
        
            
                
            
        

    
The locker room buzzed with excitement. Chris Carter, the star quarterback of Hollow Creek University, sat on a wooden bench, towel draped over his shoulders, still riding the adrenaline from tonight's big win. He had thrown the perfect pass in the final moments, securing their place in the state playoffs. His teammates slapped his back, congratulating him, but Chris’s mind wasn’t on football anymore.

It was on her.

He had spotted her in the stands, sitting with a few friends, different from the usual crowd that gathered to fawn over him after the game. She wasn’t wearing any school colors, didn’t seem particularly interested in the roar of the fans or the action on the field, but Chris noticed her instantly. Her dark hair tumbled over her shoulders like a shadow, and her eyes – even from the distance – sparkled with something he couldn’t place. Something magnetic.

“Yo, Carter!” Bryce, his best friend and wide receiver, nudged him. “Earth to Chris, man. You ready to hit the party?”

“Yeah, yeah,” Chris replied absentmindedly, his gaze wandering back to the exit. She had already left. He stood, throwing on his jacket. “I’ll catch up with you later.”

Bryce raised an eyebrow, but Chris didn’t wait for a reply. He pushed open the door and headed toward the parking lot, the cool night air hitting his face. She wasn’t hard to find—standing alone by the entrance, fiddling with her phone.

“Hey,” Chris called out, jogging up to her. His confidence oozed with every step. “Saw you at the game. You new here?”

She looked up, her lips curling into a slight smile. “I’ve been here for a while, actually. Just don’t come to games often.”

Chris chuckled. “Well, you picked a good one to show up to. I’m Chris.”

“I know,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “Everyone knows Chris Carter.” Her eyes held his, unflinching. “I’m Elena.”

The way she said his name sent a strange chill down his spine, but he shook it off. “You doing anything tonight, Elena? There’s a party at Bryce’s place, but I was thinking we could do something more… just us.” His grin was his trademark move—charming, cocky.

Elena raised an eyebrow. “And what exactly did you have in mind?”

Chris wasn’t used to being questioned. “Dinner, maybe. I know a place.”

She stared at him for a beat, then shrugged. “Sure.”

The Date

Dinner was at a little diner on the edge of town, one Chris liked because it was cheap and quiet. They slid into a booth, but the conversation wasn’t flowing like Chris was used to. He cracked jokes, talked about his football career, how he was going to get a scholarship soon, but Elena remained cool, only responding when necessary.

Chris’s frustration began to bubble under the surface. She wasn’t fawning over him like the others, wasn’t giggling at his jokes. She just sat there, calm, with those piercing eyes, as if she was waiting for something.

“You’re quiet,” Chris said, tapping his fingers on the table. “Not really into football, huh?”

“I don’t see the appeal,” Elena said, her tone flat. “All that glory for a game.”

Chris forced a smile. “It’s not just a game. It’s about discipline, teamwork, being the best. People look up to me.”

Elena tilted her head, studying him. “And how do you treat those people who look up to you?”

Chris frowned. “What do you mean?”

“You seem like the kind of guy who takes a lot and gives very little,” she said, her words cutting through the air. “I wonder if you ever think about what it’s like to be on the other side.”

Chris shifted uncomfortably. “Look, I brought you here, didn’t I? You could be a little more appreciative.”

Her lips curled into a smile, but it wasn’t warm. “Appreciation works both ways, Chris.”

He leaned back, exasperated. “Whatever. You girls are all the same. Act like you’re above it, but you want the same thing in the end.”

The silence that followed was heavy. Elena’s eyes darkened, something strange flickering in them. She stood up, leaving some cash on the table for her meal.

“You’ll find out soon enough, Chris,” she said quietly, her voice now carrying an edge that made the hair on his neck stand up. “You’ve had your fun. Now it’s your turn.”

Before he could respond, she was gone, slipping out of the diner and into the night.

The Curse

Chris didn’t think much of it at first. Girls came and went in his life, and Elena would be just another story to tell the guys later. But that night, as he fell asleep, something strange began to happen. His skin prickled, an unnatural warmth spreading through his body. His muscles felt tight, constricting in ways he didn’t understand.

When he woke the next morning, he reached up to rub his eyes and froze.

His hands—they were smaller, more delicate.

Heart pounding, Chris leaped out of bed and rushed to the mirror.

The reflection staring back at him wasn’t his.

His broad shoulders were gone, his square jaw replaced by a softer, more feminine face. His body had transformed completely. He looked like a woman.

Chris stumbled back, his mind racing, panic rising. He didn’t understand how this could have happened… until Elena’s words echoed in his head:

“It’s your turn.”

She had cursed him.

Chris’s world, once so simple and easy, was now turned upside down. 

No Friends from the Past

Chris stood in front of his closet, staring at the piles of clothes that no longer fit his new body. His old football jerseys hung loose and shapeless, his jeans wouldn’t go past his hips, and his sneakers felt comically oversized on his smaller feet. Every piece of clothing he tried on reminded him of the brutal reality he was now trapped in.

