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Introduction by Ann

—o—

Dear Readers,

I’ve always wanted to write a story with my good friend Crystal Summers.  And what better time to do that than Halloween?  Halloween is when you tell scary tales of monsters and mad men and ghosts, something Crystal and I both love.  With that in mind, Crystal and I present you with The House on Femford Hill
, a terrifying journey into kinky spookiness!

Would you stay in a haunted house?  What if the house was known for turning men into women?  Yeah, me too!  Professor Eric Meyer would too.  Oh, he doesn’t believe anything will happen to him, but he wants to study whatever is, or isn’t, going on.  See, Professor Meyer studies the strange, the supernatural, and the paranormal, and he can’t wait to investigate the famed haunted Femford House, which is rumored to turn those who stay overnight into women.  Could this be true?  Professor Meyer intends to find out.

By the way, at the end of this book, you’ll find a little bonus:  Crystal’s first Halloween story Night At Sissy Manor
.  Enjoy!

With love,

Ann & Crystal :)

P.S. Thanks for signing up for my monthly newsletter.  If you haven’t signed up, you can do so here:  https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website
.  All you need is an email address.  You won’t regret it.


Chapter One: “The History of Femford House”

—o—

“All right, all right.  Settle down,” said Professor Eric Meyer.

The class quieted and the few who had remained standing now sat.

“Thank you all for coming.  For those of you who are participating in this little adventure of ours, I suggest you pay special attention to the ‘dangers’ that you will be facing.  The rest of you, I guess, should just enjoy the show.  None of this will be on the final.”

Meyer motioned for the lights to be turned off and the lecture hall grew darker.

“Our city has a haunted house,” started the Professor.

He then switched on an overhead projector which flashed the name of the project on the screen behind him:

Project: Femford House

An Expedition to Our Own

Peculiarly Haunted House

He chuckled condescendingly.

“Femford House has a long and interesting history,” continued Meyer.  “How much of it is true... that is the question.  Alas, almost all we ‘know’ about Femford House comes from rumor and reports of a dubious nature.  Nevertheless, a great many people believe the history without the application of even a modest skeptical eye.  That, of course, is the danger in our field, that people tend to accept what they want to believe uncritically.”

There was a murmur in the crowd as the students exchanged statements of agreement or, in a few cases, assurances that these particular stories surrounding Femford House were true.

“Like most paranormal legends, the story of Femford House begins with a tragedy.  Before I tell you that story, however, let me ask:  does anyone know the original name of Femford House?”

A young woman in a sorority shirt raised her hand.

“Yes, Millie?”

“It was Manford House,” said the young woman.

“Yes, it was.  Well done.  Do you know why it was changed?” asked Professor Meyer.

The young woman seemed to blush, unsure of herself.  She cautiously suggested, “The ghost?”

The crowd chuckled lightly.

“Not quite, but close,” said Meyer with a smile.  “Anyone?”

No one raised their hand.

“The house was originally built by David Kandler for his young bride,” said Meyer.  “This was Ellen Kandler.  She was David Kandler’s wife and the mother of his sons William and Reuben.  David Kandler was the founder of Kandler Wax, a local company that employed around four hundred persons at the time of these events.  Kandler Wax went out of business during the Great Depression, around forty years after these events.  At the time though, Kandler was one of the richer men in the state.  He built the house for his wife, but named it for his paternal grandfather, Stephonson Manford.”

Meyer changed the image on the screen.  It now showed an ancient grainy photo of a woman.  The details of her face could barely be made out, but she wore a black dress complete with a bustle.

“This is the earliest known photo of Ellen Kandler.”

Meyer waited for everyone to take in the image.

“Rumor has it,” he continued, “that Ellen Kandler was a cruel and exacting young woman who took great pride in, shall we say, dominating her husband and controlling those around her.”

The young sorority woman raised her hand again.

“Yes, Millie.”

“When you say ‘dominating’, what do you mean?” she asked.

“Come to my place, I’ll show you,” whispered Kyle, a football player.

The Professor ignored his interruption.  “That’s an excellent question, Millie.  Now keep in mind the times.  At these times, men ran businesses and ran families.  They were the public face of families.  Wives were expected to remain silent and behind the scenes.  Although legal rights were growing, many women still lacked the legal means to hold property, vote or even to decide their own fates.”

Professor Meyer paused to let this sink in.

“Against this background,” he then said, “we have Ellen Kandler.  Kandler, despite being only twenty-two years old, ran this family with an iron fist.  All business decisions, including those at Kandler Wax, ran through her.  She controlled the home like a dictatorship.  All answered to her.  When guests came, they have even reported that she was the one to whom they addressed themselves.”

Meyer stopped to look through some papers.

“In fact,” he said as he searched, “I have a diary entry here from another industrialist of the time who described coming to meet David Kandler and what he encountered when he arrived.  Ah, here it is.”

Meyer placed the diary page on the projector and read from it as follows:

March 4, 1898

Having come to meet Kandler to ensure supply of wax for our whaling fleet, was surprised to be called to Manford House rather than offices of Kandler Wax.  Upon arrival, was met by two lovely young maids who took my coat, offered me a drink, and brought me to meet what I expected to be Kandler.

Instead, was introduced to Ellen Kandler.  Beautiful, but venomous creature indeed.  She proceeded to lay down terms for the wax, knowing we had little choice in other suppliers.  As she spoke, David Kandler stood behind her, looking sheepish.  Her terms were egregious but ultimately acceptable, so I agreed, after brief and fruitless negotiation.  The entire time, Kandler remained silent observer.  Whenever he tried to speak, Ellen Kandler raised her hand and he fell back into silence.  This was the strangest business association I have encountered in my entire history.

“Who the maids were, we don’t know, but many have come to speculate that they must have been William and Reuben Kandler, though this is pure conjecture based upon what happened later.”

“Professor?” called out the young man in the football jersey.

“Yes, Kyle?”

“We know about characters like Lady Macbeth, so is it really that unusual that a woman could run a family?”

“No, not at all,” replied Professor Meyer.  “Many women have run families... or husbands.  But the public degree of her control was highly unusual, as was the exhibitionist manner of her control.  For example, when she and David were in public, she required her husband to walk three paces behind her.  She required people to address her rather than him.  She apparently controlled when he was allowed to speak, a level of control that would shock even today.”

“Yeah, true.”

“That might be good for you,” whispered Millie to Kyle coldly.

He ignored her.

“And then, of course, there is what supposedly happened next,” said the Professor.  “Sometime in the summer of 1898, it is rumored that David Kandler had an affair.  Others say he merely attracted the attention of a young woman, Cecelia Goodfellow.  A diary kept by Ms. Goodfellow is cryptic at best at confirming this, indicating only that she had fallen ‘of heart’ for a ‘prince kept by a troll.’  She never mentions either Kandler by name, but their association was apparently common knowledge to the community.”

Professor Meyer set a photograph of Cecelia Goodfellow on the projector.  She was a much prettier woman than Ellen Kandler, though her details also were difficult to discern from the equally grainy photo.

“At the very least, we know that word of this supposed love affair, or infatuation, made its way to Ellen Kandler.  Ellen was not amused.  She retaliated by renaming the house.  When built, Manford House had been named for the paternal grandfather of David Kandler, Stephonson Manford.  He had raised David as a son and was a much-loved figure before his death.  David had named the house in his honor.  Ellen had the house renamed ‘Femford House,’ as a sort of symbolic castration of David’s father figure.”

A murmur raced through the crowd.  Meyer looked around the darkened room for more hands, but saw none.

“I see many of you are familiar with this story,” said the Professor.  “Well, let me remind you that these are just ghost stories, so to speak, and must be taken with a grain of salt.  Also, let me suggest that not all wives are vengeful and even vengeful wives don’t all look to castrate their mates.  Wouldn’t you agree, Hillary?”  Meyer aimed this question at Hillary Duncaster, an associate professor who worked under him in the department.

“If you say so,” said Hillary dryly.

The class laughed.

“Renaming the house was Ellen Kandler’s first salvo,” continued Professor Meyer.  “Next, William and Reuben were supposedly sent to boarding school, though two ‘daughters’ suddenly appeared in their stead.  Many assume the girls were William and Reuben, though no one made a positive identification at the time.  In any event, these two young girls would be seen walked around town each day in Sunday dresses covered in ribbons and sashes, by a new maid employed by Ellen Kandler.  They were the image of femininity at the time.”

Another hand went up.  This hand belonged to Joy Chen, a pretty girl with jet black hair and glasses.  She wasn’t normally in the class, but Meyer had asked her to come along on the expedition because of her sketching ability.

“Yes, Ms. Chen?”

“Are you saying she dressed her sons as girls and made them parade around town to get even with her husband for having an affair?” she asked.  She looked shocked and disgusted.

“That is what many believe.”

“But why would she do that?”

“Well, if you accept the narrative, then she did it to punish her husband.”

“But why punish the boys to punish him?”

Professor Meyer measured his words carefully.  “If we accept the story as presented, then Ellen Kandler was humiliated by her husband’s affair.  Were she a man, we might say she felt emasculated.  Her revenge, as it appears to be, was therefore to emasculate her husband.  First, she changed the name of the house from a masculine to a feminine and thereby symbolically castrated the most important man in Kandler’s life.  Then she took his sons and turned them into girls, emasculating his legacy.  But not only that, she paraded them – to use your word – around town to show the local people what she had done.”

“But if that’s what she was doing, showing off her ability to emasculate him, why pretend they’re daughters?  Why not just tell people:  ‘These are his sons, look what I’ve done!’?”

Professor Meyer shrugged his shoulders.  “We don’t know.  We only know that this is what people think she did.”

“What do you think though?”

“I think,” said Meyer cautiously, “that she did this to control Kandler.  If she had told the public, ‘Look what I’ve done to his sons,’ then he would have had reason to rebel.  As it was, he had an incentive to remain silent and obey her in the hope that she would never confirm what she had done and thereby perhaps leave his sons some chance to regain their masculinity and dignity one day.  In other words, I suspect she used the threat of telling the public the truth to control him, and he clung to that tiny kernel of hope that even as the public suspected
 they did not actually know
 the truth.”

“So she was quite clever too?”

“Oh yes.  Make no mistake:  one thing we know for certain about Ellen Kandler is that she was a genius.”

Another murmur ran through the crowd.

“Keep in mind too,” added Meyer, “that petticoat punishment wasn’t an unusual form of punishment around this time.  So it wouldn’t necessarily be as shocking to the local people as it would be today to see a woman walking two feminized sons around town.”

Meyer sipped his coffee.

“Now let me point out something that seems to have gone unnoticed.  In the story I told you, the ‘daughters’ are walked around town by a maid.  No one asked about the identity of the maid.  Let me suggest that the description of the maid is eerily similar to the description of David himself.”

Several students gasped.

“Did Ellen Kandler make her husband into her maid?  Did she make him walk his own feminized sons around town for all to see?  We just don’t know, but the evidence suggests
 that she did.”

—o—

Professor Meyer placed a slide on the projector with the words:  The Tragedy
.

“What happened next is where we become concerned with this story as paranormal investigators.  That is the tragedy.  Without the tragedy, Femford House would be nothing more than a place where a wife once dominated her husband.  But on October 31 of 1898, Halloween night, something horrible happened—”

“Halloween night?” asked a girl in the front row named Karen Steppe.  She sat next to her boyfriend Todd.  “Is that why we’re going on Halloween?”

“Yes, Karen.”

“Doesn’t that seem like you’re tempting fate?”

The Professor laughed.  “I think we’ll be fine, Karen.  Besides, if we want to debunk the myth of Femford House, then we must confront it on the night the legend claims the house is at its strongest.  That would be Halloween night.”

“That’s kind of creepy,” said Millie.

Professor Meyer smiled.  “Which is exactly why ghost stories take place on dates like Halloween or Friday the 13th.”

“Days like Halloween and Friday the 13th have cultural meaning already.  They have psychological associations which cause us to see them as significant.  That’s why so many ghost stories take place at those times, because we are predisposed to see those nights as ‘active’ in a paranormal sense,” interjected Hillary.

Meyer glared at his assistant and she sat back down.  He didn’t like her interjecting himself into his presentations.

“Oh, I see,” said Karen in the meantime.

The Professor continued.  “On Halloween, 1898, an argument arose.  Some believe that Cecelia Goodfellow paid David another visit despite the manner in which Ellen now dressed him.  There are claims David Kandler now regularly wore a strange assortment of tight silk leggings, frilly white blouses of the type worn by women, feminine undergarments including a visible tight corset, and women’s high-heeled shoes.”

The class giggled.

“There is no direct evidence for this, however.”

“Where does the claim come from?” asked Millie.

“It comes from the description of David Kandler’s supposed ghost,” snickered Meyer.  “Several people claim to have seen David Kandler’s ghost wandering the halls dressed like this.”

“Did they take a picture?”

“Surprising, no,” said Meyer with more than a trace of sarcasm.

“So what did they fight about?”

“That depends on who you ask.  As I noted, some claim that Cecelia Goodfellow appeared at the mansion, which resulted in an argument between David and Ellen.  There is no evidence to support this, even in Ms. Goodfellow’s diary.  A man claiming to be David’s attorney claimed the argument arose from David informing Ellen that he wanted a divorce.  This claim is dubious, however, as there is no evidence he was David’s attorney and he used this claim to demand legal fees from the estate.”

“Too bad he wasn’t the first victim of the house,” said someone in the dark.

Meyer looked up over his reading glasses.  “He actually may have been.  I’ll get to that in a moment.”  Meyer paused to collect himself before continuing.  “Whatever the cause, something occurred that night which resulted in the deaths of each of the members of the Kandler family.  How they died... we don’t know.  Who killed whom... we don’t know.  All we know is that the bodies were discovered in the morning.”

“How is it no one knows how they died?” asked Karen’s boyfriend Todd.

“The authorities who found the bodies left no description of how they died—”

Several hands went up.

“—or how they were dressed.”

The hands went back down.

“All we know is from the coroner, who described it as, and I quote, ‘Death by misadventure, resolved ex post in loco
.’  That is all the coroner said.  Death by misadventure, resolved after the fact at the scene.  Nothing more.”

“Could it have been poison?” asked Millie.

“It could have been any number of things.  It might even have been an accident.  Although, ghost theory suggests otherwise,” said Professor Meyer with a snicker.

“What do you mean?” asked Kyle.

“The prevailing belief among ghost enthusiasts is that ghosts are created in only a handful of ways.  Dying before completing some vital task, for example.  Or dying in some horrifically violent manner, which essentially renders the soul from the body, leaving an angry ghost to seek revenge.”

Another murmur passed through the crowd.

“Based on the belief that Ellen Kandler has become a ghost, added to the belief that she is seeking revenge against males who enter the house by feminizing them, believers have worked backwards to conclude that David Kandler killed his wife in some gruesome manner.  This is why she has arisen as a ghost, because her spirit was rendered from her body and now seeks revenge for the act.  What’s more, this belief accounts for the supposed sightings of David Kandler himself, as the tragedy of what he has done in killing his wife and sons, has dislodged his soul as well.  But backward logic based on an unproven theory of the supernatural is hardly good logic to reach a conclusion about a cause of death about which we truly know nothing.”

Professor Meyer sipped more of his coffee.

“For all we know,” he added, “the entire family died of food poisoning or a gas leak.  And let us be clear, the local authorities saw nothing sufficiently suspicious to open an investigation.”

Meyer looked at his watch.

“Let’s take a break before we continue.”


Chapter Two: “The House’s Victims”

—o—

As the students streamed out of the lecture hall for their break, Hillary Duncaster went to speak with Professor Meyer.  Hillary was an adjunct professor hoping to receive full tenure.  She needed Professor Meyer to sign off on that first, however, and he showed no signs of doing that.  To the contrary, he never let her have any responsibility and he typically used her just to fetch things.  She had actually brought him the idea to investigate Femford House, even though he gave her no credit for this now.

“Can I speak with you, Professor?” she asked.

“Yes.  What is it?”

“I didn’t know you were planning to go on Halloween—”

“Plans change.”

Hillary ran her tongue over her teeth.  He didn’t need to be so short with her always.  “Are you sure that’s a good idea?” she asked.  “I mean, isn’t that tempting fate just a little bit too much by going on Halloween?”

Meyer snickered.  “You sound like you believe this crap!”

Hillary blushed.  “Well, no.  But Halloween is when most of the paranormal events supposedly happened.  It is the night Ellen Kandler died.”

“So?”

“So, I’m just saying that it might be wise to pick another night.  I mean, Professor, even if the only effects are psychosomatic, aren’t you running the risk of a major reaction of some sort if you build this up too much?”

Meyer gave her one of his patented condescending looks; these always made her blood boil.  “I’m starting to think you really believe all this.”

Hillary felt hot shame race over her body and mix with her anger toward him.  “I’m just saying it might be safer to pick a different night.  I thought you had planned this for October 30?”

“I moved it.  I had a dinner date.”

Hillary furrowed her brow.

Before she could speak, however, Meyer looked at his watch.  “I need to get a drink,” he said.  Then he patted her dismissively on the shoulder.  “Trust me, there’s nothing to worry about.  Besides, if we don’t do this on the night the ghost supposedly has the most power, then our results won’t be valid.  People will dismiss it.  So, no, we need
 to go on Halloween night.”

He walked off.

—o—

When Professor Meyer returned, he once again turned off the lights and turned on his projector.  On the screen was an image of an ancient house circa
 1900.  It was large, overly-complicated and rather ugly looking.  The sepia-colored photography didn’t help its appearance either.

“Someone mentioned earlier that the attorney who claimed to represent David Kandler about a divorce should have been the house’s first victim.  As it happens, he may have been.”

“Is that the house?” asked football player Kyle.

“Yes.  This photo was taken in 1900 by the local newspaper when the house was put on the market.  As you can see, this ‘house’ is more of a mansion.  The headline reads, ‘Death House To Be Sold.’  So you can see that it had already gained a measure of fame by this point.”

“It’s spooky,” said Millie with a shudder.

“Don’t worry, I’ll protect you,” said Kyle.

“Muscle doesn’t protect against ghosts.”

Meyer ignored them.  “The lawyer’s name was Wilson Cabot Holloway.  Holloway bought the house after the deaths of the Kandlers.  As the only bidder, he acquired the house cheaply.  When he bought it, he told several acquaintances that he believed they had hidden vast sums of money in the house and he intended to find it.”

Meyer now changed the images.  Away went the house and in its place appeared a fat man who looked like a bulldog.  Oddly, the man wore a dress.  This brought a low laugh from the room.

“That is Wilson Cabot Holloway,” said Meyer.

“Why is he wearing a dress?”

“Holloway bought the house and went to move in on the same day.  He remained in the house until dawn.  At sunrise exactly, Holloway came bursting out of the house and ran down the street.  He wore a large pink dress, complete with underwiring and a train.  On his feet were high-heeled shoes.”

“Was he wearing those when he went into the house?” asked Karen.

“No.  He acquired them in the house, somewhere.”

“So why was he wearing it?”

“Holloway raced to his old home and locked himself inside.  He refused to come out.  He kept muttering something about a ghost.  A few days later, he claimed that the ghost of Ellen Kandler had assaulted him, forced him to dress as he was, and threatened him that if he ever wore anything but a dress, she would ‘rip out his soul’,” said Meyer with a skeptical snicker.  “He wore women’s clothing for the rest of his life despite considerable ridicule.”

“Was this maybe just an excuse to let him openly cross-dress?” asked Millie.

“It’s possible.  No one knows for sure.  But Holloway told a convincing enough tale that many believed him.  This begins the legend.  And of course, there soon would be others who would bolster his claims.”

“Others?”

“Yes,” said Professor Meyer.  “The house has a long and ignoble history of this sort of thing.  In 1904, a man named Victor Doyle bought the house.  It is claimed that he moved in, though no evidence of this has been found.  The day after Halloween in 1904, a woman came racing out of the house.  She claimed to be Victor Doyle.  When asked how this could be, she said that the house was haunted by the ‘spirit of Ellen Kandler’ and that Kandler ‘turned him into a young woman over the course of the night.’  When asked to produce proof, she could not.  She was eventually sent to Nightingale Asylum where she remained the rest of her life, continuing to insist that she was Victor.  Victor Doyle was never seen again.”

“So who was she if she wasn’t Victor Doyle?” asked Kyle.

“Many believe she was indeed Victor Doyle and that he had been transformed into a young woman by Ellen Kandler’s ghost.  Others suspect she was a sister or cousin of Victor Doyle who moved into the home with Victor’s permission.  Others suspect she was simply an insane intruder whose identity remains unknown.”

“But what happened to Doyle then?”

Meyer shrugged his shoulders.  “It’s impossible to tell.  But it wouldn’t be unusual for Doyle to vanish while traveling or to meet some accident or disease and perish without word ever reaching anyone in town.  All we really know is what the young woman claimed.”

“Why would anyone believe her?” asked Kyle.

“Exactly.  None would... or should.”

“Perhaps the growing list of victims lends it some credence,” suggested Hillary.

“Perhaps,” agreed Meyer, though doubtfully, “but the fact a great many people all believe the same thing does not make it true.  Recall that it was commonly believed at one time that the Earth was flat, that leeching blood could cure any ailment, and that cameras took human souls.”

“True but—”

“Moreover, you’ve minored in psychology, have you not?  Isn’t there a psychological condition which could explain how multiple victims would all repeat the same story after the story has been established?”

“Yes, sir—”

“Then perhaps, we must remain skeptical until we find irrefutable evidence.”  His tone was condescending.

Hillary said nothing, though she gritted her teeth.

“The next victim, of which we are aware,” continued Meyer, “was one Alistair Lynch.  Lynch came to town, looking to acquire the house to turn it into an orphanage.  He spent most of one night at the house.  Right after midnight, he jumped from a second floor window, breaking both legs.  He would never speak of the incident, and he abandoned his plan for an orphanage.  The hospital report on Lynch is what interests us here.  It reads:”

Patient arrived following fall from second floor window.  Both femurs fractured and required setting.  Left fibula also fractured, but fracture is minor and should heal without treatment.  Right wrist fractured in fall as well.  When examining patient, an interesting abnormality was discovered.  Although appearing to be normal male patient, patient had complete genitalia of a female with the exception of an enlarged glans of clitoris, which measured nearly an inch in length.

“This then becomes the basis for the idea that Alistair Lynch was partially transformed into a woman, with the complete transformation being interrupted by his escape with the jump from the second floor.”

“That’s weird,” said Kyle.

