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HUSBAND TO HOUSEWIFE


Like so many others in his field, Jake loses his job to AI. No worries; Jake has a plan: train to become an AI systems mechanic in the same field. It’s a six-month course and he will end up being paid more than ever before.

But the course doesn’t start for another six months. Until then… he has nothing to do but sit around binging Netflix and playing games.

Jake’s wife, Cassidy, can’t stand his new unemployment. If he’s going to be at home, he needs to be doing chores and errands. But having a ‘househusband’ doesn’t look good for Cassidy’s reputation. Having a ‘maid’ on the other hand…
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When I was let go from my position at Newton Mechanical, my wife, Cassidy, was very sympathetic…

But her sympathy eroded quickly. It was only a week later when she started asking, “Did you apply for any jobs today?” every day.

But it really wasn’t that simple. It wasn’t just a matter of going to get a new job in the same field—because that was pretty much impossible, and Cassidy knew it; we’d talked about it and she seemed to understand. Though it was almost like those conversations never happened. “We can’t live forever off of my income.”

The problem was complex. At work, they’d implemented a new AI diagnostics system that was actually very efficient. Essentially a fancy new code reader that was far more efficient, and could also order necessary parts automatically and walk the mechanic through exactly what needed to be done. It made jobs way easier—and way faster. And overnight, the shop let go of Andy, Rich, and Michael—all of our diagnostics techs. They were no longer necessary since the new system could do their job with one-hundred times more efficiency. It was only a few weeks later when my job was cut, along with five other mechanics, since we were able to get so much more done so much faster.

I mean… it was great for our clients; their cars were being fixed fast and effectively. But for our jobs, it was another story.

And all of the other shops in town were implementing the same system, and letting go of half their workforces. Suddenly, there were hundreds of mechanics fighting for way fewer job openings than ever before. Shops were lowering pay because mechanics were so desperate for work. It got to the point where they were offering around minimum wage. “I could make the same amount just going on unemployment,” I said to Cassidy.

“But you need a job so you can forward your career,” she said. “Even if it means taking a course to put you ahead of the other guys.” So we had looked into courses, but none of the courses had any openings until the next year. It seemed pointless to waste my time dropping off applications for a job that would just be temporary and low pay.

I could tell that Cassidy didn’t think it was fair. I guess it didn’t help that she kept coming home right when I was in the middle of a gaming skirmish. Or in the middle of a movie marathon. But… I was stuck at home with nothing to do, and I couldn’t just sit there pretending to work so that she would feel better about our situation. “I looked at all the new postings,” I would say. “There was nothing good.”

I could see the frustration on her face.

I did look into other jobs—jobs outside of what I knew. I looked into hotel desk jobs and office jobs, but the pay was terrible, and I hated the idea of starting out at the bottom of the ladder all over again.

I had found a course—four months until it started. It was a mechanic course, specializing in operating that AI diagnostics system. It seemed like the in I needed to get back into the industry… but that meant waiting.

“Can’t you find another job in the meantime?” Cassidy asked.

And I looked. I really did. But why bother? It would take weeks to find the right thing, another few weeks to be trained… and then what? A month or two in, I would quit. It wasn’t fair to the employer.

After a few weeks, Cassidy was over it. Suddenly, it was like small details that she never cared about before were all she could see. “What the hell is this?” she asked one evening, picking up a sock that was in the corner of the room. I hadn’t even seen it there and I’d been home all day. “And Jake! The sink! You can’t be leaving it like this!” I walked over to look. There were a few onion bits in the sink and a slight yellow ring around the drain.

“It’s not that bad,” I said.

“Considering you’ve been here all day doing nothing, it is bad!”

She huffed and puffed. We didn’t have sex that night. In fact… we hadn’t had sex since I’d been laid off. In the history of our marriage, we’d never gone more than four days without doing the deed. Now, it had been weeks. And it wasn’t for lack of trying on my part. I tried to initiate, but she was always ‘tired from work’. I could tell that it was her frustrations from having to be the primary breadwinner. “It will help you relax,” I said to her.

“No. I just want to sleep,” she said back.

And then, one morning, before she left for work, she tugged the blankets off of me. “Get up,” she said.

“For what?”

“Just get up. I hate the thought of you sleeping while I’m at work.”

I thought about fighting about it… but I didn’t want to make the situation worse. “No problem,” I said. I went to the kitchen to pour myself a coffee, but she hadn’t turned on the machine. “Did you forget to press the button?” We had always set it up the night before so it would brew at exactly 6:30 AM.

“I guess I forgot,” she said, rolling her eyes. “God forbid you have to make a pot of coffee.”

“What did you drink?”

“I’m getting a Starbucks on my way to work,” she said.

I paused. “Those are expensive, babe. Don’t do that. We’re trying to save money right now.”

She glared at me, unimpressed. “I want a latte.”

“We have the latte maker here. Can’t you just make one here?”

“Maybe tomorrow you can get up before me and make me one,” she said, brushing by me. “And same with breakfast, because I’m getting breakfast at Starbucks this morning too.”

I felt cold all over. She was about to spend $20 at Starbucks—something we never dared to do before. “Babe, c’mon.”

But she just walked out. And twenty minutes later, I saw the alert to my phone, letting me know my credit card had been used a Starbucks. $22.55. After bills and groceries whatnot, we really only had about $25 each day to spend. We weren’t rich people.

I groaned. I paced around. Soon, I was bored. I tidied the house up. I made sure the sink was clean. It all seemed fine to me. So I hopped into a Counter Strike match that I was sure would be over before Cassidy was home. My plan was to hop off and pretend like I was never on before she got back—but she came home early and caught me playing.

I felt guilty… but I didn’t log off. I didn’t want to screw over my teammates so I kept playing while she went to shower. And I wasn’t done when she emerged from the shower—the game was now in overtime.

“Seriously, Jake?” she said, growling at me.

“I’m almost done,” I said, blushing.

Then, she started to find little details I’d missed. “There’s spilled sauce on the counter here. And what’s this?” She marched over to the couch and found an unfolded blanket. “Jake, come on.”

“It’s not that bad,” I said, tensing up.

Then, she found the stack of bills that I actually meant to pay, but forgot. “Did you do anything?” she asked.

My face was red hot. “I cleaned.”

“Cleaned what exactly?”

Cassidy had never been like this. “Babe, relax,” I said. “This is all going to work out. I’m going to finish that course and then I’ll be making more money than I made before. We’re just in a patch right now… where we need to be patient. You need to be patient.”

Her eyes darkened. She stared at me for a long moment before breathing in slowly through her nostrils. “I want a latte and breakfast in the morning,” she said through clenched teeth.

“Okay, okay,” I said, nodding my head quickly… obediently. “Whatever you want.”

If that’s all she wanted to feel better about this, then fine…
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The alarm on my phone went off at 5:45 a.m.—the first time I’d set one since high school. I slapped it silent before the second chime could start, then lay there staring at the ceiling, already regretting the whole idea. The bed felt colder without Cassidy beside me; she’d already slipped out ten minutes earlier to get ready. I could hear the shower running down the hall.

I dragged myself upright, feet hitting the floor like they weighed twenty pounds each. My body screamed for another hour of sleep, but the memory of her voice—clipped, disappointed—kept me moving. “I want a latte and breakfast in the morning.” She hadn’t said please. She hadn’t needed to.

The kitchen was still dark when I flicked on the light. The latte maker sat on the counter like some alien appliance I’d never been allowed to touch. Cassidy always handled it; she liked her coffee exactly right—two shots, steamed oat milk, a perfect half-inch foam crown, sprinkle of cinnamon. I’d watched her do it maybe a dozen times, but watching and doing are not the same thing.

I opened the cabinet under the sink for the coffee beans. They weren’t there. They were on the second shelf next to the mugs—right where she always kept them, of course. I poured what looked like the right amount into the grinder, hit the button, and jumped when it roared to life louder than I remembered. Grounds sprayed across the counter before I could slap the lid down properly.

First mess of the day. Great.

I scooped the loose grounds back into the hopper with my hand, wiped the counter with a dish towel, and tried again. This time the grind finished without incident. I tamped the porta-filter the way I’d seen her do it—too lightly, apparently, because when I locked it into the machine and pressed the double-shot button, only a thin, angry trickle came out. The espresso looked more like motor oil than coffee. I let it run anyway.

Next: milk. The oat milk carton was almost empty. I shook it, poured what was left into the steaming pitcher, and stuck the wand in. I turned the steam knob and immediately got a face full of cold spray. Wrong setting. I twisted it the other way. Now it hissed like a snake and frothed the milk into something that looked like shaving cream. I turned it off too fast; milk sloshed over the rim and dripped onto the floor.

I poured the espresso into a mug, then tried to spoon the foam on top. Most of it slid off in a sad clump. The cinnamon shaker was empty. I found the backup in the spice drawer, shook some on, and stepped back to admire my work.

It looked like something you’d get served at a gas station that had given up on life.

Breakfast was worse.

I opened the fridge. Eggs, bacon, bread, a half-bag of frozen hash browns. I figured eggs and toast would be safe. I cracked four eggs into a pan that was still cold—should’ve preheated it—and they immediately stuck. I scrambled them anyway, scraping furiously while the bottoms turned grey-brown. The bacon went into the microwave between paper towels; three minutes later it came out limp and chewy instead of crisp. The toast burned on one side because I got distracted trying to salvage the eggs.

By the time I plated everything, the counter looked like a crime scene: spilled grounds, milk splatter, bacon grease fingerprints, a smear of egg yolk I hadn’t noticed until it was too late. The latte sat cooling beside the plate, foam already collapsing into a sad beige puddle.

I heard her heels on the hardwood before I saw her.

Cassidy stepped into the kitchen in her navy blazer and pencil skirt, hair still damp from the shower, makeup half-done. She stopped short when she saw the counter.

Her eyes moved slowly from the mess to the plate to the mug.

