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OBEDIENT


Anthony wasn’t the best teenager, always getting into trouble, always bullying and teasing. The nasty trend continues into his early adult years—until his bad deeds start to catch up with him. All of a sudden, bad things start to happen to him, and he knows exactly what’s happening: karma.

Now, Anthony wants to turn things around, but he knows life won’t let him unless he rights the wrongs of his past. So he makes a list of all the people he hurt. One by one, he starts to pay them all back however he can: working for free, cleaning, lawn work, and so on. But there’s one name at the very top of the list that Anthony knows won’t be as simple as the others.

Mrs. Andrea Vellum. Anthony pulled a cruel prank on her back in high-school. That prank got her fired and put on a certain offender registry. Now, if Anthony wants to earn her forgiveness, he will need to be completely obedient to her every wish.


CHAPTER 1
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Bad things kept happening to me. I was starting to think that I’d been cursed.

I caught my girlfriend cheating on me just two days after my boss fired me for something I didn’t even do. Some cash went missing from the register at work (a lot of it) and the conclusion was that I took it (I didn’t). And maybe I should point out that it was my boss that I found in bed with my girlfriend.

So that sucked. But it was just the start.

I parked a few inches past the ‘no parking beyond this point’ sign. Literally just a few inches while I ran into the liquor store to buy a case of beer. In that time, a car managed to side-swipe my mirror, and I was ticketed and towed. The driver that hit my car demanded that I pay $2,000 to fix the paint on his car that my mirror had scraped off. The ticket was another $1,500. The towing bill was $500. And I would have been able to pay it off if I hadn’t run out of that liquor store in a hurry in an attempt to stop the tow truck, leaving my credit card stupidly on the checkout counter. Some homeless guy nabbed the card and racked up about $14,500 on everything you can imagine. He just went wild with spending until the credit card company finally cut the card off.

And I couldn’t fight the charges, because just a couple weeks earlier, I had cancelled my credit card insurance in an attempt to save a few bucks each month.

Idiot move.

Oh, and I accidentally left the sink running in my apartment, flooding the place (yes, it was the same week). My landlord told me that I had to pay the damages (over $12,000), and that I had to move out by the end of the month (which was just five days away).

So I went from having a comfy job, reliable car, cute, girlfriend, and decent amount of savings… to nothing. Actually, it was worse than nothing. I had a mountain of debt that would quickly start collecting interest that I had no way of paying off.

I figured I would be able to find a new job… but no one would hire me. I went to interview after interview: jobs that I figured I would get no problem. But no one would hire me…

Because I was cursed. I don’t know who cursed me or how they did it, but I just knew that something was wrong. I was 99% sure of it.

And that 99% turned to 100% when the bus hit me while I was crossing the road. It broke six bones in my body and left me in the hospital for two weeks. And maybe you’re thinking, ‘Well good, now you can sue the city and use the money to pay off your debt.’ Well, that would be wise… but it wasn’t a city bus. It was a wine tour bus. And it was quickly determined by the authorities that the bus was not at fault because the light was red. It’s true: it was red, but it had just turned red and I figured I could dart across quickly like I always did.

Leaving the hospital, the receptionist handed me a bill for $8,500. She told me that it was generous, though she didn’t explain why. More debt that I had no way of paying.

I thought about declaring bankruptcy, but it turns out it’s not as easy as you would think to do that. I looked into it, and if I wanted to go that route, I would have to forfeit all of my family inheritance, which was all tied up in a complicated legal matter with my brothers (too complicated to get into in this story, I’m afraid). That family money would eventually be mine without question, but it would take years for the lawyers to sort out the logistics.

I was cursed. Maybe cursed by the universe… but I wasn’t mad at the universe. I knew that I had done this to myself.

It was karma.

I never really believed in karma, but now, it was the only explanation. I had been a spoiled brat of a kid… and a real shit-disturber of a teenager. Maybe I was a bit of a bully, though rarely in a physical sense. There were a few kids that I mocked relentlessly. And I had gotten away with a lot of shit—luckily before this dreadful luck became a part of my life. When I was eighteen, I started a fire that burned down a little house. It was sort of an accident. I was just screwing around. If the police had found out I was the cause of the fire, I probably would have spent a few years in prison. I suppose having some debt wasn’t as bad as being in prison…

When I was sixteen, I robbed a convenience store, wearing a balaclava, holding a toy pistol that I spray painted black. I didn’t even want the money; I just wanted to prove to my shitty friends that I was ‘badass’. Kids do dumb shit.

We used to go into various stores pretending to shop around, and we would do awful things, like pee into racks of clothing, or write random slurs into the pages of books for sale—not because we were filled with hatred, but because we wanted to be edgy.

Oh, I could tell you so much more, but I’m sure you already think that I’m a low-life piece of garbage. You’re not entirely wrong—but I did turn things around when I was about twenty-two. I stopped hanging out with those friends (mainly because most of them ended up in jail). I tried to take things seriously. I got a job and an apartment. I stopped spray painting graffiti as a pastime. I tried not to talk shit about anyone.

But I never really did make things better with the people that I hurt over the years. I convinced myself that I didn’t have to, that I did those things as a youth, and youths aren’t responsible for their actions. Why? I don’t know… because they’re too stupid to take responsibility. I blamed my parents. I blamed my teachers… though my teachers were also my victims.

One teacher in particular…

Mrs. Vellum. Andrea Vellum. She was the young student teacher, working her second year as a full-time teacher at our high-school. What I did to her was probably the worst thing that I had done to anyone.

One afternoon, while I was in detention, she left to help another teacher decorate the gym for an upcoming dance. I was supposed to be finishing assignments, but I noticed her phone on her desk, screen glowing because she hadn’t locked it before leaving. Of course I jumped to my feet and rushed to the phone, grabbing it before it automatically locked itself. My eyes lit up as the possibilities filled my mind.

I did something awful.

I went into her photos and looked for the good stuff: nudes. She was a hot MILF, with curly blonde hair and big titties. And I found what I was looking for: photos taken in the staff bathroom, probably sent to some Tinder fling. There were photos of her big bouncy titties and photos of her damp slit, parted by her manicured fingernails. There was even a video of her fingering herself while she moaned and gushed small gushes of liquid.

Perfect.

I transferred all of it to my own phone.

Then, as revenge for giving me so much detention, I printed some of those nudes out and slipped them into the lockers of random guys, writing notes on them, ‘My classroom, 3:00 PM. I like it rough.’ Some guys actually showed up, thinking the offer was real. One guy, who was underage, took the note to the police.

And, well… that was the end of Mrs. Vellum’s career. It was also the end of her marriage. Nobody believed her when she said she was pranked. I never took accountability, of course. It was a big, long, dramatic thing that even made the local news. Poor woman lost everything, and even found herself on a sex offender registry.

Maybe she was the one who cursed me… though she never did suspect that I did it. She had come back for her phone seconds after I had put it back down on her desk. She wasn’t out of that room for nearly long enough to feel like I was a suspect. She just assumed she had been ‘hacked’, and I was failing all of my computer classes; I was hardly able to turn on the internet browser (we didn’t have a computer at home).

I really don’t think any one particular person cursed me. I really think it was the universe getting back at me for everything I’d done.

Karma.

And I knew that things wouldn’t get better unless I started to pay back the people that I’d hurt. I didn’t have money to pay them back, but I found myself determined to find other ways.


CHAPTER 2
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Ididn’t know where to begin. That was the hardest part.

When you’ve got a list of people you’ve hurt and no roadmap for forgiveness, every step feels like it might be in the wrong direction. My first instinct was to try to pay someone back—literally. But I had no money, no job, and a credit score that probably made banks laugh when they saw my name.

So I started small, or so I thought.

The first person I reached out to was Jeffery Calderon.

Back in high school, we called him “Jelly,” like it was some innocent nickname. It wasn’t. It was a way to cut him down, make him soft and ridiculous. He was the artsy kid—head down, pencil always moving, drawing fantasy creatures with sad eyes and huge wings, derpy monsters with hilarious proportions. He would draw the same characters over and over. He gave them names and intricate back stories, and it all seemed so hilariously pathetic at the time. He used to carry a sketchbook around with him everywhere.

One day, he left it behind in the cafeteria. We found it. Laughed at it. Took it home… and, of course, defaced it. The next morning, we’d printed copies of his most emotional sketches with our ‘hilarious’ additions—one of a knight kneeling before a bleeding angel (turned into a blowjob scene), another of what was clearly a self-portrait hugging a dragon (turned into a picture of him being ass-fucked by the thing). We plastered them all over the hallways, added stupid captions like “Jeffery’s sex diary” and “Jelly wants a good dragon-fucking!”.

He transferred schools by the end of the week. Never came back.

I remembered all of this while sitting on a bus that smelled like feet, clutching a busted notebook where I had written down the names of people I owed something to. I found Jeffery’s art account on Instagram—he was still drawing. Better now. Way better. Professional. His profile had a blue-and-purple colour palette and said, Illustrator for hire. Be kind or leave.

I typed a message. Then deleted it. Then typed it again.

