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1.

The small, cluttered living room was dimly lit by the faint glow of a TV playing a rerun of a show neither of them was watching. Lincoln sat on the edge of the couch, his elbows resting on his knees, staring blankly at the floor. His clothes were worn and faded, his jeans frayed at the hem, his shirt clinging to his back from a day of sweat and hard work. At 18, he felt like he’d been carrying the weight of adulthood for years, ever since his mother had left.

Carl, his stepdad, sat in his usual spot—an oversized armchair that seemed to sag under his bulk. He was flipping through a catalog, his expression unreadable. The air between them was thick with unspoken tension, a familiar heaviness that had become the norm since Lincoln’s mother had walked out.

“We need to talk about your clothes,” Carl said abruptly, not looking up from the catalog.

Lincoln frowned, his eyes narrowing. “What’s wrong with my clothes?”

“You look like you’re wearing rags,” Carl muttered. “You’re 18, not some street kid. People are gonna think I’m not taking care of you.”

Lincoln scoffed, crossing his arms over his chest. “Like you care what people think.”

Carl finally looked up, his expression bland but with a hint of irritation in his eyes. “I’m just saying, you could use some new clothes. You’re practically walking around in holes.”

“I don’t have money for new clothes,” Lincoln snapped, his voice sharp. “And even if I did, I wouldn’t waste it on something stupid like clothes.”

Carl snorted. “ Fine, don’t buy anything. But I’ve got something you can wear.”

He stood up, his chair creaking in relief, and disappeared into the hallway. Lincoln watched him go, his jaw clenched in frustration. He didn’t want anything from Carl, least of all handouts. But deep down, he knew he needed clothes. His current wardrobe was embarrassing, and he couldn’t keep wearing the same few outfits to school.

Carl returned with a pair of jeans folded neatly in his hands. “Here,” he said, tossing them onto the coffee table in front of Lincoln. “They’re practically new. Just… try them on.”

Lincoln stared at the jeans, his stomach twisting into knots. They looked… different. The cut was odd, the style not something he’d ever wear. And there was something about them, a faint scent of perfume lingering in the fabric, that made him uneasy.

“Where did you get these?” Lincoln asked, his voice wary.

“Does it matter?” Carl shrugged. “They’re just jeans. And they’re your size, so don’t complain.”

They were meant for a girl, he realized. The cut, the style, the way they smelled—everything about them screamed “feminine.” His face burned with embarrassment at the thought of wearing them, but… he had no choice. Lincoln hesitated, his pride warring with his desperation. These… at least they looked clean, well-made. Maybe they were better than what he had.

“Fine,” Lincoln muttered, grabbing the jeans and standing up. “But if these are some kinda joke, I’m not laughing.”

---

Lincoln stood in front of the mirror, staring at his reflection as he held the jeans up. They looked even more out of place in his hands now, the cut clearly designed for someone with a different shape, a different body. With a sigh, he unbuttoned his own worn trousers and stepped out of them, leaving them crumpled on the floor.

He slid the strange jeans on, the fabric smooth against his skin. They were tight, hugging his legs in a way that felt unfamiliar but… surprisingly comfortable. The waistband settled into place, and he zipped them up, his fingers trembling slightly. When he looked in the mirror, he barely recognized himself. The jeans clung to his hips, accentuating a shape he hadn’t known he had. They were tight, but not uncomfortably so. In fact, they felt… right.

He sniffed the air, catching the faint scent of perfume again. It was sweet, floral, and lingered faintly in the fabric. Lincoln frowned, feeling a pang of embarrassment. Who had these jeans belonged to? And why did they smell like this? He shook his head, telling himself it didn’t matter. They were just clothes. But the scent lingered, haunting him as he turned away from the mirror.

---

The next day at school was uneventful on the surface. Lincoln sat through his classes, and tried to ignore the strange, creeping sense of change that had settled over him. But he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was different. His skin felt… softer, somehow. His senses seemed heightened, as if he could smell the faintest traces of perfume in the air, even when no one was wearing it.

He tried to brush it off as paranoia, as his mind playing tricks on him. But the feeling persisted, gnawing at the back of his mind like a quiet, insistent itch. By the end of the day, Lincoln felt exhausted, his head pounding with the effort of trying to ignore the strange, shifting sensations in his body.

When he got home, Carl was already there, sitting in his usual chair and staring at the TV. He glanced up as Lincoln walked in, his expression unreadable. For a moment, their eyes met, and Lincoln felt a jolt of something he couldn’t quite name—a mix of anger, resentment, and… something else. Something unfamiliar.

“You look good,” Carl said, his voice low and even. “The jeans suit you.”

“Shut up,” Lincoln muttered, turning away and preparing to storm off into his room.

"Lincoln," Carl called out, his voice stopping Lincoln in his tracks.

He turned, his heart pounding in his chest. "Yeah?"

"Nothing," Carl said, shrugging. "Just... nothing."

Lincoln stared at him for a moment, then turned and continued to his room. He closed the door behind him, leaning against it as if to block out the world outside. His mind raced with thoughts he couldn't quite process, the relief from earlier now overshadowed by the familiar tension between him and Carl.

He sat down on his bed, running his hands through his hair. The jeans Carl had given him felt different now, not just because of how they fit, but because of something else he couldn’t name.

The sound of the TV filtered through the walls, a constant reminder of the uneasy truce between him and Carl. Lincoln sighed, lying back on his bed. He closed his eyes, trying to make sense of the day's events, but his thoughts only seemed to grow more tangled.

–

Carl's silence hung heavy in the air as Lincoln approached him in the living room. The TV was on, but the sound was muted, and the only noise came from the ticking clock on the wall. Lincoln had been thinking about the jeans nonstop since he started wearing them, and he couldn't shake the feeling that Carl knew something he wasn't telling.

"Hey, Carl," Lincoln said, trying to sound casual despite the tension in his voice.

Carl looked up from his book, his expression neutral. "Hey, Lincoln. What's up?"

"Just... I was wondering," Lincoln hesitated, unsure how to phrase his question. "Do you know anything about these jeans?"

Carl raised an eyebrow. "What do you mean?"

"I mean, they're different," Lincoln said, his voice barely above a whisper. "They feel... strange."

Carl closed his book and set it aside, his movements deliberate. "Strange how?"

Lincoln shrugged, feeling a mix of frustration and fear. "I don't know. They just do. And I feel... different too."

Carl studied him for a moment, his eyes narrowing slightly. "Different how?"

Lincoln sighed, feeling like he was being pulled in circles. "I don't know, okay? Just... never mind."

He turned to walk away, but Carl's voice stopped him. "Lincoln."

He looked back, expecting some sort of explanation, but Carl just shook his head. "You’re right. Never mind."

The silence that followed was oppressive, thick with unspoken words. Lincoln felt like he was drowning in the uncertainty, his mind racing with possibilities. Was Carl trying to help him, or was he hiding something? The not knowing was almost too much to bear.


2.

Lincoln stood in front of the bathroom mirror, staring at his reflection with a mix of curiosity and unease. He had been noticing subtle changes in his appearance over the past few weeks, but today, something felt different. His features seemed softer, his jawline less defined, and his eyes appeared larger, more expressive. He tilted his head, studying the contours of his face, wondering if he was imagining things.

He ran a hand through his hair, and it felt thicker, fuller, with a natural wave he hadn't noticed before. His shirts seemed to hang differently on his frame, draping elegantly around his torso. He turned slightly, catching a glimpse of his profile, and was struck by how narrow his waist appeared. It was as if his body was reshaping itself, and he couldn't deny the transformation any longer.

Lincoln avoided mirrors for the next few days, unable to shake the image of his changing self. But the urge to see himself grew stronger, and he found himself glancing at reflections in windows as he walked past them. Each time, he was startled by the unfamiliar yet intriguing person staring back.

Later that evening, Lincoln and Carl were in the living room, the only sound the soft hum of the television. Carl glanced at him, their eyes meeting for a moment before Carl looked away. Lincoln sensed a knowing expression in that brief exchange, but Carl said nothing. The silence between them was heavy, filled with unspoken questions and unreadable emotions.

Lincoln felt isolated, unsure of how to bridge the gap between himself and Carl. He wanted answers, but the fear of what those answers might be kept him silent. As the night wore on, he retreated to his room, the mirror on his dresser drawing him in once more.

He sat on the edge of his bed, staring at his reflection, trying to reconcile the person he had been with the person he was becoming. His features were undeniably softer now, his hair longer and more vibrant. He reached up, brushing a strand behind his ear.

The door creaked open, and Carl stood in the doorway, watching him. Lincoln froze, unsure of what to say or do. Carl's expression was inscrutable, but there was something in his eyes that suggested he knew more than he was letting on. After a moment, Carl turned and walked away, leaving Lincoln alone with his thoughts.

Lincoln sighed, his mind a whirlwind of emotions. He was scared, confused, and intrigued all at once. He didn't know what the future held, but he couldn't deny that he was changing, and with each passing day, he was becoming someone new.

–-

Lincoln stood in front of his open closet, staring at the array of clothes hanging before him. His usual wardrobe of oversized shirts and loose-fitting jeans seemed foreign now, as if they belonged to someone else. He reached for a faded T-shirt, a staple in his wardrobe, but hesitated. The fabric felt coarse in his hands, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that it no longer suited him.

Lincoln sighed and pulled on the T-shirt, but as he looked at himself, he couldn’t help but feel out of place. The shirt hung differently on his frame now, draping over his narrower shoulders and accentuating the curves of his body. He quickly changed into a baggy sweatshirt, hoping to hide the changes, but even that felt restrictive, clinging to his waist in a way that made him uncomfortable.

He sat down on the edge of his bed, running a hand through his hair. It was longer now, falling past his shoulders in soft waves. He hadn’t cut it in months, and yet, it seemed to have a life of its own, framing his face in a way that made him look… different. He stared at his hands, noticing how delicate they seemed, how graceful his fingers were. It was as if his body was transforming into something he no longer recognized.

The thought sent a wave of panic through him. He had always defined himself by his masculinity, his rough edges and sharp angles. But now, those edges were softening, and he was left grappling with what that meant for his identity. He questioned everything he thought he knew about himself, wondering if he was still the same person he had been just a few weeks ago.

Despite his fear, Lincoln couldn’t deny the strange sense of comfort he felt in his own skin. He had always been drawn to certain things—softer colors, more expressive gestures—but he had suppressed those inclinations, afraid of what others might think. Now, as the changes deepened, he found himself embracing those traits, exploring a side of himself he had long kept hidden.


3.

Lincoln stood in front of the mirror, his hands trembling as he pulled off his shirt. He had been avoiding this moment for weeks, but he could no longer ignore the changes taking place in his body. His chest was different now, the contours softer, and he could see the unmistakable signs of breast development. He stared at his reflection, his breath catching in his throat as he reached out to touch the gentle curves.

"What's happening to me?" he whispered, his voice barely audible. He felt a wave of panic wash over him as he stepped back, his eyes wide with fear and confusion. He grabbed a loose-fitting shirt from his closet and pulled it on, trying to hide the changes beneath layers of fabric.

Lincoln avoided mirrors for the rest of the day, unable to bear the sight of his own body. He kept his head down at school, hoping no one would notice him, and he stopped participating in class, afraid of drawing attention to himself. The fear of judgment and embarrassment was overwhelming, and he found himself withdrawing from his peers, isolating himself in a desperate attempt to conceal the truth.

At home, Carl seemed oblivious to Lincoln's struggles. He would occasionally glance at him, but his expression remained neutral, offering no comfort or understanding. One evening, as they sat in the living room, Carl finally broke the silence.

"You've been missing a lot of school," Carl said, his voice devoid of emotion.

Lincoln shrugged, avoiding eye contact. "I'm just... not feeling well."

Carl nodded, but he didn't press the issue. "You're old enough to make your own decisions," he said, turning back to the TV.

Lincoln felt a sting from Carl's words. He wanted support, guidance, but Carl's detachment left him feeling more isolated than ever. He retreated to his room, locking the door behind him, and sat on the edge of his bed, staring blankly at the floor.

As the days passed, Lincoln's transformation continued to accelerate. His features grew softer, his waist narrower, and his hair longer and more vibrant. He tried to cover up with baggy clothes, but even that couldn't hide the changes completely. He began to experiment tentatively with his new form, touching himself with a mix of curiosity and fear. He held back, unsure of how to process these new sensations, and the confusion left him feeling lost and alone.

–

The living room was dimly lit, the only sound the soft hum of the television. Lincoln sat on the edge of the couch, his hands nervously fidgeting with the hem of his shirt. Carl was in his usual armchair, his expression unreadable as he stared at the screen.

"Carl," Lincoln said, his voice trembling slightly. "Can we talk?"

Carl glanced at him briefly, then returned his gaze to the TV. "What's up?"

Lincoln hesitated, unsure of how to articulate his feelings. "It's just... I don't know what's happening to me," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

Carl shrugged, his tone nonchalant. "You're growing up, I guess. You'll figure it out."

Lincoln felt a pang of frustration. "That's it? You're not going to say anything else?"

Carl sighed, turning off the TV and facing Lincoln. "Look, I can't tell you what to do. You’re 18."

Lincoln stared at him, searching for any sign of understanding or support. "You don't care what's happening to me?"

Carl met his gaze steadily. "I care, but you need to take responsibility for your own life."

Lincoln shook his head, feeling a mix of anger and sadness. "You're just leaving me to deal with this on my own?"

Carl stood up. “You problems are your problems.”

“Dick,” Lincoln thought.

Lincoln watched as Carl walked out of the room, leaving him alone with his thoughts. He sat there for a while, trying to process the conversation. Eventually, he got up and retreated to his bedroom, seeking solace in the privacy of his own space.


4.

