
        
            
                
            
        

    
	CHAPTER 1

	I'd always wanted a tattoo. Finally, I was getting one. It was possibly one of the most nerve-racking moments of my life, walking into that tattoo shop, smelling that curious scent of rubbing alcohol in the air, knowing that this was possibly going to be one of the most painful experiences ever.

	I'd heard the horror stories of people passing out, puking, begging their artist to stop before living with a half-finished tattoo for the rest of their lives…

	But I wanted that tattoo so badly.

	I'd waited so long for that damned tattoo. I messaged the artist back in February, and he told me he was booked out for six months, so I just waited. I wanted a tattoo from that artist. I'd been following him for years. I was obsessed with his style: that mix of traditional, Japanese, and a touch of fine-line illustrative. Nobody did tattoos like that - at least not unless I wanted to drive four hours to Toronto or something.

	Today was the day: the day that I'd been waiting for. "Who are you here to see?" the desk girl asked me. She was tattooed from head to toe - with hearts next to her eyes and a little moon on the middle of her forehead.

	People always said, "Once you get one, you're going to want more and more." That always scared me. I didn't want to end up like this girl - even though she seemed very nice. I didn't want tattoos up my neck and on my face and hands. My heart started racing. What if this was addictive? What if I got this tattoo and ended up booking in every week until there was no space left?

	"Um, Brian," I said, trying to remember his name - his real name. His Instagram was Box-Choi. I'd always just thought of him as Box-Choi, but now, it seemed weird to ask for 'Box-Choi' out loud. But I remembered seeing 'Brian' on one of his old posts, so I didn't have to sound like an idiot.

	"Brian?" she said, narrowing her eyes. "Oh. She goes by Bristol now." I paused.

	"Bristol is transitioning," she said quietly to me, as if to warn me not to 'dead-name' the artist again. Now, I felt like an idiot. I was embarrassed - and that was a shitty way to start that appointment. What if this girl went into the back and told 'Bristol' what I said? Would Bristol purposely fuck up my tattoo because she thought I was some transphobe?

	“I had no idea, but that's cool," I said, trying to act calm and natural. "Good for her." I made sure to use that correct 'pronoun'. "She does use, uh, she and her pronouns... right?"

	The receptionist stared at me like I was an idiot. Now, I felt even more embarrassed - probably now sounding like some progressive nutcase. I should have just said Box-Choi; that would have been less embarrassing than this. "You must be Ryan?" she said. “12 O'clock. Panda flash?" "Y - Yes, that's me," I said.

	"Okay. Take a seat. Fill out this form. Bristol will be with you shortly."

	My heart raced faster. Why was I so embarrassed. It was an honest mistake... right? I didn't need to stress about it so much. How was I supposed to know that she had transitioned?

	I waited for ten minutes... ten long minutes. I was half-stressed about the stupid dead-naming incident... and half stressed about the fact I was about to be stabbed by a needle for a couple consecutive hours. It wasn't a huge tattoo, but I knew that tattoos weren't done quickly. It was only black and grey, but there were still lots of small details she would have to tattoo on me.

	Finally, she came.

	I could tell that it was her even though I'd never seen a picture of her (or of her when she was 'male'). .. And I hate to admit it, but I could tell that it was her because she wasn't entirely convincing.

	Now don't throw me onto a fire for saying it! She had some cute qualities, and she had a nice smile when she was walking towards me. But her jawline was quite... masculine. And so was her brow line. She had bulky shoulders and a very curve-free figure: from her armpits to her anklebones was a straight line like most normal-figured men have.

	"Ryan?" she said.

	I smiled and perked up. "Bristol, right?"

	She nodded her head. "Come on back." Her voice wasn't terribly convincing either. I could hear a bit of strain as she tried to make it sound more soft and high-pitched and feminine. Good for her, though. Maybe this was all new to her. Maybe she was only a month or two into this transition. She was only going to get more girly with time, right?

	She sat me down and showed me the design. "It's perfect," I said, feeling a bit of excitement bubbling up - almost taking over the fear for a split second. "It's really perfect."

	She sized up my arm and then went around a corner to print out a stencil. She came back and had me stand straight before pressing it on. "Check it out in the mirror."

	I hardly looked at it. I was so nervous, and my mind wasn't processing things properly. It looked fine, though a bit different than I thought it would look. I didn't want to be rude and ask about the differences. I was still worried she thought I was a prick for dead-naming her. Did the receptionist tell her about that? Oh God, why was I so tense?

	"AII good?" she asked.

	"Perfect," I said.

	"Let it dry for five minutes, and then we'll get going." She used that time to take out needles, to fill ink caps, to put on gloves. She had me lay down. "Don't be nervous," she said. But I was nervous. I was really nervous. I was almost sure that I was about to pass out.

	I felt light-headed. Maybe tattoos weren't for me. Maybe I was way out of my element. I was tempted to tap before she started.

	Her machine turned up: a buzzing that reminded me of a wasp flying close to the ear. I wanted to swat it away. I watched her dip that buzzing needle into some black ink.

	“Is it going to hurt?" I asked.

	She looked at me with a smile, as if trying not to laugh. "Yes," she said. "But you'll be fine." "I - I don't know if, uh... I don't know if I actually want to..."

	She held the needle over the stencil. She paused and looked at me, waiting for me to finish talking.

	"Can I start?" she finally said.

	“O - Okay," I said. I closed my eyes. Then, I felt it...

	It wasn't that bad. It hurt a little bit, like the after-burn of a cat scratch. Was that it?

	I slowly opened my eyes and peeked at the needle as it moved through my skin. A wave of relief washed over me... but I was still nervous. I saw another needle on her tray, which was bigger: a whole row of needles in a line. It looked like it belonged in some sort of torture chamber.

	I was tense all over. And I began to wonder if the tension in my muscles was going to mess up the tattoo somehow -  and that only made me more tense.

	And I was wondering when the bad pain was going to start: the pain that made people tap out or cry or puke.

	But it wasn't coming.

	Then, something happened - and I barely noticed it. I didn't think much of it - though in retrospect, it was a terrible thing - the kind of thing that gets places like that shut down.

	My artist did something bad. She accidentally poked her own finger with the tattoo machine. I heard her let out a little gasp. I saw her check her finger. "Everything okay," I asked.

	"No problem. The needle just snagged my glove." But I knew that it had poked her.

	I didn't think about it... not until it was too late. She started tattooing me again, and it was ten minutes before I began to realize... she was putting her own blood into my bloodstream now... I mean - assuming she had poked herself. Maybe it was just the glove she poked, but she made that little yelp.

	Any blood borne pathogens she had were now inside of me. It was twenty minutes later when I finally mustered up the courage to ask, "You didn't break your skin, right?"

	"No, no," she said, but I saw her face turning red. I could tell she was lying. Or maybe that was just my state of excruciating stress making me think it.

	Maybe she was telling me the truth.[image: Image]

	She finished the lining. I looked over and saw all of the little beads of my blood on the tattoo before she wiped it away. It felt refreshing for a moment, but the dread came back while she was shading the tattoo.

	I tried to muster up some small talk, hoping to get my mind away from my nervousness. I asked her about how long she had been tattooing. I asked what she had been doing before. One conversation led to another, and she ended up telling me she had started to transition one month earlier. "Did you always know that you wanted to be a woman?" I asked. Then I blushed. “I mean - did you know that you were a woman?"

	She laughed sweetly. "No," she said. "l actually never thought about it until... four months ago. But then I just knew. I was so sure of it. More sure than anything in my life. And I've been so happy since starting my transition."

	It seemed weird that it just came to her after twenty-five years of life - but I was no transgender expert, so I didn't say anything.

	That familiar dread came back even worse at the end, when she was taking a photo of my new tattoo. I looked at the tip of her finger and saw a black dot - and some redness. It looked like... she poked herself with that needle.

	And even if she didn't break skin! Why didn't she just grab a new needle? How much did a needle cost? I would have paid for it happily, just to rid myself of that nauseating dread.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 2

	That night, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was off. I sat on my couch, staring at the tattoo wrapped in plastic, the skin beneath it warm and slightly swollen. That was normal, right? I'd done my research - redness, tenderness, a bit of swelling. All par for the course.

	But something about it felt different.

	I tried to distract myself.

	I ordered takeout. I put on a show I'd been meaning to watch. But my stomach churned with unease, and the sight of my food only made me feel worse. Maybe I was psyching myself out. Maybe it was just the stress of the day catching up to me. I had been on edge from the moment I stepped into that shop - and that edge hadn't gone away, even for a minute.