“Hey, this is Anthony Scardino. You probably remember me—maybe not fondly. I’m reaching out because I owe you an apology. A real one. I was a cruel little shit back in school. I did something awful to you, and you didn’t deserve it. There’s no excuse. Just... I’m sorry. I’m really happy to see that you’re still drawing. I’m happy that my cruelness didn’t stop you from doing what you’re good at.”

I hit send.

Then I stared at the screen for what felt like years.

“Yeah, I remember you. You were a dick. That week sucked. You probably don’t know this, but my mom almost pulled me out of school entirely. I stopped drawing for a while. But I came back to it. Still hurts to think about. But… thanks for saying something. Just don’t be that guy again.”

I exhaled. Like I’d been underwater and hadn’t realized it.

It didn’t make things right, but it made things lighter. I decided that I needed to do something for Jeff. I wasn’t sure what I could do without money, but I thought of some ideas. Then, like an offering from the universe, a coupon blew to my feet. Well, it was a sheet of coupons, but one was for a special printing offer at Staples. One dollar for one-hundred printed pages. Valid one per customer. I figured out where the coupon page came from and tracked down another fourteen sheets. I scrounged up fifteen bucks and went to every Staples in the city. I printed off hundreds of Jeffery’s drawings. I made sure his Instagram handle was on each page, and then I went around posting them everywhere. It took days.

A few days later, I saw him make a post on his Instagram: a photo of one of the posters. “I don’t know who put these up, but thank you. Thank you so much. This really means the world to me.” And I saw that his follower count had shot up by a few thousand.

I decided not to tell him that I had done it. I wasn’t doing this for praise.

Next on the list: Julia Marks.

Julia was quiet. So quiet, she practically vanished when she entered a room. She had long sleeves that covered her hands, even in summer, and she winced when you spoke above a whisper near her. She didn’t stutter, but she paused between words.

She was also the target of one of our favourite games: “Ignore the Ghost.” My friends and I—bored and cruel—decided to pretend she didn’t exist. We’d step around her, talk through her, let doors swing closed in her face. We’d whisper “did you feel that?” when she brushed by us. We tried to make her think that she was literally invisible.

Stupid emotional bully stuff…

I tried to find her on Facebook. Nothing. Twitter. Instagram… Nope.

But then I got lucky. A mutual friend’s LinkedIn connections led me to her profile. She worked for a nonprofit in the city—something to do with youth advocacy and literacy. She’d made something of herself, and somehow that made the guilt worse.

I sent her a long email. I didn’t sugarcoat it.

“Julia, I know this message is probably the last thing you want in your inbox, and I completely understand if you delete it. I was one of the people who made your life harder back in high school. I bullied you a lot. I thought it was funny. It wasn’t. It was disgusting. I know I can’t undo it, but I want to say I’m sorry. I think the work you’re doing is awesome now, and if there's ever anything I can do to help, please let me know.”

No reply.

But five days later, I got a call from her organization. The woman on the phone was friendly, warm. “Is this Anthony… Scardino? Hi there. Julia said you might be interested in volunteering for our organization,” she told me. “We always need help with supplies, sorting books, general maintenance. Nothing glamorous, but we’ll take all the hands we can get.”

She didn’t have to do that. She could have ignored me. Or told me to screw off. Instead, she gave me a way to contribute. Maybe that was her form of justice.

So I went in the next morning, ready to do whatever they needed me to do. I hauled boxes. Sorted construction paper. Wrote names on stickers and labels. I saw Julia once, in the hallway. She didn’t smile. But she didn’t look away, either.

It was something.

I went in every day for the next month. I never really saw Julia more than that one time, but it didn’t matter. Even if she didn’t know that I was still there volunteering—it didn’t matter. I was there for the universe.

Then there was the Singh family.

They owned the corner store near my old neighbourhood. Back when I was sixteen, my buddies and I decided to “play gangster.” I wore a hoodie and a bandana over my face. Pretended to have a weapon. Demanded money from the teenage cashier who was barely older than me. It was stupid. It was a joke to us. We got away with maybe $60 and a couple of candy bars. But the look on that poor kid’s face—that wasn’t a joke. He looked like he thought he was going to die.

I walked into that store for the first time in almost a decade. It looked the same—tight aisles, candy bars near the register, postcards with sunsets and city landmarks. Mr. Singh was still there, a bit older, with more grey in his beard and a few more lines around his eyes.

He recognized me instantly.

“Anthony,” he said, not a question.

I swallowed. “I came to apologize.”

He looked at me. He looked at me for a long moment. And then he said, “You want to apologize? You sweep the lot. The gutters are full of trash. You do that, I’ll listen.”

So I did. For three hours. In the heat. With an old push broom and a sunburn spreading across my neck. When I came back in, dripping sweat, he handed me a bottle of water and nodded.

“Still don’t trust you. But I appreciate the gesture.”

That was more than I deserved.

I came back the next day. He wasn’t in, but I got to work anyway. The property was pretty messy. I don’t think they earned enough money to hire the professionals they needed to fix up the place. I was no professional, but I did what I could. I cleaned the storage room. I got some cleaning supplies from the Dollar Store. I cleaned the windows. I scraped dirt out from between bathroom tiles. I went back a few more times, even manning the register while Mr. Singh took a phone call. One day he even gave me the key to his car and asked me to drive across town to pick up a delivery. I was happy to do it.

Little by little, I was digging my way out of the karmic hole that I’d made throughout my lifetime.

Each time I owned up to something—no matter how much it burned—I felt the curse loosen just a little. I can’t really explain it, but there was a shifting in the energy around me, like ‘evilness’ was fading away.

I even got a part-time job delivering food. A hole-in-the-wall Thai place took me on under the table. No background check, no references, just an old woman named Mee who told me, “Don’t crash. Don’t steal. Smile big.” That was the extent of the contract.

And weirdly… the world stopped kicking me. For the first time in months, my luck levelled out. Nothing miraculous, but steady. One day, a stranger handed me their umbrella in the rain. Another day, I found twenty bucks on the sidewalk.

I tracked down more victims. I helped a guy named Nick find a girlfriend (back in high-school, I humiliated him in front of his then-girlfriend and he had been too afraid to date ever since). I spent nearly a month building a new fence for Jennifer Mae’s horses (I broke the fence to release her horses in the middle of the night back when I was fourteen). I painted Principal Egger’s garage, which I had egged at least a dozen times in high-school.

Then, as I flipped through the pages of my apology notebook one night, I saw the name written in large, blocky letters:

MRS. VELLUM.

I stared at it, feeling a coldness in my veins. What I did to her seemed so much worse than what I’d done to anyone else.

Andrea Vellum.

That one wasn’t like the others. I hadn’t just hurt her. I had destroyed her. And I had never fully admitted to myself how far it went.

Some people I’d hurt emotionally. Some financially. But her? I ruined her career. Her reputation. Her marriage. She was made into a pariah. I took her private, intimate images and turned them into public humiliation. I weaponized her sexuality. I was sixteen, but there’s no excuse for that.

No apology felt big enough. No good deed could erase it.

I tried going to the police station. “So, when I was younger, I did this really terrible thing.” I told them what I did, hoping that they would put me in touch with some higher up who could, at the very least, get Mrs. Vellum off of the sex offender registry… but they couldn’t do it, because I couldn’t prove that I was telling the truth now. “As far as we know, Mrs. Vellum hired you to say this for her own benefit. We would need substantial proof to launch a revision case.”

And there was no way I could muster up any proof.

But if I was serious about making things right… if I truly believed this karmic curse was real…

Then I knew what I had to do next.

I had to face Mrs. Vellum.

And I had no idea if she would forgive me. Hell—I was fairly certain that she wouldn’t forgive me, and she might even find a way to punish me. Maybe that’s what I deserved. If punishing me would help her to feel better about everything, then maybe I needed to let her do it.

Though I had no idea how to find her.

I just knew that I had to try.


CHAPTER 3
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Some names stick in your mind like cancer. They refuse to stop echoing, to stop waking you up with a fright in the middle of the night.

Mrs. Vellum was the main one.

I hadn’t spoken that name aloud in almost a decade. I couldn’t bring myself to say it.

It felt like saying it would summon something too horrible to face: shame, mostly, but fear too. I remembered her voice: soft… but harsh, like velvet over sharp rocks. So many students had the hots on her, but she was capable of being so heartless. She was the detention queen—but some guys would get in trouble on purpose as an excuse to stare at her tight little outfits.

I remembered how she used to tuck her hair behind one ear when she was thinking hard, the edge of a pen resting on her plump lips. I remembered the way she stood at the front of the room—confident, youthful, passionate—and how we all just devoured her with our eyes, and with our fantasies.

She wasn’t a bad teacher. She was just… not meant to be in a place like that. You can be the best teacher in the world, but when you’re a hot woman in a room full of young men, all with something to prove… Well, she was beautiful, and we were teenage boys with too much testosterone and not enough respect. We were wolves. And I was the worst of them, at least in the end. Her end.

Now I was about to knock on her door.