“Of course,” added Meyer, “it is impossible to rule out the more likely possibility that Lynch was in fact a woman who was hiding as a man to have a more fulfilling life or to hide her defect.”

A hand went up.

“Yes, Millie?”

“What about the rumor that Lynch was married to a woman and had fathered a child?”

Meyer nodded his head.  “That is the rumor, though no records have been found of such a marriage or such a birth.  It is possible though.  Keep in mind, there are instances where people of one gender have successfully maintained the deception throughout years of marriage.”

“How many victims are there in total?” asked Kyle.

Meyer looked at his notes.  “Seventeen total, not counting the séance of 1972.”

“Seventeen?!” exclaimed Kyle and Joy Chen together.

“Yes, seventeen.  But let me repeat, there is no conclusive evidence to support any of these claims.”

“Why don’t you tell them what happened in 1972?” said Hillary.


Chapter Three: “The Expedition Begins”

—o—

Professor Meyer drove the van past the broken cast iron gate and along the overgrown path.  The property hadn’t been maintained in years with the result that some of the weeds stood as high as six feet tall while snakelike vines strangled the trees, many of which were rotting in place.

“I guess it’s the gardener’s day off,” said Kyle.

“This place really gives me the creeps,” said Jeff Marks, a spindly senior majoring in electronics and sound wave theory.  He had come to manage the team’s recording gear.

Kyle rolled his eyes.  “Geeks,” he said dismissively.

The van rolled on.

“Here’s the house,” said Meyer, pointing ahead as they entered the circular drive.

“How ugly!” exclaimed Millie Reynolds.  She wore a Sigma Epsilon Pi sweatshirt, the letters of her sorority.

“I can see why people think the place is haunted,” said Karen.  She shuddered.

“Who would want to live here, even when it was new?” asked Millie.

Meyer parked next to the ancient fountain, right before the front door of the rundown mansion.  The mansion had an evil look.  Its weatherworn gray-yellow brick facade gave the structure a sad feeling.  This was compounded by the rust streaks running like tears from the elongated windows which appeared like giant sleepy eyelids.  On either side of the front door, an in-laid white brick arch had broken in just the right way to appear as fangs.  The door, painted jet black and remaining unweathered when the rest of the house seemed to be weathered to the point of collapse, made the door seem like a gateway to somewhere dark and foreboding.

“It even looks haunted,” said Joy Chen.

“Wait ’til you see it at night,” said Hillary.

“All right, folks, let’s get unpacked,” said Professor Meyer.  “There’s plenty of time for observations once we’re set up.”

Everyone slowly climbed out of the van.  Professor Meyer and Hillary headed straight into the house to examine the equipment they had pre-positioned.  Kyle helped Jeff unload the audio video gear.  Todd Smith and his girlfriend Karen climbed out of the van and stopped near the fountain.

“Can you imagine having this in our front yard?” asked Todd.

The fountain, like the house, had once been magnificent.  Formed in the shape of a dozen cherubs meant to spit water into the pool surrounding them, the fountain had not seen water in decades.  Instead, its concrete had crumbled and weeds had overrun the cracks.  What’s more, one long vine wrapped itself around the statute and had broken off the heads of several cherubs.

Karen shuddered.  “It would give me nightmares.”

Todd smiled.  “Don’t worry, baby.  I’ll protect you.”

Meanwhile, Millie and Joy started grabbing the personal gear from the back of the van.

“Do you think we’re making a mistake?” asked Millie.

Joy bit her lip.  “I hope not.”

“Come along, ladies,” called Kyle.  He wore his football jersey; his bulging muscles were on full display.  He would flex them whenever he thought one of the girls was looking in his direction.  He flexed them now.

“I’ll tell you one thing,” said Millie to Joy.

“What’s that?” asked Joy.

“If there is a ghost, I hope it gets Kyle first.”

Both women giggled.

—o—

“We’ll make this our central lab,” said Professor Meyer.  He set his bag down on top of the heavy wooden table in the enormous study.  The room was filled with ancient furniture, including the table, an equally large desk, three leather couches, a half dozen chairs and a billiards table.  There was a fireplace nearly as tall as a person in one corner and a large window which looked out over the grounds and drive, though the windows were dirty enough to make seeing anything difficult.

“Professor, where should I set up?” asked Joy.

“Wherever you’re comfortable.”

Jeff looked Joy up and down.  He thought she was gorgeous with her olive skin and her straight black shoulder-length hair.  Of all the girls here, she was the only one to wear a dress today.  She wore a red calf-length dress with a black floral pattern.  On her feet were tan wedges which showed off her pretty red toenails.  He liked that.  He liked that a lot.

“What are you here for?” asked Jeff.  Then he chuckled nervously.  “I mean, what do you do on the team?”

Joy smiled uncomfortably.  “I’m an artist.  I’m supposed to draw anything I see.”

“I thought we had camera gear for that?” asked Millie.

“If you believe the legends, audio-video gear won’t work here and won’t capture ghostly images,” said the Professor from across the room.  “Ms. Chen is our human backup.”

“Speaking of audio-video gear, Professor,” said Jeff, “I should go set up the equipment throughout the house.”

“All right.  But take Todd and Karen with you,” said Meyer.

“I’ll be fine, Professor,” he said.

“Take Todd and Karen.  That’s an order.”

“Yes, sir.”

The Professor stepped out from behind the table into the center of the room.  “Listen up, people.  I have never in my life seen anything that would prove the existence of a ghost.  I don’t expect to find a ghost here either.  That said, there’s no reason for us not to be cautious.  I have scouted ahead already and I can tell you that this is an old, run-down house.  There are natural dangers.  It is easy to get lost.  You may see things.  That’s not unnatural for stressful situations, especially where we expect to see something.  Do you understand?”

They all nodded their heads.

“Good.  In that spirit, I don’t want anyone wandering alone.  Always travel in groups of twos and threes.  What’s more, we’ve made room assignments for tonight and you will be sharing rooms.  Understood?”

Again, they nodded their heads.

“Good, let’s get started.”

—o—

After Professor Meyer assigned tasks to each member of the team, he set up his own station in the central lab.  His computer would receive copies of all the data collected by the other computers:  audio/video recordings, temperature data, and electronic field data, as well as copies of all notes and photos entered.  From this desk, he could see what the entire team was seeing.

As he worked, Hillary drifted over.

“I’ve made up the room assignments,” she said.  “Would you like to check them over?”

“No, I trust you,” he said.

Hillary snickered cynically to herself.  “That’s a first,” she thought.  She leaned her rear against the table, resting one cheek on it and folding her legs one behind the other.  “So what do we know about this team?” she asked.  “Anything we need to worry about?”

“Just teenage pregnancy,” said Meyer sarcastically.

Hillary furrowed her brow.  “I don’t follow you.”

“Just a joke.  Todd and Karen are a couple.  Millie, the sorority girl, is obsessed with boys.  Kyle, the football player is obsessed with girls,” said Meyer as he adjusted his monitor.  “There’s too much light in one of the cameras on the third floor.  I’ll have Jeff check that out.”

“What about Jeff?  What’s he like?”

“Seems pretty normal as far as I can tell, though a little weird.  Probably never had a girlfriend.”

“What about Joy Chen?” asked Hillary.

“Shy.  But she tested out of this world on the perceptions test.  If any of these people can see a ghost, it’s her.  But to answer your question, there’s nothing to worry about.”

“I wish you would have let me test them before they came,” said Hillary.

“Test them for what?”

“Personality traits.  I told you this.  I’m a psychologist, remember?”

“Yes, yes,” said Meyer dismissively.  “Trust me, they’ll be fine.”

Hillary ground her teeth.  Maybe testing would have helped, maybe not, but it would have given her something to contribute.  Right now, all she could really say on her resume was “I carried stuff.”  How was that going to win her full tenure?  Well, her time was coming.


Chapter Four: “Strange Happenings”

—o—

Jeff, Todd and Karen made their way upstairs to a sitting room.  This room was large and dusty.  All the couches and chairs were still covered in dust cloths.  As Jeff set up microphones throughout the room and digital cameras which would send a signal back to his laptop on the main floor, Todd and Karen removed the dust cloths because they would interfere with the cameras.  When they finished that, they walked around examining the dusty knickknacks.

“They could definitely use a maid,” said Todd.

Karen thought about the lecture and the image of David Kandler dressed as a maid, walking his feminized sons around town.  “From the sound of it, Ellen Kandler did have a maid,” she said coyly.

“Who?”

“Her husband David,” said Karen with a chuckle.

Todd rolled his eyes in disapproval.  “Why do women always think it’s funny to emasculate a man?”

Karen snickered.  “Does it make you nervous?”

“Grow up.”

Karen stopped and looked her boyfriend up and down.  She smirked.

“What?” he asked sourly.

“Just sizing you up for a maid uniform.”

Todd glared at his girlfriend.  He saw comments like that as disrespectful.  He was a man.  She should respect that.  “There is no way I’m ever putting on women’s clothes.  Least of all a maid uniform.”

Karen rubbed his chest with her hand.  “But you’d look so cute in one!” she purred.

“Forget it.  That’s too weird for me.  Besides, that stuff’s for girls.”

“What stuff?”

“Being a maid.”

Karen furrowed her brow at her boyfriend’s sexism.  He could be such a jerk at times.  “Cleaning isn’t just for women.  And you better watch yourself.  If the legends are right, you might just wake up as a maid.”

Todd folded his arms to show his displeasure, though he also blushed uncomfortably.  It was clear the suggestion had embarrassed him.  “Then it’s a good thing the legends aren’t real.”

Karen chuckled.  “We’ll see.”

Todd rolled his eyes and shook his head, indicating his desire to end this line of discussion.  He walked past his girlfriend over to the window and looked out upon the overgrown grounds.

“This place is such a disaster,” he said.

He glanced at the decaying fountain, their van and then the gate a few hundred feet beyond.  He sighed.  There was something unsettling about a place so rundown.  Then he saw it.  Or did he.  It was there, but it wasn’t.

“Oh my God!” he exclaimed.  His heart raced.  “Look at this!  Do you see this?!”

Karen came rushing over, as did Jeff a second later.

“Where?” asked Karen.

“Right there!” said Todd and he pointed... but it vanished.

“Where?” asked Karen again.

“I don’t see anything,” said Jeff.

“It was there just a second ago, but then— then it— it vanished.”

Karen and Jeff glanced at each other and then returned their attentions to Todd, who seemed shocked to say the least.  All the color had left his face.  He looked confused, concerned and perhaps even a little scared.

“What did you see?” asked Karen.

Todd shook his head.  He wasn’t breathing.

“Tell us.”

“You’re not going to believe me.”  Todd’s voice betrayed his nervousness.  Had he just seen what he thought he had or had he imagined it?

“Trust me, man, in this creepy place, we’ll believe you,” said Jeff.

Karen nodded her head.  “Tell us, baby,” she said softly.  She placed her hand on his shoulder to assure him.  Todd looked her in the eyes.  He felt the warmth of her hand.  The color slowly returned to his face.  He began to breathe again.

“You can’t laugh,” he said.

“We won’t.”

Todd took a deep breath.  He pointed out to a spot beyond the fountain between the van and the broken front gate.  “I saw it right there.  It was like a— like a hologram.  You could see it, but you could see through it.”

“See through what?” asked Jeff.  Both Jeff and Karen were incredibly tense.

“It was— it had to be the husband.”

“David Kandler?” asked Karen.

Todd nodded his head.  “Yes.  David Kandler and the two kids.”

“William and Reuben?” asked Jeff.

Todd nodded his head again.  “Yes.”  He paused.  “But they weren’t dressed— I mean—  What I saw was a woman in like a big Victorian dress, you know the type, with the big skirts and tight body and it ran down to her feet.  She was walking ahead of two little girls who were following her.  They looked like Alice in Wonderland
 or something.  But... and this is the weird part, I knew somehow they weren’t women.”

Karen and Jeff both glanced out the window again.

“You’re sure you saw this.  You didn’t imagine it?” asked Karen.

“I saw it,” said Todd firmly.

“Then we need to tell the Professor,” said Jeff cautiously.

All three glanced nervously at each other.  It was clear that none of them liked the idea of reporting a ghost for which they had no proof, but this was significant.  This needed to be told.  Each nodded their heads and they returned downstairs.

—o—

“You’re absolutely positive you saw this?” asked the Professor.  He had listened to the tale and wasn’t sure what to make of it.  “You’re positive you didn’t imagine it and this wasn’t something you saw out of the corner of your eye.”

Todd shook his head.  “No, sir.  I saw it.”

“But neither of you did?” asked Meyer of Karen and Jeff.

They shook their heads.

The Professor scratched his chin.  “I wish you’d gotten a photo of it.  I wonder if—”

“Professor,” called out Millie suddenly.

“Hold on, Millie.  I’m trying to figure something out—”

“I think you’ll want to see this.”

Everyone turned to see what Millie was talking about.  She was standing behind Joy, who was sitting on a couch sketching.  She hadn’t realized yet that Millie was staring at her sketch.  When the room became silent Joy looked up and saw everyone approaching her.

“What’s going on?” she asked nervously.

Millie took Joy’s sketch pad and handed it to the Professor.

“Joy, what were you sketching?” asked the Professor.

“You said you needed me to sketch as fast as possible when something came up, so I figured I would sketch the room for practice, to warm up, so to speak.  Why Professor?”

Meyer showed the drawing to the others.  When they saw it, they all looked toward the window by the fireplace.  Joy had no idea why they would do this until Meyer finally showed her the sketch again.  He pointed to where she had drawn the window.  Outside the window, she had sketched the figures of a woman in an old Victorian dress and two young girls walking past toward the front door.

Joy’s jaw dropped.

“Why did you draw this woman and these girls?” Meyer asked.

“I— I didn’t,” she said.  She seemed shaken.  “I didn’t!  At least, I don’t remember doing it.  I don’t remember seeing them.  I have no idea why I would have drawn this.”

The Professor now showed it to Todd.  “Is this what you saw?”

Todd’s eyes became huge.  “Yes!  That’s them!”

“Fascinating,” said the Professor.  “I want you both to document this in the journals I gave you.  Write it all down from start to finish.”  He then gave the sketch pad back to Joy.  “Everyone else, get back to work.  We have a lot to do before this evening.  No time to rest yet.”

Joy stared at the sketch book in utter confusion.

Meanwhile, as the others went back to work, Todd grabbed his journal from his duffle bag.  He opened it to the first page and put his pencil to the paper.  He wanted to write, “While I was looking out the window in the sitting room,” but for some reason he couldn’t make the words.  Instead, he wrote, “Pretty dress.”  That was all.  He swallowed hard when he saw this and quickly closed his journal.

“That’s just a mistake,” he told himself.  “It doesn’t mean anything.”

He decided not to tell anyone about this.  He returned the journal to the duffle bag.

—o—

After the drama with the sketchbook played out downstairs, Millie, Jeff and Kyle took everyone’s bags to their assigned rooms upstairs.  The boys carried the bags, with Kyle making a show of strength by carrying double what Jeff carried.

“This room is assigned to me, Joy and Hillary,” said Millie.

Kyle and Jeff looked through the bags they were carrying and set down Millie’s and Joy’s bags on the floor by the twin beds.  Hillary’s bag was already here.  She had brought it up herself earlier.

“She’s kind a hot,” said Kyle.

“Who is?” asked Jeff.

“Joy.”

Jeff smirked and thought of her pretty dress and gorgeous shoes.  They excited him very much, as did she.  He would have loved to wear them.  “Yeah, she’s really pretty.”

“Right?!” laughed Kyle.

Millie rolled her eyes.  “All you guys ever think about is how attractive a woman is.  What about her brains?  What about her personality?”

“I’m sure she has those too,” said Kyle jokingly.

“That’s not funny,” said Millie.

“Sure it is.”

Millie glared at Kyle and then stormed out of the room.  Her displeasure was obvious.  Kyle now rolled his eyes.  He looked to Jeff for support, but Jeff just shrugged his shoulders and followed Millie across the hallway to the next bedroom.  Kyle shook his head dismissively and decided he wasn’t in any rush to follow them.  Instead, he wandered over to the window to take a peek.  This window looked out over the back of the house into an old creepy forest.  It made him shudder.

“Who would want to live here?” he said.

The room now made him nervous.  He decided to catch up to the others.  So he picked up the rest of the bags and walked out into the hallway.  As he did, something caught his attention and made him turn his head down the long hallway.  He froze.  At the end of the hallway, he saw two girls standing together, staring at him.  Both wore long blue dresses with white aprons, white stockings, and black Mary Janes.  Both had short blonde hair.  They were holding hands.  They looked like something right out of The Shining
.

“W— what is— what is that?” he gasped.

Kyle’s heart seemed to stop.  Fear overcame him.  He wanted to dive into the room into which Millie and Jeff had gone, but he couldn’t make his body move.  He couldn’t speak either... or scream.  He prayed the two girls didn’t come any nearer, if girls they were.

Suddenly, one of the girls raised her arm and pointed directly at him.

Terror filled Kyle.

“W— what do you want?” he whispered so quietly that only he heard it.

“Panty girl... panty girl... panty girl... you’re just a panty girl,” sang the two young girls.

“W—  what?!”

The girls continued singing.  “Panty girl... panty girl... panty girl... you’re just a panty girl.”

Kyle didn’t know what this meant at first.  Why would they sing this?  Why would they point at him?  Then something deep in his mind recalled what this was.  He was in the third grade and already much bigger than the other kids.  There was a new kid at school.  He was small and shy.  Kyle wanted to embarrass him.  He didn’t know why, he just did; it made him feel better somehow.  So he walked up to this kid and, in front of everyone, accused him of wearing panties.

“Hey, you’re wearing panties!” exclaimed Kyle.

All the other children on the playground stopped and looked.

“No, I’m not!” protested the other child vehemently.

“Yes, you are.  You’re wearing panties.”

“I’m not!
”

“You are!  You’re a panty girl... panty girl... panty girl!” chanted Kyle, and within seconds, all the other kids were chanting and singing the same.  The kid ran off in shame and was called “panty girl” for weeks.  Kyle had forgotten about that entirely.  How had these girls known about that?

Kyle swallowed hard.

“What do you want from me?” he whispered.

“Hey Kyle, are you coming?” asked Jeff as he poked his head out into the hallway.  He saw Kyle standing there staring down the darkened hallway.  He looked down the hallway himself to see what Kyle was staring at but saw nothing.  The girls had vanished.  “What are you looking at?”

“N— nothing!” snapped Kyle.

Kyle walked past Jeff into the next room.  He would tell no one what he saw.

—o—

Millie, Jeff and Kyle finally came to the last room.  This one would belong to Jeff and Kyle.  Each tossed his own bag onto the bed and started back toward the door.  When they reached the hallway, however, Jeff told the others that he wanted to grab a sweater from his bag.  They agreed to wait right there for him as Jeff ducked back into his room to fetch it.

Jeff walked across the room and opened the bag.  As he did, his jaw dropped.  Jeff had only opened the zipper on his bag a few inches, but already the bag was oozing panties and lingerie.

“What is this?” he gasped.

Jeff pulled the zipper all the way open.  The bag was stuffed with lingerie.  He saw a collection of red and black and pink and emerald satins, silks and lace-covered items.  From end to end, bottom to top, all lingerie.

“How did this get in here?!”

He jammed his hands into the bag and pulled out an armload of panties, bras, slips, garters and the such.  There were so many.  He couldn’t believe what he was staring at.

“Where did this come from?!”

Jeff suddenly tensed up as he thought he knew the answer.

“One of them knows!” he exclaimed inside his head.

Jeff couldn’t understand this!  He thought he had been so clever.  He was always so careful.  No one knew.  How could they?  It was all so well hidden.  He never wore any of it when someone was around.  He never told anyone.  How could someone have caught him now?  How could anyone know?

“It’s impossible!” he said.

Jeff glanced toward the hallway.  He saw Kyle and Millie chatting.  He felt a sense of panic fill him.  He jammed everything back into the bag and zipped it up.  He prayed Kyle and Millie didn’t see any of this.  But just then, Kyle stuck his head back into the room.

“Hey man, we want to go downstairs.  Are you ready?” he asked.

“Uh, yeah,” said Jeff nervously.

He tossed the bag next to the bed, hidden in the corner.  Then he rejoined the others.  They returned to the rest of the group.


Chapter Five: “Subtle and Not So Subtle Changes”

—o—

The group spent the afternoon setting up equipment, making sure they had cameras and microphones in all the rooms and hallways, and taking readings.  The Professor and Hillary went room to room attempting to goad the ghosts into producing electronic voice recordings as some believe ghosts can be heard in the static of audio recordings.  Millie and Kyle recorded temperature data as ghosts supposedly absorb energy, causing the temperature in the room to drop.  Joy sketched everything she saw in the hopes of catching another unexpected figure.  Jeff monitored the electronics.  The others explored the house, recording their impressions.

After a few hours of work, each of the team members grew tired and it was decided they would all retreat to their rooms to rest for a few hours before dinner.  After all, they would be up all night so they needed as much rest as they could get now.  Dinner was scheduled for seven o’clock in the main dining room.

And if legend was correct, the ghost of Ellen Kandler would appear at midnight.

—o—

Joy sat on her bed looking through her sketches.  Millie sat on her bed checking her phone one more time.  It wasn’t working.  There was no reception anywhere in the house.  She slipped her phone back into her purse.

“How do you know Kyle?” asked Joy.

Millie let out a cynical laugh.  “Kyle?  He came to one of our parties at the sorority.  He’s a jerk.”

“Is he?”

“Yeah.  Can’t you tell?” asked Millie with a laugh.

Joy blushed.  “Sorry.”

“No need to apologize.”  Millie paused to consider this.  Joy did seem rather shy to her.  Maybe that made sense.  She swung her legs over the bed and faced Joy.  “I take it you don’t have much experience with men?”

Joy shook her head.

“Have you ever had a boyfriend?”

Again, Joy shook her head.  “No one’s ever asked me.”

“Then you should ask one of them.”

Joy blushed even deeper.  “I wouldn’t know how.”

Millie laughed.  “It’s simple.  They’re boys.  They’re easy.  You just ask one and you’ll have them eating out of your hand.”

“I don’t know.

“It’s really that simple,” said Millie as she climbed off the bed and moved to the closet.  “Trust me.  Boys are easy... every girl should own one.”  She opened the closet.  “Look at these clothes!” she suddenly exclaimed in surprise.

Joy looked up to see Millie standing before the closet.  Strangely, the closet seemed to be bursting with feminine dresses.  It had been entirely empty when she checked it earlier.