	The room felt colder than usual. I pulled a blanket over my shoulders, but the chill settled deep in my bones. My limbs felt heavy. My head started pounding with a dull, rhythmic throb that made it hard to focus on the screen. I checked my phone - 9:48 PM. Not late enough to be this exhausted. I hadn't even done much today: I'd just sat in a chair while Bristol tattooed me. But my body felt like I had run a marathon.

	By 10:30, the nausea hit. At first, it was just a wave of discomfort, then a rolling sickness that made me stumble toward the bathroom. I leaned over the sink, taking deep breaths, waiting for the feeling to pass. But it didn't. My mouth filled with saliva, a sure sign that I was about to be sick, but nothing came up. My stomach twisted but I stayed dry heaving over the sink until I was shaking.

	I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. My face was pale, almost grey, my eyes sunken with dark circles beneath them. I looked like I had the flu. Maybe I did. Maybe this wasn't about the tattoo. Maybe I'd just caught some bug, and my anxiety was making it worse.

	I unwrapped the plastic from my arm, needing to see it again, needing to make sure nothing looked... wrong. The tattoo itself was fine - no oozing, no weird colours, just the expected redness and irritation. But still, something gnawed at me, deep in my gut.

	What if she gave me something? What if she had HIV? Would I be feeling it already? I didn't want to have HIV for the rest of my life.

	I needed to sleep. Maybe I'd feel better in the morning.

	I stumbled into bed, my limbs too heavy to carry me properly. I barely managed to set my alarm before collapsing onto the mattress. My sheets were cold, but within minutes, I was sweating. My body couldn't decide if it was freezing or burning up. I curled into myself, shivering violently. I tried to tell myself it was nothing. Just exhaustion. Just stress. Just my mind running wild.

	Then everything went dark.

	When I woke up, the room was bright with daylight. My head pounded as I reached for my phone, my limbs still sluggish. My heart dropped when I saw the time: 2:13 PM.

	I had slept for fourteen hours. I had slept through my alarm. I had missed work.

	I knew that I needed to go to the doctor - and fast. If there was some infection in me, I needed to get antibiotics before it turned into something serious.

	I went to the emergency room. I checked in with the nurse. “I had a fever all night, and... and I was poked." She looked at me strangely. "Poked?" "By a needle."

	"Were you doing recreational drugs?" she asked.

	"Getting a tattoo," I clarified.

	She narrowed her eyes. "Yes... So?"

	"l think the artist might have poked herself," I said.

	She stared at me with an annoyed look, as if I was wasting the hospital's time. “I was sick all night," I said. "Did you vomit?"

	"No, but I felt close."

	"And do you feel close now?" "Well... No. But I feel off." "How so?" she asked.

	It was hard to explain. Nothing hurt. The headache was gone. The fever was gone. But I felt... weird. I felt different. I felt like something was growing inside of me, but I couldn't pinpoint where or what. It just felt... weird.

	I tried explaining myself. The nurse listened, and then she sighed and rolled her eyes. "You can take a seat. Worst is seen first, so I can't guarantee a doctor will see you right away." "Thank you," I said.

	I was not seen next. I was not seen that hour. Six long hours went by. I watched kids with runny noses come in and go, seen before me. They obviously didn't think my condition was too serious.

	They didn't take my blood. They didn't ask for a urine sample. The doctor saw me for a total of... three minutes. He asked me the same questions the nurse asked me. He jotted down some notes. He told me to come back if the nausea came back and stayed for five or more days.

	I was brushed off. And maybe that was fine. Maybe I was just overreacting. Maybe the stress had just made me sick, and now I was feeling groggy from the day of stress.

	Maybe I did waste the hospital's time.

	I tried to force myself to relax. I took a shower and I sat down on the couch with a soft throw blanket. I called work and apologized, telling them that I was in the bathroom puking all night (l embellished a little bit). They told me not to worry about it, and that was a bit more relief.

	And by that night, everything felt... normal.

	In the morning, I felt normal. The next afternoon, I felt normal.

	Over the next week, most days felt normal. But every so often, I'd get hit with that same off-kilter sensation. It was subtle, like an itch in the back of my brain. A fleeting sense that my body wasn't entirely mine. I could almost feel like there were things stretching out inside of me, but there was no pain. Sometimes I would feel a deep itch - too deep to scratch, and that itch would move around: in one arm one moment, the other arm the next.[image: Image]

	It wasn't like the fever from that first night. I wasn't sick. I wasn't in pain. But there were moments when I'd catch my reflection and feel... detached. My features seemed unfamiliar, like I was looking at an old photo of myself rather than the mirror.

	And then there were the physical changes, small enough that I could ignore them if I wanted to. My skin felt softer. The hair on my arms looked finer, lighter. My jawline seemed... less sharp, though that could've just been my mind playing tricks on me. I was exhausted, after all. I was stressed.

	By Friday, I had convinced myself it was all in my head.

	That was before I saw the post.

	I had been lying in bed, scrolling absentmindedly through my phone, when the headline stopped me cold:

	"Bioweapon Leak? Blood-borne Infection Linked to Spontaneous Gender Dysphoria in Men"

	It was from some alternative news site - one of those sketchy corners of the internet people loved to mock. The kind that posted grainy UFO footage and claimed celebrities were clones and the flu vaccine is actually a government plan to kill old people so they wouldn't have to pay their pensions. Normally, I wouldn't have given it a second glance.

	But something about it made my stomach twist.

	I clicked the link.

	The article was a mess of poor formatting and annoying ads that sometimes covered the content, but the core of it was simple: an unknown pathogen, supposedly leaked from a government lab, was spreading through blood exposure. It didn't kill people. It didn't make them violently ill.

	It changed them.

	It sounded like some cheap zombie movie plot. I was tempted to click off the site and forget all about it... but a small curiosity kept me reading.

	Specifically, it was reported to affect men. It targeted testosterone production, and even, supposedly, altered the testes to produce female hormones, which would, over time, change the demeanour and appearance of the affected individual. There was no proof, of course. The government was supposedly covering it up, dismissing cases as "stress induced dysphoria" or "psychosomatic delusions."

	There were screenshots of supposed victims posting on forums, talking about symptoms:

	"At first, I just felt off I thought it was anxiety. Then I noticed my skin getting softer, my face looking... different. I thought I was losing my mind."

	"My body feels weird. I haven't been to a doctor yet, but my chest looks different. My nipples are bigger. I know they're bigger. I swear to God, something's happening to me."

	"l never questioned my gender before. But lately, I've been thinking about it... a lot. Like, obsessively. I just keep thinking about how nice it would be to be a girl. Someone help me." A chill ran through me.

	It was bullshit. It had to be bullshit.

	But I couldn't shake the sinking feeling in my gut.

	My skin has been feeling different. Softer. Warmer. I had been feeling off.

	No. I was being ridiculous. I had a fever. That was all. I was letting my imagination get the better of me.

	The article claimed that it had been in the country for about six months. I remembered talking to Bristol, my tattoo artist. She told me that her desire to become a woman just came suddenly; it wasn't something she thought of her whole life...

	Was that just a coincidence?

	I checked the comments of the article. Most people were laughing at the article, calling it transphobic nonsense or outright satire.

	But a few... a few sounded scared.

	"Anyone else feel like this is real?"

	"l work the OR, and I was helping the doctor suture up this trans girl who had been in a car accident. Some blood got on me, and I've been feeling weird since. Anyone else experiencing anything weird?"

	"They're covering this up. Don't trust the 'scientists' claiming it's impossible. They don't know shit." I locked my phone and tossed it on the bed.

	This was insane. I wasn't infected with some government bioweapon. I wasn't turning into anything.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 3

	The changes were just so small and subtle, I couldn't really be sure that there truly were any changes at all. I mean... maybe my arm hair was thinner. Maybe my leg hair was lighter. Maybe the pecs on my chest felt a bit softer...

	Maybe.

	It's hard to know when you're overwhelmed with a lingering stress that just won't go away. It's not like I'd closely inspected my arm hairs recently. Maybe they just get thinner with age, and it had been a while since I'd looked. Wait -  isn't it usually the opposite?

	It did seem like I was shaving less often. I normally shaved every three days... now, it was every four - and shaving was faster. I never had to run the razor over the same spot twice. But maybe there was an explanation for that that didn't involve me being transformed by a leaked bioweapon.