Finding her had taken two whole weeks. She’d vanished after the scandal. I couldn’t blame her. She changed her name—dropped the “Mrs.” altogether—of course, because her husband left her thinking that she had been cheating on him with minors. I found her new identity buried in a message board thread about “unfair teacher dismissals,” and even that was just a username: v-bird. From there, it took a little luck and a lot of social media creeping. Eventually I found a yoga studio in a sleepy neighbourhood two hours away that used a quote of hers on their website.

“Grace is not forgiveness—it’s the space where healing begins.”

– Andrea V., trauma educator.

I froze the first time I saw it. There was no picture of her face, just the name, the initial, and a picture of her silhouette as she struck a yoga pose. But it was her. I knew it.

So I went.

I didn’t call. I didn’t email. I didn’t send a letter.

I wasn’t sure she’d read it if I did.

I took the bus—two and a half hours through dusty suburbs and industrial wastelands, past gas stations and closed-down diners. I watched power lines blur into trees and wondered what I’d say. I tried to rehearse it in my head, but every version ended with her slamming a door in my face.

When I got off the bus, I walked to the yoga studio.

It was small with bright windows, hanging plants, and a chalkboard sign outside with a sun drawn on it. “Balance is breath,” it said in neat cursive. I swear that I even recognized that cursive: the same large swooping letters she would stroke onto those classroom chalkboards.

She was inside. I knew it.

I peeked through the glass.

And there she was.

Andrea Vellum.

A bit older, of course, but not by much. Time had somehow made her more pretty. She was in her twenties when she was our teacher. Now, in her late-thirties, there was a curious confidence that she never had before, but the other features were more or less the same. She stood at the front of the studio, showing a group how to roll their spines slowly. She wore a pale blue tank top that barely held back her bursting cleavage—something that would never be allowed on a teacher in school—and loose white pants. She was barefoot, nails painted a tasteful white. She looked peaceful. She seemed… fine. Maybe she was even happier here than she was in a classroom—so maybe I’d done her a favour… though that didn’t excuse what I had done to her.

I didn’t deserve to breathe the same air as her—let’s be honest.

So I left… That first time, I left. I stood outside for twenty minutes, then turned around and walked to a park bench nearby and stared at a broken fountain. A couple kids were chasing each other around it, giggling. My stomach was in knots. My hands were trembling.

But I came back the next day.

And the next.

I didn’t go in. I just sat on that bench across the street and waited. Until finally, on the fourth day, she noticed.

She was locking up the studio, keys jangling. The sun was setting behind her, burning orange through the trees. She turned, stared at me across the street. For a second, she didn’t recognize me.

Then she did.

Her posture changed instantly—shoulders back, chin slightly up, eyes narrowed. She didn’t look scared.

She still had no idea that I was the one that ruined her. To her, I was just a pest… or maybe there was some suspicion. Maybe there was some idea in the back of her mind that I was the one who derailed her life in the worst possible way, all those years ago.

I stood.

She crossed the street slowly. Each step sounded louder in my head than it should’ve.

“Anthony,” she said. Just that. No hello. No how-have-you-been. Just my name, like it was some rotten thing in her mouth.

“I—” I began, and my voice caught. I swallowed hard. “I came to… to say I’m sorry.”

She crossed her arms. “Sorry for what?” Her voice was suddenly quieter, almost a whisper. I watched in her eyes as she put it all together in an instant. I probably didn’t have to even say it at this point; she already knew. Years of wondering… She at least deserved the closure. She deserved to know.

I stared at her. My palms were sweating.

“For… what I did. With your phone. The photos. I was the one. It was, uh… me.”

I had rehearsed it, but the words didn’t quite land as I had expected. They came out so… clumsy.

Her expression didn’t change. For a moment, she just stood there, breathing quietly.

Then her eyes went cold.

“I knew it,” she said with a hiss. “I always knew it had to be one of you little shits, but I couldn’t prove it. You ruined my life, and then you laughed about it. You destroyed me.”

“I was sixteen… And… I mean—it seems like you’re doing really well now, but that doesn’t make it⁠—”

“—Don’t,” she snapped. “Don’t you dare use your age like a shield. You knew what you were doing. You knew those photos weren’t yours. You knew that phone wasn’t yours to touch. You knew what would happen when you passed them around—and framed m for something so… heinous.”

I couldn’t meet her gaze. My throat felt like it was closing.

“I lost everything,” she said. “My job. My marriage. My dignity. My name. And I still get calls. Still, Anthony. From people who find my photos online. Those photos will be online forever, going from porn site to porn site, no matter how hard I try to get them removed. They’re constantly being looked up by men who think they can laugh about it years later. I had to move three towns away, change my entire career, change my life.”

I was struggling to breathe. This was so much more intense than my previous confrontations. “I know. I know. And I’m sorry. I am so, so sorry. I came here because I had to face it. I wanted to apologize to everyone I’ve ever hurt and⁠—”

“—Don’t make this about your own selfish redemption,” she cut in. “Don’t pretend this is noble. This is guilt, Anthony. You’re tired of being punished by your own guilt and you think that crawling back to the people you stomped on will ease your conscience. You’re hoping we’ll pull you out of the pit you’ve dug yourself into. That’s not bravery. That’s desperation. And it’s selfish.”

The words hit like a bus to the chest.

She stepped back. “I don’t forgive you. You don’t get that. Not today. Not ever.”

“I just wanted⁠—”

“Wanted what!?” Her voice rose. “Closure? Forgiveness? Some neat little bow on your personal journey? You think you get that? After what you took from me?”

“I’m trying to do the right thing,” I said, barely audible. “I want to⁠—”

“Then leave me alone,” she said. Her voice dropped low and fierce. “That’s the only right thing you can do right now, you little pest. Walk away.”

She turned. She walked back across the street and disappeared into the studio.

I stood there for a long time, unsure if I was breathing.

I had expected anger. Even hatred. But this?

This wasn’t just rage. It was pain. Still raw and still burning, as if the whole thing had gone down yesterday. I could just tell that this was something that still kept her up at night: a dread that tortured her in her nightmares.

That night, I didn’t take the bus home.

I walked for hours instead, until my legs felt like they were going to give out, until the sky turned cobalt and the stars blurred into dark clouds. It was a cold night, and I suppose I deserved to sit out in the cold, to think about the full extent of what I did to that poor woman.

I thought maybe I didn’t deserve forgiveness.

But I also knew, in some terrible, aching part of my chest, that I still had to try… something.

I just couldn’t think of anything that would suffice as payback.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwasn’t expecting the message.

It came as an email, short and strange. No subject line. No signature. Just:

“Come to my place. I’ll be waiting. 6:00. – A.V.”

It took me a minute to process it. I read it three times before my brain caught up. A.V.

Andrea Vellum.

I hadn’t given her my email. I hadn’t said where I lived. Somehow, she’d found me. My first thought was: I must be dreaming. My second thought was: She’s plotting to kill me.

By three-forty-five, I was pacing around my tiny apartment like a rat in a box. The sun outside was low, leaking gold across the floor. I kept thinking about our last meeting: her words, her rage, the sound of her voice when she told me to fuck off.

And yet, here she was, offering me some sort of second chance at an apology. At least… that’s what I thought she was offering.

I was still wondering if this was some elaborate trap when I knocked at her door. I heard her coming, heels on hardwood—louder and louder and louder.

She opened the door.

She looked different than I remembered—less soft, more defined. She was wearing a dress. I’d never seen her in a dress before. I’d seen her in a blouse… pants… one time a knee-length pencil skirt… but now, a short dress. I could see her thighs for the first time, not concealed by any tights or pantyhose. Her skin was remarkably smooth, her body still tight for her age. The dress was tight, making her breasts bulge, almost spilling out the top, tempting my gaze—but I fought the urge. I kept my eyes on hers and awaited whatever she had to say to me.

“Anthony,” she said. She was calm… too calm. Maybe she had some time to think about everything. Maybe she had time to calm down and realize that I was trying to make things better.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

She turned around and started walking into her own house. I assumed it was my cue to follow her. I stood there dumbly, heart beating a thousand miles per hour.

I didn’t sit. I didn’t look around. I just waited.

She walked over to a bag that was placed delicately on a nice table. Her whole house was nice. She clearly made decent money. Though there were no signs of a spouse. The place was overly feminine—no signs of men at all. All clean, floral, pink hues, white walls, and potted flowers in every corner.

She reached into her bag and pulled something out—something folded, delicate, draped over her arm like an offering.

It was… clothes.

Not ordinary clothes.

A short, baby-pink pleated skirt. The kind you might see on some asian pop idol. It had a little white bow on the waistband, stitched in satin. Beneath that was a matching top—white lace, fluttery cap sleeves, with tiny pearl buttons and a frilled collar. A pair of sheer white thigh-high stockings. Pink ballet flats, glossy and almost childlike. And then, to top it off: a blonde wig with loose curls, styled with two pink clips and a ribbon headband.

She held it all out toward me.

“What… is all this?” I asked.

“This,” she said, “is the first condition.”

I swallowed hard. My skin prickled. “Condition for what?”

“For forgiveness,” she said flatly. “Or at the very least, a chance of it.”

