.

My eyes darted between my mother and Gavin. The thought of sharing my tiny apartment with a stranger—and a deacon at that–was intimidating.

But, looking into his hopeful eyes, I stuttered out a "Sure."

His face brightened at my acceptance.

"Don't worry, it'll only be for two weeks. And I’ll help out with the bills," he assured me, his hand reaching out to pat my shoulder.

I nodded, managing a weak smile. "Great."

My mind was a whirlwind of thoughts. A stranger was about to enter my life, my apartment.

After navigating the city traffic, I pulled into a parking lot a couple of blocks away from my apartment. The city hummed around us, a symphony of car horns, distant chatter, and the occasional trilling of a bird.

I turned off the engine, the car's low hum disappearing into the sounds of the city. The late summer heat still clung to the air, filling the car with a stuffy warmth.

"Sorry about this," I said to Gavin, unfastening my seatbelt, "the apartment is a couple of blocks away. Parking's cheaper here."

He simply chuckled, adjusting the strap of his bag on his shoulder. "I've walked longer distances," he assured me, his voice light and jovial.

The walk to the apartment was short and quiet. When we finally arrived, I fumbled for my keys, the cold metal a familiar comfort in my hand.

Gavin, on the other hand, was busy taking in the surroundings.

"It's so quiet here," he observed, his gaze sweeping over the nondescript building.

"I can feel a different energy."

I snorted at his comment, a chuckle escaping my lips.

"Different energy, huh?"

He just nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. I pushed the door open, revealing my tiny studio apartment. The afternoon sun filtered through the thin curtains, casting a warm, homely glow on the space.

I could smell the faint scent of yesterday's dinner, a mix of spices and burnt garlic.

"I don't have a separate bedroom," I explained, moving towards the overhead cabinets. I pulled out a foam mattress, the fabric cool to touch.

"But I have this."

He immediately sprung to his feet, helping me pull out the mattress. His hand brushed against mine, a warmth spreading through my fingers at the contact.

"It's more than fine," he said, his voice tinged with gratitude.

"I never liked sleeping in the church. There are too many presences there."

I shook my head at his comment, my laughter filling the small apartment. He just shrugged his shoulders, grinning at my amusement.

The rest of the evening was spent exchanging stories and experiences over a simple dinner. I learned that Gavin was passionate about helping people, hence his pursuit of priesthood.

He listened attentively as I rambled on about dental procedures and my dreams of owning a lab someday. We talked about everything and nothing, the conversation flowing as easily as a gentle stream.

Later that night, I was sprawled out on my sofa, the soft glow from my phone illuminating my face. The rest of the apartment was in semi-darkness, the only other source of light being the dim yellow from the bathroom.

The click of the bathroom door pulled me from my social media trance. Gavin stepped out, clad only in a pair of white briefs.

"Hope you don't mind," he started, a sheepish smile playing on his lips.
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"I usually sleep naked but out of respect...”

"We're both guys, Gavin," I interrupted, waving off his concern.

The image of him standing there, all muscle and skin, made a part of me sigh. No, I wasn't into men, but damn did Gavin look good. The man was practically sculpted, every muscle toned and defined.

If I had that body, I wouldn't hide it under priestly robes. I'd probably be living Nick's life, surrounded by a bevy of beautiful women.

With a small nod of thanks, he retreated to his makeshift bed. I turned my attention back to my phone, trying to focus on the mundane updates from my friends and family.

Sometime later, I was jolted from a light slumber by a soft, unfamiliar sound. It was a low moan, almost a whisper against the quiet hum of the night.

My heart pounded in my chest, my mind racing through every horror film scenario. Blinking away sleep, I peeked over the edge of the sofa.

What I saw was not a ghost, or a burglar, but Gavin.

He was awake, his back to me. His phone cast a bluish glow, casting strange shadows on the walls. It took me a moment to realize what was happening. The low moans, the rhythmic movement—Gavin was pleasuring himself—all eight inches of himself.

I immediately averted my gaze, a flush creeping up my neck. I shouldn't be watching. It was private. But my eyes had a mind of their own, glancing back for one more look.

His muscles rippled with each movement, his broad back flexing as he reached his peak. The sight was strangely mesmerizing, a live painting of desire and satisfaction.

But before I could process what I'd seen, guilt washed over me. I was invading his privacy. As quietly as I could, I rolled over on the sofa, my back to him. I forced my eyes shut, willing my mind to forget the sight of Gavin, raw and vulnerable in his pleasure.


Chapter 3

∞∞∞

THE MORNING SUN'S RAYS were still weak, not strong enough to rouse me from sleep, but the smell certainly was. It was a scent I'd never experienced in my apartment before—savory, rich, homey.

Blinking away sleep, I sat up on the sofa, my eyes taking in the scene. Gavin, clad in a white wifebeater and jogging pants, was at the stove. I watched his back muscles contract as he maneuvered the spatula in his hand, the sizzle of the bacon blending with the aroma of the omelet.

"Morning," he greeted, flashing me a bright smile.

"Morning. You're up early," I mumbled, rubbing at my eyes. The sight of the food woke me up better than any cup of coffee could.

"Already been for a run," he replied casually, like a two-hour morning run was a universal routine. I could barely drag myself out of bed most mornings.

"Damn, that's... impressive." I looked him over again, noting the beads of sweat still clinging to his skin.

"Sit down, it’s almost ready," he said, turning his attention back to the stove.

"Thanks, man," I said, grateful.

As I sat there, watching him cook, I remembered the night before. The images from that moment were still vivid in my mind. I cleared my throat, "I, uh... saw you… playing with yourself last night," I admitted, feeling a sudden heat creeping up my cheeks. He stilled for a moment before letting out a laugh.

His cheeks turned a shade of pink that matched my own, "Ah, well, making the most of it before I take my vows, you know?" He joked, a sheepish grin on his face.

"Ahh, gotcha." I replied, relieved that he wasn't angry or embarrassed. We shared a smile before he turned back to the stove.
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When the breakfast was served, the taste was as delicious as the smell promised. I could not remember the last time I had such a hearty meal.

"Wow, you make a good breakfast," I told him, savoring every bite.

His face lit up with a grin, "Well, I'm glad you like it."

And for the first time since moving into the shoebox apartment, it felt a little bit like home.

That same morning, as I stepped into the clinic, the world felt a little brighter than usual. The antiseptic smell was a welcome familiarity, a hint of mint mixed with sterilized tools and toothpaste.

With a smile on my face, I greeted my co-workers, my heart still a bit light from the surprising change in my morning routine.

"Morning, Sheila," I greeted as I passed by one of the dental nurses. She was hunched over the desk, her black hair pulled into a tight bun and glasses sliding down her nose as she scanned through the patient records.

Sheila looked up, her hazel eyes catching mine in a conspiratorial glance.

"Doctor's gonna be late, you know," she informed me, a knowing smirk on her face. I chuckled, an image of Nick scrambling to kick a girl out from his apartment painting itself in my mind.

"Yeah, not surprised," I admitted, my own smile turning into a knowing grin. It was a common scenario, almost predictable by now.

Nick Colby, the womanizer.

I took a deep breath, feeling the scent of the clinic wrap around me, a blend of antiseptic and mint that was somehow comforting. I donned my white coat, the familiar fabric a comforting weight on my shoulders, and moved towards the office area.

My gaze landed on the appointment schedule for the day, its filled slots promising a busy day ahead. My fingers traced the lines of the schedule, mentally preparing myself for the workload.

The clinic buzzed with life around me. Phones ringing, appointments being made, the hum of the overhead fluorescent lights blending with the chatter of patients in the waiting area.

It was a symphony of sounds, a composition of everyday life in the clinic that I had grown accustomed to. I could hear the distinct rustle of dental bibs, the sound of dental tools clinking against ceramic trays, the muffled chatter of patients and nurses behind closed doors.
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The day progressed in its usual rhythm, like a well-rehearsed dance. The taste of latex from the gloves never really left my mouth as I assisted with patients, making dental molds, preparing materials for fillings, and adjusting dental equipment.

The steady, monotonous work kept my hands busy, but my mind was free to wander. My thoughts drifted between patients, my new roommate, and my dreams of someday owning a dental lab. The metallic tang of the dental tools became a reminder of the goal I was working towards.

And so, I moved through the day, from one patient to the next, the clinic's familiar sights, smells, and sounds wrapping around me like a second skin.

The day faded into the cool blues and pinks of evening as I made my way to the parking lot. The sun hung low in the sky, its final rays kissing the tops of the San Francisco buildings and casting long shadows onto the streets.

The aroma of freshly baked bread and seared meat wafted through the air as I passed by a local deli, the smell so enticing it stopped me in my tracks.

I paused, thinking back to this morning and Gavin's culinary surprise. He'd taken the time to make breakfast for me—maybe it was my turn to return the favor. I pushed open the door to the deli, a little bell chiming overhead as I stepped into the warm interior.

The aroma of food was stronger inside, the smell of toasted bread and grilled meat mingling with the scent of freshly brewed coffee and rich sauces.

It filled my senses, bringing forth a sensation of hunger I hadn't realized was there. The deli was buzzing with the dinner crowd, patrons chatting and ordering at the counter while others, in a hurry, opted for take-out.

"Evening, Liam!" Tony, the deli owner, greeted from behind the counter. A thickset man with a hearty laugh, Tony had known me since I moved to this neighborhood.

"Evening, Tony," I returned the greeting, stepping up to the counter, "Got any specials today?"

His eyes crinkled in a smile, his large hand gesturing to a blackboard behind him listing the day's specials. His recommendation led to a lengthy back-and-forth, me asking about the ingredients of each dish and trying to guess what Gavin might enjoy.

After a discussion filled with mouth-watering descriptions and some teasing from him, I finally decided on a hearty beef stew and a baguette to go with it.
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The transaction was familiar, almost comforting in its routine, as Tony packed the food with care. The bag's weight felt good in my hand, the warmth of the containers seeping through, spreading a pleasant heat against my skin.

As I made my way out of the deli, the evening chill hit me, a stark contrast to the warm interior of the deli. The city was alive with sounds—the distant hum of traffic, the occasional honk of a car horn, and the muffled chatter of passersby.

The world was starting to shift from the hustle of the day to the languid rhythm of the evening. My car keys jingled in my pocket as I walked, the metallic sound adding to the city's symphony.

The night had settled in by the time I arrived at the apartment. The stars twinkled in the inky sky above as I climbed the two flights of stairs. The scent of the stew still filled my car, wafting up in comforting waves as I retrieved the bag of food. I unlocked the door and stepped inside, a slight frown tugging at my brow as I noticed the apartment was dark and quiet.

"Gavin?" I called out, setting the bag on the kitchen counter. No response. I fished out my phone, shooting him a quick text, but silence was my only answer. With a soft sigh, I shrugged off my coat, hanging it on the back of a chair.

An hour ticked by, the apartment remaining eerily silent, save for the ticking of the wall clock. Worry gnawed at me, but I pushed it aside, deciding to prepare the dinner I had bought.

I unpacked the containers, laying out the stew and the baguette on separate plates. It was a mundane task, one I rarely did as I often just ate straight from the bag. But tonight, I felt this strange need to do something nice for Gavin, even if he wasn't here yet.

I picked up my phone again, dialing his number, only to be greeted by the monotonous dial tone. I disconnected, a frown furrowing my brow.

Finally, I decided to eat, not wanting the food to get any colder. I ate slowly, each bite less satisfying without the companionable presence of Gavin. As I finished and cleaned up, the clock struck midnight, its chime echoing through the empty apartment.

Exhaustion started to creep up on me. My eyes felt heavy, my body weighed down by the fatigue of the day. I decided to turn in for the night, leaving a note on the table for him.

