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GIRLIFY THE BOY

Jack, a retired widower, can’t wait to see his daughter for the first time in a year. Tori comes home once a year, to spend her summer break with her father on the east coast. It’s the highlight of Jack’s year, spending three months with his little angel. But this year, Tori has a surprise: her new boyfriend, Garrett.

Garrett isn’t the man Jack always envisioned with his daughter. He’s short and skinny, with an obnoxious man-bun and no job. He’s apparently been living with Tori for a year, on Jack’s dime while he’s been finishing his ‘feminist studies’ degree. Jack isn’t thrilled to have the freeloader in his home for the summer. He wants better for his daughter. He wants Tori to see Garrett for the weak loser that he is. So Jack gets his hands on some feminizing hormone pills, to make Garrett into an even bigger sissy, so the beautiful Tori will finally see the boy the way Jack sees him.


CHAPTER I

Summer was my favourite season. I would literally start counting down the days the moment fall arrived. I loved the warm weather. I loved the cheery people. And more than anything, I loved seeing my daughter.

When Tori went off to college on the other side of the country, in Vancouver, she took a piece of my heart and my soul with her. She was my everything: my only child, and my closest friend. My wife passed away when she was only ten, and I never dated after that—I never even thought about dating. I decided to just wait until my own death, even though I was only forty-three at the time. I had all of the happiness that I wanted in my daughter. So naturally, I was devastated when she told me that she was going off to college on the other side of the country. But I bit my tongue and forced a smile, because I didn’t want to drag her down with my baggage.

I thought about moving with Tori, just so I could be close to her in case she needed my help. I knew that there would be days when she would be down, and I hated to think that I wouldn’t be able to be there for her. Flights from New Brunswick to Vancouver were expensive: over a thousand dollars for a round trip, and more during holidays. I could only really afford a single round trip each year: to fly Tori home for the summer.

I hated not seeing her at Christmas. I hated the empty house during Easter. I would find myself staring at the staircase that she used to run down when she was a little girl: filled with excitement, ready to open her presents, ready to hunt for hidden Easter eggs (which the dogs always found first). Those were my happiest memories, and they were a big part of why I wasn’t able to bring myself to sell my home and move across the country to Vancouver.

The house was also Marina’s dream home. She loved that house to death. Before moving into that house, we lived in Saskatchewan for ten years, saving up. Almost every night, Marina would describe that house to me, and then one day, when Tori was just two, we decided to make the move to the East Coast. We found that dream house, and for the next eight years, Marina was so happy—and then she died unexpectedly.

It wasn’t a huge house, but it was perfect. It wasn’t right on the water, but it had a nice view of the ocean through a long clearing. The house sat on twenty-five acres, mostly forested. It was a Cape Cod style build with a wrap-around porch. I spent most of my time keeping up the garden that Marina had worked so hard on before she passed. It was a beautiful garden filled with colourful flowers. Birds were always coming and going, singing cheerfully: the only sound that ever passed through the quaint property. I left up the tire swing that Tori loved so much as a child. It would sway gently in the breeze. I knew that my grandchildren would one day swing on that same tire swing.

It was 2020 and I was counting down the days until the official start of summer, which was also the day that Tori would be arriving at the Moncton airport. That airport was about an hour from my house, but I didn’t mind the drive. The excitement always made the drive feel like minutes—maybe even seconds. I couldn’t wait to take Tori to all of her favourite restaurants. I couldn’t wait to spend the days with her on her old favourite beaches. We could head down to the lobster festival together and take in the bustle and the music. We could go for a hike along the Bay of Fundy. We could get coffee at one of the quaint town cafes and she could tell me all about the fun she was having at college. And, like I did every year, I could try to convince her to return to New Brunswick for the remainder of her college—or even Nova Scotia. “Dalhousie isn’t far from here,” I must have said to her ten thousand times.

But more than anything, I just wanted to be close to her. I wanted to see her smiling face when she saw the old house and all those old spots where she grew up. It was always the highlight of my year.

The day finally came. I had my alarm set early, just so I had some time to make sure every little detail in the house was perfect (even though I’d spent the entire previous three days making sure all the little details were perfect). I went through the house and eliminated every little spec of dust. I nudged every little picture frame and trinket into their perfect place, and then I took the car to get gas, even though it was already more than ninety percent full. After getting gas, I decided to head to the airport, even though I knew I would be two hours early.

I parked and then I paced, walking up and down that long airport corridor, constantly looking at the flight tracker to see that her plane was still exactly on track. As that little plane icon drew closer to Moncton, I began to buzz with excitement. I went over to the window and I peered out, waiting for that little plane to appear on the horizon. When I saw it, I found myself smiling. My heart rate soared. Was I too excited? Was I being a weirdo? I did the same thing every year. I turned to a random old lady and said, “That’s my daughter on that plane.” She had to squint to see the tiny spec that was my daughter’s plane.

I rushed to the cafe to get her a fresh coffee, with two milks and two sugars: exactly how she liked her coffee. Then I stood right at the terminal exit with that coffee, clenching it tightly with both of my hands, nearly crushing it with excitement.

I turned to another random person, a man, and said, “My daughter is home for the summer. She goes to college in Vancouver.”

The man nodded his head slowly with an awkward smile before turning away from me.

Then the terminal door opened and I perked up. I watched as strangers trickled out, and then I saw her. I nearly cried. I hadn’t seen her in person since September of 2019, and it was now June of 2020. I waved at her and she waved back with a big smile. Her hair had grown quite a bit longer since I’d last seen her, and it wasn’t her natural colour. She usually had dark brown hair, but now her hair was platinum blonde. She was wearing makeup, which surprised me. She rarely wore makeup—and she never wore eyeliner or eyeshadow. But now, she looked like a little model; well, maybe she wasn’t so little. She was wearing tall high heels, which made her extend to my height. I’d never seen her in high heels before—and I’d never seen her in a short skirt before either, showing off her long, smooth legs. I was used to seeing her in baggy sweaters and black leggings. She usually kept her hair in a loose bun. And she never covered her freckles with concealer, like she was doing now.

She ran up and hugged me. I squeezed her as a tear crept into my eye. Then I caught a whiff of her perfume: a strong scent of flowers and a hint of spice. “I’m so happy to see you, daddy!” she said as she leaned back; and that’s when noticed her fake eyelashes.

She didn’t look bad, but she didn’t look like the daughter I was used to. She was suddenly all grown up. She looked like she was arriving for some magazine photoshoot. “You look... good,” I said with an awkward smile. Her top was low cut and I could see her cleavage, which I was trying hard not to look down at. I didn’t even know my daughter had breasts because she always wore baggy tops that kept everything covered. I liked my old ignorance. I liked thinking that my daughter was still some innocent little girl scout.

Now, I couldn’t help but notice the young men around me turning to check out my little girl. It didn’t help that her skirt was hardly covering her tush. It didn’t help that her top was backless, showing off the straps of her lacy red bra.

“You’re acting funny, dad,” she said with a little chuckle.

It was hard to focus with the young man in my peripheral vision, checking out my daughter, staring at her ass. I wanted to yell at him, and I wanted to tell my daughter to put on some pants. But I knew that wasn’t my place. My daughter was an adult now. She had just finished her third year of college. I was in no place to tell her what to do or how to dress. “Sorry,” I said. “You just look so... grown up.”

“You like the new look?” she asked, doing a little spin. Her skirt lifted up, teasing her red panties for a brief second, and the skin of her bum for a not-so-brief second. My heart fluttered. I bit down on my tongue.

“You look good, sweetie. But maybe we can find you a longer skirt while you’re here.” I could feel the redness entering my face. She giggled and gave me a nudge.

“Oh, relax,” she said. “These are really in right now.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Okay. Let’s, uh, grab your bag and head home. I think your carousel is just over this way.” I forced myself to push the tingling anxiety out from my head. So my daughter was grown up now and she wanted to look sexy: it was inevitable. Her mother was the same when I met her. I could still remember looking at Marina’s perky tush from across that Saskatchewan bar. She was wearing a skirt just like the one that Tori was now wearing. And Marina had the eyeliner and the fake eyelashes. Girls reach a stage when they want to be sexy. Honestly, I should be lucky that Tori didn’t go through this stage when she was a teenager.

“Wait,” she said, grabbing my wrist. I looked at her with wide eyes.

“Wait?” I said. “For what?”

Her cheeks started to turn red. She smiled and then she bit her lip. “I have a bit of a surprise,” she said.

“A surprise?” I narrowed my eyes. I tried to search my brain for all of the possibilities, but I could think of nothing. “What kind of surprise?”

She stared into my eyes, still biting her bottom lip as her face turned an even darker shade of red.

“What is it, Tori? You’re freaking me out,” I said.

She turned and looked towards the terminal door, from where she just arrived. I looked as well, but there was nothing there.

“Tori, seriously? What’s going on?” I asked. I laughed nervously. What was she up to?

“Okay, dad. Don’t freak out.” She turned to me with her rosy face. “I brought someone with me. He’s just in the bathroom.”

I felt all of the blood rush out from my face. I could feel my skin turning white. I could feel the lump growing in my throat. I tried to keep that smile on my face, but I knew that it was no longer there. I coughed and bit hard on my tongue. “Sorry. He?” I said.

“I brought my boyfriend,” she said. “I want you to meet him.”

“Your boyfriend?” I said. My voice was quiet and raspy all of a sudden. That lump was still growing, trying to stop me from speaking at all. “You never mentioned any boyfriend.”

“I wanted it to be a surprise. He’s really nice. I think you’ll really like him.” She made a big smile, and then my mind began to spin. I tried to imagine the guy. Based on how Tori was dressed, I assumed he was some manly man. I imagined a tall blonde man, six-foot-five, with huge muscles and an even stubble beard. I imagined a custom-fitted dress shirt and a pair of unscuffed dress shoes. He was probably a business owner, a few years older than Tori, making a couple hundred grand each year. I could only imagine the perfect male ideal, because my daughter was so perfect. And the way she looked now, with her fashionable clothes and stunning makeup, she could surely pick any guy she wanted. Every guy in the airport was staring at her, wishing and praying that she was single.

So I turned to look at that terminal door. I waited for the perfect viking man to step out. I was actually starting to feel a bit excited about shaking his strong hand, meeting my future son-in-law: the man who would take care of my daughter once I was no longer capable.

“I think you’ll really like him,” Tori said, inching closer to me. She put an arm around me. She seemed confident that I would like the guy. And my daughter was a smart girl: very clever and very self aware. If she said that I would like him, then I believed her.

A few people walked through that door: an older woman, an older man, a woman with two young children, a short man-boy with an intolerable man-bun, and then another pair of old people.

