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      On May 14th of 2024, Amazon quietly made changes to their Kindle Unlimited program, slashing the income of authors by adjusting the way that ‘page reads’ are calculated within their system. No warning was given—nor was there any explanation given. Income for myself and many others was cut by nearly half, during a time when inflation has made the cost of living almost double in just a few years.

      Back in 2015, I decided that I would do everything I could to make this my full-time job, so that I could provide as much content at a high quality as possible. There have been a few moments where that plan has been threatened; this latest cut is one of them…

      But by some miracle, I’ve been getting so much support on Patreon over the past year. The extra income from Patreon literally saved me from ending up flat-broke, and I’ve decided that it’s time to stop relying so much on Amazon, and start giving directly to the people who have supported me loyally here on Patreon.

      So if you’re reading this, you’re supporting me on Patreon, and that means the world to me.

      Or maybe you downloaded this book off some book-pirating website… and if that’s the case, I guess that’s fine too (I understand everyone’s financial situation is different). But if that is the case, I would just ask that you find some way to support me in a non-financial way: leave a Goodreads review, mention me in a Reddit post, drop a link on some Discord channel.

      And if you’re feeling extra naughty and want to buy me a little gift… Here’s my Amazon Wishlist:

      
        
        https://www.amazon.ca/hz/wishlist/ls/2FY8N80BC57V5?ref_=wl_share

      

      

    

  


  
    
      To my true fans,

      Thank you so much for your continued support! I would probably be dead without you.

      Love,

      Nikki Crescent
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      Danny feels bad for Jeremy after watching the school nerd getting his pants pulled down by some bully. It wouldn’t have been so bad had Jeremy not been wearing panties under his pants.

      Now, Danny can’t help but wonder why on earth Jeremy was wearing panties. Why would he do something so… strange?

      After weeks of trying to figure it out, Danny decides to try on a pair of his twin’s panties, just to see what Jeremy got out of it. But his timing couldn’t be worse.
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      Jeremy McCalluster was caught by a friend wearing panties—at school. He was walking down the hallway and Jimmy Patrick ran up behind him and yanked his pants down.

      Jimmy did this a lot, to various nerds in the school. Once, he pulled my pants down. Some people chuckled at the absurdity of it, and most people just went about their business, because my black boxer-briefs really weren’t that interesting. I might have blushed a little bit—but I just pulled up my pants and went on with my day.

      It didn’t bother me.

      But it bothered Jeremy, because everyone saw that he was wearing pink lacy panties, with a little pink bow right on his pelvis. I was there when it happened, and even I started laughing, though I felt bad, seeing Jeremy turn pale. There was a moment of frozen horror before he was able to scramble to pull his pants back up.

      Word spread fast. Jeremy ended up going home, and he didn’t return to school the next day; the humiliation was probably just too severe. I tried to think of how I would have handled humiliation like that. I don’t know if it was something that I could have handled…

      Luckily, it wasn’t something that I would ever have to handle… at least I assumed as much—because I didn’t do weird shit, like wearing panties underneath my clothes. I couldn’t think of anything I did that was nearly as embarrassing as that!

      Sure, I masturbated like all guys my age. I would wait until my family was asleep; I would lock my bedroom door. I would put some porn on my laptop, with the sound off, and I would rub one out into a wad of tissues. I would dispose of the tissues, clear my browsing history--it was all a very safe process, and I was never worried about being caught.

      And even if, for some reason, I was caught, it would be embarrassing, but nothing like what Jeremy had to suffer through.

      I really did feel bad for Jeremy.

      Though I would chuckle when I remembered that image of him, in his panties. I didn’t even mention that his legs were shaved smooth—or did I? I think he even had a little thin garter-belt strap around his thigh, though it was hard to tell because his pants were back up so fast. Ah, poor son of a bitch…

      But why was he even wearing panties in the first place? What the hell was he doing at school with lacy women’s undies under his jeans? Was that something he did often? Did he get off on it? Did it feel… nice to him?

      I don’t know why it bothered me so much, but I couldn't stop thinking about Jeremy's situation. It was bizarre, and I couldn't help but feel a mix of pity and curiosity. Why would someone wear panties, especially to school? I couldn't imagine what could have motivated Jeremy to do something so… freakish. Was he gay? Was he trans or something?

      I couldn't shake the image of him, pants yanked down, pink panties on display. It was a strange thing to dwell on, but it kept playing over in my mind.

      Maybe he was dared to do it. Maybe he lost some terrible bet.

      I just couldn’t understand why he did it!

      I was home alone one day. My parents were at work and my sister had gone to a friend’s house after school. I was bored of playing the same video games, and didn’t feel much like watching TV. My mom had left a list of chores she wanted done for both my sister and me. I worked through the list, but stopped when I got to ‘Tanya’s laundry.’ Tanya was my sister, and I wasn’t going to do her laundry for her…

      I was still a bit annoyed with my sister. Once again, she was out with friends, leaving me to do all of the chores at home. This was starting to become more and more frequent. I thought that it would end when she split up with her boyfriend, Greg. They dated for a couple of months, and their relationship drove me mental. I was doing Tanya’s laundry every week. My mom would say, “Either it gets done, or you aren’t going to Florida with us this summer.”

      “But my laundry is done. It’s Tanya’s laundry that’s not!” I tried to argue.

      My mom just shrugged her shoulders. “I honestly don’t care who does it. If the chore list isn’t finished every day, there’s no Florida.”

      It wasn’t fair. Also, Greg wasn’t worth taking the hit. I knew Greg well, and he was a hopeless idiot. He sat around playing video games all day. He smoked a ton of weed. He had bad grades and no college aspirations.

      And he had a wandering eye. I was always hearing stories of him flirting with girls at parties. So, with a couple buddies, I made a fake Facebook account with some cute girl pics we found online. We added Greg as a friend, and he accepted. He even started up the chat. “How do I know you? I feel like I’d remember a cute face like yours.”

      It was easy, and took just a day to get him to start ‘cheating’ by sending dick pics. We sent the chat to one of my sister’s friends, and the relationship ended swiftly.

      But that didn’t get my sister back home, doing her share of the chores. She was always at friends houses… and once again, she hadn’t done her laundry.

      My mom had underlined that one chore—Tanya’s laundry—which was her way of saying, ‘This is overdue. Get it done, or there will be consequences.’ I knew Tanya wasn’t going to be home in time to do her laundry, so I decided I would, at the very least, throw the laundry into the machine for her.

      I dumped her laundry basket straight into the machine. It dinged forty minutes later. She wasn’t home. I was still bored, and still felt a bit bad about the idea of her getting in trouble for not finishing her laundry, so I threw her clothes into the dryer in one big heap.

      Forty minutes later, the dryer dinged. It was only 4:00 PM. I sighed.

      I wasn’t going to fold her shit for her, but maybe I could just load it into a basket and put it on her bed—that might be enough to keep mom’s head on straight.

      As I placed the bin down on the bed, I noticed a pair of panties on the top of the pile: a pair of my sister’s panties.

      I froze, staring at the little lacy piece of clothing. My heart began to race as I remembered Jeremy wearing something very similar. Though these looked a bit… bigger. Jeremy was wearing what appeared to be a thong.

      I reached out and picked up the panties. Normally, I would have gagged at the thought of touching my sister’s panties. But now, I was curious. I just wanted to feel the fabric. I don’t think I’d ever felt women’s underwear before.