	One change that I was a bit more sure Of was... well, my genitals.

	It just looked... smaller. I held my penis in my hand and stared at it. It looked so weirdly small: the way it looks after I'd been out in the cold for a couple Of hours... But now, it looked like that all Of the time. And when you know... fooled around with myself, my entire erect shaft would disappear into the palm Of my hand. It didn't used to be like that  - and I was pretty sure my hand hadn't grown.

	I splashed some cold water on my face. I was just freaking out. I was just nervous. Why couldn't I just be happy? I had a great tattoo on my arm.

	Most days, I managed not to think at all about it. But some days were different.

	Some days... it was like my brain was forcing me to think about it.

	I saw a young woman walking on the street. She was wearing a small black dress with black pantyhose and short heels. Normally, I would have glanced over at her and thought, 'She's cute', and that would have been that. But when I looked at her now, I paused. I found myself examining her outfit. I looked at her hair, tied into a cute little pair Of braids that tied together at the back Of her head. It was the perfect hair for that dainty little outfit. She looked like a perfect little doll.

	But I wasn't admiring her cuteness or her beauty. I was admiring... her outfit. I'd never cared about some chick's clothes before. I'd never even looked at a girl's shoes before, but now, I was obsessed with the little shiny black heels on her feet. She looked at me and smiled, and I turned red all over.

	And then it happened again the next day, while I was at the mall. I looked over and saw a mannequin in a super adorable skirt and sweater combo. I stopped and stared. "That is the sweetest little outfit," I thought to myself, and it was a moment before I realized how weird that thought was.

	It got even weirder a minute later when I started imagining how the outfit would look on my own body.

	A shiver ran through me. Where were these thoughts coming from? I'd never had thoughts like that before.[image: Image]

	I thought about Bristol. She told me she never had thoughts like that before - until one day, very suddenly, and now she was properly transitioning into being a woman.

	Was that going to happen to me too?

	I brushed that thought away.

	I needed to clear my head.

	I ducked into the nearest coffee shop, ordered something strong, and sat by the window, trying to focus on anything but the intrusive thoughts creeping through my mind. But as I scrolled through my phone, my eyes kept drifting - first to the barista behind the counter, then to the customers around me.

	A girl near the door was adjusting her skirt, and I caught myself wondering what it would feel to wear something so short and revealing, showing Off so much thigh, so much skin.

	At another table, a woman was reapplying her lipstick, and before I could stop myself, I thought: what would my face look like with some makeup on it?

	I clenched my teeth and stared hard at my coffee. What the hell was going on?

	This wasn't normal. These weren't my thoughts.

	It wasn't just the thoughts, either. My body was doing strange things.

	That night, as I was changing for bed, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. I wasn't imagining it - my face looked... different. Softer. My features weren't as sharp as they used to be. I was sure of it now. It wasn't just a trick Of the light or something to do with the stress. My skin looked smoother, almost glowing under the dim bathroom light.

	I pressed a hand against my chest.

	It felt... sensitive. Was it my imagination, or was there a little extra softness there?

	I cupped my pecs with my hands and squeezed. It almost felt like there was some 'tissue' there: some soft mass that wasn't just muscle, and I wasn't exactly covered in fat.

	I yanked on a T-shirt, shoved my hands into my pockets, and told myself to stop thinking about it.

	But I couldn't.

	The next day, I woke up in the middle of the night with a jolt, my heart racing, my sheets damp with sweat.

	I had been dreaming - except it didn't feel like a dream.

	It was hazy, blurred at the edges, but I remembered looking in a mirror. My hair had been longer, brushing against my shoulders. My lips had been fuller, my body unfamiliar but so fucking cute.

	And in the dream, I was smiling.

	I swallowed hard, shaking the memory away. No. No, no, no. I was not doing this. This was not happening.

	It had to be stress. Or maybe I was just spiralling after seeing that stupid conspiracy article.

	But as I lay there, staring at the ceiling, I felt something twisting deep in my gut.

	I reached for my phone. My fingers trembled as I searched for the article again.

	I found it... along with a new one that had been posted earlier that day. "More Reports of Mysterious Infection: What They're Not Telling You" I clicked.

	The page had more testimonials now, more people claiming the same thing was happening to them. The comments section had exploded with speculation - some people swearing up and down that this was a hoax, others sharing cryptic stories of their own experiences.

	But one comment caught my eye.

	"Check the CDC database. They're hiding something."

	I hesitated, then typed " CDC unidentified infections" into Google.

	At first, nothing stood out. Just the usual medical reports and flu season warnings. But then, buried at the bottom of the search results, I saw a link to a leaked internal memo.

	I clicked, my pulse pounding.

	The document was technical, full of medical jargon I barely understood. But I scanned the words anyway, my breath hitching as I reached a particular phrase:

	"Unexplained hormonal shifts in affected subjects. Early indicators include softening skin, facial changes, altered emotional responses."

	I gripped my phone tighter.

	Further down, there was more:

	"Possible connection to contaminated blood exposure. Symptoms initially dismissed as psychological. Further investigation required."

	I stared at the screen, my vision blurring.

	This was real?

	I wasn't crazy? I wasn't imagining it?

	Something was happening to me. Maybe it happened to Bristol too. And if Bristol was infected, maybe she shouldn't be in that tattoo shop, jabbing needles into people - unless she could figure out how to be more careful and not poke herself! Maybe I wasn't the only person she'd infected.

	Maybe she'd been infected after poking herself while working on someone else who had been infected. My God!

	I wasn't as worried about potential other victims. I was worried about myself. If this was real, then what was going to happen to me? Was I going to... turn into a girl?

	I mean - not a girl, but a 'feminized' man. Or maybe trans, if the hormones and accompanying urges came on strong enough. I already felt different; I knew that things were different. My testicles were the most obvious: almost half the size they used to be; that much I was sure of. My cock was smaller too. Now, it had been five days since I'd shaved, and there were no hairs on my face.

	Things were changing.

	And they would probably continue to change until I could figure out a way to stop them from changing... or until I was finally a full-fledged trans girl, like Bristol.

	But I didn't want that. I liked being me. I liked being attracted to women. I liked that my life had never seemed complicated in any way.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 4

	I wouldn't let paranoia consume me. I was fine. I was normal. I was letting anxiety bend my imagination.

	I went to work, went to the gym, scrolled through my phone like normal. I refused to think about the smoothness of my face or the fact that my arms looked just a little slimmer. I told myself I was imagining it - or maybe it was my diet. I mean - I had been eating less. I'd felt less inclined to eat meat lately. I was more drawn to leafy greens. I had weird cravings for salads.

	Every time I checked that website - the one that was supposedly full of conspiracy theories - there were more updates. More people saying the same thing:

	It starts slow, then it speeds up.

	Ignore it all you want, but the changes don't stop.

	Now, some people were posting photos - before and after - with their faces blurred. Men posted their chests after three months: small breasts unmistakable on their chests. Some men even posted their cocks: photo evidence of shrinking.

	Some accused them of using Al to make fake changes to their bodies, to drum up fear.

	I closed the tab, tossed my phone aside, and forced myself to move on with my day.

	I was not going to be one of those people who lost their minds over internet paranoia. I just wasn't.[image: Image]

	And yet...

	A part of me couldn't help but wonder “If this isn't real, then why am I changing?”

	Because I was changing. I knew how big my dick was - and it wasn't nearly that big anymore.

	One afternoon, it hit me all at once.

	I was walking down the street when a sudden, intense tingling spread across my skin. It wasn't painful, but it was overwhelming - like a thousand tiny electric currents dancing under the surface of my body. My heart rate spiked. My hands suddenly became sweaty. And then came the thoughts.

	Not like before. This time, they were urgent.

	I needed to feel something soft against my skin. I needed to try on something delicate. Something pretty.

	My legs started moving before my brain could even process what I was doing.

	I found myself stepping into a thrift store. The kind I'd never normally go into, with racks of frilly blouses and floral skirts, with soft sweaters and racks of high heels arranged by size. There was a men's section in the corner: a single cluttered rack of denim and heavily-worn band t-shirts. But I hardly even glance that way.

	I told myself I was just looking. Just... curious.

	But then my hands were moving, skimming the fabrics, picking up dresses, holding them up against my body. My fingers lingered on a short pink skirt, tracing the hemline. My heart raced even faster than before.

	The buzzing under my skin was unbearable. My heart pounded as I grabbed the clothes and rushed to the fitting rooms. I could feel a lump swelling up in my throat, the size of a tennis ball.