Lincoln lay in bed, his body aching with an unfamiliar pain that radiated through his chest, hips, and thighs. The discomfort was persistent, a dull ache that occasionally sharpened into a stabbing pang, making it impossible for him to relax. His skin felt hot, almost feverish, and he could feel beads of sweat trickling down his face despite the coolness of the night.

He tossed and turned, trying to find a comfortable position, but every movement seemed to exacerbate the pain. The heat emanating from his body was oppressive, making his sheets feel like a suffocating weight. He threw them off, revealing his changing form, and tried to focus on the ceiling, hoping to distract himself from the sensations coursing through his body.

As the night wore on, Lincoln's restlessness grew. He was trapped in a cycle of pain and heat, unable to escape the turmoil within his body.

Finally, the first light of dawn crept into his room, signaling the end of the long, torturous night. Lincoln sat up, his body still aching, and swung his legs over the side of the bed. He ran a hand through his hair, which now fell in soft waves down his back, and tried to muster the energy to face the day ahead.

Lincoln stepped into the bathroom, wearing only a thin pajama top and loose-fitting bottoms, the soft fabric clinging to his body. The cool tile beneath his feet offered little relief from the heat that seemed to radiate from his body. His chest, hips, and thighs throbbing with a strange, unfamiliar pain. The discomfort had lingered even after waking, leaving him restless and on edge.

He approached the mirror cautiously, as if afraid of what he might see. The reflection staring back at him was both familiar and foreign. His features had softened further, his jawline less defined, and his hair fell in waves that seemed to glow in the dim light of the bathroom. His skin was flushed, and his eyes seemed to hold a newfound vulnerability.

Lincoln hesitated, then began to undress slowly, pulling his pajama top over his head and revealing his changing body. His hands trembled as he unbuttoned the loose pajama bottoms, the fabric catching on the gentle curves of his hips. He pulled them down, his breath catching as he saw the unmistakable signs of his transformation. His chest was fuller now. He reached up, his fingers brushing against the tender flesh, and winced at the sensitivity.

His hands moved lower, hesitating for a moment before he stepped out of the pajama bottoms, revealing thighs that were no longer lean and angular but softer, rounder. His heart raced as he saw the sight of his shrinking penis. It looked smaller, less prominent, and yet, as he reached down to touch it, he was surprised by the gentle pleasure that radiated from the contact.

Lincoln pressed his thighs together, the pressure sending a wave of unfamiliar pleasure through his body. He gasped, his eyes widening in confusion. He had expected arousal, but this was different—a softer, deeper sensation that left him both intrigued and unsettled. He reached down again, his hand cupping his shrinking penis, and was surprised by how pleasurable it felt to apply gentle pressure, as if he were pushing it into himself.

As the minutes passed, Lincoln's confusion gave way to curiosity. He leaned against the sink, his hand still pressed against his body, and allowed himself to explore these new sensations. The pleasure was undeniable, and yet, it filled him with a sense of unease. He didn't know what to make of it, or what it meant for his future.

Eventually, Lincoln pulled his hand away, his breath coming in shallow gasps. He looked at his reflection again, searching for answers in the face that stared back at him. But there were no clear answers, only more questions. He turned on the faucet, splashing water over his face in an attempt to clear his mind.

As he stood there, the water dripping from his skin, Lincoln realized that he couldn't avoid the truth any longer. His body was changing, and with it, his sense of self was shifting in ways he couldn't fully understand.

He dressed quickly, a hoodie covering the small lumps on his chest, or so Lincoln hoped. And the jeans, they were fitting better than ever. As he stepped into the hallway, he was met with the familiar sight of Carl sitting in his armchair, watching him with an unreadable expression. Lincoln froze, unsure of what to say or do. Carl's silence only added to the tension, leaving Lincoln feeling isolated and uncertain.

In that moment, Lincoln realized that he was truly alone in this journey. Carl's silence offered no comfort, no answers, and no reassurance. But even in the midst of that uncertainty, Lincoln found a spark of determination. He would face this transformation head-on, no matter what it brought.

And with that, he walked past Carl, into the unknown.


5.

Lincoln walked along the familiar path to school, the weight of the jeans clinging to his legs like an unwelcome companion. The fabric felt different today, softer, almost luxurious against his skin, but it brought no comfort. With each step, he could feel the unfamiliar sway in his hips, the way his thighs brushed against each other, sending shivers of anxiety mixed with something else—something he couldn’t quite name.

He quickened his pace, his heart pounding in his chest. School loomed ahead, a place of judgment and expectation, where the boundaries of identity were strictly drawn. The thought of gym class, of changing in front of the other guys, filled him with dread. What would they think if they saw him now? His body was changing, betraying him, and he couldn’t hide it forever.

The jeans seemed to tighten around his waist as he walked, as if they knew his thoughts. He could feel the strange heat emanating from them, a constant reminder of the transformation taking place within him. He glanced down at his hands, half expecting to see something different, something that matched the turmoil inside.

But his hands looked the same, though they felt smaller, more delicate. He curled them into fists, trying to ground himself in the familiar. Yet, the sway in his step remained, a persistent reminder of the changes he couldn’t ignore.

As he approached the school gates, Lincoln felt a wave of panic wash over him. He couldn’t face this today. He couldn’t face the stares, the whispers, the inevitable questions. Without thinking, he turned away, changing direction toward the town instead.

The streets were quiet, the early morning sun casting long shadows behind him. He walked without a destination in mind, letting the rhythm of his footsteps calm his racing thoughts. The jeans swirled around his legs, the fabric brushing against his thighs with every step. It was a sensation he couldn’t ignore, a mix of irritation and something else, something he didn’t want to acknowledge.

He passed by the local café, the smell of coffee and baked goods wafting through the air. For a moment, he considered going inside, but the thought of sitting alone, drawing attention to himself, was too much to bear. He kept walking, his feet carrying him toward the edge of town, where the streets gave way to open fields and the distant hum of the highway.

Suddenly, a strange cramping deep within him interrupted his aimless journey. It was an unfamiliar sensation, sharp and insistent, like a knot tightening in his abdomen. Lincoln paused, clutching his side as the discomfort intensified. He closed his eyes, breathing deeply, hoping it would pass.

And then, it did. The cramping subsided, replaced by a warmth that spread through his body, leaving behind a strange, tingling pleasure. It was unexpected, yet undeniable, a sensation that both startled and intrigued him. Lincoln opened his eyes, looking around to ensure he was still alone on the street.

As he resumed his walk, he noticed a store he had never seen before—a small, unassuming sex shop tucked between a vintage clothing store and a coffee shop. The window display was modest, but one item caught his eye: a sexy maid outfit, complete with stockings and six-inch heels. There was something about it that drew him in, an intensity he couldn't explain.

Lincoln stood there, transfixed. He imagined himself wearing the outfit, the fabric hugging his body, the lace delicate against his skin. The image was vivid, and with it came a rush of erotic thoughts, fantasies he had never considered before. He clenched his thighs together, the pressure offering a strange comfort as his mind raced with possibilities.

But as quickly as the thoughts came, he pushed them away, tearing his gaze from the window. With a newfound sense of determination, Lincoln turned toward the Walmart, his mind made up. "I need to get out of these jeans," he thought, the phrase repeating in his head like a mantra.

–

Lincoln pushed through the sliding glass doors of Walmart, the fluorescent lights overhead casting an unforgiving glare. The store was quiet, with only a handful of shoppers milling about. He made his way to the clothing section, his heart pounding in his chest. The jeans he wore felt restrictive, a constant reminder of the changes he was desperate to reverse.

He browsed through the racks, picking out a few pairs of jeans and some shirts. The sizes he chose were the ones he had always worn, but as he headed to the dressing room, he couldn't shake the feeling that they wouldn't fit. He closed the door behind him and began to try on the clothes, but each item felt wrong. The jeans were too tight in some places and too loose in others, and the shirts clung to his body in ways he wasn't used to.

Frustration welled up inside him as he realized that his body had changed more than he had admitted to himself. The clothes didn't conform to his new shape, and no matter how he tugged and pulled, they wouldn't fit right. He felt a wave of panic wash over him as he stared at his reflection in the mirror. The person looking back was almost unrecognizable, with softer features and budding breasts only thinly disguised.

Defeated, Lincoln left the dressing room, the unwanted clothes abandoned. As he passed the “go-back” bin, his eyes landed on a pair of lacy panties that someone had left behind. The attendant was nowhere to be seen, and on impulse, he reached out and slipped the panties into his pocket.

He didn't dare look back as he walked out of the store, the weight of the panties in his pocket a constant reminder of his impulsive decision. His heart pounded in his ears, and his palms were slick with sweat. He didn't stop walking until he was a hundred yards away from the store, where he finally felt a semblance of calm return.

Breathing deeply, Lincoln glanced down at his pocket, the outline of the panties visible through the fabric. He felt a mix of guilt and excitement, unsure of what had driven him to take them. But as he turned and continued walking, he couldn't deny the strange sense of satisfaction that lingered inside him.

Lincoln crouched low as he approached the house, his eyes darting toward the driveway to confirm what he already knew—Carl’s car was gone. The emptiness of the driveway was a relief, but it didn’t calm the knot in his stomach. He slipped through the backyard, the grass crunching softly under his sneakers, and pushed open the creaky screen door. The house was quiet, save for the faint hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen. He moved quickly, his heart pounding as he reached his bedroom door. He shut it behind him and locked it, the click of the latch a small but satisfying sound.

He leaned against the door, his breath uneven. The pocket of his jeans was still weighted with the soft fabric he’d found earlier. His fingers had brushed against it on the walk home, his mind consumed by the thought of it. Now, alone in his room, he could finally explore it.

He pulled the panties out of his pocket, the fabric slipping through his fingers like something alive. They were pink, almost glowing in the dim light of his room, and they shimmered faintly as he turned them over in his hands. He had never seen anything like them before. The material was impossibly soft, like silk but lighter, almost like air. He brought them to his face, inhaling deeply. They smelled faintly of perfume, something sweet and unfamiliar.

His hands trembled as he held them up, studying the delicate lace trim and the way the fabric seemed to catch the light. He had never touched anything like this before. It felt wrong, but it also felt… right. He couldn’t explain it. All he knew was that he couldn’t stop thinking about them since he’d found them tucked away in the pocket of the jeans Carl had given him.

He glanced around his room, as if someone might be watching, though he knew he was alone. The room was small, the walls covered in posters of bands he no longer listened to, the bed unmade. It was a space that felt frozen in time, like he’d outgrown it years ago but hadn’t bothered to change it. He sat down on the edge of the bed, the mattress creaking under his weight.

He turned the panties over in his hands again, his fingers tracing the seams. They were meant for someone else, he thought. Someone smaller, someone… different. But here they were, in his hands, in his room.

He stood up, his heart racing, and reached for the button of his jeans.


6.

As he began to strip down, the fabric of his shirt brushing against his skin, he couldn't help but be drawn to the mirror that hung on the back of his door. He had avoided it for days, unsure of what he might see, but now, with the panties clutched in his hand, he felt an undeniable pull to confront his reflection.

Sliding the panties on, he was immediately struck by their softness. The fabric was like nothing he had ever felt before—light, almost ethereal, and it seemed to mold to his body in a way that felt both foreign and strangely natural. As he moved, the material whispered against his skin, sending shivers of pleasure down his spine.

He glanced down at himself, and what he saw made his breath catch. His bulge seemed smaller, less pronounced than it had been just a week ago. It was as if his body was shifting, transforming in ways he couldn't fully understand. Tentatively, he reached down, his fingers brushing against himself as he tried to make sense of these changes. He tucked his shriveled male organ between his legs, and as he did, he felt a spark of pleasure, a sensation that was both startling and intoxicating.

As he stood there, frozen in a mixture of awe and apprehension, Lincoln couldn't help but feel a sense of rapture at the sight of his feminizing shape. It was as if he were seeing himself for the first time, as if the mirror was revealing a truth that he had been denying for far too long.

Lincoln moved languidly across the room, each step, each gesture, a newfound exploration of the sensations his body could produce. The afternoon sun cast a warm glow through the window, illuminating the space with a gentle, golden light that seemed to dance across his skin.

As he lounged, the soft fabric of the panties whispered against his skin. Every movement brought a new sensation, a new feeling that was both startling and intriguing. He felt a sense of freedom in his newfound form, a freedom that allowed him to explore parts of himself he had never considered before.

Lincoln stood before the mirror, the soft glow of the afternoon sun filtering through the window and casting a warm, golden light over the room. At 18, he was no longer a boy, but the slender frame that had never given him much thought before now seemed foreign, even fragile, as he gazed at his reflection. His hair, messy and unremarkable, now caught the light in a way that made him pause. It wasn’t long, but there was something about the way it fell that made him linger, his fingers brushing against the strands as if trying to understand why it felt different.

He tilted his head to the side, his eyes narrowing as he studied the contours of his face. His features seemed softer now, less angular, and there was something in his expression that he couldn’t quite place.

Slowly, tentatively, he began to pose, his body bending in ways he had never imagined. He turned sideways, his hand on his hip, and then faced the mirror head-on, his arms crossed over his chest. Each movement was deliberate, each gesture a quiet exploration of this new, unfamiliar form. He felt a mix of fear and fascination as he studied himself, his mind racing with questions and doubts, but also with a growing sense of wonder.

His fingers began to wander, tracing the curves of his body with a hesitancy that belied the spark of curiosity burning inside him. He touched his waist, narrower now, and his hips, slightly wider, and then his hands drifted upward, brushing against his chest. The sensations were overwhelming, a blend of pleasure and confusion that left him breathless.