      They were soft—and stretchy. They were so small. It would take ten pairs of those panties to create enough fabric for a single pair of my underwear.

      Now, a terrible curiosity was coming over me.

      It was a rare opportunity, and my curiosity got the better of me.

      I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding in my chest. My mind raced with anticipation and apprehension. It felt like a taboo act, but I knew it was just a piece of fabric. I couldn't resist the urge to know what it would feel like.

      It really was just… fabric, right? And it’s not like I was going to put them on to get off. I was just going to see if it felt any different than any other piece of clothing…

      Carefully, I pulled down the waistband of my boxers and slipped the tiny, lacy pair of panties onto my hips. The material was so delicate, and it clung to my body like a second skin. It was an incredibly strange sensation, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

      I stood there for a moment. The thong felt restrictive, yet it also felt somehow liberating—maybe because I had so much skin exposed now. As I stood there, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. The sight struck me as odd, and I suddenly felt even more exposed and vulnerable.

      I also felt very suddenly aware of just how hairy my body was. I never thought of myself as being a hairy guy, but in those panties, the hair on my thighs seemed so patchy and wiry. Maybe it was time to do some manscaping…

      Just as quickly as I had put it on, I realized I needed to take it off. I pulled down the waistband and removed the thong, my heart racing even more now that I had crossed the line.

      As I discarded the panties, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. I couldn't believe I had actually done it, and I knew I would never tell anyone. It was a secret I would take to my grave.

      But that strange curiosity stuck with me. I found myself thinking about that feeling. I couldn’t force myself to forget what it felt like: that tight hug of that delicate lace. Men’s clothes aren’t like that; I’d never experienced anything quite like that.

      And why weren’t men’s clothes like that? I mean—sure, I understood why men’s clothes weren’t pink and girly-looking, but why couldn’t they be soft like that? Why couldn’t they feel so… tight, but in a pleasant way (not like in a wedgie sort of way)?

      Okay, so maybe I could—in the tiniest way—understand why Jeremy put panties on under his clothes. Maybe it was literally just a matter of wanting to wear something more comfortable… but why take the risk? Did he really think that there was no way his undies would ever be exposed? I mean… you have gym class for starters. Was he changing in the bathroom stall? Then there was the matter of having to bend over however many times in a day. Was he really so sure that his pants wouldn’t creep down and expose his thong? And Jimmy Patrick’s little pants-pulling hobby wasn’t exactly a secret. It happened at least once every two weeks. I wouldn’t dare to wear anything embarrassing under my jeans—especially because I was a ‘nerd’ like Jeremy. I was small and skinny like Jeremy, and I didn’t have many friends. I was a prime target for pants-pulling.

      It was a few days later and I was home alone again. Boredom had me wandering the house.

      I thought suddenly about my sister’s panties. My heart fluttered in my chest. I paced around the house trying to think of something to occupy my mind… but the thought of trying the panties on one more time kept slipping into the front of my mind. I groaned. Okay… maybe I could just do it one more time.

      But first, I went to the bathroom. I ran the shower warm and I slipped in, just to shave away a bit of wild pubic hair. A bit turned into a lot as I tried to even it out. Then, I caved and just shaved everything from my knees up. It looked fine. It honestly made my pecker look bigger, so I wasn’t too upset about losing the hair.

      Then, I went into Tanya’s bedroom. I walked over to her dresser. I opened that top drawer. I took a deep breath, seeing the colourful selection of undies. I carefully felt a few different pairs with my fingers. My heart skipped a beat; the panties were so soft.

      Okay—just quickly. I was just going to quickly slide a pair on, just to feel it one more time.

      I tugged the panties up and wriggled them up until they were snug, like a second skin. I looked down at my cock bulge, which was nestled so perfectly in that little pussy area. Why did these feel so nice? What was it about them that just felt… right? I blushed all over, looking up at myself in the mirror.

      Then, I saw someone else in the mirror: my sister, standing behind me, in the doorway, with wide eyes and parted lips.
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      As my sister stood there, staring at me in shock, I was at a loss for words. I frantically searched for an excuse, trying to come up with a plausible reason for why I was wearing her panties.

      "Uh, I… I was just… umm… I lost a bet. The guys at school, uh, dared me to do it,” I stammered, trying to sound casual. "You know, They just dared me to do it, and I didn’t want to look like a scaredy-cat. So, umm, I guess I did it, and it’s done." I looked back at the mirror and saw how horribly red I was. I was close to fainting.

      The shock on her face slowly evolved into a playful smile. “Danny, be honest with me now.” She planted her hands on her hips. “Are you secretly trans?”

      “What!?” I gasped. “No! Why the hell would you think that!?”

      She glanced down at the panties, which were still on me. Then, she looked back into my eyes and grinned.

      “I’m not trans. It was a dare.”

      “I thought you lost a bet.”

      “Yeah. Same thing. I mean—I lost a bet.”

      “What was the bet?”

      I stood there, trying to think, but my mind was blank. C’mon, Danny! Think of something! Anything! “Who could, uh, eat their lunch the fastest.”

      “And you… were the slowest?”

      I nodded my head.

      I could tell she didn’t believe me. She walked up to me, looked me up and down, and then paused. “You shave?”

      “Manscaping,” I said. Oh God, this was so horribly uncomfortable! Why was this so nauseatingly horrible? What did I do to deserve this?

      She playfully swatted me on the butt, then turned around and walked away, leaving me standing there in her panties, feeling embarrassed.

      As she left the room, I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of relief. Though I was embarrassed by my sister catching me, the fact that she wasn't angry or disgusted with me made me feel a little less guilty about what I had done.

      Or did it? Her nonchalant response was almost… unsettling. Why didn’t she care more?

      Now that the moment had passed, I began to worry about consequences. What if my parents found out? What if my friends found out? The thought of them knowing about this made me feel even more embarrassed and exposed.

      I knew I couldn't risk letting anyone else find out.

      “Please don’t tell anyone,” I barked, running out to the living room to catch her. I probably should have changed, but I wanted to make it clear that this stayed between us. “It was a stupid thing, and, uh, I would die if anyone heard about this. Don’t tell anyone—okay?”

      “Maybe,” she said without looking at me. I could hear the grin in her voice.

      "I'm sorry for sneakily trying on your underwear, and I promise I won't do it again. Just… please don't tell anyone. I'd really appreciate it."

      She turned around and gave me a curious look.

      “So you won’t tell anyone… right?”

      “Maybe,” she said again.

      What did that mean: maybe? “Stop saying that. Just promise not to tell anyone.”

      “Why are you still wearing my panties, Danny? Do you like them? You can keep that pair, if you want.” She giggled and looked away from me.

      “I don’t like it!” I said. “I just haven’t had a minute to change yet. I just need to make sure that we’re… cool. We’re cool, right?”

      “I don’t know,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I feel like I have to tell someone. I mean—I can’t just not tell anyone.”

      “Tanya, I swear to God. Cut it out!”

      She grinned: a sinister look that I hadn’t seen since we were little kids together.

      “Come on. Don’t torment me like this. Just… promise not to tell anyone. Forget this happened. I’m going to put the panties back. It was a stupid bet and nothing else.”

      “A bet with who?” she asked with wide eyes.

      I had to think fast. “Martin.”