The couch felt more inviting than usual, the cushions providing a much-needed comfort. Sleep came quickly, but with it came the dream. The same dream.
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There she was, the lady in the pink dress, just as beautiful and as distant as before. I ran towards her, each step echoing through the silent, surreal landscape of the dream. I could smell the lake water, a mixture of algae and wet earth.

I called out to her, my voice echoing around me, swallowed by the vast expanse of the dream world. She turned and ran towards me, her dress billowing behind her.

But just as before, she halted and screamed, the word "WHORE!" ripping through the dream, jolting me awake.

I woke with a start, the echoes of the dream fading into the shadows of reality. My heart was racing, a thin sheen of sweat glistening on my skin.

The digital numbers on the microwave clock blinked back at me—3 AM. My eyes took in the dark room, finally landing on Gavin. He was asleep, sprawled out on the mattress in nothing but his briefs.

The food I had set out for him lay untouched on the table, a stark reminder of his late arrival.

A soft sigh slipped through my lips as I fell back onto the couch, the echoes of the dream still ringing in my ears. I cast another glance at him, his steady breathing providing a rhythmic soundtrack to the silent apartment.


Chapter 4

∞∞∞

SUNLIGHT SEEPED IN through the gaps in the blinds, its gentle touch rousing me from slumber. My eyes blinked open, scanning the quiet room. It was just past seven. The morning felt a little chilly, the remnants of the dream still hanging in the air.

I was alone in the apartment, Gavin absent from his makeshift bed.

Quietly, I padded to the kitchen, my bare feet tapping lightly on the cold hardwood floor. The food I bought last night sat untouched on the counter, a stark reminder of his absence.
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Guilt prickled at the edges of my mind. He had cooked for me, I could at least do the same. I decided to heat the stew, its comforting aroma soon filling the small studio.

Toast popped out of the toaster, landing with a soft thud onto a plate. The gurgling sound of the coffee maker served as a rhythmic background to the early morning silence.

The door opened just as I was pouring coffee into a mug, revealing a sweat-drenched Gavin in his running gear.

"I'm so sorry," he apologized, his voice heavy with exhaustion.

"I didn't mean to worry you."

"No worries, man," I replied, setting the mug down on the table. I couldn't help but feel a twinge of curiosity.

"Where were you?"

A spark of excitement lit up in his eyes.

"You wouldn't believe it," he exclaimed, flopping down onto a chair.

"I got to assist in my first exorcism."

My brow arched at his revelation. "Exorcism? Seriously?"

He nodded enthusiastically. "Yeah, it was Norma Rae, a 30-year-old nurse from a nearby apartment. Father John thinks she was possessed by a succubus."

"A succubus?" The image of the woman from my dream flashed in my mind. The same woman who had screamed 'WHORE'. I quickly pushed the thought away, turning my attention back to him.

"She was... It was intense," he continued, his voice dropping to a whisper.

"She was shouting explicit stuff in Latin, moving furniture like they were nothing."

I couldn't help but chuckle at his animated explanation.

"Sounds like a scene from a horror movie," I said, sipping my coffee.

"It's not a joke, Liam," he insisted, his gaze fixed on mine.

"It was real."

"I don't know, man," I replied, shaking my head.

"I've never believed in stuff like that."

His eyes glinted with a challenge.

"You should come see for yourself," he suggested.

"Watch an exorcism, see how powerful she can be."

I paused, my coffee mug halfway to my lips. His offer was tempting, piquing my curiosity. But was I ready to dip my toes into the world of the supernatural?

"If you say so," I finally responded, my voice laced with uncertainty.

The conversation lingered in the air, filling the room with a sense of tension and intrigue. The smell of coffee, the taste of the warm stew, the faint sunlight pouring in; everything seemed to take a backseat to the offer that hung in the air.

I could not shake the image of the woman from my dream, her accusatory word echoing in my mind.

Would seeing an exorcism give me the answers I sought, or would it only add to the confusion?

As I looked at Gavin's expectant face, I couldn't help but wonder where this newfound path would lead us.

As night fell, the world outside the car window transformed into a symphony of shadows and city lights. I was in the backseat, silently observing Gavin and Father John.

The intensity of their conversation, the fervor in their voices, felt almost surreal. They spoke of preparations, strategies, and the objects that were supposed to banish the 'demon'.

I remember Gavin pulling out a tiny vial of what he claimed was 'holy water', the liquid inside shimmering under the sparse light of the car.
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The scents of worn leather from the car seats and faint cologne lingered in the air. It was a peculiar mix, and it all felt like a scene from a bizarre dream.

When we finally arrived, my eyes widened in surprise. Norma's residence was a luxury apartment that stretched into the sky. It was vast and grand, with at least three bedrooms that I could see.

It was a stark contrast to my own humble living space. Father John explained that Norma was a widow, her late husband having left her a considerable fortune.

The information echoed in my mind, a sharp reminder of my own mother, who'd also accumulated wealth after my father's death.

The door to the apartment swung open, and there she was. Norma.

She was a beautiful redhead, her curls bouncing as she moved. She seemed shy, her words soft and her eyes downcast as she mopped the immaculate floors.

A sweet aroma of lemon-scented cleaning product lingered in the air, enveloping the home in a comforting scent. Despite the terrifying tales Gavin and Father John had shared, it was hard to reconcile them with the woman in front of me.

"I'm sorry for the mess," Norma spoke up, her voice just a whisper above the gentle swish-swish of the mop against the polished floor.

Her green eyes held a certain sadness, an exhaustion that pulled at my heartstrings.

"It's always so clean during the day. But after midnight... it's like a storm blows through here."

She paused, looking at us with tear-filled eyes.

"I just want it out. I want her out."

Her gaze then fell on me, a flicker of curiosity lighting up her eyes.

"Who are you?"

I felt a sudden prickling sensation on my skin as her question echoed in the room. Gavin turned towards me, a reassuring smile on his face.

"Liam's here to help, Norma," he stated, placing a comforting hand on her shoulder.

I looked at Gavin and then at Father John, my mind spinning with questions and fears. This was real. This was happening. I wasn't in my quiet, comfortable studio apartment; I was about to witness an exorcism.

But, as I looked at Norma—her pale face, the desperation in her eyes—I knew there was no backing out. I was here to help. And help I would.

We were huddled in the bedroom, the tension almost tangible as we waited. The grandfather clock in the corner of the room tolled in the distance, the booming sound echoing ominously through the silence.

As the gong struck the twelfth time, I found my palms growing damp with nervous sweat. Nothing was happening, and I felt a ridiculous urge to giggle, to break the strained silence. The mundane sight of Norma sitting on the bed, her fiery red hair splayed around her shoulders, felt ludicrous in contrast to the anticipation that had been building up.

I was in the middle of pondering the situation when something shifted. Her demeanor changed abruptly; a seductive smirk replaced the innocent, scared woman I'd met just minutes ago.

She rose, her body swaying as she began to dance, her movements sensuous, provocative. She moaned, her voice husky, "Mmm... three men, all ready for me."

I felt a rush of adrenaline, my heart thumping in my chest. This was shocking, different, it wasn't what I was expecting. Gavin was the first to react.

He lunged forward, gripping Norma's arms and pinning her back on the bed.

“Let go of me! I need a man!”

Father John was quick to join him, his voice steady as he began reciting prayers, his eyes locked onto Norma's.

"Liam, help us hold her down," Gavin grunted, struggling against Norma's surprising strength. I quickly moved forward, gripping her ankles. They felt unnaturally cold under my hands.

Father John’s voice filled the room, the Latin phrases unfamiliar but filled with power.

“Exorcizamus te, omnis immundus spiritus…” He began, the old, religious phrases a stark contrast to the modern room and its luxurious décor.

Despite the awkwardness, the strangeness, the fear, I couldn't tear my eyes away from her face. Her eyes were glazed over, her body writhing under our combined weight.

She was another woman, her previous innocence replaced by a dangerous, primal energy.

“Hey, cutie, why don’t you lie on top of me,” she said.

Normally, I would’ve found that type of comment flattering and irresistibly hot. But at that very moment, I was scared.

Norma, or whatever was inside her, continued to fight us, a cruel smile twisting her lips. Gavin's grip on her arms tightened, his face a mask of determination. Father John continued with his prayers, his voice unwavering despite the intensity of the situation.

"Non praevalebunt adversus te..."

The night air seemed to grow colder, the room filled with the tension of a battleground. Norma’s laughter echoed eerily in the room, the sound grating against the backdrop of Father John's prayer.
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“Less talk, more action!” she said as she started trying to spread her legs. At that moment, I felt a deep sense of horror, of realization—this was an exorcism, and I was in the middle of it.

I tightened my grip on Norma's ankles, bracing myself against her thrashing, and turned my eyes back to the struggling woman on the bed. It was real, and I had no choice but to face it head-on.

Norma's clothes suddenly began to rip themselves off her body, fabric tearing away as if by invisible hands. My breath hitched in my throat, the sight was uncanny and disturbing.

The sweet, innocent woman who'd greeted us with a mop and a shy smile was nowhere to be seen—in her place was a creature of nightmares, her body writhing, her laughter echoing in my ears.

Father John was relentless. His voice rose over the madness, strong and unwavering.

"Tell me your name, demon! Leave this body!" His commands were met with obscene responses from Norma, each word making my skin crawl.

“Stop trying to fight it. You know you want me, Father!”

The room was filled with the acidic smell of urine as she released herself onto the bed, her laughter becoming more raucous, wilder. She began to beg, a sickly sweet voice pleading with us to make love to her.

“Please, make love to me! I need a man’s body on top of me!”

The battle intensified. Her body arched and thrashed, her strength impossible for a woman her size. Her eyes were glowing, bloodshot and manic. A vile stream of vomit erupted from her, splashing onto the pristine sheets, the stench instant and overpowering.

Father John reached into his bag and pulled out a whip-like device. It was a St. Benedict Crucifix attached to a long, thin cord, swinging it over his head and striking at the air above her.

Each time the crucifix came close, Norma would scream, a horrifying, inhuman sound. Father John repeated his command, demanding the demon to reveal its name so it could be banished.

And then it happened.

The room fell eerily silent, even the echoes of Norma's screams dying down. And then, in a voice so low, so chilling, it felt as if it came from the very depths of the earth, she spoke.

"I am Lilith."

Her words were spoken with a grotesque sort of glee, and she began to describe herself, her status in the demonic realm, her power, her dominion.

Father John's prayers shifted, focusing on Lilith, commanding her to leave Norma's body. Norma screamed, her body convulsing on the bed, the tension in the room ratcheting up another notch.

Suddenly, a chill washed over me, far colder than anything I'd ever experienced. It felt as though the icy fingers of death were wrapping around me, pulling me under.

My legs gave way, and I collapsed onto the floor.

And then, the dream.

The same one I had had over and over again. The woman in the pink dress. But this time, her face was clear. Her eyes were filled with a terrifying sort of satisfaction, her lips twisted into a sickening smile.

"Finally," she said, her voice like a whisper in the wind.

"I'm in the right body."

And then, she screamed. A bone-chilling, blood-curdling scream. It reverberated through my head, a thousand decibels of raw, undiluted terror.

And then I woke up.

I was drenched in sweat, my heart pounding in my chest. I saw the worry etched on Gavin and Father John's faces, saw their lips moving, but the words were drowned out by the deafening sound of my heartbeat.

I realized I was on the floor, Norma was now covered in a terrycloth robe, her naked body hidden from view. Their words finally reached me, a distant echo growing louder and clearer.

"Are you okay? You passed out."

I could only nod, my throat too dry to form words. Father John sighed with relief, his face softening.

"We'll come back tomorrow to make sure the demon is gone, but it's good we have her name. It gives us the upper hand."