The mirror fogged slightly with each shallow breath Lincoln exhaled, his reflection wavering in the warped glass like a ghost of his former self. The afternoon light pooled around him, molten gold spilling across his collarbones, his hips, his thighs—each curve catching the glow as if his skin had been dusted with pollen. The panties clung to him, sheer pink silk that seemed to hum against his flesh, a second skin thrumming with heat. 

He leaned closer to the glass, transfixed. His fingers trailed the dip of his waist—narrower now, impossibly narrow—before skating up to brush the soft swell beneath his ribs. A gasp slipped out. The touch was electric, foreign, wrong, but his body arched into it anyway, hips tilting forward as if pulled by an unseen thread. His cock, small and tender beneath the silk, twitched. 

He froze. 

The room was silent but for the ragged hitch of his breath. Slowly, deliberately, he pressed his thighs together. The pressure was gentle at first, experimental—a tease of friction that made his toes curl. But the heat pooled low, insistent, and he clenched harder, teeth sinking into his lower lip as the sensation bloomed. His reflection blurred. The silk grew warm with sweat. 

What is this— 

A moan cut through the thought. His hips jerked, grinding against the taut fabric. The mirror rattled as he braced himself against it, forehead pressed to the cool glass. His other hand slid down, fingers trembling as they traced the soaked outline of himself—shrinking, softening, changing—before slipping beneath the waistband. The shock of contact made him whimper. His cock was a swollen knot, hypersensitive, every brush of his fingertips sending tremors up his spine. 

Too much. Not enough. 

He squeezed his thighs tighter, nails scraping the mirror. The orgasm crested without warning—a white-hot coil snapping—and his knees buckled. Pleasure ripped through him, vicious and sweet, as he spilled into the panties, the silk clinging wetly to his skin. His reflection warped in the fogged glass: a smudge of flushed cheeks, parted lips, eyes wide with disbelief. 

The aftermath was a slow unraveling. He slumped against the mirror, breath fogging the glass in uneven bursts. Shame prickled hot behind his ribs—what have I done, what am I—but beneath it thrummed a darker, hungrier curiosity. The panties were ruined, sticky and translucent, but he couldn’t bring himself to peel them off. Instead, he traced the dampness with a fingertip, watching his reflection mimic the movement. 

His body felt alien. Feminine. The curve of his hips, the softness of his belly, the way his cock lay limp and spent between his thighs—all of it foreign, yet undeniably his.

As Lincoln’s breathing steadied, he realized the fear had dulled, replaced by a reckless, aching need to see—to touch, to test, to dissolve into this new self fully. The light shifted, dusk bleeding into the room, but he didn’t move. 

Not yet.

Lincoln peeled the soaked silk from his skin with trembling fingers, the fabric clinging stubbornly to his thighs before finally releasing with a damp snap. The air hit him like a shock, cool and unforgiving against the heat of his spent body. He balled the panties in his fist—stiffening already, the evidence of what he’d done crusting in the lace—and flung them into the corner of the room. They landed with a whisper, a guilty secret half-hidden in shadow. 

His legs shook as he collapsed onto the bed, the sheets coarse against his oversensitive skin. Every nerve felt raw, exposed, as if his body had been scraped clean and left to bleed. He told himself it was just curiosity, just a mistake, but the lie curdled in his throat. The aftershocks still pulsed in his veins, phantom tremors that made his toes curl and his breath catch. 

He dragged the covers over his head, plunging himself into a cocoon of suffocating darkness. The weight of the blanket pressed down on him, a mockery of comfort, but he welcomed it—anything to blot out the slant of sunlight still creeping across the floor, accusatory and bright. His heart hammered against his ribs, a trapped thing, as he replayed the moment in fragments: the crush of his thighs, the mirror fogging under his panting breath, the way his reflection had warped into something hungry, unrecognizable. 

Beneath the shame, though, flickered a treacherous thread of wonder. His fingers drifted to his stomach, tracing the new softness there, the dip of his waist. Even now, his skin hummed where he’d touched himself, alive in a way that terrified him. He bit his lip, desperate to silence the part of him that wanted to claw back the panties, to press them to his face and inhale the musk of his own unraveling. 

The room grew quieter, the world outside reduced to muffled sounds—a car passing, a distant laugh—but inside the stifling cave of blankets, Lincoln’s thoughts roared. He curled tighter, knees to chest, as if he could compress himself into nothing. Just hide, he thought. Disappear. 

But his body remembered. The memory of pleasure lingered like a bruise, tender and insistent. And as dusk bled into night, the covers still tangled around him, he knew— 

This was only the beginning.


7.

The room was shrouded in the dim light of early evening, the shadows stretching across the walls like skeletal fingers. Lincoln lay curled under the covers, his body tense, his breath shallow. Hours had passed since his earlier exploration, but the weight of what had happened still lingered, a heavy, unspoken truth in the air. 

The sound of the front door closing shattered the silence, and Lincoln's heart leapt into his throat. Carl was home. He froze, his ears straining to pick up every sound. The creak of the floorboards, the rustle of fabric, the muffled clatter of keys being placed on the counter—each noise was amplified in his mind, a countdown to the inevitable. 

"Lincoln?" Carl's voice echoed through the house, a low, even tone. 

Lincoln didn't move. He didn't breathe. He lay perfectly still, hoping against hope that Carl would leave him alone. But deep down, he knew better. 

The doorknob turned, and the door creaked open without warning. Lincoln's heart raced as Carl stepped into the room, his silhouette framed by the faint light from the hallway. For a moment, there was no movement, no sound.

"Lincoln," Carl said again, his voice a little firmer this time. 

Lincoln's throat tightened. He could feel sweat beading on his forehead, his palms growing slick with anxiety. He wanted to hide, to disappear, to erase himself from this moment. But there was no escape. 

With a surge of adrenaline, Lincoln pulled his head out from under the covers, his eyes locking with Carl's. The room seemed to shrink, the walls closing in as the two of them faced off in a silent, tense standoff. 

"What?" Lincoln spat, his voice low and defiant. But as the word left his lips, he felt a jolt of surprise. His voice sounded different—softer, almost velvety, a stark contrast to the rough, angry tone he'd intended. 

Carl's eyes narrowed, his gaze piercing. He took a step closer, his movements deliberate, and Lincoln's heart pounded in response. 

"You've been avoiding me," Carl said, his voice calm but laced with an undercurrent of something else—something Lincoln couldn't quite identify. 

Lincoln's breath hitched. He could feel the weight of Carl's gaze, the unspoken questions hanging in the air. He knew he looked different, that the changes in his body were impossible to hide. And now, caught in this moment, he was exposed. 

"I don't want to talk to you," Lincoln snapped, trying to sound braver than he felt. But again, his voice betrayed him, the words tumbling out in a soft, almost feminine cadence. 

Carl's eyes flickered, his expression shifting in a way Lincoln couldn't decipher. He seemed to hesitate, then stepped closer, his movements slow and deliberate. 

"Lincoln," Carl began, his voice low, almost gentle. 

But before he could finish, Lincoln turned away, pulling the covers back over his head. His heart was racing, his mind a whirlwind of fear and confusion. He didn't know what Carl knew, or what he wanted. All he knew was that he couldn't face him, not now, not like this. 

The room was silent for a long moment, the tension between them palpable. Then, without another word, Carl turned and left, closing the door softly behind him. 

Lincoln lay there, his breath coming in shallow gasps, his body trembling with fear and adrenaline. He didn't know what would happen next, but he knew one thing for sure—everything had changed. 

–

Lincoln slowly opened his eyes to the soft glow of morning light filtering through the blinds. The room was quiet, save for the distant chirping of birds outside, a stark contrast to the turmoil that was brewing inside him. As he shifted under the covers, a strange sensation in his chest caught his attention. It wasn't pain, exactly, but a heaviness, a presence that hadn't been there before.

He sat up with a start, his heart racing as his hands flew to his chest. The weight was unmistakable—his breasts had grown fuller overnight. Lincoln's breath hitched as he scrambled out of bed, his eyes fixed on the mirror across the room. The reflection staring back was almost unrecognizable.

"Shit," he muttered, the word barely escaping his lips. His voice trembled as he approached the mirror, his fingers tracing the curves of his body. His breasts were indeed fuller, the nipples a deeper shade, and his hips seemed to have widened, giving him a more feminine silhouette. But it was the absence that shocked him most—his penis had retreated further, almost as if it were being pulled inside him, leaving only a small, vulnerable bud.

"No way I can go to school like this," Lincoln thought, panic rising in his chest. The idea of facing his peers, of their stares and whispers, was unbearable. He turned away from the mirror, his mind racing with denial and fear. This couldn't be happening, not to him. He wasn't... He didn't even have words for what he was becoming.

He grabbed an oversized sweatshirt from the floor, yanking it on to cover the changes. But even the loose fabric couldn't hide the new curves. His hands trembled as he tried to smooth out the front, as if that could somehow reverse what had happened.

A knock at the door shattered the silence. "Lincoln, you're late," Carl's voice called out, steady and unaware of the storm inside.

"I'm sick!" Lincoln shouted back, his voice cracking into a higher pitch. He winced at the sound, another reminder of the transformation taking hold.

The footsteps outside his door paused, then retreated. Lincoln let out a shaky breath, leaning against the mirror as if it could hold him up. His reflection showed a face etched with fear and confusion, eyes wide with the realization that this was only the beginning.

Somewhere beneath the panic, a dark curiosity stirred. What would happen next? How much further would this transformation go? The questions swirled in his mind, but the answers were as elusive as the magic itself. All Lincoln knew was that he was changing, and he had no control over it.

–

The kitchen was dimly lit, the clock on the wall ticking softly in the silence of the night. Lincoln moved with a quiet cautiousness, as though the very act of being alive might shatter the stillness. He opened the refrigerator door, the light spilling out and casting long shadows across the floor. The carton of milk was cold in his hands, and he drank directly from it, the liquid refreshing against his parched throat.

But even as he drank, he couldn't shake the strange, almost buzzing sensation in his body. It was as if every nerve was heightened, every movement exaggerated. His fingers brushed against the countertop, and the touch sent a shiver through him. He was alive, yes, but it was a strange, almost unfamiliar kind of alive.

He set the carton back in the fridge and closed the door, the sound echoing in the empty kitchen. The sweatshirt he wore felt heavy and restrictive, the fabric rubbing against his nipples with each slight movement. The friction was intense, but not in a way that felt right. It was as if his body was reacting to the simplest sensations in ways he couldn't understand.

Frustration welled up inside him, and without thinking, he pulled the sweatshirt off, tossing it onto the chair. The cool air of the kitchen hit his skin, and he closed his eyes, letting it wash over him. It was a relief, but also a reminder of how vulnerable he felt.

Now, standing there in just his jeans, he felt a mix of emotions: fear, confusion, but also a strange sort of curiosity. He thought about how different he looked, how different he felt. The transformation was both terrifying and fascinating.

"I need to find something else to wear," he thought, his eyes drifting towards the hallway. Carl's room was just down the hall, and the idea of going through his clothes crossed his mind. Maybe there was something there that would fit, something that would make him feel less exposed.

He hesitated, the weight of what he was considering pressing down on him. As Lincoln approached Carl's bedroom, a strange, almost electric tension gripped him. He had never been in Carl's room alone before, and the thought of entering such a private space felt both forbidden and thrilling. The door creaked softly as he pushed it open, and he paused, his hand lingering on the knob as if hesitating to cross an invisible line.

The room was dim, the only light filtering through a crack in the curtains. What struck Lincoln most was the scent. Carl's smell was everywhere—musky, familiar, and yet somehow alien. It was a scent Lincoln had noticed before but never truly registered, and now it filled his lungs, grounding him in the moment.

He stepped inside, his eyes adjusting to the dim light. The closet door was slightly ajar, and he pushed it open with a tentative hand. Lincoln reached out, his fingers brushing against the fabric of a button-down shirt. The material was soft, and as he lifted it to his nose, the scent of Carl enveloped him again, stronger now.

He froze, his heart pounding in his chest. What was he doing? He didn't know, but he couldn't deny the pull of the shirts, the way their scent made him feel. He browsed through the closet, his fingers trailing over the fabrics—cotton, linen, something silky. Each shirt told a story, a piece of Carl he'd never considered before.

Lincoln's fingers lingered on the fabric of Carl's shirt, the softness a gentle caress against his skin. The scent of Carl enveloped him, familiar yet strangely intoxicating. With a tentative movement, he slipped the shirt on, the fabric draping over his body like a whisper.

As soon as the material touched his skin, Lincoln felt a surge of sensations. His nipples hardened instantly, pressing against the fabric, and he could feel his breasts swelling, becoming fuller under the shirt. The change was so sudden, so overwhelming, that he gasped, his breath catching in his throat.

Below, a squirming sensation in his groin area drew his attention. It was as if his body was reacting to the shirt, to the scent of Carl, in a way that was both thrilling and terrifying. Lincoln's heart pounded, his pulse racing as he tried to make sense of what was happening.

He looked at himself in the mirror, the reflection showing a body that was no longer entirely his own. The shirt clung to his new curves, accentuating the changes that were taking place. His nipples were prominent, straining against the fabric, and his breasts seemed to glow with a newfound fullness.

The feeling was overwhelming, a mix of fear and fascination that left Lincoln paralyzed. He was both attracted and repelled by these changes, unsure of how to process the emotions swirling inside him. The shirt, once a simple piece of clothing, had become a catalyst for this transformation, binding him to Carl in ways he couldn't yet understand.

Lincoln's heart raced, his mind spiraling with thoughts he couldn't untangle. He replaced the shirt, his hands shaking, and stepped back from the closet. Maybe this was a mistake. Maybe he should leave.

Yet, he didn't move. He stood there, frozen, the scent of Carl lingering in the air, and the weight of his own confusion pressing down on him.
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Lincoln decided he needed to escape the suffocating atmosphere of Carl's room. As he turned to leave, his foot caught on something unexpected, and he tripped, his hands flailing for balance.