      “So if I call Martin, right now, with you watching me, he will tell me that he dared you to put on my panties?”

      She lifted her phone. I knew she had Martin’s number. We had many of the same friends; that’s what happens when you go to school with your twin sister. “Tanya… just… let’s drop this, okay?”

      “Admit that there was no bet.”

      I was silent. I couldn’t admit it. What other excuse could I invent? I had to stay silent. I had to stick to my original story—and stand by it until death… but she was going to message Martin, and the message would essentially say, ‘I just caught my twin brother wearing my panties’. So I had to come up with a new tactic to get her to drop this.

      “What do you want?” I asked, biting down hard on the edge of my tongue.

      “What makes you think I want something?” She still had that grin on her face.

      “Tanya. Don’t do this,” I groaned.

      Then, she eyed the list of chores that my mom had left on the counter. She stared at it for a long moment and then she looked back at me. I got the hint, so I walked over and looked at the list. I saw that, once again, my mom had asked my sister to do laundry—this time, her bed sheets.

      “Fine,” I said. “I’ll wash your sheets.”

      “Wearing the panties,” she said suddenly.

      I paused. “What?”

      “You can do it in the panties. And when you’re done, then you can take the panties off.”

      I bit hard on the edge of my tongue. “Whatever,” I said. I went and threw her sheets into the wash, wearing nothing but panties. I fired up the machine and then I went back to the kitchen to kind Tanya on her phone. On her screen, I noticed a blur of skin-colour. I looked closer and saw that she’d taken a photo of me in her panties. “What are you doing!?” I gasped. “Delete that!”

      “No,” she said.

      “Delete it now.”

      “Don’t be so aggressive.”

      “Tanya. I mean it. Delete that photo. What you’re doing right now… it’s cruel. So I made a fucking mistake! Get over it! I just… I tried something and it’s stupid and I regret it, okay? Is that what you want to hear? I’m cleaning your bed sheets. Isn’t that enough?”

      Then, she eyed the list again. I groaned and snatched it, looking down. It was her turn to walk the dog. There was nothing else for her on the list. “What? The dog?”

      She nodded her head.

      “Whatever,” I groaned. I went to grab my jeans from the bathroom where I’d left them. When I turned around, Tanya was there, now holding up a little yellow romper—the one she’d worn the weekend before when we all went for dinner at my auntie’s house. I felt a pang of intense humiliation. “W—What?”

      “Walk Sadie in this,” she said.

      “I’m not leaving the house in your dress.”

      “It’s a romper.”

      “Whatever.”

      As I reached for my jeans again, Tanya grabbed them out of my hand and tossed them onto the couch. "Sorry, bro," she said, grinning wickedly.

      Feeling cornered, I reluctantly took off my sister's panties and put on the yellow romper. I even did it in front of her, without turning away, just in an attempt to prove to her that this wasn’t getting to me. Maybe if she thought that I didn’t care, she would get bored and move on…

      It wasn't as if it wasn't a cute outfit, but knowing that my sister had chosen this to humiliate me made my face burn with embarrassment. I don’t know how to say this without sounding creepy, but the weekend before, I saw her wearing the romper and I kept thinking how cute it made her look. Yes, she was my sister—am I not allowed to acknowledge that she looks cute in an outfit?

      Tanya, knowing she had won, smirked and grabbed Sadie's leash from the kitchen counter. With a satisfied grin, she handed it to me. "You better walk her before she does her business in the house," she warned. “And before it starts to rain. I don’t want my new romper getting wet.”

      So I took the leash and headed outside with Sadie. I went out back and down the long alleyway. My plan was to stick to alleyways where I wouldn’t be seen. My plan was to keep my head down. I only had to cross a couple of roads, and they were never busy. But of course, I was still mortified at the thought of being seen by neighbours.

      As I crossed one street, a group of young people, not much younger than me, pointed at me, and they all stared. I could feel my face turning an even redder shade of embarrassment. I knew the sight of a man in a dress (yes, it was a romper, but it looked like a dress) walking a dog was far from common, but I didn't expect the level of attention we received.

      I was relieved once I was back in the alleyway. Thank God I didn’t know who those young people were…

      As we returned home, Tanya was waiting for us at the door, a smug expression on her face. "All done?" she asked, feigning innocence. “That was a short walk.”

      “He peed and pooped. What else do you want?” I grumbled, trying to escape the humiliation by rushing up the stairs to change back into my normal clothes.

      However, Tanya wasn't ready to let me off the hook yet. As I reached the top of the stairs, she called out, "Oh, and one more thing, Danny!"

      I paused and looked down at her. "What now?" I asked, my voice filled with annoyance.

      She held up a little deep-red outfit, dangling it in front of my face. “You’re going to get dirty, so I’d rather you not get dirty in my new romper. Change into this.”

      I could feel my face heating up again. A lump the size of a fist filled up my throat. I stuttered for a moment before managing to say, “What do you want now?”
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      There was no way to explain to my sister that this was a big ‘misunderstanding’. She was so convinced that she’d caught me indulging in some sort of sexual fetish, but that wasn’t the case… but how could I explain that to her in a way that she would understand? It was a struggle to even really understand what I’d done myself.

      How could I tell her that I was just entertaining a silly little curiosity? How could I tell her that I did it more-or-less as a joke one time, and I was doing it again just to see what it looked like—not because I was trans or because I had some weird panty-wearing fetish.

      There was no explaining it to her.

      “I’m going to teach you how to do your makeup,” she said to me with her chin turning up, lips curled into a bright smile.

      “Tanya…” I groaned.

      “Sit down and listen carefully. It took me years to figure out what I’m going to tell you over the next hour.”

      “I really don’t want to do this,” I said.

      “If you want to be a convincing girl, you need to know how to do your makeup. Luckily, you and me share the same genetics—and we have very feminine genetics.”

      “Tanya, I don’t want to be a girl. I don’t know how to get that into your head.”

      “Shh,” she said, raising a hand. “Just listen carefully. You’ll thank me one day.”

      I groaned. “I’m not doing this.”

      “Okay. Then I’m sending the photo.” She snatched her phone and my body turned tense.

      “No!” I snapped. “Just… Just do the dumb makeup thing and we’ll be done with this.”

      “I’m not agreeing to that,” she said gently putting her phone down. “But yes—let’s do the makeup thing.”

      So we started.

      Tanya hopped over to her vanity, pulling out her makeup kit that was organized so neatly, like a painter's palette. She started with the basics: foundation, concealer, and powder.

      "Alright, first thing you need to understand is that makeup is all about creating an illusion. We're going to play with light and shade to give our face contours. In your case, it means softening your brow and your jawline, and bringing more focus to your cheekbones. We’re also going to make your nose look a bit smaller, which will make your eyes look bigger. If you do that right, you'll look as if you were born a girl." She swirled a brush dipped in powder foundation over her own cheeks. “On the outside, I mean.” She giggled.

      She moved on to eyebrows. "And this, my sweet brother, is where the magic happens. Eyebrows frame your face, and with the right tools, we can make yours look full and well-shaped. But no dramatic shapes, we don't want to look too manly," Tanya chuckled, her eyes glittering wickedly.

      She took a sharp pencil and began shaping my eyebrows. "You have quite the girly shape actually! Still, we need to fix this unevenness." She said, pointing out a couple of stray hairs. The pencil was cold on my skin, and I could feel my face getting warm as she talked about how the shape of my brows could make me look more feminine.

