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I hadn’t even thought about my father in weeks. I guess that’s pretty normal, though. Every girl outgrows her dolls eventually.

A Tocky Tics video, of all things, reminded me Daddy Dearest still existed. Coming home from school, I locked the front door behind me and activated the alarm system—I’m a latchkey kid— grabbed some granola bars and curled up on the couch with my smart pad. Riffing through videos on Tocky Tics, I stopped when one came up of a Bambi Doll saying, “I’m such an airhead” while trying to blow dry her hair with an electric toothbrush.

Giggling, I thought of Daddy locked in that dark, abandoned room, forgotten for all these weeks. I decided to check in on him. I couldn’t even remember which outfit I’d left him wearing. Was it his 80s workout leotard? His minidress? I got up and headed to my toy room, opened the door and flipped on the light switch.

Oh! I’d left him in his pink and white polka dot dress. He looked so cute, standing there in heels, clutching his pearls. Something was wrong, though. He didn’t move, look at me or react at all when I opened the door. He just stood there frozen, a big smile plastered on his face, his big blue eyes blank.

“Daddy?” I called, hurrying across the room. Could a doll die? The idea he was gone, I’ll admit, scared me. I hated the thought of losing my toy, even though I hadn’t played with him in weeks. “Daddy?”

Just as I was reaching toward him, he blinked one, twice. His brow furrowed as he turned his head slowly, slowly, to look up at me. There was a lost, confused look about him. It wasn’t his usual dumb Bambi doll look, either, but like someone waking from a dream—or a nightmare.

His arms shook, as if he were straining to move them. “Sam?” He squeaked in his cartoon, Bambi doll voice. “Sam? Something’s happening to me. Something’s changing.”

“Oh, Bambi, I was actually worried about you for a second there. I thought you were dead.”

He got this sweet look on his face, like he was touched by the idea I might care about him in a normal way, so after letting him live in that dream for a moment, I added, “If you died, I couldn’t make fun of you!”

He frowned, that sad Bambi doll look I loved so much.

“Oh, well!” Relieved that my little Daddy Doll was not dead, I lost interest. I turned away, looking at all the other toys that crowded the room – teddy bears, tea party sets, Fun Bake Ovens, and soooo many Bambi dolls. I used to be obsessed with them. Looking over all those old toys, I could see how I’d grown and changed over the years, and it made me feel a little sad to think of all I’d left behind.

As my eyes danced across the toys piled up in my old play room, memories flickered through my mind of when I was little and—“Turtly!” I had just spotted a stuffed turtle I’d been in love with so bad as a toddler. I ran over and picked him up, hugging him to my chest. “Oh, we had such fun together, didn’t we?” I asked him.

“Listen to me!” I heard Bambi shriek from across the room. “I’m changing! You’ve got to do something!”

[image: A person in a pink dress  Description automatically generated]I rolled my eyes and walked back over to Daddy. One of the drawbacks to turning my father into a helpless little doll is that he is now totally helpless, which means he is always begging me to do this or do that for him. He’s so needy. It’s super annoying.

And fun.

“I agree Turtly.” I held my stuffed turtle out in front of me. “She is so annoying when she throws a hissy. I don’t even want to listen to her.” I swatted at Daddy with Turtly, and he screamed and tottered away as best he could on his stiff, plasticky legs. “Bad girl!” I said, swatting again. “I don’t know what’s gotten into you.” I barely grazed him, but he was so small and stiff he tumbled onto the couch, skirt and legs flying in the air. I laughed. It wasn’t like I was going to really hurt him, but he was so easily scared I just couldn’t help but pick on him. I swatted again and again, chasing him around his little doll house as he squealed in terror.[image: A cartoon of a person in a pink dress  Description automatically generated] Poor little Daddy eventually cowered in a corner, hyperventilating. He started making these wheezing, chirping sounds: “Eee. Eee. Eee.”

He is such a scaredy cat. I half turned away, once more talking to Turtly. “Yes. She should apologize. I am very much in agreement.”

[image: A person in a pink dress  Description automatically generated]Watching while I pretended not to watch, I saw the fury in my Daddy’s pretty eyes blaze, but then he closed his eyes and composed himself. Once he felt calm, he plastered a bright smile onto his face and opened his eyes, tilting his head slightly to the side.  “Goodness me,” he said, now lapsing into the sign song cadences of a talking Bambi Doll. “I’ve been ever so rude.” He was doing a good job playing sweet and adorable, but I could see the barely suppressed rage and frustration still smoldering, and it was hard for me not to laugh out loud at the little thing I’d made of him. I had my role to play as well, though.

“Should we forgive her?” I asked Turtly. “What? Only if she shows us her pretty smile?” I looked down. My father stretched out his smile even further, sucking in on his cheeks, emphasizing his pretty dimples, showing off his bleached white teeth. “Oh, and she must curtsy.”

“Ha,” Father said, voice now breaking as he struggled to keep from throwing another hissy. Once more, as expected, he managed himself, though the curtsy was less than perfect. Instead of plucking at his skirt, he just sort of padded at it with his hands. I decided to let it pass. “The ball will be divine!” He sang, once more reverting to a programmed Bambi saying. That one came from Princess Bambi.

I set Turtly down and planted my fists on my hips, looking down at my tiny little Daddy with mock seriousness. Adopted the tone of a TV Mom talking to a little girl, I said, ‘Now, Missy, what’s seems to be so terribly important?”

“Let me show you.” His movements were becoming slightly more fluid, but they still seemed stiff, difficult. He was trying to remove one of his white, lace gloves, but struggling, his movements clumsy, the cloth slipping through his stiff fingers.

“Ugh! You’re useless. Let me.”

Embarrassed, Daddy held out his dainty little hand. As I slipped the glove off, I began to see the changes that concerned him. His fingers were fused together now, and his skin? “You’re turning into plastic.”

[image: A cartoon of a person in a pink dress  Description automatically generated] “Yaaaas,” he said. “It’s so totally groty.” Totally groty. It was one of the pre-programmed talking Bambi sayings he regularly blurted out. That one must have been from the 80s, and I probably would have laughed but I was actually a little concerned about the whole plastic thing. Lucy had NOT told me this would happen.

“This is terrible,” I said, brushing his long blonde hair away from his cheek with my index finger. “We have to find some way to stop this.”

Daddy’s face lit up. “You could change me back into a man!” He squeaked.

I burst out laughing. “That’s not happening, sweetie, but I do want to keep you just the way you were and not let you become boring a plastic thing. It wouldn’t be much fun to come in here and make fun of you if you couldn’t talk back. I’ll see Lucy.” I turned and headed toward the door.

“Take me with you,” Daddy called after me.

“Shut up,” I answered. 