The sound of falling magazines broke the silence, and Lincoln groaned inwardly. He knelt down to gather the scattered pages, and his eyes widened as he realized what they were—porno mags, filled with images of women in provocative poses. The lurid colors and explicit content stared back at him, and he felt a wave of embarrassment wash over him.

"Perv," Lincoln whispered, his voice unexpectedly sultry. "Of course he still jerks off in analogue," he muttered, the unexpected humor of it softening his earlier tension. The magazines felt absurdly old-fashioned—crinkled edges, faded ink, the faint chemical tang of cheap perfume samples clinging to the paper. He shuffled them into a messy stack, ready to shove the whole pile back into hiding, when one image snagged his attention. 

A woman grinned up at him from the page, barefoot and sunlit, wearing cutoff shorts frayed at the seams. Her hair was tousled, her arms raised to adjust a cowboy hat tilted just so. There was nothing explicit about the photo, but something in her posture—the arch of her back, the tease in her smile—made Lincoln’s throat go dry. He traced the curve of her hip with his thumb, the paper warm from where Carl’s hands must have lingered. 

"So this is what Carl likes," he whispered. The words came out breathier than he intended, his new voice curling around the syllables like smoke. The woman’s eyes seemed to follow him as he tilted the magazine, her confidence both alien and magnetic.

He slammed the magazine shut, cheeks burning. But the image stuck, sharp and vivid, as he shoved the stack back under the bed. That smile. That unapologetic ownership of her own skin. It didn’t feel like just Carl’s secret anymore—it felt like a question, heavy and unanswered, hanging between Lincoln and his reflection in the dark bedroom window.

Lincoln’s fingers twitched as he set the magazine down, aligning its edge neatly with the others. For three seconds, he stared at the stack. Then, with a sharp inhale, he snatched it back open to the sunlit page. The woman’s grin taunted him now, her cutoff shorts riding high enough to show the shadow between her thighs. 

The jeans felt suddenly suffocating. He clawed at the button, fingers fumbling as the squirming between his legs intensified—a hot, rapid pulse that made his knees wobble. The denim pooled around his ankles, and he kicked them off, standing there in nothing but Carl’s shirt. 

What would it feel like?

He glanced at the bedroom door—still shut—then back at the magazine. His reflection in the dresser mirror watched him, flushed and trembling, as he hooked his thumbs under the waistband of his now-too-roomy briefs. They peeled away with a whisper, leaving him bare. The air kissed his newly sensitive skin, and he gasped, nearly dropping the magazine. 

The woman’s pose wasn’t complicated. One hand on her hip, the other tousling her hair, head thrown back like she’d just laughed at something delicious. Lincoln mimicked it awkwardly, his free hand hovering near his scalp. His hair wasn’t long enough to grip, but when he tilted his chin up, the stretch of his throat felt… 

Different. 

He pivoted sideways, copying the arch of her back. The shirt rode up, exposing the soft curve of his ass—fuller now, rounder—and the squirming sensation burst into a hot throb. His legs shook. The magazine slipped from his grip as he braced himself against the dresser, panting. 

“Fuck,” he hissed, staring at his reflection—chest heaving, nipples peaked against the thin fabric of Carl’s shirt, thighs glistening with sweat. The woman in the photo seemed to smirk up at him from the floor. 

The heat came in waves—a slow, syrupy crawl up his spine, pooling at the base of his skull. Lincoln’s muscles tensed, then slackened, his body moving without permission. His fingers skimmed his ribs, dipped into the hollow of his waist, and he shuddered as if the touch belonged to someone else. The room blurred at the edges, the mirror’s reflection fracturing into streaks of gold and shadow. 

He fell back onto the bed, legs splayed, shirt hanging open. His hands roamed—delicate, frantic—over skin that no longer felt like his own. Every brush of his palms sparked something feral, a wildfire in his blood. His hips arched off the mattress, chasing friction that wasn’t there, wasn’t enough. A sound tore from his throat, high and keening, as his nails dug into the softness of his thighs. 

Stop, his mind pleaded. Stop, stop, stop— 

But his body rebelled. His fingers slid lower, trembling, and the contact was electric. Pleasure coiled tight, vicious, and he choked on a gasp. The world narrowed to a single point of heat, a pulse that matched the frantic rhythm of his heart. His back bowed, sheets twisting in his fists, as the pressure crested— 

A door slammed outside. 

Lincoln froze, sweat-slick and panting, his hand still trapped between his legs. Carl’s voice carried up the steps, sharp and unintelligible. Shame crashed over him, cold and suffocating. He yanked his shirt closed, rolled onto his side, and curled into a trembling knot. 

The aftershocks lingered—a dull throb, a sticky ache—as he stared at the ceiling. His breath hitched, not from pleasure now, but from the terror of what he’d almost done. What he’d wanted to do. 

But beneath the shame, beneath the fear, the heat still simmered. A hungry, restless thing. 

This isn’t me, he thought desperately. 

The mirror across the room disagreed.
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Lincoln carefully forced himself to calm down, his breath coming in shallow gasps as he tried to steady his racing heart. With no time left, he raced to his room, slamming the door and locking it behind him. He leaned against the door, his eyes wide with fear, as he could hear Carl's footsteps approaching. 

Carl tried the locked door, his knuckles banging against it firmly. "Lincoln, open up," he said, his voice firm but laced with a hint of concern. 

But Lincoln refused to answer, refused to acknowledge the presence on the other side of the door. He held his breath, hoping that Carl would go away, that he would leave him alone. 

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Carl's footsteps receded, and the house fell silent once more. Lincoln let out a shaky breath, his body trembling with fear and relief. 

He collapsed onto his bed, burying his face in his pillow as salty tears streamed down his cheeks. He cried for the fear he felt, for the confusion and the shame, for the changes in his body that he couldn't understand or control. He cried for the loss of the person he once was, and for the uncertainty of who he was becoming. 

The tears came in great, wracking sobs, muffling the sounds of his cries against the pillow. Lincoln felt broken, lost, and alone, unable to face the world or himself. 

–

Lincoln’s throat burned from hours of muffled sobs, but it wasn’t water he needed. A sharp, unfamiliar pressure low in his belly dragged him off the bed. He unlocked the door, wincing at the creak of hinges, and sprinted down the hall. The bathroom tiles chilled his bare feet as he fumbled with his jeans, fingers trembling over the button. 

Standing felt wrong—a jagged dissonance in his bones. He stared down at himself, at the soft, hairless mound where his cock had once been. Only a tiny nub remained, barely visible beneath the swell of new flesh. His fingertips brushed it, a featherlight touch that made him recoil.

"Not like this," he thought, voice cracking in the silence. His legs shook as he lowered himself onto the toilet seat. The relief was instant, dizzying. A warm stream flowed from somewhere deep inside him, a place he couldn’t name or see. He gripped the edge of the sink, knuckles white, as his body emptied itself in a way that felt both invasive and inevitable. 

When it was over, he didn’t move. His urine had splashed forward, not down, and the sound—higher, softer—echoed in the tiled room. He wiped mechanically, the paper catching on sensitive folds he didn’t recognize. A choked laugh escaped him. Was he supposed to know how to do this? 

Footsteps thudded in the hallway. Carl’s shadow loomed under the door. “You done in there?” 

Lincoln jerked upright, yanking his jeans over hips that now curved against the denim. He flushed the toilet, the roar of water drowning out his uneven breath. 

“Yeah,” he lied, voice too high, too sweet. 

He didn’t look in the mirror on his way out.
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Carl’s frame filled the doorway, blocking the weak afternoon light filtering through the house’s dusty windows. The air between them thickened, stale with the tang of last night’s microwave dinners still clinging to the walls. 

“You not going to school anymore?” Carl asked again, knuckles rapping the doorframe. His voice carried the same gravel tone he used negotiating with parts suppliers—flat, unyielding. 

Lincoln kept his eyes on the frayed carpet. “What’s the point?” 

Carl’s boot scuffed the floor as he stepped inside. The room suddenly felt smaller, the scent of motor oil and Marlboros crowding Lincoln’s nostrils. “Point is,” Carl said, “you don’t sit around a house that ain’t yours, eating my food, wearing my clothes.” A beat. “Looking like that.” 

Lincoln’s head snapped up. The shirt collar slipped, exposing the delicate line of his throat. “Looking like what?” 

Carl’s gaze didn’t waver. “Like someone who’s got too much time on their hands.” 

The words hung there, barbed and deliberate. Lincoln’s cheeks burned. He yanked the collar closed, but the dress shirt stretched tight across his hips now, fabric riding up to reveal a sliver of pale stomach. 

“I’ll get a job then,” Lincoln shot back, voice cracking. “Walmart. Gas station. Whatever.” 

Carl barked a laugh, short and humorless. He reached into his jacket pocket, pulling out a crumpled pack of cigarettes. The flick of his lighter was unnaturally loud. “You think they’ll hire you looking like that?” 

Smoke curled toward the water-stained ceiling. Lincoln said nothing, fingers digging into the skin of his own arms. He couldn’t have felt more naked if he had been.  

“Tomorrow,” Carl said, turning to leave. “We figure it out.” 

“Why?” The word burst out before Lincoln could stop it. “Why do you even care?” 

Carl paused, one hand on the doorknob. For a moment, Lincoln thought he wouldn’t answer. Then, quieter, Carl said, “Your mom asked me to look after you.” 

The mention of her hit like a sucker punch. Lincoln’s breath caught. She’d been gone six months, but the hole still yawned fresh. 

“She didn’t mean—” Lincoln began. 

“She meant.” Carl crushed his cigarette against the doorframe, the smudge of ash leaving a dark scar in the cheap paint. “Be ready at seven.” 

–

The kitchen light buzzed overhead, fluorescent and cruel, as Lincoln shoveled dry cereal into his mouth. The crunch echoed too loud in the empty house. He jumped when Carl’s shadow fell across the table, a grease-stained paper bag thudding onto the chair beside him. 

“Change into that,” Carl said, not looking at him, pouring coffee thick as tar into a chipped mug. “Be quick.” 

Lincoln unrolled the bag’s crumpled top. Black satin spilled out—a maid’s dress, all ruffled apron and cinched waist. Beneath it, seamed stockings coiled like snakes, patent leather heels glinting. His throat closed. 

“No.” The word came out small, brittle. 

Carl sipped his coffee, gaze fixed on the backyard through grime-streaked windows. “Your choice. Wear it here, clean this shithole proper-like. Or wear it somewhere else tonight.” 

Lincoln’s spoon clattered into the bowl. “I’m not your—” 

“You’re not my anything,” Carl cut in, finally turning. His eyes dragged down Lincoln’s threadbare t-shirt, the way it stretched across his chest. “But that body ain’t built for construction. And we both know you won’t last ten minutes bagging groceries looking like… that.” 

The dress’s fabric slithered through Lincoln’s fingers, cold and slippery. The stockings smelled faintly of perfume, something floral and cheap. When he didn’t move, Carl snorted. 

“Princess complex don’t pay the bills.” He set his mug in the sink, the ceramic cracking. “Be dressed when I get back.” 

The front door slammed. Lincoln sat frozen, the dress pooling in his lap. The apron’s lace scratched his wrists. He told himself he’d burn it, throw the heels through a window, but his hands moved on their own—unbuttoning jeans, stepping free of boxers that hung too loose now. 

The stockings rolled up his thighs with a whisper, seams biting into his palms as he straightened them. The dress zipper caught twice on his shoulder blades before he forced it closed. His reflection in the microwave door wavered—a stranger in a too-tight costume, chest heaving under the ruffled neckline. 

The heels made him taller. Unsteady. He took two steps toward the hallway mirror before stopping, breath shallow. The stranger stared back—curves accentuated, waist nipped, legs endless in sheer black. His fingers found the apron bow, tugging it askew. 

Carl’s keys jangled in the lock. Lincoln stumbled backward, stocking seams tearing as his ankle twisted. The door swung open. 

“Better,” Carl said, not smiling. He tossed a feather duster at Lincoln’s chest. “Start with the ceiling fans.” 

Lincoln opened his mouth to refuse. To scream. But his hands closed around the duster’s handle, its pink feathers brushing the lace at his collar. The heels clicked against linoleum as he pranced around, each step a betrayal. 

By noon, sweat darkened the dress’s armpits. By three, the stockings sagged at the knees. When Carl returned at five, reeking of whiskey and diesel, Lincoln stood at the stove stirring canned soup, the apron streaked with dust. 

“Keep it on,” Carl said when Lincoln reached for his hoodie. “Suits you.” 

That night, Lincoln slept in the dress. The zipper teeth left red marks across his back.
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The dress hung on the back of the bathroom door like a specter—crisp, black, identical to yesterday’s. Lincoln glared at it, his reflection in the mirror flushing red. The ruffled apron taunted him, starched and perfect. He balled his fists, nails biting into his palms. 

“Screw you,” he muttered, yanking the dress down. The hanger clattered to the tiles. 

He dressed slower today, each button a battle. The stockings snagged on his thumbnail, tearing a run up the left seam. A jagged smile tugged at his lips. Let Carl bitch about that. The heels pinched his toes worse than yesterday, but he stomped through the house anyway, leaving scuff marks on the baseboards. 

Carl was at the table, newspaper spread wide. He didn’t look up as Lincoln clomped into the kitchen. “Coffee’s burnt. Make a new pot.” 

Lincoln gripped the carafe hard enough to whiten his knuckles. The old grounds hit the trash can with a wet splat. He measured fresh coffee like a chemist—two scoops, level, no more. Then, when Carl’s paper rustled, he palmed a fistful of salt from the shaker and dumped it into the filter. 