She didn’t say anything at first. Just stared.

Then, quietly: “This is what you came up with?”

I swallowed. “I… tried. The machine’s tricky. And we’re almost out of oat milk. And the beans⁠—”

“Jake.” Her voice was flat. “I asked for a latte and breakfast. Not a disaster I have to clean up before I leave for work.”

“I can clean it,” I said quickly. “I was going to⁠—”

“You were going to,” she echoed. She picked up the mug, sniffed it, set it back down without drinking. “This doesn’t even smell like coffee. It smells like burnt rubber and disappointment.” She didn’t look bad. She looked… disappointed. Maybe in herself for choosing a partner who couldn’t do a simple job.

I felt my face heat. “I’m sorry. I’ll do better tomorrow.”

She looked at me for a long moment, the way someone looks at a problem they’re tired of solving. “If you’re going to be home all day, then you need to actually contribute. I’m not just asking for coffee and eggs. I’m asking you to save us money. That means the house stays clean. Meals get planned. Bills get paid on time. Laundry gets done before we run out of underwear. If you’re not bringing in a paycheck right now, this”—she gestured at the kitchen—“is your job.”

I nodded, throat tight.

She opened her purse, pulled out her phone, and tapped the screen a few times. “I just Venmo’d you twenty-five dollars. Go to the grocery store today. Figure out dinner for tonight—something decent, not frozen pizza or takeout. And clean the bathroom. Top to bottom. Scrub the grout. Replace the shower curtain liner if it’s still got mildew on it. I want it done before I get home.”

“Okay,” I said. My voice sounded small.

She glanced at the clock. “I’m going to stop at Starbucks again. I can’t drink that.” She nodded toward the mug like it had personally offended her. “And don’t wait up if I’m late. I might grab drinks with Mara after work. She just got that promotion and now I need to stay in her good books.”

“Understood,” I said.

She didn’t kiss me goodbye. She just walked out, purse swinging, heels clicking down the hall.

The front door shut.

I stood in the wreckage of the kitchen, staring at the cold eggs and the ruined latte. My phone buzzed: the Venmo notification. $25 from Cassidy with the note:

Dinner. Bathroom. Don’t disappoint me again.

I exhaled slowly, then started cleaning.

The day had barely started, and I already felt like I was failing at the only thing left for me to do.


CHAPTER 3
[image: ]


Ispent the rest of the morning scrubbing the bathroom like my life depended on it. The grout in the shower tiles had turned a dull grey-brown over the years; I attacked it with an old toothbrush and a bottle of bleach cleaner until my knuckles were raw and the tiles gleamed white again. I replaced the shower curtain liner—found a spare folded in the linen closet—and even wiped down the mirror until there wasn’t a single streak. By the time I finished, the whole room smelled like lemon and chemicals, and my back ached in a way that reminded me I wasn’t twenty anymore.

The grocery store took longer than I expected. Twenty-five bucks doesn’t go far, but I managed: chicken thighs, rice, frozen broccoli, a bag of onions, garlic, some cheap spices we already had at home. I’d watched enough cooking videos over the last few weeks to think I could pull off something basic—garlic butter chicken and rice with steamed broccoli on the side. Nothing fancy, but edible. I even remembered to buy a small carton of oat milk for tomorrow’s latte attempt.

Back home, I cleaned the kitchen disaster from the morning first, then started prepping. I seasoned the chicken, seared it in a pan until the skin crisped (only burned one side a little), then finished it in the oven while the rice cooker did its thing. The broccoli I steamed until it was bright green but not mushy. When the timer went off, the house actually smelled like food instead of defeat.

Cassidy got home at 6:40—later than usual, but not “drinks with Mara” late. She dropped her bag by the door, kicked off her heels, and paused when she caught the scent drifting from the kitchen.

“You cooked?” she asked, sounding surprised.

“Yeah. Chicken and rice. Broccoli. Nothing crazy.”

She walked in, still in her blazer, and looked at the table. Two plates, steam still rising. The rice was a little sticky in places, the chicken skin was unevenly browned, and one of the thighs had split open when I flipped it, but it wasn’t charcoal. The broccoli looked… fine.

She sat down without saying anything else. I sat across from her, suddenly nervous, like I was waiting for a performance review.

She took a bite of chicken, chewed slowly. Another bite of rice. A piece of broccoli.

Then she looked up at me. “This is… actually pretty good, Jake.”

I exhaled. “Really?”

“I mean, the seasoning’s a little heavy on the garlic, and the rice could use less water next time, but yeah. You tried. And you didn’t set anything on fire.” A small smile tugged at the corner of her mouth—the first real one I’d seen in weeks. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“No,” I said, relaxing for the first time all day. “It wasn’t.”

She reached across the table, brushed her fingers over my knuckles, then leaned in and kissed me. Soft at first, then deeper, her hand sliding to the back of my neck. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark in a different way.

“Come here,” she said quietly, standing up. She took my hand and led me down the hall to the bedroom.

The door clicked shut behind us.

She pushed me gently against the wall just inside, kissing me harder now, hands already working the buttons of my shirt. I tugged her blazer off her shoulders; it hit the floor. Her blouse followed. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath—just the thin camisole she sometimes wore under her work clothes. I could feel her nipples hard against the fabric as I palmed her breasts.

She broke the kiss long enough to pull the camisole over her head, then shoved my shirt off completely. Her nails raked lightly down my chest as she sank to her knees. My jeans were gone in seconds; boxers followed. She looked up at me, lips parted, then took me into her mouth without hesitation.

I groaned, head tipping back against the wall. Her tongue swirled around the head, then she took me deeper, hollowing her cheeks, one hand stroking what she couldn’t fit. It had been so long—weeks of rejection had left me embarrassingly sensitive. I tangled my fingers in her hair, not guiding, just holding on.

“Cass—” I warned after only a minute.

She pulled off with a wet pop, stood, and shoved me toward the bed. “Not yet.”

I landed on my back. She climbed over me, straddling my hips, already shimmying out of her skirt and panties. She was soaked; I could feel it when she ground against me. She reached between us, lined me up, and sank down in one slow, deliberate motion.

We both moaned.

She rode me hard from the start—hips rolling, then bouncing, breasts swaying with every thrust. I gripped her thighs, thumbs pressing into the soft skin, then slid my hands up to squeeze her ass, helping her move faster. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on my chest, nails digging in as she chased her own rhythm. I wasn’t used to this. She never wanted to be on top. She was more of a… missionary fan. She liked to be on her back, with me doing the thrusting. But this was different. Now, she had me pinned in a way that I couldn’t do anything. She was in control. And it was actually kind of… hot.

“Touch me,” she gasped.

I slid one hand between us, thumb finding her clit, rubbing tight circles the way she liked. Her breath hitched, movements turning erratic. I thrust up to meet her, hard and deep, until she clenched around me, crying out, shuddering through her orgasm.

The sight of her—head thrown back, mouth open, body trembling—pushed me over the edge. I gripped her hips and drove up into her one last time, spilling inside her with a low groan.

She collapsed onto my chest, both of us breathing hard, slick with sweat. After a minute she lifted her head, kissed me lazily.

“That was overdue,” she murmured against my lips.

“Yeah,” I managed.

She rolled off me eventually, stretching like a cat, then propped herself on one elbow. “Don’t get too comfortable. You’ve got morning duties tomorrow.”

I laughed under my breath. “Right.”

“Latte. Breakfast. And—” She paused, tracing a finger down my sternum. “Pack my lunch. Something simple—leftover chicken, some rice, veggies if we have any. It’ll save money. And if you don’t mind, start the car so it warms up before I leave. It’s supposed to be cold tomorrow.”

I looked at her. The way she said it—so casual, so certain—made something twist in my stomach. Not anger, exactly. Just… recognition.

I was being turned into the housewife.

The thought should’ve bothered me more. I waited for the protest to rise, for the urge to push back.

It didn’t come. This was just temporary—until I could do that course and get back to work.

Instead I nodded. “Okay.”

She smiled, satisfied, and rolled over to turn off the lamp.

“Good boy,” she said softly into the dark.

I stared at the ceiling long after her breathing evened out.

Tomorrow I’d wake up early again. Make the latte. Cook breakfast. Pack her lunch. Warm up the car.
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The next few days settled into a rhythm I hadn’t expected but didn’t entirely hate.

I woke up at 5:45 every morning now, no alarm protests. The coffee machine didn’t intimidate me anymore; I’d figured out the exact grind size, tamp pressure, and steam wand angle that produced something Cassidy actually drank without grimacing. Breakfast improved too—scrambled eggs with chives (I’d bought a tiny plastic clamshell of them), toast that wasn’t charred, bacon crisp instead of chewy. I packed her lunch the night before: leftovers portioned into the glass containers she liked, a little note sometimes (“Don’t work too hard”), though she never mentioned reading them.

After she left, the house became my domain.

I vacuumed, dusted, mopped. I learned which cleaning products left streaks and which didn’t. I sorted laundry by colour and fabric the way she’d always done it, even though I used to just throw everything in together and hope for the best. The ironing board came out more often than I ever thought it would. Cassidy started leaving little piles of clothes on the dining table with sticky notes: “Please iron—work tomorrow” or “Blouse for Friday meeting.” Blouses, skirts, the occasional silk camisole. I stood in the living room with the steam iron hissing, pressing careful creases into fabric that smelled faintly of her perfume.

One afternoon she texted me a single line: “Can you spritz the couch cushions with my perfume? The lavender one on the dresser. Thanks babe.”

I stared at the message for a full minute. Then I walked upstairs, found the bottle—elegant glass, pale purple label—and carried it down. I misted the cushions lightly, the way I’d seen her do it once or twice. The living room smelled like her for hours afterward. It felt strangely intimate, like I was leaving traces of her on purpose.