I stared at the bundle. It looked absurd in her hands—like something a doll might wear. “You want me to wear that?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“You’re not here to ask questions. You’re here because you owe me. And I don’t want an apology. I want your shame. I want your obedience. I want your soul stripped raw.” She said that last part through clenched teeth.

I opened my mouth again, but her eyes stopped me. Not cruel. Not even angry. Just… unreadable. Like she was conducting an experiment she already knew the outcome of.

I looked down at the clothes. My face was burning.

“Now,” she said.

She didn’t leave the room. She didn’t even turn away, not even offering a sliver of privacy. That was part of the punishment too. This wasn’t just about embarrassment. It was about surrender.

She watched me undress, getting completely nude in front of her.

First, I slid on the lacy panties, which seemed too tight, squishing my cock and balls against my body. I felt so stupid letting her see something so… humiliating. But if this made her happy, then I was willing. If I could bring her any kind of joy, even if it was some sort of resentful joy, then I would give it to her.

The skirt was impossibly soft. It barely reached mid-thigh. The fabric felt cool against my skin as I stepped into it, tugging it up my bare legs and over my bare ass. The top clung gently to my chest, the lace scratchy against my arms. I fumbled with the buttons, my fingers trembling. The stockings rolled smoothly up over my knees. The ballet flats actually fit perfectly. Too perfectly. I had no idea how she’d known my size. I wondered if she’d spent the past two weeks planning this humiliation. And if so—what came next?

Well, next came the wig.

I hesitated. I could still say no. I could take it all off and leave her with an apology she could choose to take or not.

But I didn’t.

I placed the wig on my head. The curls fell around my face, framing me in a halo of artificial femininity. The headband snapped into place, helping to hold the whole disguise together.

I turned toward her.

She looked at me slowly—eyes traveling from head to toe. And then back again. Her lips curled slightly, not in mockery, but in… thoughtfulness. Like an artist considering her next brushstroke.

“You wear shame well,” she said with a small laugh—or maybe it was a giggle.

I couldn’t speak. My throat was dry. I was hyper-aware of every thread against my skin, every breeze against my thighs. I was an adult man… now dressed like a doll. Maybe worse than a doll. Dolls don’t wear short skirts that don’t even cover the entire ass. Maybe I was dressed more like… a sex doll. Like some perverted male fantasy.

She knew what she was doing.

And then she said:

“Now leave.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Leave. Like that. Go home. Or back to wherever it is you go. Let the world see what you are.”

“But—”

“—If you want forgiveness,” she said, “you will do everything I say. Without question. Without pride. Without exception. You will feel small. Because I felt small for years. And you will earn every inch of redemption with humility.”

I was frozen.

“This is your first step,” she said. “Take it.” She pointed a rigid finger at the open door.

My heart was pounding relentlessly in my chest. I took a deep breath. If this would make her a little bit happier… then I would do it.

The door closed behind me with a soft click.

The world outside was still bright. And I was in a super short skirt, a wig, and slutty thigh-highs. I felt like an absolute mockery. I had a long, long journey home.

And it wasn’t long before the public humiliation really began.

I heard the first laugh two blocks away. A car honked. Someone whistled.

I walked.

And with every step, I felt it: shame, yes—but something else, too… Something I didn’t yet have the words for.
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Every step echoed with humiliation.

The pleated skirt swished against my thighs: a soft tickle that constantly reminded me of how little I was wearing. The flats tapped lightly on the pavement, and with each motion, the wig hair would tickle the sides of my face, brushing those springy curls against my cheeks. My heart pounded loud enough that I thought people might hear it.

That outfit wasn’t made for walking blocks and blocks through the city. Not at dusk. Not when people were pouring out of hole-in-the-wall coffee shops and diners and warehouses, headed to bars, to rusted buses, to their grungy apartments. This wasn’t a place for girls dressed like this—or boys… maybe boys especially. I just wanted to disappear…

But I couldn’t disappear.

A gust of wind blew the hem of the skirt higher, and I had to clutch it down. I heard the laugh of a teenage girl behind me. She nudged her friend. "Did you see that?" See what? The bulge in my panties? The body hair that was so visible between my stockings and skirt?

I kept walking.

A man in a work van leaned out the window as he passed, his eyes sweeping over me with a slow, deliberate hunger. “Hey, sweetheart,” he called. “Where you headed? Need a ride?”

He didn’t know I was a guy. That was somehow worse than the mockery that came before. It made my knees weak in a way I didn’t understand.

I turned my face away, cheeks burning.

I kept walking.

Three teenage boys on bikes circled past me on the sidewalk. “Yo, check her out!” one said, grinning. “Hey, you wanna hang out or what?” another jeered.

One of them leaned in as he rode past and whistled, eyes locked on my legs. “Nice socks, baby.”

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t look at them. Maybe it was mockery… or maybe he couldn’t tell. The sun was behind the buildings now. Less sunlight maybe meant less of a spotlight on my masculine features. Now, they just saw a skirt, bouncy blonde curls, and a long pair of stockings stretched on a long pair of legs.

Girls had always told me that I had ‘long legs’. It had always seemed like a compliment… until now.

I just pulled the wig lower on my forehead and hoped the ground would open up beneath me, swallow me up… I’d rather spend some time in hell than here. Maybe I already was in hell. Maybe this was the ultimate punishment for all of the terrible things that I’d done to people over the years.

But a strange thing was happening too. The shame was undeniable—thick, cloying, like a terrible slime coating every inch of me—but underneath it… a thread of something else. A trembling feeling in my chest, somewhere between fear and electricity.

People were looking. Really looking.

My usual trek home was a journey of invisibility, like Frodo wearing the Ring. No one ever looked my way. Now, it seemed like every pair of eyes took at least a moment to investigate.

Cars honked. Some laughed. Others didn’t. One woman smiled, not unkindly. Another shook her head in disgust, probably noticing the leg hair, or maybe the stubble on my cheeks. I passed a group of older men who went silent when I walked by, their eyes following me until I turned the corner.

Every person saw something different in me, and none of it felt like me.

The breeze fluttered up under the skirt again, and I gasped, pulling it down. A bus full of strangers rolled by. Heads turned. All of them could see me.

Part of me wanted to run. Rip off the clothes. Hide.

But I didn’t.

Because Mrs. Vellum had told me: “You will feel small.”

And I did.

Smaller than I’d ever felt.

By the time I reached the quiet part of town—closer to my place—I was sweating under the wig, my legs aching in the flats. The thigh-highs had slipped slightly, and the lace on the blouse scratched with every movement. I couldn’t stop adjusting things, fidgeting, worrying I looked ridiculous. But I kept walking.

Because this was my punishment. My first step. It was embarrassing for sure, but now that it was almost over, it really didn’t seem like such a big deal. Maybe Mrs. Vellum didn’t realize it, but she had given me a disguise to hide the shame and humiliation. In that wig, I was more or less unrecognizable—unless you saw me up close… and very few people saw me closely.

I got to my friend’s place where I was crashing on the couch. I changed in the back alley before going in, even though he wasn’t home (he worked night shifts at a factory). I didn’t want to take my chances. I showered away the shame under his sputtering shower-head, which only had two options: cold and burning hot. I towelled off and retreated to my couch, feeling strangely exhausted. It wasn’t a physical exhaustion; it was a mental one. Enduring all of those looks… it drained me, and now, I knew that I had to go and face Mrs. Vellum again first thing in the morning. I had to return to continue the punishment.

Okay, so maybe I didn’t have to. I knew that I could just stay away from her and move on with my life… but that’s how I had spent the better part of the past decade, and where had it gotten me?

In this sort of karmic hell. My life wasn’t going to get better until I redeemed myself with the people I hurt, and I hurt Mrs. Vellum more than anyone. If she wanted me to feel punishment, then I would endure it, even if she needed to torture me for years.


CHAPTER 5
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Istood at Andrea Vellum's door, my heart pounding. The clothes she had given me to wear yesterday still felt like a dream, a nightmare from which I hadn't fully awakened. I had spent the night tossing and turning, my mind racing with the events of the day and the humiliation I had endured. But there was something else too—a strange sense of release, being one small step closer to making things better with the person I had hurt more than anyone else.

When the door opened, I was surprised to see a softer expression on her face. This morning, she was wearing a comfortable, flowing dress that seemed to match the gentle softness of her home. Her eyes met mine with a mixture of curiosity and something else—perhaps a glimmer of understanding. Maybe I’d passed her test. Maybe she was willing to give me a shot.

"Come in," she said, stepping aside to let me enter. Her voice was quieter, less sharp than before. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d popped a couple pills.

I hesitated for a moment before stepping inside. The house was bathed in the soft light of morning, and the air was filled with the scent of lavender. I followed her into the living room, where she gestured for me to sit on the couch. I perched on the edge, my hands clasped tightly in my lap, unsure of what to expect.

"Yesterday was... interesting,” she began, her voice barely above a whisper. "I needed to see how serious you were. And I think I do see that now. You're truly willing to make things right, aren't you?"

I nodded, my throat tight. "Yes, I am. I know I can't undo what I did, but I want to try to make it up to you in any way I can. Whatever you need from me, I’ll do it happily.” I put on a big smile.