After what felt like hours of trial and error, he found a pair of sweatpants with a drawstring that cinched enough to stay up, and a hoodie that, while still too big, at least covered most of him. He felt ridiculous, swimming in his own clothes, but there wasn’t time to care. He needed answers. And the first place he could think of was the locker room.

Maybe someone there would believe him. Maybe Bryce would understand.

The walk to the school was surreal. He kept his head down, hands stuffed in the hoodie’s front pocket, trying to avoid attention. But even in his baggy clothes, he felt exposed. The world seemed different from this perspective—bigger, more intimidating.

He pushed open the locker room door and walked inside. His heart pounded in his chest as he took in the familiar smell of sweat and damp socks. His teammates were scattered around, gearing up for practice. Bryce was talking with a couple of the guys by his locker, laughing about something.

Chris swallowed hard, feeling the knot in his stomach tighten. “Bryce!” he called out, his voice higher and more unfamiliar than he wanted. He winced.

Bryce turned around, eyebrows furrowing in confusion as he looked at Chris. “Uh, do I know you?”

“It’s me, man,” Chris said, walking closer. “It’s Chris. Carter.”

The room went silent for a moment. Then, laughter. Loud, mocking laughter that echoed off the tiled walls.

Bryce grinned, shaking his head. “What kind of joke is this? Chris Carter? Yeah, right.” He looked the stranger up and down. “Chris Carter is six feet tall and built like a tank. You’re—” He gestured to Chris’s new body, a smirk playing on his lips. “You’re definitely not him.”

Chris’s face flushed with frustration and embarrassment. “I know I look different, but something happened to me. It’s a curse or something, I don’t know. I swear to God, I’m Chris. Please, you’ve got to believe me.”

One of the guys, a lineman named Jake, leaned against a locker, arms crossed, grinning. “Yeah, okay. So if you’re Chris, tell us something only Chris would know.”

Chris racked his brain. “Uh, last week, Bryce, you borrowed my cleats for practice because you forgot yours. Jake, you and I skipped weights last month to hit up that party at Rachel’s place.” His voice sped up, panic creeping in as he spoke. “I swear, it’s me!”

Bryce’s grin faded slightly, confusion flickering across his face. “How do you…?”

Jake shook his head. “Doesn’t prove anything. Probably just some stalker chick who’s been hanging around too long.”

Chris’s stomach dropped. “I’m not—I’m not some chick!” he blurted, his voice cracking in frustration. “I’m Chris!”

The laughter started again, this time more vicious. Bryce glanced at him, his eyes narrowing, but he didn’t say anything. Instead, it was Jake who stepped forward, his grin turning into a leer.

“Well, whoever you are, you sure picked a weird way to show up here,” Jake said, his eyes traveling over Chris in a way that made his skin crawl. “But hey, since you’re all dressed up like a girl now, you might as well start acting like one.”

Chris’s throat tightened as the other guys snickered, and he took an instinctive step back. “What the hell is wrong with you?” he snapped, but his voice wavered, betraying how uncomfortable he felt under their gaze.

“You got a name, sweetheart?” another one of the guys called out, his voice dripping with mockery. “Or should we just call you ‘Chrisette’?”

Chris clenched his fists, his face burning with shame and frustration. Every instinct in his body wanted to lash out, to push back, but the weight of his new reality crushed him. He wasn’t the big, strong quarterback anymore. He wasn’t Chris Carter, the guy everyone respected—or at least feared. Now, he was just… small. Vulnerable.

“I—” Chris tried to speak, but his words stuck in his throat. They didn’t care who he really was. All they saw was a girl. Someone they could mock, dismiss, and leer at without consequence.

Bryce stepped forward, his smirk fading into something more dangerous. “You know, it’s not safe for you to be wandering around in here alone, looking like that. Locker rooms are for the team. And you… well, you’re not on the team.”

Chris’s heart raced as Bryce got closer, the reality of his situation crashing down on him like a wave. He had always been the one in control, the one with power, but now he felt utterly powerless.

“Come on, man,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “It’s me…”

Bryce’s eyes flashed with something unreadable before he shook his head. “Nah, you’re not Chris. Not anymore.”

The finality of those words hit Chris like a punch to the gut. He turned and bolted for the door, the sound of their laughter following him all the way out.

As he stumbled into the parking lot, the cool air hit his face, but it didn’t calm him. His hands were shaking, his body trembling with the aftermath of what had just happened. For the first time in his life, Chris Carter felt weak. Not just physically, but emotionally, as if the very core of who he was had been stripped away.

The curse was real. And it wasn’t just changing his body—it was changing everything about the way the world saw him.

For the first time, Chris understood what it meant to feel small.