	I locked the door behind me. The mirror loomed in front of me, but I avoided my own reflection.

	Slowly, hesitantly, I slipped out of my jeans. I stepped into the skirt, pulling it up over my hips. My breathing became heavy as I zipped it up. I felt like I had to count the seconds between each breath so that I wouldn't pass out.

	Then came the blouse.

	I tugged it over my head, letting the soft fabric drape over me. My hands trembled as I smoothed it down.

	Finally, I looked in the mirror, and I froze.

	I didn't look ridiculous.

	I looked...

	I swallowed hard.

	I couldn't be thinking this.

	I ripped the blouse off, yanked the skirt down, shoved my regular clothes back on. My hands were shaking as I gathered the clothes into a messy pile and threw them onto the return rack.

	I bolted out of the store. I must have looked like a lunatic.

	I didn't stop moving until I was home, standing in my apartment, breathing hard.

	What had just happened to me?

	I collapsed onto the couch, my heart still racing.

	I needed to ground myself. I needed something real.

	I picked up my phone, opened the website, and scrolled through the latest testimonials - something that was becoming part of my daily routine.

	And then I saw it: a new post.

	"The flare-ups get stronger. One second, you're fine. The next, it's like something inside you is demanding to come out. You won't be able to fight it forever.

	My stomach twisted.

	“I hear they're working on a cure - something to reverse the effects... but they're having no luck. Those of us infected with this... we're probably stuck with this forever. Maybe the only solution here is to embrace it. At least save your sanity. The dread will eat you alive."

	I locked my phone and set it face down on the table. I didn't want to believe it.

	I WENT to the gym the next morning, hoping lifting some weights would force my body to muster up some testosterone. I had a decent workout, though I felt weaker than ever before. I had to take a lot of weight off the bar to keep up with my usual rep range.

	Then, I got changed in the changing room and went to put my shoes on. I smiled at a pretty woman while tying my shoes.

	I didn't realize I had grabbed the wrong gym bag until I was already home.

	I'd been on autopilot when I left the locker room, distracted by the low hum of something in the back of my mind -  the same strange, tingling sensation that had been coming and going all week. I hadn't thought much of it, just grabbed my bag from the bench, slung it over my shoulder, and headed home.

	It wasn't until I unzipped it that I froze.

	This wasn't my stuff.

	My gym bag was supposed to have a ratty old hoodie, my running shoes, a water bottle. Not this.

	Inside, neatly folded, was a tiny, lacy dress.

	The kind of dress you would see on girls in nightclubs: a soft pink slip of fabric, short, delicate, and silky. Underneath it, there was a matching bra and panty set: sheer, lace-trimmed, impossibly dainty.

	My breath stopped for a moment.

	I should have zipped the bag back up. I should have taken it straight back to the gym, explained the mix-up, gotten my own stuff back. That was what I should have done.

	But I didn't.

	The buzzing beneath my skin flared into something stronger - something almost unbearable. My fingers trembled as I reached for the dress, pulling it from the bag. The fabric was so soft, so light and delicate between my fingers. I imagined how it would feel against my skin, how it would drape over my body...

	I shook my head, swallowing hard.

	This was wrong. This was so, so wrong. Why was I doing this? Why was I caving to these weird thoughts that kept buzzing into my head like stray black flies.

	My body wasn't listening to me.

	My hands moved on their own, lifting the dress higher, pressing it against my chest. A strange, fluttery feeling bloomed in my stomach. My heart was hammering, my palms sweaty.

	Just... one time. Just to see.

	I stripped out of my clothes so fast I barely realized I was doing it. My hands were trembling as I slipped the panties up my legs. They were so small, hugging my hips snugly with soft lace. The bra came next - awkwardly at first, but once I hooked it in the back, something clicked inside me. With that bra on, it actually kind of looked like I had boobs. Maybe I did have boobs. Maybe they were starting to form on my chest - slowly enough that I hadn't quite noticed, the way a mother doesn't notice her own children growing taller until their clothes don't fit.

	And then came the dress.

	I pulled it over my head. I let it fall into place, and when I looked in the mirror...

	My stomach groaned.

	I didn't look like a guy in a dress. I looked... good.

	The dress skimmed over my body in such a cute way. It didn't matter that I barely had curves; the way the fabric clung to my waist made me feel like I was a goddess. My arms, my legs, my posture - everything about me looked softer, cuter.

	I couldn't stop staring. I was so pretty.

	I blushed. I twirled.

	The skirt flared around me, and a giggle bubbled up in my throat before I could stop it. It was high and sweet, like a

	sound I wasn't used to making. My face flushed, but I couldn't bring myself to be embarrassed.

	I grabbed my phone, hesitating for only a second before opening the camera.

	Just one picture.

	I posed - one foot in front of the other, hands clasped near my chest, head tilted just slightly. The image in the camera was adorable.

	I looked... so perfectly girly.

	And in that moment, I loved it.

	I spent the next hour in a haze. I experimented with different poses, different expressions, adjusting the dress, smoothing my hands over the fabric. I tried walking in slow, careful steps, one foot in front of the other. I kept touching myself, feeling my curves, squeezing my boobs, running my fingers between my thighs where my shrinking cock was pushed back - and in those panties, it felt like a little bulging pussy.

	I moaned.

	At some point, I found myself in the bathroom, putting my hair up in a messy little bun, then letting it fall again. I pouted in the mirror, practicing cute expressions, trying to look as effortlessly feminine as possible.

	I felt soft. I felt pretty.

	I felt... like a girl.

	And I didn't want it to stop.

	Until... suddenly, it did stop.

	 

	
The tingling sensation faded. The hazy, floaty feeling disappeared.

	And reality slammed into me.

	My eyes widened. My hands shook.

	What the fuck was I doing?

	I stumbled back, nearly tripping over my own feet as I rushed to peel the dress off, to shove everything back into the gym bag like it was about to explode.

	I sat on the floor, breathing hard, my heart pounding.

	That wasn't me.

	With shaking hands, I grabbed my phone. I needed answers.

	I opened that familiar, dreadful website.

	A new testimonial had been posted.

	"The flare-ups are getting stronger. One second, you're fine. The next... it's like you're a different person. You'll do things you never thought you'd do. And when it's over, you'll barely recognize yourself." I stared at the words, my stomach groaning with nausea.

	If this was satire, or some sort of prank - why was it so accurate? Why did it seem like so many people were experiencing the same thing as me?

	 

	 


CHAPTER 5

	stared at my reflection in the bathroom mirror, willing my voice to come out normal. “Okay," I whispered. "This is fine. Just say something."

	I cleared my throat and tried again, forcing out a casual, "Hey, what's up?"

	The sound that came out wasn't normal - not at all. Either that or there was water in my ears making my voice sound weird to me. It was... soft. Lighter than before. Like I had subtly raised my pitch without meaning to.

	Panic fluttered through me. No. This is in my head.

	I gripped the sink and took a deep breath. I closed my eyes and counted to ten in my head. Maybe I was just paranoid. Maybe my throat was just... groggy from sleeping. Maybe -  A tiny giggle escaped me.

	I slapped a hand over my mouth, eyes going wide as I tried to banish the unexpected sound. Where had that come from? I hadn't even found anything funny! But the moment passed, and I slowly lowered my hand, breathing through my nose - slowly, carefully.

	This was fine. I was fine.

	For the past few days, I had been avoiding thinking too much about what was happening. The first time I realized I wasn't growing any stubble, I convinced myself that my razor had just done an extra-good job. I did recently change brands, after all... The first time I caught myself admiring a cute outfit, I blamed it on lack of sleep and intrusive thoughts.

	But this was different.

	This was my voice.

	I sighed and pushed a hand through my hair, frowning when it felt... softer than usual. I didn't want to think about that either. I changed shampoo a few weeks ago. The bottle said 'softer hair in just one application'. Maybe it was working... I wasn't going to be mad about having soft hair, was l?

	Shoving everything to the back of my mind, I finished getting ready and left for work.

	I worked in an office - a boring one. The kind of place where the highlight of the day was Jason telling some dumb joke while we all pretended to work. Jason was the loud guy, the guy who was under the impression that he was the 'character hire', the one who was always talking about football, beer, and how "chicks these days don't appreciate a real man."

	Then there was David. He was quieter... skinny. He was the type of guy who gamed all night and shuffled in late every morning with an energy drink in hand.