The machine gurgled to life. Lincoln leaned against the counter, torn stocking peeking below the hem of his dress. 

“Fan in the living room’s still dusty,” Carl said, flipping a page. 

“Forgot the extension wand.” Lincoln’s lie came smooth, sweet. “Need to borrow your ladder.” 

Carl’s eyes narrowed over the sports section. “Ain’t got time for games.” 

“Then I guess it stays dusty.” 

For a heartbeat, Lincoln thought Carl might stand, might grab him by the apron strings and shake him. But Carl just snorted, returning to his paper. “Lazy little—” 

The coffee machine beeped. Lincoln poured a mug, the steam curling into Carl’s face as he set it down. 

“Smells off,” Carl grunted after a sip. 

“New brand.” Lincoln turned away to hide his smirk. “You said we needed to cut costs.” 

The feather duster felt lighter today. He swept it over picture frames, deliberately knocking his mother’s wedding photo askew. In the hallway, he hummed tunelessly, loud enough to make Carl’s jaw twitch. 

At noon, he microwaved Carl’s leftovers—meatloaf, congealed gravy—and “accidentally” set the timer too long. The stench of char filled the kitchen. 

“The hell?” Carl waved smoke away from his face. 

“Oven’s acting up.” Lincoln blinked innocently, the ruined meatloaf steaming between them. “Should I order pizza?” 

Carl’s keys hit the table with a slam. “With what money?” 

“Yours.” 

The silence stretched, taut. Lincoln held his breath, the apron bow digging into his ribs. Then Carl stood, chair screeching, and grabbed his jacket. 

“Clean the garage,” he barked on his way out. “And fix that goddamn stocking.” 

Lincoln waited for the truck’s roar to fade before kicking off the heels. The garage was Carl’s sanctuary—tools hung in precise rows, oil stains mapped like constellations on the concrete. Lincoln trailed the feather duster over workbenches, leaving streaks in the dust. In the back corner, a tarp covered something angular. He tugged it aside. 

His mother’s bike leaned against the wall, pink handlebar streamers still faded from sun and rain. Her gardening gloves hung from the basket, fingers curled as if waiting. 

Lincoln touched the cracked leather seat. Salt burned behind his eyes. When he turned, his reflection warped in the side mirror of Carl’s truck—a guy in a maid’s dress, holding his mother’s gloves. 

The heels clicked all the way back to the house.

–

The dress became a second skin. 

Mornings started the same: cold cereal, the rustle of satin as Lincoln tied the apron strings just a bit tighter than necessary. He’d sweep Carl’s cigarette butts into the trash, then fish one from the crumpled pack left on the counter. The first drag always made him cough—harsh, unfiltered—but he’d lean against the sink anyway, watching smoke curl toward the water-stained ceiling. 

By week’s end, he stopped even contemplating changing out of the outfit after Carl left. The stockings hugged his thighs like a secret, the heels’ click-clack against hardwood a metronome for his solitude. He told himself it was practical—why waste time dressing twice?—but caught his reflection in the oven door too often, adjusting the neckline, tilting his hips. 

Carl’s whiskey collection dwindled. Lincoln took nips from the cheapest bottle, leaving it conspicuously out of place on the coffee table. Let Carl notice. Let him care. 

But when 6 PM came and went without the truck’s growl in the driveway, Lincoln paced. The dress clung to his sweat-damp back as he chain-smoked by the living room window, ash dotting the sill. 

Midnight. Headlights washed over the walls. Keys fumbled in the lock. 

“Where the hell were you?” Lincoln demanded, heels digging into carpet as he blocked the doorway. 

Carl reeked of bar peanuts and someone’s floral perfume. “Truck broke down.” He shouldered past, boots tracking mud over freshly mopped floors. 

“For six hours?” 

“Took awhile to find parts.” Carl shrugged off his jacket, revealing a smudge of lipstick on his collar. Raspberry pink. 

Lincoln’s nails bit into his palms. “You could’ve called.” 

“Got a curfew now, princess?” Carl rummaged in the fridge, beer hissing open. 

The pet name stung worse than the neglect. Lincoln yanked the apron off, throwing it at Carl’s feet. “I’m not your fucking doll!” 

Carl sipped his beer, gaze dragging over Lincoln’s disheveled dress, the runs in both stockings. “Could’ve fooled me.” 

The slap rang out before Lincoln realized he’d moved. Carl’s head snapped sideways, beer foaming across the linoleum. 

For a heartbeat, they both froze. Then Carl laughed—low, dangerous—and wiped his mouth. “Feel better?” 

Lincoln fled upstairs, dress ripping at the seam as he stumbled. In the bathroom, he scrubbed Carl’s cologne stink off with stolen aftershave. Below, the TV blared to life, Carl’s laughter booming through some late-night comedy. 

He didn’t come up to check. 

Lincoln slept in the tub, satin puddled beneath him like a shadow. The dress kept him company.


11.

Lincoln found Carl at the kitchen table, shirtless and shoveling eggs from the pan he’d left burning last night. Morning light cut through the nicotine-yellowed curtains, striping the new dress draped over Carl’s usual chair—silk this time, blood-red with a neckline that plunged. 

“Well?” Carl didn’t look up, fork clinking. 

Lincoln’s damp stockings pooled at his ankles as he stepped forward. The curtsy came automatically now, knees bending just so, hands fluttering the ruined satin skirt. “Sorry I hit you,” he mumbled to the linoleum. 

Carl scraped the pan. “Ain’t the first time I been swung at.” He jerked his chin toward the red dress. “That’s yours. For Sundays.” 

The fabric slithered cold through Lincoln’s fingers. Sequins bit his palms. “Why?” 

“You looked good in black.” Carl stood, his bare chest streaked with old grease stains. “Figured you’d wanna look better.” 

The dress’s tag caught Lincoln’s eye—a boutique downtown, the kind with blacked-out windows. Expensive. His throat tightened. “Where’d you get the money?” 

Carl shrugged into his work shirt, buttons mismatched. “Pawned your mom’s bike.” 

The world tilted. Lincoln gripped the chairback. “You promised—” 

“Promised I’d look after you.” Carl’s hand closed over his wrist, calluses grinding bone. “That’s what this is.” 

The red dress glowed like an ember in the gray morning. Lincoln’s reflection warped in the toaster—a flame-haired stranger with smudged mascara, trembling in last night’s tattered black. 

Carl’s keys jangled. “Wear it tomorrow.” 

The front door slammed. Lincoln pressed the red silk to his face, inhaling traces of his mother’s gardenia perfume from the boutique’s packaging. In the garage, her bike’s absence yawned like a fresh grave. 

He wore the black dress to dig through Carl’s toolbox. The heels sank in mud as he buried the red silk behind the shed, sequins winking like trapped fireflies in the dirt. 

Carl never mentioned it. But come Sunday, a green dress appeared—lace panels, thigh slit. Lincoln burned it in the oil drum out back, watching smoke smudge the sky the color of Carl’s lies. 

The next weekend brought yellow. Then cream. 

Lincoln stopped digging graves. The dresses hung in his closet now, a rainbow of surrender. He’d finger their tags late at night, tracing the boutique’s embossed logo until he drifted off to sleep. 

–

Lincoln sorted the laundry with robotic precision—whites, darks, work uniforms reeking of transmission fluid. Carl’s boxers landed in the “delicates” pile by accident, their musk punching through the detergent’s false lemon scent. Lincoln froze, the fabric warm from the dryer, pressed to his nose before he could stop himself. 

His knees hit the laundry room floor. The maid dress’s lace trim scratched his thighs as he shoved the panties down, fingers scrambling over smooth flesh where coarse hair once grew. The cleft gave under his touch, slick and foreign, folds parting like a secret. He bit his lip hard enough to bleed. 

Carl’s voice boomed from the garage, tools clanging. “Where’s my damn coveralls?” 

Lincoln’s fingers plunged deeper, hips jerking against his hand. The rhythm was instinctive, ancient, but the angles were all wrong—new nerves lit up where none existed before. He braced against the washing machine, its vibrations syncing with his thrusts. 

The orgasm ripped through him silent and seismic, back arching as wetness soaked his panties. He slumped against the dented dryer, breath ragged, staring at the semen-free mess on his trembling fingers. 

Footsteps approached. Lincoln yanked the dress down, Carl’s boxers balled in his fist. 

“You look like hell,” Carl said, filling the doorway. His gaze dropped to the damp spot on Lincoln’s skirt. “Floor’s filthy. Clean it.” 

The mop bucket sloshed as Lincoln scrubbed, every pass over the tiles smearing his shame. That night, he stole Carl’s aftershave—the one that made his transformed flesh prickle—and locked himself in the bathroom. 

By dawn, the mirror fogged with his panting. By noon, he’d learned how to make himself sob without sound. 

Carl left new panties on the washing machine—black lace, size small. Lincoln wore them inside out, the seams chafing raw.


12.

Exhausted after a long day, Carl walked into the house, his face etched with fatigue and grease. He found Lincoln slumped on the couch, his hair disheveled, and his clothes wrinkled from a day of chores. Carl’s gaze lingered on Lincoln’s appearance, and he shook his head. 

“Look at you,” Carl said, his voice a mix of disappointment and frustration. “You look like you just rolled out of a dumpster. Can’t even take care of yourself, huh?” 

Lincoln’s eyes snapped open, his face flushing with anger. “Screw you,” he muttered, crossing his arms over his chest. “I’ve been working all day. You’re one to talk, Mr. ‘I just rolled in from the garage.’” 

Carl snorted, setting his keys on the counter. “At least I don’t look like I’ve been through a war. You need to start taking better care of yourself, or you’re gonna end up looking like some kinda gutter trash.” 

Lincoln’s jaw clenched, but before he could retort, his eyes caught sight of something by his bedroom door. He froze, his anger melting into confusion. There, neatly placed on the floor, was a makeup kit and a set of skin care products. 

“What the hell is that?” Lincoln asked, his voice softening despite himself. 

Carl shrugged, pouring himself a glass of water. “Thought you could use it. You’re always looking like shit. Maybe if you fixed yourself up, you’d feel better.” 

Lincoln stared at the kit, a mix of emotions swirling inside him. Anger, confusion, and a strange, unwanted spark of curiosity. He didn’t want to care, didn’t want to feel anything, but the sight of the makeup and creams drew him in. 

Without a word, Lincoln stood and walked to his bedroom, slamming the door behind him. He sat on the bed, staring at the kit as if it might explain itself. Finally, with a shaky breath, he opened it. 

The makeup was expensive, the kind he’d seen in magazines but never thought he’d touch. There were eyeshadows, lipsticks, mascaras, and foundation. Alongside the makeup was a set of skin care products—cleansers, toners, moisturizers. 

He picked up a lipstick, the red color glinting in the light. He twisted it up, the scent of wax and pigment filling the air. He hesitated, then pressed it to his lips, the color staining them in a bold, crimson line. 

The effect was immediate. His heart raced, his breath quickening as he stared at his reflection in the mirror. He looked different, almost vibrant. 

Over the next few days, Lincoln found himself falling into a new routine. He started each morning with the skin care products, carefully cleansing and moisturizing his face. Then, he moved on to the makeup, experimenting with different looks. He started with just a little foundation and mascara, but soon found himself adding more—eyeshadow, blush, lipstick. 

Carl noticed the change immediately. He’d catch Lincoln in the hallway, his eyes widening as he took in the sight of him. He’d grunt in approval, sometimes even smile. 

But Lincoln didn’t care about Carl’s approval. He was doing this for himself, or so he told himself. 

One morning, as he was applying his makeup, Lincoln caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror. He looked... presentable. More than presentable. He looked sexy. 

He sighed, the sound barely audible over the hum of the bathroom fan. He didn’t know what was happening to him, or where this was all leading. But for now, he just wanted to feel... better. 

So he continued with his routine, each day perfecting his look, each day becoming more and more the person he saw in the mirror. 

And with each passing day, the line between reality and illusion blurred just a little bit more.

–

Carl announced his departure casually, as though it were nothing more than a minor inconvenience. "I'm going away for the weekend," he said, packing a duffel bag with the same indifference he might show while grabbing a carton of eggs at the grocery store. "Keep the place clean."

Lincoln, scrubbing the kitchen floor with a ferocity that bordered on violence, looked up just long enough to meet Carl's gaze. "Great," he said, voice flat. "Have fun."

Carl raised an eyebrow but said nothing. He zipped the bag, slung it over his shoulder, and headed for the door. "Don't burn the house down," he tossed over his shoulder.

The door closed with a familiar thud, and Lincoln let out a breath he hadn't realized he'd been holding. He sat back on his heels, the scrub brush still clutched in his hand, and stared at the spot where Carl had stood. The silence in the house was sudden and oppressive, a heavy blanket that suffocated him.

He threw the brush into the bucket with a splash and stood, wiping his hands on the maid's dress Carl had left for him that morning. It was a pale blue thing, ruffled and delicate, and he hated it. He hated the way it felt, hated the way it looked, hated the way Carl had just... assumed he'd wear it.

But he had.

Now, with Carl gone, Lincoln felt a strange, gnawing restlessness. He wandered from room to room, touching things without purpose—Carl's favorite mug, the remote control, the stack of bills on the counter. Everything felt foreign.

He ended up in the bathroom, staring at his reflection in the mirror. The face that looked back was pale, drawn, with dark circles under the eyes. He turned on the faucet, splashed water over his face, and reached for the skincare products Carl had bought him.

The routine was comforting, almost soothing. Cleanser, toner, moisturizer. He did it all mechanically, his mind a thousand miles away. When he was done, he looked better—less tired, less... broken.

But it didn't fix anything.