The Condition for Ending the Curse

Chris sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the floor, his mind still reeling from what had happened in the locker room. He’d never felt so powerless, so invisible. His body was foreign, weak, and no one believed him. No one could believe him. His reflection in the mirror told a story he didn’t recognize—a story that now felt permanent.

The air in the room shifted suddenly, cool and tinged with something otherworldly. Chris’s head snapped up as the door creaked open, and there she was—Elena, standing in the doorway, her dark eyes gleaming with quiet confidence.

“You again,” Chris muttered, his heart racing with both anger and something he couldn’t quite name. “What do you want?”

Elena stepped into the room, her movements slow and deliberate. “I came to see how you’re adjusting,” she said, her voice smooth. “I thought you might have some questions by now.”

“Questions?” Chris stood up, fists clenched. “You ruined my life! I don’t care about your curse, or your twisted sense of justice. Just change me back!”

Elena tilted her head, amusement flickering in her eyes. “It doesn’t work that way, Chris. The curse can’t be undone with anger or demands.”

“Then how?” Chris’s voice cracked with desperation. “How do I fix this?”

She let out a slow sigh, as if she had been waiting for that question. “There’s only one way to break the curse. Someone has to fall in love with you—deeply, truly in love—and…” she paused, her eyes locking with his, “you have to sleep with him.”

Chris felt the world tilt beneath him. “What?”

“You heard me,” Elena said, her tone calm. “The only way to return to your old self is to find a man who falls for you, body and soul. And when that happens, when he proves his love by being with you physically, the curse will be lifted.”

Chris blinked, his mind racing. “That’s insane. You expect me to—”

“Those are the rules, Chris,” Elena interrupted. “If you want to go back to being the star quarterback, that’s your only option.”

Chris collapsed back onto the bed, his head in his hands. He couldn’t believe this. He had spent his life being the guy women wanted, the one who never had to try, never had to feel vulnerable. And now… now he was supposed to make some guy fall for him?

“Why are you doing this to me?” he asked quietly, the fight draining out of him.

Elena stepped closer, her voice softening. “Because, Chris, you’ve spent your whole life treating people like objects. You never stopped to think what it’s like to be on the other side. Now you have a chance to learn.”

Chris stayed silent, his mind swirling. He hated every word she said, but deep down, he knew there was no other way out.

“Fine,” he said through gritted teeth. “If that’s what it takes, I’ll do it.”

Elena gave him a slow nod. “You’re going to need more than just your current look if you want to attract a man, Chris. Right now, you look like a girl who doesn’t even know how to be herself. If you want this to work, you’re going to have to embrace it. Lean into what you are now.”

Chris stared at her, the weight of her words sinking in. He felt a strange mix of reluctance and… curiosity. Could he really do it? Could he become the kind of girl who could get a guy to fall for her?

He didn’t have a choice.

Making Changes- and Not Just Clothes

Chris stood in front of the full-length mirror, wearing nothing but his boxers and a baggy shirt, staring at his reflection. He had to admit it now—he looked like a girl. The curves, the softer face, the way his waist narrowed. If he was going to do this, he had to commit.

He moved to the closet, pulling out a few pieces of his sister’s old clothes. A tight pair of jeans, a form-fitting tank top, and—his heart pounded at the thought—a bra. He had no idea what he was doing, but he couldn’t shake the need to see himself fully transformed.

The jeans were the first challenge. They slid up his legs surprisingly smoothly, hugging his hips and thighs in a way that made him feel constricted but… in control. They emphasized the shape of his body in a way that was undeniably feminine. He buttoned them, the fabric tight around his waist, and looked in the mirror.

Next was the tank top. He slipped it on over his head, the thin material clinging to his skin, highlighting the small but noticeable curve of his chest. He frowned, feeling awkward, but as he looked at himself, something shifted inside him. It wasn’t just that he looked different. He felt different.

He reached for the bra, fumbling awkwardly with the straps, finally managing to fasten it around his back. When he adjusted it, he realized how it lifted his chest, enhancing his figure even more. The sensation was strange—supportive, but also… kind of nice.

He took a deep breath, stepping back from the mirror. His heart raced as he stared at the reflection. The girl looking back at him wasn’t a mess anymore. She was pretty.

For the first time since the curse, Chris didn’t feel like he was drowning in someone else’s body. Instead, he felt a strange sense of… ownership. The way the jeans hugged his curves, the softness of the tank top against his skin, the way the bra made his chest feel more pronounced—it all made him feel something he hadn’t expected.

Sexy.

The thought startled him, and he took a step back. Was that really how he felt? His entire life, he had been the one who made girls feel sexy, the one who admired them from a distance. But now, standing here in these clothes, with his body shaped into something undeniably feminine, he felt a pull—a sense of confidence and control that surprised him.

He ran a hand down his side, feeling the curve of his waist, the smoothness of the fabric. His pulse quickened, and for the first time, Chris didn’t just feel like a victim of the curse. He felt like he had power in this new body, a power that came from his femininity.

The door creaked, and Elena stepped into the room, her eyes scanning him. A small, knowing smile crept across her lips.

