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MY SISTER'S NIGHTIE

Mason has the house all to himself. He can do anything: throw a party, drink his parents’ liquor, stay up all night playing video games… But instead, he decides to try on his sister’s nightie—and an old wig and some makeup. Because why not? When will he ever have the chance to mess around like that ever again?

But the night takes a strange turn when his sister’s boyfriend shows up. And it takes a stranger turn when the football jock actually thinks that Mason is his girlfriend.


CHAPTER I

I only did it because I could—because I could think of nothing better to do. I didn’t think I would actually enjoy it. I didn’t think it would actually turn into anything.

My parents were leaving town for a work trip. They both worked for the same charity, and that charity was sending them to Hawaii for a team-building seminar. I guess that’s where all that donation money was going. My sister was excited—it was rare that we were left alone. I can remember a total of three times we were left alone as teenagers—the first two times, my parents had the neighbours checking in on us every few hours.

But now that we were technically adults, my parents left us on our own. Of course they said, “No parties, no alcohol, no drugs,” before they left. When they said it, I could see my sister’s eyes glowing with the prospect of partying with booze and drugs. I didn’t have many friends, but I was excited to see what kind of party she had in mind.

Unfortunately, the party she had in mind was across town at a friend’s house and I wasn’t invited. So I was left home alone for the night—quite possibly for the first time ever.

My mind was filled with ideas. I could do anything. I could break any rule and no one would ever find out. So what was I going to do? I called up all of my friends—the few that I had—and I asked if they wanted to come over and have a party. They were all busy. “But I have the key to my parents’ liquor cabinet. We can drink whatever we want.”

“Sorry, Mason. Can’t do it tonight,” they all told me.

So I paced around the house, trying to think of other things I could do. I was tempted to sit down and play video games all night. My parents only let me play a total of two hours each night, so I could really go wild—but that seemed like a giant waste of the one night I had to myself. I ended up watching some porn on the big-screen television in the living room—but it wasn’t any more exciting than watching porn on my laptop in my bedroom.

Had I known my sister was going across town for a party, I would have planned something in advance. That night would have been epic, but instead, it was a total bust. I ended up sitting there doing absolutely nothing—not even watching television or playing games—just trying to think of something to do. But there was nothing.

It was around ten when my sister sent me a text message, letting me know she wouldn’t be home until around noon the next day at the earliest. She also decided to add, “I got in a big fight with Walt. If he calls the house phone, just don’t pick up.” Walt was my friend Jerry’s older brother. I didn’t like the guy. He thought he was really cool because he played on the football team and was taller and more muscular than everyone else in our school. But he was really just a stereotypical meathead.

“Where’s the party?” I asked my sister in the form of a text message. But she didn’t reply. I figured she was either too drunk to feel her phone vibrating, or she just didn’t want me there to ruin her vibe. I would have appreciated an invite. Later I would find out that she’d already left the party after her fight with Walt. She was actually at a friend’s house watching sappy romance movies, complaining endlessly about how much she hated her meathead boyfriend.

So I paced the house again. I went down to the basement and messed around in my dad’s music studio. He had a drum kit that we weren’t allowed to touch; so that night I played some drums. It wasn’t as fun as I thought it would be, especially since I didn’t know what I was doing. I tried playing his guitars, but those were even less fun, even plugged into his big amplifiers.

I checked the time. It was only 10:30 PM. I wasn’t tired. Maybe I would have been tired if I wasn’t so angry with myself for wasting what could have been the best night of my life. I could have done anything! I could have smoked dope right in the middle of our living room. I could have had prostitutes over and slept with them on the dining room table… But I’d never slept with a prostitute or any woman for that matter.

I had to face the reality: I was a loner. I didn’t have many friends, and I wasn’t a high priority with the friends that I did have. The night was wasted.

In a final attempt to salvage my night of freedom, I slipped into my sister’s bedroom. I’d never really been in her bedroom since we were kids. It was a strict no-go zone. But there wasn’t much there: just a big closet full of clothes and a desk with some makeup and a locked laptop on it. It was just a teen girl’s bedroom. So why didn’t she want me in there?

I started snooping around. I figured there might have been something she was hiding: something interesting that I could tell all of my friends about. I don’t know what I thought there could have been. It’s not like my sister secretly worked at Area 51 and was hiding an alien corpse under her bed. But I checked under her bed anyway. I found a couple of gay porn magazines—I didn’t look inside. The cover on one was gross enough: a man sticking his penis in another man’s mouth. I tossed the magazine back under the bed.

I found a picture of Walt naked—that was possibly the craziest thing I found in that room. He had a big erection, and his cock was actually quite big, nearly reaching his sternum as he sat with his legs spread. I put that picture away quickly, too. It wasn’t something I was planning on telling my friends about. Instead, it was somewhat of a sad reminder that my dick wasn’t very big, and my body was far from muscular like his.

In my sister’s closet, I ended up finding a sexy little piece of lingerie: a sheer pink nightie. It was soft to the touch, and it was very tiny. I held it up and I stared at it. There was something mesmerizing about it. When did she buy it? Where did she buy it? Had my parents seen the thing, they would have flipped out. It was too sexy to be owned by their teenaged daughter—even if she was technically an adult in the eyes of the law.

I don’t know where the thought came from, but it came: I wanted to put the nightie on.


CHAPTER II

I wanted to see what it felt like. I wanted to feel that incredibly soft fabric against my skin—just to satisfy a nagging curiosity. And I wanted to do something that I could never do if there was anyone else in the house. I wouldn’t have dared putting on that skimpy piece of lingerie if there was even a chance that my parents or sister would come home unexpectedly. But I knew my parents were halfway across the planet, and I knew my sister was drunk and at a friend’s house on the other side of town.

So I shut the curtains and I got undressed. I slipped into the nightie. It was tight, but it felt strangely nice. It was softer than any clothes I’d ever worn before. Why can’t men’s clothing be that soft?

But I wasn’t satisfied. I still felt like I was wasting the night. What else could I do that I could never do before? I looked at myself in the mirror. What about my makeup?

It’s not like I had ever fantasized about cross-dressing before. It’s not like I dreamed about becoming a woman. I just didn’t want to waste the opportunity. I knew that I would never be home alone again in a house with a closet filled with women’s clothes and a desk covered in makeup. It really was just a nagging curiosity—I swear!

It took me a while to figure out how to get my makeup on right. I didn’t know what half of the supplies on that desk were for, but I ended up figuring it out for the most part. My eyeliner wasn’t perfectly even, and I probably could have used a little more eye shadow—or maybe a little less, I couldn’t quite tell.