It should’ve felt emasculating. The ironing, the perfume, the way I caught myself humming while folding her lingerie into neat stacks. But mostly it just felt… useful. Purposeful. When she came home and the house was tidy, dinner was started, her clothes were pressed and hanging, she smiled—really smiled—and kissed me like she meant it. No more glares. No more “Did you do anything today?” I wasn’t a freeloader anymore. I was contributing. That counted for something.

Friday evening she came home early, still in her work heels, carrying takeout bags from the Thai place we used to love but hadn’t afforded in months. She set them on the counter, kicked off her shoes, and motioned for me to sit on the couch.

I sat. She sat beside me, closer than usual, knee touching mine.

“I need to ask you something,” she said. Her tone was careful, almost rehearsed. “And I know it’s going to sound kind of weird, but if you’re going to be home anyway… I really need you to do this for me.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Okay. Shoot.”

She took a breath. “There’s a package coming tomorrow at noon. Signature required. It’s some prototype parts for a big presentation Monday—confidential stuff. I can’t have it rerouted; the shipping guy already warned me it has to be signed by the named recipient.”

I nodded slowly. “So… you want me to sign for it?”

“Yes. But.” She hesitated, then met my eyes. “The name on the label is mine. Cassidy Marie Reynolds. If it’s you signing, he might refuse to hand it over. I just can’t chance it, Jake.”

“Okay, so what do you want me to do?” I waited.

She reached over and squeezed my hand. “I need you to… look like me. Just for the thirty seconds it takes to open the door, sign, and take the box. One of my outfits, the wig I wore for that Halloween party two years ago after that hairstylist cut my hair short—it’s still in the closet—and a little makeup. Nothing crazy. Just enough that if he glances at you, he thinks, ‘Oh, that’s Cassidy.’”

I blinked.

She rushed on. “I know it sounds insane. I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t important. These parts are worth more than our rent, and if they don’t get signed for properly, the whole presentation falls apart and I look incompetent in front of the entire executive team. Please, Jake. It’s just to sign for a package.”

I let the silence sit for a second. My brain spun through a dozen objections—embarrassment, the sheer strangeness of it, what if the driver noticed something off?—but they all felt small compared to the way she was looking at me. Like she was counting on me. Like I was the only person she could trust with this.

I shrugged one shoulder. “No big deal.”

Her face lit up with relief. “Really?”

“Yeah. I mean… it’s just standing at the door for a minute, right? Sign, take the box, close the door. Done.”

“Exactly.” She leaned in and kissed me—quick, grateful. “Thank you. You’re saving my ass here.”

I smiled, even though something deep in my chest twisted uncomfortably. Not anger. Not quite shame. Just… a quiet awareness that the line between “helping” and something else was getting blurrier every day.

She stood up, already moving toward the bedroom. “Come on. Let’s try the wig now so we’re not scrambling tomorrow. And I’ll show you how I do my quick five-minute face.”

I followed her down the hall.

The wig was long, dark auburn, same colour as hers. She brushed it out, pinned it carefully over my hair, then stood back and tilted her head.

“Not bad,” she said, almost to herself. “We’ll do the rest tomorrow. Light foundation, mascara, lip gloss. You’ve got good bone structure—you’ll pass from the doorway.”

I looked at myself in the mirror over her dresser. The shape of my face was still mine, but the hair changed everything. Softer. Different.

It looks weird. “This isn’t going to work,” I said.

“It’s just for a quick hand off. It doesn’t have to be perfect,” she said.

“But I see the delivery guy every few days. He’s going to see me after this. It’s embarrassing.”

“It’s fine,” she said, waving me off.

“I don’t know…”

Cassidy wrapped her arms around me from behind, chin on my shoulder. “You’re the best, you know that?”

“Yeah,” I said quietly. “I know.”

Tomorrow at noon I’d open the door in her clothes, wearing her wig and her makeup, and sign her name. I was dreading it more than I’d ever dreaded anything.
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Cassidy left at 7:15 sharp, latte in her travel mug, lunch packed in the little insulated bag I’d started using, car already idling in the driveway with warm air blowing through the vents. She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek—more perfunctory than passionate these days—and reminded me, “Noon. Wig, blouse, skirt, light makeup. Just enough. Don’t overthink it.”

“Right,” I said. “Noon.”

The door closed. The house went quiet.

I stood in the hallway for a minute, listening to the engine fade down the street, then walked straight to the bedroom. The outfit she’d laid out on the bed last night was still there: a simple navy blouse with a subtle ruffle at the collar, a knee-length black pencil skirt, low black heels she said “wouldn’t kill you for thirty seconds,” and the auburn wig on its foam head beside the vanity.

I started with the easy parts. Stripped down to my boxers, pulled on the skirt first. The zipper was in the back; I fumbled it twice before getting it up. The fabric hugged my hips in a way that felt foreign—constricting but not uncomfortable. The blouse next. Buttons from the wrong side. Sleeves too tight across the shoulders. I left the top two undone because doing them up made my chest look weirdly flat and wide at the same time.

Heels. I slipped them on, wobbled two steps, caught myself on the dresser. Okay. Manageable for standing at the door.

Now the face.

Cassidy had said “light makeup—five minutes.” She’d shown me the basics the night before: foundation, concealer, mascara, lip gloss. She’d even done a quick demo on herself while I watched, talking me through it like it was no big deal. But watching her do it on her own face and doing it on mine were two different universes.

I sat at her vanity, the little lighted mirror making every pore look like a crater. Foundation first. I squeezed too much onto the back of my hand, dabbed it on with my fingers the way she’d done, then tried to blend with the little sponge. It streaked. Orange in places, ghostly in others. I wiped it off with a makeup wipe—cold, stinging—and tried again. Better, but still patchy around the jaw.

Concealer under the eyes. I looked like I’d been punched. Too much. Too light. Wiped again.

Mascara. I poked myself in the eye on the first try. Tears. Black smudges. Wipe. Retry. Lashes clumped. Wipe. Third time the wand slipped and I drew a thick black line across my cheek like war paint. I laughed once—short, nervous—then kept going.

An hour passed. Then another. The clock on the nightstand read 9:47. I had time, but the pressure was building.

I opened my phone, searched “how to do light makeup for women,” scrolled past the glossy influencer videos, landed on something called “Beginner Friendly 5-Minute Office Look.” Watched it twice. Still couldn’t get the contour right. Cassidy hadn’t even mentioned contour.

Then, buried in the recommendations, a thumbnail caught my eye: a guy in a wig and subtle makeup staring straight at the camera. Title: “MtF Makeup Tutorial: Hiding Male Features for Beginners – No Fancy Products Needed.”

I clicked.

The guy—soft voice, patient—started with “First, we’re going to block the beard shadow because that’s the biggest giveaway.” He demonstrated with a full-coverage concealer and setting powder. Then brows: filling them in to make them thinner and more arched. Then contouring the jaw to soften it, highlighting the cheekbones. “The goal isn’t to look like a supermodel,” he said. “It’s to look like you belong in the mirror.”

I paused the video. Stared at my reflection—still half-made-up, streaky, ridiculous.

Then I wiped everything off again. Fresh start.

I followed his steps exactly.

Beard coverage: I used Cassidy’s heavier concealer, patted it on with a damp sponge like he showed. Set it with translucent powder I found in her drawer. Brows: I borrowed her brow pencil, went lighter than I thought I should, arched them up. Foundation over top, blended properly this time. A tiny bit of bronzer under the cheekbones, a dot of highlighter on the tops. Mascara—careful, no clumps. Lip gloss, just a swipe.

I kept pausing and rewinding. Rewound the brow part four times. The contour twice. By the time I finished, my back hurt from hunching over the mirror and my phone battery was at 8%.

I sat back.

The clock said 11:22.

I looked up.

The person in the mirror wasn’t me. Not exactly Jake. But not a bad imitation of Cassidy, either. The wig framed softer features now that the jaw was shadowed and contoured. The brows lifted the whole expression. The lips looked fuller, shinier. From more than a foot away, it could pass. Maybe even closer.

I tilted my head. Blinked. The lashes fluttered in a way that felt… delicate.

I didn’t look like a man in drag. I looked… kind of cute.

The word landed in my head and stayed there. Cute. Not handsome. Not rugged. Cute.

I turned my face side to side. The skirt shifted against my thighs. The blouse pulled a little across the chest. I stood up—still wobbly in the heels—and walked to the full-length mirror on the closet door.

From a few feet back, it worked. Really worked.

I felt heat crawl up my neck. Not embarrassment, exactly. Something warmer. Stranger.

I smoothed the skirt down with my palms. Adjusted the wig where it had slipped a fraction. Then I just… stood there. Looking.

The doorbell wasn’t going to ring for another thirty-eight minutes.

I had time.

I sat back down at the vanity, opened the phone again, and—without really thinking—typed into the search bar: “beginner feminization makeup tips.” Maybe I could do even better before the delivery man came for the ultimate judgement.

The results loaded.

I didn’t close the tab.
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The doorbell rang at 11:58.

I froze in the hallway, heart kicking up into my throat. The outfit felt tighter suddenly—the skirt hugging my thighs, the blouse brushing my collarbones, the wig’s strands tickling my neck. I smoothed everything one last time, took a breath that smelled faintly of Cassidy’s lavender perfume (I’d spritzed a little on my wrists earlier, just in case), and walked to the door.

Heels clicking on hardwood. Slow. Deliberate. Don’t wobble.

I opened the door.

The delivery guy was big—broad shoulders, thick beard, brown uniform shirt stretched across his chest. He held a clipboard in one hand, the package in the other: plain brown box, about the size of a microwave, labeled with Cassidy’s name and “Signature Required – Adult.”

“Cassidy Reynolds?” he asked, glancing up.

I nodded once, kept my voice soft and quiet, but steady. “That’s me.”

He handed me the clipboard and a pen. I signed—Cassidy Marie Reynolds—in the looping cursive she’d practiced with me quickly the night before. My hand didn’t shake. Much.