“You’re starting to understand,” she said softly.

Chris swallowed, his heart racing as he met her gaze. He wasn’t sure if he understood yet, but for the first time, he didn’t hate what he saw in the mirror.

Maybe, just maybe, this could work. 

Dating as If His Life Depends on It

Chris stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the hem of the soft blue dress he had borrowed from his sister’s closet. It hugged his body perfectly, accentuating the curves he had spent weeks getting used to. He had never imagined feeling like this—looking like this—but now that he was, he couldn’t deny the thrill running through him.

The dress swayed slightly as he moved, and he found himself enjoying the way it clung to his hips and the gentle dip of his waist. The feeling of the fabric brushing against his skin was intoxicating, and for the first time, Chris didn’t feel out of place in his new body. He felt powerful.

His makeup was light but carefully applied, just enough to bring out the natural softness of his face and highlight his eyes. He smiled at his reflection, tilting his head and letting his hair fall over his shoulder in a way that felt both natural and… exciting. His hands smoothed over the fabric of the dress again, marveling at how it emphasized everything he had once feared about his transformation. Now, standing in front of the mirror, he couldn’t deny it—he loved how he looked.

And he loved the attention it would get him tonight.

Mark had been sweet, kind, and most importantly, he noticed Chris. Not in the way his old teammates did—with jeers and mocking glances—but with genuine admiration. Mark looked at him like he was someone worth noticing, and Chris could feel it with every lingering gaze and subtle compliment. It was a feeling Chris had never experienced before, and as he slipped into a pair of heels, he couldn’t help but smile at the idea of being the center of attention tonight.

He gave himself one last look in the mirror, smoothing his hair and turning slightly to admire how the dress hugged his body from behind. It was perfect. He felt perfect.



Dinner was an entirely different experience from anything Chris had ever known. As soon as he walked into the restaurant with Mark, heads turned. He could feel their eyes on him—the way they lingered on his legs, the way they subtly watched him move—and it sent a rush of adrenaline through his body. He had been the center of attention before, but this was different. This was powerful.

Mark, for his part, was exactly as charming as Chris remembered. He smiled at him, his eyes never leaving Chris for long. The way he looked at him made Chris feel electric, like every move he made was worth watching. Every laugh, every glance, every time Chris leaned forward to take a sip of his drink—Mark’s attention was unwavering. It made Chris feel desirable, confident in a way that was completely new.

He found himself enjoying the way the dress shifted as he crossed his legs, how the neckline subtly revealed just enough to keep Mark interested. Every time Mark’s hand brushed against his, Chris’s pulse quickened, his skin tingling with the awareness that he was being noticed—not just as Chris Carter, the guy everyone admired for his skills on the field, but as someone Mark wanted.

When dinner ended, Mark suggested they head back to his place. Chris hesitated for only a moment, a small voice in the back of his mind reminding him why he was doing this. But as Mark’s hand gently rested on his lower back, guiding him toward the door, that voice quieted. Tonight wasn’t just about breaking the curse—it was about feeling wanted, about experiencing something that he never thought he would enjoy so much.

Learning That Al that Smiles is Not Gold

Mark’s apartment was cozy, but Chris barely noticed. The moment the door closed behind them, Mark pulled him close, his lips capturing Chris’s in a kiss that sent heat flooding through his body. Chris melted into it, his arms wrapping around Mark’s neck, pulling him closer. The feeling of Mark’s hands on his waist, tracing the curves of his body through the dress, sent shivers of pleasure down his spine.

Mark’s touch was gentle, yet confident. As they moved to the couch, Chris found himself lost in the moment, loving the way Mark’s hands explored his body, the way his kisses grew more intense. He could feel the soft fabric of his dress sliding up as Mark’s fingers traced his thighs, and instead of feeling embarrassed or nervous, Chris felt a thrill of excitement. He liked being touched like this, liked the way Mark’s hands lingered on his hips, liked the way the dress clung to him in all the right places.

As the night continued, Chris felt more alive than he ever had before. Mark’s attention was intoxicating, and the physical pleasure of his kisses and touches left Chris breathless. For the first time, he wasn’t thinking about the curse, or about the past—he was completely wrapped up in the sensation of being desired, of being beautiful, of being feminine in a way that surprised and excited him.

When their clothes finally came off, and their bodies pressed together in the heat of passion, Chris felt a rush of pleasure unlike anything he had ever experienced. Every touch, every kiss, every movement was electrifying, and Chris found himself lost in the intimacy of it all. The way Mark moved with him, the way he whispered Chris’s name as they reached the height of their pleasure—it was overwhelming, and for the first time in his life, Chris understood what it meant to be truly connected with someone during sex.



Afterward, Chris lay on the couch, still breathless, his body buzzing with the afterglow. Mark stood up, reaching for his clothes without saying much, but Chris didn’t notice at first. He was still riding the high of what had just happened, still basking in the physical and emotional pleasure of it all.