He left the bathroom and went to his room, locking the door behind him. He stripped off the dress, tossing it into the corner, and pulled on the pair of jeans and a t-shirt. It was the first time in weeks he'd worn something that wasn't Carl's idea of "appropriate."

The freedom was intoxicating.

He sat on the bed, flipping through channels on the TV, but nothing held his attention. He thought about Carl, wondered where he'd gone, who he might be with. The thought made his stomach twist with a familiar, bitter anger.

Eventually, he turned off the TV and lay down, staring at the ceiling. The house was quiet, too quiet, and he couldn't shake the feeling that he was waiting for something—though he didn't know what.

When the clock on the nightstand hit midnight, Lincoln was still awake, his mind racing with thoughts he couldn't quiet. He threw off the covers and got out of bed, padding barefoot to the kitchen. He opened the fridge, closed it, opened it again, and finally settled on a bottle of water.

As he stood there, drinking, he caught sight of the makeup kit on the counter. It was still there, untouched since that morning. He stared at it for a long time, his fingers twitching with the urge to open it, to apply the familiar routine.

But he didn't.

Instead, he turned and walked back to his room, locking the door again behind him. He climbed into bed, pulled the covers up to his neck, and closed his eyes, willing himself to sleep.

He didn't.

The night stretched on, endless and heavy, and Lincoln lay there, wide awake, waiting for the dawn.

The dress hung waiting for him beside identical others in his closet. He stared at it in the gray dawn light, fingernails digging half-moons into his palms. Carl’s truck hadn’t growled into the driveway last night. The house still reeked of stale beer and his absence. 

Lincoln dressed anyway. 

The stockings slithered up his legs, seams aligning with muscle memory that sickened him. The heels clicked across floorboards still dusty from yesterday’s neglected chores. In the bathroom, he painted his lips coral pink—Carl’s latest “suggestion.” The gloss tasted like betrayal. 

“Fuck you,” Lincoln whispered to the mirror, smudging the perfect Cupid’s bow with his thumb. The defiance lasted precisely six minutes before he wiped it clean and reapplied it properly. 

Breakland’s eggs congealed in the pan as Lincoln scrubbed counters already spotless. The apron strings dug into his transformed waist, each tug a reminder of measurements Carl shouldn’t know. He’d found the tailor’s receipt last week—Custom sizing for Miss L. H. —hidden in the glovebox. 

By noon, sweat dampened the dress’s underarms. Lincoln peeled it off in Carl’s room, standing naked before his stepfather’s closet. The aftershave bottle stood sentinel beside a framed photo of Lincoln’s mother. He spritzed it into the air, letting the cedar-and-whiskey scent settle on skin that no longer felt like his own. 

The bedsprings creaked as Lincoln fell backward, stockinged legs dangling off the edge. Carl’s pillow smelled like gas station cologne and dishonesty. Lincoln pressed it over his face, screaming until the fabric muffled him into silence. 

He awoke at dusk still dressed in nothing but stockings, the house’s emptiness now a living thing pressing down on his chest. The dress lay crumpled by the door, limp as a shed snakeskin. Lincoln pulled it on without looking, the zipper catching on skin raised with goosebumps. 

The kitchen phone rang. It rang again, shrill in the silent house. Carl never called. Carl hated calling. Lincoln picked up on the fourth ring. 

**Revised Scene:** 

The bedsprings creaked as Lincoln fell backward, stockinged legs dangling off the edge. Carl’s pillow smelled like gas station cologne and dishonesty. Lincoln pressed it over his face, screaming until the fabric muffled him into silence. 

He awoke at dusk still dressed in nothing but stockings, the house’s emptiness now a living thing pressing down on his chest. The dress lay crumpled by the door, limp as a shed snakeskin. Lincoln pulled it on without looking, the zipper catching on skin raised with goosebumps. 

The kitchen phone rang. It rang again, shrill in the silent house. Carl never called. Carl hated calling. Lincoln picked up on the fourth ring. 

“Forgot to mention,” Carl’s voice crackled, tinny with bad reception. “Left you somethin’ in my closet. So you don’t… miss me.” 

The line went dead. 

Lincoln’s throat tightened. *The closet*. He’d only been in there once before, weeks ago, when Carl had barked at him to fetch a belt. He remembered the smell—stale nicotine, sweat, and the cheap detergent clinging to Carl’s work shirts. The way the scent had clung to his hands afterward, like guilt. 

The closet door swung open with a whine. Inside, Carl’s flannel shirts hung in a row, stiff with grime. Lincoln’s fingers brushed over them, the fabric rough and greasy, until his knuckles knocked against something cold tucked behind the last hanger. 

He pulled it free. 

The dildo was thick, veined. Huge.   

Lincoln’s legs gave out. He slumped against the shirts, their sour odor flooding his nostrils. Between his thighs, a hot pulse bloomed, soaking through the lace lining of the panties he’d stolen. His body didn’t care about rage, didn’t care about the bile rising in his throat. It remembered the weight of Carl’s stare, the way his stepfather’s eyes had lingered on the curve of his hips as he’d zipped the dress yesterday. 

“You look… nice.” 

The memory sent a shiver down Lincoln’s spine. His fingers tightened around the silicone, slick now with his own traitorous wetness. He could—*fuck*—he could press it between his legs, let the stretch burn away the shame. Carl’s voice slithered through his skull: *So you don’t miss me.* 

“No,” Lincoln hissed, hurling the thing into the corner. It thudded against the wall, lifeless. 

But his body throbbed, needy and raw. He rocked forward once—just once—hips grinding against nothing, the dress riding up. A whimper escaped him. 

No. 

He stood on shaking legs, kicking the dildo deeper into the closet. It vanished beneath a avalanche of Carl’s shirts. Lincoln slammed the door shut, breath ragged. 

In the hallway mirror, his reflection glared back—smudged mascara, lips bitten red. The dress clung to him, damp and trembling. 

He wouldn’t touch it. He wouldn’t. 

But as he turned away, his body hummed, a live wire strung between revulsion and want. 

Lincoln sat at the foot of Carl’s bed, heels digging into the carpet. The dildo lay in the closet’s shadows, glinting faintly in the low light. His thighs trembled, still sticky with the evidence of his body’s betrayal. Don’t. Don’t. Don’t.

He stood. 

The closet door creaked. Carl’s shirts hung like ghosts. Lincoln knelt, shoving aside the flannels until his fingers closed around the silicone. Cold. Heavy. Alive. 

Back on the bed, he stared at it. The veins mocked him. The color—pink and raw, like a wound—made his stomach twist. But his other body, the one that had stopped listening weeks ago, pulsed in answer. 

Why does it have power? Because Carl had touched it. Because Carl had known. Because every stroke would taste like surrender. 

Lincoln thought of his own cock. The cock that had vanished just as his mother had. He marveled at the memory of how he used to touch himself. Rough, hurried, a boy chasing relief in the dark. Now, his fingers drifted lower, through slick folds he still refused to name. A whine escaped his throat. 

“Oh fuck,” he whispered, pulling away his soaked panties and spreading his legs. The dildo hovered, trembling. Carl’s hand. Carl’s laugh. Carl’s eyes on the dress. 

He pressed the tip inside. 

The stretch burned. Lincoln arched, a gasp tearing free. His hips jerked, driving it deeper, deeper, until the base slapped against him. The rhythm was clumsy, desperate. Tears streaked his mascara as he fucked himself on it, the bedframe slamming into the wall. 

“You look… nice.” 

He came with a sob, back bowing off the mattress. The climax ripped through him, violent and sweet, cream spilling onto Carl’s pillow. The cologne smell flooded his lungs—gas station musk and sweat—as he collapsed, shaking. 

Afterward, he lay there, the dildo still buried inside him. His reflection in the dresser mirror stared back: smeared lips, stockings torn at the thighs, the dress hiked up to his ribs. A stranger. A girl. 

Carl’s girl. 

Lincoln yanked the thing out, hurling it across the room. It hit the wall with a thud, flecks of his wetness clinging to the paint. 

He curled into a ball, face pressed to the stained pillow. His body hummed, satisfied. His mind screamed. 

Outside, a car engine growled. Lincoln froze. 

But it was only the neighbor, pulling into their driveway. 

He didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. Just waited for the shame to drown him. 

It never did. 


13.

Carl’s boots thudded in the hallway. Lincoln froze at the kitchen table, fingers tightening around his coffee mug. The dildo was back in the closet, scrubbed raw with dish soap, but the smell lingered—cloying and chemical, like rotten fruit.

Carl dumped his keys on the counter. “Grocery’s tomorrow.”

Lincoln stared at the chipped Formica. “You’re sick.”

A pause. Carl’s work gloves hit the floor. “That so.”

“The thing in your closet.” Lincoln’s voice cracked. “I know what it’s for. You’re—you’re fucking sick.”

Carl leaned against the fridge, arms crossed. His eyes raked over Lincoln—the rumpled blouse, the skirt riding high on his thighs. “Skirt’s lookin’ ragged,” he said, nodding at the hem. “You been crawlin’ through bushes?”

Lincoln stood so fast the chair screeched. His hands went to the zipper, trembling. “Happy?!” He shoved the skirt down, kicking it toward Carl. The lace snagged on a floorboard, dangling like a surrender flag.

Carl didn’t blink. “No.”

The word hung, a dare.

Lincoln’s breath hitched. No? His fingers moved on their own, unbuttoning the blouse. The fabric slipped off one shoulder, then the other. Carl’s gaze followed each inch of exposed skin—the dip of his collarbone, the swell of his breasts in the lace bra he’d had to force his heaving chest into.

“Still not happy?” Lincoln hissed, reaching behind his back to unhook the bra. It fell.

Carl’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t move. Didn’t speak. The faucet dripped. A floorboard creaked.

Lincoln’s hands hovered at the waistband of his panties. His pulse roared. Do it. Make him look. Make him see.

“This what you wanted?” he spat, chest heaving, his voice raw. “To humiliate me? To break me?” 

Carl didn’t flinch. He stepped closer, his boots crushing the fabric underfoot. The air hummed with the scent of sweat and bourbon. “You’re the one still wearing the heels,” he said, low, deliberate, eyes raking over Lincoln’s body. 

Lincoln glanced down—he hadn’t even realized. The strappy stilettos gleamed, straps cutting into his ankles, a cruel mockery of defiance. His breath hitched, shame and something hotter coiling in his gut. 

Carl closed the distance in two strides. Lincoln stumbled back, hips hitting the kitchen counter. Trapped. 

“Stop—” 

Carl’s calloused hand gripped Lincoln’s throat, not hard, but present.

“Stop?” His thumb brushed Lincoln’s hammering pulse. “You’ve been begging for this since the first dress.” 

Lincoln’s knees buckled. The accusation tore through him, truer than he’d ever admit. He had. Every time he’d cinched the corset tighter, painted his lips redder, lingered too long in Carl’s sightline—it was a scream for this, for the heat of Carl’s rage and want to consume him. 

“Hate you,” Lincoln gasped, but his hips arched forward, betraying him. 

Carl’s laugh was dark, hungry. He palmed Lincoln through the threadbare panties, fabric damp and clinging. “Hate me louder.” 

Lincoln’s head thudded against the cabinet as Carl’s mouth crashed into his—a clash of teeth and bitten-off curses. The kiss was violence, ownership, Carl’s stubble burning Lincoln’s smooth skin. He clawed at Carl’s shirt, buttons scattering, needing to feel the furnace of his chest, the proof that this thing between them wasn’t just in his head. 

Carl yanked Lincoln’s wrists overhead, pinning them with one hand. The other ripped the panties aside, fingers sliding into slick heat. Lincoln keened, back bowing, every nerve alight. 

“Knew you’d feel like this,” Carl growled against his neck. “Knew you’d fucking drip for it.” 

Lincoln writhed, torn between fury and rapture. Carl’s fingers worked him ruthlessly, thumb circling the swollen bud that made stars burst behind his eyelids. He was unraveling, pleasure scalding through the cracks in his rage. 

“Please—” The word slipped out, ragged, desperate. 

Carl stilled. “Please, what?” 

Lincoln’s cheeks burned. He turned his face away, but Carl gripped his chin, forcing eye contact. 

“Say it.” 

A whimper. “Fuck me.” 

Carl’s grin was feral. He spun Lincoln around, shoving him chest-first against the counter. The cold linoleum bit his knees as Carl sheathed himself in one brutal thrust. 

No preamble. No tenderness.

Lincoln screamed, nails gouging the countertop. It burned—God, it burned—but he pushed back, meeting each snap of Carl’s hips. The mirror above the sink rattled, reflecting their wreckage: Carl’s possessive grip on Lincoln’s hips, Lincoln’s smeared lipstick, the tears streaking his flushed cheeks. 

“Mine,” Carl snarled, biting Lincoln’s shoulder as he spilled inside him. 

Lincoln came untouched, a sob tearing from his throat. His legs gave out, but Carl caught him, dragging him onto the floor, still joined. 

They knelt there, breathing ragged, Carl’s forehead pressed to Lincoln’s spine. The silence was louder than the act. 

Lincoln waited for the regret, the revulsion. It never came. Only the thrum of his racing heart, the ache of his body, and the terrifying truth: 

He’d never felt more alive.


14.

The morning light cut through the blinds, striping Lincoln’s bare thighs as he stood at the stove, scrambling eggs he had no appetite for. The apron Carl had chosen—pale pink, frilled at the edges—itched against his skin. He could already hear the rumble of Carl’s truck in the driveway, the engine cutting off with a growl. Keys jangled in the lock. 

“Kitchen. Now,” Carl barked, shrugging off his jacket. 

Lincoln’s fingers tightened around the spatula. Screw you, he thought, deliberately letting the eggs char. But his body moved anyway, hips swaying in the practiced rhythm Carl demanded, heels clicking a taunt against the linoleum. 