But I still wasn’t satisfied. So I went and shaved my legs. It was still winter—the hair would grow back before the summer, when I would be wearing shorts. I shaved everything, even around my cock, and my armpits. At this point I was thinking: go big or go home. I found myself in front of the mirror again, touching up my makeup. I even caught myself talking aloud, doing an impression of my sister, which I was already pretty good at from years of mocking her as a brother does.

As I stared into the mirror, I watched my eyes light when I remembered the wig that was in the basement—the wig my mom bought for my sister after her botched hair cut. She volunteered to let her aspiring hairdresser friend cut her hair, but she didn’t know that her friend completely lacked the talent necessary to cut hair. So my sister wore that wig for six months while her hair grew in. I grabbed that wig and slipped it onto my head. It actually looked pretty good, aside from the fact it was a bit dusty. I gave it a good shake.

And again, I tinkered with my makeup. Now it was 1:00 AM, but I didn’t feel so badly about the night anymore. Now, I felt like I did something that I could only do while securely home alone—even though it was something that didn’t exactly appeal to me.

But as I looked at myself in the mirror, a chill crawled under my skin. I actually looked a lot like my sister. Hell, I was even hotter than my sister. My eyes were bigger and my nose was more petite, and my lips were fuller. My legs looked way better: silky smooth, unlike hers, which were covered in blemishes because she had a picking obsession.

I still wasn’t tired, so I just kept going. I found myself painting my nails. I had all morning to remove the nail polish, after all. I painted them bone white. I touched up my makeup again. And I kept talking aloud, doing my best impression of my sister.

And when it was 2:30 AM, I decided I should probably get some sleep. But I didn’t want to take off my outfit. I felt strangely good in the whole ensemble. The nightie was so comfortable, and I looked so good in the makeup and the wig. I knew I would never get another chance to get dolled up like that again, so I decided I would just spend the night dressed up—I could clean myself up in the morning. I turned off the lights and slipped into my sister’s bed. I’m not sure why I chose to sleep in my sister’s bed—maybe I just thought being under the pink satin sheets went better with my whole girly ensemble.

It was hard to fall asleep with my racing heart. I wasn’t worried that I was going to be caught; I was worried that I was enjoying myself a little bit too much. This was just supposed to be senseless fun, something to do, so I could feel like the night wasn’t wasted. It wasn’t supposed to be something that got me so excited. It wasn’t supposed to be something that I thought about after the fact—but I was already trying to think of how I could do it again. I was already wondering if I could somehow steal that nightie and that wig and some makeup and lock myself in my room without my parents or sister suspecting anything.

I liked the way my legs felt, all smooth. I liked the way my toes looked, painted white. I liked how pretty my face was. For once I didn’t just look like an average guy. Had I gone out like this, guys would have looked at me with admiration. Had I been born a girl, looking like this, I would have been popular.

I started to fall asleep. I let my head sink into my pillow and I listened to the sound of lone cars on the distant highway. And then I heard something else—something coming from the window. It was like a tapping or a rustling, like a bird trying to dig its way into the attic. I was about to look over when I heard the window opening. And then I was too afraid to look over. I froze completely. Someone was breaking into our house—why, of all nights, was that the night we get robbed? I couldn’t possibly face a burglar dressed in my sister’s nightie—it would be too humiliating. What if he shot me dead? What if my parents came home and found my body dressed in a sheer, pink nightie and a blonde wig and makeup?


CHAPTER III

I heard the intruder’s heavy boots reach the floor of my sister’s bedroom. I tensed up and kept my head turned the other way. Maybe if he thought I was sleeping, he would leave me alone. Or maybe he just wouldn’t notice me and he would carry on to the living room to steal the television, or my parents’ room to steal my mom’s jewellery.

“Hey Katie—are you up?” a strangely familiar whispering asked. Katie was my sister—the intruder knew my sister. “Babe? Wake up. It’s me—Walt.”

My heart skipped a beat. Oh God, it was so much worse than a violent intruder. Why couldn’t it be a home invasion? Why couldn’t it be an armed gunman who could shoot me dead? Walt would be sure to tell everyone: his brother, my sister, the whole school, probably even the goddamn mayor of the city. I was doomed. So I just remained still, turned away from him, hoping he would leave—though there wasn’t much hope at all.

“We need to talk. I didn’t mean to yell at you earlier—I’m just tired. That’s not really how I feel. C’mon, turn around so we can talk. I know you’re awake,” he said, still whispering. He took a step closer. I could feel his big, muscular presence bearing down on me. I took a deep breath. I needed to say something. I needed to get him to leave. But what could I say? And how much faith did I really have in my impression of my sister? I remained silent.

“Please, babe. I can’t let our relationship just end like this. I didn’t mean to kiss her. It was an accident. I was drunk. She kissed me and I just froze up. It’s not like we had sex or anything. C’mon, babe, talk to me. Give me a chance. I’ll do anything. I want to make this better.”

It dawned on me that I was doing the best thing possible: giving him the silent treatment. I’d seen my mom do it to my dad before: remain completely silent until he just gives up and leaves. It was all that I could do.

“I know you’re mad, but you have to believe me. It was just a kiss, and it was a mistake. You kissed that Nate guy last month. I didn’t get this mad at you. Let’s just call it even. Okay?”

And I remained still, though he could probably hear my heart pounding like John Bonham’s kick drum.

“C’mon babe. Don’t be like this,” he said. And then he took another step closer. I kept quiet, closing my eyes tight, taking deep breaths as I prayed for him to leave. But he didn’t leave. Instead, he slipped into the bed behind me. He put his arm over my body. Instead of swatting him away, I remained perfectly still. “Please just talk to me,” he said.

But I didn’t talk. His arm was heavy, weighing down on me. His hard muscles were rubbing against my exposed skin—and I had a lot of exposed skin in that skimpy nightie. He ran his thumb gently down the length of my arm and then back up again. “You’re the girl for me,” he said. “And you always will be.”

His hand slid down to my bum. He gently squeezed, making me perk up. His fingers were awfully close to my butthole. “You like that?” he asked. But still, I remained silent. He laughed. “I know how to cheer you up, babe,” he said, and then he pulled back my hair and started kissing my neck. My God, my sister’s boyfriend was kissing my neck and caressing my body.

Why couldn’t I say anything? Where was my courage? I couldn’t let him explore my body with his hands—it was only a matter of time before he realized I had no tits, and a cock between my legs. But would he notice my flat chest? My sister didn’t have large breasts. In fact, in going through her closet I discovered pads in her already small bras. But my sister definitely didn’t have a cock—and Walt wouldn’t be happy to find one.

So I reached down and tucked my cock between my thighs. It wasn’t comfortable, but at least it bought me some time to think of something to say. And it didn’t even matter what I said—I just needed to say something. Maybe something along the lines of, ‘Go home and we’ll talk tomorrow,’ or ‘Don’t touch me,’ or ‘Leave me the hell alone.’ But I said none of that. I just remained silent, in a complete state of shock as I regretted my strange decision to dress up like my sister that night.