She looked at me for a long moment, her eyes searching mine. Then she sighed and leaned back against the cushions. "I believe you. And that's why I'm going to give you another chance. But it won't be easy."

I braced myself, wondering what she had in mind. I looked around her place. It probably wasn’t going to be cleaning; the place was spotless. It wasn’t going to be yard work; the yard was beautiful already. It wasn’t going to be home repair; there was nothing that needed fixing. "I'm ready," I said, my voice steady, my body ready.

She stood up and walked over to a small table in the corner of the room. From a drawer, she pulled out a small, velvet box. When she opened it, I saw that it contained a delicate black lace choker with a small pendant that hung from it—a heart shaped like a lock.

"This is the next step," she said, holding up the choker. "You will wear this at all times. Consider it… a symbol of the promise you’re made to me—to make things right. And it's a reminder of the shame you felt yesterday, the humiliation you endured."

I took the choker from her, feeling the soft lave against my fingers. "And what do I do with it?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

"Wear it," she said simply. "Wear it at all times, even when you leave here, and let it be a constant reminder of your promise. And next week, come back to me.”

I nodded, feeling a strange mix of relief and nervousness. There was no way she was letting me off this easy. "I will," I said. "I promise."

The room became quiet. She motioned towards the door.

“That’s it?” I asked.

She nodded.

I put on the choker and I left.

The whole thing was weird and surreal.

Once I was a few blocks away, I really considered taking the choker off. She couldn’t see me… Unless she was somehow spying on me. Maybe she had a friend following me and I had no idea. Or maybe she was following me herself from a distance.

Regardless of whether I was being spied on, I knew I had to leave it on. Even if I was alone—because the universe was always watching, and I was making things right with the universe—not just with Mrs. Vellum.

Wearing the choker turned out to be a whole lot more humiliating than walking home in the skimpy outfit. The skimpy outfit was a disguise… but this choker was just a bold statement to everyone I met throughout the next week—basically announcing ‘I’m a flamboyant sissy’. Every person I walked by would look down at that choker for a moment before looking at me with a weird look. That tight choker was somehow so much more feminine than a short pleated skirt. I felt so ashamed and humiliated everywhere I went, with that thing around my throat.

I suppose it was symbolic, like an ultra-feminine, emasculating dog collar—a sort of statement that let everyone know that I was obedient, like a trained dog. After that first day (which I spent dropping off resumes), I wanted so badly to rip the damn thing off. The way people looked at me—especially men—was so horrible. A few men even grinned at me with bad ideas in their heads. I could practically see them imagining me in some lingerie outfit, on my knees, their cocks in my mouth. It was weird to think that something so subtle around my throat could suggest so much.

I wanted it off… but I endured it. I kept the damned thing on for a whole week, and then I went to Mrs. Vellum, chin high, proud that I had endured that punishment, bringing me one step closer to satisfying her.

A small part of me was hopeful that this was all going to be over. Maybe she had spied on me a few times and saw that I was indeed wearing it. Maybe that would be enough for her to know that I was serious in my apology.

But it wasn’t enough. Now, she wanted more.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


Istood at Andrea Vellum's door, my heart pounding. The choker she had given me still felt like a brand around my neck, a constant reminder of the humiliation I had endured and the promise I had made. I had spent the week walking through the city, trying to go about my life, feeling the stares and whispers, the knowing glances that seemed to strip me bare. But I had endured it, and now, I was ready for whatever came next.

When the door opened, I was surprised to see a different expression on her face. It was softer, yes, but there was also a glint of something more—something that sent a shiver down my spine. She was wearing a silk robe that clung to her curves, and her hair was loose, falling in soft waves around her shoulders. She looked... alluring… like she was trying to seduce me.

"Come in, Anthony," she said, her voice a low purr. "I've been waiting for you."

I hesitated for a moment before stepping inside. This felt somehow like a trap. I had gotten her in trouble by convincing the school she was a seductress, and now she was playing the part. Something was fishy…

The house was dimly lit, the air filled with a soft, floral scent. She led me into the living room, where the lights were low and candles flickered on every surface. Instead of sitting, I remained standing. I waited for clear instructions. I wanted her to see this as a sort of business meeting. I was there to provide a service and she was a customer—with the end goal of us both being satisfied.

“Are you ready for the next step?” she asked.

I nodded, my throat tight. "Yes, I am. Whatever you have in mind, let’s do it.” Then, I cleared my throat. “By the way—I’ve got a lot of skills you’re welcome to utilize. I’ve done some plumbing work… carpentry… lots of cleaning. I can fix minor car problems. Run errands. Stuff like that. Just so you, uh… know…”

She looked at me for a long moment, her eyes searching mine. Then she sighed and leaned back against the cushions, her robe falling open slightly to reveal a glimpse of smooth, creamy skin, and a hint of her breast. My heart skipped a beat. Was she knowingly exposing herself to me? Was she trying to seduce me? Was that part of her trap?

I braced myself, wondering what she had in mind. I looked around her place, taking in the soft lighting, the candles, the way her robe seemed to shimmer in the low light. “Whatever you need,” I said.

She stood up. With a grin on her face, she bent over gently. She fingers found her panties through her opened robe. Then, she shimmied the panties down. For a brief moment, I saw her bush, and I saw the glistening slit of her pussy. I let out a gasp. There was a sticky wetness that clung to her panties from her pussy, just for a moment, before she pulled them down further, stepped out of them, and closed her robe again.

I was left speechless… and red in the face. She was much older than me… and certainly much older than my usual ‘type’. But my God… she was hot. I remembered her in class, being ‘the hot teacher’, but she was never this sexy. She was never this… heart-stopping.

“Here’s your next step," she said, holding up the panties. "You will wear these at all times. Under your clothes. And the choker too—that will stay on.”

I took the panties from her, feeling the soft lace against my fingers. “That’s it?” I said, thinking the challenge was anti-climactic more than anything.

"Wear them," she said simply. "Wear them under your clothes, and let them be a constant reminder of what you did to me. And next week, come back and we’ll reassess.”

It felt like an echo of the week before: another weird interaction, another underwhelming request.

I felt annoyed—not about having to wear the panties, but because this whole punishment felt like it was being prolonged. It felt like she was trying to stretch this out forever. It almost seemed like she was too passive to give me a real punishment that would satisfy her. She was too scared to really put me on blast—so she was coming up with these soft-balls, and feeling unsatisfied after seeing me follow her orders.

At least that’s how it seemed.

But things were starting to amp up more than I realized. I began to realize that these initial ‘tasks’ were more about warming me up to a role that she was preparing for me. I was being primed.

The next week, she made me pull my pants down to prove that I was wearing the panties, so I did.

So she gave me a bralette to wear under my clothes—along with an order: “Shave your legs and keep them shaved.”

And that was it for the week. It seemed pointless, wearing panties and a bralette under my clothes. My shaved legs were also concealed under my clothes… So what was the point?

But that choker was still visible to everyone. My friend (who was also my roommate now) asked me about the choker, and I told him honestly, “This woman I hurt a long time ago is making me wear it as a punishment.”

“Why not just take it off? She’s not here. She’s not looking.”

I shook my head. “I promised I would do it, so I’m going to do it.” He knew about my ‘list’ of victims. He knew about my plans to fix my life and correct my ‘karma’.

But I didn’t tell him about the panties or the bralette or the shaved legs; he didn’t need to know about that.
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Two times during those first few weeks in the choker, I was approached by men with terrible looks in their eyes. One was blunt, and said, “I have lingerie at my house that you can wear while I fuck your little sissy asshole.” I had to run away from him. The other man was more subtle, trying to flirt with me in a way that almost made me more uncomfortable than the blunt man. He slid his fingers behind my neck and caressed me while staring into my eyes. “I’ve always wanted a girly boy like you,” he said.

Embarrassing—surely… and surely what Mrs. Vellum was hoping for from me.

And that was confirmed the next week I went to her house and received my next instructions.

Wearing that skimpy robe, she smiled and said, “This week, I want you to flirt with three men—three willing men. Don’t just approach strangers and make them uncomfortable. Go to bars and clubs and find guys who want you. I’m sure you’ve already come across a few in the past few weeks, so you know the kind of man that I’m talking about. I want you to turn them on. I want you to show them your bra and your panties. Three men—before next week.”

I felt my skin turning white.

Suddenly, this felt like a real punishment.

I hardly said another word before leaving her place. I wanted to argue with her. I wanted to convince her to pick something else. I wanted to remind her that my carpentry skills were pretty solid.

But I had to do what she wanted. If I chickened out, I was just proving that my apology wasn’t genuine.

When I was a few blocks from her house, I realized the extent of what she was asking from me: to flirt with three men… to seduce them. She wasn’t asking me to sleep with them, but she was asking me to totally humiliate myself well beyond any humiliation that I’d endured up until that point… and three times.

I felt sick.

I wanted to post-pone for as long as possible… But another part of me just wanted to get it over with. And maybe I could do it in a single night.