But then Mark’s voice cut through the moment like a knife. “You should probably head out now.”

Chris blinked, sitting up slightly. “What? I thought—”

“It was fun,” Mark said, slipping his shirt back on. “But, you know, I’m not really looking for anything serious.”

The words hit Chris like a cold slap to the face. He sat there, the warmth of the moment fading as he watched Mark casually dismiss everything that had just happened. He felt small again, exposed. The way Mark looked at him now was different—detached, indifferent.

Chris gathered his dress, pulling it over his head and smoothing it down, his fingers trembling slightly. The fabric that had made him feel so powerful, so beautiful just moments ago, now felt like a reminder of his vulnerability. He had been used, just like he had used girls in the past. The realization settled in, heavy and painful.

As he slipped back into his heels and reached for his purse, Chris couldn’t shake the deep sense of humiliation creeping over him. He had allowed himself to get lost in the pleasure, in the attention, only to be discarded afterward, just like he had discarded so many girls before.

But even as the shame settled in, Chris couldn’t deny the truth: he had loved the way Mark had made him feel. He had loved the way the dress had clung to him, the way Mark had admired him, the way he had felt desirable and powerful in his new body. The physical pleasure of the night was real, undeniable, but it was tangled with the harsh reality of what had just happened.

As Chris stepped into the cool night air, he felt a mixture of emotions—humiliated, yes, but also awakened. This new life, this new body, wasn’t just a curse. It was teaching him things about himself he had never known. And whether he liked it or not, he couldn’t go back to who he used to be.

A Bit of Despair

Chris stood in front of the mirror again, but this time, the reflection staring back at him was different. The dress, the makeup, the softness of his body—it all felt wrong now. He couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened with Mark. How easily he had fallen into the role of the girl, how much he had enjoyed being looked at, desired, touched. And then how quickly he had been discarded.

He frowned, running his fingers through his hair, now long enough to brush his shoulders. This isn’t me, he thought, his chest tightening with a sense of panic. I’m not some girl.

Determined to shake off the growing sense of fear, he rummaged through his closet and pulled out one of his old hoodies—oversized, with his high school football number emblazoned on the back—and a pair of sweatpants. They hung loosely on his smaller frame now, but Chris didn’t care. He wanted to cover up, to erase the body that felt so alien yet dangerously familiar.

As he tugged the hoodie over his head, he stared into the mirror, hoping that somehow he would look like the person he used to be. But the face that looked back at him was still soft, still undeniably feminine. Even in the oversized clothes, his body had changed too much to hide. His hips were still curved, his chest still pushed against the fabric in a way that reminded him constantly of what he had become.

He clenched his fists, angry at how little control he had. It didn’t matter what he wore—he was still a girl. The thought sent a shiver of discomfort down his spine.

When he stepped outside, the hoodie pulled tightly around him like armor, he hoped that dressing more like a boy would help him blend in, to feel normal again. But it didn’t take long before reality hit.

Chris was walking down the street, hands shoved deep in his pockets, when he heard the familiar sound of a car slowing down behind him. At first, he ignored it, quickening his pace, hoping they’d just drive by. But then came the catcalls—loud, obnoxious, and directed straight at him.

“Hey, baby, where you headed?” one guy shouted from the open window, his voice dripping with sleaze.

Chris’s heart pounded in his chest. He pulled his hood up, trying to hide his face, but it didn’t matter. He could feel their eyes on him, the way they stared, and it made his skin crawl.

“Come on, don’t be shy,” another voice called out. “You know you want it.”

Chris bit his lip, his stomach churning. It didn’t matter what he wore or how much he tried to act like his old self—they still saw him as a girl. He picked up his pace, walking faster, desperate to get away from the voices, from the leering eyes, from the way they made him feel so small and vulnerable. But no matter how far he walked, the feeling lingered.

Desperate to Break the Curse

Back at home, Chris paced his room, his mind racing. The curse had twisted his life into something he no longer recognized. He wasn’t Chris Carter anymore, not the way he had been. He couldn’t even walk down the street without being treated like some helpless girl. And worse, the more time passed, the more he feared he was starting to like it.

He remembered the way Mark had touched him, how he had felt in the dress—how good it had felt to be wanted, to be dominated. It terrified him how much his body responded to men’s attention now, how easily he had fallen into that role. It wasn’t just the curse changing his appearance; it was changing him on a deeper level, and he didn’t know how to stop it.

Desperate, he realized there was only one option left: he had to break the curse, no matter what it took. He couldn’t let himself fall further into this new identity. He needed to be Chris again.

The next few weeks were a blur of dresses, dates, and increasingly confusing feelings for Chris. He had become desperate to break the curse, willing to do whatever it took to find someone who would fall in love with him. Truly, deeply in love. But every time, it was the same story. And the further Chris fell into this life, the more he realized how little control he had over his own desires.