He started to dry hump me gently. I could feel his denim-clad crotch rubbing against my bare bum. After a minute, I could feel a slight bulge. He was becoming erect. Now I really had to say something. Why couldn’t I say anything?

My body was trembling. There was a thick lump in my throat and a cold sweat on the back of my neck. This was torture. Had I died and gone to hell? What did I do to deserve this?

“I promise I’ll never kiss another girl but you in my entire life,” he said. And then I felt him lean back and pull off his shirt. The room became silent as he undid his belt and tugged down his pants. But I just remained still like a complete coward. I needed to act but I couldn’t. It was like I was trapped in a sort of sleep paralysis.

He snuggled in close. I could feel the hard warmth of his big cock—the same cock I’d seen in that picture my sister kept hidden in her bedroom. And it was out and exposed, pressed against my bum. He slid it between my legs. I managed to reach down and pull my cock and ball sack out of the way before he made contact. “This always makes you feel better,” he said gently into my ear.

He was strong. He had one arm over my body, and that one arm was preventing me from moving. I tried to wriggle free, but it was hopeless. I was going to have to figure out a different strategy if I was going to get out of that bedroom alive. And that strategy should have been telling him to leave, telling him I didn’t want to have sex. But that’s not what I did.

I carefully spat into my hand and reached down, grabbing his cock. I smeared my saliva all over his shaft. “Oh, fuck, that feels nice, baby,” he said. I never looked back. I couldn’t let him see my face. I couldn’t let him know that I wasn’t my sister. “That feels so good.” I was acting on impulse. I didn’t even know what the hell my plan was—my body was just acting on its own.

He wanted in my pussy, but I didn’t have a pussy. But I did have a hole that every girl had: an asshole. I’d never taken anything in my ass before, but for some reason, that seemed like the best solution to my problem. I pressed the tip of his cock up to my clenched hole and I bit down on my tongue and closed my eyes. How bad could it be? Gays take it in the ass all the time and they seem to like it. One of my friends at school claimed he stuck his sister’s vibrator in his ass and it made him come, without even having touch his dick.

“Oh shit, babe. You’re feeling naughty tonight, huh?” he said with a grin in his voice.

I just had to take it.


CHAPTER IV

He slid in deep, stretching me wide. I had to bite down hard on my tongue to stop myself from screaming. It hurt. He was big and thick. I could feel him throbbing inside of my body. I almost changed my mind at one point—I was ready to push him back and jump out of bed—but at that very moment, he took my wrist and pinned it down in front of me, laying his thick arm over my body. I was stuck—I had to take it.

He slid in deeper and deeper and deeper. And just when I thought he was completely inside of me, he slid in even deeper. “You’re asshole is so tight,” he said. I tried to control my breathing. I was being fucked in the ass by my sister’s boyfriend, while dressed in lingerie and a wig. How did the night come to this? It was supposed to be my night of freedom, to cut loose and have fun. How did I end up pinned down in lingerie, with a giant cock in my ass?

“Just tell me if it hurts, baby,” he said, and then he started thrusting in and out. One second I was feeling stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey, and the next second I felt emptier than ever, as if my insides suddenly disappeared into a void. I could feel every hard ridge and vein in his meaty member. He was hard—as hard as granite, but warm—almost hot.

He grabbed a handful of my chest and squeezed. He didn’t seem to notice that he was squeezing nothing but my scrawny pec. He seemed to like it, though. He even took my nipple between his thumb and pointer finger and gently fondled me. It actually felt kind of nice.

The whole thing was starting to feel kind of nice, as the pain started to go away. There was an intense tingling inside of me that was getting stronger. I liked that tingling. My body suddenly felt warm, and I could feel my muscles relaxing. My cock started to throb and harden. What was happening? Was I enjoying this?

“Fuck baby, you’re so tight. You’re going to make me come,” he groaned. He began squeezing me harder, grunting louder. His cock somehow felt hard and he was plunging deeper—so deep that his pelvis was slamming into my butt with every penetration.

This was really happening: I was really getting rammed in the ass by my sister’s boyfriend.

He stuck two of his fingers in my mouth like a fishhook. I found myself sucking on his fingers, biting down gently, teasing his fingertips with the tip of my tongue. He seemed like it. “Fuck, you’re so hot, baby. You’re so fucking hot.” It’s a good thing he didn’t decide to pull on my hair or reach around and rub my clit. “I’m going to come. I’m going to come inside of you.”

I nodded my head, still too afraid to speak. I could feel his cock bloating up. I knew it was coming but I had no idea what to expect. Would I be able to feel it? Would it feel weird or gross?

He started unloading. My eyes opened wide. It was like a hot burst deep inside of my body, coupled with an intense euphoria that made my body tremble.

He groaned one last time as he rolled over, slipping his big member out of my body. I felt completely empty, save for the warm dribbling I could feel slowly making its way down to my rectum. It was a strange feeling with a pleasant lingering euphoria.

But the anxiety was still there. I still couldn’t move. I still couldn’t let him see my face. “Man, that was fucking amazing,” he said with a deep breath. “I had no idea you could take it like that.”

Of course I didn’t respond. All of my anxiety came back with full strength. I didn’t even let out a small whimper.

“Still not talking to me, huh?” he said. “Okay, okay, I get it. You’ve made your point.” I felt him roll off the bed and then I heard him pulling up his pants. “I’ll leave you alone. Talk to me when you’re ready and we’ll work this out. I can already tell that you’re feeling better about everything.”

I didn’t move until ten minutes after I heard the window close. Then, I carefully looked back to make sure he was really gone. And he was. I would have thought the whole thing was a dream if it wasn’t for the cum that was currently dribbling out from my asshole, onto my sister’s bed sheets. The whole thing was so surreal—so incredibly risky. Yet still, I caught myself smiling as if I’d enjoyed every second of it—and maybe I had.

In the morning I quickly got undressed and out of my makeup. I got everything back to where it was before and I cleaned my sister’s bed sheets. She came home while I closing her bedroom door.

She dragged her feet up the stairs, looking like a zombie. “Remind me to never drink again in my life,” she said. “I can’t even remember anything.” She went straight to her bed and passed out. I was happy to hear that her memory of the night was gone—just in case her boyfriend decided to bring up the anal sex. He was drunk too—I could smell the bourbon on his body, and I could smell it on me now, so I went to take a long, hot shower.

And while the warm water ran down my skin, I thought about the night before, and I thought about all the clothes that were in my sister’s closet that I would look so good in. I pushed the thoughts out of my head—I couldn’t succumb to that degeneracy. Sane people don’t dress up in their sisters’ clothing. Sane people don’t allow their sisters’ boyfriends to fuck them in the ass.