      Moving to the eyes, she picked up an eyeliner and began drawing thin lines. "We're going to make your eyes look bigger and more dramatic. This line here? It's going to frame your eyes and draw attention directly to them."

      Her fingers danced around my face, applying colour so lightly that it almost seemed as if she was doing nothing at all. She circled my eyes with a darker shade, then dabbed a lighter colour in the corners to lift them up.

      “Are we almost done?” I asked.

      But she ignored me. "The eyes are a key to a feminine face. Big, beautiful eyes draw men in like moths to a candle." She winked, and the warmth in her gaze sent a tingle down my spine. As she leaned in, she planted a hand on my thigh, high on my thigh, with her fingertips dangerously close to my cock. She kept her hand there to keep her balance. She was wearing a nice perfume that I’d never noticed before.

      Finally, Tanya picked up a lipstick and angled it towards my lips. "And our finishing touch. This colour? It's going to make your lips look soft and kissable."

      Her lipstick hovered over my lips, the tip of the lipstick just barely brushing against my lips. We locked eyes, and she drew a kinky smile. "You're not going to hate me for this, are you?"

      Her breath fanned heat over my face as she completed the lipstick application. When she pulled away, my lips were a bright shade of pink, and we both stared at them, owl-eyed. "Too bold?" she wondered, a laugh in her eyes, and it was strangely contagious.

      “A—Are you done?” I asked.

      She took a step back and we both took in the tableau she had created.

      "Well, aren't we pretty?" she giggled.

      I looked in the mirror and saw… two of her.

      Yes, we were twins—fraternal twins, of course. But now… we were damn-near identical. It was a frightening sight, seeing just how much she was able to change me into… her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I turned away from the mirror and feigned a smile. “Happy now?” I said.

      “Not until you admit that you’re happy,” she said with that wicked grin.

      “Tanya, please,” I groaned. “I don’t know how to explain this to you: I don’t want to be a woman.”

      She rolled her eyes. “There’s nothing wrong with being trans,” she said. “It’s more accepted than ever, Danny.”

      “I’m not trans!” I snapped.

      “Look in the mirror again,” she said, pointing at the mirror.

      I sighed, turning to the mirror.

      “Take a good, long look. Look at how pretty you are. Look how feminine you are.” I stared at myself to entertain her. Maybe I did look feminine… and I wouldn’t say that I was ugly. Sure—I was kind of pretty, but that wasn’t a good thing; no guy wants to be a ‘pretty girl’.

      When I turned back to her, I saw that she was holding what appeared to be… a butt plug. “What the fuck is that?” I asked.

      “You’re going to put it in your ass, and when I press this button…” She showed me a little remote. “It will buzz and make you tingle all over.”

      “W—Why?”

      “Just to remind you that you’re submissive—to me.”

      I was speechless. This was a side of Tanya that I’d never seen before. She was always so passive, so giggly, so… off in her own world. In fact, I couldn’t remember the last time I’d even had a real conversation with her… it had probably been years since we’d ‘chatted’. She was always off with her friends, or with some temporary boyfriend.

      She handed me the toy. I bit down on my tongue. “This is insane. This is… crossing a line.”

      “Put it in—and do it here, so I can see that you’re really doing it. I’ll give you one minute.”

      “Tanya, come on. This is just crazy. You… You’ve lost your mind. You’re taking this way too far, and it needs to stop now, alright?”

      She checked the clock on her phone. “Forty seconds.” Now, she was opening up that embarrassing photo she’d snapped.

      I panicked. I froze for about ten seconds, and then saw on her face that she was dead-serious. There was a heartlessness about her demeanour, like she really didn’t have any empathy at all.

      I panicked and ended up… doing it. I accepted the small bottle of lubricant that she was holding. I squirted a glob onto the tip of that cone-shaped toy, and then I gently pulled aside my panties and began to wriggle the thing into my ass.

      It didn’t seem like it was going to fit. I twisted it and tried to push, but it wouldn’t go more than half an inch in. “It’s too big,” I said.

      “Ten seconds,” she said.

      In a panic, I pushed hard: a painful little shove that sent the toy into my asshole. I gasped, clenching hard as I felt it inside of me, filling my hole. I reached down and felt to make sure I didn’t push the whole thing in. Thank God the base was still out, but I had no idea how I would get the toy out of me, with my anus clenched so tightly around that narrow part of the toy.

      I felt my face turning red. My sister just watched me… sodomize myself! And now, she was giggling.

      She pressed the little button on the little remote, and I felt an intense buzzing. I gasped—and sadly, the sound that came out was high-pitched and girly. Tanya giggled even more. “This is too fun,” she said.

      “Can I take it out now?” I asked with a panicked voice.

      “No. You have to leave it in,” she said with her chin up. “You’re going to the mall with me, and it will stay in the whole time.”

      I went from red to white. I had friends that worked at the mall; I couldn’t go to the mall! I couldn’t be seen in public like this, by dozens—maybe hundreds—of people!

      “Tanya, please,” I groaned.

      “Girl voice, Danny,” she smiled. “Or should I say… Danielle. I like Danielle. Or do you prefer Danica? I think Danielle suits you.”

      I bit hard on the edge of my tongue. This was real torture—and for what? Why was she doing this to me?

      She took me by the hand and with a gentle tug, she had me following her. I caught my reflection in the mirror, wearing that little red dress. At the front door, she handed me a pair of heels. I stuttered. “No more resistance, Danelle,” she said. “All of this resistance is starting to annoy me. If I hear any more protesting, I’m just going to send the photo. I want to have fun at the mall—and I want you to have a real, genuine feminine experience.”

      I was about to try begging her one last time, but that little threat seemed so… serious. I was genuinely worried if I didn’t play along with this charade, she was going to send out that picture, and if that picture got out, I was finished.
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      The mall was busy… not as busy as it normally was on any given weekend, but it was busier than I wanted it to be. In fact, it almost seemed worse that it wasn’t packed shoulder-to-shoulder with people, because then I could have maybe blended in…

      But now, there were enough people that I could be seen wherever I went, but not enough that I could just blend into a crowd.

      “I have a few things that I just have to get,” my sister said, taking me by the hand and tugging me into the mall.

      I was just horrified: dressed like a girl and forced to be acting like a girl out in public. And my sister had my entire reputation in her pocket: an awful photo of me wearing her underwear, and she was apparently willing to send it out at a moment’s notice.

      And now, she was smiling casually, just happy to be at the mall, as if my anguish didn’t bother her.

      We walked by Foot Locker. I had a friend, Marc, who worked at Foot Locker. I was tempted to look over to see if he was working, but terrified that he was there and would see my face, so I kept my gaze down.

      I just had to survive this awful trip, and pray that it was the last thing my sister wanted from me before she deleted that photo.

      I couldn't help but feel a surge of anxiety knotting in my stomach. The possibility of running into Marc loomed over me like a dark cloud. If he saw me like this—dressed in my sister's clothes, trying desperately to blend in and probably failing miserably—it would be humiliating beyond belief.

      It wasn’t just Marc. Freddie worked at The Big Juice. And Ryan worked two days a week on security. There was a decent chance that he was wandering those hallways—and his job was literally to look at people to make sure they weren’t up to no good. I was tense all over; I was definitely a giant red-flag to a security person.