“Where did those come from?” asked Joy.

“I have no idea.”

“Well, don’t touch them,” said Joy cautiously.  “Do you know how old those clothes must be?”

Millie stuck her head into the closet and sniffed the dresses.  “They smell fresh actually.”

“How can that be?”

“I don’t know.”

“No one’s lived here for what?  Thirty years?  Fifty years?”

“Do you think somebody put them in here as part of some joke?” asked Millie.

“What kind of joke?”

“I don’t know.  Maybe somehow related to the whole turning men into women thing?”  Millie pulled out a gorgeous lavender evening gown with a decorative silver broach.  She held it up to examine it.  “This isn’t from the past.  This dress looks modern.”

Joy rose from the bed.  She came over and touched the dress.  Then she pulled out another and another.  “These are all modern.”  She sniffed each.  “They’re fresh too.  Somebody must have put these here this week.”

“Why would anyone do that?”

Millie and Joy stared at each other with confused looks on their faces.  Finally, Joy snickered.  Something had come over her and she suddenly felt alive and confident and excited.

“You know what?” asked Joy rhetorically.  “We should get dressed up for dinner!”

“Really?

“Yes!”

“Are you sure?” asked Millie cautiously.  That seemed like an odd suggestion for a haunted house.  Besides, they had no idea where the clothes had come from or who had put them there for what purpose.

“Absolutely,” said Joy.  She nodded her head vigorously.

Millie was just about to refuse when she felt something exciting fill her too.  It was like an electric wind that blew through her and made her tingle all over.  She now felt just as alive as Joy, and the idea of getting dressed for dinner appealed to her greatly.  “Let’s do it!”

—o—

Across the hall, Jeff and Kyle were in their own room.  Each sat quietly on their bed with their backs to the other.  Each had his own worries.  Jeff looked down at the duffle bag on the floor hidden behind his bed.  He hadn’t dared unzip it since he discovered what was in it.  He was terrified someone would discover its contents.  He was even more worried about who had filled it with the lingerie.  How did they know?  Why had they done this?

“Hey Kyle,” said Jeff anxiously.

Kyle was staring at his journal.  He was perplexed, to say the least.  All afternoon, he had made notes about things he had seen... or thought he had.  Somehow, his journal didn’t contain any of the observations he thought he had written down.  Instead, on page after page, he saw that he had written:

Pretty dress.

Panty girl panty girl

pretty panties

I want a pretty dress

I’m a panty girl

He had no idea why he had written these words, nor did he remember writing them.  He could have sworn he had written something else entirely, but apparently he hadn’t.  He was beginning to wonder if he was going crazy.  He was beginning to think that coming here was a mistake.

“Kyle!” exclaimed Jeff when Kyle didn’t answer his first two calls.

Kyle snapped out it.  “What?”

“Did you see anyone messing with the bags?” asked Jeff.

Kyle furrowed his brow.  He didn’t want to talk about bags.  He had other things on his mind... like his sanity.  “Bags?  What bags?”

“Like someone going through our bags?”

“No.  Why?”

Jeff blushed and glanced at the bag full of lingerie.  His mouth went dry.  “I’m just— that is— I mean, I was just curious.”

Kyle shrugged his shoulders dismissively and opened his journal again.  This was more important than whatever Jeff was talking about.  Why had he written these words?  He thought back to the two girls at the end of the hallway.

“I’m not a panty girl,” he told himself.

But something deep inside told him that he was.

—o—

“Will you look at that?” said Karen.

Todd lay naked on the bed, waiting for Karen to strip.  He hoped to get a little fun in while they had some down time.  After all, how many people could say they made it in a haunted house?  In any event, he looked to see what his girlfriend was talking about.  To his surprise, she was holding a black and white maid uniform similar to a French Maid costume.  It was very decorative and didn’t appear work-friendly.

“Where did that come from?” he asked.

“It was in the closet.”

“In the closet
,” repeated Todd doubtfully.  He had checked the closet.  It had been empty when he looked.

“Yeah, whoever works as the maid must have left it,” said Karen.

“No one works as a maid.  The place is abandoned.”

Karen shook her head.  “It can’t be.  The place is too clean to be abandoned.  I mean, it’s not clean by any stretch, but it’s cleaner than it would be if no one had lived here since whenever.  So somebody must come clean it.”  She looked in the closet and found some black high-heeled sandals and some black lingerie dangling from a hanger.  These went with the uniform.  “There’s more in here.”

“It must have been whoever cleaned up the place before we came.”

Karen raised an eyebrow and snickered.  “You think whoever cleaned up wore a French Maid costume?”

“I don’t see who else would have brought it,” said Todd.

Karen examined the uniform.  She looked at the tag.  “It’s your size,” she said with a giggle.

Todd turned bright red.  “I told you not to go there.”

She ignored him this time.  “Now I’m really curious.  How did we get a maid’s uniform in your
 size in our closet?  You aren’t exactly a small man and few women’s clothes would fit you—”

“Because I’m not a woman.”

“But that’s my point.  Why would this be here and just the right size to fit you?”  Karen rubbed her throat.  “I wonder if the heels would fit you too.”  She crouched down and picked up the black high-heeled sandals.  Sure enough, they were Todd’s size.  “This is crazy.  These are your size too.  It’s like somebody knew you would be here and put this uniform here just for you.”

“Ha ha.”

“No, I’m serious.”

“Why would anyone do that?” asked Todd sourly.

Karen shrugged her shoulders.  “I don’t know.  Some sort of joke.”

“Well, they wasted their time.  There’s no chance I’m ever going to wear it.”

“Maybe you should,” suggested Karen.

“What?!”

“Seriously.  Somebody obviously wants you to wear it.  Maybe you should try it on and see what happens.”

“You mean like someone coming out of the woodwork with a camera and making fun of me, right?  Forget it!” growled Todd dismissively and he rolled over on the bed and started to go to sleep.  Before he dozed off, he said, “If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you brought it.”

—o—

Professor Meyer stood in the doorway to his room with his arms folded angrily.  He was the only one with a single room.  He was waiting for Hillary to approach.  She was coming down the hallway on her way to join Joy and Millie, with whom she would be sharing a room for the night.

“I’d like to see you in private,” snapped Meyer.

Hillary knew that tone well.  Professor Meyer was angry about something and he blamed her for whatever it was.  She wondered what she might have done wrong this time... or more accurately, what he would wrongly accuse her of doing wrong.

“Yes, Professor,” said Hillary as she entered his room.

Meyer almost slammed the door and stomped over to the closet.  This struck Hillary as incredibly childish.  He yanked open the closet door and pointed.  “Explain this!”

Hillary craned her neck to look into the closet.  It was empty with one very strange exception.  Hanging in the middle of the closet was a frilly pink dress of the type a young girl might wear to church.  Meyer then opened a drawer.  From it, he pulled a pair of frilly pink panties and a pair of black Mary Janes.  He grabbed the panties and tossed those onto the bed.

“Well?!” he demanded.

“I don’t understand,” said Hillary.

“Why are these things in my room?!”

Hillary shrugged her shoulders.  “I have no idea.”

Meyer grabbed the dress, pulled it off its hanger and waved it at Hillary.  “Are you saying you didn’t put this here?”  Meyer’s tone suggested that he didn’t believe her protestations of innocence.

“Why would I put that there?”

“To mock me
.  You’re trying to undermine my authority.  You’re trying to make me think there’s a ghost!”

Hillary shook her head.  “Professor, I’m not trying to mock you.  Not at all.”  Hillary felt her anger welling up inside her, anger she normally suppressed when dealing with Meyer, but today she let it rise.  “I’m trying to do my job and get my tenure.  Why would I do something to interfere with you?  And frankly, if anyone is interfering with anyone, you’re the one keeping me from getting my professorship!  It drives me crazy how childish you can be!”

There was silence.

Meyer couldn’t believe she had spoken to him like that.  He wanted to tell her off, kick her off the project, tell her she would never get her tenure.  But something stopped him.  For some reason, he felt oddly distracted.  Why had the dress been placed in his closet?  He wanted to think about the dress.

“I think it’s best you left,” he said finally.

“Very well, Professor.  I’ll go downstairs.  I’ll see you at dinner.”

With that, Hillary left.  Meyer watched her go.  Did she seem taller somehow?

—o—

Jeff had no idea why he was showing this to Kyle.  Something had overcome him and he just started talking.  He didn’t want to talk about it, but he did.  He told Kyle that someone had put “a bunch of panties” in his bag and he offered to show them to Kyle.  Why had he offered to show them to Kyle?  What did he hope to get out of this?  He had no idea.  All he knew was that in the back of his mind he was fighting the wildest, weirdest thoughts.

“Check this out,” said Jeff.

“Wow!  That’s really incredible,” said Kyle.  His eyes drank in the lingerie as if it were glowing gold overflowing the duffle bag.  He stared at the panties in silence for several seconds.

“What do you think?” asked Jeff.

“They’re really pretty.”

Jeff raised a curious eyebrow.  He hadn’t expected Kyle to say that.  What’s more, did he hear something odd in Kyle’s tone?  Did Kyle seem... interested
 in the panties?

“I wonder whose they are?” asked Kyle rhetorically.

Jeff shrugged his shoulders to say he didn’t know, although he had actually identified the panties by now.  Somehow, these were all the panties he had stolen from girls his entire life:  his sister, her friends, at the laundromat, etc.  He knew each pair intimately.

“You’re sure they aren’t yours?” asked Kyle.  He stuck his hand into the collection of lingerie and pulled out a handful of items as if they were treasure.  He let them slide through his fingers.

Jeff shook his head.  “No.”

“No idea how they got there either?”

Again, Jeff shook his head.  “No.”

Then a wicked idea came to Jeff.  It was something he had never considered before in his life.  Should he suggest it?  He felt a sense of physical giddiness.  How could he not suggest it?

“Ever wear panties before?” he asked slyly.

Kyle heard the question and felt anger welling up inside.  Of course he’d never worn panties before!  He was a man, a real man!  He was no panty girl... no panty girl... no... panty girl.  His anger faded bit by bit and a strange feeling of permissiveness took its place.

“No, I’ve never worn any,” he said and he smiled.  “Have you?”

Jeff’s giddiness increased.  He could imagine what was about to happen and he felt excited... at first.  But as his excitement skyrocketed, a voice deep inside him told him that he needed to fight this feeling, that this was not what he wanted.  It wasn’t strong enough to stop him yet, however.

“What do you think they feel like?” asked Kyle in the meantime.

“We could find out,” said Jeff conspiratorially.

Kyle looked at Jeff and smiled.  “We could.”

—o—

Millie and Joy had tried on a half-dozen dresses each.  They were having a great time.  It was like a combination dress-up party and sleepover.  The latest was a silver floor-length sequin gown for Joy, complete with super-tall spike-heeled sandals, and a strapless red tea dress for Millie.  The girls danced together around the room for a few steps before they stopped.  When they did, Millie felt a strange urge.  She leaned over and kissed Joy right on her luscious lips.  Joy was stunned, and it took her several seconds to pull away.

“Sorry,” said Millie nervously.  “I— I don’t know what came over me!”

Joy tried to hide her blush with a laugh.  “It’s all right.  Heat of the moment and all that.”

“Yeah,” said Millie doubtfully.

Both young women returned to their sides of the room and started to remove their dresses.  While both wanted to dress up for dinner, neither wanted to be too formal, as these dresses were.  Not to mention, the kiss seemed to break whatever spell had overcome them.

Millie looked troubled.  “I’ve never kissed a girl before.”

“Neither have I,” said Joy as she unbuckled her heels.

“I’ve never even thought about it actually.”

Joy said nothing.  She was still too embarrassed to take up this line of conversation.

“I kind of liked it,” admitted Millie.

Joy glanced at her nervously, but said nothing.  Then her attention was stolen by a dress from the closet.  She hadn’t seen this one before.  “Will you look at that!” exclaimed Joy.

—o—

Todd slept fitfully during his nap.  His dreams disturbed him.  He kept dreaming that everyone was trying to dress him in women’s clothes.  He refused, of course, but felt himself weaken with each attempt.  Finally, a woman who looked a lot like Ellen Kandler came to him.  She ordered him to get dressed.  She had an intense energy about her which made resisting her nearly impossible.  He tried though.

“I don’t have any clothes,” he said.

She waved her hand and piles of women’s clothes appeared as if by magic.  “Wear these.”

“But those are women’s clothes!” he protested.

“You’re a woman now.”

“I can’t be!”

“Do not disobey me, servant!” she yelled in a strangely hollow voice.

Todd looked around nervously at all the clothes.  He shook his head to refuse, but found he now wore women’s shoes along with his regular clothes.  These were tall high-heeled sandals.  He gasped, only to discover that he also wore a woman’s necklace as well.

“I won’t!  I won’t!  I won’t!” he cried and he tried to rip it off.

It wouldn’t budge.  And when he removed his hands from his neck, he saw that he now wore panties and a bra too.  Suddenly, Karen came up to him with the maid uniform from the closet.  She ordered him to put it on and he did.  This was deeply emasculating, but oddly thrilling too.  He could tell that he was hard as a rock as his girlfriend stroked him.

“You look so pretty, let me put makeup on you,” she said.

“No!” pleaded Todd.

“But darling, you’ll look even prettier!”

Todd shook his head violently as he repeated, “No!  I don’t want to look pretty!  I’m not a maid!  I’m not a woman!”

Karen stopped stroking his erection at his outburst.  An intense unhappiness came over Todd.  All the thrill he felt from her hand went away and he now only felt ashamed and emasculated by what he was wearing.

“Please keep stroking me!” he begged.

“Not unless you let me put makeup on you!”

Todd shook his head, but he was desperate to feel her warm, soft hand on his erection again... so, he agreed.

Karen laughed.  “You little girly!”

Todd shot up in the bed deeply embarrassed.  He’d been dreaming.  Fortunately, it wasn’t real.  Still, the dream had been a nightmare to him, and it shook his faith in his masculinity to its core.  Why had he had this dream?  Did he secretly want to cross-dress?  Did he want to be Karen’s maid?  Ridiculous!
  He was the man.  If anyone was the maid, it should be her.

“Stay calm,” he told himself as his mind darted around, pointing accusatory fingers at his insecurities.  “It was just a dream... it’s over now.”

But was it?

Todd decided to get up and get a drink of water.  He wanted to forget the dream as quickly as possible.  As he tossed off the blanket, however, he discovered that he actually was wearing the maid uniform!

“What?!  How?!  How did that happened?” he gasped.

Todd shot a glance at his girlfriend.  She lay asleep in the bed next to him.  Had she somehow dressed him in this while he slept as some sort of joke?  No.  He would have woken up.  He would have known.  So how did he get dressed this way?  He must have been sleepwalking!

“But I’ve never sleepwalked before,” he thought.  “And why put this on?”

The answer bothered him.  Could he be... well, soft
?  He shook his head.

“It must be stress,” he told himself.

Whatever the answer, it didn’t matter right now.  Right now
, he needed to get out of this uniform before Karen saw him!  To that end, he slipped out of the bed and tried to yank the uniform off.  It didn’t budge.  He reached behind his back and found the zipper.  He tugged on it, but it didn’t move.

“It’s stuck!” he screamed inside his head.

Todd raced over to the mirror and turned to see if he could figure out what the problem was.  The uniform was closed with a set of laces through two hooks, but those were locked with a padlock!  How could that be?  How had he closed this?  And where was the key?  He scanned the room.  He saw no key.  Not on the nightstand.  Not on the floor.  Not on the dresser.  There was no k— there was
 the key!  It was on a chain wrapped around his girlfriend’s ankle!

Todd ran his tongue over his lips.  He knew what he needed to do.  He carefully tiptoed over to his girlfriend.  He pulled the blanket back, exposing her entire foot and ankle.  He examined the bracelet.  There was no way to remove the key from the chain, so he would need to slip the chain off her ankle.  He took a deep breath and grabbed the chain as lightly as he could.

“Careful now,” he told himself.

“Todd?  What are you doing?” asked a groggy Karen.

Todd’s eyes shot up just in time to see his girlfriend’s face turn from sleepy surprise to utter shock.  She shot up in the bed and stared at him, with her eyes working their way up and down his body.

“Why are you wearing a dress?!” she exclaimed.

Todd turned bright, bright red.  He had no idea how to respond.

—o—

When Hillary left, Professor Meyer grabbed the dress and threw it into the corner.  He wasn’t sure why, but something inside him needed to do that.  Then he lay down on the bed and tried to ignore the dress.  He started looking through his notes and the data collected so far.  That would distract him.  There had been some tantalizing suggestions of paranormal activity so far.  There had been enough, in fact, that he began to wonder if he couldn’t make a name for himself as the first person to prove the existence of something supernatural.

“I guess we’ll see what happens when we get closer to midnight,” he said.

He thought about Joy and the image she had drawn of the woman and the children by the window.  With her heightened sensitivities, he hoped she could come up with a good deal more.  This thought made him laugh though.

“Am I actually hoping this place is really haunted?” he asked himself.

“Maybe I am,” he replied.

“Why?  You know this is nonsense.”

“What if it isn’t though?  And what if I can be the first to prove it?”

A shuddered raced over him at the thought.  He rubbed his chin and thought about the accolades that would be his if he could conclusively prove the existence of a ghost.  He would be famous!

“Of course, that’s just fantasy,” he said, trying not to get his hopes up.

Professor Meyer set down his journal and rubbed his eyes.  He was tired, that was for sure.  When he opened his eyes again, he saw something... well, impossible.  The little girl’s dress he had thrown into the corner of the room was hanging in the closet again.

“What?!” he gasped.  “How can that be?!”

Meyer set aside his notes and slowly rose from the bed.  He cautiously walked over to the closet and stared at the dress.  He took a deep breath.  Then he reached out and touched the dress.

—o—

Jeff spun from left to right and back again so he could see himself from all sides in the mirror.  He wore a pair of lacy pink hipster bikini panties.  They had belonged to a neighbor before he liberated them in his youth.  He was super excited to wear them now in front of Kyle.

“You look so cute!” giggled Kyle.

Jeff looked at Kyle, who wore red boy-cut panties and a strapless bra.  His enormous erection jutted out beneath the panties.  The panties barely contained it and his balls.

“Me?!  Ha!  You
 look cute!” countered Jeff.  Why had he said that?  He didn’t think Kyle looked cute.  He wasn’t attracted to boys in panties and dicks turned him off entirely.  What’s more, the idea of anyone ever seeing him in panties terrified him to no end.  He’d spent his life trying to avoid getting caught as he masturbated with his ill-gotten prizes.  Why would it excite him to be seen now?

Kyle giggled.  “I do?” he gushed.

Jeff nodded his head stupidly.

Kyle blew him a kiss.  He really blew him a kiss!

“This needs to stop,” said Jeff.  “Something weird is going on here and it needs to stop before it gets beyond our control!”

But wasn’t it already?

Kyle ignored him.  Instead, he pointed to the closet.  “Hey, look at that,” he said.

Jeff looked where Kyle was pointing.  There was a dress hanging in their closet.  It hadn’t been there before, had it?

—o—

“I told you,” said Todd defensively.  “I have no idea how I ended up in this stupid dress!”

Karen shook her head and grimaced as she tried to undo the knot on the back of the maid uniform.  They had undone the padlock with the key they found around her ankle, but the laces were knotted incredibly tightly.

“How else could you have ended up in the dress, darling?” replied Karen.

“I don’t know.”

“I do.  Obviously, you put it on yourself.”

Todd shook his head vigorously.  “I didn’t.  I swear.”

“Are you saying the ghost dressed you like this?”  Karen’s tone was condescending and mocking.

“What else could it be?”

“Really, Todd?” replied Karen sourly.  “You’re going to blame a ghost?”  She pulled on the laces, thinking she had finally loosened them.  She hadn’t though.  “This knot is impossible,” she said beneath her breath.

“Well, if it wasn’t you and it wasn’t me—”

“It had to be you
, Todd.  You must have had some insecurities about it and, when you fell asleep, your subconscious made you get up and dress yourself in the maid uniform.  It’s probably some latent sexual desire.  You’re probably a transvestite or something.”

Todd felt a shudder at being called a transvestite.

“I’m not one of those!” he said defensively.  “Besides, how could I even do it?  How could I get up without you noticing?  How did I make those laces so tight behind my back?  How did I put the chain around your ankle without waking you up?  It’s not possible!”

“It’s not likely
, but it is possible
.  A ‘ghost’ putting you in a dress, that’s not possible.”

“It wasn’t me.  And it’s not some latent sexual desire.  I have no desire to put on a dress!”

“Fine.  Whatever you say, Princess
.  Then we need to tell the Professor,” said Karen.  She thought she had the knot for sure this time.  She dug her nail into the small gap she had created and loosened it.

All the color left Todd’s face.  “Tell him what?”

“Tell him how you’re dressed.  Tell him that the ghost must have come into our room and slipped this sexy little maid costume on you while we slept.”

“Why do we need to tell him?” asked Todd nervously.

“If you think the ghost did it, then you need to report it.  In fact, we should be documenting this if that’s the case.”  Karen suddenly let go of the knot and walked over to her nightstand.  She picked up the camera she had set there and took her boyfriend’s picture.  Click!


“What are you doing?!”

“We’re supposed to document anything supernatural, remember?”


Click!
  She took another photo.

Todd bit his lip.  The last thing he wanted was to tell the Professor or anyone else on the team that he had worn a sexy French Maid uniform, no matter what the circumstances.  Actually, what he wanted even less was a photograph of him in the uniform being made part of the investigation.

“All right, all right!” he exclaimed and he held up his hand to block further photos.  “Maybe I was hasty.”

Karen folded her arms.  “Go on.”

“Maybe you’re right.  It had to be something other than the ghost.  Let’s just forget the whole thing.”

Karen snickered and an enormous grin overtook her face.  “We can forget about the ghost, but there’s no way I’m ever forgetting about seeing you in that sexy maid uniform!”

Todd groaned.

“Now let’s get you out of it.  It’s almost dinner time.”

—o—

Professor Meyer held the tiny pink dress against his body and examined himself in the mirror.  It almost seemed like it would fit.  Not quite, but almost.  Maybe if he was just a little smaller.

“This is really strange,” he thought.  “This thing seemed so small before, but now it looks like it almost might fit.”

An image of him in the dress came into his mind.  It made him feel warm all over.  In fact, it brought a peaceful natural feeling to him which calmed him.  He even imagined himself skipping around the room like a girl and playing with a doll.

“Wait a minute!  What am I thinking?!” he growled.