	Both men were... kind of annoying, but they were my friends and there was something curiously appealing about them. Maybe it was their lack of motivation that just made me feel better about never really putting in 110% at work.

	I dropped into my chair, letting out a deep breath. I was just trying to act normal.

	Jason leaned back in his seat, scrolling through his phone. "Anyone down for wings after work?" David yawned. "Can't tonight. Big raid. It's been planned for weeks."

	"Raid? What the hell even is a raid? Dude." Jason rolled his eyes. "You never come out anymore. I never see you at the bar."

	“I never see you in the mountains of Azeroth."

	Jason looked at David like he had mould growing on his face. "Just come out for wings, dude. Raid another time." Then he turned to me. "Ryan?"

	"Pass," I said, logging into my computer. "I have too much work." To be honest, I was just terrified of one of those 'flare ups' happening while I was out with people. I was afraid that I would do something humiliating while my friends were looking.

	Jason smirked. "What, you got a date or something?"

	I shook my head, trying not to sound too relieved that he wasn't paying close attention to me. I still felt weird about my voice.

	Jason's eyes darted toward me, his smirk fading slightly.

	I swallowed. Crap. Did he notice that girly tone? But then he just shrugged. "Whatever. Guess I'll have to drink alone. I was even going to buy a round."

	David snorted. "Yeah, sure... I've heard that before." Jason threw a crumpled napkin at him.

	And just like that, the conversation moved on.

	I let out a silent breath of relief. No one seemed to notice that my voice was different. No one noticed that the shape of my jaw had changed slightly. No one noticed that my hair was all soft and... girly, no matter how hard I tried to style it (maybe I needed to go and shave it off, just to be safe).

	It wasn't until I got home that evening that I let myself properly relax - until I opened my laptop and, almost on instinct, checked that website again: the weird one. The one that was following the infection.

	I hadn't meant to get sucked into it, but every night, I found myself scrolling through new posts, looking for updates. Most of the world didn't believe this was happening, but the people on this site? They were convinced. Some of them were living through it. Myself included.

	 

	
I clicked on a new post.

	I tried ignoring it, just like all of you. But one day, I woke up and my body was different. Not just little things - BIG things. My voice, my face, even the way I moved And then the cravings hit. Not for food. Not for anything normal. I craved...

	Softness. Dresses. Makeup. Cute things.

	I fought it. I told myself I was still a guy. But the moment I let myself try something girly... I felt so good. Like I was finally me. And now? I don't even WANT to fight it anymore. I'm done fighting this. Fuck it. I want to be a girl. It feels so fucking good to be a girl.

	The flare-ups are getting stronger. The changes are getting faster. This isn’t just some infection. It's a transformation.

	I shivered.

	The person sounded insane.

	But... it also sounded so familiar.

	I slammed the laptop shut and forced myself to breathe. I'm fine. I just needed more sleep. I looked down at my tattoo. It was such a well done tattoo... but every time I looked at it, I just thought about what was happening to me. I thought about Bristol, wearing that little black goth-girl outfit. Was that going to be me?

	The next day at work, things just felt off

	Jason wasn't being as obnoxious as usual. In fact, he barely spoke at all.

	David kept glancing at his phone, shifting uncomfortably in his seat like his stomach wasn't sitting well.

	It wasn't until lunch that I noticed the real change.

	Jason stood up, stretching - and when he did, his shirt lifted slightly. Just enough for me to catch a glimpse of his waist.

	It looked... slimmer.

	More curved out at the hips, more tapered in at the waist.

	I blinked. No. That had to be in my head. There was no way he was - 

	He caught me looking and quickly yanked his shirt down, turning away. Why did he react like that? Or was he just weirded out by my staring at his stomach like that?

	My stomach flipped.

	Maybe something was happening to him too...

	"You guys should seriously get on WOW. We did this dungeon last night and - " David stopped himself suddenly and cleared his throat. His cheeks turned pink and we both stared at him. His voice was... different. It was softer and higher pitched, but maybe that was just the excitement of his video game.

	Jason shot him a warning look.

	David clamped his mouth shut. He didn't finish what he had to say...

	My heart pounded. Did they know about the virus?

	I nearly ran out of the break room, worried they were going to notice something different about me next.

	I couldn't stop thinking about it.

	That night, I curled up on the couch, blanket wrapped around me, staring at my phone.

	I wasn't alone.

	Jason was possibly changing. And maybe David too.

	I swallowed hard.

	"The flare-ups are getting stronger," people were writing - and there were more comments on those articles than ever.

	I knew what was coming next.

	The next time a flare-up hit, I wouldn't be able to fight it.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 6

	I wasn't planning on going back to Bristol's tattoo shop, but by the end of the week, I couldn't stop myself.

	I told myself I was just curious, that I just wanted to see her again: talk to her, and maybe get some reassurance that I was overreacting.

	But deep down, I knew better.

	I needed answers.

	The bell above the door jingled as I stepped inside. The place looked the same: black walls, dim lighting, the faint scent of antiseptic and ink.

	And there she was.

	Bristol sat behind the counter, her pink-dyed hair tied into a messy bun, a pencil tucked behind her ear as she scribbled some masterpiece on her iPad. She was wearing an adorable little black lace dress, with sheer sleeves. On her legs were black leggings with a patterned spiderwebs, completing her sexy goth-girl look.

	She looked different.

	She looked more... convincing. That rugged jawline she had when she tattooed me was softer. Her brow was softer too. Her shoulders were more flattering to her frame. Maybe it was the outfit. Or maybe she'd been chugging oestrogen in extreme doses. Can oestrogen do that to a person?

	Her eyes bounced up, and the moment she saw me, she froze.

	I saw recognition flash across her face - then something else. A knowing sort of smile. "Hi, Ryan."

	The fact that she remembered my name so quickly sent a strange shiver down my spine. Sure, I'd spent a few hours with her, but she had multiple clients every single day. She was one of the busiest tattoo artists in the province.

	She tilted her head, studying me. "Is there an issue with your new tattoo?" "No," I said. "It's, uh, perfect, actually."

	"Oh. That's great to hear." She blushed and her eyes darted nervously around. “So what's up?"

	I stood there, trying to come up with the words I wanted to say. Was I there to accuse her? Was I there to interrogate her? Was I just there to see what would eventually become of me?

	"l was, uh, actually wondering if you would come back in," she said suddenly, taking me by surprise.

	I swallowed. "You were?"

	She nodded, standing up and stretching. "Most first-timers do come back in to book again." She giggled.

	I hesitated.

	"But you do know you can book in through Instagram, right?" She giggled again. The sound of her voice and her little giggles - they were so much more feminine than before. Hell - if I didn't know better, I would have assumed she was a fully biological female.

	I glanced around the shop, suddenly aware of how quiet it was. "ls... is your boss here?"

	Bristol's smile turned wry. “I don't have a boss. I own the shop with another girl. Why? Is something wrong?" Something about her nervous blushing made my stomach flip.

	She walked around the counter, stopping just in front of me. 'So," she said, crossing her arms, "what brings you back? Are you here for another tattoo, or what?"

	I forced out a laugh. "Uh, no. I just... I wanted to ask you something."

	She looked increasingly nervous - like she already knew what I was going to ask her. Did she know more than she was letting on? Did she know about the virus?

	"During the tattoo, you... uh... poked your finger."

	"I've never poked my finger before," she said, but her voice wavered. I could tell it was a lie, and I was no expert Pl. "Do you mind if I see your fingers?"

	She turned darker red. Then, she awkwardly looked down at her own fingers, and I saw them before she had a chance to hide them away. There wasn't just one little black dot... there were black dots everywhere.

	I gasped. Her eyes widened. Then, strangely, she smiled. She giggled and bit her lip, suddenly putting on a flirtatious kind of look. She leaned in slightly, voice dropping to a gentle purr.

	"Okay, fine. Let me guess? You've been feeling weird. You're looking at things differently. Your body's changing, but you don't want to admit it yet." My breath hitched.

	She knew. She was admitting it.

	I took a shaky step back. "What the hell did you do to me?"

	Bristol didn't look offended. If anything, she looked amused.

	"l didn't really do anything," she said. "l mean... okay - I did something small, but don't sweat it, okay? It's for your own good. Just trust me."

	"You can't do this to people!" I gasped.

	The way she was looking at me... it made something inside me stir.

	"Look, Ryan," she said. “I see a lot of people every week. I've only done this to a few people - people who I can tell want it. It's like... a gift. Think of it as a gift."