“No! Please!” Father screamed. “Don’t leave me here like this! It’s so dark and lonely. I get scared!”

Stopping by the door, I put my hand on the light switch. “Bambi, don’t you remember? You have six guests coming over for dinner, and you need to cook and clean!”

“Noooo….” Daddy sighed, but then the magic took over and turned his sad little frown upside down. “I live to hostess!” He chirped. “I better get a roast in the oven!”

I watched as he began to scurry about his dollhouse, preparing his imaginary meal for his guests. Poor little thing. I did feel a little bad for him now.

A little.

I left the light on.


Part 2

Do you find me cruel? Oh, pooh. It’s really Daddy’s own fault that he ended up a Bambi doll. He made me do it. He really did. It all started one day when he came home from work, and he was such a jerk.

“What did you do?” He yelled, standing at the kitchen door.

I winced. I hated it when he yelled, and then I asked the only question that made sense to me. “What are you even talking about?”

I’d decided to make a cake, gotten all the ingredients and everything. Of course, there had been a slight accident with the blender, and it had splattered batter all over the walls, and there was that egg I dropped that had oozed yolk all over the kitchen floor, and when I opened the bag of flour it poofed all over the room, covering everything in white dust but, I mean, “what?” I was cooking and—just at that moment, the smoke alarm started to buzz, and I looked over to see black smoke pouring from the oven.

Daddy started running around in a panic, pulling the blazing cake pan from the oven, throwing it in the sink and then tossing a towel over it. I sat on a stool by the kitchen counter giggling. Once it seemed like the fire was out, he turned and gave me the scary Dad look. It was always like his eyes got hard or something, though I should call it the used to be scary Dad look, because ever since I met Lucy, I didn’t find it scary anymore.

Now, I found it funny, and I started laughing.

“I don’t know what’s gotten into you,” Daddy said as he started to take off his belt and walk towards me, “but it needs to—ahhh!” He slipped on the egg and his foot flew out from under him. It was like a cartoon, the way his foot came up, his whole body turned sideways and then he fell to the floor, with a bang.

I laughed more and louder. I mean, it was so hilarious him trying to scare me and act all mean and then—Bang! He pushed himself up on his elbows, looking woozy like a when Silly the Snort gets punched in a cartoon and there are stars spinning around his head, and I just couldn’t help it. Sometimes you have to do the funniest thing. I threw an egg that hit him right in the face, and he just stared at me as the yolk ran down his cheek, shaking his head. “Who are you?”

I want to be a comedian when I grow up. I seriously do. Either that of a dentist. I like toothpaste. Anyway, it seems my dear Daddy does not support my dreams, or else he had no sense of humor, or both, because he did not reward me for my hilarious egg in the face gag. Maybe he doesn’t like prop comics?

Ugh. Anyway, later that night, I went up to the attic. It was my special little room, crowded with so many crates and chests and boxes all stuffed with crazy things my grandparents had collected during their travels around the world. There were statues and drums, different kinds of guitars and flutes and pictures and a jar with what looked like a baby goat floating in it.

I could spend hours just looking through all the old stuff or trying to figure out how to play one of those weird guitars, but I didn’t go up there that night to play guitar. I found the statue of Lucy and rubbed her belly. She was a cool looking girl who had a goathead, which would probably not make her very popular in my school, but which I thought was so cool.  The smell of burning grass filled the air, and there was an electric sizzle noise, and then Lucy materialized, kneeling next to me, only she didn’t look like her statue. She looked just like me.

“Hey, rockstar,” she said, giving me one of her icy hugs.

I shivered, but I liked it. “I’m not a rockstar,” I said, curling my hair behind my ear.

“You are to me,” Lucy said. Her face darkened and her voice turned angry. “Now, we need to talk about Daddy Dearest. He has no right to punish you for being you.”

“Right? He’s a jerk. He’s going to make me go to see a therapist! And he made me sit there and listen to the most boring, boring, boring TALK! But, worst of all, and this is just crossing the line, he took away all my Bambi dolls.”

“What?” Lucy said. “Oh, no. No. No. No.” She pounded her fists on her legs. “Not right! Not fair! You don’t take away a girl’s dolls.”

Lucy pushed over one of the boxes, old photo albums spilling out all over the floor, then she kicked a dusty unicycle, sending the spider that had built its web in the spokes scurrying. She hunched over, making small fists, her eyes narrowed, her mood shifting from that sudden rage to a more seething anger. “You do not take away a girl’s dolls,” she repeated. “You never take the dolls. That’s a Rule of Life. It’s even carved in the tree of law.”

“Really? What tree?”

“Never you mind,” Lucy said. “The salient point is that he has, indeed, crossed the line. He must be punished in a manner fitting his crime.”

“How?” I asked, though the idea thrilled and scared me at the same time. He was, after all, my father. Wasn’t I supposed to listen to him or something? On the other hand, I hated him.

“We turn him into a Bambi Doll.”

I giggled. “That’s not possible.”

“I can do it,” Lucy said, now sticking her chest out and strutting. “It’s not even hard. We can do it together. And then? Guess what?”

“What?”

“Once Daddy is just a stupid doll, you can live with your mom full time. No more days stuck in this sucky house.”

I stopped to think about it. Silvery moonlight angled across the attic from the window, fairy dust dancing in the light, drifting toward the floor. The whole attic smelled like dry leaves, and I thought about living with mom all the time. I thought about how funny it would be to see Daddy turned into a Bambi doll. “I’m not sure…”

“Your mom loves you. She cooks such good food. Your dad is always giving you disgusting TV dinners to eat,” Lucy whispered. “He’s boring and mean. He…”

“Stop!” I said, throwing my arms around Lucy. “I’ll do it!”
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Father always got up so super early it was never even light out. He worked with some people in some other country where he said they had day when we had night. Sometimes I woke up, too, though I didn’t want to. A long time ago, I think, I would sometimes go down and sleep on the couch in his office while he was working, or I would play with my dolls. He office always smelled like smoky cherries, from the pipe he liked to smoke like he was an old wizard or something. Of course, he told mommy he quit smoking, which she said was just another one of his lying lies.

That’s before Daddy turned mean and told me to STAY OUT! He used to be nicer before mom kicked him out of her house. She told me all about what a jerk he was, how she cooked and cleaned for him, slaving around the house all day, and all she wanted was for him to love her. He couldn’t even do that much because, she told me, he was actually a snorting pig.

When Lucy and I decided to start playing with my new Daddy doll, I got up early and went right down to his office. I could hear him talking, so I knew he was probably doing a computer meeting. “This is going to be so fun,” Lucy said, giggling. I wasn’t sure. Now that it came down to it, I thought maybe it was bad.