He tossed the dress into the corner in disgust once more.  Then he turned back to the bed.  On the bed, right on top of his notes, sat the panties and Mary Janes that went with the dress.

“How did those get there?”

He picked up the panties, intending to toss them into the corner with the dress.  They were so soft.

—o—

“I can’t believe you’re wearing that dress,” said Millie with a laugh.

Joy too was amazed she was wearing it.  “You know, I’ve never worn anything like this before,” said Joy.  She rubbed her hands down the black leather sheath dress; it was so black it seemed to absorb light and it hugged her curves so tightly it felt like it might burst as she moved.

“Never?”

“Not even anything close.”

“Well, it looks hot on you,” said Millie.  She glanced at the tight leather dress again and felt herself become wet.  That had never happened from looking at another young woman before.

“The heels either,” said Joy.

“You wear heels all the time to class.”

“Not like these,” said Joy.  She looked down at the skyscraper heels on her feet.  They had two thick black leather straps that crisscrossed over her toes, a thick ankle-strap with a silver clasp, and sharp stiletto heels just above six-inches in height, counting the two-inch platform.  They could easily be called stripper shoes, though they seemed more than that.  Millie had called them “dominatrix heels.”  That seemed fitting somehow.


CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  CLUNK!  
Joy tottered across the room in her heavy heels.

“Those are exciting shoes,” said Millie.  She noticed they and the dress had brought a new confidence to Joy.

“Your heels are cute too,” said Joy.

Now Millie looked down at her shoes.  She wore strappy silver sandals beneath her flapper-like gown.  She looked a little like someone attending a 1920’s themed costume party, though with a modern feel.  “Thanks!”

“Do you think anyone else will dress up?”

“I don’t know.  Let’s go find out!”

Joy smiled a wry smile.  “Let’s go knock ’em dead!”

—o—

As Joy and Millie made their way downstairs, and Kyle was busy adjusting the dress he had found, Jeff had an idea.  Actually, he’d had the idea for some time, but he could no longer resist, especially after he heard Joy and Millie walk past their door.  Jeff stuck his head out into the hallway.

It was empty.

“I’ll be like lightening,” he told himself.

With reckless abandon, Jeff launched himself out into the hallway.  He wore only the panties which barely covered his erection.  He hadn’t bothered to change for some reason.  It just hadn’t occurred to him.

Jeff raced down the hallway until he came to Joy’s room.  He felt lucky that no one had come out of their rooms, but he also felt intense excitement.  It was thrilling to do something so naughty, so risky.

He reached Joy’s room and slipped inside.  He closed the door behind himself.

“So far, so good,” he said.

Jeff took several seconds to gather his thoughts.  He’d never stolen women’s shoes before and he didn’t know why he was doing it now.  He’d usually just stuck with panties.  For some reason though, Joy’s wedges had really fired his imagination and he wanted them.  He wasn’t sure what he would do with them, but he wanted them.

He started looking around the room.

“Where are you little wedges?” he called out.

He didn’t expect an answer.  Instead, he went straight to what he assumed was Joy’s bed based on her dress laying on the end of it.  There, on the floor, he saw what he had come here for:  her wedges.  These were the wedges she had worn all day.  She wore them to class all the time too.  They turned him on.  He didn’t know why, but seeing her in them was just so exciting.  And the longer he’d been in the house, the more that excitement morphed into a sort of need.  He wanted to touch them and maybe play with them.

“They’re so pretty,” he said.

As he did, he again heard that voice deep inside him tell him not to do this.  It told him he would pay a price for this.  But he ignored it.  Another voice had reminded him that he’d never paid a price for his “borrowings” before.

“Why should this be any different?  How will she ever know it was me?”

Jeff snatched the wedges off the floor by their ankle straps.  He brought them up to his nose and sniffed them.  They smelled used.  He could make out a combination of sweat and leather.  That turned him on and his erection throbbed.

“Hmm,” he purred.

He turned the shoes over in his hands and looked at them from every angle.  He truly had no idea what to do with them or why he wanted them, he just knew that he did.  And having them made him happy.

He giggled.

Then he raced back to the door.  He was hard as a rock now and stroked himself with the hand that held the wedges, causing them to bounce against his thighs, as he used his other hand to open the door.

He peeked out into the hallway.  It was still empty.

“Time to go!”

He ran out into the hallway.  His erection bobbed and danced inside the panties as he charged down the hallway with his stolen prize.


Chapter Six: “The Calm Before The Storm”

—o—

Professor Meyer sat at the head of the table waiting for the others to slowly drift down to dinner.  He felt strange, like everything around him was surreal.  The panties felt strange as well, tight yet without support.  He wasn’t sure why he had worn the pink panties.  Something had compelled him, but he didn’t know what.  He’d told himself he was accepting the ghost’s “bait,” but the truth seemed to lie elsewhere.  Whatever the reason, he was regretting it now as the panties made him feel exposed.

“Where is everyone?” he grumbled.

Meyer scanned the walls and the paintings of various Kandler family members.  Even though the house had been sold several times, none of the original furnishing or artwork had ever been removed.  The painting that caught his eye the most was a family portrait of Ellen and David Kandler and their two sons.  While the painting was typical of the era, Ellen’s dominance could be seen in her intense, controlling eyes.  The painting dominated the room, and with it, Meyer could feel her presence.

The room seemed cold.

Meyer looked at the laptop again.  It sat before him on the table.

“Nothing,” he said unhappily.

There was no video footage of anything unusual anywhere in the house.  There was no audio recordings of anything unusual.  The house was cold, but not unusually so, and none of the rooms was any colder than the others.  Even Joy’s sketchbook, which he had copied, showed nothing.

“There’s no evidence of any ghost,” he said with considerable disappointment.

When they had first arrived, he “knew” the ghost was a myth, and he planned to debunk it.  But then the house seemed so alive with potential.  It almost felt like a ghost was going to fall into his lap.  He became excited, starting to believe that he could be the first person to prove the existence of ghosts!  But all that seemed like a pipe dream now.  The only unusual thing he had seen was that stupid dress hanging itself up again and he couldn’t be sure he hadn’t imagined it... or that this wasn’t a prank.

“I wouldn’t put it beyond Hillary,” he told himself.

Hillary was a useful helper, he could admit that, but she always seemed intent on stealing his glory.  She always seemed to be demanding credit for one thing or another.  That annoyed him.  It annoyed him too that she was so smart.  Her suggestions were excellent.  Her research first rate.  Her papers worthy of publication.  She reminded him of himself when he was still the hungry young associate professor ready to change the world.  The comparison made him feel inadequate.

He put that out of his head and returned to his laptop.

“Why is there nothing?” he asked.

He shivered at the cold and checked the room temperature.  It was unchanged and didn’t bear out any temperature drop.

“Why does it feel so cold though?”

He glanced at the painting again.  Were its eyes following him?  He knew that wasn’t an unusual feeling in circumstances like this, but it still seemed as if they were real.  There had to be something here.  The eyes.  The tension.  The panties.  There had to be something!

Yet, the room showed nothing.

The house showed nothing.

No one had reported anything after the initial sighting of the three figures walking the grounds, and that could have been imagined.  Todd seemed insecure about cross-dressed men.  And even Joy’s sketch could have been subconsciously done in response to Todd’s telling of the story.

He kept staring at the painting.  The face seemed so... alive
.  Did it know... did it know he wore the panties?

“Professor?” called out the voice of Millie suddenly.

Meyer jumped in shock.  He hadn’t realized he was that
 focused on the painting.  In fact, he was standing before it and had no memory of standing up.  He quickly returned to the table so Millie couldn’t see any pantylines he may have.  Why had he worn the panties?  What was he thinking?

He sat back down and took a moment to collect himself.  He turned off the screensaver on his laptop.  Had he really been standing before the painting for twenty minutes?  “I’m in the dining room,” he called out.  He shifted uncomfortably in his seat.  The panties were very tight.

A moment later, Millie and Joy stepped through the doorway.  The Professor’s jaw dropped when he saw how they were dressed.  Joy in particular shocked him.  Joy seemed like such a shy, innocent young woman and here she arrived in a skin-tight black leather dress and skyscraper heels!

“Hello, Professor,” they said.

“Joy!  You’re wearing— I mean, uh, did you— did you bring that dress with you?” he asked.

“No, Professor,” said Joy with a shy giggle.

“Where did you get it then?”

“I found it in our room.  There were a whole lot of them.  Someone must have left them there.”

Meyer raised an eyebrow.  He had had a similar experience with the little pink dress, but he didn’t want to tell them about that.  “That’s strange.  I wonder who would have done that?”

“I don’t know, but they must have done so recently.  Everything smelled fresh,” said Millie and she spun around to show off her own dress.

“And they’re modern,” added Joy.

“But no one’s been in the house except my assistant and myself,” said Meyer.

“Someone must have left them.”

“I wonder if someone’s having a little joke on us.  Did you see anything else unexpected?”

Joy and Millie glanced at each other and then shrugged their shoulders.

Hillary arrived a moment later.  She was dressed normally in her slacks and white blouse.  She raised an eyebrow when she saw the other two women.  “You two look... uh, nice.  You going to a party?” she asked of Millie.

Millie winked back.

Hillary then looked Joy up and down.  “And I can see what kind of party you’re going to!” she laughed.

Joy blushed.

“Joy and Millie were just telling me they found these clothes in their room,” said the Professor.

“Really?  How strange!”

“You didn’t see those when we scouted the house, did you?”

“No Professor.”

“Can you think of any way they might have gotten there?”

Hillary shook her head.  “No, Sir.”

Meyer looked at his watch.  “Well, the others are late.  We can either go get them or we can start dinner.”  Meyer waved at the food before him as he said this.  On the table were several containers of pre-prepared food.  There was pasta, sauce, some salad, some fruits, and bread.  It looked adequate, if not entirely appetizing.  “I for one vote that we start dinner.  I’m hungry.”

The others didn’t object.

When everyone was seated they started sharing their impressions of the things they had seen.  None admitted to seeing anything unusual, though each said they felt a sense of energy from the house.

“I will be curious to see if anything happens tonight,” said Millie.

“I suspect we will be disappointed,” said Meyer, though he hoped desperately to find otherwise.

Millie snickered.  “You don’t think anything will happen?”

The Professor shrugged his shoulders.  “What can I say?  I’m a skeptic.”  As he said this, he felt his penis shift around inside the pink panties as if a hand had pulled it and stroked it.  He liked the feeling and spread his legs to give whatever this feeling was more room to work.  Unfortunately, it stopped.

“Who do you think put the clothes in our closet?” asked Joy.

“I have no idea,” said the Professor.

“This wasn’t a test, was it?  Meant to see how we respond?”

Meyer laughed.  “Definitely not.  I had nothing to do with it.”

“Do you think somebody lived here recently?”

“There’s no way,” said Hillary.  “When we came here, we struggled just to unlock and open the door.  The house was truly sealed.  It was dirty, everything was covered in dust, and there were no signs of anyone having been here in forever.”

“Well, someone cleaned,” said Joy.

“And someone put these clothes in our closet.”

“Maybe it was the ghost,” joked the Professor.

The others laughed, but did so somewhat nervously.

Meyer looked at his watch again.  “I wonder what’s keeping the others.  They’re almost an hour late.  I wonder if we should go look after them?”  His mind actually was on the dress.  He wanted to see it again.  To feel it again.

Just then, Karen came through the doorway from the main hall.  She was dressed normally, in jeans, a pink sweater and low-heeled tan wedges.  There was nothing else unusual about her appearance either.  She was alone, however.

“Where’s Todd?” asked the Professor immediately.

“He wanted to take a shower before we came downstairs,” she said.  It had taken them another half an hour to remove the maid costume.  When they got it off, Todd declared that he needed a shower to rid himself of the experience of wearing it.  When Karen told him it was time to go, he told her to go on ahead... he would follow along shortly.

“I told everyone not to separate.  I don’t want anyone alone tonight,” said Meyer.

“I know, Professor.  I just came down to let you know we’d be late.”

“I wish you hadn’t.  I told everyone to stay together.  What if he sees something?  One person alone can’t document it.  Moreover, as I noted, this is an old and dangerous house.  What if something happens and he’s injured without anyone there to help or get help?”

“I’m heading right back upstairs.”

“Fine,” said the Professor.  He turned to Hillary.  “Go with her please so she’s not alone.  When they’re ready for dinner, all three of you can come back down together.”

“Yes, Professor,” said Hillary.


Chapter Seven: “What Karen Saw”

—o—

“I’m sorry to take you away from dinner,” apologized Karen.  “I didn’t think about leaving Todd alone.”

“It’s all right,” said Hillary.

They climbed the main staircase to the large upstairs hallway that led to all the bedrooms.  When they reached it, they started down the hallway.  Karen and Todd’s room was next to last.

“I’m sure Todd’s all right,” added Hillary.

“Oh, I’m sure.  What could go wrong?”

They passed the upstairs sitting room and approached the first set of bedrooms, one on each side of the hallway.  The one on the left belonged to Kyle and Jeff.  The one on the right was empty.  Both doors were closed.  As they neared the door, however, they heard the sound of giggling coming from Kyle and Jeff’s room.  It was almost feminine giggling.

“Have they got girls in there?” asked Karen.

Hillary shrugged her shoulders.

“Can you imagine if they snuck girls into the house?”  There was a sense of outrage in Karen’s voice.  “I think we need to see what’s going on.  If they snuck somebody in here, the Professor needs to know!”

“True,” said Hillary.  “That could invalidate everything.”

Karen nodded her head in agreement.  Then she stepped to the side of the door and placed her hand on the knob.  Hillary stepped back to where she could see over Karen’s shoulder.  Karen slowly turned the knob as quietly as she could.  As she did, she pushed the door open ever so slightly until she could see what was going on inside.  What she saw shocked her!

“What are they doing?!” she gasped.

“It looks,” said Hillary, “like they’re playing dress up in women’s clothes!”

Sure enough, there were Kyle and Jeff across the room dancing with each other while in various states of dress and undress.  Kyle wore a silver bandage dress, matching silver spike-heeled pumps and a blonde wig.  He had an enormous erection, which tented up his bandage dress.

Jeff wore only red panties and brown wedges on his feet, but he too had an erection and it too bounced as he danced.

“Wow!  What would people say if they saw them?!” asked Hillary rhetorically.

Karen closed the door and turned her back to the wall.  She looked stunned.  It took her several breaths to gather her wits.  This was the last thing she had expected to see.

“What are they doing?” she asked anxiously.

“They’re dancing.”

“I know that, but... but... Kyle in a dress
?  Jeff, I guess I can see.  He’s a little guy and kind of quiet and always looking funny at girls, but Kyle’s such a big, macho guy,” said Karen.

“It’s always the macho guys that have something to hide.”

Karen shook her head.  “Not Kyle.  Kyle’s as transparent as a caveman.  Besides, where in the world did he get women’s clothes to fit him?  He must be twice the size of a normal woman.”

“Maybe he brought them,” suggested Hillary.

“And he just convinced Jeff to play dress up with him?”

Hillary shrugged her shoulders.  “Stranger things have happened.”

“Should we tell the Professor?”

“I’ll tell the Professor.  Let’s just get you back to Todd for now.”

Karen nodded her head.

—o—

“Are you getting shorter?” asked Jeff suddenly.  He wasn’t sure but something seemed strange about Kyle.  Kyle had been so large at first, but now he seemed to be the same size as Jeff.  Or had that always been the case?

“Why would I get shorter?” countered Kyle.

“I don’t know.”

“People don’t shrink, Jeffie.”

“I know, but something seems off.  I think something strange is going on.”

“Don’t be silly, nothing’s going on,” said Kyle who stroked his erection through the silver dress he wore.  He looked down at his high-heeled sandals and giggled.  He liked seeing his painted toenails poking out the fronts of his shoes.

Jeff looked down at the panties and high-heeled wedges he wore – they belonged to Joy – and he realized this was wrong.  He took a deep breath and struggled to kick the heels off his feet.  When he did, he glanced at Kyle and saw that breasts were forming on his chest.  There were honestly breasts growing on his chest!  Now he knew something was going on!

“Kyle, we need to get out of here!” he exclaimed.

Kyle giggled in response, which was a bad sign.

“We need to leave!” said Jeff.

Kyle ignored him.  Instead, he unzipped his dress and let it drop to the floor, exposing the black lace bra beneath.  He raised his hand and fingered his growing nipple.  He moaned as he did.  It grew even harder.

“Leave?  Why would I want to leave?” purred Kyle.

“You’re turning into a woman!”

Kyle giggled again.  “That’s impossible,” he said.  Then he grabbed his nipples and he pinched them.  This made an exotic shock race through his body causing his massive penis to strain against his back lace panties.  He shuddered exquisitely.

“Oh my God, that feels good!” he said.

“We need to leave, Kyle!”

Kyle smiled mischievously at Jeff.  “Touch me!”

“What?!” gasped Jeff.

“Touch my nipples!”

Jeff had managed to resist the same pull to feminization that was quickly overwhelming Kyle, but when Kyle wagged his budding breasts and his nipples in Jeff’s face and told him to touch them, Kyle found he couldn’t resist.  He reached out and felt Kyle’s nipples.  They were amazing and touching them excited Jeff, causing his penis to grow erect, just as Kyle was erect.  This was truly exciting and, for a moment, Jeff forgot what had upset him.

Kyle moaned.

Jeff massaged Kyle’s breasts and delicately fondled his nipples.  As he did, Kyle breathing became erratic.  His moaning increased.  Kyle seemed to writhe under his touch.  This was turning Jeff on as much as Kyle.  Then suddenly, Kyle pushed him back onto the bed.  He climbed onto the bed himself and crawled on top of Jeff until his mouth came to Jeff’s throbbing erection.

Jeff didn’t want to think about what was about to happen.  He knew he didn’t want this, yet he wanted it too.

—o—

Karen closed the door behind her.  Hillary didn’t come inside.  When Karen entered the room, she noticed right away that the maid costume was gone from the bed where she had left it.  The shower had stopped too, though she heard Todd still in the bathroom.

“Todd?” she called out.

Todd heard his girlfriend call for him.  He felt a sense of rising panic.  He wanted to tell her to go away, that she couldn’t see him, but he couldn’t.  He hadn’t been able to control himself since she left the bedroom and he found himself staring at the dress, and whatever it was wanted her to see him!  Why had the desire to put on that dress been so overwhelming to him?

It was a pretty dress, wasn’t it?  And he did want to wear it.

No, he didn’t.

Before he knew it, however, he was in the shower shaving his legs and applying makeup.  Applying makeup!
  He didn’t know the first thing about makeup, or so he thought, and then he watched himself apply it perfectly.

“How do I know how to do that?” he asked in shock.

He heard a giggle behind him and thought he saw the image of David Kandler in the mirror for a millisecond, but that had to be his imagination.  All this strangeness was getting to him was all.

Now he was made up – or maid up actually – in makeup and the maid dress, and he was ready to serve his mistress.

“I’ll be out in a moment, Ma’am,” called back Todd.  Had he called his girlfriend “Ma’am”?  He had.  The bigger question was why that didn’t seem to bother him.  Why had it filled him with a feeling of appropriateness?

He checked his lipstick one last time in the mirror.

Out in the bedroom, Karen raised an eyebrow.  “Ma’am?”

A moment later, Todd stepped out of the bathroom.  Karen couldn’t believe her eyes.  Todd was wearing the maid dress again.  Not only that though, but he was wearing the high-heeled platform sandals, which had to have at least five-inch heels.  He wore a small lace cap on his head.  He had done his face up with makeup.  His nails were painted bright red.  And he had even shaved his legs!

“What—?!” gasped Karen.  “What are you—?  What are you wearing?!”

Todd wanted to dive back into the bathroom, but he couldn’t.  Instead, he tottered over to his girlfriend on the tall, unstable heels.  He handled them like an expert.  When he got to her, he executed the perfect curtsey, grabbing the hem of his dress on either side, slipping one foot behind the other, and bending his knees until he was bowing quite low to the floor.  He looked amazingly servile.

“Welcome back, Ma’am,” said Todd respectfully.

Karen stared in shock.  Where did he even learn to curtsey?  And the makeup?  Where did he learn that?  And walking in heels?  How?!  Why?!  She had no idea what to say.  She just stared at him, examining her boyfriend up and down.  This was a joke, she told herself.  It had to be a joke.  Yet, even in jest, he was always too uncomfortable about his manhood to do something like this.  So what was going on?  She wasn’t sure.  But as the shock wore off, she told herself that if he wanted to play this game, then she would play along.

“You look cute, dear,” she said cautiously.

Todd blushed.  He was not
 cute.  He never wanted to be told he was cute
!  “Thank you, Ma’am.”  Why had he said that?  That’s not what he wanted to say.

“So what’s your name?”

Todd looked confused.  “Todd, Ma’am.”

“Todd?  Just Todd?  Not Toddette?” giggled Karen.  The sight of her macho boyfriend in a girly maid costume was admittedly hilarious.  It was also surprisingly exciting.  She was definitely turned on.

Todd blushed again.  “No, Ma’am.”

“Well, I think I’ll call you Toddette anyways,” said Karen.

Todd cringed.  Why was she accepting this?  Why wasn’t she helping him escape whatever this was?  Did she really think it was funny that he had been feminized by... well, whatever caused it?

“So you’re my maid now, are you?” asked Karen.  She was looking around trying to think of some “maid thing” to make him do, preferably something to embarrass him for playing this joke.  She found it.  “Very well, Toddette.  I see you’ve done your nails.”  She took his hand in hers and examined them.  “You’ve done them nicely too.  They’re really quite beautiful!  Have you done nails before?”

Todd wanted to scream that he had never done nails before, but nothing came out except another embarrassed “Thank you, Ma’am.”

Karen looked at her own nails.  “Mine, on the other hand, are a mess.  I want you to do my nails.”

Todd felt like he had been punched in the gut.  They were in a haunted house and he was losing control over his masculinity and she really wanted him to paint her nails?  Was she kidding?!

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, much to his chagrin.

Karen moved to the edge of the bed and sat down.  She waited to see what would happen.  To her surprise, Todd tottered off to the bathroom and came back with a bottle of red polish and a small bag of nail gear.  The fact he had polish didn’t surprise her as he obviously had gotten polish from somewhere to do his own nails, though she wondered where he had gotten it.  Was it in his luggage?  Had he brought it to the house?  What did surprise her, though, was how calm he was about all of this.

Todd came and stood before her.  “May I proceed, Ma’am?”

“You may,” giggled Karen.