	I felt sick. Was this really happening? Did she purposely infect me with some gender changing virus!?

	And what did she mean, she thought that I wanted this?

	I didn't... Did l?

	Bristol watched me carefully, as if she could see every thought flashing through my head. Then, suddenly, she reached out and took my hand. Her fingers were warm, her grip firm but gentle. She gave my hand a tiny squeeze.

	“I want it gone," I said.

	"No you don't," she said. There was something weirdly comforting about the way that she was holding my hand. The look in her eyes was so... soothing. "Look at me," she said.

	I looked up and down her body. She was cute - even cuter than when she tattooed me. "I'm hot, right?" she said.

	It was awkward, but I nodded my head.

	"And now, you'll get to be hot too," she said.

	"I - I don't want to be hot."

	She smiled in a flirtatious way. “Oh, yes you do. I picked you for a reason, Ryan. Your body... you're literally built for this. You're going to be, like, the hottest girl in this city. You could be a model or an actress. You'll have guys begging to take you out. You'll never have to buy another drink in your life."

	She stared into my eyes... like she understood all of the weird thoughts that had been creeping into my head. And for a weird, comforting moment, it was like I wasn't alone.

	She stepped closer, voice soft. “I know it's scary. I know it's confusing. But trust me - it's okay. And it's so much more fun than being a boring skinny guy. No one likes a short, skinny guy. Everyone loves a hot thin girl." I shook my head, trying to pull away. "No. I'm not -  I don't want - " Her grip tightened. Not hard, just enough to keep me grounded.

	"Shhh," she whispered. "Just breathe. I can already see how much your lashes have thickened. And your hair! It's grown so much, and it's so soft."

	I realized then that my chest was rising and falling way too fast. My heart was racing.

	I didn't understand why I felt like this.

	I didn't understand why it felt so good, why those rogue fantasies creeping into my mind were so enticing. A part of me wanted to chase them away, but I kept stopping myself from doing it, wanting to revel in them for a moment longer...

	I looked down at our hands.

	Mine already looked... different.

	Smoother. Slender. My nails weren't long, but they had a natural curve to them - prettier than I remembered.

	Then, she had her hands on my sides. "You like feeling like a girl. There's no shame in admitting it," she said.

	I stuttered.

	“I can make you really feel like a girl, if you want." She let out a giggle. Her hands found my shoulders. Then, suddenly, she was pushing down. It was a gentle push, but enough to make my wobbly legs cave. I sunk to my knees. I looked up at her, my heart racing. She lifted up her skirt, showing off the dark tattoos on her thighs. I saw her black lace panties. I saw that her bulge was... throbbing.

	"W - What are you doing?" I asked.

	"Helping you to feel like a girl," she whispered, biting her lip. "It's okay. Just let it happen. Just stop worrying about what the world will think - and enjoy yourself how you want to enjoy yourself." She put her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, and then she gently peeled them down, letting her semi-hard cock fall out. She was bigger than I was expecting - bigger than me.

	She lifted her heavy, veiny shaft up, towards my lips. “Open up," she giggled.

	I don't know why, but I did it. I was tense as she gently slid her throbbing tip onto my tongue. Slowly, I closed my lips around her warm girth. She let out a soft moan.

	Her cock had a... girly taste to it, like rose-flavoured tea with honey. It was weirdly pleasant... strangely satisfying. I began to gently bob my head back and forth.

	"Doesn't it feel nice to just be... submissive for once?" she asked, biting her lip while she brushed back her pink hair from her face, tucking it behind her ear.

	I kept sucking. It did feel nice. Why did it feel nice? Why was I doing this? My heart raced. This felt so wrong. My stomach was twisting into knots, but I wasn't stopping; I was still sucking her big, hard cock?

	"Mm, just like that," she said, moaning softly. I kept sucking. I felt the throbbing intensifying.

	"You're going to make me cum," she moaned.

	I kept sucking.

	"Play with it - with your hand. Stroke me," she said.

	So I stroked her. I gripped her shaft tightly and pumped while sucking the tip of her beautiful cock. God, it was so satisfying.

	Then, she came. Warm, thick cum spilled into my mouth, blasting the insides of my cheeks and the back of my throat. I moaned in delight. It was so... amazing. The sweet cum was so intensely satisfying. Why did I like this so much?

	I swallowed. She stood me up and kissed me on the lips, sneaking her tongue into my mouth as if she wanted to taste her own cum. Then she giggled and stared into my eyes. "You're going to be the most beautiful girl ever," she whispered.

	Her gaze lingered.

	Panic made my chest tense up. I yanked my hand back. “I -  I have to go." Bristol didn't stop me. She just nodded, stepping back.

	But before I could reach the door, she called out - 

	"You're going to be so cute, Ryan! Just give it a try - for one day!" I hesitated.

	Her voice was softer now. Not teasing. Not smug.

	 

	
Just... kind.

	I turned slightly, and she gave me a small, knowing smile. "When you're ready," she said, "come back and we'll chat about it."

	I should have been furious with her for what she did to me. I should have been calling the cops or chewing her out. Instead, I found myself blushing, trying to hold back a smile. I saw how much prettier she had become in a couple short weeks, and I knew that the same thing would happen to me. And maybe - like she said - I would be even prettier. I had a naturally smooth jawline already. I already had big eyes and a slender frame. Maybe I was built for this. Maybe being a cute girl would be a lot more fun than being another ho-hum dude.

	My body tingled all over.

	I still didn't want to lose myself. I didn't want my life to change.

	Or did l?

	 

	 


CHAPTER 7

	I wasn't going back to Bristol's shop. No way. I couldn't face her again. I couldn't promise that I wouldn't become violent, knowing that she changed me - and on purpose!

	Or maybe I would do something even worse than become violent... maybe I would let her convince me that the was all fine and good. Maybe I would let her make me believe that I was destined to be the hot girl she thought that I could be.

	Could I be a hot girl?

	That night, I lay in bed, trying to will away the pink feelings creeping up inside me... the warmth in my chest... the way my skin tingled whenever I thought about her.

	About. everything.

	I pulled the covers up tighter, squeezing my eyes shut. I'm fine. I'm fine. Maybe that virus was making my body produce less testosterone, and more oestrogen - but that wouldn't change who I was. I was still a man. I was still attracted to women. Hell - I was attracted to Bristol.

	I just needed to ignore those feelings.

	If I ignored it, it would go away. Right?

	The next few days were hell. It wasn't just the weird thoughts. It wasn't just the occasional flutter in my stomach when I saw a cute outfit in a shop window or on some beautiful woman in the streets; it was the way my body was changing.

	I'd gone nearly a week without shaving now, and still - no stubble. I think it was time to admit that my facial hair was gone.[image: Image]

	My face looked softer. My cheekbones more delicate. My lips fuller - and more pink without me even doing anything.

	And my waist was narrower, hips wider, making my pants fit strangely. I couldn't deny it anymore. The virus was real, and Bristol had infected me. The confessions on that website were real. The articles were all real. It didn't matter how aggressively the mainstream media tried to debunk the rumours; it was all true.

	My stomach was getting narrower. My hips felt different - rounder, the way they swayed when I walked was different too, no matter how hard I tried to just walk like a normal dude.

	I had to fight to keep my hands off my own skin, because touching myself felt too good.

	Everything was too sensitive... especially my nipples, which had almost doubled in size. And when I was aroused, my nipples would poke out nearly half an inch; they never did that before; they never bulged against my clothes. I never had to keep my nipples hidden with a tight band.

	Keeping the changes hidden from my friends at work was challenging. I tried not to speak too loudly, knowing my voice would betray me. I wore loose sweaters and sweatpants, even though we weren't really supposed to wear anything too casual to the office. But sometimes, I would catch guys in the office noticing me. I even caught one of the new guys checking out my ass when I was bending over to pick a pen up off the ground. His cheeks turned dark red - and I could hardly blame him; my ass was perkier and rounder than most of the chicks in the building.

	It was a normal evening. I'd just finished a workout at the gym - trying to push through all these weird feelings, trying to prove to myself that I could still be myself, despite the changes that were happening to my thoughts and to my body.

	But when I grabbed my bag from the locker room and headed out... I didn't realize I'd grabbed the wrong one - again. Maybe it wasn't as much of an accident as I wanted to admit. Maybe I noticed that pretty blonde setting that bag down and leaving it as she went to the washroom. Maybe I just pretended like it was a mistake.