“Dad, this is Garrett,” Tori said with an excited voice. I squinted and leaned forward as the final pair of old people went by. There was nobody behind them—unless Tori was referring to one of the people way down, still standing by the gate. “Dad?” Tori said.

I looked over and saw that she had her hand on the short man-boy’s shoulder. He smiled as he looked up at me. His man-bun was even more insufferable up close. Then he stuck out his hand for me to shake. It took a moment for me to break free from my paralysis to shake his hand.

“Garrett, this is my dad,” Tori said.

Garrett’s hand was small and weak. He hardly squeezed when we shook. He nodded his head and his man-bun bounced. “It’s nice to meet you,” he said. His voice wasn’t at all masculine: a bit high and a bit nasally. Why was my daughter with this loser? Was this some sort of joke? Was she trying to get a rise out of me? Did she meet some idiot on the plane and they agreed to prank me together for a laugh?

“Garrett,” I said softly, trying to see through the prank.

He was shorter than her—even if she hadn’t been in heels. He had a tiny nose and puffy lips, looking a bit like a fish. His t-shirt was too big for his skinny body, but it was probably the smallest size he could find without looking in the kids’ section. And his shoes made me want to cry: Sketchers that should have been on the feet of a thirteen-year-old.

“I’m sorry,” Tori said to Garrett. “I think he’s in shock.” She laughed. Garrett laughed, and then he gave me a nudge with his shoulder.

“Lighten up, Jack,” Garrett said. “We’re going to have a blast this summer. I can’t wait to really get to know you.” Then he looked over at the carousel. “Oh, I think that’s my bag there. Don’t worry—I’ll grab it!” He zipped off. From behind, he looked like a woman, with that bouncing bun and his slight body.

I turned slowly to Tori. She was looking into my eyes. “What’s wrong?” she said.

“Over the summer?” I said, still processing the dopey words that came out from Garrett’s mouth.

She giggled. “I thought he could stay with us for the summer. It’ll be a great chance for the two of you to get to know each other.”

I was speechless and shocked. Just a few minutes before that moment, I was standing with excitement, waiting to see my innocent little girl. Now, I was looking at a dolled up and grown woman and her dopey boyfriend. My perfect summer was crumbling before my eyes.

Surely this guy was just temporary. Surely he was just a phase she was going through. My daughter could do so much better. I looked over at him now, while he tried to get his heavy suitcase off of the carousel. He strained and groaned as he tugged on the bag. His small muscles were too weak to make the bag budge.

“You’ll like him,” Tori said.

I nodded my head slowly. “I’m sure I will,” I said without much confidence. Then I turned to her with a painful smile. “I’m sure I will,” I said again. But this time, I sounded even less confident. Tori ran off to help her scrawny boyfriend with the bags. I probably should have gone up to help, but my body was frozen with shock. I felt like my daughter’s innocent childhood was gone in the blink of an eye. I didn’t want to spend my summer with Garrett. I didn’t want to share my little girl’s time with some idiot with a man-bun. 


CHAPTER II

It was a quiet drive back to my house. I had so many questions planned for Tori, but they all seemed to be forgotten the moment Garrett took a seat in my car, right next to me, with my daughter sitting alone in the back. Whenever something to say would materialize in my head, Garrett would hijack the conversation. “So how’s school?” I asked my daughter, and then Garrett bumped in and said, “She’s doing really well. I’m really so proud of her.” I was tempted to stop the car and grab him by the throat, so I could tell him to keep his mouth shut while I talked to my daughter.

Twenty minutes into the drive, Garrett and Tori started chatting with one another, talking about people I didn’t know and events I’d never heard of. “I still can’t believe James said that Michael after that spat with Roger,” Garrett said. I had to bite down on my tongue. I wanted to tell Tori about the town’s new bridge. I wanted to point out the new apartment buildings that went up along the river. I wanted to point to the giant lobster statue, to ask if she remembered the time we all posed on that lobster, and then she fell off and landed on some Chinese tourist’s lap. But I couldn’t get a word in; they wanted to talk about some school gossip.

When we pulled up to the house, Tori sprung out of the car quickly. She grabbed Garrett by the hand and said, “Oh my God, I can’t wait to show you my childhood home.” I was left with the luggage while they buzzed through the house. My heart fluttered and drifted down into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t like what was happening. I didn’t want to lose my daughter—especially to a guy like Garrett. I decided to linger by my car for a while, so I could calm myself down, so I wouldn’t end up screaming at Garrett and making the whole summer incredibly awkward. If he was really going to be stuck with me for three months, I needed to behave myself. Maybe he wouldn’t be so bad once I got to know him...

When I went inside, Garrett was already making himself comfortable on the couch. “Where’s Tori?” I asked.

“In the shower,” he said. “Hey, you’re by the kitchen. Mind getting me a water?”

I forced a smile, then I grabbed a glass and poured some water.

“With ice—if possible,” he said.

He had his shoes off, and he wasn’t wearing socks. His bare feet were up on the end of my couch. And those feet looked like they could have belonged to a young girl. Those feet had never done a day of work: perfectly smooth and soft, not a knick or a callous to be seen. “So what do you do for money, Garrett?” I asked as I brought him the water.

“I’m a student,” he said. He didn’t even sit up to drink the water.

“Right. But school is expensive. How do you afford it? I’m assuming you live on your own as well.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “Well, I have a loan, and that covers most of it.”

He was dancing around the real answer: he was unemployed and his parents paid for his easy ride. I paid for Tori’s school and I paid for her apartment—and I even sent her a bit of spending money each month—but Tori was a girl; there was no expectation for her to act like a man. Girls are supposed to be pampered by their daddies.

And now, I couldn’t help but wonder if I wasn’t just paying for Tori’s apartment, but if I was also flipping the bill for Garrett. “So you live alone, right?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I moved out from my parents’ house last year.”

“With some roommates?” I asked.

“Yeah, I guess so,” he said. He wasn’t looking at me when he talked. Did his parents fail to teach him manners? How spoiled was this child? How was I going to stop myself from screaming at him for the next three months?

I bit down on my tongue and then I laughed nervously. “I mean—you don’t live with Tori, do you?” I asked.

Finally, he looked at me. “Yeah, we live together,” he said.

I pressed my lips thin. So I was paying for the useless degenerate. Tori’s apartment wasn’t cheap. Assuming he’d been living there for a year, I’d probably covered ten thousand dollars of the moron’s living expenses—maybe more if she was spending some of the spending money I sent her on the loser. “And you’re able to use that loan to help out with Tori’s bills then?” I asked, keeping a calm tone despite the rage that was boiling inside of me.

He was slow to respond. “Well, it’s complicated. They don’t really let you spend the money from that account on things that aren’t school related. Like, I can’t just go to an ATM and take that money out, you know?”

I wanted to talk with my daughter. I needed to set her straight. I needed to get her to kick the moron out of her apartment—even if that meant threatening to cut off the monthly allowance. But the thought of actually cutting my daughter off left me feeling nauseous; there was no way I could do it. I didn’t want my daughter being forced to get some lousy job as a waitress—or worse. I’d recently watched a news segment about young girls turning to sketchy websites to earn money, selling naked photos and sex tapes. Why couldn’t Garrett just step up? When I met my wife, I did everything I could to make sure she could live free of financial stress. I never accepted a single dollar from her parents—and I would have never allowed her dad to pay for my living expenses.

I knew I was going to blow a fuse if I kept talking to Garrett, so I lied and said that I had some work I needed to finish in the garage. I left him alone in my living room while I went to pace around my workshop. I took a deep breath and I looked out the window at the calm woods outside. I always found peace in those trees: the trees where Tori spent so much of her childhood, exploring, making forts, playing with friends. Now, those memories were drifting further and further away.

When I returned to the house, hoping to finally have a chat with my daughter, I found Garrett going through my fridge. On the counter was a martini glass and a few different bottles of liquor. He was mixing some sort of girly drink with fruit juice. “Are you making Tori a drink?” I asked. I looked around for my daughter, and then I heard the hair dryer turn on upstairs.

“Oh, no,” he said with a casual laugh. “She’ll just have a beer once she’s done getting cleaned up. This is for me. Do you want one?”

I shook my head, looking down at the drink, feeling the last speck of respect I had for Garrett drifting away. He was mixing himself a drink that seemed like it could only be enjoyed by eighteen-year-old girls. How could Garrett call himself a man? How could Tori not see that he was a complete loser? He was practically a girl! He certainly lived like a spoiled girl, being pampered and living without responsibilities.

My daughter came down the stairs ten minutes later. She grabbed a beer from the fridge and then she took her boyfriend out to see the ocean while I watched from the window. I wasn’t thrilled that my daughter was practically ignoring me so she could spend time with her boyfriend, but more than anything, I was angry that my daughter wanted to spend time with Garrett and not any other man on the planet. I’d never met a more useless and hopeless idiot. Tori seemed to be blind to the fact that she was practically dating a woman with a penis.

I needed to find some sort of way for her to see him for who he really was. I needed her to see that her freeloading boyfriend was nothing but a burden, a wimp, and a sissy. 


CHAPTER III

Garrett was supposed to go out with Tori the next day to meet up with Tori’s old childhood friends: girls he’d apparently only ever met on Skype. But Garrett didn’t end up going out with Tori because he woke up with a hangover (even though he only had three drinks over the course of six hours). It was one of the most dramatic hangovers I’d ever seen. When he finally came down the stairs at noon, he had the back of his hand against his forehead. “Jack,” he said as he fell down on my couch. “I’m not feeling well. Can you check to see if I have a fever?”

I stared at him for a long moment before saying, “You just had too much to drink. Have you had any water?”

“I can’t drink water. It’s like poison right now. There’s something wrong with me.” He kept groaning, sounding painfully pathetic.

“You have to drink water or it will take forever to get better.”

“I feel like I need to throw up. The feeling just won’t go away.”

I sighed and shook my head. “Maybe you’d feel better if you made yourself throw up.”

He looked at me with wide, shocked eyes, as if he’d never heard that tip before—as if it was the most cruel and horrifying suggestion he’d ever received. Then he fell back onto the couch and shook his head quickly. “No, no, no. This isn’t right. I think I need to go to the hospital. My head hurts so bad.”

I wondered if he’d ever had a hangover before. I stared at him for a long moment before going to the kitchen to get him a glass of water. I put a teaspoon of lemon juice in the water and I brought it to him. “What’s this?” he asked.

“It’s medicine,” I said. “It’s to help with nausea and fevers.”