He took the clipboard back, tore off the receipt, and passed me the box. It was heavier than it looked. Our fingers brushed for half a second.

He didn’t move right away.

His eyes flicked over me—face, then down to the blouse, the skirt, back up. Not quick. Not clinical. He paused on my lips, maybe, or the way the wig framed my jaw. A flush crept up his neck, faint but there, turning the skin above his beard pink.

I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I couldn’t believe I was standing there, before a stranger, dressed like a girl. This wasn’t me. It was like I’d slipped and fallen into someone else’s life.

“I like your outfit,” he said. Low. Almost shy.

I blinked. “Thanks.”

He cleared his throat, shifted the empty clipboard under his arm. “Yeah. Looks… good on you.”

Then he turned, walked back down the steps, climbed into the truck without another word.

The door closed behind me with a soft click.

Anti-climactic. Quick. Over.

Except for that look. And the blush. And the compliment that didn’t sound like teasing. But it probably was… Right? Surely he could tell I wasn’t a girl and just didn’t want to start a shitstorm. Surely he didn’t want to get in trouble at work for coming across as ‘transphobic’ with a customer.

Or maybe he really did think that I was a girl.

I carried the box to the kitchen counter, set it down, then walked—still in the heels—straight back to the bedroom. To the full-length mirror.

The reflection stared back.

Better than I remembered from earlier. The contour had settled; the jaw looked softer, less square. The brows arched just right. The lip gloss caught the light when I turned my head. Even the posture—shoulders back a little, hips shifted—felt natural now. I tilted my chin up, watched the throat disappear under shadow and foundation. From here, I could almost believe it.

I noticed the small things I’d missed before.

The foundation could be blended more at the hairline. The mascara was good, but a touch of eyeliner would sharpen the eyes. The wig could use a quick brush to smooth the part. And maybe… a different shade of gloss. Something warmer.

A fuzzy warmth spread under my ribs. Not panic. Not disgust. Just… satisfaction. Pride, almost.

I pushed it down hard.

No. Job’s done. Package signed. Time to change.

I kicked off the heels first—thank God—then reached back for the skirt zipper. It stuck for a second; I tugged harder. The fabric slid down my legs. Blouse next—buttons easier going out than coming in. I folded everything neatly, the way Cassidy liked, and laid it on the bed.

In the bathroom, I turned on the faucet, wet a cloth, started wiping.

Foundation came off in streaks. Concealer. Brow pencil. Mascara smudged into dark rings under my eyes. I scrubbed harder.

Halfway through, I caught my reflection in the mirror above the sink.

My cock was straining against my boxers. Rock hard. Aching.

I stared.

Heat flooded my face—embarrassment this time, sharp and immediate. Why? The delivery guy? The mirror? The skirt against my skin? The way I’d looked… cute?

I finished washing fast, cold water on my cheeks, avoiding my own eyes. Pulled on sweats and a T-shirt. Normal clothes. Safe clothes.

Cassidy got home around six-thirty. I was already in the bedroom when she walked in, sitting on the edge of the bed pretending to scroll my phone.

She kicked off her shoes, unzipped her skirt, let it drop. Stepped out of it in just her blouse and black lace panties. She turned toward the dresser, back to me, and I watched the way the lace cut across her hips, the soft curve of her ass. Cute. Effortless.

My mind slipped.

What would those feel like? The delicate elastic, the way they’d hug, the slight friction when I moved. How soft against skin that had just been shaved smooth…

She hooked her thumbs in the waistband, slid them down, tossed them into the laundry bin without looking. Naked from the waist down now, she pulled on grey sweats and an old college hoodie.

My face burned. Head spinning. Pulse loud in my ears.

She turned, catching me staring.

“Are you okay?” she asked, frowning a little.

“Huh? Yeah. Fine.” I forced a smile. Cleared my throat. “Just… zoned out.”

She studied me for a second, then shrugged. “Long day?”

“Something like that.”

She padded over, kissed the top of my head, and went to the kitchen to pour wine.

I stayed on the bed.

Pull it together, Jake.

It was just makeup. Just clothes. Just a signature.

Just a moment in the mirror.

Just a hard-on I couldn’t explain. No, no—I had to forget about that. It was meaningless. A coincidence. Just… blood flow.

I told myself it didn’t mean anything.
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The next morning felt almost ordinary again.

I woke at 5:45, made the latte exactly right—two shots, oat milk steamed to 150 degrees, perfect foam, light cinnamon dust. Breakfast was scrambled eggs with spinach and feta (I’d started buying feta because Cassidy mentioned once that she liked it), whole-grain toast, sliced avocado. Lunch packed: grilled chicken salad with the leftover veggies, homemade vinaigrette in a tiny jar on the side. Car warmed, engine purring when she climbed in.

She kissed me properly this time—lips lingering for a second longer than usual—before she left.

After the door closed, I didn’t linger in the hallway. I had a system now.

Grocery list on the fridge whiteboard. Coupons clipped from the Sunday circular. I knew the aisles at the store like the back of my hand: produce first, then dairy, meat counter last so nothing spoiled in the cart. I moved quicker, less flustered. The cashier—same woman every Tuesday—started calling me by name. “Hey, Jake, got the good avocados today?” I’d smile, nod, pay with the debit card Cassidy had linked to the household account.

Cooking improved too. I watched one YouTube channel religiously: a calm woman in her forties who did “budget-friendly weeknight meals.” I meal-prepped on Sundays now—chopped veggies, marinated proteins, portioned rice into containers. Monday through Friday dinners were ready to reheat or finish in twenty minutes. Cassidy came home to hot food, clean counters, folded laundry waiting on the dresser.

I even started calling it “the housewife thing” in my head. Jokingly, at first. Then less jokingly. It fit. I was good at it. The house ran smoother than it ever had when we both worked. No more frantic searches for clean socks. No more takeout three nights a week because we were too tired. Cassidy relaxed in the evenings—wine in hand, feet up, actually talking to me about her day instead of sighing at the mess.

I liked being useful. Needed, even.

Then Thursday night she came home different.

No kiss at the door. No kick-off of heels with a dramatic sigh of relief. She set her bag down quietly, walked straight to the living room couch, and sat. Hands folded in her lap.

“We need to talk.”

I turned off the burner under the pasta sauce, wiped my hands on a dish towel, and joined her. The room felt smaller suddenly.

She didn’t look at me right away. Just stared at the coffee table.

“People around town are… talking. About you.”

“What?” The word came out sharper than I meant. “Talking how?”

She exhaled through her nose. “They think it’s embarrassing. That you’re home all day while I’m out working. That I’m… carrying us. That you’re some kind of freeloader.”

I felt heat climb my neck. “Who’s saying that?”

“Doesn’t matter. Neighbours. Friends. The woman at the dry cleaners asked me last week if everything was okay at home. Mara told me someone at the office made a joke about ‘keeping your man on a short leash.’ It’s spreading.”

I swallowed. “I’m not doing nothing. The house is spotless. Dinner’s ready every night. I’m handling errands you used to do. I’m⁠—”

“I know,” she cut in, softer now. “I know you’re doing a lot. More than a lot. But they don’t see that. They see a guy in sweats answering the door when they drop off a package, or they hear I’m the only one with a paycheck. And it reflects on me. On us.”

I rubbed my face. “So what do you want me to do about it? Go get a shitty job at minimum wage just to shut them up?”

She finally met my eyes. “No. I don’t want that. You’d hate it, and we’d be right back where we started—fighting about money and resentment.” She paused, licked her lips. “But someone saw you. Through the window. Dressed as… me. Signing for the package.”

My stomach dropped.

“They thought you were a maid.”

I stared at her.

“A maid,” she repeated, almost laughing but not quite. “The neighbour across the street—Mrs. Harlan—told her book club. Said she saw ‘Cassidy’s new maid’ at the door. Cute little skirt, blouse, everything. They think we got some sort of inheritance—with you not working and a maid around the house.”

I couldn’t speak for a second. The image hit me like cold water: me in the navy blouse and pencil skirt, wig pinned, makeup smoothed, standing politely at the door while some nosy woman across the street watched through binoculars or whatever.

Cassidy leaned forward, elbows on knees. “Look. I’m not asking you to stop helping. I like coming home to a clean house and food on the table. I like not worrying about the little things. But if you’re going to be running errands—grocery store, dry cleaners, post office—maybe… go as the maid. Otherwise, just keep the curtains closed when you’re dressed like that. So people don’t think you’re a stay-at-home husband. They can think we have a maid instead. It’s less… humiliating for both of us.”

Humiliating.

The word landed heavy.

I looked down at my hands—calluses from scrubbing grout, faint red lines from hot pans. “You want me to go out in a skirt and heels. In public. As your maid.”

“Not full-time. Just when you need to leave the house. Quick trips. Head down, get it done, come back. No one will look twice at a woman doing errands. They’ll just see… help.”

I laughed once, short and hollow. “You’re serious.”

“I’m trying to protect us,” she said quietly. “From the whispers. From the pity. From the jokes at my expense.”

The silence stretched.

I thought about the mirror that day. The way I’d looked. Cute. The fuzzy warmth I’d pushed down. The hard-on afterward. The way I kept thinking about her panties in the laundry bin.

I thought about how good it felt to be competent. To be needed.

I thought about Mrs. Harlan peering through her curtains.

“Okay,” I said finally. My voice sounded distant. “If that’s what you need.”

Cassidy exhaled like she’d been holding her breath for hours. She reached over, squeezed my knee. “Thank you. It’s temporary. Just until you get that course and get back into the shop. Or… whatever comes next.”

I nodded.

She stood, headed to the kitchen. “Dinner smells amazing, by the way.”

I stayed on the couch a minute longer.

The curtains in the living room were open. Streetlights glowed outside. I could see Mrs. Harlan’s house across the way—lights on in the dining room, silhouette moving behind the glass.

I got up slowly, walked over, and pulled the curtains closed.