I was starting to worry that maybe I wasn’t so sane. But I knew that if I kept pushing the thoughts away, eventually they would disappear completely—or almost completely.

And they did. Six months later, the thoughts were almost completely gone. The only time the memory of that night came into my head was when I needed to get something from my sister’s bedroom. When I saw her pink walls and that closet teeming with clothes, those thoughts would creep back into my head. But as soon as I left the room, they would vanish. It was only a matter of time before they were gone entirely.

But the thoughts came back one late winter evening, while I was at a friend’s house, a month after I’d moved out from my parents’ house.


CHAPTER V

I was at my friend, Steve’s house. Steve was in a few of my classes and we’d never hung out before, but we had been paired for an assignment and we’d left it to the last minute. So I went to his house and we decided we would pull an all-nighter finishing it.

We ended up finishing the assignment early, thanks to a website we stumbled upon that was created by someone who had gone to our school a few years before. They posted all of their assignments for all of their classes, and we basically copied most of what he’d published, seeing as we weren’t getting anywhere on our own. We spent a good hour changing around some words so it wouldn’t look like plagiarism, and then Steve said, “Do you want to go see something really hilarious?”

“Obviously,” I said.

We put on our coats and our boots and then we walked down the street to the little wooded area on the edge of town. “My brother is part of this hilarious group of guys who think they’re wizards or something,” he said as he led me through the woods. “They’re having a meet-up tonight.”

We navigated through the darkness for a while until we saw a faint orange glow in the distance. Steve put his finger up to his lips and said, “Shh. If they see us they’ll flip. My brother has no idea that I know about this.” We crept closer to the glow. It was a bonfire, placed in the middle of a pentagram drawn with what I assumed was salt. Steve’s brother and four other guys stood around the pentagram wearing black cloaks with pointed hoods. They were waving their arms around and one of them was chanting something in what I think was Latin.

Steve and I started giggling. I covered my mouth so his brother and his weird friends wouldn’t hear me. I had a hard time believing anyone actually did crap like this outside of the movies. And what exactly were they trying to do? Summon a demon?

I was on the verge of falling to the ground in a fit of laughter when something happened—something that I can’t even begin to explain. The fire started to turn a blue colour. It became bluer and bluer and then it started to rise up, twirling around like a small twister. Steve and I became completely silent. I opened my mouth to ask what I was seeing, but I couldn’t push the words out. Then, the blue fire came back down and became orange again and the woods became totally silent.

“What the fuck was that?” I whispered to Steve.

“I—I don’t know,” he said.

Frogs started to jump out from the fire in every direction. I don’t know if they were always in there or if they just appeared because of some magical spell. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I even pinched my arm, to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. A few of the frogs hopped right past us. I looked over at Steve and he was looking at me. “Let’s get the hell out of here,” he said.

“Deal,” I said. So we got up and we went back to his house. We were completely speechless the whole way. I followed Steve up to his brother’s room, which was decorated as you might expect: painted black with pentagrams and adorned with candles and old books. “So what was that?” I asked.

“I told you, I have no idea,” Steve said. “But if that shit is real, then I want a spell that will get me laid. C’mon, flip through these books and see if you can find something.” He passed me one of many occult books from his brother’s bookshelf and I started flipping through the pages.

And that’s when I came across what was labelled as a ‘human transformation spell’. I read the description. It said that it was a dangerous spell that was hard to achieve. It apparently turned the caster into another person for a certain period of time. It required fire, like every spell in the book, a piece of clothing, a few different plants, and a drop of blood from the caster. Then, there was a long Latin paragraph that had to be read. I took a photo of the page with my phone while Steve wasn’t looking, and then I kept flipping and looking for a spell that would get Steve laid. I found no such spell.

And I believed it—how could I not believe it, after witnessing what I witnessed in those woods? Fires don’t just turn blue and create dozens of frogs out of thin air like that. Maybe those Satanist nerds knew something that no one else knew. Maybe there was some legitimacy to their nonsense.

I couldn’t get those old thoughts out of my head: that night I spent in my sister’s nightie, getting stuffed by her boyfriend’s big dick. I didn’t live with my parents anymore. I lived on my own, in a building where no one knew me. Since moving in, I hadn’t even thought about getting dolled up—but now I was thinking of something much better: transforming into a woman.

The supplied listed in the weird occult book weren’t easy to find, but I did end up finding them online. Shipping took a couple of weeks, and those couple of weeks were filled with anxious eagerness. But I needed that time to get a piece of my sister’s clothing. It was the biggest challenge, seeing as my sister still lived with my parents. I was over for Sunday dinner one night when I decided to make my move.

I excused myself to use the bathroom and then I slipped into her room. I didn’t just want a sock or a t-shirt—I wanted that nightie. I don’t know why it had to be the nightie, but I had a strange feeling that the spell wouldn’t work if it wasn’t that nightie. It took me a minute to find it. And as I picked it up, I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. I panicked and looked around. I stuffed the nightie into my pants and then I jumped behind the door. Thankfully, the footsteps passed my sister’s bedroom and carried on down the hall. I slipped back out of the room and re-joined my family at the dinner table.

And now that I had everything I needed, I didn’t waste any time. As soon as I was home, I gathered all of the supplies and I took off for those woods on the edge of town. I brought a lighter and a newspaper with me, to get a fire going. Once I was far enough away, I started the ritual. My heart was pounding. What if the spell didn’t work, and someone found me out there like that? What if it did work and I couldn’t change back into myself? What if there were other side effects that weren’t listed in the book. I mean—it can’t be healthy to just transform into another person, right?

I went ahead with the spell, following the instructions exactly, and then reading the little paragraph as accurately as I could.

As I neared the end of the paragraph, my heart really began pounding. I was suddenly feeling overwhelmed with regret, but I pushed through. I started to wonder: if this works, am I really prepared to be transformed into a woman? Into my sister? It didn’t say anywhere how long the spell lasted, just that it was temporary—but that could mean it might last ten or twenty years. Even a million years is technically temporary.

But I bit my tongue and finished that paragraph regardless. I closed my eyes, afraid that fire would flare up in blue magnificence like it did for Steve’s brother. But nothing happened. The woods remained silent and my fire continued to crackle like normal. I felt my chest and then I felt between my legs. Everything was normal. I was still me. The spell was a waste of time and money. I put out the fire and I went home.

I found myself on my back, in my bed, staring up at the ceiling, unable to sleep. I felt so silly and so duped. Steve’s brother and his friends must have had some tricks up their sleeves. They probably threw some chemical onto the fire when we weren’t looking, and those frogs were probably just in a little cage nearby. There was no way they just jumped out from the flames. The flames probably just scared them and made them run.

I sighed. I was surprisingly upset. Did I really want to experience being a woman that badly? Did I really think that I would be happier if I could have a pussy instead of a cock? Was I not happy the way that I was?