He drank it, wincing as he chugged it down. Then he wiped his lips and fell back down on the couch in a dramatic way. “Are you sure I don’t need to see a doctor? Can you feel my forehead to see if I have a fever?”

“Just give the medicine an hour to work. You’ll be fine.”

And sure enough, an hour later, he was fine. “Thank you so much for the medicine, Jack. You’re a lifesaver. You should think about going back to school to become a doctor. I went to school with a guy about your age. He was working to become a doctor. He was about sixty-five.”

“I’m not even fifty,” I said, biting down on my tongue as I fought back the urge to tell Garrett that his ‘medicine’ was just water and a teaspoon of lemon juice to make it look and taste like something else.

“Oh. No way,” he said, without even attempting to apologize.

I left him alone for a while while he snuggled up on my couch, watching my TV. I wanted to watch the football game, but I didn’t want to spend any extra time around him. When I finally came back to the living room, he had a nail file and he was filing his toenails carefully. Also next to him was a skin exfoliating brush and a variety of moisturisers. “What are you doing?” I asked.

He spun around and pushed everything under a pillow. I wasn’t surprised to see him giving himself a pedicure, but I was surprised to see that he apparently had an ounce of humility inside of him. Even he knew that his maintaining of the skin on his feet was totally pathetic. He stared at me for a long moment before I said, “What were you just doing?”

He laughed awkwardly. “I was just...” He didn’t finish his sentence. “Don’t tell Tori about this,” he said suddenly. “She doesn’t know that I do this. It’s kind of my secret.”

I nodded my head slowly. But this was exactly what I wanted Tori to see. There was no way she could possibly be attracted to him after seeing him exfoliating the bottom of his foot like a wannabe foot model. I left the room, and then a few minutes later, I crept back in with my phone out. I took a short video of him humming while he massaged his own foot with a pink exfoliating brush.

And it wasn’t the only sissy evidence I got that day. I caught him on his laptop, reading Cosmopolitan articles; I used my phone to get a video of that as well. Then I caught him watching Say Yes To The Dress. When I walked into the room, he changed the channel quickly, as if he’d just been channel surfing. But I got the act on my camera.

I thought that it was a great idea: collect a bunch of evidence to show my daughter, to prove to her that she was dating a sissy boy. I wanted her to see what I saw.

So I kept spying on him over the next few days. He seemed to only get up to his feminine rituals when Tori was gone or asleep. He would stay up late to play video games on his laptop with his friends from Vancouver. But once Tori was asleep, he would put the video games away and he would navigate over to tabloid websites, to read gossip articles like a teenaged girl. He was a member of a skin health forum, which he posted on regularly. When he was in the bathroom, I snuck over to his laptop and took note of his username. Then I went on my own computer and looked at his posting history. He wrote like a girl, even calling the other users ‘girlfriend’ like some stereotypical drag queen.

But it was on his sixth night in my house when I got the most incriminating evidence of all. It was late at night and I heard him in one of the downstairs rooms. I got out of bed and I crept down the stairs. The spare room light was on but the door was closed. I watched as his shadow crossed the slit under the door. Then I went outside, so I could look in through the window to see what he was up to.

It was 3:30 AM. The spare room had no blinds or curtains—and it didn’t need them because I only used it for storage, and it looked out at a wall of trees, and not one of the neighbouring houses. I stayed near that wall of trees so that I wouldn’t be spotted from the window. Then I looked in and saw a shocking sight.

He was masturbating: his erect penis clenched firmly in his right fist. He was pumping his cock quickly while watching porn on his laptop. His legs were spread wide and his clothes were in a pile on a nearby dresser. It was disgusting to see it happening in my house, but I suppose I wasn’t perfect myself. I’d certainly watched a few pornography movies over the past few years, and I’d masturbated more times than I could count. But there was something different about this case: two things that I could see upon closer inspection.

First, he had a Sharpie pressed halfway up his asshole. The black lid was sticking out while he beat his junk. Second, he was watching a porn staring a woman who had a cock between her legs. She was erect and the man ramming her was also reaching around to jerk her off. Garrett was getting off to tranny porn. I reached into my pocket for my phone. As I lifted it up, the screen went black and the ‘dead battery’ logo came up. “Shit,” I groaned. I had lots of evidence to show Tori, to prove that he was a sissy degenerate. But this would have been my smoking gun. If Tori saw her boyfriend violently jerking off to shemale pornography, there was no way she would have stayed with him.

So I had to use my words. The next day, while Garrett was sleeping in (as he always did), I pulled Tori aside and showed her all of my evidence. I showed her the video of him giving himself a pedicure. I showed her his strange account on that skin health forum, and all of his strange comments. I showed her the pictures of him watching girl shows while she was out. And then she just shook her head. “You’ve been spying on him?” she said.

“No. Well, yes—but he’s been in my house. He’s been doing this all under my roof.”

“So what?” she said. Her eyes were wide and her lips were parted. She was outraged and about to snap at me, but I still had that last tidbit of information. I still hadn’t told her about his secret masturbation session involving the degenerate pornography. “Tori, you can do better. You have to know that you can do better,” I said.

“I like Garrett,” she said. “He’s perfectly manly. So what if he has a few guilty pleasures. That’s none of my business and it’s definitely none of yours!”

“Keep your voice down,” I said, looking back at the staircase. I didn’t want Garrett to hear any of this. I was shocked that Tori wasn’t more outraged by her boyfriend’s behaviour. “Look, he told me that you’re paying all the rent and the bills. Tori, you’re living with a freeloader. He’s probably just using you. Men don’t let women flip the bill. He’s practically a girl. He’s girlier than you or any of your friends.”

“Garrett is perfectly manly,” she said, putting her hands on his hips. She shook her head. “Maybe you don’t see it, but I do. Once he’s done school, he’s going to get a job in his field and he’s going to provide for me.”

“What’s his field?” I asked.

She was silent for a moment, looking away and showing a little bit of humility. “He’s taking feminist studies.”

“Feminist studies? What the hell kind of job can he get with that?”

“He can teach!” she said. “Now mind your own business, or I’ll change my flight and head back to Vancouver tomorrow. Don’t think I won’t do it. I can’t believe you’ve been spying on my boyfriend.” Her face was red and her body was tense. I wanted to tell her about the masturbating, but the rest of my evidence hadn’t gone well, so I could only assume the masturbating story wouldn’t help. I just couldn’t understand how she didn’t see him for what he was. I couldn’t figure out how she could look at that evidence and think that he was ‘perfectly manly.’ “I’m not going to tell Garrett about this. I don’t want to make him uncomfortable. But you have to promise to stop with this nonsense,” she said.

“Okay,” I said with a soft voice. I was feeling defeated. I hated upsetting my daughter—almost as much as I hated the idea of Garrett using her as a free ride through college while he jerked off in secret to tranny porn.

Now I had to think of a new way to split them up. I needed to figure out a new way to make Tori see Garrett for what he really was. And the next day, an idea came to me as I was reading an article on one of my conservative news websites. 


CHAPTER IV

They called it HRT: Hormone Replacement Therapy. It was the controversial treatment that transgender people all over North America were undergoing. According to the article I read, most doctors in Canada were prescribing hormone pills after a single visit—even GPs were able to prescribe heavy doses of the drugs, which could do quite a bit in a short period of time.

I did some research. After just a month, men could develop breast tissue. Their testicles could shrink dramatically. Their voices could change. Their facial hair could go away. After a couple of months, some men even developed feminine hips. The pills suppressed testosterone, so muscle mass would decrease. And there were whole websites devoted to the pills: how to properly use them to maximize their efficiency, diets to pair with the pills to maximize estrogen and minimize testosterone, and even audio tapes to put on during sleep, to rewire the brain to behave more feminine. I even discovered that the pills could alter a man’s sexual preferences.

And in Canada, the drugs were free thanks to the healthcare system. While reading the article about the surge in HRT prescriptions, I had the amazing idea to get my hands on the pills, so I could slip them to Garrett, so Tori could finally see him for what he really was: a chick. And best of all, there was a good chance that the pills would make Garrett attracted to men instead of women (though I suspected he was already attracted to male genitalia, based on what I saw through that spare room window). Maybe I could just get Garrett to leave my daughter, if she wasn’t going to wake up and leave him herself.

So I went to a walk-in clinic. I sat for an hour in the waiting room to see a doctor, and then I lied to the doctor and said, “I want to become a woman. I’ve always wanted to be a woman.” It was hard to say with a straight face, but I had to stay rigid. I only had to be convincing for a few minutes.

The doctor went to his computer and pulled up some stock questionnaire, with silly questions like, “When someone asks you for your gender, how are you compelled to respond?”

“I always want to say female,” I said. “Sometimes it even accidentally slips out.”

Then, after the questionnaire, the doctor looked at me with narrowed eyes and said, “Why haven’t you grown out your hair? Why aren’t you wearing makeup? Why the jeans and the t-shirt?”

I bit down on my tongue. “I haven’t come out yet,” I said. I felt ridiculous. I felt like he could see right through my absurd lie. But I had to go through with it. I needed those pills, and this moment of humiliation was a small price to pay.

I didn’t think I was actually going to get the prescription, but then he shocked me by leaving the room and coming back with a slip of paper: a month of HRT pills, seemingly without hesitation. The article was right: it was frighteningly easy to get a prescription without having to sit down with psychologists or even specialists. After a quick trip to my local drug store, I had what I needed to make Garrett into something my daughter would despise.

And that night, I got the opportunity to start his transformation. “Hey Jack, are you going to the kitchen? Can you grab me one of those fizzy lime water things?” I was sitting on the couch when he asked, not at all about to get up for the kitchen. And until he asked me to get him a drink, I’d been second-guessing the morality of my plan. But after he asked me to get up, I decided to go through with it.

“No problem,” I said. I went to the kitchen and I grabbed him his drink. I opened it and poured it into a glass along with two pills: one to stimulate estrogen production and the other to halt testosterone production. I used a spoon to make the pills dissolve, then I brought the glass to him. I watched as he poured the fluid back without hesitation. Then he wiped his lips. His transformation had officially begun.

My hands were trembling and my heart was puttering. Maybe I was doing something horribly wrong. Maybe I was even doing something heinously illegal. But it seemed like my daughter’s only hope. If she could move on from Garrett, I knew that she would find a proper guy: someone with aspirations and skills and maybe with a bit more meat on his bones: someone who could provide a good life for her and my future grandchildren.

Garrett woke up around noon the next day. He came down the stairs with a glazed over look on his face. Tori was out with some old friends. “How are you feeling?” I asked.

He looked at me and blinked a few times. “I feel… weird,” he said.

I cleared my throat and bit hard on my tongue. “Weird? How so?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know,” he said. “I just feel… different. Not in a bad way—not in a good way. Just different.”