One smooth motion.

Click.

The room dimmed.

I turned back toward the kitchen, where Cassidy was already pouring wine.

Tomorrow I’d make breakfast. Pack lunch. Warm the car.

And maybe—when I needed to run to the store—I’d open the closet again.

Just to help.

Just to keep the whispers quiet.

Just to be the maid.
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The next morning started the same—latte, breakfast, lunch packed, car warmed—but the tone shifted when Cassidy left. She paused at the door, turned back, and gave me a small, almost apologetic smile.

“Grocery run today?” she asked.

“Yeah. We’re out of everything. Produce, milk, chicken for tomorrow.”

She nodded. “Different store. The one on Maple, twenty minutes away. Less chance anyone recognizes you.” She hesitated. “You’ll… dress the part?”

I swallowed. “Yeah.”

She kissed my cheek—quick, grateful—and left.

The house felt too quiet after the door clicked shut.

I waited until 9:30, then went upstairs.

The outfit Cassidy had suggested last night was already on the bed: part of a simple black maid-style dress she’d bought years ago for a themed party—short puffed sleeves, white apron tied at the waist, knee-length skirt with a subtle crinoline underneath for shape. Then there were some more ‘normal’ pieces to make it less costumey—just enough that it would be obvious I was ‘help’. Black tights. Low black flats she said were “practical.” The auburn wig. And, underneath it all, something new: a padded bra she’d left out. I squeezed the bra. The pads were squishy and jiggly, like they were filled with some thick fluid. I blushed at how much they actually felt like real titties.

I stripped naked first.

The shower was hot. I lathered my legs slowly, deliberately. The razor—Cassidy’s pink one—was sharp. I started at the ankle, gliding up in long, careful strokes. Hair fell away in dark clumps, swirling down the drain. Calf. Knee. Thigh. I had to go over spots twice; the skin underneath was pale, sensitive, goose-bumped from the steam and the exposure. When I finished both legs, they felt alien—smooth, cool, strangely vulnerable. I ran my palms up them once, testing. Silk under my fingers. My cock twitched at the sensation. I ignored it.

Back in the bedroom, I started dressing.

Panties first—black lace ones Cassidy had set out, the kind with delicate scalloped edges. They slid up my freshly shaved legs like a whisper. The lace cupped me snugly; the front panel stretched taut over my growing half-hardness. I adjusted myself, tucked back as best I could, felt the elastic bite gently into my hips. Humiliating. Intimate. Arousing in a way that made my face burn.

“Fuck,” I whispered. I took a moment to gather my composure. Why was my heart racing so fast? This was just… an errand. Quick. Meaningless. Temporary.

Padded bra next. I fumbled the clasp behind my back three times before it hooked. The cups pushed what little chest I had forward, created soft, rounded cleavage that looked real from the front. I stared down at it—strange cleavage on my own body—and felt heat pool low in my belly.

Tights. Rolling them up my legs was slow, tense work. The nylon whispered against smooth skin, clinging like a second layer. Every inch felt exposed, even though I was covering more.

The dress…

I stepped into it, pulled it up over my hips. The crinoline flared the skirt out just enough to look prim, domestic. The white apron tied in a neat bow at the small of my back. I smoothed the fabric over my stomach, felt the way it nipped in at the waist, accentuated the padded curve above and the flare below.

Wig. Makeup.

I followed the MtF tutorial steps again—chin and cheek coverage thick, brows arched higher this time, contour sharper along the jaw. A touch of blush. Mascara. Soft pink lip gloss. I added eyeliner—a thin wing I’d practiced twice yesterday. It wasn’t perfect, but it was better.

When I finished, I stood in front of the full-length mirror.

The woman looking back wore a classic black-and-white maid dress, apron crisp, legs long and smooth under sheer black tights, face soft and pretty. Not supermodel. Not cartoonish. Just… convincingly female. Convincingly servile.

I turned side to side. The skirt swished. The padded bra gave gentle bounce when I moved. My cock—still half-hard—strained against the lace, a secret throb no one would see.

Humiliating. Wrong.

But in a weird way… kind of sexy. Like I was staring at a vulnerable girl, and I had total control over her. I bit down on the edge of my tongue.

Maybe I really was convincing. Convincing enough that people wouldn’t look too closely. Convincing enough that they wouldn’t recognize me.

I grabbed the reusable bags, slipped on the flats, took a deep breath, and left the house through the back door. Curtains closed behind me. Car in the garage. Twenty-minute drive to the Maple supermarket.

I took a moment to catch my breath.

I knew I could be quick. Efficient. Keep focussed on the task and ignore the people around me. I didn’t know any of them; they didn’t know me. There was nothing to worry about.

Nothing to worry about.

Inside the store, fluorescent lights felt too bright. I kept my head down, moved quickly. Produce aisle first—apples, spinach, carrots. I could feel eyes on me, but no one stared openly.

An older woman smiled politely when I reached past her for romaine. A teenage cashier glanced up, then back down at the register like it was nothing.

Then the meat counter.

An older man—late fifties, handsome in a silver-fox way: salt-and-pepper hair, strong jaw, navy polo shirt that fit well across broad shoulders—stood waiting for his turn. He turned as I approached.

His eyes started at my face, dropped to the apron, the dress, the tights, the smooth legs. Slow. Appreciative. He didn’t hide it. His gaze lingered on the curve of my hips, the way the skirt flared, then came back up to my lips, my eyes.

He smiled—small, warm, interested.

“Excuse me, miss,” he said, voice low and smooth. “By any chance, do you know where they keep the organic chicken breasts?”

I froze for half a second. Miss.

I pointed toward the end of the case. “Down there, second shelf.” My voice was barely a whisper.

“Thanks, sweetheart.” His eyes flicked down again—legs, skirt, back up. “Nice dress, by the way. Suits you.”

My face flamed under the makeup. I mumbled a thank-you, grabbed the chicken, hurried to the next aisle.

He didn’t follow. But the look stayed with me the whole checkout, the walk to the car, the drive home.

Nobody had clocked me. The disguise worked. Perfectly.

Back inside, curtains still drawn, I set the bags on the counter and went straight to the bedroom mirror.

My heart was still racing. It wouldn’t calm down. All of the adrenaline… In a way, it was kind of fun. Like jumping out of a plane, not really knowing if you’re going to be the one guy in ten thousand with the dysfunctional parachute. It’s not something that a rational mind would consider ‘fun’, but the thrill is addictive.

That’s all this was: a thrill. It’s not like I actually enjoyed looking and feeling like a chick…

Right?

I took a breath and looked at myself closer. I examined the details which had held up. Better than yesterday. The eyeliner sharpened the eyes. The lip gloss caught the light. The shaved legs gleamed under the tights. The padded silhouette looked natural now—soft, feminine, domestic.

I could do more tomorrow. Thinner brows. A little more contour under the cheekbones. Maybe stockings instead of tights. A different lip colour.

“Tomorrow will be better,” I whispered to my reflection. The better I got, the less the risk—the more I could slip in and slip out undetected.

Then I started undressing.

Flats first.

Apron untied, dress unzipped slowly down the back. It pooled at my feet.

Tights peeled off—nylon sliding over smooth skin, leaving me tingling.

Bra unclasped. Pads still gave gentle shape until I slipped it off.

Panties last.

I hooked my thumbs in the lace waistband, slid them down inch by inch. My cock sprang free—rock hard, throbbing, leaking at the tip.

I stared at it. At myself—naked except for the wig still pinned in place, makeup still on, body smooth and soft in all the new places.

Why did this turn me on so much?

The dress. The shave. The man’s eyes. The word miss. The secret lace hugging me all morning.

I wasn’t ready to answer that question.

I pushed the thought away—hard—yanked the wig off, wiped my face with a cloth until the makeup was gone, stepped into the shower, and let the hot water scald the confusion down the drain.

But even as the water ran, I could still feel the ghost of the lace against my hips.
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The errands piled up faster than I expected.

Cassidy left a list on the fridge that morning—dry cleaning pickup, post office for stamps, and the laundromat because the washing machine was making that grinding noise again and she didn’t want to risk it until the repair guy came next week. She’d circled the laundromat in red pen. Take the big blue bag. Use the big machines. Don’t forget quarters.

I dressed carefully, same routine now: shave legs smooth in the shower, lotion after so the skin felt soft under tights. Black lace panties again—Cassidy hadn’t said anything about them disappearing from the bin, so I kept using them. Padded bra. A different maid dress this time—one she’d pulled from the back of the closet: grey with white trim, shorter skirt, more fitted bodice. Apron tied tight. Wig brushed out, makeup sharper: winged liner, fuller lips in a soft rose shade. Flats instead of heels. Reusable tote slung over one shoulder.

I kept my eyes down on the drive. The laundromat was on the edge of town—faded sign, flickering neon “Open,” parking lot half-empty. Inside smelled like detergent and warm fabric softener. A few people: an older woman folding towels, a college kid on his phone, and a man in his forties loading a dryer. Tall, dark hair, sleeves rolled up on a flannel shirt, forearms corded. He glanced over when the bell above the door jingled.

I wheeled the cart to the biggest washer in the back corner, started sorting. Colours here, whites there. The man finished loading his machine, then wandered closer—casual, like he was just stretching his legs.

“Need a hand with that?” he asked, nodding at the heavy bag.

I froze for a second, then shook my head, kept my voice light and soft. “I’ve got it, thanks.”

He smiled anyway—easy, crooked. “No trouble. Looks heavy.”

He reached past me, lifted the bag like it weighed nothing, and set it on the counter beside the machine. His arm brushed mine—deliberate? Accidental? Warm skin against my sleeve. I felt the heat climb my neck under the foundation.

“Thanks,” I murmured.

He lingered. Leaned one hip against the counter, arms crossed, watching me measure detergent. “You work around here?”

“Something like that,” I said, not meeting his eyes.