      I kept my head down, avoiding any chance of making eye contact with anyone. The mall echoed with the usual chorus of voices, footsteps, and distant music from stores. My sister seemed oblivious to my torment, dragging me along with while humming under breath—my God, that grated on my nerves.

      "We just need to pop into a few stores, okay? It won't take long," she chirped, her grip tightening on my hand as she steered us towards Victoria's Secret. My cheeks burned with embarrassment as we entered the store. I tried to focus on anything other than the lacy bras and frilly lingerie surrounding me.

      It didn’t help that she kept picking items off the rack and holding them up to my body. “Cute,” she would say. Or, “That’s hot.” She held a little erotic red lace lingerie nightie up to my body and said, “Don’t you think this suits you?”

      I forced a smile and said. “Yeah. Totally.” It was the best I could muter up, and I’m shocked that I was even able to muster that much up.

      Every step felt like an eternity. I couldn't shake the feeling of being exposed, of every person around us somehow knowing my secret. The fear of running into someone I knew was paralyzing. What would they think? What would they say? Could I even face them ever again? Nobody would ever believe me if I said that this was all because of some meaningless curiosity. They would believe it as much as my sister was currently believing it.

      My mind raced with scenarios, each one more horrifying than the last. I cursed my sister taking that photo, using it as leverage to drag me into this public humiliation. I shouldn’t have ever tried on her panties. What was I thinking?

      Oh right, I just wanted to see how they felt, and how ridiculous I looked. Now, I was looking at a mirror in a lingerie store—and I guess I was getting to see just how ‘ridiculous’ I looked… which, admittedly, wasn’t nearly as ridiculous as I assumed. In fact, nobody was really looking at me as if I was ridiculous. Instead, most people were ignoring me. The only looks I was getting were from… men.

      Could it be?

      My sister's voice snapped me out of my spiralling thoughts. "Hey, let's check out that store over there," she said, pointing to a boutique that looked like it catered to teenage girls. I swallowed hard, willing myself to muster the courage to endure whatever came next.

      “Yeah, whatever,” I said. “Whatever you want.” It was hard maintaining the girly voice.

      As we made our way through the mall, I stole glances at every passing face, hoping against hope that none of them would recognize me. Each minute felt like an eternity, a slow torture of anxiety and shame. All I could do was pray silently that this ordeal would soon be over—that my sister would keep her word and delete that damning photo once and for all…

      Thought she never really did promise anything. She just said, ‘maybe’, and then scolded me for begging too much.

      But deep down, I knew that even if she did delete it, the memories of today would linger forever. The fear of exposure, the dread of humiliation—they had etched themselves into my consciousness.

      “Are we almost done?” I asked, trying to use that girly voice with a bit of enthusiasm.

      “No,” she said bluntly. And the mall trip continued. She handed me a little hoochie dress in the next store and said, “Go try it on.”

      I tried begging with my eyes, but it did nothing. I put the dress on. “Now come out and show me,” she said.

      I followed the command. I stepped out and faced her. “Don’t be so stiff. Pose. Look cute. It’s a cute dress!”

      I tried my best. Then suddenly, there was a buzzing in my body. I gasped, and Tanya giggled. She’d activated the vibrating butt plug that had been shoved into my ass. I pushed my knees firmly together, half-worried that I was going to suddenly piss myself. “T—Tanya. Not now,” I said.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she giggled.

      This was torture. I tried to ignore the buzzing, but it was so intense. She commanded me to look at myself in the mirror. She made me pose and smile. “Blow yourself a little kiss,” she giggled, so I did it, hoping it would satisfy her and she would get bored of this charade.

      Maybe I did look a little bit cute when I was making those little poses. Maybe I did have a naturally feminine body… But that didn’t justify any of this.

      I changed out of the dress, back into the red dress.

      At the next store, she handed me a whole pile of clothes to try on. And to be honest, I found it a bit relieving to be in the changing area in the back, which was mostly empty, save for a few girls who came and went. It was better than being in a busy action of the mall hallways, or in the busy shops. I decided to move slowly trying on outfits, taking in every minute I could away from the bustle of the mall.

      And… well, I have to admit that a few of those little outfits looked kind of cute on me—even making me blush just a little bit. It was kind of interesting seeing just how much my ‘look’ could change with an outfit change. Some outfits made me look weird, or even masculine—but some looked so cute that it was hard not to feel a bit flustered.

      Look—that’s not me admitting that I liked it. I didn’t like it; I just found it a bit… satisfying. I don’t really know what was so satisfying about it—but it was satisfying.

      My sister beamed at me, holding up a flowery blouse and a pair of jean shorts that were so short, I wondered at first if they were denim panties.

      "These would look perfect on you! Come on, let's try them," she urged, her enthusiasm unaffected by my obvious reluctance. With a sigh, I followed her back into the sea of shoppers.

      As we approached another store, I couldn't help but steal glances at my reflection in shop windows and mirrors. It was disconcerting how different I looked in these clothes—so unfamiliar… but familiar at the same time. And I was consistently surprised to see how… okay I looked. I didn’t look like some ogre in too-tight clothes. I actually looked kind of cute.

      I brushed a strand of hair away from my face, momentarily captivated by the reflection staring back at me. Maybe it was the right outfit, or maybe it was just the anonymity these clothes afforded me in the crowded mall, but for a short moment, I felt a strange sense of satisfaction.

      Satisfaction—again, I’m not admitting that I liked it. It was just… satisfying in a weird way—and maybe that’s how Jeremy felt when he put on those panties. Maybe he just wanted to revel in that sense of satisfaction. It didn’t have to mean anything…

      My sister's voice snapped me out of my daze. "Hey, check out that dress!" she exclaimed, pointing to a mannequin dressed in a sexy little cocktail dress. "That would look, like, so cute on you!"

      I hesitated, torn between wanting to avoid drawing any more attention to myself and a morbid curiosity about how I would look in that dress. She was right… it was a cute dress. It was so tight and cut in such a sexy way. A weird part of me just wanted to see what it would look like on me—but I wasn’t going to admit it.

      “Don’t you like it?” she asked

      Against my better judgment, I found myself walking towards the mannequin, pretending to examine the fabric with feigned interest.

      The dress was elegant, with intricate lace detailing and a flattering silhouette. I couldn't deny that it caught my eye, imagining for a brief, absurd moment how it might feel to wear it. The soft fabric, the way it would hug my curves—it was a bizarre and unsettling thought, yet strangely… alluring.

      Lost in my thoughts, I didn't notice my sister approaching until she stood right beside me, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Thinking of trying it on?" she teased, her tone light but edged with something I couldn't quite place. She giggled.

      I jerked away from the mannequin, startled and embarrassed. “N-No, I was just... feeling it. It’s soft. They don’t make men’s clothes like this.”

      “Of course not. Girls get the good stuff.” She winked, and then she laughed.

      Her laughter echoed through the store, drawing curious glances from nearby shoppers. "Relax, Danielle,” she said, still grinning. “You've been a good sport today. Let's wrap this up and head home."

      I was thrilled that she was ending the torture… but a bit sad that she wasn’t going to let me try on the dress. I certainly wasn’t going to ask her to let me try it, but for some weird reason I was hoping that she would force me to do it, just so I could see how I looked in it.