It was late when I finally fell asleep—close to 3:00 AM. I had my alarm set for 7:00 AM, for work. I knew I was in for a long, tired day.


CHAPTER VI

I woke up with a headache—probably from the fire: all the smoke and fumes from the strange plants that I’d spent the night burning. Or maybe it was just from lack of sleep. I was slow to peel myself out of bed. My eyes were so heavy, I could hardly open them.

I shuffled towards the bathroom. I didn’t turn on the light before sitting down on the toilet to pee. I didn’t have the energy to stand up, and I didn’t want to be blinded by my bathroom light. The sun bleeding through the curtains was blinding enough.

I brushed my teeth with my elbows planted on the vanity, and then I poured myself a bow of cereal with my elbows planted on the kitchen counter. Work was the last thing I wanted to do that day. I ate my cereal with my eyes half closed. My coffee maker decided to stop working that morning—so I cursed out loud.

But my voice took me by surprise. It was noticeably more high-pitched than normal, and my voice hadn’t cracked in years. “What the hell?” I said aloud, and that sounded weird too. I felt my throat. My skin felt smoother than normal. Then I felt my arms—those were smoother, too. And as I was looking down, I noticed two lumps on my chest: breasts.

I ran to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. The spell worked. I was a woman. Or maybe I was just having a dream. I pinched myself. “Ouch,” I said. I pinched myself again, just to make sure. And then grabbed my tits, and then I grabbed my crotch. My cock wasn’t there. My head was spinning. Oh my God, the spell actually worked!

I looked like my sister. I was my sister. My long hair was tied up into a bun. I was wearing that sheer pink nightie that I had tossed into those flames. I lifted up my shirt, letting my soft breasts fall out freely. They were real. I cupped them and gave them a gentle squeeze. My God, they were sensitive. I opened my legs and reached two fingers down, over my pussy—that was even more sensitive. As my fingertips caressed my clit, I twitched, nearly jumping.

“Oh my God…” I said aloud. And then I noticed the clock—I needed to be at work in twenty minutes. But how could I go to work in my sister’s body? Even if I put on a hat and my usual work clothes, they would be able to tell that I wasn’t me anymore.

I picked up my phone and dialled my boss. “Hello,” he said, after just a few rings.

“Hey, it’s, uh, Mason. I can’t come into work today,” I said, trying to strain my voice to sound deeper. But I sounded ridiculous—nothing like a man.

“Mason? Sorry, miss, are you sure—”

“—I mean—I’m calling for Mason. He’s really sick and can’t even speak right now.”

There was a silence on the other end. “Sick? He seemed fine last night,” my boss said.

“He just woke up like this. I’m taking him to the doctor.”

“And who’s this?” my boss asked.

“I’m Katie, his sister.”

There was another painfully long silence. “I guess if he’s sick, he’s sick. There’s nothing we can really do, right? Just tell him to feel better by tomorrow. I need him here to finish out this project.”

“I’ll let him know. Thanks,” I said, and I hung up quickly. But what if I wasn’t back to myself after one day? What if I wasn’t back to myself by the end of the week? I would have to quit. I wouldn’t be able to show up for our family dinner. I wouldn’t be able to show my face around any of my friends. There were so many potential hazards—yet I couldn’t help but smile. I had a woman’s body, and I couldn’t wait to have some fun with it—just like I did six months before, in Katie’s bedroom. But this would be better. Now, I had real breasts and a real pussy and a real voice and real hair. The world was mine, and I needed to get started before the spell wore off—whenever that might be.

But I didn’t have clothes or makeup—just the nightie that I’d woken up in. I dug through my closet for something to wear—just something that I could slip into for the bus ride from my apartment to my parents’ house. I knew my parents were at work, and I assumed my sister was at school, seeing as it was a weekday. There was a key they kept under a rock in the backyard, and if any neighbours saw me sneaking in, they would think that I was my sister, seeing as I looked just like her.

My outfit for the bus wasn’t flattering: a baggy grey hoodie and sweatpants. I was expecting to get the same sort of looks that I would have gotten as a man in the same outfit—people wondering why I was dressed like such a slob on a public bus. But I didn’t get those looks. One man even took the seat next to me and started chatting me up. I’d only even been chatted up by drunken homeless people before on city busses. “Going to the gym?” the man asked.

I forced a smile. “Just going home,” I said.

“Ah, I see. Spend the night with your boyfriend?” he asked.

I forced a smile. He was hitting on me. He was trying to find out if I was single so he could make a move. “Yeah,” I said.

“Lucky guy,” the man said. I forced another smile.

I fantasized about girls randomly chatting me up in public. It had never happened before. I knew how much courage it took to spark up a conversation with a woman. It wasn’t easy. And now, I didn’t even need to put on nice clothes or do my makeup, or even brush my hair—men were drawn to me. I caught another guy looking my way. He smiled at me before looking away. Was this a common experience? Did my sister put up with this every day?

How could someone ever be in a bad mood if people are constantly admiring you and complimenting you? It was a dream. I couldn’t wait to get myself dolled up properly so I could see what was possible. If sweats and an old baggy hoodie got guys going, then I was nervous to see what a tiny dress and heels could do.


CHAPTER VII

No one was home—thank God. I wasn’t prepared to do my best sister imitation, even though I looked and sounded just like her, and I definitely wasn’t prepared to face my sister. How could I even begin to explain what was happening? She would have a mental breakdown and assume she’d suddenly become schizophrenic. Thankfully that wasn’t something I had to deal with.

Just to be safe, once I’d raided her closet for a few outfits I liked, I went and locked myself in my old bedroom to get changed—in case she came home. I wasn’t too worried about her noticing the outfits missing. She had so much clothing and her room was in such a mess that there was no way she would notice anything was awry.

My outfit for the day was a black knit sweater and a frilly black lace skirt, with thigh-high stockings. I loved the way the skirt felt when I walked, soft and airy. I felt like I had so much exposed skin. I could feel a draft teasing so much of my body. But looking in the mirror, I was dressed surprisingly modestly by modern female standards. There were plenty of outfits at my disposal that would have left me far more exposed.

I spent plenty of time in front of the mirror perfecting my makeup. It was still relatively early in the day, and as far as I knew, I only had the one day to be a woman—so I wanted to make it count. I didn’t want to go out with some half-assed makeup job. I wanted to get the proper experience of being a pretty girl.

But what if the spell didn’t last one day? What if I was stuck for a week or a month or a year? I would have to quit my job. I would have to disappear, abandon my family and my friends. I didn’t have any ID or documentation as a woman, so I wouldn’t be able to get a job to pay my rent. I would end up homeless. Even if I missed just one more day of work, I would already be on track to becoming homeless. If I called in sick again, my boss would want a sick note from a doctor. And if he didn’t get it, that would be it. I was already living paycheque to paycheque.