Carl waited, arms crossed, leaning against the doorframe. His gaze was a physical weight, tracing the apron’s bow cinched tight at Lincoln’s waist. “You know the rules.” 

Lincoln hesitated—just a beat—before stepping forward. The kiss was perfunctory, lips barely grazing Carl’s stubbled cheek. A mockery of tenderness. 

Carl’s hand snapped out, gripping Lincoln’s chin. “Properly.” 

This time, Lincoln obeyed, mouth soft and pliant against Carl’s. The kiss lingered, Carl’s tongue sweeping possessively over Lincoln’s bottom lip, the taste of coffee and contempt bitter on his tongue. When Carl pulled back, Lincoln’s knees trembled. 

“Better,” Carl said, swatting Lincoln’s ass as he turned to the table. “Panties. Now.” 

Lincoln’s jaw clenched. He could refuse. He should refuse. But his hands were already hiking up the apron, thumbs hooking into the lace waistband. Slowly, so slowly, he pulled them down so that they were suspended between his creamy thighs. Carl didn’t look up from his newspaper, but Lincoln saw the flick of his eyes, the satisfied twitch of his mouth. 

“Eat,” Carl ordered, nudging the plate of rubbery eggs toward him. Lincoln pulled the panties down, squirming to extricate them from his six-inch stiletto and then discarded them on the floor.

He had a seat, stabbed a forkful, the yolk oozing like a murder victim. “Burn in hell,” he muttered under his breath. 

Carl’s hand shot out, gripping Lincoln’s wrist. “What was that?” 

Defiance. Delicious, dangerous defiance. Lincoln lifted his chin. “I said it’s cold.” 

A beat. Then Carl yanked him sideways, Lincoln’s hip colliding with the table’s edge. “Then warm it up.” 

The eggs spilled as Carl shoved Lincoln onto the table, his back arching over the sticky surface. No preamble—Carl’s fingers were inside him, rough and unyielding, twisting the kind of pleasure that felt like punishment. Lincoln bit his lip bloody to stifle the moan, but his hips bucked anyway, betrayal written in every shudder. 

“That’s my girl,” Carl mocked, working him faster, the newspaper crinkling beneath Lincoln’s weight. “Always so eager.” 

Lincoln came with a choked gasp, humiliation scalding his cheeks. Carl withdrew, wiping his fingers on the apron. “Clean this mess,” he said, tossing Lincoln a dishrag. “And put the panties back on. You’ll catch a chill.” 

–

Alone in the kitchen, Lincoln trembled as he dressed. The lace chafed, a reminder of his surrender. But as he scrubbed egg yolk from the table, his traitorous mind replayed the feel of Carl’s hands—the cruel precision, the way his indifference carved Lincoln hollow, then filled him with something worse than hate. 

That night, when Carl returned, Lincoln greeted him at the door in nothing but the apron and heels. No panties. 

Carl raised an eyebrow. “Eager little slut, aren’t you?” 

Lincoln said nothing, heart hammering as Carl’s calloused palm found the curve of his ass. The spank rang out, sharp and bright, the pain blooming into warmth. 

“Good girl,” Carl murmured, and Lincoln’s stomach dropped. 

He hated how those words unspooled him. Hated how he arched into the next strike. Hated how, later, when Carl fucked him raw on the couch, he chanted please like a prayer. 

In the dark afterward, Carl asleep beside him, Lincoln traced the bruises on his hips. The defiance had been sweet, but the correction—Carl’s hands, his voice, his attention—had been sweeter. 

He was starving. And Carl, damn him, was the only feast left.


15.

The morning light bled through the kitchen blinds, striping Carl’s face as he sipped his coffee. Lincoln hovered by the fridge, still in the silk robe he’d taken to sleeping in.

“Take your time with dinner,” Carl said, not looking up from his newspaper. “Someone’s comin’ over.”

Lincoln paused, a yogurt cup cold in his hand. “Who?”

“Friend of mine.”

Friend. The word slithered between them. Carl didn’t have friends. Carl had mechanics, barflies, debts.

Lincoln peeled the yogurt lid slowly. “What kind of friend?”

Carl folded the paper, creasing it sharp enough to cut. “Act normal. Like you’re just a normal girl.” A beat. “Like you’re my daughter.”

The spoon bent in Lincoln’s grip. Daughter. The robe suddenly felt too thin, the air too cold. He set the yogurt down, sticky sweetness coating his tongue. “Sure, daddy,” he said, dripping the word in honeyed venom.

–

Diane’s laughter trickled into the kitchen first—light, melodic, wrong. Lincoln froze, the paring knife in his hand catching the overhead light. Carl’s voice followed, low and steady: “...my daughter, Linc.”

Daughter.

The blade trembled. Lincoln pressed his thumb to the edge, savoring the bite.

They entered. Diane was all soft curves and vanilla perfume, her cardigan draped over shoulders that hadn’t known a day of Carl’s grease-stained world. She smiled, honey-slow. “Nice to meet you, Linc.”

Rich. Richer than the girly pink dress Lincoln wore, richer than the lie Carl had stuffed him into.

“Likewise,” Lincoln said, smiling back with teeth.

Carl hovered in the doorway, arms crossed. His eyes flicked to the knife.

Diane tilted her head, birdlike. “Your dad says you’re shy.”

“Does he?” Lincoln set the knife down, deliberate. The handle pointed toward Carl. “Funny. He never says much about you.”

A beat. Diane’s smile didn’t waver, but her gaze sharpened. “That eyeshadow’s lovely. Midnight?”

Lincoln rubbed his eye. “Dollar store.”

“Hm.” Diane’s eyes dropped to his throat, the pulse hammering there. “Suits you.”

–

The dining room chandelier buzzed, casting a sterile glow over the untouched pot roast. Diane’s fork clinked against her plate as she carved another brittle smile. “So, Linc,” she said, “Carl tells me you’re homeschooled now. How’s that treating you?”

Lincoln traced the rim of his water glass, toe brushing Carl’s ankle under the table. “Daddy’s a strict teacher.”

Carl’s knife sawed through meat, tendons snapping.

Diane’s eyelid twitched. “I—I see.”

Lincoln leaned forward, the neckline of his pink dress gaping. “He’s very hands-on.”

The chair screeched as Carl stood. “More wine, Diane?”

“Oh, I shouldn’t—”

“You should.” He sloshed merlot into her glass, droplets staining the tablecloth like old blood.

Lincoln twirled a curl around his finger. “Carl likes red. Says it hides stains.”

Diane’s laugh faltered. Her gaze darted between them—Lincoln’s smirk, Carl’s whitened knuckles. The truth curdled in the air: no father looked at his daughter that way.

“Pass the salt,” Lincoln purred, fingertips grazing Carl’s wrist.

Carl slammed the shaker down. Crystals scattered.

Diane flinched. “Well! This roast is just—”

“He’s not my daughter.”

Silence.

Lincoln froze, mid-reach. Carl’s words hung, a grenade pin pulled.

Diane blinked. “I… beg your pardon?”

Carl stared at Lincoln, voice low. “You heard me.”

Lincoln’s heel dug into Carl’s instep under the table. “Daddy.”

Diane stood abruptly, napkin fluttering to her plate. “I should—the time—forgive me—”

Carl grabbed her wrist. “Sit.”

“No.” She yanked free, cheeks mottled. “This is—sick.”

The front door’s slam still trembled in the walls when Carl crowded Lincoln against the hallway, his breath hot with bourbon and something feral. “You enjoy ruinin’ things?”

Lincoln’s shoulders pressed into the plaster, the pink dress scraping his thighs. He didn’t blink. “You wanted her to see.”

Carl’s fist slammed the wall beside Lincoln’s head, plaster dust snowing down. “See what? This—this freakshow?”

“Yours,” Lincoln hissed, lipstick smeared like a wound. “You made me yours.”

Carl’s hand hovered, trembling, near Lincoln’s throat. For a heartbeat, Lincoln arched into it, begging silently.

But Carl stepped back, raking a hand through greasy hair. “Goddamn you.”

Lincoln slid down the wall, lace tearing at the knees. “Why her?” His voice cracked. “Why not me?”

Carl froze. The fridge hummed. A wineglass lay shattered by the table, shards glittering like accusation.

“I’m right here,” Lincoln whispered, palms upturned. “Use me.”

Carl’s boot scuffed the floor. “You’re….”

“What? A mess?” Lincoln laughed, raw. “Your mess.”

Carl crouched, slow, until their eyes leveled. His calloused thumb swiped Lincoln’s cheek, smearing tear-streaked foundation. “Should’ve left when she did.”

Lincoln leaned into the touch. “Can’t.”

Carl’s exhale shuddered. “Ain’t right.”

“Nothing’s right.” Lincoln’s fingers clawed Carl’s shirt. “You started this.”

Carl’s arms closed around him—a vise, a vow. Lincoln’s face buried in his neck, inhaling motor oil and sweat.

“Hate you,” Lincoln mumbled into Carl’s collarbone.

Carl’s hand gripped the back of his head, too tight. “Yeah.”

Carl lifted him like something fragile—a thing unaccustomed to gentle hands. Lincoln’s breath hitched, arms looping reflexively around Carl’s neck as the floor gave way. The pink dress whispered against his thighs, each step up the stairs a pendulum swing between dread and delirium.

The bedroom door creaked open. Carl laid him on the mattress, the springs groaning their old song. Moonlight bled through the blinds, striping Lincoln’s body as Carl undressed him—not tearing, not yanking, but peeling the fabric down with a slowness that felt like penance.

Lincoln shivered, exposed. Carl’s hands, usually fists or claws, skimmed his ribs, his hips, the jut of his collarbone. Callouses snagged on lace, on skin still tender from last week’s roughness.

“Why—” Lincoln’s voice splintered.

Carl’s thumb pressed his lips silent. “Don’t.”

The warning held no heat.

When Carl entered him, it was with a stifled groan, a tremor in his wrists. No slammed hips, no bitten curses. Just a terrible, careful rhythm, like he was afraid Lincoln might dissolve beneath him.

Lincoln clutched the sweat-damp sheets, tears hot and bewildered. He’d been fucked in this bed, on this mattress, a hundred times—bent over dressers, shoved into headboards. But this? This slow unraveling, Carl’s forehead pressed to his, breath mingling? This was a language he didn’t know.

Afterward, Carl didn’t roll away. He lingered, fingers tracing the smudged mascara under Lincoln’s eyes.

“You’re tremblin’,” he muttered.

“You’re you,” Lincoln shot back, voice raw.

Carl’s laugh was a low rumble, almost tender. He pulled the quilt over them, rough wool scraping Lincoln’s thighs.

They didn’t sleep. The silence thickened, swollen with unasked questions. Lincoln stared at the water stain on the ceiling, its shape like a fractured heart.

Carl’s arm tightened around his waist.

Mine, it said.

Yours, Lincoln’s pulse echoed back.

But the words, for once, stayed buried.


16.

Carl’s boots echoed in the hallway, heavier than usual. Lincoln stood by the door, fingers twitching at the hem of his skirt—a nervous habit now. The old routine demanded he drop to his knees, panties around his ankles, before Carl even hung up his keys. But since that night, the rules had blurred. 

The door creaked open. Carl paused, eyes sweeping over Lincoln’s rigid posture. “You don’t have to do that anymore,” he said, voice gruff but softer. 

Lincoln’s throat tightened. He’d prepared for commands, for roughness, not this… mercy. His skin prickled, heat pooling low in his belly. “Do what?” he asked, feigning ignorance. 

Carl shrugged off his jacket, the scent of motor oil and sweat filling the room. “The panties thing. It’s done.” 

Silence stretched. Lincoln’s pulse roared in his ears. He’d spent weeks perfecting the act—the quick flick of his wrists, the practiced submission. Now, stripped of the ritual, he felt unmoored. Exposed. 

“Maybe we could go away sometime,” Carl offered suddenly, avoiding Lincoln’s gaze. 

“Where?” 

Carl huffed, a ghost of his old irritation. “Do I have to think of everything?” 

The familiar edge in his voice snapped something in Lincoln. He sank to his knees, the motion fluid, deliberate. His fingers hooked into the lace waistband, but he hesitated, eyes locked on Carl’s. 

Carl’s jaw flexed. “I said you don’t—” 

“I want to,” Lincoln interrupted, the admission sharp as a blade. 

The air shifted. Carl’s breath hitched, his resolve crumbling. Lincoln didn’t wait for permission. He peeled the panties down slowly, letting Carl watch the fabric catch on his thighs, the dampness glistening in the dim light. 

Carl’s eyes raked over him, lingering on the way the fabric clung to Lincoln’s narrowed waist. “You look…” He trailed off, jaw working as he struggled for a word that wasn’t pretty. 

“Hot?” Lincoln supplied, tilting his head, the pearls at his throat catching the light. 

Carl grunted, toeing off his boots. “Yeah.” 

Lincoln rose, the skirt whispering around his thighs. He stepped closer, the top of his head barely reaching Carl’s collarbone. Up close, the contrast was dizzying: Carl’s rough, sun-leathered hands against Lincoln’s manicured nails, the shadow of stubble above Carl’s lip grazing Lincoln’s powder-soft cheek. 

“You like it,” Lincoln murmured, trailing a finger down Carl’s chest. “Seeing me like this while you’re still… you.” 

Carl’s breath hitched as the bow unraveled. The skirt pooled at Lincoln’s feet, leaving him in the lace-trimmed slip beneath. He shivered, not from cold, but from the weight of Carl’s gaze—a stare that stripped him bare, yet somehow saw him for the first time. 

“Christ,” Carl muttered, voice gravel. “You’re…” 

“Yours,” Lincoln finished, arching into the heat of Carl’s palm as it slid up his thigh. “Aren’t I?” 