      Again—it was similar to why I tried on the panties in the first place: I just wanted to… see. It didn’t mean anything. It was just a curiosity that was tingling inside of me.
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      Being home was a massive relief—and I really thought that it was all about to be over. I watched my sister put her shopping bags down in her bedroom, and then I watched as she kicked off her heels. It was getting late now, and she let out a little yawn, suggesting she was getting tired—and maybe she was getting tired of humiliating me.

      So I said, “I’m just going to wash my face now.”

      I tried to say it gently and casually, almost so she wouldn’t notice—but she noticed. She snapped her gaze towards me and quickly said, “No way. Did I tell you that you could go and wash your face?”

      I froze. My gut turned. Why was she still torturing me? Why wasn’t she satisfied after the experience at the mall?

      "What do you want now?”

      “You haven’t had the full girly experience yet,” she said, narrowing her eyes. “How can you know one way or another if you want to be a girl if you haven’t even had the full experience?”

      “I don’t want to be a girl,” I said, knowing that I was risking annoying her. She told me not to fight with her, but I just couldn’t help it. “I mean—I’m tired, Tanya. And mom and dad will be home soon. You gave me the girl experience. I’ve experienced being a girl. What else do you want me to experience?”

      “Well, you’ve experienced looking like a girl,” she said. “We played dress up and I did your makeup. That much is true. You experienced being a girl in a public, social situation—that’s true as well. There have been some genuinely girly moments here and there. But you still haven’t experienced being a girl on a deeper level… an intimate level.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      She took out her phone and it appeared as though she was texting someone. “You aren’t sending that photo, are you?” I asked, body tensing up. I approached her and she backed away from me.

      “I’m not,” she said. “I’m just messaging a friend.”

      “About what? Who? Why?” My heart was pounding hard.

      “Don’t worry about it!” she said. Then she put her phone down. “You really do look good in that dress.”

      I bit down on my tongue. “Just tell me what you want me to do,” I managed to say in that girly voice.

      “First… I want you to know what it’s like to feel sexy. I’m going to show you a box that I keep hidden from mom and dad.” She went into her closet, dug deep in a pile of her clothes, and she pulled out a cardboard box. It wasn’t very big. She slowly opened it and then I leaned in to see what was inside.

      “Lingerie,” I said. “So what?”

      “Take of your dress and try something on.”

      I took a deep breath in. Fine. I would just… get it over with. I grabbed a random outfit and headed for the bathroom. “Change here,” she said with a seriousness in her voice that made me pause.

      I was about to fight with her, but I knew fighting would only make my situation worse, so I changed in front of her. I got naked, turning my back to her. I could feel her watching me as I struggled to squirm into the skintight little thing. I had no idea what it was. I was surprised by how much it stretched to cover my torso, and I was shocked that it didn’t break, with only that super-thin strip of fabric over my crotch. It was hard to keep my cock and balls in the thing.

      I blushed when I looked in the mirror, seeing how the tiny outfit framed my body. I couldn’t believe how… curvy I looked. My hips were so wide. My butt looked so plump.

      My sister noticed me looking in the mirror. Now, she was grinning. “I thought you might like that one,” she said.

      “I—I don’t like it,” I lied.

      She giggled, covering her lips with her fingers.

      I was dark red with humiliation.

      “It’s okay to like looking sexy,” she said. “Especially when you look like that.” She eyed me up and down, making me blush harder.

      I gazed at my reflection again. Why was I so compelled to stare at myself? Why couldn’t I look away from my own figure? Oh God, this was so embarrassing.

      “Heels,” she said, and then she fetched a dainty pair of tall black heels: super strappy. I put them on and wobbled as I found my balance.

      I looked in the mirror again. I was so… sexy. I couldn’t believe this was possible.

      “A friend is coming by,” Tanya said. My body turned cold. I wasn’t able to move. I was hardly able to breathe. “He’s going to help us.”

      “W—What?” I said.

      Then, there was a knock at the door. “Oh wow, that was fast,” Tanya said.

      “Tanya…” I took a deep breath. “Tanya. What is happening? Who is here? Why are you doing this?”

      She ignored me and walked over to the front door. I wanted to run and hide, but I was too overwhelmed: frozen, horrified, confused. Why was my sister doing this to me? What had gotten into her?

      A minute later, she reentered the bedroom, now with a man. I’d seen him before around the school. I was pretty sure that he was in the drama club and was always performing in the school plays. His name was… What was his name?

      It didn’t matter.

      Why was he here? Why was he looking at me? What was he going to tell people? Was my life over?

      “Don’t worry,” Tanya said, rolling his eyes. “Hubert promised to keep this between us.”

      “I promise,” Hubert said with a smile.

      “Tanya,” I said, hardly able to produce sound. “W—What are you doing?”

      “Hubert is a good friend of mine,” she said. “And he agreed to help with the next part of your female experience. Now, I want the two of you to get onto the bed.”

      She pointed a stiff finger at the bed. I felt sick… so sick. I wanted to scream. I wanted to cry. I wanted this to be over with. I wanted to get revenge on my sister. But I had no idea what I could do.

      As long as she had that photo, I had to just do what she said.

      So I got onto the bed, on my knees. Hubert did the same.

      He was a tall guy. He was big—not much smaller than the school’s football stars, but he wasn’t a sports guy. His muscles were purely aesthetic. He spent time in the gym because he wanted to be in movies, not so he could push through a wall of football players.

      Sure, he was handsome—but I wasn’t gay. Was he gay?

      “Hubert is bisexual,” my sister explained. “We became really good friends last year after going on a couple of dates. In the end, we decided we made better friends than lovers.”

      “I would have kept dating you if you didn’t break up with me,” Hubert added.

      My sister rolled her eyes. “Anyway,” my sister continued. “Hubert has always thought that I was pretty—but I know that he likes guys too. Well, when I saw you, and saw that you looked just like me… of course, I immediately thought of Hubert.”

      I opened my mouth to tell my sister that I wasn’t gay, but I was still in too much shock to speak.

      “Hubert is going to assist in teaching you to be a girl—in the bedroom. Now first thing’s first: kissing. This is easy for you, because Hubert will do all of the work. When kissing, a man does the leading,” Tanya explained.

      Before I could protest, Hubert leaned in. He gently cupped my face, and suddenly, a pair of lips were pressed against mine.

      He was kissing me. I could have violently pulled myself back, but the shock was too intense. I couldn’t move. I just… let him kiss me.

      And there was something about the way his lips moved: forcing mine to move as well. It’s not like I wanted to kiss him back, but it just felt weird not to. Does that make sense?

      He put his hands on my sides. His tongue gently penetrated my lips. His cologne was suddenly obvious, but not overdone. My heart skipped a beat. I was kissing a man. I’d never even kissed a girl! And now, I was kissing a dude.

      It wasn’t disgusting, like I thought it would be. He was clean and his mouth was minty. I wouldn’t say that I liked it though—let’s make that very clear.

      “Now,” Tanya said while her friend kissed me. “Your job, as a girl, is to initiate the next level. This will be your only act of initiation as a girl. Slide down and unzip his fly.”

      “What!?” I said, snapping to look at my sister.

      “Go ahead,” she said with an intense look in her eyes. “You can’t lose the momentum. If you stop for too long, you’ll kill the mood, and then you just have to start again.”

      “I can’t… unzip his fly!”

      “Do it,” she said.