Todd kneeled down on the floor before her, again moving expertly in the heels and dress as if he’d worn them for years.  Then she held out her hands, flipping her wrists and letting her fingers hang straight down in her boyfriend’s face.  He took one hand and opened his nail kit.  From it, he took out a bottle of nail polish remover and some cotton balls.  He poured the remover on the balls and started to remove the chipped polish from her fingers.

Karen was stunned.  Here was her macho boyfriend honestly working on her nails.  She couldn’t count the number of times she had tried to get him to do something like this in the past only to be told “that’s for girlies” or “I’m not a woman.”  And yet, here he was doing it now.  She didn’t even know he had the skill!  Why was this making her so wet?

“You do great work, Toddette,” she said when he finished stripping her nails.

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

She watched him dig through his nail kit for more tools.  She realized she’d never seen him from this angle before, with him on his knees before her.  “I think I like you on your knees.  It’s very exciting.”

“I try to please, Ma’am,” said the ever-more-embarrassed Todd.

“Well, you’re doing an excellent job of that, Toddette.  We’ll have to do this more often.”

Todd felt incredibly embarrassed.  Why was he doing this?  Why was she going along with it?  He didn’t want to do this.  This was for women!  He didn’t want to dress like this.  That was for girlies!  Why had this happened to him?  And why was she exploiting whatever was going on to use him like some girly maid?

“Oh, how pretty!” gushed Karen as her boyfriend started to turn her nails bright red, one after another.

Todd smiled and thanked her.

Karen raised an eyebrow.  She brought her hand to her face and blew on her nails as she looked her boyfriend up and down once more.  Why was he doing this?  This was so strangely out of character.  This had to be a joke, but what joke?  She was enjoying it, that was for sure.  But it was time for this to end before he delivered some unwanted punchline.

“Don’t you think this has been enough?” she asked.

“Enough what, Ma’am?”

“This maid stuff, obviously.”

“I don’t understand.”

“When is this maid game going to end?”

Todd took her next finger and expertly applied the first stroke of red color to its long, oval nail.  Then he sheepishly tilted his head to one side and put the perfect look of confusion on his face.  Her comment made no sense to him.  “Game, Ma’am?  What game?”

“All right, Todd.  Enough!  Why are you dressed like that?”

“It’s my uniform man.”

“Uniform?  What uniform?”

“My
 uniform, Ma’am,” said Todd.

“Oh really?  This is what you’re wearing from now on, is it?” asked Karen sharply.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Karen was about to laugh in his face and call his bluff when she had a vision of her boyfriend tottering around their apartment in the maid dress and the high heels serving her drinks and doing all the chores.  What a life of luxury to have a boyfriend for a maid!  How exciting too!  Yet, this struck her as wrong somehow.  Then she had another vision of him serving her friends as she sat at the dining room table entertaining.  Both visions were powerful and strangely erotic to her.  This was something she had never thought about before, but suddenly it seemed powerfully appealing.

She was still hesitant though.  “I don’t know—”

The vision repeated itself only with slight changes.  His uniform became pink and he was doing different chores this time.  She watched him dust a bookshelf, standing on his tiptoes in his high heels, and felt herself become ever wetter.

“Hmm,” she said.  “Maybe—”

Again, she had a vision.  This time, Todd was on his knees between her legs performing a service he had never done for her.  She could actually feel his tongue between her legs lapping at her lips and she began to have waves of tremors deep inside herself.

She began breathing erratically.

“Is this really what you want?” she asked.

Todd tried to shake his head.  He tried to tell her that this was not at all what he wanted.  That something was controlling him.  That he needed her to help him set himself free and get out of this house as quickly as possible.  But nothing came out of his mouth.  Instead, he nodded his head meekly.

“I’m surprised, Toddette,” she said.  “Last chance to say ‘no’.”

He said nothing.

Karen smiled.  “All right,” she said.

Todd felt his shoulders slump.  Was she really going to let this continue?  Didn’t she know what was happening?  Didn’t she know this had to be the ghost or whatever was controlling this house?

Karen looked at her watch.  “I guess I have until midnight to decide.”

Todd wanted to scream that she should not take the chance, but he couldn’t.  Then, as he watched, Karen walked over to a leather chair.  She stood before it and unzipped her pants.  She let them fall to her feet, along with her panties.  She sat down, sinking comfortably into the chair.

“Come here, Toddette,” she commanded.

Todd tottered over to her, helpless to resist her orders.  Karen pointed to the floor.  Todd dropped to his knees before her.  She ran her fingers, with their freshly painted nails, along her silky wet lips and spread them.

“You’re going to do something for me tonight you would never otherwise do.  Tell me if you object,” she said, suspecting he couldn’t.

He didn’t.

“Before you do that, however,” she continued excitedly, “I want you to rub my feet.  But I don’t just want you to rub them.  If you want to be my servant, then you need to earn it.  Give me the foot rub of the century.  Use your hands.  Use your lips.  Use your tongue.  Suck on my toes, servant girl.  Show me that you know what it means to be submissive.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” purred Todd.

He took her foot in his hand and stripped off her shoe.  His audition had begun.


Chapter Eight: “What Millie and Joy Saw”

—o—

Hillary returned to the dining room.  She didn’t say a word about what she saw happening in Kyle and Jeff’s room, even when the Professor wondered aloud where Jeff could be.

“He needs to check this equipment,” he said.

“I’m sure he’ll be along soon.”

Meyer looked at his watch.  Time seemed to be moving very quickly.  Somehow, it had become nearly eleven o’clock now.  Where had the hours gone since dinner was supposed to begin at seven?  Had he fallen asleep?  How could that have been possible with Joy and Millie sitting at the table with him.

“It’s almost midnight,” he said.  “If the legend is right, the ghost will show up at midnight.  I want everyone together for that.”

“Yes, Professor,” said the three women at the table.

“If we’re going to meet at midnight, then I’d like to go upstairs and freshen up before that,” said Millie.

Joy nodded her agreement.

The Professor thought about forbidding them to leave.  With time moving so strangely, in such an untrustworthy manner, and with people seemingly disappearing, he thought it might be wiser to keep them all together.  But at the same time, he wanted to sneak away to see that dress again... that pretty dress.

“Very well,” said the Professor, before adding, “but come right back.”

“Yes, Professor,” they said.

With that, Millie and Joy rose from the table and left the dining room to go upstairs.  This left Professor Meyer sitting at the table with Hillary.

“It would seem that we’re alone,” said the Professor.

“Most likely.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“It means that I don’t think you’re ever really alone in this house,” said Hillary.

The Professor glanced up at the painting.  “Possibly not,” he said.  He looked at his watch.  If he excused himself now, he could go upstairs and see that dress and be back before midnight.

—o—

Meanwhile, Millie and Joy left the dining room and made their way to the main staircase.  It was a gorgeous staircase with a massive banister on each side made of carved wood.  It must have taken real craftsmen to create this.  Sadly, few would ever see it.  As they climbed, the carpeted runners on the stairs deadened the sound of their high heels.

“Do you think this place really is haunted?” asked Millie.

Joy shrugged her shoulders.  “I thought it might be at first when everyone was so excited and then the thing with the drawing.  But we haven’t seen anything unusual since then, so I’m not really sure.”

“I know.  It’s been so quiet.”

They reached the top of the stairs and started down the hallway.  The hallway was large enough that they could walk side by side.  They made their way to their bedroom, passing the upstairs sitting room and slowly approaching the first set of bedrooms.  As they neared the first bedroom door, it suddenly opened.  This was Jeff and Kyle’s bedroom.  An instant later, a shapely female rear poked out of the door.  It was covered in black lace panties.

They stopped.

“Who is that?” whispered Millie.  She had grabbed onto Joy’s arm.

Joy shook her head.  She had no idea.

Then, as they watched, the rest of the young woman backed out the door.  She was about five foot two with a perfect hourglass figure and curves in all the right places.  Her firm breasts were held in place by a black lace bra which matched her panties.  Her erect nipples poked out over the tops of the cups.  They stood out maybe half an inch.  In her hand, the woman carried a pair of strappy golden high-heeled sandals with killer heels.  She held them by the ankle straps.  Her feet were bare, though her nails were painted a glittery gold.  Her fingers matched.  From her head cascaded long, gorgeous golden locks which danced about her shoulders but fell to the middle of her back.  Her lipstick was smeared.

She was giggling.

She closed the door.  As she did, she turned to face Millie and Joy.  A wickedly happy look came over the woman’s face along with a huge grin.  She raised her pointer finger to her lips and made the universal symbol to stay silent:  “Shhhhh!”  Then she giggled and she tiptoed across the hall, her breasts bouncing and her shoes dancing as they dangled from her fingers.  She opened the door to the empty bedroom across the hall.  She glanced at Joy and Millie one last time, smiled, winked, and disappeared into the empty bedroom.

“Oh my God!” gasped Millie in an aggressive whisper.  “Did you see that?!”

Joy nodded her head incredibly.  “Did that look like— like—?!”

“Kyle!
”

“But— but how?!”

Millie shook her head.  “I don’t know, but that was
 Kyle!”

“But she was so small!”

“That was Kyle!
” insisted Millie.

Joy and Millie stared blankly at each other in shock for a moment.  Then Joy walked over to the door to Kyle and Jeff’s room.  She grabbed the knob and turned it.  She pushed open the door, letting it go as it slowly opened ever wider.  Inside, she saw Jeff lying on the bed on his back with his legs spread.  He was wearing red panties, though his enormous erection was free of the panties and pointing straight at the ceiling.  There was lipstick on the head of his penis.  It was the same color the young woman had worn.

“What the heck is going on here?” asked Joy beneath her breath.

She and Millie exchanged glances again.  Suddenly, Millie smirked.

“What is it?” asked Joy.

“I’m going to pay a little visit to our macho football player,” said Millie.  There was an evil glint in her eyes.

“Do you want me to come with you?” asked Joy.

“No, why don’t you look after Jeff?  Let’s meet back in our room in forty-five minutes.  Just enough time to make it back downstairs before the ghost arrives,” added Millie.

“You think there is a ghost?” asked Joy.

Millie thought of what she’d seen of Kyle and she snickered.  “I do now.”

—o—

Millie followed Kyle into the bedroom into which he had disappeared.

He was sitting in the middle of the bed with her legs folded beneath him in a familiar pin-up pose.  He was fully dressed now in a silver evening gown and strappy silver high-heeled sandals.  He obviously wore no underwear and Millie could see his large, firm breasts and his erect nipples through the dress.  His tiny penis poked up in his lap.  The golden sandals and the black panties and bra he had worn before were on the floor next to the bed.

He was smiling at her.

“Oh no!” exclaimed Kyle inside his head.  He had prayed Millie wouldn’t come after him after he had seen her in the hallway, but she had.  Why Millie of all of them?  This was embarrassing beyond the point of embarrassment, and it was only going to get worse if Millie had her way, which of course, she would.  He knew that.  He had no power to resist.  Indeed, as he was discovering, he had little control over how he acted and what he said, and whatever controlled him was horrifically making him act like a ditzy, oversexed girl.

“Hello there,” said Millie.

“I look so much better in silver than gold, don’t you think?” asked Kyle, and he tickled his braless nipple, which stood up hard and straight beneath his shimmering silver gown.

Millie smirked.  “You do.”

So this was Kyle, she thought.  Sexist, macho, football player Kyle.  She approached him slowly.  This was so strange to her.  He had been so large before and now he was so tiny.  It was him though.  His face had held on to enough traces to make that clear.

“Want to join me?” he purred and he rubbed the bed next to him.

“Maybe later.  Are you Kyle?”

“Of course, I am you stupid sorority dingbat!” he screamed inside his head.  “You need to help me!”  But none of that came out.  Instead, he giggled and he said, “I’m Kylie, silly!”  He even said it like a naughty little girl might, which brought hopeless cries of “No!!!” inside his head.

“Kylie?” snickered Millie.  “Of course you are.”  She shook her head in disbelief.  “This must be so humiliating for you, Kylie
.  To be the big man on campus reduced to a tiny, helpless little sex kitten.”

As she said this, Kyle giggled and wiggled his breasts.  His erection throbbed in his lap and ejected fluid into his dress.  This was possibly the last time it would ever do that, though he didn’t realize that yet.

“Oh my God, please stop!” he told himself of the wiggling.  Why couldn’t he stop?  What was controlling him?  And why wasn’t this stupid girl helping him?  Didn’t she see there was a problem here?

“Oh yeah,” continued Millie smugly.  “This is about as humiliating as humiliation can get, isn’t it Kylie?”  She laughed.  “I sure hope you’re still in there, Kyle, and can understand all of this.”

Kyle felt a chill race down his spine.  What was she saying?

“Do you remember what you called my sorority?  ‘Sigma Epsilon Pi:  Service Every Guy’?  I’m thinking I should make you eat those words.  In fact, I’m thinking I should bring you back to the sorority so we can keep you around for that very purpose.  Would you like that?  Would you like to join us as an unofficial member who takes care of every guy who asks?”

“Oh yes, please!” gasped Kylie, even as Kyle screamed, “NOOOO!!!
”

“I’m sure the other girls will agree once they understand who you really are.”

Kyle felt sick.  Would she really tell the other girls who he was?  Would his shame become common knowledge around the school?  More importantly, did this mean she didn’t intend to help him escape this fate?  He had visions of himself on his knees with lines of guys standing before him without pants, their penises swinging away before them.  Then what he had done to Jeff came to his mind.  He shuddered, but that didn’t wash away his shame.

“So Kylie
,” repeated Millie.  “You’re are
 girl now, aren’t you?”

“Of course, I’m a girl,” he said with a giggle.

Millie stepped closer and pointed between his legs.  “But does a girl have one of those?” she asked and she flicked his shrunken penis.  It was no larger now than perhaps her pinky.

As she did this, Kyle became desperate to fight back in some way.  Up to now, he’d had no control over his body, but his concentrated anger was just enough for him to overcome whatever it was that had taken over his body and it gave him a moment’s freedom.  He used that freedom to do the one thing he did whenever he felt he lacked control, he lunged forward and tried to tackle Millie.  Unfortunately, at barely taller than five feet and at just a hair over 120 pounds, his tackle didn’t have the effect it normally did.  To the contrary, he grabbed her in what became a hug and she threw him down onto the bed.

“Oh no you don’t!” she exclaimed

A moment later, she was on top of Kyle.  She grabbed him, spun him, turned him, and moved him, controlling him at her whim.  He was helpless to resist, she was now that much stronger.

“Think you can attack me, do you?” she growled.

She spun him onto his stomach and pulled him over her knee.  His feet, in their high heels, were flailing in the air behind him.

“I’ll show you!”

Millie raised her hand high in the air and brought it down with deadly accuracy against his soft, feminine rear.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

She rained blows upon the helpless former football player’s rear.  And with each blow, his rear shook and jiggled so femininely.  What’s more, tears poured from his eyes as he found he couldn’t take even this small amount of pain.

“You’re not strong anymore, Kylie
.  And you’re certainly not in charge,” laughed Millie cynically.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

More tears came.  Kylie’s rear was now red and inflamed.

“You do as you’re told!  Do you understand?”

Kylie bit his lip through the tears.  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

“Good.  Now we’re going to get up.  You’re going to pack your things and we’re going to leave.  We’re going back to my sorority and you’re going to begin your new life.  Do you understand?”

Kylie wanted to scream, “No!!!” but nothing came out.  Instead, he whimpered and they said, “Yes, Ma’am.  But if we leave before midnight, won’t I still have a penis, Ma’am?”

Millie glanced at his tiny, erect fraud of a penis.  “You barely have one now.”

“But shouldn’t we wait until it’s gone?”

Millie smirked.  She hadn’t expected to hear that from Kyle.  “No, I think it will be a good reminder of your place.”  She let go of her grip.  “Now get packing.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Kylie.  He stood up.  “What should I pack?”

She shrugged her shoulders.  “Whatever was in your closet.”

With that, Kylie tottered towards the door.  He could never take everything from their closet, but there were definitely some numbers he wanted to pack.  He would take what would fit.

“One more thing,” said Millie just as he reached the door.  “Make sure you pack your jersey.”

“My jersey?”

“You can wear it for Halloween.”

—o—

Back across the hall, Joy went to see Jeff.  Jeff lay on the bed naked except for the red panties pulled down beneath his balls.  This was as far as the feminization had gotten with him before he took control.  He could still feel it struggling against him though.  He wasn’t sure what it was, if it was a ghost or the power of suggestion or something else, but something was pushing him to feminize himself:  put on a dress... put on some heels... put on some lingerie... you know you want to.

“I don’t want to,” he growled back at it, but it remained, pushing him, demanding, cajoling.

They had reached a standoff, however.

Unfortunately, while the thing could not make him feminize himself, he could spare no energy to escape either.  It took all his concentration and focus just to maintain the standoff.  In fact, it was only the distraction caused by Kyle which allowed it to put him into the panties.

Joy now stood over the bed, looking down at the helpless Jeff.  Jeff looked back.  He was worried.  In the tight leather dress and the outrageously tall spike heels, she looked like a dominatrix to him.  Such women could be cruel.  Could she?

“Was that Kyle?” she asked.

Jeff reluctantly nodded.  Speaking would require too much energy.

Joy looked at Jeff’s erection covered in the lipstick and snickered.  She could only imagine what Kyle had done to it.  In a way, she wished she had seen that.  The thought kind of excited her.  “Did Kyle do what I think he did?” she asked and she pointed at his stiff erection.

Jeff tried not to think about it.  He didn’t respond.

Joy still knew the answer.  “And you let him?”

Jeff shuddered.  He couldn’t think about it.  He needed to focus.  More than that, he needed her help.  He needed her to get him out of here before he lost control and the same things that happened to Kyle started happening to him.  He couldn’t believe what had happened with Kyle.

“Well, I suppose I should help you,” said Joy.

Jeff perked up.  There was hope!

“We should probably get you out of here before things change,” she added.

Jeff breathed a sigh of relief.  He was saved!

Only... as she started toward the bed to help him stand up, she suddenly saw her high-heeled wedges lying next to the bed where Jeff had dropped them after stripping them off earlier.

She furrowed her brow.

“Where did you get those?!” she demanded.

Jeff swallowed hard.  He had no good answer.  He had stolen them because he wanted them, but he couldn’t admit that.  “I— I don’t know—”

“You do know,” exclaimed Joy.  Her desire to help him was fading very fast.  “Tell me the truth, Jeff.  Why did you steal my shoes?  What were you going to do to them?”

Jeff had a problem.  He needed to concentrate to stave off this powerful force trying to feminize him and he couldn’t get into a debate with Joy, but if he couldn’t think of some way to explain this away, she wasn’t going to help him.  In fact, she was going to do much worse than that, as he was just about to discover.

Joy folded her arms and glared at the young man.  She was angry.  What’s more, she knew the power she had at the moment.  She had realized the situation he was in and that he couldn’t spare the energy to argue with her.  She was willing to use that against him now.

“Tell me the truth, or else,” she said.  She let the “or else” hang in the air.

Jeff had no answer to give, and he was starting to realize she wasn’t going to help him anymore.  He needed to get out of there on his own.  So he took a deep breath and tried to stand up.  Before he could move, however, Joy struck.  She bent over and picked up her wedges.

“You like these?  Well, put them on,” she ordered.

Jeff felt her command tear through him.  He couldn’t resist both this feminizing force and her.  Something had to give.  So a moment later, he took the shoes from Joy’s outstretched fingers and sat up to slip into them.

“Please don’t,” he said.

Joy said nothing, however, and Jeff slipped his feet into the wedges.  They fit perfectly.  He worked the buckles.  They felt very natural on his feet and he suddenly couldn’t see himself wearing anything other than heels.  He knew this was wrong, however, and he stared at the wedges in horror!

“What have they done to me?” he gasped.

“Are you going to tell me the truth now?” asked Joy.

“They just showed up!” he lied.

“Liar,” said Joy.  She now walked over to the closet.  She seemed emboldened.  “I knew there was something weird about you.  I could feel it in the way I kept catching you staring at me.  And seeing now that you stole my shoes, well, that just confirms it, doesn’t it?”

She rifled through the closet and grabbed various items.

“Please help me,” he said.  “I don’t want to become a girl!”

Joy chuckled.  “Really?  Then why did you steal my shoes?  Why steal girl’s shoes if you don’t want to be a girl?”  She returned to the bed with an armload of clothes.  She set them on the bed next to Jeff.  “Do you know, I think I’m actually going to enjoy this?”

Jeff looked at the collection of clothes in horror.  If she put him in those, he would turn into a woman just as Kyle had done.  He shook his head, but she ignored him.  She had picked up a bra and was holding it to his chest, taunting him.

“Should I make you wear this?” she asked.

Jeff shook his head.  “No!”

“Oh?  Do you want a bigger one?”  She grabbed another bra with bigger cups and held it to his chest.  “If I make you wear this, I’ll bet you grow huge boobs,” she said.  She then held the bra to her own chest and puffed up the cups with her hand.  “It looks like you’ll be a D-cup.  Do you want to be a D-cup?”

Jeff shook his head.

Joy snickered.  “Then you need to do what I say.”

Jeff swallowed hard.

“For stealing my shoes and being creepy, you need to be punished,” continued Joy.  “To decide your punishment, you need to make a choice.  You either put on this bra and grow breasts, or you ask me to slip those panties over your little dick and we shrink him away to nothing.”  As she said this, she latched her hand onto his erection and shook it.

Jeff was horrified.  He shook his head to beg her not to make him do this.  He could feel how close he was to losing control.

She just smiled evilly in response.  “Make your choice,” she said.

Jeff struggled with his decision.  He was sure he would grow breasts if she put the bra on him.  That’s what happened to Kyle.  But he wasn’t sure his penis would really shrink.  He’d had the panties on earlier and it hadn’t happened.  Maybe nothing would happen?

He opened his mouth only to close it again.  He couldn’t risk his penis.

Joy giggled.  “You asked for it,” she said.

“Wait!”

It was too late.  She handed him the bra.  “Put this on.”

He suddenly found he had no power to resist.  He slipped his arms through the bra straps and pulled it to his chest.  Then he reached around behind his back and attached the clasp.  As he did, his chest began to feel so heavy.  He didn’t even need to look to know that he now had breasts to fill the bra.

“Magnificent!” exclaimed Joy and she tickled his nipple.

Jeff felt an intense tingle race through his body.  When she touched his nipple, it felt as if she had grabbed the head of his penis and rubbed it.  His whole body trembled in ecstasy.  His penis shot fully to attention too.