I wanted to say something, to tell them about the dream, about the woman in the pink dress, but my strength was gone. I closed my eyes, feeling the cold seep out of me, replaced by a comforting warmth.

But as I drifted back into unconsciousness, one thought remained, etched into my mind—the woman in the dream had finally found the right body.


Chapter 5

∞∞∞

THE MORNING AFTER the exorcism was unusually quiet. I found Gavin at the kitchen table, spooning up cereal while scrolling through something on his phone.

The light pouring in from the window cast long shadows, illuminating the grains of the wooden table and glinting off his eyes.

He looked up at my entrance, the corners of his mouth tugging up in a small smile.
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"Morning, Liam," he greeted. His voice was softer than usual, the events of the previous night undoubtedly lingering in his mind as they were in mine. I mumbled a return greeting, pulling out a chair and sinking down into it.

He set his phone down, his full attention on me.

"How are you feeling?" he asked, the concern in his eyes evident. I shrugged, a noncommittal gesture.

"A bit woozy, but I'll live."

It was an understatement. My head was pounding—the events from last night replaying in a loop and meshing with the haunting dream I had.

"We were worried about you," he admitted, stirring his cereal absent-mindedly. The clinking sound of the spoon against the bowl was strangely comforting. I made a dismissive sound, not wanting to dive into that topic.

We ate in silence for a while, the only sound being the crunch of cereal and the occasional slurp of coffee. Finally, he broke the silence.

"You know, we could use your help again tonight," he began, not meeting my gaze. I could tell he was nervous, unsure of how I'd react.

My heart skipped a beat at his words. The thought of going through last night's ordeal again sent a chill down my spine.

"I... I think I'll pass," I said, forcing a laugh.

"I need to catch up on some sleep."

He nodded, though his eyes held a touch of disappointment.

"Sure, man. Just thought I'd ask."

The day at work was as typical as it gets; patients came and went, their ailments and worries blending into one long, dreary day. But no matter how hard I tried to focus, my mind kept drifting back to Norma's transformed face, the guttural voice proclaiming itself as Lilith, and the dream... the woman in the pink dress claiming to be in the right body.

Lunchtime found me aimlessly scrolling through my phone, my untouched sandwich growing stale next to me. I caught snippets of conversation from my co-workers, their words barely registering in my brain. Everything felt distant, surreal.

Even the usually comforting scent of coffee seemed to hold an undertone of something darker, a hint of the unknown.

“Liam, please tell Marla that I’m in Hawaii,” Nick said. All I could do was nod.

The hours dragged on, my mind caught in a tug-of-war between reality and the haunting memories of last night. I went through the motions mechanically, my actions lacking their usual precision.
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It was as if a part of me had been left behind in Norma's apartment, frozen in the terrifying moment of witnessing a woman possessed by something beyond comprehension.

I made it back to the apartment as dusk fell, the city bathed in an orange glow. The bustle of the evening rush echoed distantly as I trudged up the stairs, my body heavy with exhaustion.

I could hear the faint hum of traffic, the honking of horns, and the murmuring of people. Yet all these familiar sounds felt distant, overshadowed by the echo of a demonic voice, and the haunting image of a woman in a pink dress.

I couldn't help but wonder what would transpire tonight at Norma's.

Would they be successful in banishing Lilith? The mere thought sent shivers down my spine. I shook my head, willing away the images that began to surface.

For now, all I wanted was to forget, to sleep, and to hope for a dreamless night.

Moments later, during a restful sleep, there it was again. The dream was vivid, so real that it left me in a sweat-drenched stupor. Once again, I saw the woman in the pink dress, her mocking laughter echoing in the confines of my mind.

She was getting clearer every time, her form becoming less of a specter and more of an entity that held its ground. As always, I awoke with a start, the echo of her voice still ringing in my ears.

The sheets clung to my overheated body, damp with perspiration. I glanced at the clock. 12:55 AM. The room was plunged in darkness, my own breathing the only sound puncturing the stifling silence.

A glance down from my sofa and confirmed that Gavin wasn't home yet.

I rose from the bed, each step heavier than the last. My body felt like it was on fire, the heat unbearable. I needed water, something to quench the inexplicable thirst.

The apartment was dimly lit, the silence unsettling. Each creak of the wooden floor beneath me seemed amplified, the faint glow of the street lamps filtering through the gaps in the curtains casting long, ghostly shadows.

The cold water from the fridge was a welcome relief, its chilly tendrils spreading down my throat and extinguishing the burning sensation.

But the relief was short-lived. Suddenly, the sultry voice was back, its tones wrapping around me like a velvet cloak. It was feminine and naughty, tinged with an undercurrent of malice.

The voice was unmistakable—it was hers, the woman from my dream.

[image: (((gorgeous blond succubus))) (((wearing pink succ]

"Water won't quench your thirst for men," she taunted, her laughter echoing in my mind. I gritted my teeth, fighting the grip she had on me.

The voice became more insistent, directing me towards the tiny laundry room. I wanted to resist, to fight off her control, but my body seemed to move of its own accord.

I felt like a marionette, with her holding the strings.

"Smell him, taste him," she urged, her voice coaxing me into complying.

I found myself reaching into the laundry basket, pulling out Gavin's briefs. The sense of wrongness was undeniable, but my protests fell on deaf ears. The voice laughed, the sound chilling me to my core.

"Do it, or I'll take over completely."

And then, against my better judgment, I did. I lifted his briefs to my nose, my insides squirming in protest. But the moment the familiar scent filled my nostrils, something shifted.

It was intoxicating—a mix of his cologne and natural musk, tinged with sweat and something uniquely him. The smell was heady, invoking a rush of emotions that left me breathless.

“Mmm, Gavin,” I let out.

The more I breathed him in, the more I found myself sinking into the bizarre pleasure. It was like I was drowning in him, his scent seeping into every fiber of my being.

I found myself reaching for his shirts, his pants, anything that held a trace of him. I was lost, trapped in a euphoric haze that had me rubbing his clothes all over my body, their soft textures against my overheated skin.

“Yes, Gavin, hold me,” I followed.

I reveled in the sensation, intoxicated by the smell of him. But beneath it all, a sense of unease began to settle in. This wasn't me. I wasn't myself.

I was trapped, a prisoner in my own body. But try as I might, I couldn't break free from the woman in the pink dress—her taunting voice guiding my every move.

The sound of the front door creaking open tore me from my self-inflicted madness. Panic surged through me, a jolt of adrenaline that brought me back to reality.

Gavin. He was back. I shoved his clothes back into the laundry basket, the voice fading to a mere whisper.

"Doing laundry at midnight?" his voice cut through the silence, a puzzled look on his face. He looked at me, the curiosity evident in his gaze. He had caught me red-handed.

“I’m looking for my socks,” I lied.

"You're looking for socks in my clothes?" he asked, his eyebrows arching in surprise.

"No, I just...I..." My heart pounded in my chest, the heat of my blush apparent. My words trailed off, my mind racing to come up with a plausible excuse.

"I was just..." I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

"I thought I had left my socks in here."

He gave a nonchalant shrug, not pressing the issue. He filled me in on the evening's events.

"Norma's alright, at least for now," he said, a sigh of relief slipping past his lips.

"Father John thinks the demon is gone, but he's going to keep an eye on her."

I nodded, relief washing over me at the news. But my attention was drawn to him, his fingers busily unbuttoning his shirt. He casually tossed it into the basket, revealing his muscular torso.

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. The intoxicating scent of his sweat mixed with his cologne filled the air, and my hands itched to pick up the discarded shirt and inhale his scent once more.

And then, it was down to his pants and I did my best to hide the fact that at that very moment, all I wanted was to sniff his manhood straight from the tight fabric of the briefs that were clinging to his huge thighs.

“Good night,” he said before laying in his bed as I continued to look from a distance.

I found myself watching him, my eyes tracing the contours of his well-defined body. His broad shoulders, muscular arms, toned abdomen—each ripple of muscle was like a piece of art, sculpted to perfection.
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My gaze dropped lower, taking in the firmness of his thighs and the alluring bulge of his briefs. The sight was hypnotic, stirring something deep within me.

The voice was back, a tantalizing whisper in my ear.

"Touch him," she urged, her voice filled with mischief. I felt my hand twitch, the urge to reach out to him almost overwhelming.

But I forced myself to stay still, my teeth gritted in resistance.

"Stop it," I hissed under my breath, my eyes squeezed shut in an effort to block out the sight of Gavin.

"Please, stop it."

The voice chuckled in amusement, her laughter echoing in my head.

"Oh, you're right. He might beat you up if he catches you. Let’s do it after your makeover."

I felt my cheeks heat up, her words a harsh reminder of my current predicament. As her laughter faded away, I was left alone with my thoughts and the sight of him undressing and what the voice said.

“Makeover?” I thought to myself.

I was a prisoner in my own body, forced to act out the desires of a woman who was not me.

Despite the fear and confusion, a part of me was drawn to him, ensnared by the allure of his scent and the sight of his body. My senses were heightened, each detail standing out in stark clarity.

But even amidst the chaos, one thing was certain. I was not myself.

I was under the control of a force that reveled in my discomfort, driving me to act out desires that were not my own. I was a puppet, and she was pulling the strings. And all I could do was ride the wave, hoping for a respite that seemed increasingly elusive.

As I watched Gavin sleep peacefully, I found myself wondering–just how long could I hold out against her?

And more importantly, what would happen if I couldn't?


Chapter 6

∞∞∞

UNDER THE HARSH FLUORESCENT LIGHTS of the office, I stood on shaky legs, my skin a sickly pale against the stark white of my lab coat. My fingers trembled as I attempted to hold onto the bracket applicator, the normally easy task proving difficult due to my lack of sleep.

The previous night had been a torment, a maddening blend of sleeplessness and desire. Gavin's scent still clung to me, a reminder of my late-night transgressions. Despite the shower I had taken in an attempt to wash away my sins, his scent remained, forever embedded in my senses.
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"You okay?" The concerned voice of Nick brought me back to reality. I blinked, my tired eyes focusing on him. The sight of his concerned expression hit me hard, like a splash of cold water on my face.

"Yeah, I'm fine," I lied, my voice sounding hollow even to my ears.

"Just didn't get much sleep last night."

He studied me for a moment before shrugging, seemingly accepting my answer. He returned to the task at hand with the application of the dental brackets.

I tried to follow suit, focusing on the monotonous task as a way to block out the enticing whispers in my head.

But as the hours passed, I found it increasingly difficult to concentrate. The voice was relentless, her taunting whispers a constant reminder of my predicament. The scent of Gavin's cologne lingered in my nostrils, an intoxicating aroma that made my head spin.

Despite the chaos in my mind, I forced myself to stay focused. I held my breath as I placed the bracket, my hands steadier than they had any right to be.

But as I passed the bracket to him with a dental tweezer, my grip faltered—the bracket clattering onto the sterile tray with a harsh metallic sound.

"Hey, Liam," Nick started, his voice laced with concern.

"You sure you're okay? You seem off today."

I nodded, forcing a weak smile onto my face.

"Yeah, just a bit tired. Sorry about that."

He eyed me, his gaze lingering for a moment longer than necessary before returning to the patient. The rest of the day continued in much the same vein, my attention constantly pulled between my work and the voice in my head.

Despite the constant chatter in my mind, I managed to make it through the day, my exhaustion serving as a weak barrier against her influence.

As the day wore on, the symptoms only worsened. My head throbbed with an incessant headache, my body ached with an inexplicable heat, and my mind was a battleground, a constant struggle against her intoxicating influence.

Despite the discomfort, I continued on, determined not to let her win.

As the day drew to a close, I found myself yearning for the solace of my apartment, a sanctuary away from prying eyes. But as I packed up my things and bid my coworkers goodbye, I realized that it was harder to be at home alone with Gavin.