“Okay,” I said. Then I passed him a coffee, made specifically for him, with milk, two sugars, and two hormone pills that only took a few moments to dissolve. He drank the coffee quickly. I found myself looking down at his body, wondering if the changes had begun yet. Even without the pills, he had a girly figure. He already had the wide hips and the thin waist. His arms and legs were thin, and his body hair was already so blonde that it was practically invisible.

And his face was already remarkably feminine, now that I was looking closely. He had prominent cheekbones and a soft jawline. His eyes were big and his eyelashes were full and thick. I was beginning to wonder if the pills were going to do anything at all, or if he was already feminized from birth.

He looked over at me. “What’s up, Jack?” he asked.

I shook my head and looked away. “Nothing,” I said. “Nothing at all.”

For the next two days, slipping him pills was easy. He was always asking me to get him snacks and drinks from the kitchen, so there were plenty of opportunities. But then he announced that he was going on a four day trip to Nova Scotia with Tori, to ‘check out some new sights’. I knew that his treatment couldn’t just stop if I was going to turn him into a girly boy, so I came up with a good lie. “The water can make you really sick over there if you aren’t used to it,” I said.

“Really?” he said to me.

I nodded my head. “I used to work out there. Guys were always getting sick, just from the tap water. So whenever we went out, we would take these immunity pills.”

“Immunity pills?” he asked with a blank look on his face.

“Yeah. You just take one every morning, and it kills all of the bad bacteria that goes into your stomach for that twenty-four hour period. I think I still have some. Let me go look.”

I went and grabbed a handful of HRT pills, slipping them into a little ziplock bag. Then I returned to him. “Oh, I forgot. There’s the one the morning and the one for the night. One’s preventative and the other gets rid of anything that slipped by.” I handed him the bag.

“Is there enough here for both me and Tori?” he asked.

“Tori doesn’t need the pills… Because she grew up out here, you know? She developed the immunity when she was young.”

It was a good thing that he was in school getting a joke degree, which didn’t require any real science courses. He was stupid enough to believe every word that came out from my mouth.

“Oh, and maybe don’t let Tori see you taking the pills. You know how she is with pills and stuff,” I said. “She’s all natural—but it’s better for you to be safe than sorry. Right?”

“Sure. Makes sense,” he said, putting the pills into his pocket. And he was truly stupid enough to buy into my lie. He went on his little trip with Tori, and he took every single pill. I watched him take the very last pill after he returned to my house, four days later.

And I swear I could already see the changes starting. His skin seemed softer. The peach fuzz that grew on his upper lip was gone now. When he spoke, his voice seemed to be a touch higher—probably because his testicles were smaller now. Even the way he walked around my house was different: almost as if he’d developed some new feminine mannerisms overnight.

I went back to that HRT users forum and got some tips to speed along Garrett’s transformation. I found a number of recipes designed to maximize natural estrogen creation. My daughter was a bit confused when I served the food: food she wasn’t used to eating when she grew up. “I’m trying something new,” I said. “It’s supposed to be healthy.” Lots of chickpeas and soy products that didn’t actually taste too bad.

And the next day, I thought he was even girlier. I caught him looking at himself in the mirror by the front door. He was running his hands down his body slowly, thinking nobody was looking. Then he gently touched his face with both of his hands. It was a moment later when he noticed me and stopped quickly, as if he’d never been doing it at all. It was obvious that he was starting to feel different. And maybe he was already having the strange urges that the websites talked about. Maybe he was starting to feel attracted to the boys he saw when he went out with Tori. Maybe he was already thinking of leaving her to pursue a gayer lifestyle.

Was I making him gay? Could a person be made gay? He was already watching tranny porn—wasn’t that already gay? Can you make a person more gay?

I kept up with the pills. And he was nearly one third through his stay with me when I heard him again in the middle of the night: 2:30 AM, sneaking down the hallway, past my room, to the staircase. I waited until the house was silent before slipping out of bed and going downstairs to see that light on in the spare room. I slipped through the back door and I went down to that treeline, so I could spy on him. And that’s when I saw the fruits of my labour: proof that the HRT pills were really doing something to the young man.

He was in the spare room with one of Tori’s little outfits. He stripped down until he was naked, and then he slipped on a pair of her panties. He ran his hands up his naked body, and that’s when I noticed the subtle lumps on his chest. Were they breasts? Even he didn’t seem to be sure. He jiggled them for a moment—even squeezing them before slipping into a bodysuit, and then into a short skirt, thigh-high stockings, and a pair of heels that surprisingly fit his feet. He let his hair down from his obnoxious bun, and then he grabbed an eyeliner pen and started to doll himself up using a small makeup mirror he must have snuck into the room.

I didn’t have my phone on me, otherwise I would have taken a video to show to my daughter. Or maybe it was best that I didn’t go to Tori with any evidence. Maybe I just needed to let her discover her sissy boyfriend on her own.

I kept watching. He didn’t stop once he was dolled up. He bent down and picked up a cucumber that he must have gotten from my fridge. He began to suck one end of it, sinking down to his knees like a little slut. I crept closer to the window, knowing he wouldn’t see me as long as the light was on in that room.

He actually looked like a girl with that eyeliner around his eyes and that hair down over his shoulders. The bodysuit fit him nicely, and the short skirt made his legs look long and smooth, like legs you might see on a swimsuit model.

I watched, crouching behind a small bush, just in case he decided to look out the window. I still couldn’t believe that he was dating my daughter; I couldn’t believe my daughter was able to see anything at all in the wimpy little man. And as I watched, I wasn’t so sure that this was his first time playing dress up. He seemed to know what he was doing with my daughter’s makeup. He had all of the little mannerisms down: the way he stood up on his toes when he posed, the way he pushed out his hip when he assessed his curves, the way he ran his fingers through his hair when pushing his hair off of his face—it was all so feminine and so seemingly practised.

He did a little spin in his tiny outfit. I could see the curve of his bum: round and tight and flawless. He grabbed his bum cheeks with both hands and squeezed before letting a little smile slip. He spent a great deal of time admiring himself before bending over to pick up a sex toy: a large dildo with a suction cup base. I have no idea where he found the toy, and I prayed that it didn’t belong to my daughter. I watched as Garrett stuck the toy to the back of the door before sinking to his knees to suck the big fake cock. He was slow and elegant at first, but he picked up speed quickly: bobbing his head while using his hand to massage what wasn’t in his mouth, as if the cock was real, as if he was practising for a real date.

And now I had a new worry boiling in my mind: what if Garrett went out behind my daughter’s back and slept with a man? What if he got some sort of disease and then passed it along to my daughter? Did I make a serious error in my attempts to make Garrett into a dopey sissy? Was I endangering my daughter?

He deep-throated the toy for a few long seconds, and then he leaned back for a breath of air. Big globs of saliva dripped off the thick dildo. Garrett had a wide smile on his cute face. He stood up and turned around, so his bum was in line with the wet toy. He bent over, reaching back to pick his panties out from his butt crack. Then he stepped back. I watched as his eyes closed, and I watched as that thick toy disappeared into his butthole. Surely this wasn’t the first time he’d done it. Surely I was watching a man with anal sex experience. Had he already given my daughter some sort of disease he picked up from a secret past life of gay sex? Did I need to be taking my daughter to a doctor? Why was Garrett so confident with that giant dildo? And why did he own it?

He pushed his body back until his butt cheeks were pressed against the door. I could see the bulge of his big erection pushing up against his tiny skirt. He bit down on his lip and then his lips parted as though he was moaning. His eyes finally opened and he smiled before beginning to rock back and forth, letting the dildo massage the tight walls of his young anus. Again, he was slow at first, but quick to pick up pace.

I decided to move closer to the window, moving from my bush to a small apple tree. I knew he couldn’t see anything out that window. I knew that the glass was currently just a reflection of himself inside of that room. I could have walked right up to that window and watched from the glass, and I would have been undetected. But I decided to keep a bit of distance, just in case he decided to flick that light switch.

Now I could see so much more detail: I could see the contour of his erection against his loose skirt. I could see what looked like cleavage in the cut of his bodysuit. I could see the joyous tears glistening in his big, dolled up eyes. I could even see the slight tinge of saliva glistening on his bottom lip as he bobbed back and forth.

I kept watching, strangely mesmerized. As long as I wasn’t looking between his thighs, he actually kind of looked like a girl. In fact, for a moment, I forgot that I was watching a man. And in that moment, my cock began to tingle and flutter: I was getting a bit excited, as if I was watching a cute chick ride a thick sex toy.

I bit down on my tongue as the reality of the sight returned to me. I was watching a boy: my daughter’s boyfriend. I couldn’t let myself forget that. I shouldn’t even have been watching. I’d seen enough. I had enough proof that the pills I was slipping him were working—and we were not even a full month into his three-month stay with me. At this rate, after another month, he would be a full-blown sissy. Tori would look at him with complete disgust. She would come across a real man on her school campus, and then Garrett would be dropped in a heartbeat.

I kept watching. Why was I still watching? Why couldn’t I look away. He was bobbing fast now. His eyes were closed and his lips were parted wide. He had his hands on his knees, with beads of sweat trickling down his smooth, tight body. He suddenly reached down and clutched his erect bulge. He squeezed it hard, and then I saw the wet spot forming at his tip. It was growing bigger and bigger, as if he was peeing himself—but that wasn’t pee, it was cum. It was only a few seconds before I saw the white globs running down his thighs, having escaped his tight panties. His body trembled and his head rolled from side to side.

Then he fell forward, onto his knees. The slick dildo bobbed up and down for a minute before becoming still. Garrett planted his palms on the floor while he caught his breath. His face was red, but still cute with his girly makeup. It was a few minutes before he stood up and started the process of cleaning up. It was strange watching him take the cute outfit off before slipping into his boyish pyjamas, tying his hair back into that obnoxious bun. It was like I was looking at a different person—but now that I’d seen the girly version of him, I felt like I could see through those baggy pyjamas. I could see his curvy hips and his smooth legs and even the subtle lumps on his chest. And even with the makeup washed off of his eyes, I could see that they were big and shining, with his thick and seductive eyelashes.

I looked away quickly and bit down on my tongue, almost drawing blood. Was there something wrong with me? Did I just spend twenty minutes ogling my daughter’s boyfriend? Maybe I just needed to get a good sleep. I’d been losing sleep since Garrett arrived at my house, and maybe that lack of sleep was finally catching up with me. 