Lucy opened the door to the office. Dad glanced up from the computer and gave me his mean look. Okay. Fine, I thought. Be that way. I walked right into his office. He was in the middle of talking, so he couldn’t really do anything. I did a little twirl, smiling, smiling, smiling. Lucy twirled, too.

Daddy couldn’t even give us anymore weird looks. He was talking to people in his dumb “businessman” voice. He sounded so fake. Lucy and I sat on the couch.

“Let me pull up those numbers for you,” Dad said, tapping away on his keyboard. Lucy nudged me and whispered in my ear. A Bambi doll appeared on the cabinet behind him where it would clearly be in the picture. The doll started to wave at the computer, tilting her head side to side.

“What is that? You know what, never mind,” the man said. “I’m curious about those 3rd quarter outlays,” the man on the other side of the world said. “Can you take me through those?”

“Sure. Sure.”

I whispered back to Lucy. She nodded. We raised our hands and wiggled our fingers, whispering, “Bambi… Bambi… Bambi….”

Dad’s forehead got all crunched up the way it did when he was frustrated. We’d made it so he couldn’t do math or understand numbers. He kind of shook his head, then he looked at the computer screen, smiled and said in a high-pitched voice exactly like a talking Bambi doll, “Math is hard.”

Lucy and I burst out in a fit of giggles, and it was just getting started.

[image: A person in a suit sitting at a desk  Description automatically generated][image: A person sitting in a chair with a doll in front of him  Description automatically generated]Hearing himself talking like a girl doll, my Dad’s eyes bulged out of his head. Blonde hair came bursting out of his stupid, bald head. Brushing his bangs out of his eyes, looking super confused, like, what’s even in my eyes, I’m super bald, he must have seen himself on the computer screen because his mouth dropped open and his eyes bulged even more.

The Bambi doll behind him made devil horns with her hands and flicked her tongue out of her mouth. Omigod. I was dying.

“What’s going on?” The man on the other side said. “Is this some kind of joke to you?”

I could see Daddy straining to get in control, but when he opened his mouth, which was now painted in frosty pink lipstick, he said, “I love kittens and rainbows” in that same doll voice.

“This is highly unprofessional,” the man said.

Now, we let Father choose his own words, though he still sounded like a girl doll. “I… er… “ he cleared his throat… “I think someone…

“Bambi…” we whispered. ‘Bambi. Bambi. Bambi.”

[image: A person in a pink jacket and glasses sitting in a chair  Description automatically generated]“FUCK!” My Dad screamed as he saw what we’d done to him on the computer screen.

There had been a pink flash and Daddy suddenly found himself dressed just like Office Girl Bambi. Omigod. He was all pink, pink and more pink with a pink blazer, a lighter pink blouse, a big pink bow at his neck instead of his tie, all covered in pretty little flowers, and he even had Bambi’s pillbox hat with a big flower on top of his stupid head. His face was now made up just like Bambi’s, with pink eye shadow and blush, plus he was wearing her pink-framed “smart girl” glasses.

He looked so totally dumb, just staring at the computer screen like an idiot. “I will be speaking to Johnson about this,” the man on the side said.

“Greg, just wait…” Daddy said, wincing at the sound of his voice. I guess the call ended, because father looked sad, aggravated and then, looking up at me and Lucy, super angry, though with his blonde hair and pink ensemble, his angry look kinda just made him look more dumb. He looked like he was going to yell at me, but then he giggled and said, “I’m Office Girl Bambi.”

Oh, my God. My stomach started to hurt I was laughing so much. Daddy looked so confused and embarrassed. He started to stand up, maybe to come over and spank me or whatever, which is when he realized he was wearing high heels like Mommy. He wobbled and sat back down, staring at his feet, and then he crossed one leg and started trying to take his shoe off, but it seemed stuck to his foot, he yanked, pulled, making little squeaky grunts like a baby. “Unh! Eee! Oooh!”

It was also super funny. I mean, right? I had laughed so much I felt like I might faint, so I took a break from laughing, just watching Daddy struggle to get his heels off, then his coat, then to try and pop the hat off his head. He stared at his long, pink fingernails, then tried to get his heels off again. Nothing would come off, and he was getting more and more frustrated. “What the heck is going on?” He said in that little doll voice.

It seemed like he’d forgotten I was even there. Of course. I tucked my legs underneath me and nuzzled into the corner of the couch. Lucy smirked. I smirked. “You can’t take your high heels off, Dolly,” I said. “You can’t take any of it off.”

He looked up at me. “What did you say?”

“You can’t take off any of it,” I repeated. “Dolls don’t get to choose their own outfits.”

His face scrunched up again. He looked down at himself. Back at me. I could see the gerbil running in his tiny little brain. “Do you know something about this?” He gestured at his Bambi clothes.

I nodded, grinning.

“Tell me what’s going on,” he said, trying to use his Boss Daddy voice, but sounding like a kooky airhead.

“No.” I said crossing my arms, smiling my sassy smile.

“No? Listen here, young lady, I am going to count to three, and then if you don’t tell me what’s going on…”

He let it trail off. That would have scared me once. Now, I glanced at Lucy, and we both started laughing.

“That’s it,” he shrieked, standing, wobbling on his heels. “I warned you.” He started coming around his desk, struggling to even take a step.

[image: A person in a pink suit and pink hat  Description automatically generated]“Don’t forgot your purse,” I said.

“My… what?” Daddy froze, putting one hand on the desk to try and keep his balance. He looked down and saw the pillbox purse sitting there—pink, of course. I could see him struggling, but he had no choice. He didn’t realize it yet, but Lucy and I could make him do anything we wanted. He picked up his purse. “I can’t control myself…” he mumbled, then he turned his attention to me as he tried to rush across the room. “Young lady…”

He lost balance, wobbling backward, forward, side to side, his eyes wide… “aaaahhhhhhhh…” and then he fell on the ground.

“Hahahaha,” I said, clapping.

Daddy struggled to get back onto his feet. He didn’t know how to do it in a tight little skirt and a pair of high heels. It was so funny, Lucy and I hugged, watching him struggling. When he finally got to his feet, he seemed more angry than ever and started to walk toward me again, this time taking smaller, careful steps, his arms out to his sides like he was walking on a tightrope. His ankles wobbled, but he was managing.

“Freeze,” I said.

Father’s movements suddenly froze. He looked confused as he struggled to take a step, move an arm, even a finger, but he was completely frozen. Except for his mouth. “What the hell is going on?” He squealed.

“Stand on one foot,” I said.

Slitting his eyes, frowning, he tried to resist, but he lifted one foot in the air.

“Salute me,” I said.

“Sir, yes, sir,” Daddy said, putting his foot down and offering a salute. I could see terror growing in his eyes as it was all starting to sink in.

“Curtsy,” I whispered.