Joy looked at it scornfully.

“We still may need to shrink that.”

“Why?!” he gasped.

“I don’t want you being too proud.  Of course, on the other hand, it might be fun watching you trying to hide that beneath your dresses.  You will be wearing dresses from now on, you know.”

Jeff was overcome with an humiliating image of his future.  He saw himself dressed as a woman, but looking like a man, with his erection poking out his dress before him.  He imagined himself working as a waitress and groups of young women pointing and laughing as he served them.  He couldn’t let that happen.  He wasn’t a bad guy.  He only stole her shoes... well, and lots of panties and bras and other things.  Either way, he didn’t deserve to be feminized!  So he glanced at the door and he decided to try again to make a break for it!

Joy saw this, however.

“Oh no, you don’t,” she said.  She handed him a vial of nail polish.  “Here, keep yourself busy as I think about what I want to do next.”

Jeff took the nail polish and his escape attempt failed.

As Jeff painted his nails, Joy looked through the closet.  From time to time, she looked back at Jeff, sizing him up.  An idea had come to her:  he was hers.  He was hers to do with as she pleased.  She could make anything she wanted of him.  If she wanted him to have enormous breasts, she could do that.  If she wanted him to have a tiny penis or no penis, she could do that to.  She could give him any shape she wanted.  She could build her own man-woman!

“So what do I want?” she asked herself.

Joy closed her eyes and imagined what her perfect man-woman would look like.  She smiled and grabbed a corset which would give him an hourglass figure.  It would give him larger breasts too, if the cups were any indication.  He already wore heels.  She wanted him to keep his dick, as large as it was too; it would come in useful to her.  But delicate lace gloves would give him small, delicate feminine hands.  A hair band should give him long, feminine hair.  A little dab of makeup should make his face more feminine too.

That would be Jeff.  That would be a man who needed to live as a woman but could not escape the fact he was still a man.  He would be hers... her toy.  This made her happy.

Of course, all of that assumed the ghost was real and that it worked the way Joy thought it did.  Seeing Kyle suggested that it did.  Still, she couldn’t know.  At the very least, though, she figured she had nothing to lose by trying.

It was time to find out.

She picked up the corset and approached Jeff.


Chapter Nine: “Ellen Kandler Appears”

—o—

Professor Meyer stood before the mirror.  He barely remembered coming back upstairs.  All he remembered was how badly he wanted to see the little pink dress again.  He now found himself holding it as he stared into his own eyes in the mirror.  He felt bewitched.

“Why am I so obsessed with this dress?” he asked.  “Maybe because it’s pretty.”

He placed the dress against his torso.  It would never fit.  Suddenly, he realized he should not be thinking about this dress and he shook his head, snapping out of the sort of trance he was in.

“I need to find the others,” he told himself.

“Why?  I’m sure they’re all right,” a voice answered.

He shook his head.

“There’s something wrong in this house.  I need to find the rest of the team.  We need to leave before midnight.”  He looked at his watch.  It was ten minutes to midnight.  They needed to go now.

He looked down at the dress and held it against his torso once more.  It still wouldn’t fit.  That made him sad.  Why was he thinking about this dress again?  He turned to throw it on the bed.

“Why don’t you put it on?” asked Hillary from the doorway.

“This is my room.  You shouldn’t be in here!” he snapped.

She snickered.  “I don’t think you’re going to be telling anyone what they should or should not be doing anymore.”

A chill raced down the Professor’s spine.  “What do you mean?”

“Put on the dress, Professor.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s your future.”

Meyer suddenly felt an almost overwhelming desire to slip into the dress.  He stopped himself at the last moment though.  Putting on the pretty dress didn’t sound right for some reason.

“I won’t,” he said.

“Put it on, Eric
.”  Hillary said his first name with disdain.  She knew he considered it disrespectful when she used that instead of his title.

“Why do you want me to put it on?”

“Because that’s why I brought you here.”

“You?  You brought
 me here?” asked the Professor incredulously.

“That’s right, Professor.  I brought
 you here.  I knew about the house.  I knew what the house did.  I knew it was real.  And I brought you here.  I brought you here because I was sick of you looking down on me, treating me like a fool, you claiming credit for my work.  You’ve been stopping me from getting tenure for two years now.  Did you really think I wouldn’t respond?  Well, this is my response.”

Meyer furrowed his brow.  He was angry she had fooled him, but even more he was worried about what she had in mind.  “What are you going to do?” he asked nervously.

Hillary let out a cynical laugh.

This didn’t sound good to the Professor and something inside him told him it was time to flee.  But could he get away from the mirror?  He took a deep breath, dug down deep, tossed the dress onto the bed, and started toward the open door.  When he reached the door, however, Hillary snickered.

“Oh, you think it will be that easy?” she asked.  “Just walk out of here?”

Her voice seemed to freeze him.

He now stood on the threshold, staring out into the hallway with Hillary behind him.  He could sense that she had picked up the dress.  She then walked up behind him and whispered in his ear.

“You forgot something,” she said.

She placed the dress in his hand.  It felt so good to touch it.  It was soft and light.  It was so pretty too.

Just then, the Professor heard a noise in the hallway.  He couldn’t stick his head out into the hallway, but he could see what was happening.  Joy was coming down the hallway with Jeff.  She still wore the black leather dress and the black skyscraper heels.  There was an enormous look of satisfaction on her face.  She was strutting rather than walking.

Behind her, sheepishly, came Jeff.  He wore panties and a bra and lace gloves.  On his delicate feet were high-heeled mules.  He had an enormous erection which swung free.  On his chest were large, firm breasts with tremendous nipples.  His hair was long and flowing.  His makeup was pretty, but his face remained that of a man.  He carried Joy’s bags.

“Joy, help me!” said the Professor.

Joy stopped and stared at the Professor.  She put her hands on her hips.  She spread her legs as wide as the tight leather skirt would let her.  It was quite a dominant pose.

“Help you?” she asked.

“Yes, help me!  Hillary is trying to turn me into a woman!  She tricked us all.”

Joy snickered and pointed to the floor.  “You want my help?  Then get down on your knees.”  Her tone was harsh and yet seductive.  A powerful, sly smile appeared upon her lips.  This was a new Joy indeed.

The Professor was shocked at her humiliating demand.  Nevertheless, he knew the consequences if Joy didn’t help him, so he wasted no time in dropping to his knees before her.  She then stuck out her foot, right before him.

“Kiss my foot,” she commanded.

The Professor looked at her tall high-heeled shoe and her toes sticking out the open front.  The last thing he wanted to do was to kiss her foot.  That would be demeaning and disgusting!  But he had little choice.  He needed her help.  So he bent over, closed his eyes and kissed her toes.

She laughed coldly.

“Will you help me now, please?” he asked.

Joy bent down and took his chin in her hand, holding his face up toward hers.  She said one firm word:  “No.”

“Then why did you make me kiss your foot?!” he demanded.

“Because I wanted you to.”

With that, Joy rose to her full height and started down the hallway again.  “Come along, toy,” she called for Jeff.  Jeff meekly followed after her, his feet slapping against his high-heeled mules.

“Jeff!  Help me!” called the Professor.

Jeff averted his eyes and slunk past.

“Put on the dress, Professor,” said Hillary again.

Meyer could no longer resist.  He stood up and returned to Hillary.  She took the dress from him.  Then he started stripping off his shirt and pants and underwear.  Soon, he stood naked before her.  He was surprisingly hard.

“Say goodbye to that,” she said and she gave him the dress back.

“It will never fit,” he said.

“Put it on.
”

The Professor slipped his arms into the dress and pulled it over his head.  It was super tight.  He wasn’t even sure he could get his head through its collar.  But he managed somehow.  He then tugged it down to his shoulders.  Surprisingly, it fit over his shoulders as well.  He was amazed.  The dress had seemed so small and, yet, it fit.  This actually made him happy.  He wasn’t sure why, but it did.

“I can’t believe this fits,” he said to Hillary.

He looked up at Hillary as he spoke.  His jaw dropped when he did.  Hillary had been smaller than him, but now she towered over him.  She must have been two feet taller than he was!

“How—?  How—?  How is this happening?!” he gasped.

Hillary laughed again.  “It’s a little girl’s
 dress, Erica.  You’re turning into a little girl.”

Meyer spun around and looked into the mirror.  Sure enough, he had shrunk to the size of a twelve year old girl and his body was becoming feminine.  A thought hit him and he grabbed his crotch.  It was smooth.  His manhood was gone.  He angrily pointed an accusing finger at Hillary.

“You’ll never get away with this!” he exclaimed in his tiny, feminine voice.

“Are you serious?” asked Hillary condescendingly.

“You can’t just turn a full professor into a little girl!”

Hillary shrugged her shoulders.  “Why not?”

“I’ll tell everyone what you did!”

“And who’s going to believe you?”

This question struck the Professor like a ton of bricks.  No one would believe him.  How could they?  Anyone he told would think he was crazy.  Even worse, he suddenly realized that he no longer had any money or any credit.  He couldn’t drive.  He, the little girl, didn’t even officially exist.  Hillary had him by the balls... so to speak.

“What are you going to do with me?” he squeaked nervously.

“So long as you behave, I’ll take you home and raise you to be a proper young lady.  If you misbehave though, then you’re on your own,” said Hillary.

The Professor bit his lip.  The prospect of living the rest of his life as a woman was deeply humiliating.  Even worse, he would need to start again as a child, a female child.  Worse yet, he would need to obey his assistant as she “raised” him.  This was horrible.  But what choice did he have?  A humiliating tear rolled down his girly, rosy cheek.

“I can’t believe you did this,” he said.

As he did, he glanced up into Hillary’s face.  Behind her eyes, he suddenly recognized something familiar.  She had the same eyes Ellen Kandler did in the painting.  He gasped.

Hillary laughed, seeing the recognition in his face.

“Yes,” she said.  “I’m Ellen Kandler’s great granddaughter.  How else do you think I knew about all of this and arranged it?  I own this house.  And now, I own you too.”

Meyer’s jaw dropped.  He truly had been fooled.


Epilogue

—o—

It was the one year anniversary of the Femford House expedition.

Professor Hillary Duncaster now ran the department that once belonged to Professor Eric Meyer, after his disappearance.  Her paper had just been published debunking the existence of Ellen Kandler’s ghost.  The paper had made local news and also secured her tenure, but it didn’t calm the enthusiasm for the legend.  To celebrate her tenure, she threw a party for the members of the expedition team.

“Make sure you finish setting out those plates,” said Hillary to the young blonde girl known to everyone as her daughter Erica.

The doorbell rang.

“Oops, someone’s here.  Forget the plates.  Answer the door, Erica,” said Hillary.

“Yes, Ma’am,” said “Erica”.

Erica marched across the living room to the front door.  She wore a small pink dress fitting for a girl of twelve.  Of course, she wasn’t really a girl of twelve.  Indeed, she wasn’t even a “she.”  But that is how she needed to live now.  What else could the former professor do in this tiny body?

He opened the door.  There, much taller than he remembered, were Karen and her boyfriend Todd.  Only, Todd wasn’t Todd anymore.  After being transformed into Karen’s willing maid, Todd took up the role full time.  Karen changed his name to Toddette officially and he now lived and worked as her personal maid.

Hillary came over and kissed Karen on the cheek.

“Karen!  How’ve you been?!” exclaimed Hillary.

“I’ve been great, Hillary.  How are you?”

“Wonderful, just wonderful.”

At this point, Todd stepped into the house.  He wore a black and white traveling uniform, which was a little less ornate than the ones he wore at home.  It still stopped just above his knees, however, and he still wore five-inch high-heeled sandals.  He walked into the foyer and executed the perfect curtsey.

“Hello, Ma’am,” he said.

Hillary looked him up and down.  His submissive nature always made her wet.  Male submission always did that to her.  She smiled.  “Hello, Toddette,” she said.  “Why don’t you help Erica set the table and put out the snacks?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

“Congratulations on making full professor,” said Karen.

“Thank you,” replied Hillary.

“That’s fantastic.”

Just then, the doorbell rang again.  As Hillary stood right next to it, she opened it herself.  On the other side stood Joy.  She wore an innocent looking white lacy sundress and white and brown wedges.  A sharp eye, however, would spot her leather bra peeking out at times and the pantylines cast by her leather panties.

Behind Joy stood Jeff.  Jeff looked meek as always.

“Hang up my jacket,” said Joy and she held out her light jacket.  Jeff took it and went to the closet.  “Get me a drink when you’re done with that.  And do it right, or it will be another week before I let you touch yourself.”

“Yes, Ma’am,’ said Jeff.

Meyer watched this and told himself that things could have been worse for him.  He returned to the kitchen to fetch the snacks.  He and Toddette grabbed them and brought them out to the coffee table.

As he returned to the living room, he saw Millie and two of her sorority sisters walking through the door.  A few paces behind them came a small young woman in a tight dress and serious high heels.  She was blonde and had a similar facial structure to Kyle, who had quit the football team and the school overnight.  In fact, if one looked closely enough at this young woman – who coincidentally went by Kylie – she would come across as an echo of Kyle.  She came to the party with two young males at her side one on each arm.  They hoped to get lucky tonight.  They would.  Millie had already said they would.

“Things could be much
 worse,” Meyer told himself.

Hillary picked up a drink.  “Welcome everyone!  I propose a toast.  To Femford House!”

The other women all smiled.

The End.


Bonus Story by Crystal Summers

—o—
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Chapter 1: “The Challenge”

There’s no such thing as curses!  That’s what Bill, Ron and Dwayne believed when their cheerleader girlfriends challenged them to spend the night at Sissy Manor.  Perhaps they shouldn’t have been so sure.

—o—

Bill laughed condescendingly at his girlfriend Heidi.  “This is the modern world, baby.  No one believes in curses,” he said.  Then he downed his beer.  He let out a loud belch and knowingly rolled his eyes at his friends Ron and Dwayne, which caused them to chuckle.

“Gross!” said Heidi when he belched, and she pushed him away.

“Then take the bet,” said Dwayne’s girlfriend Caroline.  She tapped the table with her finger when she spoke for emphasis.  “If there’s no such thing as curses, then take the bet.”

“Forget it,” said Bill dismissively.

“I told you he was afraid,” scoffed Caroline.

Her words cut through Bill’s ego like a knife.  “I’m not afraid of anything,” he retorted angrily.

“Then prove it
!  Take the bet.”

Bill shook his head dismissively.  “Why?  It’s a stupid bet.”

“If it’s so stupid, then you have nothing to fear, do you?”

“He’s afraid,” said Heidi.

“Imagine that!  A big strong athlete like you, the star of the team, afraid to spend one single night in a strange house because he’s scared of a little curse,” said Ron’s girlfriend Barb.

This made the other girls giggle and Bill’s blood boil.

“I’m not afraid of anything
.  I just don’t want to waste a perfectly good night staying at some supposedly haunted house when everybody knows there’s no such thing as curses or magic.”

“He’s afraid.  I can see it in his eyes,” said Caroline.

Barb pointed at Ron and Dwayne.  “This goes for you two boys too.”

Ron and Dwayne blushed.  They didn’t like having their manhoods impugned, but they weren’t as sure as Bill that there was no curse.  They’d heard a lot of rumors after all.

“Look, I told you,” said Bill, “I am not afraid of anything!”

Caroline stared right into his eyes.  “Then take the bet.”  She looked at Ron and Dwayne next.  “Each of you.  Take the bet.  All three of you need to take the bet or we’re going to believe you’re just a bunch of scared little girls.”

Heidi and Barb nodded their heads in agreement.

Bill pursed his lips.  He wasn’t scared.  After all, it was just a legend, a myth, a stupid superstition.  It was nothing to fear.  He just didn’t like wasting his time, and he definitely didn’t like being teased about turning into a girl.  But, he also wasn’t going to sit here and let others think he was afraid, especially his girlfriend and her friends.  So he looked to Ron and Dwayne to make sure they were with him.  They seemed to be.  He turned back to face Caroline.

“All right, we’ll take your stupid bet.  The three of us will spend the night at ‘Sissy Manor.’  And here’s what we get when we win,” said Bill.

“If
 you win—”

“When
 we win,” he said firmly.

“Fine, name your terms,” said Caroline and she folded her arms.

Bill smirked.  He and his friends had only been dating these girls for a few weeks and he liked Heidi a lot, but he found he had a strong sexual attraction to Caroline.  Here was his chance to get something he couldn’t otherwise get... or maybe that was the beer thinking?  “When
 we win, you give each of us a blowjob.”

“Me?!” gasped Caroline.

“Yes, you
,” said Bill.  As he said this, he saw Dwayne frown out of the corner of his left eye and Heidi glare at him to his right.  He had overstepped himself.  He needed to back.  “You
, as in all three of you, need to give us blowjobs.”

“No way!” protested Barb.  “That’s disgusting.”

“Yeah, forget it,” said Caroline.  “Name something else.”

Heidi said nothing.

“No.  I’m not going to name anything else,” said Bill smugly.  “You made this big deal about how you know
 the legend is real and you spent half an hour daring me to do it and calling me a chicken if I didn’t, but now you aren’t willing to put your money where your mouth is.”

“No,” replied Caroline sharply, “I don’t want to put my mouth where your—”

“Chicken,” said Bill.

This got under Heidi’s skin.  She had a lot of pride, perhaps even more than Bill.  She also knew that the boys would never make it through the night.  No one ever did.  Everyone who tried came running from the house in sheer terror before morning.  That made this a can’t-lose proposition for the girls.  And if the boys ran, then she would have taken these sexist, arrogant boys down a peg or two; Bill in particular had become unbearable since his team won the state championship, and she wouldn’t mind having something to hold over him whenever he waved his dick around.

On the other hand, if they stayed the night... well, she didn’t really have any problems giving a blowjob.

“Fine!” said Heidi.

The other girls stared at her in disbelief.

“If you win, then we’ll give each of you blowjobs,” said Heidi.  “But if we win, then each of you needs to stand before the whole cheerleading squad and tell them that you’re scared little girls who are too afraid to sleep in the big bad house overnight.”

Before anyone could stop them, Bill and Heidi shook hands.

It was a bet.

—o—

It was Friday, day of the bet.  It was early evening.  The three boys stood before “Sissy Manor.”  Its official name was 425 Rockingbird Lane, but no one called it that.  The house had been unoccupied for years.  Rumor had it that no one wanted to buy the house because of the legend.  Others said the house was just too expensive for the neighborhood, while others said it was tied up in a trust.  No one knew for sure, but everyone knew the legend:

One day, a happy young couple moved into the house.  They were very much in love and wanted to start a family.  They had chosen the house because the wife was pregnant with twins – some versions of the legend say triplets – and they needed a large house.  But the wife’s mother despised the husband and wanted to break them up.  So she put a curse on the house which would cause the husband to turn into a woman.  Then, she reasons, her daughter would leave this man.

The couple moved in and spent their first night in the house.

In the middle of the night, the wife awoke to discover that her husband was indeed turning into a woman.  He had breasts and curves and everything by that point.  The only part of him that hadn’t changed was his penis because the curse hadn’t finished yet.  In a panic, she grabbed her half-feminized husband and fled the house, never to return.

Unfortunately, by fleeing the house before the curse finished, the curse never dissipated.  Instead, it remained permanently affixed to the house, always looking to complete itself.  Because of this, according to the legend, any male who dares to stay in the house overnight will find himself turning into a woman, with the exception of his penis.  If he doesn’t flee by morning, that too will be gone.

That is the legend of Sissy Manor.

Rumor has it that many have tested the curse but all fled before midnight.  Each reported strange happenings before they fled, happenings they wouldn’t describe, and all refused ever to return.  Did any of this really happen?  Well, there are, of course, rumors of a guy known only by a friend of a friend who did stay the whole night and was completely transformed, but no one has ever come forward to admit that this has happened to them.  Many claim to have known someone who knew someone who emerged with breasts or a feminine hourglass shape, but again no such person has ever been identified by name.

As for the couple who abandoned the home, there are rumors that the husband now works as a stripper... nay, a hooker... nay, a nurse, depending on which version you want to believe.  Some versions even have him pregnant.

Many people actually believe this story, though most know better.  For the most part, the legend is used as a sort of boogeyman by the local girls when their boyfriends become a little too smug.

“So that’s Sissy Manor,” said Dwayne.  He looked up at the large house before them; it was really more of a mansion than a house.  “I’ve never been this close to it before.”

“Kind of creepy, isn’t it?” asked Ron.

“Oh yeah, I can feel my dick shrinking already,” said Bill snidely.  “Look, guys, it’s just a stupid house.  Don’t let the girls mess with your heads.  It’s just one night and then we each get blowjobs from three of the hottest chicks in the school.  So stick together, because I’m not telling the cheerleaders I’m some sort of little girl.”

The other two nodded.

Just then, a car pulled up behind the boys as they stood on the front walkway.  It was the girls.

“Speaking of the girls,” said Bill and he motioned over his shoulder toward the car.  “Remember:  don’t fall for anything they say.  This is all just a mental game.  They want us to panic.”

“Right,” said Ron.

“Got it,” said Dwayne.

Meanwhile, the girls climbed out of the car.  They were beautiful, as one would expect from cheerleaders, and their beauty was enhanced by their red and white uniforms, uniforms which showed off their shapely legs and their firm breasts.  They had just come from practice.

“Hey guys,” called out Caroline.

“As you can see, we’re here,” said Bill.

“It looks to me like you’re standing around outside
, not inside.”

The girls came up the walkway past the rusting iron gate.  They wrapped their arms around their boyfriends and kissed them.  Heidi stood on her tiptoes to kiss Bill on the lips.  He was much larger than she was.  The other two were large boys as well, though Bill was the biggest.

“Besides,” added Heidi, “you know the curse, nothing happens until you try to stay overnight.”

Bill wrapped his arm around Heidi’s small shoulders and hugged her, though he focused on Caroline hugging Dwayne behind her.  He got hard just looking at her, and her soft lips... lips he desperately wanted to see around his penis.  It was a good thing Heidi couldn’t read his mind.  “Yeah, well, we’ll be inside soon, and then tomorrow, you’ll be on your knees,” he said to Caroline.

Caroline snickered.  “We’ll see about that.  More likely, tomorrow we’ll be taking our new girl
friends shopping for clothes.  You’re going to look so darn cute in a tight pink dress, and I’ve got the perfect heels for you, Billi.”

Bill blushed at the mention of him wearing women’s clothes, and he felt a jolt of weakness.  “Well, you can shove those heels.  There’s no such thing as magic or curses,” said Bill, trying not to let his embarrassment show.