CHAPTER V

I felt awkward handing him his coffee the next morning. He took it and drank it quickly, consuming all of that caffeine and all of those hormones. He was still oblivious to what I was doing, though I could tell that he was starting to realize something was changing with his body. After he finished his breakfast, I caught him looking down at his arms. He was closely inspecting the hairs, which had become thinner and blonder since the beginning of his hormone treatment. He was mesmerized by his smooth skin, zoning out completely as he ran his fingers down his arms. He jumped when I asked him if he wanted another cup of coffee.

It was the next day when the three of us went for a walk along the water that I noticed another sign that the sissification was working. Tori went right to the water to admire the colourful rocks that were glistening as the tide went out. Garrett walked ahead, towards the pier. He noticed that his shoelace was undone, so he bent over to tie it. As he bent over, his jeans stretched down, revealing a sliver of red lace: a thong he was wearing underneath his pants. The undies likely belonged to my daughter. Did Tori know that her boyfriend was wearing her panties out of the house? Was she accepting of his new little fetish? Was it even a new fetish?

I wanted to nudge her, to point the sight out to her, but I remembered my plan: to stay out of it so she could figure him out on her own. And all she had to do now was look over. I cleared my throat, hoping to get her to turn her head, and it worked, but sadly she didn’t look towards her boyfriend before he stood up and his shirt fell down to cover his G-string. I was so close—but at least it seemed inevitable that she would catch him eventually.

I decided the next night that I could probably speed along the breakup process by giving Tori and Garrett some space. I was always lingering around the house, giving them little time to have personal conversations. Maybe Garrett was just waiting for his opportunity to open up to Tori about his new feelings. Maybe I just needed to leave the house for a bit. So I went out for a few hours. I walked around town and then I sat by the water for a while, watching the waves as the tide came in. Then, once the sun started to set, I headed back home. I was just stepping out from my car when I noticed my daughter in the window. Her face was red and she was yelling. In the other window, I could see Garrett, white-faced and looking guilty of something. They were fighting! It was exactly what I wanted—it was exactly why I left to give them space.

So I didn’t go straight into the house. Instead, I went into my garage where I had my workout equipment set up. I loaded up the bar of my bench press and I did a few heavy sets. It was a warm evening, and my air conditioner didn’t pump cool air into that garage, so I took off my shirt to cool down. I finished my workout with some crunches and pushups. It had been a couple of weeks since I’d hit the weights so hard, but it was worth it. I felt so much better after getting my endorphins flowing. Maybe that’s all I needed to calm my nerves: a good, exhausting workout. I looked around for a towel to dab off the sweat, and then the door suddenly opened and Garrett stepped in, still with that white-faced look of guilt. “Hi, Jack,” he said.

“Hey Garrett,” I said, still looking for that towel. “Can I help you with something?”

He shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. “I just wanted to see what you were up to. Do you workout a lot?”

“Not as much as I should,” I said with a little laugh.

He was just standing there, staring at me. “Aren’t you going out with Tori tonight?” I asked.

“We had a little fight, so she went out to meet some friends,” he said.

I nodded my head, trying to fight the urge to smile. “A fight about what?” I said casually, looking away, trying to remember what I’d been looking for before he came in.

“Priorities, I guess,” he said. “Nothing serious, I don’t think. Your daughter can be pretty steadfast, huh?”

“That’s how I raised her,” I said.

He leaned against the wall and continued to stare at me. Now I was starting to feel self-conscious. In the reflection of a nearby mirror, I saw that he was looking at my sweaty body. Was he attracted to me? Or was he just waiting to say something—zoned out with his lost gaze pointed in my direction?

I looked at him and wondered if he was wearing her panties under his clothes again. That morning I saw his razor on the side of the sink, and I saw that there were little blonde hairs between the blades: but he’d never had hairs on his face that I ever noticed. I could only assume that they were leg hairs, or armpit hairs. Looking at his arms now, I couldn’t detect those thin blonde hairs that I’d seen before, so maybe he went ahead and shaved everything in his self-sissification.

“So what are you going to do for the rest of the evening?” I asked.

He shrugged. “I don’t know. Tori said she wouldn’t be home until late—and maybe not until the morning. She’s pretty mad at me. Maybe it’s just that time of month, I don’t know.”

I nodded my head, feeling slightly hopeful that this was the beginning of the end of their relationship. For the first time in my life, I was actually hoping that my daughter was out at a club, being hit on by strapping men.

Garrett continued to stare at me. His eyes glistened as he gazed down my body. Was he gay? Was he actually attracted to me? “Is there something I can help you with?” I asked, feeling increasingly uncomfortable.

He shook his head.

“Alright then. I’m going to eat some dinner, and then I’m probably going to call it an early night.”

“Alright, Jack. Well have a good night,” he said. I brushed by him, catching a strange whiff of a feminine perfume. Was he wearing my daughter’s perfume? Did they fight about his girlification? Was it really my actions that were driving them apart? I felt strangely guilty, but I remained strong with my plan. Garrett couldn’t be with my daughter, even if that meant making my daughter upset temporarily. In the long run, she was going to be so much happier. A little bit of sadness is worth a lifetime of happiness—right?

I made myself a quick dinner, and then I went upstairs to lay in bed with a book. I wasn’t tired, but I didn’t want to spend the night around Garrett. I didn’t want to spend another minute looking at his sad, victimized face. Plus, it had been a while since I’d done much reading, and it was nice to catch up a little bit. I read for three long hours, and then I felt my lips drying out. I reached for my glass of water, but it was empty.

So I got up and went downstairs to fetch a glass of water. As I stepped into the living room, the guest bedroom door opened and Garrett stepped out. He was wearing a little dress, heels, makeup, and a black lace choker. He took three steps into the room before noticing me staring at him like a petrified deer. He stopped and become petrified as well. I nearly dropped my glass. Was he on his way to the spare room to ride that dildo again? Had he been playing dress up for the past three hours while I was reading?

It took me a moment to make sure I was really staring at Garrett, and not one of Tori’s old childhood friends. He was hardly recognizable, looking more feminine than ever before. He’d gotten better at doing his makeup, and now his hair was stylishly done in loose curls, which complimented his figure.

“Garrett?” I said.

He stuttered, but no real words came out from his mouth.

“Is that my daughter’s dress?” I asked. My voice cracked. His breasts had grown noticeably since I last saw him so exposed. Now, there was some real definition in his cleavage. And his skin was completely smooth: he’d definitely shaved his arms and pits and legs.

“I—I can explain,” he said with a soft voice, which almost sounded feminine. Then he cleared his throat, as if he noticed the feminine twang as well.

“Does my daughter know that you do this?” I asked after a long moment of silence.

He shook his head very quickly. “Please don’t tell her,” he said.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. Just please don’t tell her about this. I’ll do anything.”

My mind raced. Why couldn’t Tori have found him like this? Why did I keep catching him? I’d caught him jerking off to tranny porn; I’d caught him riding a thick dildo; I’d caught him wearing lacy panties out of the house; and now this.

The room became silent. He continued to stare at me while I stared at him. I could see his hands trembling. He knew that I wanted to tell Tori—and my God, did I want to tell Tori. I had my phone in my pocket. It would have been so easy just to reach it out to snap a quick photo. There was no way she would stay with him knowing he liked to prance around in her clothes. But I just couldn’t do it. I didn’t know the difference between right and wrong anymore. I was already doing enough by slipping him the pills. Surely it was just a matter of time before Tori was the one coming face to face with her dolled up boyfriend.

“Go and change,” I said softly.

It took him a minute to turn around. He walked slowly back into the guest room, and then my gut began to churn. It didn’t feel right. Why was I feeling so guilty? Did I do this to him? Or was this something he’d been doing for years? How could I possibly know? And what if Tori did discover his secret and she did break up with him, and then he went off and killed himself? Was I an evil person?

I knew I had to say something. So I walked up to the door and pushed it open. Garrett froze. His dress was half off, down around his waist, leaving his chest uncovered. It took him a few seconds before remembering that he had tits now. He reached up and covered his chest with his hands, but it was too late: I saw his A-cup breasts. They were supple and cute, with puffy nipples that were begging to be sucked. My heart fluttered. His whole body was cute: so fragile and soft and tight.

I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, so I could say something, but then my urges overpowered my sensibilities. I stepped forward, towards him. I looked down into his eyes, and then I put my hands on his shoulders. I pushed him down gently, and he quickly dropped to his knees. He looked up at me with a frightened look on his face. I unzipped my fly and dug out my semi-erect penis. As it flopped out, his gaze snapped onto it. He uncovered his breasts and reached out for it, grabbing my balls with one hand and the base of my shaft with the other. It was only two seconds later when his soft, warm lips were pressed around my tip.

My heart was pounding ferociously. I knew I was doing something horribly wrong on so many levels—but I couldn’t stop myself. Some other power had taken control of my body. Maybe I was possessed by the devil. Maybe this was just another step towards succumbing to my strange, evil desires. I watched him as he bobbed back and forth, massaging my shaft with his soft lips. His tongue was amazing, slurping back and forth, massaging the whole length of my manhood. I let a groan slip out, and then I noticed a slight smile on his face.

“Oh God,” I whispered, trying to talk myself out of this nonsense. But it felt so good—there was no way I could stop him. My cock was rock-hard now: throbbing on his tongue. And he was a confident sucker, not afraid to let my shaft plunge down the back of his warm throat.

It was hard to even think of him as a boy. Looking down, my brain saw a girl: that long, soft, curled hair, those thick, dark eyelashes, the narrow shoulders, the puffy nipples, the smooth legs. She was a chick—any sane man looking through my eyes now would agree. So maybe it wasn’t so wrong to let her suck me off. Maybe it was okay to indulge for a few minutes.

She put her hands on my thighs and gripped tightly as she pushed her face forward, sinking my big cock down her throat. She gagged a little, but she took it impressively. Then she looked up at me with those shining eyes. Now I had the strong urge to eat her out. So I leaned back, slipping my cock out from her mouth. I slipped my hands under her smooth armpits and I lifted her onto the bed. I pushed her down and then I slid down her panties, revealing her freshly shaved crotch. She had an erection. Her ball sack had definitely shrunk: it was hardly the size of a pair of grapes now. But I wasn’t interested in that; instead, I leaned in and went for her back door. I pressed my forehead against her little ball sack and I began to tongue her tight hole. She was quick to moan, puckering her asshole against my tongue.

She lifted her hips slightly for me, making it easier to get inside of her. I pushed my tongue into her, penetrating her over and over. She moaned louder and louder. I pushed up her knees and then I grabbed her ass with both of my hands. I spread her cheeks wide, making her anus part slightly, so I could plunge my tongue even deeper, nestling my nose into her taint, making her ball sack press firmly against my forehead. I kept licked and poking, and then I suddenly found myself slipping upwards, tickling her taint with the tip of my tongue, and then gently sucking her firm ball sack. Before I knew it, I was sliding the tip of my tongue up the length of her small erection. I slipped my lips around her tip and then I pushed my head down, getting her whole cock into my mouth.