“No. I don’t know how to…” Father whispered back, and he struggled, oh, how he struggled, but then he curtsied just like a good dolly should. “My queen,” he said, reciting one of Palace Maid Bambi’s lines. ‘It’s my pleasure to serve you.” When he stood back up, he looked like a hungry puppy.

“Smile.”

He smiled.

“Let me explain what’s happening to you,” I said, imitating my teacher, Miss Hope. “Since you were bad and took my dolls away, you will now be my doll. You will be my Bambi doll. You’ll wear what I want you to wear and do what I want you to do. You are nothing but a toy now, Daddy.”

I wondered if he might beg me to stop, cry, break, but he didn’t. Oh, not Daddy. His eyes went hard. “You’re being a very bad girl,” he said in his Bambi doll voice. “You better think about the consequences.”

I glanced at Lucy. She glanced at me. “This is going to be fun.” I said, making a circular motion with my hand. Daddy began twirling, wobbling, swaying, struggling to maintain his balance, helpless in heels. He twirled and twirled until he finally fell. “Go make me breakfast,” I said, dismissing him with a wave of my hand.

“Yes, my queen,” he said, smiling a big, happy Bambi smile while his eyes burned with rage. I wiggled my fingers. “Bambi… Bambi… Bambi…” His brown eyes turned blue, just like Classic Bambi’s.

[image: A person wearing pink glasses and a hat  Description automatically generated]


Part II

Just like Bambi in her cartoons, Daddy danced around the kitchen as he made breakfast. He even sang one of her songs:

A girl belongs in the kitchen

That where she ought to be

When I’m cooking for my family

I’m free. I’m me. I’m Bambi!

As he danced and sang, Lucy and I took out our cellphones and started to record him. He noticed. “What are you doing?” He snapped. “You’re not putting this on the Internet.”

I shrugged. “Uh, yaaah. What else would I do with it?”

Daddy was about to scream, but then he seemed to think it through, calmed himself. “Honey, the thing is, Daddy needs to make money to buy you things. If people see me like- this-” once more, he gestured down at his pink outfit, “I won’t be able to make money anymore. Then, we won’t have any food or toys. Do you understand why you shouldn’t do this to Daddy? By hurting me, you’re hurting you.”

Ugh. I hated the way grownups talked to kids, especially me. “Oh, sweetie,” I said, using the same exact tone. “Maybe you don’t know this, but dolls don’t have real jobs in the real world, so you don’t need to worry your little head about that. Kay?”

I could see the fury building, and he was about to scream, but then I waved my hands. “Sing and dance for me.”

‘Yes, my queen.”

He started dancing around the kitchen again, still wobbly on his heels, so he looked pretty dumb and was constantly on the verge of falling over. He twirled, grabbed plates from the cabinet, twirled and put them on the counter, falling forward, planting his hands on the counter then dramatically pushing off and prancing to the refrigerator—or more like toppling to the Fridge. All the while he sang:

“A roast in the oven, the wine I will pour

Making a meal for the man I adore”

As he danced and sang, Lucy whispered to me. I nodded, nodded. It was time. We raised our hands and wiggled our fingers, whispering, ‘Bambi… Bambi…. Bambi…”

[image: ]“Ow!” Daddy squeaked, putting a hand to his tummy while I watched his waist draw in, becoming slender while his hips rounded. “Something’s crushing me.”

“It’s a waist cinch,” I said. “Vintage Bambi always wears one for a delightfully slender waist.”

“It’s hard to breath I….” Daddy’s eyes went wide as he stared in horror as his chest swelled. We were giving him a classic Bambi figure. His stubble disappeared while his face started to look pretty, like Bambi.

“Boobies?’ He gasped, then looked at me. “I have Boobies?”

“Of course. You’re a Bambi doll, aren’t you?” As I said that, he got skinnier, his body taking on even more of a shape like a girl. I chuckled. “You look just like a girl now, Daddy. You have bigger boobies than Mommy.”

Father started to speak. Stopped. About every emotion ever went across his face. “Honey,” he said. “If your friends find out you’re Daddy looks like a girl, think of what they’ll say. You won’t get invited to any birthday parties. They’ll make fun of you.”

I slow clapped. “Such a good liar, Daddy. Haha! You could be on that show, Pretty Little Liars, since you look and sound just like a girl.”

“I’ll give you all your dolls back. I was wrong to take them. I a—I apologize.”

“You’ll give me all my dolls back!” I shouted, pretending to be excited, bouncing up and down on my seat. “Really… really… really?”

“Really!” Daddy said, a real smile on his face, his big eyes sparkling. “I’ll go get them right now--”

“Fre-ez-e!” I said. Daddy froze. “What would I want with boring old regular dolls when I have a Daddy doll? You’re the only doll I need.” His face fell. He looked so sad. He really thought he would get me to change him back by offering to give my dolls back? I could order him to give them back to me anytime I wanted. What an airhead.

The waffles were ready. I could smell the sweet, brown dough getting all crispy on the outside. “Serve me,” I said, snapping my fingers.

“Of course, My Queen,” Daddy said, furious, but returning to his duties.

Daddy served me my waffles, put golden butter and sticky syrup on them, then cut them up for me. I almost had him feed me, but I’m NOT a little girl. As a doll, he would no longer need to eat, of course, but he sat down and pretended to eat from the empty plate in front of him. “I’m watching my figure,” he giggled. “A girl can never be too skinny.”

After I finished eating, Daddy got up. “Let me clear those dishes for you,” he said.

“You can do that later. Lucy and I have decided you should practice walking in your high heels. You’re going to be wearing them for the rest of your life, so you better get used to it.”

[image: ]“The rest of my life?” Father said, concern spreading across his pretty face like morning mist. “You don’t mean that. I’m your father. You can’t leave me like this.”

“Walk!” I shouted.

Immediately, Daddy started to walk back and forth across the room. He looked so clumsy, just like any dumb boy. I showed him a video on how to walk in heels. He nodded as he watched. “Okay. I see.”

I made him go back and forth, back and forth.

He got better, walking more and more like Bambi. I even saw him smile at one point, like he was proud of himself. “I think I’m getting it.”

I was curled up on the couch with my smart pad watching Tocky Tics videos, only half paying attention at this point. There were a couple girls breaking eggs over each other’s heads for no reason. It was super funny, but my dear father’s comment drew my attention back to him. “Are you actually proud of yourself for learning to walk in high heels?” I sneered. “I thought you were a boy.”

“But, this is what you wanted me to do,” Daddy said, clearly confused.

“Maybe you wanted it just as much as I did, Bambi. Ugh. You’re so embarrassing.” I sighed dramatically, and I could see my Daddy was confused. I did the same thing once to this stupid girl at school I hated. I would pretend to like her shoes and then tell her I hated her hair.