“Maid service?” He tilted his head, gaze sliding down the apron, the skirt, the smooth legs in sheer black. “Looks good. Professional.”

I swallowed. “Just helping out.”

He chuckled low. “Helping out looks real nice on you.” He stepped closer—close enough I could smell his cologne, woodsy and clean. His hand brushed my elbow as he reached to steady the bag I hadn’t needed steadying. Fingers lingered a beat too long. Thumb grazed the inside of my arm, light but intentional. “You ever need a hand with anything else… just say the word.”

My pulse hammered in my throat. The touch sent electricity straight down my spine, pooling low. I managed a small laugh—nervous, breathy. “I’ll… keep that in mind.”

He grinned, stepped back finally. “Name’s Ryan, by the way. I’m here most Tuesdays.”

I nodded, didn’t give a name back. He walked away slow, glancing over his shoulder once before heading to the change machine.

I finished loading the washer on autopilot, hands trembling slightly as I fed quarters in. The whole time I could feel the ghost of his fingers on my arm. The way he’d looked—like he wanted to peel the apron off slowly. Like he believed every inch of the disguise.

Nobody else paid attention. The college kid never looked up. The older woman smiled absently. The disguise held.

I drove home with the clean, folded laundry warm in the back seat, heart still racing.

Back inside—curtains closed, door locked—I carried the basket to the bedroom and set it on the floor. I stood in front of the mirror for a long minute. The grey dress hugged in all the right places now that I’d figured out the fit. The makeup hadn’t smudged. The legs looked endless. I looked… convincing. Desirable, even.

I paused.

My eyes drifted to the dresser. Cassidy’s lingerie drawer. The one I’d never opened except to put away clean pairs.

My heart kicked hard.

Just… curious.

I pulled the drawer open slowly. Lace, silk, satin. Black, red, pale pink. A garter belt I’d never seen her wear. Thigh-high stockings still in the package.

I couldn’t stop myself.

I stripped the maid dress off—apron, skirt, bodice—until I was down to the padded bra and the black lace panties I’d worn all morning. My cock was already half-hard again, straining the front panel.

I picked up a red lace teddy—delicate straps, sheer panels over the cups, high-cut legs. Slid it on. The fabric whispered against shaved skin, cool and slippery. The crotch cupped me tight; the lace teased every movement. I adjusted the straps, looked in the mirror.

Fuck.

I looked… slutty. Feminine.

Exposed.

Next: the garter belt. Black lace, clips dangling. I rolled the thigh-highs up my legs—slow, savouring the way the nylon gripped smooth skin. Attached the clips. The tug when I moved made me gasp softly.

Then a black satin thong from the back of the drawer—tiny triangle in front, thin straps in back. I slipped the panties off, tucked myself carefully into the thong. The satin felt obscene against my erection—smooth, tight, barely containing anything.

I stood there in the full-length mirror: padded bra pushing up soft cleavage, garters framing shaved thighs, thong stretched over my hard cock, stockings gleaming. Wig still on. Makeup perfect.

I turned side to side. Touched the lace at my hip. My breath came shallow.

The front door opened.

Keys jingled.

Cassidy’s voice from the hallway: “Jake? I got off early—meeting got canceled.”

Panic slammed through me.

I lunged for the maid dress on the floor—tried to yank it over my head. The zipper caught. The garters snagged. I managed to get the thong and stockings off in a frantic tangle, but the teddy was stuck halfway down my arms, bra still on, wig askew.

Cassidy stepped into the bedroom doorway.

She froze.

Eyes wide. Mouth parted.

I stood there—half-dressed in her red teddy, padded bra visible, one stocking bunched at my ankle, cock still painfully hard under the stretched lace, face flushed under smudged makeup.

Silence stretched forever.

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

She stared—long enough that I felt every inch of exposed skin burn.

Then she blinked once, twice.

“I… have to shower,” she said, voice flat, mechanical.

She turned and walked out. Bathroom door clicked shut down the hall. Water started running.

I sank onto the edge of the bed, heart hammering so hard it hurt.

The teddy clung to my skin like guilt.

How the hell do I explain this?

I didn’t have an answer.

I just sat there, listening to the shower run, wondering if she’d ever look at me the same way again.
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The next few days passed in a brittle, careful quiet.

Cassidy still kissed me goodbye in the mornings—still drank the latte, still thanked me for the packed lunch—but the kisses landed lighter, quicker, like she was afraid of lingering too long. Her eyes would flick to my mouth, then away, and I could almost see the snapshot replaying behind them: me standing frozen in the bedroom doorway, red teddy halfway down my arms, padded bra pushing up fake cleavage, black satin thong stretched tight over my erection, one stocking sagging around my ankle.

She never mentioned it.

I never mentioned it.

But the silence was cruel.

I kept up the routine because what else was there? 5:45 alarm. Coffee. Breakfast. Lunch. Car warmed. Then the house chores, the errands, the dressing.

Every day now I had to “go as the maid.” Grocery runs, pharmacy for her allergy meds, post office for certified mail she needed for work, even a quick drop-off at the dry cleaners. Curtains closed when I changed. Door locked. Wig brushed. Makeup sharper each time—contour, blush, winged liner, glossy lips. Shaved legs gleaming under sheer tights or stockings. Maid dresses rotated: black, grey, the pale pink one with the frilled hem she’d bought on a whim years ago and never worn.

And every single time, without fail, my cock betrayed me.

The moment the lace panties slid up my smooth thighs—soft, snug, the front panel already damp before I even left the house—I’d feel it start. By the time I stepped into the store aisles, I was rock hard, leaking steadily into the fabric. A slow, humiliating drip that soaked through the fabric, made every step a slick reminder. The skirt swished against my thighs, the apron strings tugged at my waist, the padded bra shifted with each breath, and I walked like I was trying not to come apart.

Men noticed.

A construction worker in the hardware store aisle held the door for me, eyes dropping to my legs, then back up with a slow grin. “After you, sweetheart.” His voice was low.

At the pharmacy, the older pharmacist behind the counter leaned forward when I handed him the prescription slip. “You new around here? Haven’t seen you before.” His gaze lingered on the swell of the padded chest, the curve of my hip under the skirt.

In the parking lot outside the grocery store, a guy in a pickup truck rolled down his window as I loaded bags into the trunk. “Need help with those, miss?” He was young, tattooed forearms resting on the doorframe, eyes dark and interested. I shook my head, mumbled thanks, felt his stare burn into my back the whole way to the driver’s seat.

Every flirtation fed the same dark loop in my head: strong hands on my hips, bending me over the hood of that truck, skirt flipped up, panties yanked aside, taken hard from behind while I gripped the metal and tried not to moan too loud. I shoved the fantasies down every time—harder each day—but they kept rising, thicker, hotter, until I got home trembling, cock still throbbing, panties ruined.

I changed fast. Scrubbed the makeup. Folded the dress. Hid the evidence in the hamper under a towel. Pretended nothing was happening.

A week after the lingerie incident, Cassidy came home late—almost eight. She dropped her bag by the door, kicked off her heels, poured a glass of wine without asking if I wanted one, and sat at the kitchen table.

I was finishing the dishes. I dried my hands, turned.

She stared into the wine for a long time.

I could tell that the ‘incident’ was finally about to be addressed. She’d been bottling up her thoughts for a while now, and I still hadn’t come up with any reasonable excuse. We hadn’t had sex. She was, most likely, repulsed by me. And now, I was terrified she was about to tell me that there was no coming back from this.

Between being unemployed and now a perverted cross-dresser, she was probably ready to move on.

I watched her lips peel open in slow motion.

“Since you’re stuck at home,” she said finally, voice quiet, “and we need more money…”

Another long pause. She swirled the glass.

I waited.

“…I was thinking. You could start an OnlyFans.”

The words landed like stones in still water.

She looked up at me then—eyes steady, but cheeks faintly pink.

“You’re already… dressing up every day for errands. You’re good at it. Really good. And people pay for that kind of content. A lot. Convincing crossdressing, sissy maid stuff, feminization… there’s a whole market. You could do it during the day while I’m at work. Photos. Short videos. Nothing too extreme at first. Just… you being pretty. Domestic. Whatever feels natural.”

She swallowed.

“It could bring in real money. Enough to cover groceries, maybe more. Enough to stop worrying about the bills every month. And… it’s private. No one here would know. Just subscribers. Anonymous.”

I stood there, sponge still dripping in my hand.

My mouth was dry.

“You want me to make porn. As a girl.”

“Not porn,” she said quickly. “Content. There’s a difference. Lingerie shoots. Maid outfits. Tease videos. You’re already doing most of it anyway—for errands. This would just be… monetizing it.”

She looked away, then back.

“I’m not saying you have to. But I’ve been thinking about it since… that day. And I keep seeing how much you… enjoy it. Or at least, how much it affects you.”

I felt myself turn dark red. I wanted to deny that allegation, but the words wouldn’t come out.

She didn’t say the rest. She didn’t have to.

I felt the heat crawl up my neck again. The same heat that hit me every time I tucked myself into lace, every time a stranger called me miss, every time I caught my reflection and thought cute.

“I don’t know,” I said. My voice cracked on the last word.

She nodded. “Think about it. No pressure. Just… we’re drowning a little. And you’re already halfway there.”

She stood, carried her wine to the living room, turned on the TV low.

I stayed in the kitchen, staring at the sink.

The panties I’d worn that day were still in the hamper—damp, sticky, ruined.

I could still feel the ache between my legs.

I could still hear Ryan’s voice from the laundromat: You ever need a hand with anything else… just say the word.

I could still see myself in the mirror: smooth legs, padded curves, glossy lips parted.

Cassidy was right about one thing.

I was already halfway there.

And the other half—the part that throbbed every time I dressed, the part that leaked into lace in public, the part that fantasized about being bent over and used—was screaming at me to take her up on the offer.