      So I did it. I sunk down, heart racing. I was so afraid of that photo getting out. Now, I was realizing that there was probably no limit to what I would do to keep that photo from being seen.

      I unzipped his pants and saw the big white bulge of his throbbing cock inside. I didn’t take it any further… but Hubert did.

      He reached down and pushed down the waistband of his undies, letting his cock flop out.

      Why was this happening? And why was it happening so fast?

      There was a big, fat cock in front of my eyes now. I heard Tanya giggle. “If I knew it was that big, maybe I wouldn’t have dumped you.”

      Hubert chuckled: a lighthearted sound that made me think he didn’t think this was so insane. But it was. It was insanely insane.

      “Lick it,” Tanya said. “Lick it from top to bottom.”

      It was a heavy appendage, slumped down, foreskin pulled back slightly. I recoiled from it. I could see his veins… I could see it throbbing.

      “Make it hard,” Tanya said. “That’s your job as a woman.”

      I looked at Tanya, who had that uncaring look in her eyes. Why was she doing this? Did I really have no other choice?

      Apparently, I took too long to process it. Hubert reached out and put his hand behind my head. Suddenly, he was pulling me in towards his crotch. I don’t know why, but my lips parted instinctively, and a moment later, there was a flaccid cock on my tongue.

      I closed my lips around it. I closed my eyes, hoping that might help with the intense humiliation—but it didn’t. This was so utterly humiliating. I wanted this moment to end. And right now, the only way to make it end was to see it through to the end.

      So I began to bob my head. And within seconds, I could feel him getting harder. I heard him moan. Then, I heard him say to Tanya, “She really does look just like you.”

      “Isn’t she hot?” Tanya said.

      “She’s shockingly hot.”

      I was too embarrassed to react to what they were saying. I just kept sucking.

      I was sucking a cock.

      My sister was watching.

      She was commanding both of us, without sympathy. “Massage his balls with your hand,” she said. “Tickle his tip with the tip of your tongue,” was another command. “Jerk him off while you catch your breath.”

      Soon, he was rock hard, standing straight up despite his heavy girth. My heart raced faster when I saw how big he was.

      “Now,” Tanya said. “We’re ready to learn about good sex.”

      Hubert pulled out from my mouth, leaving spit all over my chin. I gasped for air. He grabbed me and spun me around without much effort, as if I weighed nothing. He got me onto my hands and knees.

      Was this really happening?

      I gasped when I felt his wet, warm tip touching between my legs.

      “Okay,” Tanya said. “So, let’s learn the difference between good sex and bad sex. First, Hubert, I want you to slide into her. Once you’re inside, we can start our lesson.” Tanya giggled.

      I felt his tip sliding up to my hole. I clenched hard. I closed my eyes hard. I bit down on my tongue hard.

      This was happening…

      He pushed in. I gasped. I clutched bed sheets. I was clenching, but his cock was so slick with slobber that the clenching didn’t stop it.

      “Ow!” I cried.

      “It hurts because you’re resisting,” Tanya said. “Now, let’s try again, but this time, relax your hole.”

      He pulled out. I kept clenching for a moment.

      “Stop clenching, or it will hurt again,” Tanya said. She was standing ten feet away, watching me as I was being penetrated by a man.

      I somehow managed to relax my hole. He began to push in. This time, when I clenched, he paused. Then, when I relaxed, he started pushing in further. “See how much better that feels?” Tanya asked.

      She was right; it didn’t hurt this time—but it was still overwhelmingly humiliating.

      There was a nine inch cock sliding into me, one inch at a time. Soon, I was totally stuffed.

      I could feel him inside of me. I could feel him everywhere inside of me. It felt like his tip was up between my lungs!

      “Oh God,” I groaned.

      “Now, Hubert, begin to gently thrust,” Tanya said.

      He started and my body clenched all over. It didn’t feel good. It didn’t hurt—but it didn’t feel good.

      “Right now, Hubert is fucking you in a way that feels good for his pee-pee. He’s thrusting into you from a low angle, pushing up high, as if into your spine. Now, Hubert, I want you to raise up your angle so you’re pushing more into her, as if through her.”

      He achieved this by pushed me down deeper, so my knees were more spread out. Then, he pushed into me, cock aiming towards my throat from my backdoor. This time, there was no discomfort, but it still didn’t feel ‘right’.

      “We’re getting closer,” Tanya said. “Now, I want Hubert even higher, thrusting down into you. I want you to feel it when he hits that G-spot.”

      I was repositioned again. Hubert pushed into me again and started thrusting. It didn’t feel much different: just weird, again. But he was moving slightly, as if trying to find something with the tip of his cock.

      “Do you feel it?” Tanya asked.

      “No,” I managed to say with a strained voice. And then, Hubert changed his angle ever-so-slightly, and I felt it. I gasped loudly, tensing up. His cock pressed into something that sent a jolt through my whole body—and then his cock hit it again, and again, and again.

      Tanya giggled. “You sure?” she asked.

      I clenched the sheets hard.

      “Now, Hubert, fuck her harder,” Tanya said. “And reach around to rub her clit a little bit.”

      Hubert followed his friend’s command. His cock was nailing that sweet-spot, making my legs tremble. I was moaning, though I was trying so hard no to. This was so, so embarrassing. My sister was watching me moan uncontrollably while a man pumped my butt.

      Then, he reached around and started rubbing my little cock, stuffed into that tight lingerie. He started rubbing the tip of my flaccid cock as if it was a clitoris. It felt magical. I tried so hard not to scream out with euphoria.

      Oh God, why did this all feel so good?

      I had to scream.

      As I screamed, cum gushed from my tip, soaking through that outfit, dripping onto the bed. Tanya noticed, and she giggled.

      He kept thrusting into me. Cum kept spilling out of me. It felt so amazing… so fucking amazing. Oh God—I didn’t want it to end!

      I heard myself scream out: “Harder! Fuck me harder!”

      Then, it was a blur. Everything around me disappeared. I was in a cloud—a haze. I could feel my eyes rolling into the back of my head. My knees were trembling, threatening to buckle. His cock was still sliding in and out, an it felt so, so good.

      “Fuck,” I heard Hubert groan, and I could feel his cock swelling up: fatter and fatter. Was he about to…

      I gasped when I felt it: gushing inside of my body. He was unloading in me. It was warm and gooey and… there was so much of it!

      “Oh my fucking God!” I cried out.

      Then he pulled out slowly, and my asshole made the most humiliating farting sound as cum splattered out of me. I turned dark red. I reached back and covered my hole with my hand, since my anal muscles were too weak now to clench back the spilling cum.

      I looked over and saw a grinning Tanya. She was lowering her phone, as if finishing taking a photo or a video. “W—What are you doing?” I asked.

      “You look so good, I had to get a video.”

      “Tanya… Delete that,” I said. I was too drained to rush her for the phone.

      Now, taking the phone from her and smashing it into a million pieces seemed like the only real solution to my problem.
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      I couldn’t believe what had happened. I couldn’t believe a man had fucked me. I couldn’t believe my virginity was gone, taken by a man, and the taking of my virginity was orchestrated by my own sister.

      I felt sick just thinking about it.

      And worse: it felt so good. I couldn’t believe how much I enjoyed being taken.