Chris started by experimenting with different looks—different versions of who he could be. Maybe, if he found the right look, he could find the right person.

The first date was with Ryan, a political science major Chris met at a café. Ryan had sharp features, glasses perched on his nose, and a knack for engaging debate. He was different from the people Chris used to hang around, intellectual in a way that intrigued him. For Ryan, Chris picked out a modest but flattering green dress with a cinched waist and flowing skirt. The material felt soft against his skin, the skirt swaying gently with every step. It was elegant, refined, and Chris hoped it would make him look approachable—someone worth having a conversation with.

Ryan noticed. His eyes traveled down Chris’s body when he entered the café, lingering on the neckline of the dress, where the fabric dipped just low enough to give a hint of what lay beneath. Chris loved the way Ryan looked at him, the way his lips twitched into a small smile when Chris crossed his legs, and the hem of the dress slid up his thigh just a little. Ryan’s hand brushed Chris’s over the table as they debated political theory, and Chris couldn’t help but feel a thrill at the touch.

But when they ended up back at Ryan’s place, all the charm and intellect seemed to fade away. The moment Ryan’s hand slid up Chris’s leg, his focus shifted entirely from Chris’s words to his body. His fingers slipped under the hem of the dress, and despite how much Chris had hoped Ryan would be different, he was like all the others—interested only in what he could take. He kissed Chris hard, his hands gripping Chris’s waist as he pushed him onto the bed, and Chris gave in. He let Ryan dominate him, feeling that familiar mixture of desire and fear as Ryan’s hands roamed his body.

Afterward, it was the same story. Ryan turned over, barely saying anything, muttering about how it had been “fun.” But there was no love. No connection. Just another person who used Chris for a night and moved on.

Next, Chris tried a different kind of person—Max, a science geek with messy hair and an awkward smile. Max seemed sweet, innocent even, and Chris thought maybe he’d be the one to fall for him. He went for a different look for Max, something that felt a little more playful—a short, floral dress with a flared skirt and spaghetti straps that showed off his shoulders. It was girly, fun, and Chris hoped it would make Max see him as someone he could fall for, not just another person to sleep with.

They met at a bar, and Max’s eyes widened the moment he saw Chris. It was clear Max wasn’t used to being around someone like Chris—someone in short dresses with legs on display, wearing lipstick that made their lips look full and kissable. Max stammered his way through compliments, his eyes darting nervously from Chris’s face to his chest, to his legs, and back again.

Chris enjoyed the power he had over Max. He crossed his legs slowly, watching Max’s eyes follow the movement, and leaned forward just enough to give him a glimpse of the cleavage the dress highlighted. Max was entranced, and Chris knew it wouldn’t be long before he made his move.

When they ended up in Max’s apartment, the same story played out. Max was sweet at first, nervous, even gentle, but once things escalated, he lost himself. His hands gripped Chris’s thighs, pulling him closer, and his kisses were frantic, needy. Chris could feel the tension in Max’s body, the way his muscles strained as he tried to control himself, and despite Chris’s frustration, he couldn’t deny how much he enjoyed the attention.

But, just like with Ryan, once it was over, there was nothing. No love. No connection. Just another night, another person who used Chris and moved on.

Can the Past Bring a New Future?

Chris was growing more desperate, more confused. He had tried so many different types of people—intellectuals, geeks, casual flirts—but none of them loved him. He started to wonder if anyone ever would. And then, in a moment of recklessness, he decided to try something he hadn’t dared to before.

One of his old football teammates.

It was a Friday night when Chris ran into Jake at a bar downtown. Jake had always been one of the biggest guys on the team, with broad shoulders, thick arms, and legs like tree trunks. Back then, they’d been friends, the kind that shared drinks and talked about life after practice. But now, seeing Jake again, Chris felt a strange, uncomfortable pull in his stomach. He remembered how Jake used to look up to him as the star quarterback, but now he didn’t even recognize him.

For this encounter, Chris went all out—something bolder, something daring. He wore a tight black dress, strapless, that clung to every curve of his body like a second skin. The dress hugged his hips, his waist, his chest, and the hem barely reached mid-thigh. Chris knew it would catch Jake’s attention, and that’s exactly what he wanted. He wanted Jake to notice him, to want him, just like the others had.

And it worked. When Chris walked up to Jake at the bar, Jake’s eyes immediately dropped to Chris’s chest, the way the dress pushed up his cleavage, making it impossible to look away. Jake’s gaze lingered on Chris’s body, his lips parting slightly as he looked him up and down. Chris could see the recognition flicker in Jake’s eyes—the way he knew he’d seen Chris before, but couldn’t quite place it.

Chris played along, pretending to be just another person at the bar, flirting with Jake like he’d done with all the others. But this time, it was different. As they talked, Chris couldn’t stop staring at Jake’s body—the thickness of his arms, the way his biceps bulged against his shirt, the broadness of his chest. Chris could see the muscles rippling beneath Jake’s skin, and despite himself, he felt a familiar heat rising in his chest.