	I took it home and unzipped it, and even alone, I pretended to be surprised not to see my own belongings.

	Inside was a dress.

	Not just any dress - a tiny, skimpy, pink sundress.

	Lacy. Feminine. Absolutely adorable.

	And folded neatly beside: a pair of delicate white panties, a matching bra. There were makeup supplies in the bag -  and perfume.

	My heart rate spiked.

	I should have returned that bag. But I didn't. I couldn't. I needed to dive in and feel those fabrics against my skin.

	My hands... they were already reaching out... already tracing the fabric.

	It was so soft.

	So fucking soft.

	I shivered.

	And then, without even realizing it, I was pulling my shirt off. I was undoing my jeans. My body moved on its own, like something deep inside me had been waiting for this moment - aching for it.

	And before I knew it... I was wearing it. I was wearing all of it. The dress slid over me like it weighed nothing. I instantly felt so beautiful. It hugged my waist, flaring out in the most perfect, twirly way. I shimmied, making the skirt dance around me. A whimper escaped my lips. Why had I been fighting these urges? Why hadn't I caved to this earlier? It felt so, so good!

	 

	
And the bra - oh, God, the bra.

	I wasn't sure how I'd even managed to clasp it, but when I did, my whole body shuddered. Now, my boobs were quite obviously boobs; there was no more denying it (and it felt so good to have that band off of my chest, letting those cute B cups loose).

	The panties felt like ecstasy against my skin, hugging me in a way that sent a warm jolt up my spine.

	I turned to the mirror, and I gasped - because staring back at me wasn't Ryan. Not really.

	Staring back was someone softer, prettier, someone who looked damn good in this.

	My lips parted, my breath becoming shaky.

	This wasn't just playing dress-up.

	This felt deeper than that. This wasn't a game. It wasn't some experiment. I was seeing myself for who I was meant to be! My hands ran down my sides, feeling the fabric, feeling the shape of me.

	I was shaking - literally shaking! Not with fear, but with excitement - with a giddy, girlish thrill bubbling up inside me, making my heart race and my cheeks burn hot pink.

	I twirled.

	Oh God, why did this feel so good!? The skirt fluttered around me, brushing against my thighs, making me feel so dainty, so light, so...feminine.

	I giggled: a soft, adorable giggle. The second I heard it - the second I realized it came from me -  Everything came crashing down.

	What was I doing?!

	I ripped the dress off, my hands shaking as I scrambled back into my regular clothes.

	This wasn't me.

	It couldn't be me.

	Was it me?

	Later that night, I found myself scrolling. I was back on that website, back on that stupid conspiracy page I'd sworn I'd stop looking at.

	There was a new post: another testimonial.

	"The flare-ups get stronger. You think you can ignore them, but you can't. The urges come in waves one second, you're fine. The next? You're trying on a dress in a shopping mall dressing room, wondering how you got there. And the worst part? It feels amazing. You don't want to stop. Until the moment passes, and then you're left with the sinking realization that you're losing yourself. That you're becoming something else. That there's no way out."

	I stared at the screen, heart hammering.

	There was another testimonial - much worse than the last one.

	I thought I had the urges under control. I was wrong. I went to a party at a friend's house. It was all going fine, but then I went to use the bathroom. I accidentally walked into a bedroom - some girl's room. Everything was pink and smelled like flowers and bubble gum. I don't know what came over me. I started getting dolled up: makeup, skirt - everything. Then, I heard someone in the hallway. I peeked out and saw one of the party guests - a guy I didn't know. I smiled at him, not knowing what the hell had come over me. He blushed... and a moment later, I was sucking him off in that pink bedroom. I actually sucked a guy off. That's something I can never take back - even if they make a cute for this.

	I felt ill. I didn't want to go any deeper with this, but I could feel the urges getting stronger. I found myself fantasizing about sucking some stranger's cock: making him hard, making him moan, making him spill his cum into my mouth. I wanted to know how satisfying that could be.

	I tried so hard to push those thoughts away.

	But I just couldn't. I was so exhausted from constantly pushing those fantasies out from my mind. Just for a couple hours, I wanted to indulge... So I did.

	I put the outfit back on. I put makeup back on my face. I pranced around my house like a giddy, precious little doll. My gaze was constantly turning towards the mirror. I kept blushing, giggling, smiling. I just allowed it to happen for a whole night, hoping that would help to get it out of my system.

	But it only made me realize how happy I could be, if I just stopped worrying and learned to love the 'gift' that Bristol had given me.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 8

	I woke up in a haze of soft, lingering warmth. Sunlight spilled through the curtains, casting a golden glow across my bedroom floor.

	And the moment I moved - the moment the silky hem of the dress I was still wearing brushed against my thighs - a shiver ran through me.

	Uh oh... Last night hadn't been a dream. I'd really done it.

	I'd spent the night as a girl. I slept in a dress. I hadn't just dressed up - I had been. fully immersed in it, letting myself feel cute, girly... free.

	And now, lying there, swaddled in soft fabrics and the memory of giggles and twirls and happiness, I realized something:

	I didn't regret it... not at all. A tiny, giddy smile crept onto my lips. I sat up, letting the skirt flutter around me, and I hugged myself.

	I felt so soft, so delicate - and I loved it. It wasn't just the outfit, or the makeup still faintly clinging to my skin; it was the way my body felt: my waist curved in just enough, my arms were slimmer, my fingers dainty.

	I shifted, crossing my legs without thinking - and the way my hips swayed into place, the way my thighs pressed together so naturally - it sent a tiny rush of pure, unfiltered euphoria coursing through me.

	I giggled: a real, bubbly, girlish giggle. And this time, I didn't push it away.

	For the first time in weeks, I wasn't scared. I didn't feel like I was fighting something anymore. I felt curious and excited.

	Like I had so much to explore. And so, I did.

	I spent the morning experimenting. I tried on every girly thing I owned - which, admittedly, wasn't much yet - just what I'd 'accidentally' nabbed from the gym. I paired the sundress with cute socks, pulling them up as high as they could go. I tried styling my hair differently, brushing it out, tucking it behind my ears like a proper, elegant girl.

	I even dared to watch makeup tutorials on my phone, practicing with the lipstick and mascara I still had from my last "episode. "

	And by noon, I looked... Stunning.

	I was radiant. My skin glowed. My lips were plump, pink, perfect.

	I spun in front of the mirror, watching the skirt of my dress flare out like a blooming flower.

	And when I finally collapsed onto my bed, breathless, laughing, drunk on my own girliness, I realized I never wanted this feeling to end.

	Then my phone buzzed. And for a moment, my whole world stopped.

	It was a text from Bristol: “I think we should talk. Come by the shop tonight. 9 PM, after my last client leaves. I'll be waiting."

	I froze. My stomach fluttered. Something about it felt... final, like she had been waiting for me to reach this point. And maybe... Maybe I had been waiting, too.

	I spent the rest of the day in a whirlwind of emotions: excitement, fear, anticipation. By the time the sun started to set, my nerves were electric.

	I ran down the road to the little feminine boutique shop and I spent a couple hundred dollars, hardly thinking about it, not hesitating for a moment. Then I rushed back to my house and started. I got ready without even thinking about it. I showered, shaved (not that I needed to - there was no hair left anymore), and picked out the girliest, cutest outfit I could put together.

	A pink pleated skirt.

	A soft, off-the-shoulder sweater.

	Knee-high socks that made me feel so fucking adorable.

	And, of course...

	Lip gloss.

	I stood in front of the mirror, smoothing my skirt, fixing my hair. I was so cute. I looked like a doll. I looked like the kind of girl that would have made me retreat awkwardly to some corner, just a few weeks earlier. It was that level of beauty that intimidated most men. I was out of my own league!

	And that's when it hit me.

	I wasn't crossdressing anymore. This wasn't a costume.

	This was me.

	And it felt so, so right.

	My heart pounded as I grabbed my purse (bought at that little boutique shop) and stepped out into the night.

	The tattoo shop was quiet when I arrived.

	It felt surreal stepping through the door in my soft pink sweater, my flirty little skirt swishing around my thighs, my lips glossy and sweet. It was the first time that I'd been 'out' as a girl. I mean, sure, there was the time in the dressing room at the thrift store, but I never revealed myself to anyone. I never stepped out into the open air where people could see me, where their eyes could fall upon me and inspect me.

	There was a crippling anxiety on my way to that shop, of course; I wondered if they were mocking me behind my back.