I couldn't shake off the feeling of dread that had settled in the pit of my stomach. I was at the mercy of a force beyond my control, a prisoner in my own body. And for the first time in my life, I felt truly powerless.

The evening had fallen into a comfortable rhythm, the low hum of conversation filling the cozy confines of our shared apartment.

Sitting across from Gavin at the small dining table, I found myself feeling oddly normal—a stark contrast to the turmoil that had been my existence for the past few days.
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He was mid-chew when he asked, "How was your day?"

"Tiring," I answered truthfully, poking at my food. My appetite seemed to have deserted me, leaving me pushing around the remnants of a once delicious lasagna.

"I'm planning on getting a lot of sleep tonight."

He shot me a concerned look, his eyes sparkling under the soft glow of the dining room light.

"You didn't get enough sleep last night?"

Caught off guard, I scrambled for an excuse.

"Um, yeah. I got...wrapped up in playing a mobile game." I hoped he would buy my weak excuse.

He chuckled at that, a deep, hearty sound that made my heart flutter.

"You really need to work on your priorities."

Laughing it off, we continued our meal in comfortable silence, the drone of the television from the living room filling the gaps. I found myself enjoying this brief reprieve, the normalcy of it all a soothing balm to my frazzled nerves.

The specter of her presence seemed to have receded, at least for the time being.

Later that night, I found myself jolted awake. The numbers on the digital clock blinked mockingly at me—12:30 AM.

Next to me, Gavin's snores filled the room, a comforting, if somewhat noisy, reminder of his presence. I felt a sheen of sweat covering my body, my shirt clinging to me uncomfortably.

Looking over at him, I saw he was bundled up under his blanket, oblivious to the heat that seemed to have overtaken me. I turned my gaze to the window and saw that it was raining outside, the soft patter of rain against the glass a soothing lullaby in the quiet night.

Why was I feeling so hot?

The question echoed in my mind as I climbed out of bed, moving towards the window. The cool night air was a relief against my burning skin, the droplets of rain a welcome sight.

Closing the windows, I hoped the contained coolness would help quell the heat coursing through me.

Just as I turned back towards the bed, her voice slithered through my mind once again, a smooth, seductive whisper that sent a shiver down my spine.
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"Good evening, Liam," she purred, the sound wrapping around me like a coiling snake.

My heart dropped, the fleeting respite from her presence crashing down around me. I knew then that my ordeal was far from over, the night stretching ahead of me a daunting prospect.

As I climbed back into bed, Gavin's snores serving as my only company in the face of her intrusion, I braced myself for what was to come.

I was once again in the throes of her influence, my body a battlefield between my will and her intoxicating presence. As I lay there in the dark, I could only hope for the strength to withstand her advances and make it through yet another night.

"Open your Amazon app, Liam," her voice suddenly slithered into my mind, a silken whisper that guided my hand.

"Type wigs.'"

"Are you mad?" I responded, the absurdity of her request making me scoff. But as I found myself browsing through an array of wigs—short, long, curly, straight—in a vibrant kaleidoscope of colors, an unexpected spark of excitement ignited within me. It was bizarre, yet...intriguing.

"I want you to get the long brown one," she purred, her voice wrapping around my senses, as intoxicating as ever.

I hesitated, my thumb hovering over the image of the lush, chocolate-brown wig.

"Why?" I found myself asking, curiosity piquing.

"Because Gavin likes brunettes," she answered with a throaty laugh that echoed through my mind.

That gave me pause. My heart pounded at the implication, my breath hitching in my throat.

What was she planning?

Why was she making me do this?

I wanted to resist, but my fingers moved as if on autopilot, clicking 'Add to Cart' with an inevitability that chilled me to my core.

The website then led me down a rabbit hole of women's clothing—dresses that flowed like liquid silk, stilettos with heel heights that made my eyes water, delicate lace panties, seductive lingerie that made me blush, stockings that seemed so soft and inviting.

Her voice guided me through each selection, her glee palpable as she suggested styles and sizes.

"Get the red dress, size 8. It'll accentuate your waist. Oh, and don't forget the matching heels—size 11, I think."

Her commentary continued, her delight filling the room as I obediently added items to the cart.

Then she led me to the makeup section—foundations, eyeshadows, lipsticks, and so much more. My head spun with the endless options, but she seemed to know exactly what to pick.

"Try the liquid foundation, Liam. It'll make your skin glow. And the ruby red lipstick--it'll make your lips so irresistible," she cooed, her tone both authoritative and seductive.

I lost track of time as I clicked 'Add to Cart' one too many times, her guidance leading me to a shopping spree that left me feeling simultaneously exhilarated and terrified.

Her laughter echoed in my ears as I clicked 'Checkout', the total amount barely registering in my dazed mind.
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Finally, exhaustion claimed me. I fell asleep with my phone still clutched in my hand, my last thoughts filled with images of wigs, dresses, heels, and the tantalizing promise of becoming someone...else.

The voice that had become my midnight companion laughed softly, her satisfaction seeping into my dreams. As I drifted into unconsciousness, I could only hope that this wild shopping spree would satiate her, at least for the night.

I yearned for peace, for quiet, but she had a different plan, and I was merely her puppet, a vessel for her whims. As the night deepened, I found myself dreaming not of normalcy, but of a brunette wig, ruby red lips, and the thrill of stepping into another person's shoes...quite literally.

Hours later, my morning routine was shattered by her commanding voice before the sun had even fully risen. I was still reeling from the humidity of my sleep, my skin sticky with sweat.

I made a beeline for the bathroom to scrub away the night's residue. Gavin was out for his morning jog, his absence a small mercy, but she was always present.

"We're not done yet, Liam," her voice was crisp, like a cool breeze that cut through the heat of the morning.

My heart dropped at her words.

"What now?" I groaned, eyeing my reflection in the bathroom mirror. My face was etched with fatigue, my eyes puffy and bloodshot from the lack of rest.

"Take the razor," she demanded, her tone permitting no argument.

"Why?" I asked, exasperated, reaching out to grip the cold metal tool.

"We need to get rid of that scruff. All of it," she clarified, her voice laced with expectation.

I blinked at my reflection, my hand subconsciously raising to feel the short beard that adorned my jaw. A low growl rumbled in my chest, but I didn't argue. My hand moved on its own accord, shaving the hair from my face until it was smooth and bare.

"Good boy," she crooned, the words sending a shiver down my spine.

"Now, for the rest."

"The rest!?" I echoed, my heart pounding. The realization of what she meant hit me like a punch in the gut. I tried to resist, but her voice was relentless.

"Armpits, chest, legs, thighs... All of it, Liam. And don't forget your butt and pubic hair. I want you smooth," she purred, the satisfaction in her voice unnerving.

I was horrified. I wasn't just losing my beard—I was being stripped of my manliness, of my identity. Yet, her threat echoed in my mind, her promise to consume me, even in broad daylight. I had no choice.

“What can I do to get you away from my body?” I bargained.

The hum of the razor filled the room as I reluctantly complied, shedding layers of hair from my body, watching as they spiraled down the drain. It felt like a violation, like I was erasing my own identity.

“I’m a succubus, Liam. I’m always thirsty for daddy gravy. But I need a vessel, a pretty one at that.”

“Wh-what!?” I retorted.

“You’re lucky. I’ll only need to sleep a hundred times using your body because frankly, it’s way easier to use a woman’s. But then, I like a bit of a challenge. Haha!”

Her laughter filled the bathroom, bouncing off the cold tiles. I felt exposed, vulnerable, but her voice only seemed to get stronger with each pass of the razor. My skin was raw and tingling from the repeated shaving, the cool air sending goosebumps along the newly bare skin.

“I’m going to tell Father John about this! I’m going to get you out of me!”

“Haha! Do you think that a balding man has the power to get rid of me?! What a joke, now finish shaving before I take selfies of your naked body and post it on your Facebook account!”
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By the time I was finished, my body felt alien, foreign. I was a stranger in my own skin, shivering under her heated gaze.

My reflection stared back at me, a naked man, bare in more ways than one. But it wasn't the physical nudity that bothered me. It was the sensation of losing myself, bit by bit, to her, the spectral voice that had taken residence in my mind, demanding more and more with each passing day.

The rawness of my skin was a painful reminder of what I'd become –a puppet, her puppet, manipulated and dominated in a game I didn't understand and wanted no part of.


Chapter 7

∞∞∞

AFTER A LONG, excruciating day at work, I trudged up the stairs to my apartment, the creaky steps echoing my fatigue. My mind was a whirlpool of confusion and fear, the remnants of her voice still echoing in my mind.

As I rounded the corner to our front door, I nearly bumped into the Amazon delivery guy.

"Uh, excuse me," I mumbled, sidestepping him.
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"It's alright, sir. Is this Mr. Lexington's apartment?" He held a sizeable box in his arms, his question causing my heart to pound in my chest.

"Yes, I'm Lexington," I replied, my words coming out more rushed than I intended. I grabbed the box from him, managing a tight smile.

"Thanks."

"No problem, sir. Have a good evening," he replied, departing with a friendly nod.

I dashed inside the apartment, relieved to find it still empty. Gavin wasn't home yet. Thank God.
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I stuffed the box under the kitchen counter, out of sight, praying he wouldn't notice it. The cardboard was cold against my bare arms, my fingers tingling from the weight.

I slumped onto the kitchen stool, my mind teeming with her words. She wanted to use my body, wanted me to make love to men, a hundred times over. My stomach churned at the thought. I was a straight man. I couldn't do that.

Could I?

She had said she was desperate to feel a man's touch again.

Would she force me to do it?

The fear gnawed at me, her threat to post my naked pictures on Facebook if I didn't comply ringing in my ears. She had control over me, over my body.

Could she force me to do something I didn't want to?

I didn't want to risk my reputation, my future. I had dreams, plans. I wanted to own my own dental lab, to make a name for myself in the field.

I couldn't risk all of that.

But I couldn't ignore the growing dread inside me. I was losing myself, my control, to her. The thought of what she could make me do terrified me. I needed help.

My mind drifted to Father John. Could he help me like he helped Norma?

But what if he couldn't?

What if he turned me away?

The thought of being humiliated, of my secret being exposed, sent shivers down my spine. I was trapped, trapped by her voice, her demands, and my own fear.

The night wrapped itself around me as I pulled the box out from its hiding spot under the kitchen counter. My heart pounded in anticipation, curiosity stinging me like a bee.

My fingers shook as I unsealed the box, revealing a kaleidoscope of color and texture that overwhelmed my senses.

The clothing was beautiful, each piece a piece of art in its own right.

The fabrics were soft against my fingertips, the colors vibrant and bold. Dresses in all hues–red, black, gold, and pink–each one enticing me with its unique cut and pattern.

The lace trimmings, the sequins, the zippers, they all fascinated me, their novelty a refreshing change from the monotony of my scrubs.

Next came the wigs.

My fingers brushed through the silky strands, marveling at their realistic texture. I found myself drawn to a long, brown wig, its color reminiscent of dark chocolate.

An impulse seized me, and before I knew it, I was placing it on my head. The mirror reflected an alien image, the wig transforming me into a complete stranger. My heart pounded at the sight, a cocktail of fear and fascination making my blood buzz.

“Haha! I look weird.”

Then the shoes. I've never seen such a variety of women's shoes before, from stilettos to flats, each one ornate and stylish. I picked up a pair of red heels, the glossy leather smooth under my hands.

Emboldened, I slipped my feet into them.

“Ooomph,” I grunted—sensing that they were a size small for my feet. They were a tight fit, a little uncomfortable, but the mirror reflected a longer, more feminine version of me.

Lost in the strange euphoria, I didn't hear the front door opening.