“All talk,” said Caroline.  “I still don’t see you headed toward the door.”

“I don’t have the key,” said Bill sourly.

At this comment, Barb stepped forward.  She produced a silver key from her purse.  “My mom is a realtor.  I got his from her.  Don’t lose it,” she said.

Bill took the key.  For the next few moments, they all stood there in silence, staring at the house.  Were they really going to do this?  Was there really a curse?  Was it smart to tempt fate?

Caroline finally snickered.  “Well?  You have the key.  What are you waiting for, boys?  Or are you planning to back out already?”

Bill glared at her.  He looked at his two friends.  They each nodded their heads.  They were determined.  They turned to face the house and the boys marched inside.  The girls watched them enter.

“So long, boys
,” said Caroline softly.

Heidi and Barb snickered.


Chapter 2: “Inside The House”

Once inside, the boys were amazed to find the house fully furnished.  Not only that, but everything seemed to be clean and well cared-for.  They had expected it to be completely empty, with everything dirty and in disarray.

“That’s creepy,” said Dwayne.  “Why would an abandoned house be furnished and cleaned?”

“Maybe the ghosts clean it,” said Ron and he laughed nervously.

“It’s a curse, not ghosts.”

Ron shrugged his shoulders.  “When it’s magic, who knows how it works?  Maybe the curse hires a ghost to keep it clean.  Or maybe there is no curse!  Maybe it’s been a ghost all along... the ghost of an owner who woke up one morning to find that his wife had dressed him in her clothes and cut off his balls.”

Despite their joking tone, Ron and Dwayne cringed.

Bill rolled his eyes.  “Will you two grow up?!  There is no curse.  There are no ghosts.  This is all bullcrap invented by kids to explain why a house has stayed empty over the years.  Don’t believe it
.  Don’t even start to believe it
.  If you start to believe this, then it will take hold in your mind and you’ll start to fall for it.”

Ron bit his lip.  “But how do you explain the house being clean?”

“You heard the answer from Barb:  realtors.  Most likely, the realtors hire somebody to keep the place clean so they can sell it.  Alternatively, the girls snuck in here and cleaned it just to scare you two into thinking the place is haunted by a ghost with a cleaning fetish.”

Ron and Dwayne blushed.  They suddenly felt stupid.

“So what do we do now?” asked Ron.

“I was thinking we should all take a seat in the living room and wait out the night,” said Dwayne.

Bill furrowed his brow and shook his head.  “Forget it.  We’re not going to act like we’re scared and sit around in a circle, holding hands like little girls.  Seriously, what would Coach say?  We won state.  We can handle anything, and acting all girly isn’t going to happen.”

“What do you suggest then?”

“I say we hang out here and play some cards until bedtime.  Then we pick our bedrooms and we go to bed, just like we would any other night.  Then, in the morning, we get up and we leave.”

Ron and Dwayne both visibly shuddered.

“All night,” repeated Ron.

“Alone?” added Dwayne.

Bill saw this and let out a withering laugh.  “Oh come on, don’t be cowards, you little pussies.”

Ron bit his lip.  “It’s not that we’re afraid,” he said cautiously, “but why take the risk?”

“‘Risk’?!  Dude, listen to yourself!  You’re telling me that you want to huddle together like scared little girls because you’re worried about ‘the risk’ from some made-up magical curse.  Seriously, grow a pair!  Be a man!”

Ron blushed, as did Dwayne.  It was clear they were worried, but they couldn’t admit that to Bill, and neither was willing to mention their real fears... so they would follow Bill’s lead, even as both of them wanted to run screaming from the house right now and never come back.  Thus, they moved to the living room and, for the next hour, they played poker.  After a string of bad hands, however, Bill grew tired of the game and decided it was time to explore the house.

“I could use a break.  I’m gonna check out the rooms,” he said.

The other two looked at him nervously as he rose from the table.  They didn’t budge.

Bill snickered.  “Come on, chickens.”

They still didn’t move.

Bill shook his head.  “You two are unbelievable.  Fine, stay here and be chickens.  I’m gonna go claim a room.”

With that, Bill went upstairs.

—o—

Bill stood at the top of the stairs looking down the hallway.  The hallway was long and dark with several rooms on either side.  This was an enormous house, even larger than it looked from the street.  He started down the hallway.  He moved slowly, somewhat cautiously.  He came to the first bedroom.  Much to his surprise, the room was furnished like the rest of the house and there were even sheets on the bed.  He walked over to the bed and sniffed the sheets.  They smelled freshly cleaned.

“I guess the maid came today,” he said to himself.  For a brief moment, he bit his lip as he suddenly doubted that the realtors would have the house cleaned after this many years on the market.  Then he shook off his doubts.  “Well, that’s lucky that we won’t have to sleep on the floor.”

He looked around the room.  This was a small bedroom obviously intended for guests.  Everything was pinkish with white trim.  The room contained a bed, a small table, a mirror, and a chair.  The closet was open and it was empty.  Lace curtains blocked the view out the window.

“Well, it’s a nice room, but it’s too small for me.  Where’s the master bedroom?”

Bill walked back out the door and made his way down the hallway.  He stuck his head into each room as he went.  In each, he found roughly the same thing:  a bed, complete with clean sheets and bedding, a desk or table, a chair, a dresser or chest of drawers, and an empty closet.  And as he made his way down the hallway, the rooms became bigger.  Finally, he arrived at the other end of the hallway.

“This has to be the master bedroom,” he said.

Unlike the other rooms, the door to this room was closed and he couldn’t into the room.  That actually made him nervous, so he stood there for a moment, trying to build up the courage to open the door.

“Stop being an idiot,” he told himself.

He reached for the doorknob.  He still couldn’t bring himself to turn it.

“Just do it,” he said.

He took a deep breath.

“Open it.  There’s nothing inside.”

He finally opened the door.  He was right, this was the master bedroom.  The room was huge, being at least double the size of the other rooms.  The room had a large bed, probably king-size, and more furniture than the others.  Included among that furniture was a stand-alone mirror in which he could see his entire body.  He saw his image reflected in that mirror as he stood in the door.

“Nice room,” said Bill aloud.  He still felt strangely nervous, though he didn’t know why.

Bill walked over to the bed.  He sat down on the mattress and instantly felt more relaxed.  In fact, he felt so relaxed that he kicked off his shoes and pulled his legs up onto the mattress.  He lay on his back with his legs crossed at the ankle and his head resting on his arms, which were crossed behind his head.  His eyes felt heavy.

“Wow, I feel like I could sleep,” he said.

A moment later, his eyes shot open.  Had he fallen asleep?  He didn’t know.  He sat up on the edge of the bed.  He felt good.  He felt relaxed.  He wasn’t worried about the curse at all anymore.

“I should go downstairs and see what Ron and Dwayne are up to,” he said to himself.  He stretched.  Then he derisively added, “They’re probably hiding in the corner, hugging each other.”

Bill rose from the bed and started toward the door.  That’s when he noticed a white piece of cloth sticking out the closed closet door; it was trapped between the door and the frame of the closet; he didn’t remember seeing that before.  He walked over to the closet and opened it.  To his surprise, the white cloth turned out to be the sleeve of a wedding dress... a gorgeous wedding dress.  It hung alone in the closet.  On the floor of the closet were a pair of high heels that matched the dress.

Bill laughed.

“That’s really weird.  I swear this wasn’t here before,” he said.

Could someone have snuck it in while he slept?  He only slept a moment, right?  Besides, who would have done that?  He ran his fingers over the dress.  It felt nice, and he was sure that any bride who wore it would look good in it.  But he still didn’t understand how it had gotten here, nor did he understand what a wedding dress would be doing here in the first place.

“Who would put this here?” he asked.

He let out a cynical laugh to hide his nervousness.  Then he knew the answer.

“I get it!” he exclaimed.  “The girls put this here before we showed up.  They’re having fun with us.  They’re trying to scare us into thinking the curse is real.  I’ll bet it’s even in my size.”

Bill pulled the dress from the closet.  He looked at the tag inside the dress.  It was indeed large enough that he could just barely squeeze into it.  He then picked up the shoes.  They were women’s size 8.

“Sorry girls, that’s way too small,” he said, looking down at his size 12 feet.

He tossed the shoes back into the closet.

“What should I do with this?” he asked as he continued to examine the wedding dress.  He thought about taking the dress downstairs and tossing it out on the front porch to show the girls that he would not fall for their scare attempt, but then a different idea hit him.  He smirked.  “This is going to be hilarious!”

—o—

“I’ll tell you,” said Ron to his friend.  “If it wasn’t for Bill, I’d be out of here.”

Dwayne nodded his head.  “Me too!”

“This place gives me the creeps.”

“You and me both.”  Dwayne looked at the cards in his hand and pulled out two, which he set down on the table.  “Give me two,” he said.

Ron dealt two cards to Dwayne.  Then he took two additional cards for himself.  He arranged them in his hand the way he wanted.  He had a full house, queens over jacks.  Dwayne had a queen-high straight.

“Your bet,” said Ron.

Dwayne looked at his cards and then he looked at Ron.  “Tell me honestly:  what do you think about tonight?”

“What about it?”

Dwayne looked around to make sure they were alone.  They were.  He leaned forward.  “About this house.  About tonight.  What do you think about staying?” he asked quietly.

Ron ran his tongue over his teeth.  “Are you saying you want to leave?” he asked cautiously.  The two boys exchanged pleading glances.

“Well—”

“Wooo, woooooo,” moaned a voice behind them.

Ron and Dwayne jumped out of their chairs and spun around in terror.  To their amazed eyes, they saw Bill coming toward them, with his arms out before him like a zombie.  He was dressed in an ill-fitting white wedding gown.

“What the hell?!” exclaimed Dwayne.

“I’m sooooo pretty,” moaned Bill as he lurched toward them.

“It’s Bill!” said Ron.

“Pretty... I’m so pretty,” said Bill.

Ron and Dwayne froze, unable to process what was going on.  Both were trembling.  Both looked to the door as if they might make a break for it.  Then Bill laughed and the tension in the room immediately vanished.

“Ha!  I had you both!” exclaimed Bill.

Dwayne grabbed his chest.  “You had me all right.  You almost gave me a heart attack.  I thought you’d turned into a girl.  I was getting ready to run for my life to save my balls!”

All three of them laughed, though Ron and Dwayne did so nervously.

“Where did you find the dress?” asked Ron.

“It was in one of the closets.  I think the girls left it to scare us,” said Bill.

“Figures.  I knew they would try something,” said Ron.

“Yeah, you knew they had to,” said Bill.  “But if this is the best they’ve got, then this is going to be an easy night.  You guys should check out the rooms.  They’re really nice and the beds are super comfortable.”

Ron looked at the queens in his hand.  “Yeah, sure, after we finish this hand.”

Dwayne looked at the straight in his hand and then at the small pile of money at the center of the table.  He smiled.  “Yeah, after this hand.”

“Fine, one more quick hand,” said Bill.

—o—

Naturally, it took more than just a quick hand.  Indeed, “another hand” quickly turned into two more and then three more and, before they knew it, two hours had passed.  It was getting dark throughout the house.

“All right, let’s wrap it up,” said Bill finally.  He rose from the table.

“Now?”

“Now.”

“Are you sure you wouldn’t rather we just stay down here all night... together
?” asked Ron.

“Come on,” growled Bill.  He grabbed the skirt on his wedding dress, so it wouldn’t knock things over as he made his way through the house, and started toward the stairs.

Reluctantly, Ron and Dwayne rose to their feet.  They didn’t want to go.  They wanted to stay right here, within sight of each other, but Bill wasn’t going to let them do that, and neither had the nerve to stand up to him.  They glanced at each other.  Their eyes met.  Each could see that the other was nervous, but there was nothing they could do about it.

“Come on!” called Bill again.  He now stood by the staircase.

Ron and Dwayne very slowly made their way over to Bill.  Bill then started up the stairs.  He needed to lift his dress so he wouldn’t trip over it, so it still took him several seconds to reach the top of the stairs.  Once there, he turned the corner and disappeared.  Ron and Dwayne looked at each other and winced.  Then they started up the stairs together.

“I hope Bill knows what he’s doing,” said Ron.

“You and me both,” replied Dwayne.

“I don’t know about you, but I’d just as soon we left already.”

Dwayne nodded his head, but didn’t speak; his mouth was too dry to speak.

A moment later, both boys were upstairs.  The hallway was long and dark with several rooms on either side.  There were lights every ten feet or so, but the bulbs were low and old and offered very little illumination; this really gave the house a haunted feel which added to their nervousness.

“My room is at the end of the hall,” called out Bill as he disappeared into his room.  He closed the door behind him.

Ron and Dwayne walked down the hallway to the two rooms next to the master bedroom.  They felt nervous.  When they reached that end of the hallway, Ron went left and Dwayne went right.  Both stopped on the threshold of their rooms and glanced at the other.

“Good luck,” they both said in unison.

Reluctantly, they went inside.


Chapter 3: “Feminine Changes”

Bill closed his bedroom door.  He was tired and wanted to get some rest.  He was disappointed too in his friends.  He couldn’t believe Ron and Dwayne were scared of the curse.

“Who knew my friends were cowards?” he said.

He pulled the wedding dress over his head and tossed it onto a nearby chair.  Then he lay down on the bed.  As he did, something caught his eye near the closet.  The door was closed, even though he had left it open, and there appeared to be a pink cloth of some sort sticking out between the door and the door frame, just as the white sleeve of the wedding dress had stuck out before.

“That’s strange.”

Bill sat up again and stared at the closet.  Something was wrong here.

“I KNOW
 I closed that door, and I KNOW
 the closet was empty!”

Yet, there was definitely pink cloth sticking out of the closet door.

Bill swung his legs over the edge of the bed to the floor and stood up.  He walked over to the closet and yanked open the closet door, half expecting to see Heidi.  Instead, he was stunned to find the closet overflowing with women’s clothing!  There were dresses and blouses and skirts and high-heeled shoes and coats and hats and a dozen other things.

“What the hell?!  How in the world did all
 this get here?” he asked.

He rubbed his eyes, but the clothes remained.  They weren’t an illusion.

“I don’t understand this,” he said with a mixture of confusion and frustration.  “Somebody’s messing with me!  Somebody must have snuck this stuff in here while I was downstairs, but who?  The girls.  It had to be the girls.  It really couldn’t be anyone else.”

He scratched his head.

“But how could they do it?” he asked himself.  He looked at the vast amount of clothes packed into the closet.  “There’s so much.  It must have taken them hours to bring all this in here, and I wasn’t away for hours.  Beside, we would have seen them sneaking upstairs and we would have heard them walking through the ceiling.  There’s no way they could get this many clothes up here without us noticing.”

He ran his fingers over the clothes.  They felt electric, and that electricity made his penis grow erect.  That had never happened to him before; he had never been turned on by touching women’s clothes.

“Weird!” he said.

He grabbed a silk dress and let its soft material slide through his fingers.

“Very nice,” he said unexpectedly.

As he said this, he pulled a pink dress from the closet.  It was cute, but not exciting.  He returned it.  Then he pulled out a green housedress with a floral pattern.  That was better, but it still didn’t make his heart race or anything.

“Maybe something in off-white,” he said absently.

He dug through the collection of dresses until he came to an off-white dress with dark-blue trim.  The colors immediately caught his eye.  They looked very sophisticated and he liked that.

“Wow!  Beautiful!” he said and he pulled the dress from the closet.  He held it up against himself and ran his fingers down its silky front.  This sent shivers down his spine and made his penis throb.  “What an amazing dress!”

Bill walked over to the full-length mirror and held the dress up to his body so he could see the full effect.  It was obviously too small for him, as any woman’s dress would be.  Still, something told him he should try it anyway.  He spread the dress out over his body with his hand and admired it in the mirror.  The dress had a 1940’s feel to it, with buttons down the front, capped sleeves, and a dark-blue trim around the collar, the sleeves and around the hem.  There were also two thin dark-blue lines running parallel down the length of the body from the collar, which approximated the collar on a man’s shirt, all the way to the bottom of the hem.  It had an amazing retro, yet modern feel.

“I wonder if it would fit,” he asked himself.

He looked at the tag.  It said, “Size 0.”  He had no idea what that meant, but he was determined to try it on and find out, so he walked over to the bed and he stripped off his jeans and his shirt.  He kicked off his shoes and pulled off his socks.  That’s when he realized that he couldn’t put on this dress... not without putting on the right lingerie first.  But where would he find that?  He eyed the set of drawers across from his bed.

“I wonder,” he said.

He reached out and pulled open the drawer.  Sure enough, it was packed with lingerie.

“Yes!” he exclaimed and he giggled.

Bill rifled through the drawer until he found a pair of white panties with blue polka-dots, which matched the dress perfectly, a matching bra, a white garterbelt, and a pair of tan stockings.

“These will make my legs look divine!” he said.

Bill then sat down on the bed and rolled up one of the stockings.  He pulled his foot up to the mattress to slide the stocking over his toes.  As he did, he suddenly realized that something was wrong.  He felt disoriented, like a wave had washed over him and he no longer knew which way was forward.  Something was screaming inside his head, but he couldn’t hear it... he couldn’t make out what it wanted.  He looked around confused, trying to figure out what his mind was telling him.  Then he looked down at his foot and the stocking he was about to slide over it.  That’s when it hit him.

“I know!” he exclaimed.  “My toenails are really dull!  I can’t wear this gorgeous dress without painting those first!”

Bill looked around and found a vial of nail polish by the mirror.  Without a moment’s hesitation, he grabbed the polish and started painting his fingernails and his toenails bright red.

“That is so much sexier!” he gushed and he felt more calm again.

It took Bill about ten minutes to paint his nails.  Then he needed to wait for them to dry.  As he waited, he moved over to the mirror and picked up a lipstick and did his lips; he was careful not to mess up his nails though.  Then he looked into the mirror and saw himself.

“What the hell am I doing?!” he suddenly exclaimed.

He jumped up from the chair and looked down at his body.  He was naked except for the paint on his nails.  But somehow, he’d pierced his ears and there were dangly earrings hanging from his ears.  He also noticed that he no longer had any hair on his legs, his chest, his arms or his penis.

“This is impossible!”

Bill raced out into the hallway naked.  He stopped at the first closed door and pounded on it.  He didn’t know if this room belonged to Ron or Dwayne, but right now it didn’t matter.  Something was going wrong and he needed help.

“Let me in!” he yelled.

A moment later, Ron opened the door.  He was wearing a pink miniskirt and a tight pink top.  He had been curling his long black hair.  Bill froze upon seeing how he was dressed.  Clearly, he wasn’t the only one undergoing whatever was happening.

“What’s wrong, Bill?” asked Ron calmly.

“What’s wrong?!  Look at how you’re dressed!  Look at how I’m dressed!”

Ron looked Bill up and down and he giggled.  “You’re not dressed, Bill,” he said with a smile.  Then he reached out and fingered Bill’s penis, which stood out erect before him.

Bill cringed at the very idea that another male would touch his penis, but strangely, he wasn’t able to push Ron’s hand away.  It simply felt too good to move, so he stood there as his friend rubbed his fingers over his penis.

“Please, stop,” said Bill softly... almost in a dreamlike state.

“Don’t you like it when I do this?”

“Of course, I do,” said Bill calmly, even as his mind screamed that he did not.

“You should get dressed, Bill.  You can’t go around naked,” said Ron as he continued tickling the head of Bill’s penis.  This caused a feeling of warmth to come over Bill and he suddenly felt very content and happy.

Bill giggled.  “You’re right; I should put on some clothes.”

The two boys leaned forward and kissed each other on the cheeks... yes, they actually kissed!  Then Bill returned to his room as if nothing unusual had happened.  It was time to finish dressing.
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“Where was I?” asked Bill as he sat down at his mirror again.

He picked up the lipstick and applied it to his lips.  Then he brushed out his wavy blonde hair.  He shook his head, causing it to dance.  He then returned to the bed and again picked up the stockings.  He rolled those up and pulled them up his legs.  He stood up and wrapped the garterbelt around his waist.  He attached its straps to the stockings to hold those up.  Then he looked down at his freshly painted toenails beneath the silky stockings.  He wiggled his toes and he giggled.

“So cute!” he squealed.  “I need some shoes next.”

Bill returned to the closet and dug through a number of shoes he found on the floor of the closet.  There were a lot of shoes.  There were shoes to match each of the dresses.  There were shoes in all colors.  There were shoes with different types of heels and different styles.  Some were funky, some were sleek, some were classic, and some were simple.  They were all beautiful and he would have loved to wear them all, but he could only choose one pair at a time sadly.

“How am I going to choose?” he asked and he pouted.

Then he picked up the first pair he saw and he examined them.  These were leopard-print pumps.  He admired them from several angles.  Then he closed his eyes and imagined himself wearing these.  That made him smile and it made his penis rock hard again... but they weren’t what he wanted.

Bill picked up another pair, a pair of silver sandals.  These were divine, but they too weren’t what he needed.  Then he found some red wedges.  Then some yellow pumps.  One by one, he eliminated the shoes that didn’t match his dress.  Finally, he zeroed in on a pair of off-white platform sandals.  These had five-inch heels, a one-inch platform, and lots of delicate straps that would crisscross over his foot.  Even better, the straps were outlined with black edges, which gave them a retro feel.  These would match the dress perfectly.

“These are gorgeous!” he squealed and he flipped them over.  “Size six.  I wonder if they’ll fit.  I guess we’ll find out.”

He pulled them from the closet and set them on the bed next to the dress.

“Time to get dressed!” he said.  He felt excited.

Bill walked over to the bed and picked up the polka-dot panties.  He slipped those up his legs to his crotch.  They felt really sexy.  His erection stood up like a tent pole beneath the panties.  This made him giggle.

“Oh, how naughty,” he said and he stuck his fingers inside his panties and stroked himself for about a minute.  That felt amazing!  He debated continuing until he came, but there would be plenty of time for that later.  Right now he was excited to get dressed.  “What’s next?” he asked himself giddily as he looked over the assembled clothing.

Bill immediately noticed the heels and he smiled.  He wanted to wear those... no, he needed
 to wear those, so he grabbed the shoes and he sat down on the bed.  He raised his right foot as he had done with the stockings, bringing his knee to his chest, and he slid his foot inside the shoe.  It fit like a charm.  He buckled the shoe and then did the same with the other foot.  When both shoes were strapped to his feet, he stood up and walked over before the mirror.  He turned his ankle back and forth and spun around so he could admire his shoes from every angle.