	I wondered if it was obvious... and then I wondered if it mattered if it was obvious. I was sure that some people could tell  - and I was sure that others couldn't. I even caught one guy eyeing my legs, which made my heart leap high up in my chest.

	The bell of that tattoo shop jingled as I entered, and Bristol looked up from behind the counter. She smiled - not in surprise, and not in confusion. She smiled like she had been expecting me, like she already knew that I was going to be wearing that exact outfit.

	She was wearing her own cute little goth-girl ensemble. Instantly, I started thinking about different styles. I wondered how I would look in cute goth clothes like that... but I was covered in tattoos like she was. The tattoos definitely added to her vibe. But maybe there was another style out there for me. I was so drawn to the colour pink -  maybe I could go full-pink, full girly-girl.

	I swallowed hard, my heart fluttering in my chest.

	"You look so freaking adorable," she said.

	The words sent a shiver down my spine. I knew she wasn't just paying me lip service. I knew she meant it.

	I felt so cute. I wanted to do a little victory dance. I felt weirdly... validated. I felt like a girl.

	I blushed and looked away. “      I don't know why I came here."

	Bristol tilted her head, leaning forward on the counter. "Don't you?"

	I hesitated. Something inside me stirred. I thought about all the little moments leading up to this. But... she was the reason for all those moments. She did this to me. She infected me...

	Yet, I wasn't mad at her. Maybe the infection was overriding my anger. Maybe the 'euphoria' that was pulsing through me was just a symptom of this 'illness'. I really should have been mad about what she did to me, without asking me first, without really getting to know me. She just made the decision for me, changing my life forever, and that was just downright evil... at least, it seemed evil on the surface.

	But she didn't do it out of evilness. She didn't do it to ruin my life; she did it to try to make my life perfect. She saw something in me that I didn't see in myself, and she took that opportunity to give me something that I would have never given myself.

	I would have never done this without her infecting me. And was I happy before? Maybe I wasn't sad... but I wasn't happy - I wasn't like I was now.

	So how could I be mad? She infected me without my consent. That definitely sounds bad. But if someone hands you a million dollars without your consent, are you going to be mad?

	I liked what I was now. I was starting to accept the changes and embrace what was coming.

	I liked the way my body had changed, sculpting itself into something softer, smoother, more delicate. And I was so, so excited to think that it was only going to get better. I liked the way my heart raced every time I caught my reflection, more and more of a girl staring back at me.

	And Bristol knew it; she was looking at me with that knowing grin.

	I bit my lip. "l don't know how to stop it."

	Bristol's smile softened. "Why would you want to?"

	A lump formed in my throat. I knew she was going to say exactly that. I don't know why I was still trying to pretend like I didn't want this.

	She came around the counter, stepping close, too close - like she could see inside my soul.

	Her fingers reached up and brushed a strand of hair from my face. My breath paused for a moment. "You're beautiful," she murmured. “I made a good pick." I trembled.

	I looked down at her fingers, which were gently pulling at my soft hair now. I saw many little black dots: each dot a mark of guilt: another victim that she had infected with this girly disease. And I wondered how she had become infected in the first place. Was it an accident? Did she accidentally poke herself while tattooing an infected person? Or did she know about the virus, and saw an opportunity to become a girl when an infected person came into her shop.

	I thought about asking... but I had a feeling she wasn't going to tell me.

	"You're seriously so cute. Did I call it or what?" she went on.

	I wanted to believe her. Part of me already did.

	"I'm scared," I whispered, biting my lip.

	Bristol's hand slid down, resting over mine. “I know. But you don't have to be."

	The warmth of her touch spread through me, melting away the last threads of resistance. I just had to accept it: she did this to me, but I wasn't mad about it; I wasn't going to become mad about it. In fact... a part of me wanted to wrap my arms around her and hug her for it.

	I looked down at myself - the outfit, the delicate hands, the cute little nails I had painted before leaving the house -  and realized I wasn't as scared of losing myself as I thought I was.

	I was a little bit scared of admitting the truth.

	And when I looked up at Bristol, eyes wide and glassy with emotion, I finally said it out loud:

	"I'm a girl." The words tumbled out before I could stop them, and the moment they did, I knew there was no going back.

	Bristol's smile lit up the whole damn room. “I knew you'd get there, girly." My skin tingled all over.

	She giggled and I giggled with her. Suddenly, I realized I had a friend in this. I could be a girl with her, and the way she looked at me was so... validating. I liked that so much.

	Bristol squeezed my hands. “I'm going to teach you a few little tricks," she giggled. "And you're going to be the hottest one I've made yet." That statement should have made my skin crawl, but instead I caught myself grinning ear-to ear.

	"You ready?" She asked.

	 

	
I nodded. I was ready.

	Bristol led me to the back room, where a vanity mirror sat under soft, glowing lights. The second I saw my reflection, I turned dark red all over. I'd almost forgotten how cute I was. I already looked so... feminine. Now... we were going to take it even farther. She was going to show me the true potential of my femininity.

	Tonight, I was going all the way.

	Bristol guided me into the chair, her hands gentle. Then, the makeover began.

	She worked with careful precision, brushing soft, peachy blush onto my cheeks, blending shimmering eyeshadow onto my lids. She picked out a dewy pink lip gloss - "The perfect colour for a sweet little thing like you." She giggled.

	She teased my hair, curling it just right, pinning pieces back with cute little butterfly clips. And with every stroke of the brush, every flick of mascara, every girlish detail added to my reflection... I felt my girly side emerge - the real me.

	When she was finished, I couldn't stop staring. My lips parted in shock, because the girl in the mirror wasn't pretend; she wasn't a fantasy: she was real. I was real.

	I was her.

	And when Bristol placed a delicate, sparkling choker around my neck - like a final, ceremonial touch - I almost cried.

	"You're perfect," she whispered.

	My heart swelled.

	I had never felt so beautiful, so alive, so... myself.

	And then she asked, "What's your name going to be?"

	I blinked. My name... My real name. The name that had been waiting for me to claim it.

	I took a shaky breath, and then I smiled. "Morgan," I said.

	The name felt right. I don't know where it came from; it wasn't something that I'd thought of before... but it just fit -  like it had always been mine.

	Bristol grinned. "Morgan, huh? It suits you, princess." Princess.

	Oh, God. That word made me feel so melty inside. I beamed. “I feel so... amazing." Bristol pulled me into a tight, warm hug.

	"I'm proud of you, Morgan."

	And that was it. That was everything. The virus' transformation wasn't yet complete - not even close - but I'd officially accepted what was coming - and I'd accepted what had already happened. Maybe there had always been a hint of that girly-girl inside of me, hiding, waiting to come out. Maybe that virus just brought something that was always there to the surface... I don't know, and I will probably never know, I suppose.

	I just knew that I was happy. The commenters on the website were right: there was no solution to the infection, other than accepting it and embracing it. It was like a huge weight had been lifted from my shoulders. Now, I felt like I could breathe for the first time since that needle had grazed my skin after she poked her finger.

	And now, I knew was never going back, even if they did muster up some 'cure' to this virus.

	I bet you think I'm crazy for accepting what was done to me - and for forgiving Bristol so easily. I suppose from an outside perspective, it really might seem like she had done something truly reprehensible - and I spent a lot of time thinking about that... but it truly didn't feel that way. Her intentions were pure and good, and she knew how amazing this felt; she knew how amazing I would feel. She made a big decision based off of her intuition - and she took a huge risk. Hell - I could have probably gotten her arrested if I was really upset enough. She took that risk - not for herself, but for me.

	Well, maybe there was a little bit of selfishness in her actions. Maybe she just didn't want to feel alone in her condition. Maybe... Though I don't believe that. I really do believe she did what she did in an attempt to liberate me from the male prison I didn't even know that I was trapped in.

	I ended up telling Jason and David everything - well, everything except Bristol's confession. I didn't want them knowing she did what she did on purpose. I didn't need them hating Bristol when she had given me this gift.

	They were shocked at first, but then... Jason just smirked. "It suits you."

	David beamed. "You have been a lot happier lately. I figured something was up." And I was. I was so, so happy. I embraced my new femininity with open arms.

	Over the coming weeks, I filled my closet with skirts, dresses, frilly blouses. I will admit that I burned through a good chunk of my bank account satisfying those girly desires...

	I practiced my voice, finding the cutest, sweetest version of me.

	I giggled more. I twirled in my bedroom. I went out in public as Morgan... as myself - and nobody batted an eye.

	I was free. I was me.

	THE END
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