"Hey, Liam!" Gavin's voice echoed in the small apartment, and I jolted, my heart skipping a beat. I hastily yanked off the wig and shoes, stuffing them back into the box along with the rest of the clothes.

He sauntered into the kitchen, his eyes alight with excitement.

"I found this awesome recipe on TikTok," he exclaimed, pulling out his phone to show me.

"I'll cook dinner tonight. You just relax."

My heart still pounded in my chest, a mix of fear and exhilaration making my head spin.

"Sure," I managed to croak out, hoping my flushed face wasn't too noticeable. As Gavin busied himself with the cooking, I snuck another glance at the box, a part of me longing to dive back into its contents.

Later that night, a sharp gasp slipped through my lips as my eyes fluttered open to the midnight glow of the room. The glow of the alarm clock cast an ethereal pallor on the room, marking the time as 12:12.

In the silence that stretched out, a voice punctured the quietude, velvety and sly.

"Good evening, Liam. It's time to honor your promise. Give me a man...after midnight."

Her laugh, a coy chortle, echoed around me, resonating in the quiet of the night.

Reluctance coated my voice as I let out a breathy, "Fine."

Her voice purred in delight as she directed me to grab the box, the treasure trove of femininity from under the kitchen counter. The familiarity of the package was haunting as I carried it to the sanctuary of the bathroom.

My heart pounded with nervous anticipation, a mix of fear and thrill tugging at me.

“It’s beauty time!” she cheerfully announced.

Her presence wrapped around me, taking control of my hands. I watched, awestruck as they moved with a mind of their own, skillfully applying makeup.

The soft bristles of the brush swept over my skin, a blush dusting my cheeks. A black liner etched a sharp line along my lashes, eyes widening as they took on a feline quality. My lips were painted a rich red, plump and enticing.

“Am I supposed to look like a cat?” I queried.

“Yes, a slutty one,” she jested.

As I observed my transformation, I couldn't help but marvel at the sight reflected back at me. I was a stranger, but a beautiful one, my heart fluttering at the sight of my own reflection. I reached out for the wig next, the long, chocolate-brown strands cascading over my shoulders as I fixed it in place.

A tingle of delight shivered down my spine as I ran my fingers through the glossy hair.

Next was the tucking.

“It hurts!” I retorted.

“Don’t be a baby!” she replied.

The voice guided me through the process, my breath hitching at the unfamiliar sensation. But I complied, adjusting until I was comfortable.

Then came the lingerie, a silky, lace piece that hugged my newly smoothed skin, enhancing the curves I never knew I had.

I reached for the skirt next, a tight, black piece that clung to my waist, falling above my knees. A soft, white T-shirt followed, snug against my chest. The sight in the mirror was bewildering, the stranger wearing my face looking more real by the second.

Finally, the shoes.

“I don’t know how to walk in these,” I warned.

“I’ll do the walking,” she reassured.

The pair of red heels I had tried on earlier fit perfectly now, adding inches to my height. I stood up, teetering a little before finding my balance. I admired myself in the mirror, a woman looking back at me.

Her laughter echoed around me again, a sound full of mischief and delight.

"Aren't you beautiful?" she cooed, her voice wrapping around me like a caress.

I had to agree.

I was beautiful, in a way I'd never imagined I could be.
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“Remember, I’m borrowing your body. You’ll also feel the sensations but it’s all me. Get over yourself. I don’t want you ruining the moment by being a bitch later,” she warned.

My heart pounded with fear. But she was right, she was just renting, I own. I didn't know what was to come but imbibing her analogy made me in for the ride.

With the heels cradled carefully in my hands, I tiptoed out of the apartment, careful not to disturb the peaceful slumber of Gavin. Slipping out the front door, the quiet of the night enveloped me, wrapping me in a shroud of anonymity.

"Wear the heels and walk to the bus stop," the voice commanded—a gleam of excitement in her tone.

"But I have a car," I tried to protest, already knowing it would be futile.

"Shut up and walk!" The finality in her voice sealed my fate.

Slipping on the heels, I teetered, finding my balance. As I began to walk, the initial awkwardness melted away, replaced by a feeling of liberation.

The night air kissed my bare legs, a shiver of exhilaration prickling my newly smooth skin.

As I sauntered down the sidewalk, my new identity elicited attention, men of various shapes and sizes casting appreciative glances.

“Hey, sexy!”

“Ooh la la!”

“What a babe!”

Catcalls echoed through the air, the words, however vulgar, adding to the strange sense of allure I was experiencing.

"Wanna have some fun?" A voice from the darkness beckoned. I shivered, a mix of fear and thrill coursing through me but my legs kept strutting.

"See that guy?" The succubus's voice purred in my ear, sounding satisfied.

"What guy?" My eyes searched the bus stop, finally settling on a man. He was blonde, rugged, and handsome, with biceps that strained against his white wifebeater—jeans hugging his muscular thighs.

"Ask for a light." She suggested, her voice laced with mischief.

"I don't smoke," I retorted. "It's bad for the teeth."

Her laughter echoed around me, a blend of amusement and impatience. But the guy had already noticed me. He flashed a charming smile, taking a step closer.

"Hi there," he said, his voice a sultry rumble.

"What's your name?"

"I'm Lia—Lilly. I'm Lilly." My voice was a soft whisper, the lie rolling off my tongue with surprising ease.
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"Want a drag, Lilly?" He offered me a cigarette, his gaze holding mine. As if on autopilot, my hand reached out, accepting the offer. The succubus had done her job well—my body was responding to the attention, my pulse thrumming with a strange, new desire.

Soon after, he led me into a nearby alley, his hand holding mine. Before I could comprehend what was happening, his lips found mine.

I’d never kissed a man before but his kiss was intoxicating, a dizzying mix of dominance and desire. I yielded, his strong body pressed against mine sending shivers of pleasure down my spine. Never did I ever experience to be wanted for my body that much until that very moment. It felt really nice to be coveted and owned.

Just then, his hand tangled in my wig, pulling me down onto my knees.

"I've got something for you," he growled, his other hand moving to his zipper. A strange combination of shock and anticipation bubbled within me. The voice in my head giggled, triumphant and delighted.

I followed her lead as I enjoyed the kiss and thought how bad would giving a BJ be—my hands trembling as I moved to comply with the man's suggestion.

“Woah!” he groaned.

His taste was new and unfamiliar, but I found myself drawn into the act, spurred on by the succubus's command. The voice in my head was elated, her laughter bouncing off the walls of my mind.

“I love it, good girl, Lilly,” she said.

This was what she wanted, and for the moment, I was her puppet, succumbing to the man's advances in the dim light of the alleyway.

My body, under her control, was reacting in ways I could never have anticipated, finding pleasure in an act I'd never even considered.

Moments later, the man groaned once more, his grip on my hair tightening, signaling his satisfaction. His approval, strange as it was, kindled a flame within me.

This was only the beginning of our strange agreement, and I couldn't help but wonder how far this would go.


Chapter 8

∞∞∞

PLEASURE SENT a visible shiver through the man's body as he finished, a deep sigh escaping his lips. His hand gently patted my head, his fingertips lingering in the wig's soft strands.

"Thanks, babe," he murmured, zipping up his jeans.

"Till next time."

The voice echoed in my mind again, a satisfied purr.
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"I'm so proud of you. You even swallowed. I feel way better."

Her words, while unnerving, couldn't quell the peculiar energy surging through me. My body felt lighter, stronger somehow. With newfound determination, I decided to venture further down this unfamiliar path, driven by a force far greater than myself.

Down the street, the trio of men who'd previously catcalled me were still there, lounging on the sidewalk. Muscles glistened under the faint glow of the streetlights, their construction gear traded for casual attire that still showcased their bulging muscles and rugged, dadbod physiques.

Their musky scent hung heavy in the air, a potent mix of sweat and testosterone that sent my senses into overdrive.

"Hey there," one called out, his eyes sparkling with interest.

"You look like you're out for a good time."

"Lilly," I introduced myself, my voice steady, though a hint of apprehension still lingered.

"Well, Lilly," the tallest one responded, a grin stretching across his handsome face.

"You've certainly come to the right place. We don’t usually do it with girls like you but you’re such a pretty babe."

"Thanks, Daddy. I want to have fun," I found myself saying, my voice echoing with the confidence the succubus fed me. Their eyebrows shot up, surprise and delight flashing across their features.

"Hell yeah," the third man chuckled, a mischievous glint in his eye. With enthusiastic agreement, they led me towards their construction site, a secluded place that held an air of danger and excitement.
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The site was awash with shadows, the harsh angles of unfinished structures softened by the dark. They took me through a labyrinth of iron and steel, their strong, calloused hands guiding me, adding an element of trust to the rawness of the night.

“You’re going to have so much fun. You’re in for a treat,” the tallest man said.

Soon after, their bodies, coated in a sheen of sweat, were marvels of strength and endurance. Their rough hands explored the curves the succubus had carefully sculpted with shapewear, their eager lips tasting every inch of my borrowed femininity.

“So hot,” one of them growled.

My senses were flooded with the overwhelming masculinity of these men—their taste, their scent, the deliciously raw sounds they made as they found pleasure with me.

Their touches ignited a fire within me, a heady mix of pain and pleasure that sent shockwaves through my body. The succubus in my head rejoiced at the sensation, her joy reverberating within me.

Each groan, each gasp from the men, was a symphony to her ears, fueling her desire for more.

As the night wore on, I succumbed to the sensations, surrendering my body to the succubus's whims. The physical toll was palpable, but so too was the intoxicating rush of adrenaline and the carnal pleasure it brought.

The men left me breathless, a wild euphoria coursing through me. Their lust-filled gazes were seared into my memory, the taste of them lingering on my tongue. I was their fantasy come alive for a fleeting moment, a shared secret that would be buried within the steel skeleton of the construction site.

“Thanks, Daddies,” I said.

As I stumbled out of the construction site, my heels clicking against the pavement, the voice cooed in my head. The satisfaction in her tone was unmistakable.

"Oh, Liam," she murmured, her voice a velvety whisper, "you've made me very, very happy."

A shudder ran through me, a chilling reminder of the pact I'd made, the line I'd crossed. But, for better or worse, I was committed to this journey—wherever it may lead.

Moments later, the sound of the shower echoed against the bathroom tiles, a melody of falling water that matched the rhythm of my heart.

The water cascaded down, its warmth soothing my overworked muscles, washing away the night's grime. My fingers gripped the loofah tightly, the bristles working diligently against my smooth skin, the scent of my lavender shower gel filling the air. It was the same routine, yet everything felt so different.

I stared at my reflection in the foggy mirror, seeing the boy I'd always known—Liam—but there was a new spark in my eyes, a shimmer of satisfaction and anticipation for what was to come.

"Seems like you enjoyed it as much as I did," the voice's seductive whisper slipped into my thoughts, the weight of her words stirring a sense of undeniable exhilaration.

"I did," I admitted, the memory of the night's pleasure coursing through my veins. I closed my eyes, my body still tingling from the night's events—the touch of the men, the taste of their desire, the loss of a virginity I'd never considered losing.

A strange sensation tickled the back of my mind, a yearning for more.
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"But, I have work tomorrow," I voiced out, the practical part of me taking over.

"We need to rest."

"We can have more fun tomorrow," she suggested, a hint of disappointment lacing her voice.

Soon after, my gaze fell on the box of clothes tucked under the kitchen counter, the vibrant colors, and delicate materials all waiting to be admired.

A smile curled on my lips.

"We can do some online shopping," I suggested, a part of me eager to explore this new side of my identity further.

Her response was a delighted laugh, filling my head like the chime of windbells.

"I like the way you think, Liam."

My fingers traced the delicate fabric of a dress that we'd ordered earlier, the silky material a whisper against my skin. I could already imagine how it'd feel against my body, the way it'd hug my curves and sway as I walked.