“Time to play work,’ I said. “Miss Bambi, Mr. Lucy and I would like you to take dictation.”

Daddy immediately found himself compelled to play his role, smiling brightly and pretending he had a pad of paper and a pen, like the retro Bambi. I actually have no idea what dictation really even is. It was something I heard watching an old Bambi cartoon.

Daddy sat down, knees together like a girl. While he waited for us to start, he bit the edge of his imaginary pen, just like Business Girl Bambi always did in her videos. His blonde hair tumbled over his pink-framed glasses, some of it even going through the inside of the frames since there were no actual glass parts. “Ready when you are boss!” He said excitedly, eyes sparkling. It was another Bambi line.

“Yes, yes…” I said, using a pretend man voice. “I want everything to go up!”

“Up is good,” Lucy agreed, taking her chin in her hands. “Also, we need innovation.”

“Yes… yes…” I agreed. “Innovation.” I crossed my arms and looked up at the ceiling. “Money! We need to make a lot of money! We could even give some of it to poor people.”

“At least one jillion,” Lucy agreed.

I turned to Daddy, who was pretending to scribble all this down. “Are you getting all this, Bambi?” I shouted.

Father jumped in his seat, his eyes went wide. He pretended to look at his pretend notepad, and he chirped, “Math is hard.”

Lucy and I fell over laughing, while Father just looked more and more embarrassed. “Get us some coffee, you goofy broad,” I said, still pretending to be a man.

“Yes, sir,” Daddy chirped, standing and smoothing his skirt. “I love fetching coffee!”

“Of course, you do, Bambi. Of course, you do.” Daddy started to scoot off to the kitchen, heels clicking, then stopped and pivoted on his heels without lifting a foot. He was actually getting pretty good.

“Did you want real coffee or pretend coffee?”

“Real coffee, doll,” I said. “Light and sweet, just like you.”

“Girls love compliments!” Daddy squeaked, pivoting again and mincing off.

“It’s almost time for school. I’ll be taking my coffee in my room.”

I went to my room. Everything was closed because of the lockdown, so all my classes were online. It was sooooo boring. Ugh. School is lame. My teachers are dumb. I can learn more from reading books than listening to them do their stupid lessons. Maybe I would turn all of them into dolls, too, one day.

Or stuffed turtles.

Which Bambi will Jack turn her father into next chapter? Scroll down for a sneak peek!
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I went and answered the door. “Mother,” I said. “You look divine.” She didn’t. She just wore her usual everyday clothes, but I knew how to manipulate her. She came in the house, looking around curiously. “Where’s your father?”

“He’s in his dollhouse playing mommy.”

My mother tilted her head to the side, looking like the words I’d just spoken had been in a foreign language. I think maybe she looked that way because, well, they made no sense at all. “I didn’t catch that?” For some reason, my mother hated the word “what.” She would never ask, “what?” She loved to say things like “I didn’t catch that.”

I hopped onto the couch and tossed my hair, picking up my Smartpad. “I turned father into a Bambi doll,” I said with a yawn. “He’s in his Bambi dream house now, and I told him to clean, so he’s cleaning like a good little girl. He does whatever I tell him. He’s quite obedient.”

Mother came into the room, set her purse on the coffee table, then leaned toward me, her hands on her hips. “You turned your father into a Bambi Doll?”

“That’s what I said.”

Mother stared at me for a moment. I couldn’t actually tell what she was feeling. Her face seemed kind of blank. Then, she started to laugh. “You,” she said, “have been a very bad girl.”

“Wait,” I said. “You actually believe me?”

Mother came and sat down next to me. “Let me tell you a secret.”


Part II

Sitting on the couch, I had a bowl of fresh popped, buttery popcorn in my lap. The box said it also had sea salt, which is much better than regular salt. You can look it up. Tossing some of the pops into my mouth, I chewed and used my powers to open a viewing portal into the toy room, although I was in the living room still. The door to the room jiggled, and father looked up, his eyes growing wide with hope. He opened his pink frosted lips and tried to call out to my dear mother, but he couldn’t. I’d shushed him. He’d been pushing the Hoover back and forth, pretending to vacuum, and I saw him make this kind of frowny face, like he was trying really hard to get control. He looked so cute. I decided to let him think he was getting control.

He stopped pushing the Hoover. Looked toward the door, still making that same scrunchy face. I knew he was trying to talk. The door swung open, a square of golden light against the murky shadows of the toy room, my mother’s silhouette cutout from the light. It reminded me of seeing a shadow puppet show. “Andy?” She called. “Andy?”

Daddy’s eyes went even wider as he tried to scream. “I guess he’s not in here,” Mother said, starting to close the door.

I let Daddy make a peeping noise then, like a baby chick. “Peep! Peep!”

Mother paused. Waited. “I thought I heard something, but it must have been my imagination,” she said, once more starting to close the door.

“Help!” Daddy called in his pretty little Bambi doll voice. “Help me!”

“Who’s that?”

“It’s me! It’s Andy. You’re husband.”

Mother stepped into the room and turned on the light. “Whose there?” She called. “This isn’t funny. My husband doesn’t sound like a little girl.”

Father dropped his eyes in shame, but he quickly looked back up, waving one arm, while the other rested on the Hoover. “I’m over here!”

Mother did a double take as she now saw the talking doll, her eyes growing wide. “What’s going on?” She said. “Is this some prank?”

“Close the door!” Daddy squealed. “She might hear us.”

[image: A person looking at a doll house  Description automatically generated]Mother closed the door and walked over to Daddy, leaning down over his doll house, looking uncertainly at this little talking Bambi doll. “Who might hear us?”

“Sam,” he said. “She... she...” now that Mother, his ex-wife was towering over him, Daddy seemed to remember he was a girl doll now, wearing high heels and a halter dress. “She turned me into a doll,” he said, gesturing at his body. “I know it seems crazy, but I am Andy. Somehow, Sam has these powers.”

“Okay, Sam,” my mother called out, looking around the room. “You can come out now. I know this is some kind of prank.”

“Nooooo!” Daddy screamed. “Quiet! Don’t let her know I can talk again. Sam is evil. You have to believe me.” Tears rolling down his cheeks, he started breathing really hard, his chest heaving as he started a totally scatter-brained attempt to prove he was Andy, telling her things about them, how they’d met and all that, his squeaky little voice even higher than usual. Lucy and I laughed and laughed. “It sounds like he’s having a hissy!”

Finally, Mother reached down and put one, giant finger to his lips. “Hush. I believe you. It’s hard to believe my ex-husband is a Bambi doll, though. You’re so pretty.”

“I love being pretty!” Daddy chirped, tossing his long blonde ponytail. He looked horrified, holding up his tiny little hands. “That wasn’t me,” he said. “Sometimes, I just say things from a talking Bambi. I don’t love this. I really don’t.”