So maybe I should have been more focussed on getting swapped back into my regular body, instead of thinking about all of the parks and streets and cafes and bars I wanted to hit up. Maybe I needed to get my life back to normal before everything began crumbling to pieces. But how could I even begin to do that?

I remembered that occult book in Steve’s brother’s bedroom. If the one spell worked in the book, maybe they all worked, and maybe there was some sort of reversal spell in there. I needed to get to that book.

With my makeup all pretty and my outfit just perfect, I slipped out from my bedroom and I made my way back down to the bus stop. I didn’t make it far before I started noticing the looks from nearby men. As I stood at the bus stop, I could feel their gazes behind me, admiring my legs and my booty. When I would look back, I would catch a glimpse of their heads snapping forward, as if they’d never been looking. I watched as their cheeks all simultaneously turned a shade of pink. I found myself blushing, too.

It was nice—it was a shame that I couldn’t indulge. It was a shame I couldn’t have waited until I had my week off before changing myself into a woman. There was so much that I wanted to do.

I got a compliment from a stranger as I stepped off the bus. “I just wanted to tell you that you look absolutely stunning,” he said with a red-cheeked smile. I felt warmth rushing into my cheeks. I would have stayed to chat with him, but I had a book that I needed to find.

But temptation eventually got the better of me. I was walking from my first bus to my second when I passed a clothing store. The cutest dresses hung in the store window. I stopped and stared at them and then I caved—trying on a few dresses won’t hurt, right?

I spent an hour in that store—an hour that felt like five minutes. I tried on six different dresses, and I wanted to buy every single one. I felt so free in that little store, and there were so many more stores just like it on the same street. It wasn’t like when I was a man, and I had to be careful even looking at a dress, or risk getting some strange looks. I could try on whatever I wanted. I could twirl through the store wearing the skimpiest outfits, and no one was going to judge me.

I was holding up the skirt of a beautiful white lace dress when I heard an unfamiliar man’s voice. “I’d like to buy that dress for that woman,” he said. I turned around and he was talking to the store clerk. Our eyes met and he smiled. He was a good ten years older than me, with a bit of grey in his short beard. He was wearing a dark suit, as if he was on his way to work. “I saw her from outside and I thought, that dress belongs on that woman.”

“Are you sure, sir? It’s a three-hundred dollar dress,” the store clerk said.

“I’m sure. It would be a travesty not to.” He looked at me again with that same handsome smile. My heart melted. I’d never been attracted to a man before, but now I was ready to throw myself at one. There was something so alluring about the man. He was amazingly charming and impossibly handsome. I didn’t even know what the word handsome meant until that moment.

And then I thought: if I’m in my sister’s body, do I also have my sister’s brain? I’m I feeling my sister’s emotions? Am I attracted to the same men my sister is attracted to?

I looked at the store clerk. She was a cute, young girl—maybe the kind of girl that I would have been interested in as a man. But now, she was just a girl—a girl with a nice outfit and shoes that I wished were mine. The man, on the other hand, was worth staring at. “You really don’t have to do that,” I said from across the store.

“I really do. Just enjoy the dress—it looks amazing on you,” he said.

He pulled out his credit card—a matte black credit card that looked like it was for the rich elite—and he paid for the dress. I looked at the price tag on the dress. It was actually three hundred and forty dollars. That was more money than I currently had in my bank account, and some stranger just spent it on me without a second of hesitation.

I looked at myself in the mirror. It was hard to see the dress with my bright red cheeks demanding all of my attention. Did I really need to go and find that book? Did I really need to force an end to my day as a woman? If I lost my job and my apartment, how hard would it be to find a cute guy who would take me in? Maybe this guy would take me to his big fancy house and let me live with him, as long as I crawled under the covers every morning to suck his big, hard cock.

He walked up to me. “Here’s my card if you’d like to grab a nice dinner,” he said. “You can ever wear the dress—no pressure though. I don’t want you to think I’m trying to buy a date.” Even he was blushing. I was making a handsome, successful man blush.

Why did I have to go back to being a man?

“Thanks,” I said, still in shock that someone was willing to spend money on me. The guy had moves. He made me realize how lousy my game was. I’d never bought a beautiful dress for a woman. I’d never even bought flowers that weren’t from the grocery store.

I watched the man leave, back on his way to work. And I just stood there, red-cheeked, feeling higher than I’d ever felt in my life.


CHAPTER VIII

I was walking down the street, making my way towards Steve’s house, so I could get that book and find a reversal spell, when I noticed a beautiful woman. But she wasn’t beautiful in the way that I normally would think of beauty—I didn’t try to picture her naked, and I didn’t fantasize about fucking her and coming all over her amazing body. She was just naturally stunning, glowing, with facial features that supermodels would have killed to have. I was jealous of the woman, more than anything. I imagined myself being her. She probably had moments, like the one in the dress store, on a daily basis. Men would throw themselves in front of a bus for her—I was sure of it.

I kept following her, passing my bus stop. I wanted to see what she was wearing, how she did her hair, and how she did her makeup. I figured that I could possibly emulate her look, even though I wasn’t nearly as beautiful as she was. It was only noon—I still had lots of time to get to Steve’s house to get that book.

She stopped at a street corner and I walked up next to her. I became suddenly nervous, my body becoming tense. I looked over at her and she looked over at me. She smiled. “You’re so pretty,” I said. It just slipped out from my lips.

“Awe, thank you,” she said. The light turned green and then she kept walking. I was slow to react. When the flashing red hand appeared, I finally snapped out of my daze and I kept following her. Then I noticed her dropping a glove. I jogged to pick the glove up, and I was about to shout at her when a thought occurred to me: is a glove considered a piece of clothing? Could that glove be thrown into the fire with all of those strange plants? Could I become that woman?

I kept the glove and I kept my mouth shut. She walked away, turning around a corner and disappearing. My heart stammered. Maybe instead of turning back into myself, I could turn myself into that gorgeous woman. I could live the experience I was living now, except better, with more compliments and more male attention.

I stuffed the glove into my pockets and then I continued towards Steve’s house. I decided to walk the rest of the way. I had all afternoon, and I wanted to enjoy being a girl while I still had the chance. I loved the feeling on my skirt swaying in the light breeze while I walked. My heart leapt up in my chest every time I saw my own reflection—though I still think that I was hotter when I got dolled up in my sister’s nightie in my own body; but it was nice to have real tits and a real pussy and a real voice that I didn’t have to imitate.

On my walk, I got more looks. But after a few more looks, it stopped being fun. Every look became a reminder that my real life would be less exciting. Every smile was a reminder that the vacation was almost over. And once I was back in my own body, I knew things wouldn’t be the same. I knew I would always look back on this one day as one of the best days of my life—a day I could never recreate as myself.