A flush crept up my neck at the thought.

“It’s Lilly, darling,” I said—my tone proud and victorious.

More outfits danced in my mind, an array of possibilities that sparked excitement and fear in equal measure. I wondered what Gavin would think if he ever found out, the thought leaving a sour taste in my mouth.

But there was no time for doubts, not when there was a world of pleasure waiting to be explored.

We spent the rest of the night perusing online stores, our eyes captivated by the wide array of dresses, shoes, and makeup available.

Every click led to a new discovery, a new excitement.

Her guidance was invaluable, her taste impeccable. By the time we checked out, my shopping cart was a kaleidoscope of color and style, an eclectic mix that spoke volumes about my new journey.

"I think we have enough," the voice mused, her satisfaction permeating the air. The small victories, the shared secrets, the risks, and the reward—it was all part of the deal.

"Yes, we did," I murmured, a yawn escaping my lips. I could still feel the lingering touches from the night, the delicious ache a constant reminder of the pleasure we'd shared.


Chapter 9

∞∞∞

SUNDAY MORNING came quicker than expected, the harsh church bells tolling a discordant melody that resonated in the quiet air. Gavin invited me to join him for mass, his smile as radiant as ever.

As I stood in front of the mirror, the sound of water filling the silence of the bathroom, I was subtly changed. My reflection held a tantalizing secret—a pair of lace panties underneath my regular attire, their gentle embrace a constant reminder of the liaisons I'd had.

“Let's go, Liam!” Gavin's voice echoed through the apartment, cutting through my thoughts.

I stepped out, feeling the unfamiliar sway in my walk, a dance between the man I once was and the woman I'd been during the night.

In church, my mother glanced at me, her forehead creasing in confusion.
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"What's wrong with your walk, Liam?"

"Nothing," I replied, offering a nonchalant shrug.

The church was a fortress of spirituality, its stained-glass windows casting vibrant colors onto the pews. As we settled in, my mother squinted at me, her gaze sharp.

"Is that... eyeliner?" She asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Stop asking too many questions, Mother," I retorted, a flicker of irritation lacing my voice.

"Focus on the mass."

The mass went on, the sermon blending into the background of my thoughts. As the communion line started, I got up, my every step a testament to the subtle transformation within me.

I accepted the host wafer from Father John's hand, letting it melt on my tongue before I audaciously licked his fingers. A surprised gasp filled the silence, a palpable tension spread among the congregation, but I just offered him a playful wink, "Mmm."

Walking back to the pew, I swayed my hips deliberately, the subtle rustle of my lace panties adding to the thrill. A shocked gasp escaped my mother.

"Stop walking like that, Liam."

"Don't tell me what to do," I snapped, a rebellious spark igniting within me. I sat back down, the taste of the communion wafer still on my lips.

The rest of the mass went by in a blur, my mind swirling with a cocktail of emotions—excitement, defiance, liberation. This was me, Liam Lexington, breaking the chains of conformity one step at a time. And it was only the beginning.

Later that night, the low hum of the television filled our apartment as I sunk my teeth into a slice of pepperoni pizza. Gavin, sitting across from me, was oddly quiet, his gaze fixated on the uneaten slice on his plate.

His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed, then he cleared his throat, "Liam, about what happened at church..."

A jolt of embarrassment coursed through me, my skin prickling with anxiety.

"I don't know what you're talking about," I said defensively.

His eyes met mine. "The thing with Father John's finger," he said, a faint blush dusting his cheeks.

The pizza in my mouth suddenly tasted like cardboard, the cheese stringy and the crust too dry. I felt a lump form in my throat, guilt and embarrassment twining together. But I kept my exterior calm, biting back a retort.

Instead, he shifted the conversation.

"And... I found something in the kitchen."

The words tumbled out awkwardly, an uncomfortable silence trailing after them.

"What are you talking about?" I asked, my heart pounding against my ribcage.
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He fumbled with his words, "I...I saw your box. The one with the...dresses and makeup."

My heart felt as if it had plummeted into my stomach. Anger bubbled within me.

"Why were you snooping around my things?" I growled, my grip on my pizza slice tightening.

"I allowed you to stay here, not to go through my stuff."

He raised his hands defensively.

"I didn't mean to, I swear. I just stumbled upon it. Are you...a crossdresser?" The question lingered in the air, a knot of confusion and curiosity.

"No, I'm not," I replied tersely, not meeting his gaze.

He leaned back in his chair, his expression softening.

"I'm not judging you, Liam. You can be whoever you want to be."

After a moment of silence, I finished my drink.

"I'm gonna be late, so don't wait up for me," I retorted, standing up abruptly, my appetite evaporated.

He looked at me, concern lining his features.

"Where have you been going after midnight?"

"It's none of your business." The words came out harsher than intended. But as I turned to leave, a pang of guilt gnawed at me. I regretted my tone, regretted alienating him.

But right now, I had a deal to keep, a deal that was more complex than I had ever imagined. As I shut the bathroom door behind me, the sound echoed through the silent apartment, a stark reminder of the growing distance between us.

As the hot water drummed against my skin, I stood in the shower, lost in thought.

Should I tell Gavin the truth?

What about the succubus' threats?

What would happen to my future if she made good on her word?

My dreams of owning my own dental lab could go down the drain. Besides, the idea of an exorcism didn't exactly sound appealing either. It's bound to be painful.

And yet... I couldn't deny the twisted enjoyment I got from this. It wasn't right, I knew that. But it wasn't like I was hurting anyone, was it? I was single, after all.

Still, there was Gavin to consider. He was my new friend and he knew exactly how to help me.

Toweling off my skin, I decided to be more upfront. Not with the truth, not yet. But at least with who I was becoming at night. There was a sense of liberation in it, a secret pleasure that unfurled in the pit of my stomach.

I walked naked into the kitchen, the cold air prickling my freshly shaved skin, and reached for the hidden box under the counter.

I spread the contents out on the counter, not caring that Gavin was in the living room. He looked up from his laptop, his eyes widening at the sight of the feminine clothes and makeup.

Ignoring his gaze, I reached for the makeup first. The succubus was quiet, but I could feel her presence, a guiding hand as I started with the foundation.

The soft brush bristles tingled against my skin, the cool cream spreading evenly across my cheeks. The smell of makeup, a mixture of chemicals and something sweet, filled the air.

I heard Gavin shift on the couch, his eyes never leaving me as I started working on my eyes. The mascara brush tickled my eyelashes, painting them black, making them stand out.

The eyeshadow was next, a palette of shimmering colors that transformed my eyelids into a canvas of vibrant hues.

Next came the wig, a brown cascade that softened my features, followed by the shapewear that cinched my waist and accentuated my hips.

I dressed in the lingerie, the lace soft against my skin, hugging my body like a second skin. The feeling was strangely exhilarating, the transformation mirroring the changes within me.

Gavin was silent, watching me with wide eyes as I stepped into the skirt and pulled on the t-shirt. It was a simple outfit, but it made me feel different, powerful in a way I had never experienced before.

Finally, I slipped into the heels, feeling a rush of adrenaline as I teetered slightly before finding my balance. I was transformed, from Liam to Lilly.

His gaze was still on me. I could feel his stare, like a physical touch, and it irked me.

"Can you stop looking?" I snapped, feeling self-conscious under his scrutiny.

But even as I lashed out, a part of me felt relieved. I wasn't hiding anymore, at least not from Gavin. It was a small step, but it felt significant.

I was out of the closet, literally and figuratively. I was no longer Liam, the dental assistant. At least, not for tonight. Tonight, I was Lilly.

Slipping out of the apartment, I felt Gavin's somber gaze linger on me, a heavy weight in the pit of my stomach.

"Don't wait up," I called over my shoulder, then walked away before he could say anything else.

My phone read 11:30. Almost time. A strange sense of anticipation tingled through my veins. The voice wasn't there yet—it wasn't midnight. It was a little unsettling to walk on my own, the click-clack of my heels echoing in the silence of the night.

I could feel the gaze of men on me as I walked. Their lust-filled stares were both a thrill and a terror, stirring a flurry of feelings within me.
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I felt powerful, desired, but also a bit vulnerable.

“Hey there, beautiful,” one of them called.

In a spur of the moment decision, I decided to stop by a 7-eleven.

Walking under the harsh fluorescence of the store's lights, I could feel the stares of the men inside, undressing me with their eyes. Suddenly, I felt exposed, the stark brightness of the place making me painfully aware of my reality. I wasn't as bold as the succubus on my own.

The truth was a slap in the face, a reminder of my fear.

After grabbing a pack of condoms, I felt an odd sensation of reality sinking in. I was actually buying these. For what?

To please the men I met tonight?

To satisfy this strange and powerful presence inside me?

With a jolt, I found myself deciding to buy a cup of coffee instead. I retreated to a corner of the convenience store, sipping the bitter brew and thinking of Gavin. I thought of his confused gaze, his concern. I wondered what he was thinking, if he was worried about me.

As I lost myself in thought, my phone buzzed, marking the stroke of midnight. Immediately, a familiar heat coursed through me, igniting my senses.

The succubus was back. "Hello, darling," her voice cooed, rippling through my consciousness.

Feeling bold and invincible once again, I found myself spreading my legs, making a show of my feminine figure for the men in the store.

It was like I was drunk on the attention, the desire they showed for me.

The fear was gone, replaced by the thrill of their hunger. I reveled in it, basking in their desire, a tantalizing play of power and submission.

It was strange, frightening even, but there was a certain excitement in it too. And all the while, the succubus, my nightly companion, laughed in delight at the chaos we were creating.

The second I stepped out of the 7-eleven, a hulking brute of a man followed me. There was a carnal hunger in his eyes that sent shivers down my spine.

It was him, the succubus whispered in my ear, a wicked purr in her voice. She likes him. The idea was alarming, but her confidence was infectious.

"Hi," he said, his voice as gruff as his exterior.

"I'm Bruno." He lived close by, he explained, and extended an invitation to his car. I glanced at him, my expression shifting into a seductive smirk. A single nod was my answer.

As we walked, he took me by the waist, his grip firm but not too tight. His compliments flowed like sweet honey, every word fueling the succubus's delight.

“You’re really hot, I can’t wait to get my face all over your body.”

I felt her revel in his praises, her pleasure seeping into my own senses, making my heart race.

The interior of his car smelled of leather and cologne, a scent that was intoxicatingly masculine. The moment he started the car, he was on me, our lips meshing in a wild dance.

“I’m gonna give it to you so hard you’re gonna be coming back for more,” he promised.

Suddenly, his hand reached for my hair, pulling at my wig. In the suddenness of it, the wig came off, revealing my short, naturally styled hair. His reaction was instant.

"What the fuck?!" he yelled before stopping the car on the sidewalk—his hands flying to my throat.

I gasped, clutching at his hands, the harsh pressure making my vision blur. His fingers tightened around my neck, his anger palpable.

“I’m going to kill you!”

The succubus, however, simply laughed, her cackles echoing in my head. The more he cursed and insulted me, the louder she laughed. It was as if his fury was feeding her, driving her to greater heights of amusement.

“That’s what you deserve, whore!” the voice said.

Fury written all over his face, he opened the car door and threw me out. The asphalt scraped against my skin as I landed, a sharp sting accompanying the sudden impact.

He spat at me, a harsh, grating sound echoing in the silence. His ring had cut into my cheek when he'd slapped me, leaving a searing mark that throbbed with pain.

I felt a dull thud as my wig hit my chest, and heard him scream obscenities before he sped off, leaving me in a state of shock and fear.

“Oh don’t be so dramatic, Lilly,” she said.

The succubus's laughter still echoed in my head, an eerie, deranged sound that felt entirely out of place in the silence of the night. My heart pounded in my chest as I stumbled to my feet, hastily fixing my wig back on.