“I’m sure it’s hard for you being a girl,” Mother said.

“I love being a girl!” Daddy chirped, and before he could even start explaining mother said. “I know. I know. Talking Bambi.” She looked around the room. “We have to find some way to get you out of here. Then, maybe, I don’t know, we can find some way to change you back.”

Father paced, his heels clicking on the dollhouse floor. “Can you make Sam turn me back into me?”

“I think maybe when she turned you into a doll,” Mother said, slipping her hand around Daddy’s waist and lifting him up out of the dollhouse, “she made you into an airhead.” Daddy squirmed and looked annoyed, but he let her pick him up like the toy he was. “If she gets mad at me, she could turn me into a doll.”

“But what—”

“Sweetie? Just be quiet and let me think. Can you do that for me, doll?”

Father slit his eyes, and it looked for a second like he was about to start an argument—he and mommy used to argue, like, all the time or whatever. But, I think he remembered he was a Bambi doll, and so he nodded. “Okay.”

Mother started to stroke Daddy’s long, blonde hair. “Wow. Your hair is so soft. You know, I had a Bambi just like you when I was a little girl. I had so much fun playing with her.” She turned Daddy upside down, and he squealed. “Oh, goodness,” she said, turning him right side up. “I didn’t know you were such a scaredy cat now.”

‘Scaredy cat? You just—” Father started to scream, but then he saw the look in Mother’s eyes and plastered a big, pretty smile on his face. “Will you help me?”

“I know just how to get you out of here,” mother said, setting father back down for a moment. “I just wish you had an outfit more suitable for a spy.”

[image: ]Daddy shimmered, and he was suddenly wearing Bambie Super Spy’s outfit—a strapless pink minidress with a fuzzy, fur collar and elbow length gloves. He had a sparkling choker around his slender neck and a matching bracelet flashed on his tiny wrist.

Daddy looked down at himself, then back up at Mother, looking like a scared little girl. “Omigod! She knows! She changed my outfit!”

“I think maybe it was just in response to my saying I wished it would happen,” Mother said. “Let’s see.” She tapped her finger on her chin. “I wish you were dressed like Rodeo Bambi.”

Daddy shimmered, and there he was dressed like Rodeo Bambi, a pair of tight little Daisy Dukes, cowgirl boots, a cute little kerchief tied around his neck. 

“Omigod! I had that exact outfit for my Bambi. You look so sexy, babe. Oh! I could play with you for hours.”

“How are you doing this?” Daddy asked, his pretty mouth hanging open. He was tugging on the shorts, which looked like they were five sizes too small. He looked so dumb.

“I think it must be part of the spell—”

Back in the living room, Lucy punched me on the arm. “Let’s get this moving,” she said. “I’m getting bored.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, then I cupped my hands around my mouth. “Where are you, mother?” I shouted. “I want to talk to you NOW!”

[image: A person holding a purse  Description automatically generated]“We better hurry,” Mother said. She waved her hand at father. “Superspy Bambi” and he was once again in his strapless dress. “Now, I have just the way to get you out of here,” she said, opening her purse, then reaching down and picking father up.

“Wait,” Daddy said. “You’re going to hide me in your purse?” He seemed extra humiliated by the thought.

“Don’t worry,” Mother said. “I used to put my Snoodles in here and carry her around. There’s plenty of room.” She gently lowered father into her purse, and he sat there, looking shell shocked at his latest humiliation.

“So I’m a Pomeranian now,” he said.

“More like a chihuahua,” Mother said, giggling, then tapping him on the head with one finger. “You look so adorable. I might just keep you like this.”

Father made his terrified face again—mouth hanging open, eyes going wide. “No,” he said. “Please, I—"

“Relax, babe,” Mother said, laughing. “Wow. I think Sam made you naïve. You’re like, the blondest blonde I’ve ever known.” She patted him on the head again, exactly like he was a little doggy. I guess you can see where I get it from, right? Then, she said, “Andrew. I want you to know that just because you’re a Bambi doll now, and you’re so tiny you can fit in my purse, I have just as much respect for you as a man as I ever did.”

“Really?” Daddy said, eyes sparkling.

“Oh, yes,” Mother said, and then she grinned like, the best/worst wicked witch grin ever, and she said, “I haven’t lost any respect for you, babe. Seriously.”

Back in the living room, I looked at Lucy. She looked at me. We both started laughing. “He has no idea she’s making fun of him right now. Omigod!”

“I’m an airhead!” Daddy chirped.

“Yes, you are,” Mother said, then she pushed him down deeper into her purse. “Now you need to get down so I can close the top of my bag. Just stay quiet. Don’t say a thing. You got that?”

Daddy nodded and crunched down inside the purse. Mother closed the flap and hiked the strap up higher on her shoulder. Then, she headed toward the door.

When she walked into the living room, I was licking butter off my fingers, having finished up my popcorn. Mother walked toward the door. “I better be going,” she said, with a wink.

“Wait. Where were you all this time?”

“Where was I?” Mother said. “Here and there.” She pulled the door open, letting it slam against the wall so father would hear it. “Well, I’ll see you later.”

I used my powers to make the door swing closed, slamming loudly. “You’re not going anywhere!” I yelled. ‘You’re up to something,” I said. “I can tell. How about you just start singing?”

The purse began to shake and tremble. I heard a soft groan. “Sing?” Mother said. “You want me to sing?”

“I want to hear singing,” I said. “I insist.”

There was a soft little squeak, and then the purse burst open, Daddy popping up, his arms raised in the air as he shook his shoulders and sang: “I’m a Bambi girl in a hot pink world!”

As soon as the words left his mouth, he got a horrified look on his face, put his hands to his cheeks. “Oh, no,” he said. “What have I done?” He looked up at mother and screamed, “run!”

“Mother can’t run,” I said, making my own mean face. “She’s been a bad girl, and now she needs to be punished. I’m going to turn her into—a goldfish.” I raised my hands and wiggle my fingers.

“Noooooo!” Father screamed. He closed his eyes and covered his ears. He waited. And waited. Mother, Lucy and I watched as he slowly opened one eye and started glancing around, then his other eye. “Whaaa?”

We all three burst out laughing. Poor Daddy doll. He really was an airhead. I grabbed him from the purse. “Bad girl!” I said. “You tried to escape.” I decided I wanted to see him as rollerblade Bambi. He shimmered and was now wearing her leotard and rollerblades.

[image: A person holding a doll  Description automatically generated]I grabbed his long hair and yanked. He made those little mewling noises again, the ones he made when he was having a girly panic attack. “Eeeee. Eeeeee. Eeeee!”