He hated it. He hated how much he wanted Jake.

When they ended up back at Jake’s place, it was humiliating. Jake, who had once been one of Chris’s closest friends, now saw him as nothing more than a person to sleep with. He didn’t recognize Chris as Chris Carter, his former teammate, and that made it worse. He treated Chris like all the others had—like he was just there for his pleasure.

But what was worse was how much Chris enjoyed it.

Jake was rougher than the others, his hands gripping Chris’s waist tightly as he pulled him onto the bed. His strength overwhelmed Chris, and he found himself giving in completely, his body responding to Jake’s every touch. Chris felt small in Jake’s arms, dominated by his size, his power, and he loved it. Jake’s muscles flexed as he moved above Chris, his body pressing down on his, and Chris couldn’t stop himself from running his hands over Jake’s chest, feeling the hard lines of his abs, the thick, solid weight of him.

Every kiss, every touch sent shivers through Chris. He was lost in the moment, lost in the feeling of being controlled, of being dominated by someone who used to look up to him. It was humiliating, degrading even, but Chris couldn’t deny how much he wanted it. He wanted Jake to take him, to make him feel like he was his. He stared at Jake’s muscles, at the way his arms flexed as he held him down, and a part of Chris—one he didn’t want to admit existed—was thrilled by it.

When it was over, the familiar emptiness returned. Jake rolled over, barely acknowledging Chris as he caught his breath. Chris lay there, staring at the ceiling, the shame washing over him in waves. He had just let one of his old teammates dominate him, use him like all the others had, and yet, Chris couldn’t stop thinking about how much he’d enjoyed it.

Chris gathered his dress, pulling it back over his head, and slipped out of Jake’s apartment without saying a word. The humiliation clung to him like a second skin, but so did the memory of Jake’s muscles, his strength, and the way he had made Chris feel.

Chris was losing himself, and he didn’t know how to stop it.

Giving Up and Making Amends

For weeks, Chris tried to break the curse. He wore tight dresses, flirted with men, and hoped someone would fall in love with him. But after every encounter, he was left feeling hollow and ashamed. The men didn’t love him; they just used him. And worse, Chris was starting to feel like he was losing himself in the process, getting trapped in this new body. After what happened with Jake, Chris finally realized that maybe he wasn’t going to break the curse.

He stopped dating. Chris couldn’t do it anymore—the endless cycle of looking for love in places where it didn’t exist. Instead, he decided to focus on his studies. He started dressing more conservatively, trying to create some distance between himself and the woman he’d been becoming. Chris swapped out the tight dresses and high heels for simple blouses and loose skirts. His makeup was minimal—just enough to look presentable—and he kept his hair pulled back, neat and out of the way. Chris wanted to reclaim some control, to focus on his future, even if he was stuck in this body.

But as Chris became more comfortable in his day-to-day life, the guilt started creeping in. He’d spent so many years as Chris Carter, the guy who treated girls carelessly, using them for his own pleasure and never thinking twice about how they felt. Now that he was on the other side, Chris understood the pain he’d caused. The memories of how he had been used and discarded made him want to do something meaningful with his time.

That’s when Chris started volunteering at the local rape counseling center.

It wasn’t easy at first. Walking into the center, Chris felt the weight of his past pressing down on him, but he knew it was something he had to do. He had to atone for the way he used to be. The women who came in for counseling had gone through things he couldn’t imagine—things that made his own experiences pale in comparison. Chris wanted to help them, even if it was just by being there to listen.

He dressed simply for his volunteer shifts—a plain cardigan over a modest blouse, paired with knee-length skirts and flats. The clothes were conservative, functional, and gave him a sense of comfort. Chris didn’t want to stand out; he just wanted to blend in and be useful. He wanted to be seen for more than just the way he looked.  He wanted to help people.

An Unexpected Connection

A few weeks into his volunteering, Chris met John.

John was another volunteer, tall and broad-shouldered, with kind eyes that always seemed to be focused on the people around him. He had a quiet strength about him, a way of making the women feel safe just by being there. Chris would watch him as he spoke to them in a soft, gentle voice, never rushing them, never pushing. John’s kindness was palpable, and it was clear that he genuinely cared about the women who came into the center.

At first, Chris avoided him. He didn’t want to get close to anyone—especially not a man. But over time, Chris found himself drawn to John. He noticed the way John’s shirts fit snugly across his broad chest, the way his arms flexed slightly as he carried boxes or helped rearrange the furniture. His hair was always a bit tousled, like he’d just run his hands through it, and his jawline was sharp, covered in a bit of stubble that added to his rugged appearance. John wasn’t just attractive—he was kind, compassionate, the opposite of what Chris used to be.

Chris couldn’t help but watch him when he was in the room, his eyes tracing the lines of John’s body, admiring the way he moved with purpose and care. Chris tried to ignore the growing attraction, but it was there, undeniable, and it made him nervous.