Carl’s other hand fisted in Lincoln’s hair, not yanking, just holding, as if he could cage the fragility of this moment. “Shouldn’t want this,” he growled. 

“But you do.” Lincoln pressed closer, the scratch of Carl’s denim against his bare legs sending sparks up his spine. “Because I’m everything you’re not. Soft where you’re hard. Sweet where you’re bitter.” 

Carl’s control snapped. He kissed Lincoln bruisingly, the taste of coffee and grit clashing with Lincoln’s strawberry gloss. When they broke apart, Lincoln’s mouth was smudged crimson, a war paint of contradictions. 

Later, as Carl pinned him to the couch, Lincoln marveled at the poetry of it: Carl’s work-roughened fingers gentle as they unhooked his bra, his gruff praise (“Good girl”) hotter than any curse. The more Carl softened, the more Lincoln burned—not for kindness, but for the delicious friction of their duality. 

This was the thrill: the way Carl’s masculinity sharpened Lincoln’s femininity like a whetstone, each touch a strike that honed them both into something dangerously new. 

When it was over, Carl traced the lace straps still digging into Lincoln’s shoulders. “You’re gonna ruin these,” he said, almost apologetic. 

Lincoln smiled, stretching like a cat. “Buy me new ones.” 


17.

Lincoln zipped the duffel bag with deliberate slowness, his fingers brushing against the cold metal wrench nestled beneath a folded sweater. Carl leaned in the doorway, sipping coffee. "You ready, princess?" The petname felt different now—softer, like the way he'd started cupping Lincoln's face during kisses. 

The car hummed smoothly for the first thirty miles. Lincoln watched golden hour light gild Carl's stubble, his throat tightening when Carl reached over to squeeze his thigh. "Gonna show you the ocean proper," Carl murmured. "No more basement shit. Fresh start." 

Lincoln smiled, his toes curling inside white sneakers as the engine developed a phantom cough. By mile forty-five, the sputtering became undeniable. Carl smacked the dashboard. "The hell? I just tuned this thing." 

At the repair shop—fluorescent lights buzzing over familiar oil stains—Carl rolled under the lifted sedan on a creeper board. Lincoln hovered near the hydraulic jack, listening to him curse about stripped bolts. His palm found the lever, still warm from Carl's grip. 

"Hand me the 10mm, would ya?" Carl's voice echoed from beneath the chassis. Lincoln stared at the wrench in his trembling hand—14mm, too large, chosen deliberately last night while Carl snored. The jack groaned as he knelt, pretending to fumble with tools. 

"Need help?" Carl started to shift, the creeper wheels squeaking. 

Lincoln exhaled slowly. The smell of motor oil mixed with Carl's cedarwood cologne as he leaned his full weight onto the lever. The crash was louder than expected. Metal screamed. Blood pooled thick and slow, seeping toward his pristine sneakers. 

He practiced his scream three breaths later, dialing 911 with oil-smeared hands. "There's been an accident," he whispered, voice fracturing perfectly. The operator didn't ask why it took seventeen minutes to call.

–

Lincoln sat in the sterile interrogation room, hands folded neatly on the metal table. The fluorescent light buzzed overhead as the detective flipped through notes. "Mechanical failure," the officer repeated, scratching his stubble. "Your father was crushed instantly?" Lincoln nodded, eyes downcast, shoulders trembling on cue. The performance was flawless—grief-stricken daughter, shocked survivor. They released him with condolences.

The house smelled of motor oil and stale coffee when he returned. He moved through rooms like a curator, stripping Carl's work shirts from hangers, dumping toolbox drawers into trash bags.

Lincoln stood in the center of his bedroom now with the closet door hanging open. Dust motes drifted through the late afternoon light as his fingers brushed against the denim folded neatly on the shelf. The fabric felt heavier than it should, as though the threads were woven with ghosts.

He pulled the jeans free, the faint scent of lavender detergent still clinging to them. His throat tightened. These weren’t just pants. They were a chrysalis. The same high-waisted cut, the same subtle flare at the ankle that had made his pulse race the first time he’d slid them on at Carl’s insistence. Back before the changes began.

The scissors gleamed on the dresser. He’d planned to shred every last fiber, to watch the frayed edges burn in the backyard fire pit. But now, holding them, he hesitated. The denim whispered against his palms. Carl’s voice echoed in his memory—The jeans suit you.—but it was distant now, hollow.

Lincoln spread the jeans across the bed, smoothing the creases with a trembling hand. The blades snipped cleanly through the thighs, severing the inseam in one decisive motion. He worked methodically. When he slipped them on, the frayed edges tickled his skin, the truncated legs exposing more than they concealed.

The cutoffs hugged his curves—her curves—with a defiance the original jeans had never dared. She traced the jagged seams, heart pounding. It wasn’t erasure. It was evolution.

–

The campus courtyard buzzed with lunchtime chatter, sunlight dappling through oak leaves as Lindsay settled on a bench with her notebook. She wore the cutoff shorts now—frayed hem grazing her thighs, the fabric softened by repeated washes. A boy approached, his posture tentative, clutching a paper coffee cup like a peace offering. 

"Mind if I…?" He gestured to the bench, his smile lopsided. Up close, he had the earnestness of a golden retriever—messy hair, grass-stained sneakers, a physics textbook peeking from his bag. 

She shrugged, heart skipping as he sat. Too close. Not close enough. 

"I’m Ethan," he said, offering the coffee. "You’re in my lit class. Lindsay, right?" His knee brushed hers accidentally. He didn’t pull away. 

She took the cup, warmth seeping into her palms. "How’d you know my name?" 

"Professor called roll last week. You didn’t answer." He flushed, scratching his neck. "I noticed." 

The admission hung between them. Lindsay studied him—the way his Adam’s apple bobbed when he swallowed, the ink smudged on his thumb. Naive. Safe. 

Ethan fumbled with his backpack, producing a mangled muffin. "Blueberry?" 

She laughed—a startled, unfamiliar sound—and his eyes lit up. 

Later, walking to her next class, Lindsay replayed the encounter. The way his gaze lingered on her hands, the shy offer of his muffin. A normal boy. A normal flirtation. 

Her fingers traced the frayed edges of her shorts. For the first time, the denim felt like hers.


Books By This Author

Vegas Baby

If you loved "True Fans," "Test Subjects" "Wishes" or many of the other great titles by Lexi where guys get girly, you're going to love "Vegas, Baby!"

Best friends Mike and Chris arrive in Las Vegas planning to paint the town red, but their trip takes an unexpected turn when they stumble upon a mysterious and alluring woman named Madame Luna. With a whispered promise of "teaching them to appreciate women," she leads them down a path of transformation that will change their lives forever.

As they surrender to Madame Luna's magic, Mike and Chris find themselves transformed into two gorgeous women, Mia and Christina. With their new bodies comes a newfound sense of freedom and desire, and they soon discover that being women is more than just a physical change - it's a sensual awakening unlike anything they're prepared for.

As they explore the city and themselves, Mia and Christina delve into a world of passion and pleasure, where the boundaries of their former lives are pushed to the limit. With each new experience, they become more confident, more seductive, and more insatiable.

Join Mia and Christina on their journey of self-discovery and transformation, as they navigate the ups and downs of their new lives and indulge in the ultimate fantasy. Will they ever go back to being men, or will they find that being women is where they truly belong? Dive into this sultry and seductive tale of transformation and find out.

The Surrogate

When desperation meets desire, the outcome is anything but expected. Victor's financial woes lead him to a shocking proposal: convince his girlfriend to be a surrogate for a mysterious client.But after she refuses and dumps him, Victor is left with nothing... until the enigmatic Mr. Mortlake suggests a drastic alternative.

Enter Jaime, Victor's unsuspecting roommate, who's about to undergo a transformation that will change everything. With a syringe of mysterious serum, Jaime's male body begins to shift, surrendering to strange urges and primal forces that reshape him into a vessel for new life.

As the now-female Jaime navigates her new curves and desires, she's drawn into a web of secrets and deception. But when the truth finally reveals itself, will Jaime's newfound femininity be the key to unlocking a love that's been hiding in plain sight?

Dive into this sizzling gender swap pregnancy romance, where the boundaries of identity, desire, and love are pushed to the limit. Will Victor and Jaime find happiness in the unlikeliest of circumstances, or will the consequences of their choices tear them apart? Find out in this latest by Lexi Twist!

Twinning

Brandon would do anything to save his twin sister, Lily. Lily needs a transplant, and Brandon isn't a match. That is, until he is offered the chance to become a donor. The catch? He's got to become a girl.

Brandon didn't expect that the gender-swap procedure meant to save his sister's life would open up a whole new chapter of his own, and he definitely didn't expect to be falling for sister's boyfriend. But now that Brandon has become Lily's perfect double, she finds that with her gender change her attraction is changing too. Learning to walk and talk like a girl, trying on frilly underwear, being a girl is complicated. But it's a lot more complicated when you're hiding an elicit affair.

Can this newly-minted female keep her secret, or will it wreck her relationship with the sister she gave up everything to save? Find out in this steamy transgender romance by Lexi Twist!

Hot Yoga

Get ready to dive into the steamy and captivating world of "Hot Yoga," the latest novel from the mind of Lexi Twist. This sizzling tale of transformation and desire is sure to leave fans of feminization and gender swap stories breathless.

Meet Nick Johnson, a man who thought he had it all figured out. But when his girlfriend Sasha convinces him to join her in the sultry realm of hot yoga, Nick finds himself on a path he never could have predicted. As he moves through the poses, Nick begins to notice changes in his body and mind. Changes that both excite and terrify him.

Under the tutelage of the enigmatic yoga master Archimedes, Nick's transformation accelerates. With each session, his muscles soften, his curves blossom, and his very identity begins to shift. But is this metamorphosis purely the result of the yoga, or are other forces at play?

As Nick's journey progresses, he starts to suspect that Sasha may know more about his change than she's letting on. Her encouragement and unwavering support, while comforting, also hint at a deeper involvement. Could Sasha be guiding Nick's transformation in ways he hasn't yet realized?

Meanwhile, Nick finds himself increasingly drawn to Archimedes, the man who seems to hold the key to his new self. The heat between them grows, threatening to consume Nick's old life as he edges closer to embracing his new identity as Nikki.

Filled with sensual awakenings and shocking revelations, "Hot Yoga" is a story of love, lust, and self-discovery that will keep you riveted until the last page. Lexi Twist masterfully weaves a tale that challenges assumptions about gender and attraction, all while cranking up the heat to near-unbearable levels.

So grab a cool drink, find a comfortable spot, and get ready to immerse yourself in the world of "Hot Yoga." But be warned - once you start this journey of feminization and awakening, you may just find your own perceptions transformed forever. Namaste, dear reader. And enjoy the ride.
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When out-of-shape Luke joins the gym, he dreams of sculpting himself into a paragon of masculine power. He envisions bulging muscles, chiseled abs, and the admiration of all who see him. But fate has a different plan in store. Instead of becoming manlier, his body begins to transform, becoming more feminine with each passing day. His broad shoulders narrow, his muscles soften, and his features take on a delicate, alluring quality he never anticipated.

Supported by his workout buddy, the ever-encouraging Clay, Luke navigates these bewildering changes. Clay's unwavering support and understanding provide a lifeline as Luke grapples with his shifting identity. As their bond deepens, new and unexpected feelings arise, pushing the boundaries of their friendship and leading them into uncharted emotional territory.

With each visit to the gym, Luke's transformation accelerates. His clothes fit differently, his walk changes, and the way he sees himself evolves. Yet, amid these physical changes, a more profound metamorphosis is happening within. Luke's relationship with Clay blossoms into something far more intense and passionate. Together, they explore the depths of their desires and the true meaning of acceptance and love.

In this captivating novel by transgender romance writer Lexi Twist, "Working In" explores the thrilling journey of self-discovery, transformation, and evolving love. Perfect for LGBT+ readers and fans of the gender-bender genre, this story promises to be an unforgettable ride filled with emotional highs, steamy encounters, and a heartfelt exploration of identity and romance. Join Luke and Clay as they navigate the challenges and joys of becoming their truest selves and finding love in the most unexpected places.

Wishes

In the winding souks of Marrakesh, two lifelong mates have their world turned upside down after a sultry, trickster genie is unleashed from an unassuming lamp. When the genie grants one of their wishes in a twisted manner, shy James finds himself magically trapped in the genie's glamorous female form, bound as an all-powerful servant to his brash friend Graham.

At first, the gender swap curse seems like a nightmare. But as James taps into his newfound metaphysical abilities, he can't deny the delicious thrill of wielding such power - or the dangerously intoxicating appeal of indulging Graham's every desire. What begins as magical misadventures trying to break the spell soon spirals into an erotic exploration of shifting identities and dynamics.

James finds himself increasingly seduced by his feminine vessel's rapturous power and sensual confidence, even as repressed desires he once kept locked away begin clamoring for release. And Graham's relentless prodding and unchecked wishes keep stoking the flames of temptation between them into an inferno neither can resist.

As boundaries blur and intimacies escalate, the friends must finally confront the truth smoldering in their connection. Can James untangle himself from the genie's curse before being forever remade as an instrument of ecstasy? Or will he surrender completely to his awakening as a new sensual feminine ideal - one fated to grant Graham's every unspoken craving until nothing remains untasted?

Fans of gender bender transformations, magic-fueled feminization, and smoldering friend-to-lovers romances will be utterly ensorcelled by this rapturous tale of identity, desire, and the intoxicating wishes that reshape reality. Let Lexi Twist's deliciously twisted tale "Wishes" remake all your deepest yearnings into an inescapable new truth!

OEBPS/image_rsrc136.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc137.jpg
QQ‘TY

&
VICSy





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