CHAPTER 7
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The neon lights of the bar flickered invitingly, casting a garish glow over the crowded street. I stood outside, my heart pounding in my chest, the choker around my neck feeling a bit tighter than usual—even though I’d been wearing it consistently for nearly a month now. The panties and bralette beneath my clothes felt like a dirty secret… a dirty little secret that I was about to share with strangers.

I took a deep breath, mentally preparing myself for what was to come. This was my punishment, my path to redemption, and I was determined to see it through, no matter how humiliating it might be.

As I pushed open the heavy door, a wave of loud music and deep-voiced, masculine laughter washed over me. The bar was packed, a sea of faces turned towards the stage where a scantily clad dancer gyrated a pole. It wasn’t a strip club, but I guess they were having a strip-club night. Maybe this was the wrong place to be.

No—it was the right place. This was a place where the men were horny—getting hornier by the minute as their eyes devoured the topless women.

I made my way to the bar, feeling the eyes of the patrons on me—just quick curious glances, until they noticed that choker. That choker had been the bane of my existence for a month now, and it was continuing to prove to be the worst punishment I’d endured yet.

The bartender, a burly man with a thick beard and tattooed arms, leaned in as I ordered a drink. "First time here?" he asked, his voice gruff.

I nodded, trying to keep my voice steady. "Yeah, just checking the place out."

He slid a glass towards me, his eyes lingering on the choker. "You look like you're looking for something… specific.”

I felt a flush of embarrassment. I was getting used to it… but this was different. Now, I was taking things further, into uncharted territory. If I gave a man a certain impression, how far would he go to get what he wanted?

Or would any guy even want me? I wasn’t a woman. Not even close…

Or maybe I was closer than I thought. Maybe that bralette did fit a bit better than I had expected. Maybe the panties were a bit more snug than they should have been. Maybe my shoulders were a bit more narrow than I’d always assumed, and maybe my long legs were more feminine than I liked to admit.

Now, this was it, my first chance to fulfill Mrs. Vellum's latest assignment. "I... I'm new to this," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

My heart raced.

The bartender's eyes sparkled with interest. “New to this?” he asked. His eyes looked me up and down. For a moment, he almost looked like he was considering me—considering something totally new.

I took a sip of my drink, the liquid burning its way down my throat. I scanned the crowd, my gaze landing on a group of men in the corner, their laughter loud and their eyes roving over the room with ‘predatory interest’. I took a deep breath and made my way over, my steps hesitant but determined.

As I approached, one of the men, a tall, muscular guy with a shaved head and a cruel smile, looked me up and down. His gaze landed on that choker. That choker said more than any words could. He laughed and his friends did the same. “Sissy,” he said bluntly.

Normally, I would have barked back. But I felt the intense presence of Mrs. Vellum, even though she wasn’t there. I knew that I had to be obedient to her request, and I wanted to get this over more than anything—and that meant letting the people of this bar know that I was available to flirt with.

“Hi,” I replied.

“What do you want, sissy boy?”

I bit my tongue hard. My masculine instinct was to fight back. But I had to surrender to that feminine submission. “I like it when you call me that,” I said, forcing a grin on my face.

The men laughed. “Horny little fag,” one man said. “Do we look like fags to you? Fuck off.”

My heart raced. Those men were bigger than me. They could snap me in half. And now, my presence seemed to make them think I was insinuating that they were gay—which, to that kind of man, was the worst insult of all. So I went away.

I thought about leaving. I felt an intense pressure now to leave, like my subconscious was telling me that I was in danger if I stayed. But I ignored that instinct. I stuck around, ordering another drink, floating around the bar…

Then, one of those men approached me. I thought he was going to put his fist through my face: a punishment for insinuating that he might be interested in me, insinuating that he might be gay.

But now, he was looking at me differently. Maybe he was a bit drunker. Or maybe my little ‘offer’ had sprouted like a seedling in his mind. “You see something you like?” he asked.

I felt my face flush, but I held his gaze. "Maybe," I said, my voice barely a whisper. "I'm new to this.” I don’t know why I added that, but I was afraid. “Something you want to… explore?” I asked.

The man's smile widened, and he leaned in closer, his breath hot on my ear. "Oh, I'm very interested in exploring. Why don't you come with me, and we'll see where this takes us?"

I nodded, my heart racing.

This wasn’t supposed to be so easy. This wasn’t supposed to happen so fast. I thought it would take a dozen tries. I thought I would have to convince someone to flirt with me—because that’s how it had always been trying to flirt with girls as a guy.

But now, something was different.

Now, this was it: the first step towards my redemption. I followed him to a quieter corner of the bar, my mind racing with terror.

As we sat down, he reached out, his fingers brushing against the choker. "Cute accessory," he commented, his voice heavy with amusement. "Does it have a special meaning?"

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. "I just like it,” I said, my voice steady. “Don’t you like it?”

“Is that your only… accessory?”

This was it: my chance to tick one guy off of the list. I bit my lip. Gently, I lifted up my shirt and showed him my bralette. I watched his eyes light up.

“What else you got?” he asked, voice deepening.

So I moved to the seat next to him. Gently, I opened the fly of my pants and showed him the tight lace that was holding my cock.

Then, without warning, he reached down and gave my bulge a ‘pet’, like it was a kitty cat. I tensed up. His fingers suddenly started to gently ‘touch’ me all over. “Do you moan like a girl?” he whispered.

“I can,” I smiled.

“Let me see that cute little bra again,” he growled.

So I showed him.

I let him touch me and flirt with me for the next ten minutes, and then I found my escape through the back door while I was ‘going to the bathroom’. I slipped into the alleyway, heart racing, but with a smile on my face. I was one step closer to being done with this task.

And from there, it was easier. I went out again the next night, to a new bar, in a new part of town. I sauntered around, catching glances, until I caught the right glance. There was a certain way in which he looked at me: a glimmer that made me know he had a thing for girly boys. So I kept eyeing him until he had the confidence to sneak over to me. Then, nervous chatter turned to flirting. I showed him my bra… and my panties. He asked if he could touch me, and I let him. He rubbed my nipples through the soft lace. My heart bounced. I snuck away when I got the chance—and then I did it again the next night: a new bar, a new part of town, a new man.

I can’t begin to describe the intense relief that washed over me. Sure, I knew Mrs. Vellum would have much more for me. I knew she would find a way to take it to the next level, but for now, I had done everything she asked of me, and I did it without whining or complaining or fighting.

Now, I was one step closer. I could feel a shift in the energy around me: my karmic energy, maybe. I could feel myself moving up some sort of karmic list, like moving from Santa’s naughty list to his nice list. I knew I still had more to do for Mrs. Vellum, and more to do for my other past victims—but things were changing.

Maybe I wasn’t such a bad person anymore.


CHAPTER 8
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The tasks she had given me over the past weeks had been humiliating, but nothing I couldn’t handle. Today, I was at her house again to report back, to tell her that I had completed her latest assignment. I took a deep breath and knocked.

When the door opened, I was met with a sight that sent a jolt of electricity through my body. Andrea was wearing a tight, black dress that hugged her curves and showed off far more than was appropriate to show in public. Her hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, and her makeup was flawless, accentuating her high cheekbones and full, pouty lips. She looked stunning—like a mature goddess. She was embracing the sex appeal that contributed to her downfall so many years earlier.

"Come in," she said, her voice smooth. She went directly to a table where she had many girly-looking things set up. Lots of lace… "This is the next step," she said, holding up a pair of stockings and a garter belt. “Put these on. Right here.”

I took a deep breath, and then I did as I was told. I slipped out of my clothes. I let her see that I was in those panties and bralette. I put on the stockings and the garter belt.

I stood there, feeling the cool air of her living room against my nearly bare skin. The stockings felt strange, the lace tight against my legs, and the garter belt dug into my waist. I shifted uncomfortably, trying to adjust to the new sensations.

Andrea watched me with a critical eye, her gaze traveling from my feet up to my face. "Not bad," she said, a hint of approval in her voice. "But we have a long way to go. Today is going to be a full day of lessons. I want you to learn to embrace this side of yourself. And don’t try to argue me. If you want my forgiveness, you will be obedient.”

I nodded, my throat dry. "Whatever you say."

She clapped her hands together, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "First things first, let's get you into something more... appropriate. Something that will make you feel like a pretty girl.”

She turned and walked over to a closet, pulling out a garment bag. With an elegant move, she unzipped it, revealing a pastel pink dress with a fluffy skirt and a bow at the waist. It was the kind of dress a little girl might wear to a tea party, and it made my stomach churn with a mix of embarrassment and something else—I couldn't quite put my finger on it.

"Put this on," she instructed, handing me the dress. “And with this...” She reached to the table and grabbed a bra that was padded, like it was made just for me. I took it and put it on, feeling weird with ‘boobs’.

Next, I took the dress, feeling the soft, girly fabric between my fingers. I slipped it over my head, the skirt billowing out around me. The bow at the waist sat just below my chest, accentuating what little curve I had. I felt ridiculous, but there was a part of me that… didn’t hate it. There was a nice way that the fabrics felt against my skin. I found myself blushing—trying to hide the redness that was infiltrating my cheeks.