It was warm and throbbing, and after just a few bobs, a bit of sweet pre-cum oozed onto my tongue. She giggled softly and then moaned loudly. Using two fingers, I began to penetrate her asshole. I jabbed quickly. Her anus was tight and warm, and I loved the feeling of it puckering firmly against my fingers. But with each quick penetration, her cock got harder and harder in my mouth, until it was as hard as solid wood, still oozing pre-cum as if she hadn’t had an orgasm in months.

I was trembling all over as I climbed up her body, reaching down between my legs to point her cock at my own asshole. I looked into her wide eyes. She was scared, but excited, gently biting her lip as her tip pressed into my virgin back door. As I began to sit down, I froze with panic. What the hell was I doing? Why was I letting her stick her erection into my body? Had I lost my mind? Was I the one turning gay?

But it was too late. Her tip had penetrated my hole and now she was gently pushing up, sinking her cock deep inside of me. I groaned and clenched, but clenching did nothing. She pushed in further and further, until her pelvis was pressed against my tush. I reached down and squeezed her new tits. Finally, I had my opportunity to suck on her puffy nipples. I bent over and sucked hard, making her even perkier, like little torpedos. She giggled, moaned, and then she began to thrust in and out of my asshole.

It felt good—so good. I knew it was so wrong, but I just couldn’t stop her. I gripped her tits firmly while she caressed my sides. The same cock that fucked my daughter was now fucking me, leaving me with a horrible dread churning in my stomach—but apparently it wasn’t horrible enough to override the pleasure. I started moaning loudly as the veiny shaft slid up and down, stretching me wide.

“Don’t stop,” I said.

“I won’t last long,” she said softly, between heavy breaths. She was fucking me quickly. I forgot how quickly you can thrust when you’re still young and full of energy. I clenched all of the muscles in my body, and then I screamed out.

Then, she reminded me that she was a boy by rolling me over with more strength than I knew she had. Once on top of me, she pulled her dick out from my asshole, pressed her tip against my cock, and she began to coat my shaft with her warm, thick cum. I groaned, reaching down to spread it up my whole length, even squishing it against my tip in my euphoric state of delusion.

Once she was finished, I thought the act was done, but now she was climbing on me. She took my cock from my and pointed it up, nestling my cum-soaked tip between her butt cheeks. She made a big smile the moment I felt her tight hole squeezing the very tip of my tip. Then she began to sit down, inserting not just my cock into her asshole, but her own cum as well. She was using her cum as lubricant, making my heart throb even faster. She was more of a slut than I thought.

She kept sinking my long shaft into her until there was nothing left. Her bum was on my lap and she groaned euphorically. Her bum quivered and then she began to bounce. I could hear her cum squishing between her asshole and my solid shaft. I was so hard that my cock almost hurt.

“Ride it, slut,” I said. When she heard the word ‘slut’, her face lit up. She smiled and bit her lip.

“You’re a dirty whore, aren’t you?” I asked.

She nodded her head quickly. “What are you going to do about it?” she asked.

“I’m going to fuck you until you can’t walk straight,” I said. “I’ll fuck you until you behave, even if I have to fuck you twice a day.”

“You think that will be enough?” she said with a smirk, still bouncing quickly.

“You’re such a filthy whore,” I said, gripping her ass cheeks with my hands. Then I looked at her chest and watched as her small tits bounced up and down. I couldn’t wait for her boobs to fill out. How long would it take? Another month? Would I get to see their full glory before the end of her trip? I reached up and felt her puffy nipples. “Bounce faster, slut,” I said. And amazingly, she was able to bounce faster, hopping on me like a rabbit on cocaine. Her ass slapped against my lap loudly. I could feel her old cum oozing out from her hole, dripping down my shaft and my balls. It was an amazing feeling: the best sex I’d ever had.

And then I couldn’t hold back any longer. I had to come. I only lasted a few minutes—the quickest I’d lasted since I was a teenager. I filled her tight hole with my hot load, and then she stood up and reached a hand between her legs to catch my substance. As it poured into her hand, she smiled. Then she reached up and brought the little puddle of cum to her lips. She licked it up while staring into my eyes. “Think you can handle me?” she asked.

My heart bounced. “I can handle you,” I said. I felt dirty and guilty, but strangely excited. Then I looked over at the clock on the wall and realized we’d been in that little guest room for over an hour. There was a good chance Tori could show up at any moment, even though she said she might be out all night. So I stood up and quickly pulled up my pants. “I’m going to get cleaned up. You’d better get changed in case Tori comes home.”

She smiled and nodded her head. I watched as the light in her eyes vanished—possibly realizing what she’d done: cheated on her girlfriend with her girlfriend’s dad. And now I was remembering that she wasn’t a she at all. I’d just fucked a boy: my daughter’s boyfriend, who I was drugging in some weird attempt to get them to break up. Everything about the scenario was fucked up and deranged, yet there I was with a smirk on my face and a drop of cum oozing out from the tip of my cock. 


CHAPTER VI

I didn’t hesitate putting the pills in Garrett’s coffee the next morning. I was even tempted to double the dose, but I had no idea if that would affect the speediness of his transformation. My heart bounced when he came down the stairs. Tori was already in the breakfast nook, finishing her breakfast. Garrett looked into my eyes for a brief moment before looking away and awkwardly saying, “Good morning.” It felt a bit like the morning after a drunken one-night-stand, but Garrett was sober when we fucked, and so was I.

It was only a few minutes later when I noticed him looking my way, while Tori was staring out the window at the Atlantic Ocean. He gave me a quick smile before looking back at my daughter. It seemed like they’d made up. He was sitting close to her and she seemed relaxed: not at all an image of a fighting couple. And I wasn’t sure how to feel about their reconciliation. I was hoping their fight would have lasted longer, so my daughter could have really thought about her future with Garrett. The fight obviously wasn’t too serious—or maybe Garrett was right, and she was just going through that time of the month.

I knew that I needed to stick to my plan. I was still set on breaking them up and getting Garrett out of my daughter’s life. Our romp while Tori was out was just a little hiccup along the way. I knew that it wasn’t something to think too much into. I had to convince myself that it was just a stupid mistake on both ends, though it was hard to forget how good it felt when his cock was sliding up my asshole, perfectly connecting with that sweet-spot, making my legs tremble while I moaned. And then the feeling of coming in his tight butt: it was the definition of euphoria.

But I had to stop thinking about it. I had to keep to my plan, and now I knew what worked. Now I knew that I just had to give Garrett and Tori some space so they could argue freely and build up tension. While I was around, they remained reserved and quiet, never talking about much more than school and the weather. So I went out for the day, running some long-overdue errands around town. I didn’t bring my car; instead, I went on foot, taking in the warm weather, waving at all of the familiar faces that had been there for at least twenty years.

I got a few strange looks—maybe because it was rare that I was so cheery. But I couldn’t help it: I was in a cheery mood. I felt like smiling at people. I felt like waving at anyone who smiled back. I even stopped at a cafe for a cup of coffee, sitting alone at one of the tables while people walked by (it was something I never did). I felt invigorated, and I knew that it was because of the sex.

It was the first time I’d had sex since having sex with my late-wife. It was a weird feeling: a combination of guilt and confusion and excitement. I knew that it was wrong, but why was that excitement still lingering? I couldn’t help but picture my wife looking down at me. Would she be outraged? I felt like I was cheating on her: and it wasn’t like I was cheating on her with some middle-aged woman; instead, I was cheating on her with my daughter’s boyfriend. I had anal sex with a biological male. I sucked on a man’s nipples. I ate out a man’s asshole. But even knowing all of that, I couldn’t help but smirk, as if it was some sort of screwed up accomplishment.

When I returned home that evening, Tori and Garrett were out. I felt relieved to be away from Garrett, no longer worried about being trapped in that cloud of sexual tension. I went to sleep early that night, using a sleeping pill to help. I assumed I would wake up with a clear mind, ready to put my little fling with Garrett behind me—but instead, I woke up with an idea that made me grin from ear to ear. I wanted to buy Garrett some lingerie of his own, so he wouldn’t have to sneak around Tori to wear the new outfits she brought with her.

So after giving Garrett his morning coffee, I took off for Shediac, a town that was about an hour drive away. I needed to go somewhere I wouldn’t be recognized. I didn’t want people gossiping about me. I lived in a small town, and many people knew my daughter very well. The last thing I needed was my daughter asking me who I was buying lingerie for.

I went to a little lingerie store in the little vacation town. They didn’t have much, but what they did have was sexy. I looked through a number of outfits, imagining Garrett in all of them. I was excited to see him in something sexy—and I was hopeful that Garrett would be so excited that he would carelessly reveal himself to Tori. I wanted to give him something he wouldn’t be able to resist wearing.

And the outfit I ended up buying was perfect: a tight black romper, all lace, with thin shoulder straps and just a thin strip between the legs. I got the outfit wrapped in some thin gift paper, and then I went home and carefully hid the outfit in a drawer in the spare room dresser. Tori and Garrett spent the day around the house. I waited until Tori went up to use the bathroom, and then I went to Garrett and said, “There’s something for you in the spare room—the top dresser drawer. But keep it a secret.”

He went to see the present, and he came back with a big smile on his face. He bit down on his bottom lip, and then Tori came back and he impressively made a straight face. It was five minutes later when he said, “So are you going out with Jasmine tonight?”

Tori looked at him for a moment. “I thought you wanted me to stay and watch a movie with you,” she said.

“Yeah, that would be cool. But—I mean—you only get to see her, like, once a year. We can watch a movie anytime. You know?”

Tori smiled and nodded her head. “Okay. I’ll see if she’s still available.” She kissed Garrett on the cheek, then Garrett’s lips curled into a smile. I caught myself smiling as well, picturing his tight, feminine body in that amazing piece of lacy lingerie.

The day went by slowly. I didn’t stop buzzing with excitement, counting down the minutes until Tori was due to meet up with her friend. But that guilty dread remained in my stomach. Was I implicating myself in my destruction of Garrett? This whole plan was to take him out of the picture, but now I was risking myself: throwing myself in the burning flames. What if Tori found out about what I was doing? What if Garrett told her that I bought him lingerie? What if she found out about the pills I was slipping into his coffee? Would she ever visit me on the east coast again? Would I end up spending the rest of my life alone and sad?