“I love these heels!” he exclaimed.

He then walked back to the bed.  He felt completely natural walking in the heels, as if he’d done it his entire life.  Bill next looked at his breasts, which swung freely in the mirror.  They were large and beautiful.  They were DD-cup breasts, which was impressive on his small frame.  He ran his hands up his torso and then up the side of his breasts, squeezing them.

“That feels so good,” he purred.

He giggled as a naughty thought occurred to him.  He looked over his shoulder to make sure he was alone.  Then he licked his fingertips and he ran his wet fingers over his nipples.  He pinched and squeezed and pulled them, moaning the whole time.

“Hmm, that’s fantastic!”

He kept sliding his fingers over his nipples.  Meanwhile, his penis was rock hard and jutting out beneath the panties.  He smiled when he saw that in the mirror and he reached inside his panties and started stroking it.  Back and forth, he worked it.  It felt so good, rubbing against the soft panties.  He closed his eyes and imagined lying on beach, stroking his penis.

Suddenly, his eyes shot open.

“Wait a minute!  This isn’t right!  I’m a man!”

He looked down and saw his penis.

“Well, of course, I’m a man.  I have a penis,” he said.  He felt confused.  He furrowed his brow and focused on his penis.  Should it or should it not be there if he was a man?  He looked up at the mirror and saw the heels, saw the stockings, saw the wavy blonde hair, and saw the breasts.

His jaw dropped.  This wasn’t right.

“What is happening to me?!”

Bill started for the door, but decided it would be better to cover his penis before he left, so he raced to the bed, grabbed the bra and pulled that on, and then grabbed the dress, pulling that down over his head.  He then tottered to the door and out into the hallway.  The other bedrooms were empty and Ron and Dwayne were gone.

“Where are they?!” he asked himself.

Then he heard the sound of voices downstairs, only they were unfamiliar voices.

He swallowed hard.  “That’s where I need to go.”


Chapter 4: “The Boys Meet Downstairs”

Bill carefully made his way down the stairs.  It wasn’t walking in the heels so much which was the problem, it was not knowing who or what he would find when he got downstairs.  He was genuinely frightened, though he felt he had no choice but to go find out who this was.

“Ron... Dwayne,” whispered Bill from the stairs.

There was no response.

“Guys?” he whispered slightly louder.

There was still no response, but it was clear now that he was hearing what sounded like two women talking quietly in the living room.  Could that be the girls?  Could it be ghosts?

“There’s the answer,” he told himself.

Bill bit his lip and summoned his courage.  He needed to find out who these women were.  He needed to find out what was going on and get help because he was finding it hard to control himself at the moment.  Everything he did seemed to end up making him more feminine.  But heading into the unknown, in this darkened house, was really scaring him.

“I don’t have any choice,” he told himself.  He agreed.  He swallowed hard.

Bill reached the bottom of the stairs and made his way across the tiled entrance hallway toward the living room.  He tried to walk as quietly as he could so as not to draw any attention to himself, but his heels tapped against the hard floor:  CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!


Still, he continued.

“There’s nothing to fear,” he told himself nervously as he inched closer to the living room doorway and the women’s voices.  “There’s nothing to fear... there’s nothing to fear.”

He reached the living room entrance.  He stopped by the wall and slowly craned his neck around the entrance way to see what was going on inside.  He had no idea what he would find.  He was terrified.

He stuck his head around the corner and opened his eyes.

“Oh thank God!” he exclaimed.

Sitting on the couch in the middle of the room were Ron and Dwayne.  They were holding hands and talking softly.  Their knees were bumping together.  Ron wore the same pink miniskirt and pink top he had worn when Bill saw him last.  He had added some strappy high-heeled silver sandals and his gorgeous main of jet black hair had been pulled back in a playful ponytail.  Dwayne wore a yellow minidress, a white and black necklace, and black open-toed heels.  His auburn hair danced feely around his shoulder blades.

Bill exhaled his stress.  He felt very relieved.  “Thank God, it’s only you two.  What are you doing down here?” asked Bill in his little voice as he walked into the room on his towering platform heels.

“I thought I heard a noise,” said Dwayne in a very light, girly voice.  “Ron came with me to check it out.”

“Safety in numbers,” said Ron in a throaty, feminine voice.

Dwayne and Ron stood up as Bill approached and the three of them hugged.  Then they stepped back to examine each other.  As they did, each of their penises raised to full attention beneath their dresses.  Each of the boys giggled upon seeing each other’s bumps.

“You two look stunning,” said Bill.

Ron giggled.  “Thanks!  I was going to say the same thing about you.”

Bill and Ron then leaned over and hugged each other.  As they did, Ron slid his hand down the front of Bill’s dress and squeezed his penis through his dress.  Bill felt a warm, comfortable shudder pass over him.  Then he instinctively returned the favor to Ron.

“Hey, don’t leave me out of it!” said Dwayne.

The boys laughed and hugged Dwayne.

“Listen!  Listen!  We need to think this through,” said Bill suddenly.  He was starting to remember who he really was again and what they were doing there.  More specifically, the sight of the other boys’ bumps reminded him of the curse and what was happening to them.

“Think what through?” asked Dwayne.

“The curse!  If we don’t leave the house before morning, we’ll be turned into girls!”

Ron giggled.  “Would that be so bad?”

“I’m serious!” protested Bill and he slapped away Ron’s hand as Ron tried to tickle his penis once more.  He tugged on his dress to try to cover it.  “We need to get out of here!”

“Oh, that’s just a myth,” said Dwayne.  “You said so yourself.”

“Did I?”

“Yeah, you’ve been saying that all night.”

Bill heard this and began nodding his head.  “Yeah, I guess so,” he said doubtfully, but then he shook his head clear.  “No!  Wait.  Listen.  There IS
 a curse.  It’s working already.  Look at us!”

“What about us?” asked Ron.

“Just look.  None of this is normal.  Where did these clothes come from?  They weren’t here when we got here.”

“They must have been,” said Dwayne.

Bill shook his head.  “They weren’t.  My closet was empty when I first went into the room.  All of this,” he said and he waved his hand down his body over his dress, his stockings and his heels, “appeared later.”

“You’re saying magic is real now?” asked Ron doubtfully.

“Yes, I am.  Did you have breasts when you came here tonight?  How about you?  Did you have curves or such a small waist?  How about a desire to wear dresses and high heels?  Did you have that?!” demanded Bill.

“Of course, I di—”  Ron froze.  He felt dizzy for a moment, then his mind cleared.  “No,” he thought, “I absolutely never had those things before.  What in the world am I doing dressed this way?!”  His jaw suddenly dropped.  He looked at his feminized friends and screamed:  “The curse!  We’ve been cursed!
”

“Yes, that’s what I’m trying to tell you,” said Bill.

“I don’t understand what you’re talking about,” said Dwayne.

Bill turned to face him.  “Dwayne, think back on practice this morning.  Did you have breasts?  Did any of us?”

Dwayne furrowed his brow.  He tried to think back, but it was all hazy... so long ago... another time... another world.  Slowly, he remembered a field, a coach yelling, and some uniforms, but little of it made sense.  It was just images and they felt like they belonged to someone else.

“Dwayne, you’re turning into a woman.  Look at your clothes, your hair, your body.  You had none of that this morning.  This morning, you were totally male!” said Bill forcefully.

Dwayne’s eyes suddenly became huge as he looked down at his feminized body.  “Oh my God!  What’s happening?!”

“It’s the curse,” said Bill.  “It’s real.”

“What do we do?!” asked Ron.

“We get out of here while we still have our dicks!”

“But what about the rest?  I don’t want to have a girl’s body, even if I do have my dick!  How do we change back?  I don’t want breasts!” exclaimed Dwayne.  He sounded like he was on the verge of panic... or tears.

“We’ll have to chance it and hope it changes back when we get outside!”

“And if it doesn’t?”

“It doesn’t matter.  If we don’t go soon, the curse will finish and we’ll lose everything for sure,” said Bill anxiously.

Ron nodded his head.  “You’re right!  We should go while we can.”

“But our male clothes are still upstairs.  Let’s go upstairs and change and then—” said Dwayne.

“Forget that!” snapped Bill.  “We don’t have the time, and it’s too risky.  We need to leave now, while we have the wherewithal to get out.  If we don’t go now, we might slip back into whatever state we were in and start acting like girls again!”

“What about the bet?” asked Ron.

“Who cares about the bet?!  All I care about right now is my dick!”

Ron closed his eyes and nodded his head vigorously.  “Yes!  We need to leave now
!”

“Then it’s agreed?” asked Bill.

The other two nodded their heads.

“All right,” said Bill.  “Then let’s leave now.”

They all stood up and looked at each other.  They reached out and took each other’s hands.

“Ready?”

“Yes.”

Bill tightened his grip on the hands of the other two boys.  They turned toward the hallway and started for the front door.  They made it through the living room fine, but then they came to the front hallway... which had a hard surface.  Suddenly, their heels echoed throughout the room.  It sounded like a parade of women all in high heels.


Click, click... click, click, click... click, click... click, click, click
.


Click, click, click... click, click, click, click... click, click, click
.


Click, click...  click, click, click...  click, click... click, click, click
.

This sound rang in the ears of each of the boys.  It was turning them on.  Within an instant, they were all hard.  A few more steps and they felt a strong compulsion to start masturbating.  Then it started to go wrong.

“I love your heels, Bill,” said Dwayne unexpectedly.

Bill blushed and slowed to a crawl.  He felt flattered.  At least, that’s how part of him felt.  The rest of him still remained conscious to the danger and it screamed to keep moving, but the flattered part was winning.

Then Dwayne giggled.

The other two glared at him.  “Why are you giggling?” snapped Ron.

Dwayne shrugged his shoulders, causing his breasts to bounce.  That feeling made him reach down and squeeze his erection.

Now Ron giggled.

Then Bill giggled.

They all stopped.  The door was still twenty feet away.  They looked at each other.  Then all three started giggling like school girls at the sound of their own high heels.

But all wasn’t lost yet.

“We can’t give in!” Bill screamed, even as he succumbed to the giggling.  He squeezed the other two boys’ hands.  “We need to hold it together.  Remember, we need to save our manhoods!  We need to get to the door.”

The other tried to stop giggling and nodded their head.  They each took a deep breath... which caused them to smell each other’s perfumes.

“Oh, I love that smell, what are you wearing?” asked Ron of Dwayne.

“Obsession,” said Dwayne.

“Me too!” squealed Ron and the two boys started hugging and hopping around.

“Stop!” yelled Bill.  But in that instance, he realized his friends were lost.  He had no choice now, not if he wanted to escape.  He let go of their hands.  He turned to face the door.  He dug down deep inside himself and started toward it.

Click, click... click... click.

He struggled to take the next step.  A single giggle passed his lips.  He tried to bury it.  Then he dug deep and moved his foot.

Click, click... click click... click.

Another giggle.  He stopped again.  He was inches from the door now.  He reached out for it, but his hand was just short.  He only needed to take two more steps, that was all.  If he could only take two more steps, maybe three.  He dug down deep again.


Click, click, click... click, click, click, click
.


Click, click, click... click, click, click, click
.

The other boys walked up next to him.  They were holding hands and giggling.  He could smell their perfumes.  He saw their beautiful dresses and their heavy penises sticking up beneath their dresses.  He knew those would be gone soon.

“Hi Bill,” said Dwayne and he kissed Bill on the cheek.

Bill giggled.  A grin appeared on his face.  “Do you know what?” asked Bill.

“What?” ask the other two boys in unison.

Bill’s shoulders collapsed.  All his strength left him.  “There are a ton of just fabulous shoes in my closet upstairs, plus a ton of cute clothes!” he said giddily.  “We should go upstairs and play dress up!”

The three boys squealed in delight.  Then they grabbed each other’s hands and raced up the stairs.  It was time to play dress up.


Chapter 5: “Morning”

Morning came and Caroline, Heidi and Barb let themselves into the house.  Technically, the three sisters had lost the bet, but they knew they wouldn’t need to pay up.  They had gotten what they wanted.  Caroline walked over to the stairs.

“Girls, we’re here to pick you up.  Come on down,” she yelled up the stairs and the three sisters went to the living room to wait.

A minute later, the girls heard the sound of motion on the stairs.  It was clear that a group was coming down the stairs.  They heard giggling.  When the group reached the bottom of the stairs, the girls heard the sounds of high heels walking down the hallway toward them.


Click, click... click, click, click... click, click... click, click, click
.


Click, click, click... click, click, click, click... click, click, click
.


Click, click... click, click, click... click, click... click, click, click
.

Caroline and Heidi smirked.  Barb actually laughed.

“I can’t wait to see them,” said Caroline.

As she said this, three young women appeared in the doorway.  Two were cute and one was beautiful.  They were all short and thin, with the tallest being just five-foot three-inches tall.  They had shapely legs, curvy rears and hourglass figures.  Each had enormous breasts.  Their faces were pretty with doe eyes and pouty lips.  Each had long, gorgeous hair.  And they were dressed to kill in short, figure-hugging skirts and dresses, towering heels, and tight tops which showed a lot of cleavage.

Caroline hugged the blonde.  “Wow!  You’re so beautiful, Bill!”

This made Bill blush.  “Thank you,” he said in a tiny voice.

“The boys are just going to love you!” she gushed, which made Bill cringe.  She then hugged the other two, who also blushed and thanked her.

Heidi came over and snickered.  In her four-inch heels, she stood several inches taller than each of the boys; it turned her on to look down upon them.  “I guess you boys learned a lesson, didn’t you?”

Bill suddenly raised a highly-arched eyebrow.  “Wait a minute!  How do you recognize us?  How do you know who we are?”

The three sisters laughed.  “Haven’t you figured it out yet?”

“Figured what out?”

Caroline snickered.  “We set you up, boys.  We did this to you!”

“You?”

“Yes.”

“But how did you even know the curse was real?” asked Bill.  He was still trying to figure this out.

Heidi laughed.  “Here’s a clue.  We’re sisters.  Does that tell you anything?”

The boys shook their heads, causing their hair to flow around their shoulders.  They never knew the girls were sisters, as the girls never told anyone, but that clue still didn’t help the boys understand what had happened.

“Ok, try this,” said Heidi.  “Our grandmother cast the curse.”

Bill’s jaw dropped.  “You mean your father is the guy who was turned into a woman?”

“Yes, while our mother was pregnant with us.  And when we came to the school and ran into you three, and you acted like such sexist pigs, we decided to put the curse to good use and teach you a lesson!”

Bill suddenly dropped to his knees and grabbed her legs.  “Please change us back!  Please!  I don’t want to be a sissy!”

Heidi laughed.  “You’re not a sissy, you’re a girl now.”

“I don’t want to be a girl!”

“Too bad, Bill.  That’s what you are.”

“I don’t wanna be!” he continued to protest.  “Please turn us back!”

“We can’t.  We’re not witches or anything, it’s the curse that changed you.”

“I don’t believe you!  Change us back!” he demanded.

Heidi pursed her lips and looked down at her shrunken, feminized ex-boyfriend.  “You may have been able to order people around when you were bigger, but not anymore, sister!” she exclaimed and she grabbed a chunk of his blonde hair and pulled him away from her legs.  Then she pulled him over to a large chair.  She sat down in the chair and put her knees together.  She then yanked her tiny ex-boyfriend up from the ground onto her knee.  She flipped up his dress, exposing his panties.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

She smacked his rear so hard and so fast that Bill was completely stunned at what was going on and couldn’t even respond.  Tears poured out of his eyes.  Strangely, this turned everyone in the room on and the boys experience becoming wet for the first time.  It made them tingle.

Barb and Caroline looked at their former boyfriends.  Evil smiles appeared on their faces.  The boys looked back sheepishly.

“Maybe you want a spanking too?” asked Caroline coyly.

Dwayne blushed, but didn’t say no.

Caroline snickered.  “Maybe after we go shopping.”

“Shopping?”

“Yes, you girls need more clothes.  You don’t have anything at home, I’m sure.  Also, we need to get you all uniforms.”

“Uniforms for what?” asked Ron.

“Cheerleading uniforms, of course!  You’re all going to be cheerleaders.”

The boys gasped.

“You need to help turn us back!” squealed Bill as he wiped away the tears.  The other two boys nodded as well.

The girls looked at each other and then burst out laughing.

“You really don’t get it, do you?  We did this intentionally.  Even if we could change you back, we wouldn’t.  You were three of the biggest sexists in school.  And we brought you here to punish you.  Now you get to spend the rest of your lives as girls.  There’s not going to be any changing back,” said Heidi.

“And not only that,” added Caroline, “but we’re going to show you off to everyone.  You’re going to be cheerleaders.  If there’s a dance, you’re going to dance with all comers.  You’re going to run for homecoming queen and one of you will win.  In the summer, you’re going to wash cars in bikinis for charity.”

“Never!” said Bill defiantly.

The girls giggled.

“Oh Bill,” said Caroline.  “You don’t have a choice.  It’s morning.  You spent the night here.  That means the curse is complete—”

“Well, we may be stuck as girls,” said Bill in his tiny voice, “but we don’t need to play along with you!”

“Oh yes you do.  See, Bill, the moment you walk out that door, you’re going to find that you have an irresistible urge to do just that.  Oh, you’ll know inside your head that you don’t really want any of this, but you’ll be helpless to resist any of it.  You’ll be yearning for that trip to the salon... to go shopping for clothes... to be a cheerleader... to feel pretty... to find that perfect boyfriend... and then that perfect husband.”

Bill shuddered, as did the other two.

“Now come with us, little girls,” said Caroline as she took Dwayne’s hand.  She led him to the front door.  Barb and Ron and then Heidi, with Bill in tow, followed.  Caroline opened the front door and the fresh air and sunshine hit them all in the face.

“Let’s go shopping.”

The End
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Caught By His Roommate:
  Mitch thought Katie was the perfect woman.  She was beautiful.  She was innocent.  She was naive.  And best of all, she dressed the way young women should dress in heels and dresses.  So Mitch tricked Katie into becoming roommates so he could explore her closet.  Unfortunately for Mitch, Katie would catch him red handed.  That’s when things got really strange for Mitch.  See, Katie wasn’t as innocent and naive as he thought, and she had plans for her new sissy!


This book includes Five Illustrations!!

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 33,200 word, 140 page story includes power exchange, female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, pegging, bondage, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

June 2017 and July 2017 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Dress Coded:
  Written in the spirit of
 Grounded in Heels
, this is the story of Charlie Mitchell.  Charlie wants to wear shorts, but the dress code doesn't allow it.  He tries it anyway, figuring that the worst the principal can do is send him home for the day.  Boy, was he wrong!  Before he knows it, Charlie finds himself stuck in skirts and dresses and worse.  What will the other students think?  Will this complicate his run for class president against his nemesis... Stephanie Mills?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 32,500 word, 141 page story includes female domination, cross-dressing, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

May 2018 and June 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Emasculating My Husband:
  When I married Mike, I thought I had found my fairy-tale prince.  He seemed to be strong and confident and the kind of man you wanted to lead the family you hoped to build.  Sadly, I soon learned that he was none of those things.  Still, I did my best to be the submissive little housewife I had been taught to be.  Then one day, just as I could take no more, I came upon a hormone cream that would change everything.  Before my plans were finished, Mike would be the submissive little housewife in the four-inch heels!


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 erotic story is told in the first person by Mike's wife, and includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, cuckolding, and so much more!

June 2015 and July 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part One: Not Man Enough

Christopher has a problem.  He has a beautiful new wife who loves him, but his mother-in-law thinks he's not man enough for her.  Even worse, she's set out to prove it.  Can Christopher stop her from making him not a man at all?

This is Part One of Two.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,400 word, 125 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

February 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminized By His Mother-in-Law: Part Two: Not Woman Enough

Christopher’s problem is getting worse.  Not only is his mother-in-law still determined to prove that he’s not man enough for his wife, but now his wife is starting to think she wants him feminized.  Can ‘Chrissy’ escape his increasingly feminine fate?

This second part concludes the series.

For Mature Audiences Only.  This 30,300 word, 130 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, paddling, small penis humiliation, oral, erotic humiliation, and so much more!

March 2018 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Feminizing Her Husband (The Complete Story – Parts 1 & 2)


Part One:  How Megan Avoided Pregnancy: 
 Megan and Mark can’t agree.  Mark wants a baby, but Megan does not.  When Mark issues an ultimatum to his wife demanding a baby, she counters by demanding that he dress as a woman for nine months before she will agree to get pregnant.  Naturally, she assumes her macho husband will never agree.  Imagine her surprise when he does.  What follows is a cat and mouse game as each tries to trick the other into giving up.



Part Two: How Megan Got Pregnant: 
 Things are changing fast now as Mark begins to ‘grow’ into the role of ‘Princess.’  But Mark isn’t the only one changing.  Megan is about to undergo a major change as well.  Will Mark get the baby he wants?  Will Megan let him escape with his masculinity intact?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 75,000 word, 244 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, chastity devices, small penis humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

May 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!

June 2016 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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Her High-Heeled Solution:
  John’s wife Suzie wrongly thinks she’s caught her husband having an affair.  With the help of a friend, she comes up with an ingenious way to guarantee that John will never have another affair:  she locks him into a pair of high heels.  This simple solution goes wrong, however, as husband and wife both try to outwit each other.  Soon events are spinning out of control.  What’s more, standing in the middle of all of this is Crystal, Suzie’s best friend, who is having a grand time manipulating them both to make sure John gets slowly feminized.


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 34,000 word, 121 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, spanking, erotic humiliation, pegging, and so much more!

November 2015 and December 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Writer’s Secret:
  Loren had no idea what he was getting into when his agent suggested he write transvestite fiction.  Nor did he realize how eagerly his wife Stephanie would embrace the idea of feminizing her husband.  How far would they go?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 42,600 word, 160 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, cross-dressing, hormones, and so much more!

March 2012 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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The Writer’s Secret (Part Two: Blackmailed Sissy):
  As Loren continues to adjust to living as a woman, his life becomes complicated when a young relative of Stephanie’s comes to stay with them.  This seemingly sweet and naive young woman turns out to have an unexpected dark side, and a penchant for blackmail.  At the same time, Stephanie faces a boss who demands that she sleep with him if she wants to keep her job.  How will Loren and Stephanie get out of these messes?


For Mature Audiences Only.  This 40,000 word, 147 page story includes female domination, forced feminization, hormones, tiny penis humiliation, threatened cuckolding, and so much more!

September 2015 and October 2015 No. 1 Best Seller in Transgender Erotica at Amazon!
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