“I can… try it. But I can’t guarantee anyone will want to watch any of it.” I felt dirty… in a bad way… and in a good way. I hated the emotions that were swirling inside of me. I hated that I couldn’t decide what I wanted. And I hated that it was obvious to my wife.

I no longer knew if our marriage would last. I had no idea just how repulsed my wife was of all of this.
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Three days after Cassidy’s quiet proposal, the house felt different in the mornings. Not tense, exactly… but different.

She left at 7:15 as always. Latte perfect. Lunch packed. A quick peck on the cheek that lingered half a second longer than the days before. No mention of OnlyFans. No pressure. Just a soft “See you tonight” and the door closing behind her.

I stood in the hallway for a full minute after the car pulled away, listening to the engine fade.

Then I walked upstairs.

The bedroom door clicked shut behind me. Curtains drawn tight. Lock turned.

I opened her closet wide—full access now, no pretending it was just for errands. Dresses, blouses, skirts. The lingerie drawer slid open with a soft rasp. Black lace, red satin, sheer baby-dolls still tagged from last year’s anniversary she never wore. Stockings in neat rolls. Garters. A pale pink corset I’d never seen her in.

My hands shook a little as I laid things out on the bed.

First: makeup.

I sat at the vanity for nearly two hours. Fresh shave—face and legs. Moisturizer. Primer. Foundation blended until the skin looked airbrushed. Concealer heavy under the eyes, then lighter everywhere else. Brows arched higher than ever, filled in with feathery strokes. Contour carved the jaw into something softer, rounder. Blush dusted high on the cheekbones. Eyeshadow—smoky taupe, then a shimmer on the inner corners. Winged liner sharp enough to cut. False lashes—my first time attaching them. They felt heavy, dramatic, made every blink feel like a performance. Lip liner first, then glossy rose-pink that caught the light when I pursed.

I pinned the auburn wig carefully, brushed it out until it fell in soft waves past my shoulders. Spritzed Cassidy’s perfume—lavender and vanilla—on my wrists, the hollow of my throat, behind my knees.

Next: the account.

Phone in hand, laptop open on the dresser. I created the profile in incognito mode, heart thudding.

Screen name took twenty minutes. I tried variations—MaidForYou, SissyJake (too obvious), DomesticDoll, PrettyInApron—before settling on LaceyAtHome. Simple. Suggestive. Anonymous enough.

Profile pic: a close crop of glossy lips and collarbone, nothing identifiable. Bio: “Your sweet little housewife next door. Maid outfits, lingerie, domestic tease. DMs open for customs. Tips appreciated.”

Verification upload—driver’s license with face blurred, just enough to prove age. Payment setup linked to a new PayPal I made that morning.

Done.

I dragged the tripod from the hall closet, set the phone up at chest height, angled slightly down. Soft ring light from Cassidy’s old makeup station plugged in and aimed. Curtains adjusted so the light fell just right—warm, flattering, hiding nothing.

I stood in front of the camera.

Still in robe.

Deep breath.

Robe slipped off shoulders. It pooled at my feet.

Underneath: black lace thong (one of Cassidy’s favourites, high-cut, barely there in back), matching padded bra, sheer black thigh-high stockings clipped to a garter belt. The corset I’d chosen—pale pink satin with delicate boning—cinched my waist in a way that made my hips flare dramatically. No padding needed there; the shape was real now, sculpted by months of tucking and posing and wanting.

I looked down at myself.

Cock already straining the front of the thong, a dark wet spot blooming where the tip pressed against lace.

Naughty didn’t cover it. Filthy. Exposed. Electric.

I hit record on the phone—photo mode first, safer.

First shot: standing straight, hands on hips, head tilted. Click.

Awkward. Chin too high. Shoulders hunched.

Second: turn sideways, one hand sliding down the corset, fingers tracing the garter strap. Click.

Better. The curve looked intentional.

Third: bend slightly at the waist, ass toward camera, skirt of the imaginary apron I wasn’t wearing flipped up in my mind. Click.

The pose felt ridiculous for a second—then the shutter sound hit, and something shifted.

I kept going.

Arch the back. Part the lips. Look over the shoulder with heavy lashes lowered. Slide one stocking down an inch, let it bunch at the thigh. Tug the thong aside just enough to tease the smooth skin beneath—no full reveal, not yet. Kneel on the bed, knees apart, hands braced, cleavage pushed forward by the corset. Crawl forward slowly, ass high, eyes on the lens like it was someone real watching.

Each click made the next one easier.

The awkwardness melted.

It started to feel… right.

Natural.

The camera wasn’t judging. It was admiring.

I was pretty.

I was wanted.

I was hard and dripping and every sway of my hips sent a fresh pulse of heat through me.

I took close-ups: glossy lips parted around a finger. Glossy lips kissing the air. Glossy lips brushing the tip of a stocking-clad toe I lifted toward the lens.

I lost track of time.

When I finally stopped—breath short, skin flushed under the makeup, thong soaked through—the gallery had thirty-seven photos.

I scrolled through them on the phone screen.

They were good.

Really good.

The girl in the pictures looked confident. Teasing. Sexy in a soft, domestic way. The kind of girl men would pay to see more of.

I felt a rush so strong it made my knees weak.

Exhilarating.

I hit upload—selected ten of the best, captioned them simply:

“First little shoot for you all. Your maid is home alone and feeling playful… what should I do next? Tips get priority requests.”

Posted.

The phone buzzed almost immediately.

First like. First comment: “Holy fuck you’re adorable. Subbed.”

Second: “That corset… unreal. More stockings pls.”

Third: a tip notification. $20.

I stared at the screen, pulse roaring in my ears.

I hadn’t even taken my cock out yet.

And already someone wanted more.

I sat on the edge of the bed in the lingerie, legs crossed, stockings whispering against each other.

Deep down, under the weirdness and the guilt and the fear of what Cassidy would say when she saw the bank deposits start rolling in⁠—

I was excited.

Really excited.

And I knew that tomorrow morning—after the latte, after the lunch, after the kiss goodbye—I’d be back in front of that camera.

Dressed up.

Dolled up.
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Mornings stayed the same: latte steamed just right, breakfast plated, lunch tucked into the insulated bag, car idling warm in the driveway. Cassidy’s goodbye kiss grew a fraction longer each day—still quiet, still careful—but she never asked about the bedroom door staying locked after she left, never mentioned the faint scent of perfume lingering in the air when she came home, never looked too long at the tripod folded in the corner or the ring light coiled on the dresser like a sleeping snake.

She didn’t want to know.

I didn’t tell her.

After errands—still in the maid dress, still smooth-legged and lace-clad, still leaking into my panties every time a stranger called me “miss” or let their gaze linger—I came home, locked the bedroom, drew the curtains, and became LaceyAtHome.

Day one after the first shoot: simple lingerie set in white satin, slow twirls in front of the camera, bending to “dust” the dresser with a feather duster I’d bought just for the aesthetic. The comments rolled in fast. “More bending please.” “Love the innocent look.” Tips started small—$5, $10—but consistent.

Day two: the pink corset again, garters, no panties this time. I tucked carefully, angled the camera low so the shot teased the smooth mound between my thighs without showing everything. A short video clip—me on all fours on the bed, ass up, looking back over my shoulder with glossy lips parted. The tip notifications pinged louder. $25. $50 from one guy who wrote, “You’re my new favourite little housewife.”

Day three: custom request. A subscriber paid $100 for “maid caught misbehaving.” I staged it—apron askew, skirt hiked, one hand between my legs over the lace, pretending to be “punished.” I rubbed slow circles through the fabric, let my head tip back, let out soft, breathy whimpers I didn’t have to fake. The video ended with me biting my lip, eyes half-lidded, whispering “Sorry, sir…” to the lens. He tipped another $75 after.

The naughtier it got, the easier it felt.

I wanted to hate it—the exposure, the performance, the way my cock throbbed every time I hit record, the way pre-cum soaked through whatever delicate thing I was wearing. I told myself this was just money. Just survival. Just temporary.

But deep down it was fun.

Being admired felt good.

Being wanted felt better.

The comments weren’t cruel. They were hungry. Worshipful, almost. “You’re so pretty.” “I’d spoil you rotten.” “God I wish I could bend you over right now.” Every one sent a warm pulse through me, made my skin flush under the makeup, made me harder, wetter, needier.

I never showed my face fully. Never showed my cock outright. But the teasing—the slow reveals, the arched back, the spread thighs, the way I’d tug lace aside just enough to flash smooth skin—got bolder. A finger tracing the cleft of my ass through satin. A vibrator pressed against the front of my thong (bought with the first tips, discreet packaging). Moans that started performative and ended real.

By the end of the week I had over two hundred subscribers. Tips averaged $300–400 a day on top of the subscription revenue.

Then the first payout hit.

PayPal notification while I was folding laundry: $1,847.62 deposited.

I stared at the screen until my eyes burned.

That night Cassidy came home, kicked off her heels, poured wine, and sat at the kitchen island while I finished dinner. She scrolled her phone absently, then paused. I glanced over and saw that she was looking at our bank account. She was seeing the deposit.

“So you’re… making decent money?” she asked. Voice neutral. Eyes on the screen.

I felt the blush crawl up my neck like fire. I shrugged, kept stirring the sauce. “Yeah. Decent.”

She nodded once. Didn’t look up.

“Well… keep it up.”

That was it.

No questions. No disgust. No curiosity.

Just permission wrapped in silence.

The next morning—after the latte, after the kiss that now felt like a quiet acknowledgment—she left for work.

I locked the bedroom door five minutes later.

Today’s shoot: black fishnet bodysuit, crotchless. No panties. No tucking today—just let the camera catch the outline of my hard cock straining against the mesh. I knelt on the bed, legs spread, hands braced behind me, chest pushed forward. Slow grind against nothing, hips rolling like I was riding someone invisible. Then I reached down, stroked myself through the fishnet—slow, deliberate, letting the fabric catch every bead of pre-cum. The moans weren’t faked anymore.