Or could I recreate it? Why couldn’t I put on my new white dress and a cute pair of heels and walk around Main Street? Why couldn’t I practice my voice so that I could chat with cute guys on street corners? Why couldn’t I enjoy the blushing faces of men at bus stops? Does it really matter what I have stuffed in my panties? Does it really matter if there are pads in my bra instead of real breasts?

I pushed those thoughts away. They weren’t welcomed. A man can’t just dress up like a woman whenever he wants. It’s just not normal… Right?

A part of me was disappointed when I arrived at Steve’s house. I knew it meant that I was near the end of my female journey. I just needed that spell so I could change back into my normal self. There were no cars in the driveway and no bikes leaning up against the side of the house. I walked up to the door and pressed the doorbell. I waited a minute before trying the handle. It was locked. So I started walking around the house, trying to find an unlocked window. As I reached for the first window, a face appeared on the other side.

I jumped back, nearly shrieking. It was Steve. He opened the window and looked at me with narrowed eyes. “Can I help you?” he asked.

I froze up. I had no plan. I hadn’t thought of anything to say, any excuse as to why some stranger was showing up at his house. How could I ask him to let me in? How could I get him to get me that book?

“Well?” he said. “Are you some sort of burglar? There’s nothing valuable here.”

“I’m not a burglar,” I said. “I’m, uh, I was sent here by Mason Tavares.”

Steve tilted his head slightly like a confused pug. “Mason sent you? Why?”

My heart was racing. I suddenly had a plan in my head that seemed ridiculous—but at least it was a plan. “He summoned me… for you,” I said.

I watched as Steve’s eyes lit up. “He—He summoned you?” he said.

“Yes. He told me that you would understand.”

“Yes, yes, I understand.” A big smile swept across his face. “Oh my God, that sonofabitch. I’m sorry, come on in. Come in. Make yourself comfortable. I’m home alone.” He ran and opened the door for me. After a moment of hesitation, I went inside. My body was suddenly cold. I hid my trembling hands behind my back. “So he found a spell, huh? That sonofabitch. And it actually worked? Well, of course it worked: here you are. So are you like a… a demon, or something? I mean—no offense. But you were summoned.”

“A spirit,” I said, lying on the spot.

His face became red. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to call you a demon. You’re very pretty. So you’re like a—a sex spirit?” He said the last part quietly, as if he didn’t want his neighbours to somehow overhear.

A lump started forming in my throat. “Yes, that’s right,” I said. My heart was pounding. I just needed two minutes alone in that house so that I could grab that book and get the hell out of there. But how could I get two minutes alone? I needed him to go to the bathroom. “Could you grab me a glass of water—with ice?” I said.

“Oh, sure. I didn’t know spirits had to drink—but I guess that makes sense. I’ll be right back.” He ran towards the kitchen to get me a glass of water. But he moved to fast. I wasn’t even able to make it to his brother’s bedroom door before he was back. “I hope that’s enough ice—it’s all we had,” he said, handing me the glass. “So what’s your name? What should I call you?” He was nervous and tense. I was out of his league, and I was pretty sure he was a virgin. I was starting to regret my strategy. But still, I couldn’t think of anything else I could have said to have him invite me inside. At least I was inside. Sadly, it was starting to look like I was going to have to put out.

He was looking down at my body, admiring my chest and my curves, as if I was just a glorified sex toy that had strolled into his house—and I suppose that’s what he thought that I was. “So should we just get down to it? If I don’t last long, I’m sorry. But I’ll be good to go again after, like, fifteen minutes.”

I forced a smile. “Let’s do it,” I said. My heart had plunged deep into my gut.


CHAPTER IX

What other choice did I have? I needed that book. I needed that reversal spell of my life would be ruined. If I didn’t get it, I would lose my job and my apartment and my friends and my family. Besides, Steve wasn’t so bad. He was a scrawnier guy like me. He was clean and well groomed. He was painfully shy, but that wasn’t the end of the world.

He took a deep breath and then he pulled off his shirt. He wasn’t terribly muscular, but he was nicely toned. He had good abs and nice tone to his arms. He immediately went to slip out of his pants. He didn’t seem interested in foreplay—and why would he be interested in foreplay? He thought that I was sent from some ethereal realm to pleasure him. It’s not like a sex doll needs any foreplay.

He dropped his pants to the ground. He wasn’t hesitating. He wasn’t questioning my story. And why should he question the story? A beautiful woman showed up on his doorstep after he’d seen literal magic happening in the woods by his house. He knew it was within the realm of possibility. Hell, maybe there was a spell in one of those books to summon some sort of sex spirit. “Well? Want to get undressed? My brother will be home in an hour or so.”

I looked around and tried my best to hide my nerves. I was about to sleep with my friend. Thankfully he had a pretty hot body and a nice, long cock. And even more thankfully, I was actually turned on by the sight of his toned abs and curved member. Though did that mean my sister would be attracted to my good friend? I tried not to think about it.

“Maybe you could start by sucking my cock. You know—get me hard or whatever. It won’t be hard.” He smirked. He was still as nervous as hell—even with what he thought was a spirit and not a human being at all.

I pulled my sweater over my head and gently tossed it aside. His eyes immediately snapped to my chest. I reached around and began to unclip my bra. I don’t know why I was so nervous—it wasn’t even my own body that I was showing him. But I didn’t know what to expect—I’d never been fucked in the pussy before. I’d never even experimented by sticking a finger up into my cunt before.

I dropped my bra to the ground. He took a step forward and reached out. He slipped his hands under my breasts and began to squeeze. “You look nervous. Do spirits get nervous?” he asked. “I promise you’ll like it.”

“I’m not nervous,” I said, trying hard to swallow my pride as he fondled my chest.

He took a deep, elated breath in. “Your tits are perfect,” he said. Something about his fondling didn’t feel right. Don’t get me wrong—it felt nice. Pulses of euphoria were beginning to surge through my body. But I wasn’t able to enjoy it fully. There was something off, but I couldn’t put my finger on it.

I looked down. His cock was already semi-erect. It was getting bigger. Who knew Steve was so well endowed? I took a deep breath of my own and I dropped to my knees. Carefully, I took his cock in my hand and began to stroke it. It was warm. I could feel it throbbing. I looked over at his brother’s bedroom door. I needed that book.

“Suck it, baby. It’s not going to bite,” he said.

I looked at his long, throbbing cock. It must have been eight inches long, and still growing. I opened my mouth and closed my eyes, guiding his shaft onto my tongue. It wasn’t so bad. In fact, there was something incredibly satisfying about it, especially once he started moaning and massaging his fingers into my hair. He liked it—I was giving him the most pleasure he’d possibly ever had in his life. I felt powerful in a weird way.