“No, shut up! You betrayed me! You knew that that man was an animal!” I retorted.
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Fear coursed through me, driving me to run, my heels clicking on the pavement in a frantic rhythm. I wanted to be home. I wanted safety.

The fear, the confusion, the hurt, they were all overwhelming. The succubus's laughter only added to the terror, a mocking reminder of my predicament.

I ran, stumbling, falling, picking myself up, and running again, driven by the fear of the unknown, the desire to be safe. I was alone in this nightmare, and all I wanted was to wake up.

Moments later, I was back at my doorstep—my shirt tattered, my wig askew, and a cut on my face. Gavin was in the living room, his eyes widening in shock as he saw me.

His concern was a palpable thing, tangible in his hurried steps toward me and in the softness of his voice as he asked, "What happened?"

Before I could answer, he had drawn me into a hug, his arms wrapping around me in a comforting cocoon. The warmth of his embrace shattered the last of my resistance, and I broke down, sobbing into his chest.

"You were right," I confessed, my words muffled by his shirt.

"I shouldn't have gone outside."

He was quick to take action. He rushed to the bathroom, returning moments later with a towel and a bottle of Betadine. He cleaned my wound with a gentleness that was oddly soothing, his touch steady, his focus unwavering.

As he worked, I found the courage to explain, the words spilling out in a jumbled mess. I told him about the succubus, about the bargain, about the pictures.

His reaction was simple, a soft "Shhh" that somehow eased my frantic heartbeat.

"We're going to talk to Father John," he declared, his tone leaving no room for argument. I felt panic surge in me at the idea, my future flashing before my eyes.

"Please don't do that," I begged, my voice a desperate whisper.

The mention of Father John seemed to infuriate the succubus. I could feel the heat in my veins intensify, her rage boiling over and taking over me.

"Give me! Give me! Give me a man after midnight!"

The words were out of my mouth before I could stop them.

Gavin was there, holding me, but the succubus was too strong. His response was unexpected, though.

"Fine!" he spat. "I'll give you what you want! You want a man? I'm a man! I’ll show you how a real man does it!" And then his lips were on mine, his kiss passionate and demanding. It was a startling moment, one that threw me off balance.

Moments later—our clothes discarded on the floor except for my shoes and wig, he made love to me like I was the only woman in the world.

It was a whirlwind of emotions and sensations, a dance of desire and passion. The succubus was silent, her voice absent for the first time.

But the pleasure, the sense of intimacy, the love–they were all there, swirling around me in an intoxicating haze.

The heat of his body against mine, the softness of his touch, the rhythm of our movements—they all blended together, painting a picture of passion that was both heady and intense.

His touch, his voice, his very presence, they all added to the experience, amplifying my pleasure, making it something more. I was lost in it, in him, in us.

For the first time, it felt different, it felt right. It wasn't just the succubus enjoying it, it was me. It was like the part of me that had been dormant was suddenly awakened, bursting into life in a riot of emotions and sensations.

“Gavin…” I softly let out.

His arms around me, his breath against my skin, his heartbeat under my fingertips—they were all real, all tangible reminders of our connection, of the love that had blossomed between us.

I didn't just feel it, I lived it, every moment, every touch, every whispered word etched into my memory.

By the time we were done, I was exhausted but satisfied, the events of the night seeming like a distant memory. I lay in Gavin's arms, my mind filled with thoughts of him, of us.

The succubus was silent, her presence a mere whisper in the back of my mind. But I didn't care about her, not then. All that mattered was the man lying next to me, his arms around me, his breath tickling my skin, his love surrounding me.

That night, I was not just Lilly. I was Liam, loved and cherished by Gavin. And that was all I needed.

I was ensnared in the haven of his arms, my body nestled against his in the aftermath of our passion. My heart was still beating in my chest, a steady rhythm that echoed in the silence of the room.

His voice broke through the tranquility, a soft whisper that somehow carried more weight than the loudest shout.

"Wow," he mumbled, his breath hot against the curve of my ear. "Never imagined how great that could feel." His words held a hint of surprise, a gentle admission that pulled at something within me.

I found my gaze drawn to him, my eyes taking in his profile, his face relaxed in contentment.

"You know it's my first time with someone like you."

His admission was a shock, a sudden jolt that sent a wave of warmth flooding through me. His words, so honest and sincere, resonated with me, their impact making me feel cherished and appreciated.

I reveled in the sensation, my fingers tracing the ridges of his muscles, his scent filling my senses.

His question, when it came, was unexpected.

"How many times has the succubus used your body for sex?" His tone was curious, the question harmless but the answer... the answer was something I dreaded.

I found myself counting, my mind going back to those nights of lust and desire. The numbers were a blur, the experiences too varied to accurately quantify.

"I'm not sure," I confessed, my voice barely more than a whisper.

"But I think it's around ten."

His reaction was a laughter, a sound so full of mirth that it was infectious. His eyes sparkled with humor as he suggested, "Well, we should do the eleventh after drinking some water."

The levity of his words, the teasing lilt in his voice, it made the situation bearable, even enjoyable.

And then he was kissing me, his lips warm and soft against mine. The kiss was a promise, a testament to his acceptance and support.

It was a kiss that said 'I'm here', 'I understand', 'I care'. And as I melted into his embrace, lost in the sweetness of his kiss, I knew, I was home.

There were still many questions, many uncertainties that loomed over me, threatening to shatter the peace we had found. But for that moment, for that brief moment, I was at peace.

The darkness was still there, the succubus was still there, but for once, they weren't the center of my world. That place, that honor, belonged to Gavin, to the man who saw me, who accepted me, who just made love to me.


Chapter 10

∞∞∞

THE DAYS HAD ALWAYS been methodical and cyclical, yet this one felt abruptly finite. I remember I’d spent the morning cooking, my hand softening the red onions in the sizzling pan while my mind echoed with the sound of goodbye.

I could already taste the sorrow embedded in the spaghetti I was preparing, a peculiar bitterness that our last supper held. Still, I cooked on, our small kitchen filled with the homely scent of garlic and marinara sauce.

The fragrance of Italian spices was comforting in its familiarity, twirling in the air and occasionally teasing my senses. A hint of basil here, a dash of oregano there; they danced amidst the sharp smell of onions and the rich scent of tomatoes slowly simmering to perfection.

I watched the tiny bubbles rise and burst, my reflection distorted in the deep red sauce.

The cling and clatter of utensils sang in harmony with the symphony of aromas, a bittersweet melody that was pulling at the threads of my composure.

I adjusted the apron I'd selected for the occasion. It was a cute little number, a vibrant magenta with little white polka dots, the ruffles around the edge matching the ones around my heart.

"Gavin, it's almost ready," I called out, the sound of my voice uneven against the constant hum of the oven.

A few moments later, he appeared in the doorway, his handsome face framed by the warm glow of the setting sun seeping through the apartment windows.

The look on his face was tender, yet held a certain sadness that mirrored my own. His dark eyes were heavy with the same unspoken farewell that echoed in my heart.
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“I’m sure it tastes amazing, Lilly,” he smiled, his voice thick with sentiment.

We sat down together at the table, the room filled with the soft clink of cutlery against plates. The spaghetti was delicious, each bite holding a sliver of all our shared moments, but the flavor seemed eclipsed by the lump in my throat.

I watched him as he savored the meal, his every movement bittersweet as I committed it to memory.

The silky feel of my favorite sundress, a delicate satin number that hugged my figure and ended just above my knees, was a comfort amidst the impending farewell.

I’d paired it with a cardigan in a complementary shade, careful to present myself as best as I could for this last dinner together. The fabric was soft, caressing my skin with each movement.

“It’s that good, huh?” I jested—observing how hyper-focused he was with the meal without saying a word.

“Might as well make the most of it,” he said—his voice soft.

Time felt sluggish, stretching out each second as if to savor it just as we were doing. The air was filled with an uncharacteristic silence, the usual playful banter replaced by heavy hearts and silent goodbyes.

After dinner, I stood by the sink, the warmth of the water soothing as I washed the dishes. My reflection gazed back at me from the wet plates, my image contorted on the shiny surface.

I was Lilly, bold and radiant, yet at that moment, I felt so small. The soap suds tickled my hands, the bubbles popping silently, much like the joy that had once resided in my heart.

Gavin approached me from behind, his strong arms wrapping around my waist in a comforting embrace. His warm breath fanned my ear, his soothing whispers dissolving into the hushed ambiance of the apartment.

"I'm going to miss this," he confessed, his voice barely audible.

As his words hung in the air, I turned to face him, our bodies swaying together in a slow, rhythmic dance. His hands rested on my waist as we moved to the silent symphony of our beating hearts.

My dress rustled against the fabric of his shirt, creating a soft sound that echoed within the room. His scent, a comforting blend of aftershave and Gavin, filled my senses.

"I'm going to miss you," I confessed, the words escaping my lips in a barely audible whisper. The succubus, surprisingly quiet, offered no sarcastic comment or humorous quip. Perhaps even she was solemn in the face of such a farewell.

That night, as the apartment fell quiet and the city lights danced upon the walls, we lay entangled in each other’s arms. There was a stillness in the air that not even the softest whisper could disrupt.

This was our sanctuary, our safe haven where I was Lilly, and he was simply Gavin, where we were not bound by the conventions of the world outside.

But as the night grew darker, the unavoidable goodbyes started closing in. My heart felt heavy in my chest as he traced lazy circles on my back, each stroke a silent promise, a reminder of our time together.

[image: A bed with pillows on it  Description automatically generated]

It was these quiet moments, his heart beating against mine, his breath warm against my skin, his scent wrapped around me, that I knew I'd miss the most.

His voice was soft as he whispered into the silence, "Promise me, Lilly, you'll take care of yourself."

"I promise," I replied, my voice trembling.

That night, in the stillness of our apartment, with the scent of our last supper still lingering in the air and the soft fabric of my satin dress against my skin, we bid our silent goodbyes.

As the clock struck midnight, the world outside unaware of the farewell within these walls, I held onto Gavin tighter, a silent plea for time to slow down.

The next morning, I found myself at Gavin's side, hand in hand, clad in the familiar attire of Lilly. The sun felt like a kind reminder on my skin, a gentle awakening after a night of reluctant farewells.

The dress I’d chosen was a statement, a loud declaration of the woman I had become, and the woman I had chosen to be, even in broad daylight and without the guide of the succubus.

The dress was a daringly short, figure-hugging piece, adorned with an array of bright flowers that seemed to dance in the morning light. I’d paired it with a simple white cardigan, the soft material a comfort against the chilly morning air.

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” I asked.

“Lilly, any man with be lucky walking alongside you,” he said—a proud tone in his voice.

My heels clicked on the pavement, keeping tempo with the steady beating of my heart. The rhythm was familiar, a melody of Lilly, of strength, and of courage.

The high stilettos pushed me closer to the heavens, their whispers resounding with my every step. I could feel the eyes on us, curious, judgmental, surprised, and I held my head high, returning their stares with a proud smile.

People were waking up to their lives, each lost in their morning routines, yet pausing briefly to look at us. The world was stirring from its slumber, the city coming alive with the cacophony of honking cars, bustling crowds, and the distant hum of life.
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“They’re looking at me…” I said shyly.

Gavin's hand was warm in mine, his grip tight and reassuring. His eyes never left my face, the corners crinkling with the hint of a smile. He wore a simple pair of jeans and a crisp white shirt, his usual attire, yet there was an air of finality to him that day. He looked beautiful, unphased by the curious glances we were getting.

“Who wouldn’t? You’re gorgeous.”

As we neared the bus stop, his grip on my hand tightened. He turned to look at me, his eyes soft and tender, "Lilly," he said, his voice gentle against the din of the city.