That guilt finally fluttered away an hour after Tori left to meet up with her friend. I went for a walk along the water in an attempt to clear my mind, and when I came back, Garrett was in the living room waiting for me, dolled up and more beautiful than ever.

I was pretty sure she’d developed even more since I last saw her as a girl. Her breasts seemed fuller and her body seemed curvier—or maybe it was just the lingerie doing what it was designed to do: making her look absurdly beautiful. She batted her eyelashes before cracking a grin. Then she ran her fingers through her hair, pushing her soft locks back, away from her cute face. I walked up slowly. My insides were still tingling with that terrible nervousness; I still wasn’t convinced that I wasn’t doing something horribly wrong. But how could I possibly resist the opportunity?

Besides, I just had to make sure Garrett didn’t catch on to my scheme. I couldn’t let him find out that I’d been slipping him the pills. If he didn’t think that I was out to get him, then he probably wouldn’t throw me under the bus once he was caught by Tori. As long as he thought I was being nice to him, this would continue to be his problem and not mine. At least that’s what I kept telling myself.

I put my hands on her sides. I moved them up and down, feeling her soft curves. Then I brought my hands forward to feel her breast progression. “They’re so soft,” I said. Then her smile disappeared and her face turned white. “What is it?”

She looked into my eyes. “It’s nothing.”

I realized in that moment that she probably still didn’t know why there were tits growing on her chest. She didn’t know that she was taking hormone pills—and if I wasn’t careful, I was going to accidentally give myself away. So I let go of her breasts. She seemed to be happy to have them. She wasn’t afraid to show them off when Tori wasn’t around. But still, she must have been terrified. Every day they were a bit bigger. Every day her voice was a bit higher. Every day her skin turned softer. Hair had already stopped growing on her face. Her balls were noticeably smaller, even since the last time I saw her bulge. And what was her theory? Did she just assume that she was going through some mysterious delayed female puberty? I could see that confused fear on her face—it made me feel bad, but it was also kind of cute. She was cute when she was vulnerable.

I gently cupped her chin with my hand. She smiled. I leaned in and kissed her soft, plump lips: lips that could have only belonged to a woman. Everything about her seemed exclusively feminine, even though I knew that she was really a man: even things that weren’t being affected by the hormone pills, like her jawline and her cute little nose, and the way that she kissed. She was so gentle, and so elegant with her tongue. Hormone pills can’t teach someone how to kiss like a girl—so where did that skill come from?

I slid my hand down her torso, across her soft tummy, down her pelvis, and onto her bulge. I grabbed it gently and began to rub in circles, as if I was massaging a clit. She sighed gently and then she moaned. I kept rubbing, harder and harder, feeling her constrained package beginning to throb. But her tight lingerie was holding it down, stopping her erection from springing up. She seemed to like the way I was rubbing; maybe it made her feel more like a real girl.

I stared into her eyes. I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from getting too carried away and too aggressive. She was so beautiful and I was so horny—getting hornier by the second. I kissed her again, forcing my tongue into her mouth. Then I pressed my forehead against hers and stared into her amazing eyes. I didn’t stop rubbing. Now I was rubbing hard. I could feel that she was erect, with her cock awkwardly tucked back. She was squirming—maybe it was a bit uncomfortable. Maybe she wanted her cock to be freed, so it could stand upright. But I didn’t want to stop rubbing. I loved the way her face was turning red. I loved how loud her little sighs were becoming. “Come for me,” I said, rubbing faster, as if I was trying to make her pussy squirt. The throbbing between her thighs was intense. Her legs were buckling. Her whole body was squirming. And then suddenly, I felt the wetness in my hand. She was groaning. After a moment, I could feel the warm ooze squishing between my fingers. I looked down and saw the thick white cream seeping through the lace of her little outfit. I’d massaged her to orgasm.

I pulled my hand away, taking some of her sticky substance with me. Then I found myself sinking to my knees, putting my hands on her hips, and leaning forward to lick the cum while it was still warm. It was sweet and strangely satisfying. She reached down and nestled her fingers in my hair, pulling me tighter. Then she used her free hand to fish out her erection, which was slicked with cum and still oozing the last few fresh drops. I licked it all up, swallowing it, and then I gave her softening cock a good sucking, just for my own satisfaction.

I wasn’t done with her. I stood up and kissed her, forcing my tongue into her mouth so she could taste her own brand. Then I turned her around, bent her over, and I pressed my fierce erection into her tiny butthole. I pumped her with rapid intensity, and I managed to come in a matter of minutes, filling her tight passageway with hot semen, which poured down her trembling legs moments after I pulled out. I gave her a firm slap on the ass, leaving a red hand print. I loved watching her tight butt jiggle.

“Show me your butthole,” I said.

She giggled. Then she bent over, grabbed her ass cheeks, and she spread them wide, showing me her stretched and puckering hole, still with cream billowing out. It was only a quick show; she stood up and turned around with another giggle and said, “That’s all you get.”

“But I want more,” I said with a big grin.

“Well you have to wait,” she said. “Tori’s going to be home soon and I have to get cleaned up.”

It was a short little romp, but worth every second. I watched her as she skipped off to the bathroom to clean off her makeup, and to clean up the cum that was already near her feet: still running down her pretty, smooth legs. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, trying to draw some sanity back into my body. I was getting carried away with her. I had no reason to be fooling around with her while Tori was out. And it was starting to seem like each day I was drifting further away from my master plan. Some days I forgot completely about my plan to break Tori and Garrett up. Some days I spent all of my brain power on trying to figure out how to get Tori out of the house so I could have Garrett to myself, when I should have been trying to figure out a way to get Tori and Garrett together.

And now I was afraid that I was gambling the same way Garrett gambled when he snuck out of Tori’s bedroom at night. There was nothing stopping Tori from returning to the house early. There was nothing stopping her from finding me with her boyfriend. Each time we fooled around, I was rolling the dice, and it was just a matter of time before I rolled snake eyes. I knew I had to stop. Every sensible part of my brain was begging me to stop. But all of that sensibility went out the window when the image of her perfect body slipped into my mind. 


CHAPTER VII

It was a week later when Tori came to me while I was in the garage, working out. “Hey dad, what are you doing today?” she asked. It was still the morning. My plan was to drive to Shediac, to buy another piece of lingerie for my secret lover: her boyfriend.

“I have no plans,” I said.

“Well maybe we can hang out—just the two of us,” she said. “I feel like we haven’t had a moment together since I got here.” She smiled and I did the same.

“Sure. That sounds great,” I said.

“Maybe we can drive to Moncton and walk around the town or something—and then we can grab lunch. Garrett says he just wants to hang around the house today, but I need to get out. I’m feeling like I need a good walk.”

I nodded my head. I was thrilled to have the opportunity to spend the day with my daughter, but at the same time, I felt a bit sad to know that Tori wanted to be out of the house and Garrett was going to spend the whole day in the house. I knew that he would be playing dress up. I knew that he was going to be trying on cute outfits, and probably teasing that tight butthole with his dildo toy. It wasn’t something I wanted to miss, but Tori was right: we hadn’t spent any time together since her arrival. “Let’s do it,” I said with a smile.

So I got ready and we hopped into the car. As I began to pull away, I saw Garrett watching from the window: probably waiting for us to be out of sight so he could get himself pretty. Tori told him that we wouldn’t be back until the evening. She wanted to hit up all of her childhood favourite spots; she even wanted to see the zoo: one of her favourite spots as a kid. But first, we were headed downtown for a short walk and a bite to eat.

We parked and then we started our stroll. Tori started to tell me about school. Apparently she had some professors she wasn’t terribly fond of. I smiled while I listened, and then my attention was pulled away as we walked by a little lingerie shop. In the window was a cute red outfit: two pieces of tight satin wrapped around a curvy mannequin. The mannequin had a similar body to Garrett. I imagined that outfit on Garrett, and then I tried to think of a way I could buy the little number. Maybe I could come back tomorrow. Or maybe I could find a way to buy it without Tori noticing, so that I could get Garrett to wear it that night. I looked around at the nearby restaurants. I just had to find one that was close, so I could excuse myself for the bathroom, sneak out, buy the outfit, and then sneak back into the restaurant—

“Dad?” Tori said.

I looked over at her. “Huh?” I said.

“I asked you a question.”

“Sorry. I didn’t hear you.” She stared into my eyes, looking slightly disappointed. I wasn’t sure how long I’d been zoned out. I probably missed a lot of what she’d said, and it was obvious that she knew it.

“It’s fine,” she said. “It wasn’t that important.”

Now I felt bad. I was letting my daughter down because I couldn’t stop thinking about her sissy boyfriend. And my mind didn’t stop wandering. We found a restaurant down the street, and I managed to keep my head clear for the next twenty minutes, and then a beautiful young woman walked by the window. She had a petite body, just like Garrett, and she was wearing a tight dress and gorgeous heels. Her hair bounced as she walked, and so did her small braless tits. I was mesmerized by the sight of her, wondering where I could get an outfit like hers for Garrett. Then I finally tuned back into reality and saw my daughter staring at me with disappointment on her face. Once again, I hadn’t heard what she’d said to me.

And in that moment, I realized it was time to get Garrett out from my life. I was getting too carried away with him. He was ruining my relationship with my daughter, and because of him, I felt like I was ruining my daughter’s life. Garrett was a poison: a poison capable of being extremely beautiful and ridiculously seductive—but a poison nonetheless. It was time to get rid of him.

I knew he was at home now, all dolled up. I knew that he wasn’t expecting us to be home for many hours. So I knew what needed to be done. “Hey, so I know you want to go to the zoo, but I left something at home. You don’t mind if we swing around and grab it, do you?”

“Home?” Tori said. “That would be like an hour detour. What did you forget?”

I bit down on my tongue. “I have these blood pressure pills. It’s nothing serious, but I’m supposed to take them every twelve hours. I completely forgot. We can take the scenic route. It won’t be so bad.”

She hesitated. “Okay. If you need them then you need them. But we’re still going to the zoo, right?”

I smiled and nodded my head. “Of course we are.”

But I knew there wouldn’t be any zoo. I knew that we would pull up to the house and find Garrett in one of her outfits, or maybe in the lingerie I bought him, and then the whole day plan would be ruined. They would fight and then I would end up driving Garrett to the airport, so he could catch the next flight home. And then the next week would probably be quiet while Tori tried to get over her sissy ex-boyfriend. Then, if I was lucky, I would get one good month with my daughter before she had to go back to Vancouver for her last year of college.