I caught myself reaching down and rubbing my clit. It was like an instinct, like something I just had to do while sucking his long, curved erection. I got him hard fast. I sucked the pre-cum right out of his cock. I made his knees tremble with ecstasy. “Shit, you’re going to make me come before I’m even inside of you.”

A part of me wanted to make him come before he could penetrate my pussy. Another part of me wanted to feel his big, hard member inside of my body. That may have been my only chance to experience the feeling of being fucked by a man, as a woman. So I slipped his dick out from my mouth and I walked over to his couch. I hiked up my skirt and tugged down my panties, opening my legs and presenting my wet pussy. “I’m ready,” I said.

My heart was pounding, but I was excited. How many men can say they’ve experienced sex as a woman? I’d seen the way women can scream during sex—I wanted to feel that, too.

He came up to me slowly and nervously. He took his cock in his hand as he climbed up on top of me. He looked down at my pussy and said, “Shit, you’re wet.”

“I want it. Fuck me,” I said. I’d forgotten why I was even at his house, why I was on his couch with my panties on the floor, with my legs spread wide… He pressed the tip of his cock up to my damp hole. A jolt of pleasure blasted through me. It already felt good and he wasn’t even inside of me yet. “Fuck me. Please just fuck me,” I said.

He started pushing into me. My body tensed up. I clenched on his cock, but I was too wet to stop him from sliding in deep. It felt good—too good. I knew it wouldn’t be long before I started screaming and moaning out of control, looking like a complete fool. I didn’t want to surrender already, before he even started thrusting in and out of me, but I knew it was inevitable.

I gripped his sides tightly. I closed my legs in on his body. He kept sliding in. I’m pretty sure he reached the end of pussy, because I could feel a dull pressure inside of me. “You’re so tight,” he said with dark red cheeks. He smiled and looked into my eyes. If only he knew he was fucking his good friend…

He started to pull out and plunge down. He used all of his cock, bringing it all the way out before pushing back in until he was pressing against the end of my vagina. It felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. But I could see that he was already trying to hold back, trying to will away his orgasm so that the moment would last just a little bit longer. “Don’t stop,” I said, as if it would help. I watched him as he closed his eyes and bit down on his tongue.

“I don’t know if I can last much longer. We can fuck again—in fifteen minutes. Okay?” he said.

“No, I want this to last. Don’t come yet. I’m close,” I said. And I was pretty sure I was close. I’d never felt anything like it—like a hot sensation in my pussy, growing stronger and stronger, buzzing deep inside of me. Why did it have to end?

“I’m about to come. I’m sorry,” he said. He groaned and clenched. His muscles all flexed. He started to groan. I could feel it coming as his cock bloated up inside of me.


CHAPTER X

He pulled out and grabbed his cock with his hand. He jumped up over me and started coming all over my bare chest and my face. He had no restraint. He’d watched one too many pornos. I wanted to feel his hot load inside of me, but he decided that coating me with his warm cum would be a better idea. Though it wasn’t bad. It actually felt kind of sexy, being sprayed with a big, warm load.

I was still in the middle of my own orgasm. It continued, even after he pulled out. I moaned and squirmed and found myself spreading my cum all over my chest. He stared at me with wide eyes and parted lips. It felt so good. Why did the bastard have to come so fast?

It didn’t matter. I wasn’t there to have the best fuck of my life, even though it was certainly up there. I was there to get that book. And I was running out of time. “We’ll go at it again in fifteen. I just need a little bit to get things flowing again. I’ll last longer this time—I promise.”

“Could you do me a favour first?” I asked.

“Sure—anything,” he said.

“Could you maybe take a shower before we go at it again?”

His face turned red. “Do I smell? Oh my God, I’m sorry. I was at the gym this morning—I didn’t realize that I smelled. I wasn’t expecting guests, you know. I’m so sorry. Of course I’ll take a quick shower. Just hang out here and if you need anything, help yourself. There’s food and drinks in the kitchen.” He ran to the bathroom with his red face. When I heard the running water, I made my move.

I went into his brother room, scanned through the bookshelf, and located that old occult book. I took it and then I took off. I didn’t feel too bad for ditching Steve. He’d gotten enough as far as I was concerned.

I took the book home and opened it up as soon as I was on my couch. I started frantically flipping through pages. “C’mon, c’mon,” I said aloud. I found the page on how to achieve a transformation—the page I had a picture of in my phone. I flipped to the next page, but there was nothing on reversals. My heart started pounding. Maybe I should have grabbed more books. Maybe I should have spent more time in Steve’s brother’s bedroom.

There was a page at the back of the book with the title: Undoing a Spell. My heart jumped back up into my chest. “Yes!” I said aloud. I started to read. According to the book, I just had to perform the same spell, but I needed to use a different kind of plant. I’d never heard of the plant before. ‘Salvia Dorrii,’ the book called it. I went to my computer to look it up, hoping there was, by some freak coincidence, a local store that stocked it. It turned out, it was just mint sage. My neighbour had some on her balcony. Talk about a serious coincidence.

I went and grabbed a handful of her mint sage and then I stuffed everything I needed into a bag. I didn’t waste any time—the sun was already going down. I started towards the woods.

I lit my fire and I threw in all of the ingredients, including my sister’s pink sheer nightie. I watched it burn away. It was time to say the Latin bit, to finish the spell. But I hesitated.

Sure, I needed to return to my proper body if I was going to continue my life—have a job, an apartment, my friends, and my family. But was it going to be the same? Was I going to be happy as a man, now that I knew how great being a woman could be? Or was this the beginning of a lot of sadness and regret. I took a deep breath. I suppose I could always steal another nightie from my sister—or toss that glove into the fire and become that stunningly beautiful woman.

Or, I could just be myself. I could keep that white dress and that nightie and all of the clothes that I’d bought for myself, and I could just wear them as myself. I was beautiful when I dressed up. In my opinion, I was more beautiful as myself than I was in my sister’s body—no offense to her. And so what if people find out that I have a cock? And so what if I show up to my next family dinner in a dress? So what if people think that I’ve lost my mind? Is that so much worse than actually losing my mind as I hide from the truth, as I watch beautiful women walking down the street—wishing I was one of them.

When Steve was exploring my naked body, it didn’t feel right because it wasn’t my body that he was exploring. The moment was missing a sense of pride in myself. I didn’t want to be someone else. I wanted to be me. I wanted a man to explore my body and look at me with eyes full of lust. And if he doesn’t like what I’ve got between my legs, to hell with him.

I looked down at that old occult book, at the paragraph I needed to read. Before I read it, I opened my phone and deleted the picture of that page. I didn’t want to be someone else. I didn’t even want the temptation.

I read the paragraph. Once I said the final word, I tossed the whole book onto the fire.

THE END
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