“I can’t believe you thought I would help you,” Mother said, shaking her head. “Why the hell would I help you after you’ve been such a prick to me all these years?” She flicked him in the belly with her middle finger, and he grunted and cried out in pain. “You’re going to be a Bambi doll for the rest of your life, you piece of shit,” she said. “I couldn’t be more proud of our daughter for how she—fixed—you.”

I put Daddy down. “Skate around,” I said, then turned to mother. “What’s for dinner?”

“Oh, let’s do pizza,” Mom said.

“Pizza!” I said, jumping up and down. “Can I order it?”

“Of course,” Mother said. “Don’t forget the anchovies.”

“Gross!” I ran to get my cellphone, which I’d left in the kitchen. Mother sat down on the couch and crossed her legs, watching Daddy who was skating around in circles, a big smile on his face. “I didn’t expect Sam to get her powers so young. I might have warned you, but probably not. You make a perfect girl.”

“I love being a girl!” Daddy chirped.

Mother laughed.


Bonus
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Chapter 5

[image: A person in a pink dress  Description automatically generated]“Heeeeelp!” Daddy screamed as he ran around his dollhouse, waving his little arms as he ran. He looked like a boy making fun of the way girls ran, and it was soooo funny. “Come on babe,” Kyle shouted as he chased Daddy. “Stop playing hard to get and give me a kiss!”

Daddy was wearing Bambi’s  Movie Star Loungewear—a short sparkly pink bathrobe with lace trim and, as always, high heels. He had to keep tugging at the front of his robe to keep it closed as he ran. It was so funny.

As he ran up the stairs, Daddy glanced up at me and Lucy. “Please! Make him stop!”

“Kyle is crazy about you, daddy,” I said. “You’re lucky to have such a cute boyfriend.”

“I haaaaate you,” father screamed. It made Lucy and I laugh so hard.

Father reached the top of the stairs, ran out to the balcony and backed up against the railing. His chest was panting, chest heaving as he made those little chirping noises again. Kyle walked toward him, taking big, slow steps like a monster in a monster movie. “Now, now, little Philly, you know you want me to kiss you.”

[image: A person in pink dress and a monkey climbing a railing  Description automatically generated]“I love kissing boys!” Daddy chirped, then covered his mouth with both his little hands, his big, blue eyes going wide.

Lucy whispered something to me. We giggled. Kyle got closer and closer, and Daddy leaned back against the rail as far as he could. “More scared…” I whispered and saw the terror growing in his eyes.

Kyle paused and looked up, as if at the sky. “W—what’s happening?” He growled, his voice growing deeper and gruff. He held up his hand as it became covered with hair, and his face began to transform into the fangy wolf face. He howled at the pretend moon. “I can’t control myself,” he growled. “Run!”  Then he lunged at Daddy, who screamed just like a girl in an old movie and then, suddenly, jumped off the balcony.

“Bambi!” I managed to catch him before he hit the ground, and lifted him up, my hand tight around his little waist while he squirmed and then punched my fingers with his tiny little doll hands.

“Let me go!” Put me down!” Daddy squealed.

Lifting Daddy up so he was looking right at me, I frowned and raised an eyebrow. It was the same face he used to make at me when he thought I was being bad, but I was the Daddy now, and he was the little girl.

Daddy’s face froze when he saw me give him “the look.” He lifted his hands, palms out. “I’m sorry,” he said. “Please… I’m… I’m… I’m an emotional girl. I couldn’t help myself.”

“Very good, Bambi,” I said. “You are just a silly little girl now, aren’t you?”

“I’m such a silly little girl,” he said, nodding and nodding.

‘Omigod,” I said, staring to feel disgusted at him for being suck a dork.

I held Daddy like that as I looked around the room, wondering what to do with my Daddy doll next. I had so many toys, but nothing I wanted to really play with. Even my Daddy Doll was starting to get boring. I dropped him, and he plunked against the floor. Then, I left him there while I went to get a snack and watch something on TV.

“Kill me,” I heard Daddy call out as I left. “Please just kill me.”


Part II

Daddy

I woke up as if someone had thrown cold water in my face, sitting straight up, gasping, my heart pounding. I was immediately aware of my breasts—or, I should say, my lack of breasts. I missed the weight, the way they swayed and settled. I put my hands to my flat, hard chest, patting, confused, and then I reached up and felt my short hair. “I’m me,” I said, pleased to hear my own voice, the deep voice of a man and not the squeaky voice of a little girl. I shook my head. I’d been a doll, a Bambi doll. Now, somehow, I was just me.

The alarm was beeping, and I reached over and turned it off, looking around to see I was in my bedroom. There was a ray of sunlight sneaking between the bedroom curtains, but otherwise the room was lost in murky shadows, just like it usually was this time of year. I checked myself again and saw I was wearing my usual pajamas. I put a hand to my cheek and felt the stiff bristles of my morning shadow. I need to shave. I never thought I would be so happy to need to shave.

My phone was on a small, round table next to my bed where it spent the night charging. “Sandy,” I said. “What’s today’s date?” Sandy responded, but her answer made no sense. She claimed it was the same day as when this had all started, the day my daughter had started turning me into a Bambi. Like, no time had passed. Like it had never happened.

A dream? It must have been a dream. I chuckled. What a crazy dream. Like Sam could somehow have magic powers and turn me into a doll? Yeesh. I’m just feeling guilty about taking her dolls away, I decided. I guess I’ll give them back. I think she learned her lesson.

I jumped in the shower, the hot, steamy water pouring down over my head, waking me up. Then, I grabbed my Bambi Doll Body lotion and lathered it up, enjoying the scent of honey and flowers as I lathered up my body. I smelled great and felt great as I wrapped one towel around my body and another around my head, then padded out to the closet and picked out some clothes to wear—picked out? I wore variations of the same thing every day—blouse, slacks, sports coat. It was a relief to be back to wearing boring old man clothes instead of the crazy ensembles I’d worn in that Bambi nightmare.  I slipped a power blue silk blouse off the rack, slipped into a camisole and then pulled my shirt on, once more thanking my lucky stars I was a guy again and didn’t have to worry about dresses and makeup.

Only, when I started to button up my shirt, I struggled. It was like the buttons were backward or something. Weird, but I was excited about my big call coming up with a client and I put it out of my mind. I decided to skip the blazer after all, then spritzed some perfume on my wrists and rubbed them together before dabbing some behind each ear.

Bounding down the stairs, I decided to skip breakfast—I was watching my figure with summer coming up—and headed right into my office. I sat down, reaching back to smooth my skirt as I did so, then chuckling at what I’d done. I was going to have to get used to being a guy again, I thought, as I crossed my legs at the knee and held my hands out in front of me, examining my nails.

Just then, my phone started buzzing. Odd to get a call this early, I thought. I picked up my phone. It was Jill, my new girlfriend, asking for a video session. I better get this, I decided, running my hand through my hair so it wouldn’t look too messy. “Hey,” I said. “What’s up?”