I came on camera for the first time—ropes spilling over my fingers, dripping onto the sheets, body shaking as I whispered “Thank you,” to the lens.

The tips poured in before I even cleaned up.

$200. $150. $300 from a regular who always asked for “more mess.”

I sat there afterward—still in the bodysuit, cum cooling on my stomach, makeup smudged, wig tousled—and stared at the growing balance on my phone.

I should have felt ashamed.

Instead I felt powerful.

Wanted.

Alive.

And tomorrow I’d do it again.

Naughtier.

Because they wanted it.

Because I wanted it.

Because Cassidy—silently—had given me the green light to keep going.
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The bedroom was already set for the next shoot.

Curtains drawn. Ring light glowing soft white. Tripod angled just right. On the bed: a sheer black babydoll set with matching thong and thigh-highs, the kind of thing that would make subscribers tip before they even hit play. Makeup half-done—foundation blended, brows arched, false lashes waiting on the vanity. I’d just stepped into the thong, adjusting the lace so it sat perfectly over my growing hardness, when the phone buzzed on the dresser.

I almost ignored it. Almost.

Caller ID: Newton Technical Institute.

My stomach dropped.

I answered on the third ring, voice still soft from the morning’s practice whispers. “Hello?”

“Hi, is this Jake Reynolds?”

“Yeah. Speaking.”

“This is Karen from admissions. You applied for the AI Diagnostics Specialist course back in the fall.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, suddenly aware of how the thong tugged with the movement. “Right. Yeah.”

“We had a cancellation. There’s an opening starting next Monday—six-month program, full-time, three days a week in-person, two online. We can hold the spot for you through the end of the week, but we need a yes or no. Tuition’s the same as quoted, payment plan available if needed.”

I stared at the babydoll draped over the comforter. The lace looked delicate under the ring light.

“Full-time,” I echoed.

“Correct. Classes run 9 a.m. to 4 p.m. most days. You’d be eligible for the certification exam right after completion. With the way the industry’s moving, getting in now means you’re ahead of the next wave of graduates. Shops are already hiring certified operators at premium rates.”

I swallowed. “I… need to think about it.”

“Of course. But don’t wait too long. We’ll need your decision by Friday, before we offer it to another applicant.”

She gave me the details again—start date, required forms, payment link—and hung up.

The phone went dark in my hand.

I sat there for a long time, lace clinging to my skin, half-dressed for a shoot that suddenly felt like it belonged to another life.

The rest of the day passed in slow motion.

I canceled the shoot. Turned off the ring light. Packed the lingerie back into the drawer. Changed into sweats and a T-shirt—normal clothes, heavy, safe. I wandered the house, tidying things that didn’t need tidying, staring out the closed curtains at nothing.

If I took the course, everything changed.

Back to the shop. Back to tools and engines and diagnostics screens. Back to being Jake the mechanic, not LaceyAtHome. No more waking up at 5:45 to make lattes. No more ironing blouses. No more errands in a skirt, no more strangers calling me “miss,” no more coming home soaked and aching from the attention.

No more OnlyFans.

The account had hit 400 subscribers. Daily tips were averaging $500–600 now. Some days more. The money was real—deposits hitting every Monday like clockwork. Enough to cover groceries, utilities, even start paying down the credit cards. Enough that Cassidy had stopped checking the balance obsessively.

If I walked away from it, the income stopped. The admiration stopped. The thrill of seeing myself on camera—pretty, wanted, powerful—stopped.

I should want that. I should want the career back. The independence. The respect from people who didn’t see me as a freeloader or a maid or a sissy plaything.

But the thought of giving it up felt like cutting off a limb.

I pictured the classroom: fluorescent lights, other students in coveralls, instructors walking us through code readers and AI protocols. I pictured coming home at 5 p.m., tired, greasy, normal.

I pictured the bedroom empty. No tripod. No ring light. No lace waiting in the drawer.

I pictured Cassidy’s face when I told her I’d turned it down. Relief, maybe. Or disappointment that the money was gone.

I didn’t know.

By evening, dinner was ready—chicken and rice, nothing fancy. Cassidy came home, kissed me hello, ate quietly. She didn’t ask why the bedroom door had stayed open all day. She didn’t comment on the missing shoot scent of perfume.

I didn’t tell her about the call.

This wasn’t her decision.

It was mine.

And as I cleared the plates, rinsed them, wiped the counters, I still didn’t know which way I’d choose.

Friday was three days away.

Three more mornings of lattes and lunches.

Three more chances to dress up and film before the deadline.

Three more nights of lying awake, hard and restless, wondering if I could really go back to being just Jake.

Or if I’d already become someone else entirely.


CHAPTER 14
[image: ]


The three days dragged.

I woke each morning on autopilot: latte steamed to exactly 150 degrees, eggs folded just the way she likes them, lunch packed in the little glass containers with the matching lids, car idling warm in the driveway. Cassidy’s goodbye kiss felt heavier now—lingering half a second longer than before, but still quiet, still careful. She never asked why the bedroom door stayed locked after she left. Never mentioned the faint lavender-vanilla perfume that clung to the hallway when she got home. Never glanced too long at the tripod in the corner or the ring light coiled on the dresser like it was waiting for its cue.

She didn’t want to know.

I didn’t tell her.

After errands—still in the maid dress, still smooth-legged and lace-clad, still leaking into my panties every time a stranger murmured “miss” or let their eyes trail down my thighs—I came home, locked the bedroom, drew the curtains, and slipped back into LaceyAtHome.

Tuesday I filmed in the sheer white babydoll, slow striptease down to lace and garters, teasing the camera with glimpses of skin and the dark wet spot blooming on the front panel. The comments flooded in: “You’re unreal.” “Best housewife on the platform.” “I’d pay double for customs.” Tips hit $620 before dinner.

Wednesday I wore the pink corset again, no panties this time. I tucked carefully, angled the camera low so the shot teased the smooth mound between my thighs without showing everything. A custom request came in mid-shoot—$150 for “caught masturbating in uniform.” I obliged: hand slipping under the skirt, stroking through the thong until I spilled over my fingers, moaning softly into the lens. Another $400 in tips rolled through while I cleaned up.

Thursday I went full fishnets and corset, no bra. I knelt, arched, whispered “Thank you for spoiling me, baby,” while grinding against a pillow. The video went viral in my little corner of the platform—over 1,200 views in hours. The payout pinged at 10 p.m.: another $2,100 for the week.

By Friday morning the account balance was enough to cover the full down payment on the course—plus a cushion for the first few months of tuition. I stared at the numbers on my phone while the coffee machine hissed behind me.

I could do it. Sign up. Go back. Be the mechanic again. Normal. Respected.

But every time I pictured the classroom—fluorescent lights, coveralls, instructors walking us through AI protocols—I pictured the bedroom instead. Empty. No ring light. No lace waiting in the drawer. No comments lighting up my phone at 2 a.m. telling me I was beautiful, perfect, theirs.

I opened the lingerie drawer.

Satins and silks spilled over the edge like spilled secrets: baby pink, deep burgundy, midnight black. Soft. Delicate. The exact opposite of grease and steel and fluorescent-lit garages.

I ran my fingers over a pair of sheer panties, felt the shiver race up my spine.

This wasn’t just a job anymore. It wasn’t even just money.

It was me.

The phone rang at 11:17.

Newton Technical Institute.

I answered.

“Jake? It’s Karen. Do you want to take the position? We need to finalize enrolment today.”

I stared at the open drawer. At the pale pink corset folded neatly on top.

“No,” I said. The word came out steady. “I think I’ll pass. And… you can take me off the waitlist.”

A short pause on her end. “You’re sure?”

“Yeah. I’m sure.”

I hung up.

The silence that followed wasn’t heavy. It was light. Final.

I walked to the full-length mirror.

Still in sweats and a T-shirt from the morning. Hair messy. No makeup. Just me.

But underneath—under the cotton and the denial—I knew.

I stripped.

Slowly.

Sweats off. T-shirt off. Boxers off.

Naked, I chose the softest thing in the drawer: a baby-blue satin chemise, short, slippery, with thin straps and lace trim at the hem. I slipped it on. The fabric kissed my skin like a promise. No bra today. No padding. Just the gentle drape over my chest, the way it flared at my hips, the hem brushing the tops of my thighs.

I pinned the wig. Did the makeup one last time—soft pinks, glossy lips, lashes that made my eyes look huge and innocent.

Then I set up the camera.

No teasing today. No performance.

I stood in front of the lens, turned slowly, let the chemise ride up just enough. Smiled—real, small, relieved.

“Thank you,” I said quietly to the camera. “For seeing me. For letting me be this.”

I hit stop.

Uploaded it unedited. Caption: “This is me. No more hiding. If you’ve been here from the beginning… thank you. More to come.”

Then I walked to the big living-room window.

The curtains had stayed closed for months.

I reached up, fingers trembling only a little, and pulled them open.

Sunlight flooded the room—bright, warm, unapologetic.

Across the street, Mrs. Harlan’s silhouette paused in her kitchen window. She lifted a hand, uncertain, then waved.

I waved back.

In the baby-blue satin. In the wig. In the makeup.

No shame.

No fear.

Just me.

Happy.

And now, I had to think of how to explain this to Cassidy. What would she think when she got home and saw me… like this? I wasn’t going to change back. I had a feeling she would like it; this was all her idea, after all—and I couldn’t help but think that, maybe, she pitched it because she secretly liked it.

But whether she liked me like this or not—it made no difference at the end of the day, because this was me. This was me exactly how I was meant to be.

THE END

But wait! There’s more! A lot more. Head on over to Patreon to read a super naughty BONUS CHAPTER, and to get a super spicy Pinup Drawing.


ABOUT NICOLE


Nicole is an author of transgender romance and feminization fiction. She published her first book in 2024. She has a friend named Nikki, and despite what her therapist insists, they are not the same person.
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