      It was humiliating to think that… Tanya may have been onto something with all of this. She was forcing me to seriously entertain the girly curiosity that she caught me entertaining—and now, I was starting to realize that it may be more than just a little curiosity.

      But whether she was onto something or not was irrelevant, because what she was doing was sick and twisted. This blackmail was destroying my soul.

      “Give me your phone,” I said.

      “Hell no,” she said.

      “Give it to me.”

      “Say that one more time, and I’m sending everything to Nancy.” Nancy was one of her closest friends—and a real bitch who had a hate-boner for me.

      “Tanya, why are you doing this to me? Please—just delete those photos and let this be done with!”

      She stared into my eyes with an evil gleam in hers.

      “Why are you looking at me like that?”

      “I should leave,” Hubert said, pulling his pants back up. He was gone a minute later, sensing the tension in the room.

      I stared at Tanya. Why was she looking at me like that? Why did she hate me so much?

      “What is it?” I said. “Why are you doing this to me?”

      “Greg,” she said simply, staring into my eyes and watching me as I tried to figure out what that even meant.

      “Greg?” I said. “Your ex?”

      She kept staring.

      “What about him?”

      “You tell me.”

      I was silent. My heart skipped a beat. Did she know that I had a hand in their breaking up? “He cheated on you,” I said. “He was sexting with other girls.”

      “Was he?” she said. “Or was he set up?”

      “Tanya—what difference does it make? He thought a girl was flirting with him, so he sent her nudes. Who cares if he was set up or not?”

      “It wasn’t your place!” she snapped. “The relationship was still new. He wasn’t connected deeply with me yet. He didn’t have time to make that connection before you did what you did—and then I had to dump him to save my own reputation, because it was so embarrassing.”

      I was speechless.

      “Your torturing me as revenge for Greg?” I asked.

      “I liked Greg. I liked him a lot. And you ruined it.”

      “But he… he was a lowlife.”

      “That wasn’t your decision to make!” she snapped, now looking teary-eyed. “He was a good guy. We never even got to being boyfriend and girlfriend. We never talked about being monogamous. But I had to cut him loose because you humiliated me—and him. It’s not fair. You can’t just meddle in people’s lives like that. And now, you’ve learned your lesson. You got to see how annoying it is when someone meddles with your life.”

      “But I was doing something good for you. I was saving you from something that was bad for you.”

      “And I did something good for you, even though you didn’t want it,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Don’t think that I don’t know you dream about being a girl. I’ve seen the way you look at my outfits. I’ve seen how you are around guys, and how much more comfortable you are around girls. A twin knows, Danny. I know you want to be a girl. I just saved you ten years of repressing it.”

      I opened my mouth to reply, but just went silent. I felt ill. My body was cold. Was this real?

      Maybe… Maybe I did want to be a girl. Maybe I never had been able to relate to men—and maybe I had always been more comfortable hanging out with women. Maybe I was more interested in the things women liked. And now I knew that I had a bit of a thing for women’s clothing… and hair and makeup.

      Did that mean I wanted to be a woman?

      Did Tanya just force me out of the closet… with myself?

      “And now,” she continued, “you have no reason to hold back. There’s nothing left for you to be scared of. You more or less have an idea of what it’s like to be a girl—I mean, as much as I could give you in one afternoon.”

      I was silent, trying to wrap my head around it all. Then, I managed to sputter out a small, “T—Thanks.”

      “Yeah, whatever,” she said, waving me off. Then, she took out her phone, turned it to me to show me that she was hitting the ‘delete photo’ button. A minute later, all of that humiliating evidence was gone. I awkwardly scurried to the bathroom and got myself cleaned up.

      After my shower, I looked in the mirror. Now, I felt like I hardly recognized myself: the man that I was just six hours earlier, before any of this craziness started.

      In such a short period of time, I stopped relating to myself in the same way. I had a lot of soul-searching to do. I needed to dig deep to figure out my identity.

      Thanks to Tanya, I had a whole lot to figure out.

      Of course, I didn’t exactly forgive her for what she did. There are, of course, way better ways to help a person come to a conclusion like the one I was coming to. There are ways to push people in the right direction, and there are ways to be supportive. Tanya’s strategy was intense and aggressive… but maybe that was what I needed.

      The very next day, with the house to myself, I did a little bit of dressing up. I tried on a few outfits and I tried to do my own makeup for the first time, just to see how it would feel and look.

      Then, I went out, looking pretty, just to walk around a nearby park. While I was at the park, a girl called out, “Hey, Tanya!”

      I turned to see her running up to me. I wanted to run away. I felt so embarrassed; I’d seen her at our house before, but I didn’t know her name. She was a friend of my sister. “How are you d—” She realized I wasn’t Tanya and turned silent. “Oh. Sorry. I thought you were…” And in that moment, I think she realized I was Tanya’s brother.

      There was a silence, and then she turned red and backed away. Yes, it was an embarrassing moment—one of many to come. But it was also strangely liberating, knowing that the humiliation phase was just part of the process.

      I still had a lot to figure out.

      I still had a lot to learn: doing makeup, styling hair, choosing clothes, skincare, and so on. But I was strangely excited to learn about it all before making any final decisions.

      And as for Tanya… she got back together with Greg. It was a surprise to everyone. Some people laughed behind her back, knowing about the sexting incident. But they stuck together, and Greg really pulled his act together after a few months. He ended up getting a job and his own little house. He got a dog and he shaved off his peach-fuzz, and he took good care of my sister.

      Maybe my sister’s judgement was better than mine on certain things.

      And I suppose I should mention that I saw Hubert a few more times. I met him at his place, and I asked him politely not to tell my sister about our meetings. I was still in an exploration stage, and I wanted to explore without worrying about judgement—or even the input of someone else.

      I just wanted to be free to do what I wanted, to try new things.

      Hubert definitely showed me new things. He gave me more than one new experience that left me trembling and sweating—and he made that decision a lot easier to make.

      Now, I was really sure that I wanted to be a girl.

      THE END
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      On May 14th of 2024, Amazon quietly made changes to their Kindle Unlimited program, slashing the income of authors by adjusting the way that ‘page reads’ are calculated within their system. No warning was given—nor was there any explanation given. Income for myself and many others was cut by nearly half, during a time when inflation has made the cost of living almost double in just a few years.

      Back in 2015, I decided that I would do everything I could to make this my full-time job, so that I could provide as much content at a high quality as possible. There have been a few moments where that plan has been threatened; this latest cut is one of them…

      But by some miracle, I’ve been getting so much support on Patreon over the past year. The extra income from Patreon literally saved me from ending up flat-broke, and I’ve decided that it’s time to stop relying so much on Amazon, and start giving directly to the people who have supported me loyally here on Patreon.

      So if you’re reading this, you’re supporting me on Patreon, and that means the world to me.

      Or maybe you downloaded this book off some book-pirating website… and if that’s the case, I guess that’s fine too (I understand everyone’s financial situation is different). But if that is the case, I would just ask that you find some way to support me in a non-financial way: leave a Goodreads review, mention me in a Reddit post, drop a link on some Discord channel.

      And if you’re feeling extra naughty and want to buy me a little gift… Here’s my Amazon Wishlist:

      
        
        https://www.amazon.ca/hz/wishlist/ls/2FY8N80BC57V5?ref_=wl_share
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          KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT

        

      

    

    
      
        
        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      
        
        CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

        Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz
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      Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

      Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

      And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.
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