One evening, after the center had closed for the night, Chris and John stayed behind to clean up. It had been a long day, and as they worked side by side, the silence between them felt comfortable, not awkward. Chris had worn a simple beige sweater that night, paired with a gray pencil skirt that hugged his hips but wasn’t too revealing. His hair was tied back in a loose ponytail, and as Chris bent down to pick up some paperwork from the floor, he noticed John’s eyes flicker toward him for just a moment.

There was something different in the air that night. They’d been working together for weeks, and though they hadn’t spoken much beyond small talk, there was a growing tension between them, a pull Chris couldn’t deny. He glanced up at John as he stacked some chairs, his muscles flexing under the sleeves of his shirt, and Chris felt his heart skip a beat. He tried to ignore it, but the attraction was stronger than ever.

Finally, as they were about to leave, John broke the silence. “You know, Chris, I really admire the work you’ve been doing here.”

Chris smiled softly, trying to hide the blush creeping up his cheeks. “Thanks. It’s been… different, but I think it’s important.”

John nodded, his eyes lingering on Chris a little longer than usual. “You’ve got a big heart. I can see how much you care about the people here.”

For a moment, Chris was speechless. John’s words hit him in a way he wasn’t expecting. Chris had spent so long trying to redeem himself, trying to make up for the mistakes of his past, and here was John, seeing him not for the curse or the body he was in, but for who he was inside.

That night, after they finished cleaning, John asked Chris to come over to his place. There was something unspoken between them, and despite Chris’s hesitation, he agreed.

Finding Love

John’s apartment was simple but warm, filled with cozy furniture and soft lighting. They sat on the couch together, sipping tea and talking about their lives—real lives, not just the ones they lived at the counseling center. For the first time in a long time, Chris felt like he could be himself.

As the night went on, the conversation turned softer, more personal, and Chris found himself leaning closer to John. John reached out and brushed a strand of hair from Chris’s face, his touch gentle and full of affection. Chris’s heart raced as John looked at him, his eyes filled with something Chris hadn’t seen in anyone else’s gaze: love.

Without saying a word, John leaned in and kissed Chris. It was soft at first, almost tentative, but it quickly deepened, John’s hands sliding around Chris’s waist, pulling him closer. Chris melted into him, his body pressing against John’s as he wrapped his arms around John’s neck. Chris could feel the heat between them building, the tension that had been growing for weeks finally breaking.

John pulled Chris into his lap, and Chris felt the strength of John’s body beneath him—his broad chest, his muscled arms. Chris ran his hands down John’s back, feeling the firmness of his muscles, the warmth of his skin. John kissed Chris deeply, his lips exploring his, and Chris couldn’t help but moan softly as he gave in to the sensations.

When they finally moved to John’s bedroom, it felt natural, right. Chris was wearing a loose button-up blouse that night, one that he’d chosen for comfort, not seduction. But as John’s hands moved over Chris’s body, undoing the buttons slowly, it became something else entirely. John’s touch was careful, deliberate, and every moment made Chris feel cherished, desired in a way he hadn’t felt with anyone else.

As they undressed each other, Chris couldn’t help but stare at John’s body—the way his chest rose and fell with each breath, the hard lines of his abs, the thickness of his arms as he pulled Chris closer. Chris ran his fingers over John’s skin, tracing the muscles in his back, feeling the heat of his body against his. It was intoxicating, the way John moved, the way he held Chris like he was precious to him.

They made love that night, and it was unlike anything Chris had ever experienced before. John was gentle but passionate, his hands exploring every inch of Chris’s body with care. He kissed Chris deeply, his lips trailing down Chris’s neck, across his chest, and every touch sent shivers through Chris. He had never felt so connected to someone, so wanted.

When it was over, John didn’t push Chris away like all the others had. He pulled Chris into his arms, holding him close, whispering softly that he loved him.

“I don’t want you to leave,” John said, his voice quiet in the darkness. “I love you, Chris.”

For the first time in a long time, Chris felt tears prick at the corners of his eyes. John loved him. Not just his body, not just the way he looked, but Chris. And for the first time since the curse began, Chris felt whole.

The next morning, as the sunlight filtered through the curtains, Chris woke to find Elena standing at the foot of the bed. She looked at him with that same knowing smile she always had, and Chris knew why she was there.

“Well, Chris,” she said softly. “You’ve done it. A man loves you. The curse can be lifted.”

Chris looked at her, then down at John, still asleep beside him, his arm draped protectively over Chris’s waist. Chris had spent so long trying to break the curse, trying to get back to who he used to be. But now… Chris didn’t want to go back.

“I don’t want the curse lifted,” Chris said quietly, his voice steady. “I love him, too. And I want to stay.”

Elena’s smile widened, and she nodded. “As you wish.”

And with that, she disappeared, leaving Chris in the quiet warmth of the morning, wrapped in the arms of the man who loved him—just as he was.
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