It was a long drive back to the house. My heart was pounding and my stomach was churning. I knew it had to be done. I knew it was going to be ugly—and I knew I was going to feel terrible about it. Since I started slipping Garrett the hormone pills, he’d been much nicer. Maybe it was the pills or maybe it was something else—but he hadn’t been the intolerable dweeb that he was when he arrived. In fact, he’d been good to me. He’d been kind and I loved our little romps. I hated that I was on my way to potentially destroy his life after secretly feminizing him for nearly two months—but it just had to be done. I needed to repair my relationship with my daughter, and he was standing in my way.

I took the back road to my house, so I could pull around back, onto the grass, instead of pulling into the driveway. Tori laughed. “Is the alley part of the scenic route now?” she asked.

I forced a smile. “My pills are in the kitchen,” I said. “I just thought it would be easier to grab them from the back.” But really, I didn’t want my tires to crunch the gravel, alerting Garrett that we were home. Pulling up on the grass, I knew we could pull up undetected.

I had a quarter cup of cold coffee in my cupholder: part of my plan. I reached for the cup. “I’ve been meaning to throw this out,” I said. And then I awkwardly pretended to slip, dropping the coffee over onto my daughter’s lap. She gasped as the dark fluid spilled on her cute dress. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay,” Tori said. “Luckily we’re home—I can just go and change.”

“I’m really so sorry,” I said.

“It’s fine, dad. It’s just coffee. I’ll just throw it straight into the wash.”

I bit down on my tongue. I felt so guilty about everything. I was a terrible person. All of my actions were terrible. Was I just acting out of greed? What did I have against Garrett being with my daughter? So he was a bit of a ditz—did that mean he deserved to be destroyed? Was it possible that my daughter still loved him?

Tori got out of the car and started towards the house. I stepped out slowly. My heart was pounding ferociously now. In a minute, my whole plan would come to its climax. I knew that Garrett was inside, all dolled up, oblivious to the fact his girlfriend was about to walk in the door. And there was a chance that Garrett would throw me into the fire, just so he didn’t have to burn alone. I took a deep breath and watched as Tori slipped through the back door. Then I began to walk forward.

My stomach burned with regret. Maybe Garrett wouldn’t be dolled up. Maybe he would just be watching TV. Maybe Tori could put on a new dress and we could go to the zoo. I could stop drugging Garrett. His hormones would take a couple of months to rebalance. I’m sure his tits would go away with time, his voice would go back to normal once testosterone started to naturally produce between his legs, and Tori could have her dopey boyfriend back. It wasn’t too late to cancel my evil plan. It wasn’t too late to just let my daughter live her life without my cruel interference.

I walked up to the door and let myself in. I just needed to throw out those pills. Once they were in the garbage, I could move on. My plan was to toss them in the trash while Tori was getting changed. But I didn’t make it that far.

Tori was frozen in the middle of the kitchen. Twenty feet ahead of her was Garrett, dolled up in an adorable white dress, with white stockings pulled up his smooth legs. He was wearing her makeup. His hair was down and beautiful curled. He was stunning, but not to Tori.

I froze. Cold beads of sweat quickly formed on the back of my neck. It was all over. My new plan to save Tori and Garrett and myself failed before it even started.

“Garrett?” Tori said after a very long silence.

“I—I can explain,” Garrett said. And then that silence returned. The guilt in my stomach was intense: almost crippling. I bit down on my tongue to stop myself from breaking down. I was responsible for this. I was ruining my daughter’s relationship, and I was ruining Garrett’s life. What if Tori went and told all of her friends? What if the whole school found out that Garrett liked to put on her clothes? What if Garrett was so humiliated that he turned to suicide?

And what if Tori found out that I was responsible? Would she ever forgive me?

“You’d better start explaining,” Tori said. “This better be some sort of joke. Did my dad put you up to this?”

I nodded my head behind my daughter’s back, hoping to get Garrett to play along with the opportunity he was being given. It would have been easy: pretend like we were just playing a joke on Tori. Or maybe it wouldn’t have been so easy. It wouldn’t have helped to explain why Garrett’s makeup was so good—and it definitely wouldn’t have helped to explain the fact that Garrett had B-cup breasts, which were clear now in the deep cut of the dress.

“Garrett?” she said.

“I’m sorry,” he replied. “But I couldn’t help myself. Since we got here, I’ve just felt different. I like putting on your clothes, and I don’t know why.” He looked like he was about to cry. His eyes were shimmering and his lips were quivering, and now I felt even more guilty.

“But why? Men aren’t supposed to want to wear women’s clothes,” Tori said with a broken voice. “Are you... gay?”

I shook my head, trying to urge Garrett to say no. Just tell her you love her! But instead, he said, “I don’t know.” He put the nail into his own coffin. I groaned, tempted to collapse under the pressure of my horrible guilt.

“Oh my God,” Tori said. Then she buried her face in her hands and ran past Garrett, towards her bedroom. She slammed the door and then the house became very quiet.

Garrett looked into my eyes. His lip quivered and then he said, “Why are you home so early?”

“Tori needed to change her outfit,” I said softly, not telling him that I brought Tori home to expose him.

“You should have warned me,” he said.

“I didn’t think about it,” I lied. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. My daughter was now crying because of me. Garrett’s reputation was pretty much dead because of me. And for what? Because I was sure that my daughter could find a better guy? Because I wanted a better father for my future grandkids? I didn’t even know Garrett when I started feminizing him—so why was I so quick to screw him over?

It was a minute later when Tori emerged from her bedroom, with tears running down her cheeks. “So this has been going on for a long time then?” she said. “When I leave for class, is this what you do while I’m gone?”

Garrett stood still, looking like the saddest little fawn. I felt so bad. I felt like it was my responsibility to make this all better, even if it meant tossing myself into the fire and ruining my relationship with my daughter. Maybe my daughter’s happiness was more important than our relationship.

I bit down on my tongue. I was just about to confess to everything, and then Garrett said, “Yes.” The room became silent. “About a month after we moved in together, I started trying on your clothes. I grew out my hair because that Halloween wig we have was making me itchy. I haven’t even been going to school as much as you think. I’m actually only in a single class—one day each week.”

Tori’s lips parted but it took a moment for words to come out. “So when you leave the house, where are you going?” she asked.

“I’m going out as a girl. I—I go to bars and cafes. Sometimes I’ll just go walk around parks. I like the way the clothes feel. I like how pretty I am in makeup. I don’t know why, but that’s just how it’s been since I started messing around in your closet. I’m sorry, but it’s just the way that I am.”

Tori shook her head slowly. “And have you been with men?”

The room was quiet. I felt a clenching at my heart. “Not until we got here,” he said.

Now I really wanted to collapse. My head was spinning quickly. I felt faint. I felt nauseous. Tori put her hand against her lips and muttered, “Oh God.”

“I love you, Tori, but in the past few weeks I’ve realized that maybe I’m not who you think I am. And maybe I’m not who I thought I was. My body’s been changing, and for a while that was scary, but now I’m happy with the changes. I think I want to be a girl. Maybe it’s good that you caught me like this. I don’t know how I ever would have told you. I love being a girl, and I love it here in New Brunswick.”

“So that’s it then?” she said. “You’re going to break up with me?”

Garrett nodded his head. “When I went out yesterday, it was to see a doctor in town. I got a prescription for some hormone pills. I’m going to start taking them every day. And I think I’m going to stay here in New Brunswick. I’m sorry.”

Tori shook her head and wiped her eyes with her wrist. “I just can’t believe this.” She looked down at her feet. “But I’m glad you told me before we went any further.”

Garrett walked up to Tori and gave her a hug. I couldn’t believe how accepting my daughter was being. I was actually quite proud, even though I felt horrible for her. I couldn’t imagine losing your significant other in such a dramatic way. But maybe she never really loved him. Maybe she never really had feelings for him. It’s impossible to know.

Garrett stayed in the guest room that night, and then he went to stay in a hotel. Tori was quiet for a few days. I looked over her shoulder one afternoon and saw that she was texting Garrett. “How’s he doing?” I asked softly.

“She,” she said, correcting me. She turned to me with a smile. “I think she’s doing well. She seems really happy. I don’t think I’ve ever really seen her this happy.”

I thought about telling Tori that I was the man that Garrett had been with, but I stopped myself. She probably didn’t need to know. I definitely didn’t want her knowing, and I don’t think Garrett wanted it either. It certainly wouldn’t have done any good. Sometimes people don’t need to know the whole truth. Sometimes a bit of ignorance is a blessing for everyone.

It was a few days later when I caught Tori smiling. She’d spent the night out with some friends, and now we had a big day planned together. We were finally going to head out to the zoo, and I finally felt like my head was clear enough to hold a good conversation. But Tori just wouldn’t stop smiling. “What’s with you?” I asked.

She bit her lip. “I know you’ll think that this is probably too soon, but I met a guy last night. His name is Nathan, and he’s so sweet. I just can’t stop thinking about him. I’m sorry.” Her cheeks were red. It was nice seeing her happy. It was nice to know that I hadn’t done too much damage to my daughter.

“Don’t be sorry,” I said. “And I don’t know that it’s too soon. You can’t predict when love with strike.” It was something my wife always said.

She smiled and looked into my eyes. “Maybe we can have him over for dinner next week.” She told me all about Nathan. Apparently he was tall and handsome and bearded: the opposite of Garrett. “I loved Garrett,” Tori said out of the blue. “But I think he came into my life to help me figure out what exactly I want in a partner—and what I don’t want.”

I smiled. “Well, I guess we’re all here to teach each other lessons. Right?” I said. And maybe I had a part of that lesson as well. Maybe my little feminization scheme happened at the perfect time. Maybe I helped Garrett realize who he was, and maybe I was the perfectly timed catalyst for their split. Garrett even helped me to understand myself a little bit better. The night before our outing to the zoo, I signed myself up for a dating website, and within an hour I found myself talking to a woman just a few years younger than me, who had only been a woman for a decade. I would have never considered replying to her had I not had my experience with Garrett.

Nathan was a great guy: the exact type of guy I had in my mind when Tori originally told me that she had a boyfriend. He was handsome, muscular, and very kind. He worked as a plumber, with his own business. He was good to Tori, and it was just a week into their little fling that he convinced her to stay in New Brunswick. She ended up transferring to a university that was just an hour away.

My scheme worked in more ways than I anticipated. I had my daughter back in my province. My eyes were opened to a whole world I never knew existed. And Garrett—who now went by Freida—was happier than she knew possible; she came around the house from time to time to see Tori and I, sometimes even bringing her new boyfriend. I no longer regretted feminizing her; in fact, it was now something I was very proud of. But of course I knew that I did it for the wrong reasons.

I was happy. Tori was happy Freida was happy. Everything was perfect.

THE END
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