Andrea circled me like a shark, her eyes roving over every inch of me. "Cute," she said, a note of satisfaction in her voice. "Now, let's do something about that face. There’s potential there.”

She led me to a vanity table where an array of makeup products was laid out. Foundations, blushes, eyeliners, and lipsticks in every shade imaginable. I felt a a wave of nervousness as I looked at the unfamiliar items.

"Sit," she commanded, and I obeyed, perching on the stool in front of the mirror. Andrea stood behind me, her reflection staring back at me with an intensity that made me squirm.

"First, we'll start with a base," she said, picking up a foundation brush and dipping it into a bottle of liquid makeup. "This will even out your skin tone and give you a nice, smooth canvas to work with."

She began to apply the foundation, her touch surprisingly gentle as she blended the makeup into my skin. I watched in the mirror as my usual skin tone gave way to a soft, porcelain complexion. It was unsettling, seeing myself transformed like this, but there was also a strange thrill to it.

Next, she moved on to blush, adding a rosy hue to my cheeks. "A little colour never hurt anyone," she said with a smile. “Do you know the history of blush? Back in the day, it was believed that a woman was her most attractive when she was mid-orgasm. The sight of a girl having an orgasm would induce the male orgasm, so girls started to put blush on their face to imitate that orgasmic look.”

I shifted in my seat, feeling the weight of her gaze on me. "Is this really necessary?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Andrea paused, her brush hovering over my cheek. "Necessary for what? For you to understand the humiliation I felt? For you to embrace the femininity you've been denying? Yes, it's necessary. Now, hold still."

She continued with her work, adding eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara. My eyes, usually a plain brown, were transformed into something sultry and alluring. I barely recognized myself in the mirror.

"Lastly," she said, picking up a lipstick, "we'll add a touch of colour to those lips. Something soft and feminine."

She applied the lipstick, her fingers lingering on my mouth for a moment longer than necessary. I felt a flush of heat, a sensation that had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with something far more… primal.

When she was done, she stepped back, admiring her handiwork. "There," she said, a tone of satisfaction in her voice. "You look almost presentable. Almost."

I stared at my reflection, barely recognizing the person looking back at me. The dress, the makeup, the stockings and garter belt—it was all so foreign, so unlike anything I had ever worn or even considered wearing. And yet, there was a part of me that was intrigued, that wanted to explore this new side of myself further.

"Now," Andrea said, breaking into my thoughts, "let's move on to the next lesson. Voice and mannerisms. A true lady doesn't just look the part, she acts it as well."

I eyed the clock. An hour had already gone by—and it was just the first of many. I ended up in that house until dark, enduring her ‘lessons’, and then her tests—enduring her criticism and scrutiny until she finally seemed to be satisfied with the end product.

I felt totally unlike myself as I stood in front of her—but we weren’t even finished. Now, she wanted to do one last lesson. “You need to know how to turn on the sex appeal,” she said. “When you have a man in your bedroom, you need to know how to finish the job.”

“A… man?” I asked.

“Put this on,” she said, handing me a lingerie one-piece.

I took it from her, feeling the soft, silky fabric between my fingers. It was a deep, sensual red, with delicate lace trim and thin straps that crisscrossed over the back. The front dipped low, sure to reveal more than it concealed, and the hem was short, barely covering the essentials. I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry.

"Put it on," Andrea repeated, her voice firm but with an underlying note of amusement. "And make sure you do it slowly. I want to watch every second."

I nodded, feeling a flush of embarrassment and something else—excitement, perhaps. I turned away from her, my hands trembling slightly as I unbuttoned my dress. The cool air of the room brushed against my skin, making me shiver. I slipped the lingerie over my head, the soft fabric sliding down my body like it weighed nothing. The straps settled on my shoulders, and the lace brushed against my thighs, sending a shiver down my spine.

As I turned back to face Andrea, I felt a strange sensation building in my crotch. The lingerie was tight, hugging my body in all the right places, and the way it accentuated my curves made me feel vulnerable… and somehow powerful at the same time. I shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide the growing bulge in the thin fabric.

Andrea's eyes widened as she noticed, and a mischievous smile played on her lips. "Well, well," she purred, circling me like a wild cat. "Someone is enjoying this a little too much, aren't they?"

I blushed deeply, feeling the heat rush to my cheeks. "I... I'm sorry," I stammered. "I don't know what's happening."

She giggled, a sound that was both playful and teasing. "Oh, you poor thing. Don't be sorry. This is all part of the lesson, after all."

Before I could react, she was in front of me, her hands reaching out to gently cup my growing erection through the lingerie. I gasped, the sensation sending electric shocks through my body. Her touch was soft but confident as she began to stroke me slowly, her fingers tracing the length of my cock.

"Relax," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. "Just enjoy is. Let go of everything else and focus on this moment. Feel that tight little outfit against your cute body. Feel the lipstick on your lips. It feels nice, doesn’t it?”

I closed my eyes, my body trembling with a mix of embarrassment and pleasure. Her strokes were slow and deliberate, building a tension within me that was almost unbearable. I could feel the pressure building, my cock throbbing in her hand as she continued her torment.

"That's it," she cooed, her voice a soft purr. "Just let it go. Give in to the sensation. You're doing so well."

Her words, combined with her touch, pushed me over the edge. I came with a shudder, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over me. I felt the warm, sticky release spill into the lingerie, the sensation both embarrassing and intensely satisfying. Cum dripped out of the tiny outfit, all over the floor with loud drops.

As I opened my eyes, I saw Andrea smiling at me, her fingers still gently stroking my spent cock. "Good girl,” she said, her voice soft and approving. "Now, clean up your mess. On your knees."

I hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, lowering myself to the floor. The lingerie rode up, exposing more of my thighs and ass as I leaned forward, my tongue darting out to lap at the cum that had dripped all over. The taste was salty and intimate.

Andrea watched, her eyes shining with a mix of satisfaction and something darker, something that promised more lessons to come. "That's a good little bitch," she said, her voice low and sultry. “You’re a good little bitch. Now—you’re probably wondering what your next task is. You have one week—and it should be easy, now that you’re familiar with the taste of cum. I’ve already picked out an outfit that you can borrow. I want you to go out and find three men—and I want you to seduce all three of them. Get them alone, and suck them off. Let them cum in your mouth, and swallow everything.”

“W—What?” I said.

“You heard me.” She let out a giggle. “And if you can pull it off… Maybe I’ll finally forgive you for what you did to me.”


CHAPTER 9
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The next morning, I woke up with a heavy heart and a knot of anxiety in my stomach. Andrea's assignment weighed on me like a backpack filled with lead. The thought of what I had to do made me feel sick, but I knew I had to do it if I wanted to make things right with her.

She wasn’t forcing me to do it. She was just trying to make me prove that I wanted her forgiveness… I didn’t want to do it, but I wanted that forgiveness so badly. I wanted to feel free from the weight of what I had done to her. That burden was so much worse than what she was now bestowing on me…

Or maybe it wasn’t. In theory, it seemed like an easy out: a task I could complete in a few days, and then I could move on with my life—meanwhile, she was probably still dealing with the fallout of what I did to her, so many years later. So would we really be even?

I dressed in the outfit she had provided—a tight, low-cut top and a short skirt that barely covered my ass. I put on the makeup she gave me, and then I worked hard to style the copper-toned wig she let me have.

I had to admit as I looked in the mirror: I looked like a girl. I looked more like a girl than most of the girls who were regulars at those bars that I was now going to venture into.

I took a deep breath and stepped out into the world, feeling vulnerable and exposed.

My first target was a man I had seen at the local coffee shop, a regular who always seemed to be alone. And he was always glancing at me. He had that look: a look I had come to recognize—a look that was full of ideas… fantasies… and nervous excitement.

I approached him, my heart pounding in my chest. "Excuse me," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve noticing you looking at me before.”

He stared at me for a moment, trying to figure out who I was. He wasn’t used to seeing the makeup or the wig—just the choker. It took a moment for his gaze to meet that choker. Then, his eyes widened.

“Oh. Um… Hi there,” he said.

I think I picked him because he seemed harmless. I could seduce him, and he wouldn’t hurt me. Some of the men in those bars… they would hurt me. They would fuck my face so roughly… and they would want more. But this man seemed like he would be polite, like he would move at my pace.

“Want to have a coffee with me?” I asked, peering into his eyes.

We found a quiet corner of the shop, and I sat down across from him, my legs shaking. "I... I have a confession to make," I said, my cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“I have this fantasy,” I whispered. “I really, really want to suck your cock.”

He gasped. His eyes widened. It was a risk: a blunt approach that skipped hours of buttering him up. If the roles were reversed, hours of work would have been necessary. But as a girl, you have a curious sort of power over men. No man would turn down an offer to be intimate with a pretty girl.

And I really was a pretty girl.

We went to the cafe bathroom.

He reached out, his hand cupping my breast through my top. I flinched, feeling a wave of revulsion wash over me. But I knew I had to see this through. I unzipped his pants, my hands trembling as I reached inside, pulling out his already hard cock.