“What’s up?” She said. “You called me.” Jill looked great, even first thing in the morning with her big, bright green eyes and perfect skin.
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“What’s happening to you?” Jill said.

“Nothing, I—” just then, I felt my chest swell, the familiar weight and heft of my Bambi breasts straining against my shirt. “No,” I gasped, my mouth failing open as I put a hand to my throat, humiliated that I once again sounded like a little girl. “No.”

“Is this some kind of weird filter?’ Jill asked, looking confused. I felt my hair tumble down over my shoulders, felt myself shrinking, getting smaller, saw my face in the little sub-window becoming Bambi’s with big eyes, plump lips and a tiny, upturned nose.

“I love being a girl!” I sang out, shrugging my round little shoulders. I was no longer in control and found myself touching up my frost pink lips. “I’m so much prettier than you,” I heard myself say. “It makes me want to cry.”

Jill shook her head. “What’s going on?”

“What’s going on is that I’m a girl, and I’ve always been a girl,” I heard myself say. “Never call me again.”

“I won’t,” Jill said, and the screen went blank.

“Jill!” I squeaked, once more in control. I felt like I’d been punched in the gut. Like my heart had been ripped out of me. I loved Jill. I’d been thinking about asking her to marry me. Now, I was sure, it was all over. My life was over. I heard laughter as I felt myself shrinking back down to doll size. Standing on my office chair in a dress and heels. Sam appeared, towering over me, grinning.

“Hahaha! I can’t believe you fell for that.”

I shook my head. “Why? Why are you doing this to me?”

Sam picked me up and carried me over to the couch.  Sitting down, she started to caress my hair. ‘It’s really not my fault,” she said. “Lucy is making me do it. She whispers these mean ideas in my ear, and I just can’t say no.”

“Lucy?” I said. “Who’s Lucy?”

“You know. My friend, Lucy? She always comes over and we play up in the attic.”

I thought about it, but I didn’t remember any Lucy ever coming over. Sam, actually, did not have very many friends, which had always pained her mother and me. The other kids, for some reason, found her weird and she almost never got invited to any birthday parties. That was one of the reasons she spent so much time with her Bambi dolls, and remembering that, I felt sick that I’d taken them away. I’d forgotten how much they meant to her. How much they were her friends. ‘I don’t remember Lucy,” I said. “I’ve never met her.”

“You silly goose,” Sam laughed. “She’s sitting right here.” Sam glanced over at the couch cushion next to her. She tilted her head and giggled. “Lucy says you’re an airhead.”

I stared at the empty space on the couch. Looked back at my daughter. There was a gleam in her eyes, a kind of crazy, glassy energy. I began to feel my skin crawl, my hair stood on end, and I wanted to cry not for my situation, but for my poor daughter. “Sam, honey? There’s no one there. There is no Lucy.”

Sam slit her eyes, and then I found myself tumbling through the air, the room spinning around me, and then I slammed into a wall and landed on the floor. “Shut up you lying liar!” Sam screamed as she started to yank at her hair, stomping her feet against the couch cushions. “SHUT UP! SHUT UP! SHUT UP!”

“Sam,” I screamed, trying to be heard over her. “Sam, you have to tell your mother about Lucy. She’ll be able to get you help. She knows about your powers, but not about Lucy.”

Sam stopped screaming and thrashing but stared at me and then started laughing. “Mom doesn’t know about my powers. She doesn’t know anything.”

“She does. I heard you talking and—”

Suddenly, my wife appeared in the room, wagging her finger down at me. “You really are an airhead,” she said. “I can’t believe I was ever married to such a dumb blonde.” Then she faded away.

“Wait?” I said as I started to realize what had happened. “You mean?”

“Mother was never here.” Sam raised an eyebrow. “It was just another game, Daddy. I love playing games.”

I wanted to say more, to try and help Sam understand she needed help, but instead I stood up and curtsied, no longer in control. There is no worse feeling than being turned into your own child’s toy, made to obey her every whim. “How may I serve you, My Queen?” I asked.

“Dance,” Sam said. “Dance, dolly, dance.”

“Yes, my queen.” Plastering a big, happy smile on my face, I started to dance.


The Present Day

[image: ]I carefully slipped Daddy into a box. He was pleading to me with his eyes, desperate. I knew what he wanted. He’d told me so many times. Turn me back into a boy… let me go… blah… blah… blah… So. Boring. It had gotten to the point he couldn’t talk or move on his own anymore, and his skin was soft plastic just like any other Bambi doll. As I sealed him back into the original box from one of my other Bambi dolls, I wiggled my fingers, and he smiled so pretty. “Bye, bye, Daddy,” I mouthed, waving with my hand held low so my mother couldn’t see.

“And you’re sure you want to do this?” Mother asked as we put Daddy into a bigger, brown box along with his dollhouse, car and my other Bambi dolls.

“Yes,” I said, looking at father’s face for the last time as Mother closed the box. “I’m all grown up now. It’s time for another little girl to have fun playing with Bambi.”

“Well,” Mother said, “I think that is so generous of you. You’re a really sweet girl, Samantha. I’m so proud of you.”

“I know,” I said with a smirk.

“You sure you don’t want to come down to the Good People Store with me to drop these off?”

“Nah,” I said. “I have to study. I have a big test tomorrow.”

“Giving gifts, studying without me even having to say anything.” Mom shook her head. “You really are the best daughter ever.” I went and sat down at the kitchen table, opened my Math book and smiled, waved. “Bye, bye, Mom,” I said. “I love you.”

Mom blew me a kiss and left. As soon as I heard her drive off, I went out to the backyard and peeked through the fence. Billy was practicing pitching, throwing balls at a net with a square on it. He wore a blue t-shirt that read Stallions across the chest. He’d been mean to me on the bus the other day. Lucy whispered in my ear.

[image: A cartoon of a person in a pink shirt and cap  Description automatically generated]Billy went to throw a pitch, and suddenly found himself throwing underhand. She shook her head, her long braids swaying. She was now wearing a pink t-shirt that read Ponies and black leggings. I’d given her Bambi’s heart shaped earrings and a bracelet with hearts on it as well. She looked down at herself, then looked up.

And screamed.


For exclusive early access to all my TG Stories and Comics, come join me on Patreon: www.patreon.com/tgkadee

Check out more of my books on Amazon: www.amazon.com/author/cooperkadee

Drop on by the bookstore to find more of my TG stories and comics: http://www.cooperandkadee.com/

And to keep up on all my latest work, you are invited to visit my blog: www.genderfluidnews.com

Check out my TG Art: https://www.deviantart.com/tgcooper-tgkadee


Bonus

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


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