"Yes?" I replied, my voice barely a whisper amidst the morning rush.

"I love you," he declared, his voice strong, his words unwavering. His eyes held mine, the intensity in them matching his words.

The world seemed to fall silent around us, the noise of the city fading into the background. It was just us, in that moment, our eyes locked, and our hearts beating in tandem.

"I love you too, Gavin," I responded, my voice choked with emotion. My heart pounded in my chest, each beat a testament to the truth in my words.

He moved closer, his free hand coming up to gently caress my face. His touch was warm, the feel of his skin against mine igniting a rush of emotions within me. He leaned in, his eyes fluttering shut as our lips met in a slow, lingering kiss. It tasted of goodbye, of promises, and of love.

The sound of the approaching bus roared in the distance, breaking our kiss. We turned to watch as the large vehicle pulled up to the curb, the doors opening with a hiss. He squeezed my hand one last time before letting go.

“I’ll keep in touch,” he said before taking his first step to priesthood.

As I watched him climb onto the bus, a piece of my heart went with him. The bus roared to life, pulling away from the curb, taking Gavin with it.

As he disappeared into the distance, I stood there, the taste of his goodbye still lingering on my lips.

My heart pounded in my chest, the echo of his 'I love you' still ringing in my ears. The morning sun seemed to grow warmer, its rays wrapping around me in a comforting embrace. I was Lilly, strong and proud.

As I turned the corner, leaving behind the bus stop, I could still taste the sweetness of the morning, a blend of the city, the sun, and Gavin. It was the taste of goodbye, but also a promise of a new beginning. The city was waking up, and so was I, to a life of possibilities, of strength, and of self-love.

The afternoon sun streamed in through the cracks in the blinds, the apartment unusually quiet in the absence of Gavin. I found myself aimlessly wandering the apartment, lazily contemplating what to prepare for lunch.

An idle glance at the wall clock reminded me that it was well into the afternoon. With a sigh, I decided against lunch and instead, pulled a bottle of beer from the fridge.

I settled myself onto Gavin’s makeshift bed, feeling the familiar coolness of the sheets beneath me. They still carried his scent; a comforting mix of fresh laundry and a hint of his cologne. Inhaling deeply, I could almost imagine him next to me, his steady breathing a familiar melody in the quiet apartment.

“I miss you so much…”

The apartment was bathed in the glow of the afternoon sun, the warm rays highlighting the silence in the wake of his departure. The rooms seemed to echo with his absence, each corner, each piece of furniture a stark reminder of him.

I took a sip of my beer, the bitterness settling onto my tongue and in my heart. My tears welled up, slipping down my cheeks in a silent confession of my grief.
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The television played quietly in the background, the flickering images a distraction from my thoughts. As I flipped through the channels, my eyes landed on a familiar scene—a horror movie, 'The Exorcist'.

The eerie music sent a chill down my spine. The irony was not lost on me, as I watched the possessed girl on the screen with a sort of detached curiosity.

Suddenly, a knock on the door disrupted my solitude. I blinked, taken aback. Who could it be? I got up, my heels clicking against the wooden floor.

I took a moment to smooth my dress, brushing away invisible lint from the bright floral pattern. Perhaps it was my new shoes I'd ordered from Amazon, I thought, a small smile playing on my lips at the prospect of distraction.

As I opened the door, the bright afternoon sun momentarily blinded me. And then I saw him, standing on my doorstep, disheveled, out of breath, and his eyes teary. It was Gavin.

"I thought I could leave you," he began, his voice choked with emotion. His eyes searched mine, desperate and hopeful all at once.

"But I can't. I love you too much, Lilly."

A rush of emotions swept over me. Relief, surprise, and love—overwhelming love. I felt my own tears spilling over, my heart pounding in my chest.

"I love you too, Gavin," I whispered, reaching up to touch his cheek. He leaned into my touch, his hand reaching up to cover mine.

His lips crashed onto mine, an urgent need permeating the kiss. It tasted of salt and longing, of fear and a future unknown. It was a kiss filled with the promise of now, of us, despite everything.

It was as if the world had frozen, as if it was just us, in our little apartment, cocooned in our love. I could taste the promise on his lips, a promise of a future filled with uncertainty, challenges, and love—a lot of love.

The movie continued to play in the background, the eerie music a stark contrast to the softness of the moment. But at that moment, as I stood there, wrapped in his arms, his lips on mine, I knew that I was home.

And home was with Gavin.

I don't know how long we stood there, wrapped in each other's arms, lost in our world. But as I pulled back, my eyes meeting his, I knew that we were in this together, come what may.

Our love story, as unconventional as it was, was ours to treasure, and ours to fight for. And so we stood there, hand in hand, ready to face whatever demon the world had in store for us, our love our strongest weapon.


Epilogue

∞∞∞

AS THE ECHOES of our lovemaking began to fade into the silence of the room, I lay there in Gavin's arms, bathed in the afterglow. His chest rose and fell beneath me, each breath he took a soothing lullaby against the quiet hum of the night.

Suddenly, the all-too-familiar voice filled my head.
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"Hi, Lilly," the succubus said, her voice a smoky purr in my mind.

It was a voice I'd grown used to over the weeks, a constant companion that I'd come to associate with the transformation of my everyday existence.

I drew in a sharp breath, waiting for the usual onslaught of heat to wash over me. Yet, to my surprise, it never came. Instead, the voice continued, a playful lilt to her words, "You know, I'm getting a little bored with Gavin."

"Time to move on to another vessel," she continued, a hint of mischief in her tone.

For a moment, my heart clenched. Despite the bizarre circumstances of our coexistence, I'd developed a strange kind of bond with the succubus. She had become an integral part of my life, of who I was, or rather, who I had become. To think of her leaving was a strange mix of relief and sadness.
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"But, why?" I asked aloud, my voice a whisper against Gavin's chest.

A soft sigh echoed in my mind, the voice taking on a gentle, almost tender quality.

"You see, Lilly," she began, "I don't like it when love gets involved. It hurts me."

The words hung in the silence, heavy and poignant. I realized then that the succubus, this entity that had wreaked such chaos in my life, was also capable of experiencing pain. Her revelation brought forth a new understanding within me, a sense of empathy that I hadn't thought I would ever feel for her.

With a final sigh, the voice said, "Goodbye, Lilly." And just like that, the constant hum in the back of my mind fell silent, leaving an emptiness that was at once relieving and hollow.

The absence of the heat was noticeable, the coolness of the room suddenly stark against my skin.

I lay there, in the stillness of the night, the absence of the succubus a void in my mind. For the first time since this all began, I was alone in my head. It was liberating, but also a strange kind of lonely.

I turned to Gavin, who was watching me with concerned eyes. I managed a weak smile, taking his hand in mine, grateful for his steadying presence in this sea of change.

As I snuggled into his side, letting the rhythm of his heartbeat lull me into a sense of security, I knew that we had weathered another storm.

The succubus was gone, but what she had left in her wake was a stronger bond between him and me, a love that had endured against the odds, and the capability for me to love myself for who I truly was.

THE END <3

Did you enjoy After Midnight? In that case, I hope you could check out my bundle Feminization Fantasies.

It contains five of my chart-topping illustrated feminization and transgender transformation steamy romances.
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Story 1 – Girthy Girl

I’ve never lost a case and I topped the bar exams. Discipline came naturally but why was it so hard to resist the tactile feeling of silk and stockings brushing against my hairless legs?

Story 2 – The Doctor is In

He was the best cosmetic surgeon in the city and my career as a new nurse highly depended on his recommendation. In too deep, I allowed him to fill me in the most intimate places and completely change my wardrobe.

Story 3 – Island Princess

It wasn’t exactly a lovely day to go scuba diving, but it was the perfect day to be washed away and be rescued and feminized by a hunky prince.

Story 4 – Red Light Sissy

I had to know her. I had to get her story. But I didn’t have the money to do so. The free way to do it was to dress up like her, I thought.

Little did I know, it entailed more than standing on the street corner in a long brown wig, a tight red dress, chewing gum, and marching in fishnet stockings and high-heeled boots.

Story 5 – Royally Switched

When my sister badgered me into going to Paris, I was fine with carrying her bags and pretending to enjoy the sights and sounds of the city.

Little did I know, the trip that she had planned all her life would drastically change mine, with a bonus of chefs, chauffeurs, chambermaids, royal treatment, gowns, jewelry, the highest of high-heels, and a tall glass of aristocratic hunk that would show me how it was to be a woman… even just for one night.

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and Prepare for a Feminization Romance Ride!

Note: This collection contains feminization, transgender transformation, romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes.

Read Feminization Fantasies

Now, if you prefer reading my latest story, feel free to check…
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“There’s something about that leather leotard that makes me just want to meow, purr, and lick milk.”

Read Miss Meow


Book Bundles

∞∞∞

Need more of my romantic bedtime stories? It’s your lucky day! All of my bundles are unique, and none of the stories were cross-added so you can buy all of them without having to worry about whether or not a story already appeared on another bundle.

With these bundles, you’re going to save more than 50%. Love love love!
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Custom Story

∞∞∞

Did you know that I also write custom/commission-based stories? Yes, I do, and I will write it to the tee based on your liking. Here’s a sample of a commission story I’ve created for one of my lovely readers.
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Added to that, if you’re a Lilly Lustwood reader, you’re quite aware of how colorful my prose is and I do three rounds of edits before I publish. Please understand that masterpieces cannot be rushed.

Don’t take my word for it, here’s what one of them had to say:

“I love the story!!!! Ty for writing almost 100 pages for Michelle and Evelynn—I’m sure they’re happy you gave them such love and attention as well. <3 My only disappointment came when I finished reading, but I realized I can re-read as much as I want.

Your storytelling skills are so great—if there’s any way I can leave a review please let me know! I truly enjoyed every moment of this commission.” -Michelle

Get Your Own Story


Audiobooks

∞∞∞

I know that many of you prefer consuming a book while doing something else. Most especially when it’s some of my books which are hard to read even with one hand haha!

That’s why I’ve created audiobook versions of my top sellers. They’re available on Audible and other major distributors!
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Listen to Audiobooks


Find Femboys
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Many of my readers love dressing up and have not fully transitioned for various reasons. Some of them also live double lives and are happy dressing up femininely part-time.

I get a lot of e-mails but I can’t accommodate each and every one of them so I created a community called Find Femboys. It’s a kink-positive platform allowing sissies, crossdressers, femboys, and people who love them to chat, exchange, meet, and more in a safe online space.

Creating an account is as easy as 1-2-3. See you there!

Visit Find Femboys


Other Titles

[image: A person in a dress  Description automatically generated]

“The only Feminization Guide you’ll ever need.”

Read The Girly Guide 2

[image: A person in glasses and garment  Description automatically generated]

“Underneath her pencil skirt and silk blouse, distracting all the yearning men in the conference room with her apparition, she knew exactly who to give her attention to for her next career opportunity.”

Read The Office Gurl

[image: A person holding a lipstick  Description automatically generated]

“There’s that voice again… telling me to swipe the scarlet rouge on my lips, wear my mother’s dress, and go to the nearest bar in my red stilettos".

Read Femininely Possessed

[image: A person in a swimsuit on a beach  Description automatically generated]

“It’s your feminization story, I just wrote it for you, xoxo Lilly.”

Read Feminizing You

[image: A person in a maid outfit  Description automatically generated]

“I have two pieces of good news, first, you’re not going to school anymore, and second, you’re hired as a new maid!”

“My father wouldn’t allow this!”

“Enough with the drama, slide on those Mary Janes!”

Read Sissyrella


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading After Midnight – A Succubus Feminization Romance.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

You can also follow my author profile on Amazon simply by visiting the Amazon Page below, you will get e-mails from Amazon whenever I have a new book, xo.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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