I leaned forward, taking him into my mouth. He tasted salty and musky, and I had to fight back the urge to gag. I moved my head up and down, trying to match the rhythm he set with his hips. It felt like an eternity, but finally, he came with a grunt, his cum spilling into my mouth. I swallowed, feeling the warm, thick liquid slide down my throat.

I pulled back, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. "Thank you," I said, my voice shaky. "I... I hope that was okay."

He zipped up his pants, a satisfied smile on his face. "That was great. Can I, uh… get your number?”

I stood up, feeling dizzy and disoriented. I had done it, but the experience had left me feeling dirty and used. I shook my head. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. I… I have to go.”

I stumbled out of the coffee shop, my mind racing with a mix of relief and disgust.

The next day, I approached my second target: a man I had seen at the gym. He was tall and muscular, with a confident air about him. I felt a flicker of nervousness as I approached him, but also a strange sense of determination.

The taste of cum had lingered in my mouth. Even a whole day later, I swear I could still taste it… But I suppose it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. It wasn’t nearly as disgusting. It was… fine. The feeling of the man’s cock in my mouth had been ‘fine’ too. So maybe I could handle it again—just two more times. And knowing it wasn’t as disgusting as I thought it would be helped to ease the tension that threatened to boil over now.

"Hey," I said to the quiet gym hunk, trying to keep my voice steady. "I don't usually do this, but... I was wondering if you'd like to get a drink sometime."

I’d caught him eyeing me more than a few times. I knew that he wanted me. I’d seen that gaze explore my whole body. I’d even seen his bulge growing at the sight of me as he imagined fucking me.

He raised an eyebrow, a smirk on his face now. "Sure, why not? I'm always up for a good time."

It was that night that we found a quiet bar, and I sat down across from him, my legs crossed and my back straight. I felt more confident this time, more in control. We did a bit of chit-chatting before I finally said, “I have something to confess.”

“What is it?”

“I want to suck you off.”

The admission shocked him enough that he just sat there quietly for a moment before shaking his head. “You want to… What?”

“Suck you off. Your cock. I want to make you cum in my mouth.”

He leaned back in his chair, cleared his throat, and then let his eyes rove over my body. "Oh, really? Well, um… I'm more than happy to… help you out in that department.”

I reached out, my hand resting on his thigh. He covered it with his own, his fingers squeezing gently. I could feel the heat of his body. I slid the hand up and felt that he was already hard. The idea was more than enough to get him in the mood.

I knew it wasn’t going to take long to get the job done.

“Do it here,” he said, excitement burning in his eyes.

“Here?” I said. “We can go to the bathroom.”

He shook his head. “Just get under the table. Nobody will see.” He gently pushed my shoulder, pushing me under the table. It all happened so fast.

My hands worked quickly to unbuckle his belt and unzip his pants. His cock sprang free, hard and ready. I took him into my mouth, my head bobbing up and down as I sucked and licked, my hands working in tandem to stroke his shaft. I felt like I was possessed, doing that job without any hesitation. I wasn’t missing a beat. I stroked and sucked and licked and tickled.

He groaned, his hips bucking as I took him deeper. I could feel his cock throbbing in my mouth, and I knew he was close. I redoubled my efforts, my head moving faster as I brought him to the edge.

With a final, shuddering groan, he came, his cum spilling into my mouth. I swallowed, feeling a strange sense of satisfaction as I tasted him. I pulled back and slipped back into my seat and saw him smiling. It all happened so fast—too fast for anyone in the bar to notice.

"Wow," he said, his voice breathless. "You're amazing. Where the fuck did you learn to do that?"

I stood up, straightening my skirt. "I'm just a quick learner.”

On the third day, I approached my final target—a man I had seen at the park, walking his dog. He was older, but I knew that he was going to be my easiest target. Every time I saw him, he would stare at me in a way that nobody had really stared at me before, like he couldn’t take his eyes off of me. And now, with my makeup and wig, he was more astonished than ever. Honestly… it was a nice feeling. It was nice to feel so admired. Usually, his looks made me uncomfortable, but now, I was starting to almost appreciate them. I smiled at him and his eyes lit up: the first time I’d acknowledged him.

I skipped over in a childlike way. His face turned dark red.

I felt a flutter of nerves as I approached him… but also excitement.

Just one more…

"Excuse me," I said, my voice soft and inviting. "I couldn't help but notice you always look at me. What’s up with that?”

He stammered. His face was so red… looking redder because of the contrast with his grey hair. It was actually kind of cute.

“Well?” I said with a teasing tone.

“You’re a very pretty, uh… boy” he said, voice cracking slightly.

“Boy?” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“I mean girl. Sorry—I’ve never really known anyone like… well—whatever you call yourself. Back in my day we said transsexual, but I think that term is taboo now. Is it?”

I giggled. “You’re cute,” I said.

He blushed even harder.

“Wanna get to know me?” I said, laying that immaturity on thick.”

He looked surprised, but pleased. "I'd like that very much. Shall we sit over there?"

I giggled again. He was so nervous; it was so cute.

We found a bench in a quiet corner of the park, and I sat down next to him, our thighs touching. “Wanna know a secret?” I asked, playfully kicking my legs.

“What’s that?” he asked, gaze following my smooth thighs.

“I really want to…”

“What?” he said.

I let out a playful giggle. “Promise you won’t make fun of me?”

“O—Okay. What is it?”

“I really wanna suck your cock.”

He froze. He turned white… and then white turned to crimson.

"I want to make you feel good," I whispered. "I want to taste you. And I want it more than anything.”

He cleared his throat.

“Please?” I asked. I stood up and then I jumped playfully onto his lap, leaning back into his chest. “You wouldn’t say no to me… Would you?”

He let out a soft moan, his body pressing against mine. I could feel his cock hardening through his pants, and I knew he was ready. I gently rocked on his lap, making him harder.

“My place isn’t far,” he said. And it was true. We were in his little house just two minutes later.

I got onto my knees. I got his pants down. His cock was much bigger than I was expecting. I was excited to get it over with.

I took him into my mouth, my head moving up and down as I sucked and licked, my hands stroking his shaft in time with my movements. He tasted clean, and I found myself enjoying the sensation, the way his cock filled my mouth and throbbed against my tongue.

It took longer than the other guys. I guess you can last longer when you get older… But I knew I was getting closer. I kept bobbing my head. I kept slurping his shaft. Spit dripped off of my chin. He moaned. His legs tensed up. I knew that I was close—so close!

With a final, shuddering groan, he came, his cum gushing into my mouth and coating my tongue and throat. There was so much of it—damn near two ounces of cum!

I swallowed, feeling a wave of pleasure wash over me as I tasted him. I pulled back, a satisfied smile on my lips.

I wiped my mouth. He blushed. “I’d really like to get to know you better,” he said.

“Maybe,” I said. I winked at him, and then giggled. I hated to admit it, but I was having fun. I felt so weirdly free. I felt so powerful, even though I was the one being obedient to Mrs. Vellum. I was doing everything she told me to do, and somehow that was making me realize that I had a certain power over men.

As I walked away from the park, I looked over and noticed something—or, I should say, someone. Andrea was standing there, across the street, next to her car. She smiled at me in a curious way. Without saying a word, I just knew that she was satisfied. I knew that she had decided to accept my apology. In a weird way, I knew that her little smile was her way of ‘releasing’ me.

Weeks and weeks of carrying out her commands had led to that moment. I wondered how many times she had followed me. Maybe she was always following me. Maybe she had watched me suck off the man at the cafe… and then the gym-bro at the bar. Or maybe she just intuitively knew that I would do it, and now she had come to release me.

An intense weight lifted off of my shoulders.

It was over. I was able to cross the biggest name off of my list. Now, there were only a few names left: smaller ‘crimes’ that I knew I would have no problem correcting. I felt another shift in that energy: that karmic energy that is always flowing all around us.

I felt this universal promise that things would be better—and from that moment on, they were.

On my way home, a woman stopped me on the street. “Excuse me,” she said. “This might be a shot in the dark, but are you looking for work?”

“Um… Why?” I asked.

“My shop just opened across the street and I need someone to help run it. It’s a beauty supply store—and, well… as shallow as it sounds, I need someone beautiful to be the face of the shop. I suppose it’s like a glorified receptionist job, but you would also be in charge of social media operations—with training, of course. I know it’s a shot in the dark, but I just saw you and figured I would ask.”

“I’m interested,” I smiled. Though I felt a bit like an imposter, dressed like a girl. So I said, “I’m, uh… not actually a girl.”

She stared at me. “Oh,” she said. “Really? Are you trans? I don’t mind. I’d still love to have you.”

I figured I could give it a shot. I wanted the money and the job seemed good. The pay was good too. So I bought some outfits from the thrift store that afternoon, and the next day I showed up for work.

And the universe did something else that week: it gifted a car to me. You won’t even believe this, but I got a coffee at Tim Hortons, and they were doing that Roll Up the Rim contest. I rolled up the rim and saw that I had won an SUV worth $45,000.

It was karma.

My luck was coming around.

And for the first time in a very, very long time, I felt excited about what was to come. I was no longer dreading the karmic punishment that seemed inevitable. Now, I knew that as long as I was good to people, the universe would be good to me
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